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    Chapter 1 
 
   
   
   
   
    Two weeks had passed since Mayor Carcass’s death. Lucas was back in his old house on the outskirts of Buxworth. With the Red Heads no longer a threat, there was no reason to continue to stay in the small safehouse in Buxworth Town. He repaired the damage the Red Heads had done to his property. And now, he was living in a three bedroom house with four girls – Hannah, Michelle, Anika and Jenny.  
 
    He’d slept with three of the girls, and the fourth, he literally owned, thanks to a magical serum created by a creepy Super. Living with all four girls, it sounded amazing on paper. In reality, there was the sexual tension, but also some awkwardness floating around.  
 
    Lucas started every morning in the basement, working out in the gym he had set up there. Today was no different. After finishing his cardio on the treadmill, he pulled his top off and guzzled down half a bottle of water, the remaining half, he poured on his head. Lucas slid the boxing gloves on and got to work on the bag.  
 
    He had to be careful now when boxing. Lucas was running out of punching bags. He’d ruined three in the past two days. He was down to his last one. 
 
    It wasn’t his fault, not really.  
 
    The meteorites that struck earth back in 2015 were full of blue crystals that gave the survivors superpowers. When Lucas set off to rescue his girls kidnapped by the Red Heads, he stumbled upon a green crystal. 
 
    He’d seen it in action.  
 
    It didn’t work like the blue crystals.  
 
    The gang member that had absorbed the green crystal gained incredible powers. Powers that only lasted for a short period. And then, they killed him in the most horrific of ways Lucas had seen anyone die.    
 
    And Lucas had seen a lot of people die.  
 
    When he was confronted by Mayor Carcass, Lucas had no choice but to use the green crystal. It gave him the power to overcome the Super. And he was still alive.  
 
    He was a Super now, according to Michelle.  
 
    But Lucas wasn’t so sure.  
 
    The first few days after touching the crystal, after having killed Mayor Carcass, Lucas felt great. He felt insanely strong and fast.  
 
    But in the days since, there was a nagging feeling that it was wearing off, that eventually, he would be back to his old Normie self. Not that there was anything wrong with his old self. But Lucas wanted to check if he was right, if the power really was wearing off.  
 
    He tested his theory on the boxing bags, punching hard, he ruined three bags. The tests were inconclusive. It seemed like yesterday, when he punched using the same force as the previous days, the bag took it well. And by that, it didn’t fly off the chain it dangled from.  
 
    But today, as he worked on the bag applying the same force behind each strike, the bag shook violently, the chain at the top swung wildly. He was definitely stronger today than he had been yesterday, but not as strong as when he fought Mayor Carcass…  
 
    This wasn’t how Supers were supposed to operate. Their powers, their strengths, it wasn’t supposed to fluctuate.  
 
    Lucas reduced the power behind each punch, mindful of this being his last boxing bag. With his hands up, Lucas focused on his technique, doing quick one-twos and other combos, he worked up another sweat.  
 
    “Damn, you look good,” Anika said.  
 
    The black girl stood with her elbows resting on the bannister at the top of the stairs, smiling down at him.  
 
    “How long have you been there?” Lucas asked, turning to face her, he wrapped his arms around the boxing bag.  
 
    “Not long. Five minutes,” Anika said. “Maybe ten. Sort of lost track of time gazing at…” she gestured in his general direction.  
 
    Lucas grinned. It was good to see her getting back to her old self after what the Red Heads did to her. Lucas felt no remorse in killing every last single one of them in that base of theirs, where they kept Anika and Jenny imprisoned, where they tortured the two girls.  
 
    Anika watched him as he climbed the stairs, her eyes on his bare chest, she placed a hand on it as he came within reach.  
 
    “I missed this,” she whispered.  
 
    Her hand trailed down his body, coming to his boxing shorts, she lowered his waistband, freeing his cock, she stared at it.  
 
    “You know you can touch it, right?” Lucas said, wearing a one-sided grin.  
 
    Anika grabbed his cock by the head and looked up at him mischievously. “Of course I know that. This cock belongs to me, doesn’t it?”  
 
    “You might want to talk to Hannah about that,” Lucas said.  
 
    Anika raised an eyebrow. “And why would I want to talk to my lesbian girlfriend about your cock, mister?”  
 
    “She hasn’t mentioned it?” Lucas asked, genuinely surprised.  
 
    “Something about your cock? I think I’d remember that!”  
 
    “Oh,” Lucas nodded. Somehow, he got the feeling this wasn’t a conversation he wanted to have anymore. He’d much rather Anika played with his cock. She was still holding it in her hand.  
 
    But it was not to be.  
 
    “Oh. My. God,” Anika said, as she let go of his cock. “I get kidnapped for a week, and you turn my lesbian girlfriend into a cock addict?”  
 
    That wasn’t exactly how it had happened.  
 
    It was Hannah that came onto him.  
 
    She wanted comfort. Naked comfort that somehow led to her coming to the conclusion that his cock was like a dildo, a human-battery operated one that was also warm. The girl had marvelled at how it was hard and soft at the same time.  
 
    But saying all of that wasn’t going to help him get some from Anika. It would probably turn into an argument, or at the least, it would lead to more talking. Lucas didn’t want to talk. He wanted Anika to hold his cock again.  
 
    “You’re not jealous, are you?” he asked.  
 
    The anger on Anika’s face, whether it was real or a pretence, it vanished immediately, and she frowned. “Why would I be jealous?”  
 
    Lucas shrugged. “If you’re not jealous, what’s the problem?”  
 
    “I-” she stopped. “You-” she stopped again.  
 
    That’s right, Lucas thought.  
 
    She didn’t have a leg to stand on.  
 
    Before Anika was kidnapped by the Red Heads, their house was occupied by the three of them. Lucas, Hannah and Anika. They had a strange relationship. Hannah was a full on lesbian, dating Anika, who was bisexual and occasionally slept with Lucas, much to the annoyance of Hannah.  
 
    “Fine,” Anika threw her hands up. “I don’t like sharing Hannah, okay.”  
 
    “But she shared you with me?” Lucas muttered.  
 
    “Yes, I’m a hypocrite. What do you want?”  
 
    “Just my cock looked after,” Lucas grinned.  
 
    It took the fire from their argument, and Anika smiled, before laughing. She took his cock in her hand once more and dropped to her knees.  
 
    Lucas reached down and pulled her thin blouse off. Anika had small breasts and often didn’t wear a bra. This was one of those often occasions. Lucas held her thick hair as her dark lips wrapped around his cock. He pushed it in gently, going back and forth, hitting the end of her mouth, hitting the back of her throat.  
 
    It felt good to have her back. 
 
    He went easy on her.  
 
    She’d been out of action for a few weeks now. Saliva dripped down her chin as she struggled with his cock.  
 
    Lucas was close to coming when he pulled his cock out. He scooped up Anika’s small frame and placed her bottom on the bannister. He leaned in and kissed her on the lips. His hands fiddled with her skirt. It was hard to take off, considering how she was sitting on her bottom.  
 
    Lucas wrapped an arm around her back. He pressed her body against his, her small breasts now squished against his rock hard chest. Anika grunted as he lifted her small frame up off the bannister and pulled her skirt down.  
 
    His lips still locked with hers, her ass pressed against the bannister, he reached down and lifted one leg up.  
 
    Anika was a flexible girl.  
 
    It wasn’t hard for him to lift one leg and place the foot on the bannister, her other foot on the ground, her pussy now open and ready.  
 
    Still kissing, Lucas took in her scent, her taste, her soft lips. Anika grabbed his cock and rubbed it against her pussy, warm and dripping, the lips parted and Lucas thrust his cock inside her.  
 
    It was something he’d done many times in the past, driven his cock inside Anika when her pussy was dripping.  
 
    It had never been a problem before.  
 
    But this time, Anika stopped kissing and leaned over the bannister, her face scrunched in pain.  
 
    “What’s wrong?” Lucas asked, his cock partly buried inside her cunt.  
 
    “Hurts,” she muttered.  
 
    Lucas looked down at her pussy, his cock half disappeared behind the dark flesh, a little of her pink lips protruded out, contrasting against her dark skin. There was still slight bruising on her pussy from when the Red Heads had kidnapped and tortured her.  
 
    Lucas felt the skin around her pussy lips, pressed against the bruises gently and watched as Anika winced.  
 
    Lucas made to pull his cock out, but Anika grabbed him by the balls and held him there.  
 
    “I like you inside me,” Anika said. “I miss it… just… be gentle.”  
 
    She massaged his balls as Lucas gently pushed more of his cock inside her.  
 
    Anika let go of his balls and pressed her hand, palm flat against his chest, she pushed back, shaking her head. “No, no, no, hurts too much.”  
 
    Lucas pulled his cock out as Anika rested against the bannister, her chest rising and falling rapidly. 
 
    “I’d vow revenge on the guys that did this to you, but I think I already killed them all,” Lucas said.  
 
    Anika grinned, but it was a short-lived grin. “I miss having your cock inside me,” she grumbled.  
 
    “Same,” Lucas replied.  
 
    “Yes, well, you have other options,” Anika said, before adding with a frown, “Stay away from Hannah.”  
 
    “Never took you as the jealous type,” Lucas muttered.  
 
    “Hannah belongs to me,” Anika said. She reached down and took his cock in her hands, rubbing the tip. “Besides, you’ve got Jenny.”  
 
    “I don’t have Jenny.”  
 
    “You do, actually. You literally have her. She belongs to you, remember?”  
 
    Lucas did remember.  
 
    Jenny was a Normie, a human without superpowers. She had belonged to a Super named Vengeance, a Super that had created a serum with two parts. A slave part, and a master part. 
 
    Vengeance injected Jenny with the slave serum. His plan had been to inject himself with the master serum to turn Jenny into his eternal slave, to be able to command her mind and body as if it were an extension of his own.  
 
    But Jenny managed to escape, taking with her the master serum stored in a syringe. Lucas stumbled upon the girl in his local café, where he saved her from another Super. Partly in thanks, mostly out of desperation, knowing Vengeance would be after her, Jenny injected Lucas with the master serum.  
 
    She belonged to him now in a way that he didn’t feel entirely comfortable with.  
 
    He could sense her when she was close. Right this moment, he knew she had just woken up and was in the kitchen.  
 
    Lucas could do more than just sense her.  
 
    He could possess her, take full control of her body.  
 
    It had proved useful when the Red Heads had kidnapped Jenny and Anika. Lucas had possessed Jenny and found out the location they had been taken to.    
 
    Lucas didn’t know if possessing her had caused the change, or if it was just a natural progression of the master and slave serum.  
 
    But something had changed. 
 
    “I can’t have sex with Jenny,” he said softly. “I don’t think I can even be around her.”  
 
    “You can say that again,” Anika laughed.  
 
    “Huh?”  
 
    “We’ve all noticed how you are around her. You barely look at her. You leave the room as soon as she enters. When she tries to talk to you, you give half sentence replies. We know you’re the silent, brooding, dark and mysterious type, but with her its more than that. You’re rude. Its like you hate her.”  
 
    “I don’t hate her!”  
 
    “What is it then?” Anika asked. “Because Jenny sure as hell feels like you hate her.”  
 
    “She does?” Lucas asked. “How do you know?”  
 
    “She told me!” 
 
    “You girls talk?”  
 
    “Yes, Lucas, of course we talk! It’s what girls do, Lucas. Especially when the girls have been cooped up in this house for weeks.”  
 
    They had been cooped up partly because pretty much everyone bar Hannah had taken a beating in the past few weeks. And partly because Lucas thought it would be a good idea to keep a low profile after having killed both the Mayor and the leader of the most powerful gang in town.  
 
    There would be chaos in Buxworth Town. Best to wait till things settled and the girls recovered fully, mentally and physically.  
 
    “What uh… what did she say?”  
 
    “I don’t want to get into that,” Anika said, her eyes lowering to focus on his cock. 
 
    It was classic Anika. Bluntly avoiding a conversation solely because she didn’t want to talk about it. Not because it was confidential, or something like that.  
 
    Anika had small breasts, but in comparison, large nipples, both of which were pierced by round rings. The girl had a kinky side to her, one Lucas had occasionally played with.  
 
    He decided now was the time to play some more.  
 
    He raised his knee and pressed it against her abdomen, just below her breasts, he took her nipple rings in each hand and pulled while he pushed forward with his knee.  
 
    “Ow,” Anika moaned, her eyes flashing anger. “What the hell are you doing?”  
 
    Lucas didn’t respond, but continued to pull on her rings, stretching her nipples. This was how it began, with Anika putting on a show of force that very quickly faded away.  
 
    It had been her idea to do this in the bedroom.  
 
    And after that, Lucas found it had its uses elsewhere too.  
 
    “Oww,” Anika repeated another moan, but this time, she did not meet his eyes with defiance. Instead, she stared at his cock, her features softened as she stroked it.  
 
    “What did Jenny say?” Lucas asked.  
 
    “She thinks you hate her, thinks you can’t stand to look at her,” Anika said, still rubbing his cock. As precum leaked out, she wiped it away with her thumb and sucked it clean as she met his eyes, lust in them.  
 
    “I don’t hate her,” Lucas said.  
 
    “I don’t care,” Anika replied. She pushed her hips forward and rubbed his cock against her bruised pussy. “Let’s try again,” she said. “I think I can take it.”  
 
    “I don’t hate her,” Lucas repeated.  
 
    “That’s great,” Anika pressed the tip of his cock against her warm pussy.  
 
    “It’s just… when I see her, I want her so badly.”  
 
    “Okay… she wants you too. I don’t see the problem?”  
 
    Lucas knew Jenny wanted her too. He could literally sense it, thanks to Vengeance’s serum. He should have killed that creepy bastard when he had the chance. He had a gut feeling he was going to regret not having done so.  
 
    “It’s different. When I see her, I-” Lucas stop and let out an exasperated sigh. “I see her as a piece of meat that belongs to me. I think of fucking her hard, rough, not caring if she has a good time or not.”  
 
    Anika stopped working his cock, having pushed the tip against the entrance of her pussy lips. “That doesn’t sound like you…”  
 
    “I know!”  
 
    “Do you think that serum is messing with your brain?”  
 
    “I don’t know,” Lucas muttered.  
 
    “What are you going to do?”  
 
    Lucas shrugged. “Any ideas?”  
 
    “If those thoughts are going through your head, I suppose it makes sense.”  
 
    “What makes sense?” 
 
    “The thoughts Jenny’s having. She’s desperate for your touch. The poor girl is confused and in tears, I might add.”  
 
    “Tears?”  
 
    “Yup. She doesn’t understand why you keep ignoring her. You should do something about it. Like it or not, she belongs to you. Maybe take her on a date?”  
 
    “Date?”  
 
    “Stop repeating everything I say.”  
 
    Lucas frowned. “How would a date be the answer to my problem of-” he stopped.  
 
    “Your problem of seeing her as a piece of meat to fuck?” Anika asked, causing his frown to deepen. “Get to know her. Maybe that’ll help. You know, add some personality to go with that image of the piece of meat you see,” she grinned, pleased with herself. “Besides, it’ll be good for her to get out of the house, get a change of scenery.”  
 
    It wasn’t the worst idea.  
 
    Going on a date wasn’t what it was like back in 2015. He couldn’t take her out to movies, and he wasn’t interested in taking her clubbing – that could turn out badly, what with the way his brain was affected by the master serum.  
 
    The café.  
 
    He could take her to the café, grab a tea, and… chat?   
 
    “So you’ll do it then?” Anika asked, apparently pretty good at reading his mind. “Great,” she added, without waiting for his response. “Now, can you focus on my needs?” she muttered.  
 
    “Right,” Lucas said.  
 
    His cock was already pressed against her pussy. He moved his hips forward and drove it inside. Anika let out a gasp. “No, no no,” she moaned. “Hurts too much!”  
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 2 
 
   
   
   
   
    Later that day, Lucas sat in his local café opposite Jenny. It was awkward, as it had been on the drive here. Lucas was beginning to regret the whole thing. He’d barely spoken to the girl in the past few weeks, he knew very little about her to begin with – what the hell was he supposed to talk about? The weather? The sun was out. How did the conversation go on from there?   
 
    He wondered if this was what blind dates back in the day were like? At least in those situations, both participants wanted to be there.  
 
    Lucas was forced to be here by circumstances out of his control.  
 
    And now, he was regretting it.  
 
    Sitting opposite Jenny, he found he wasn’t very good at small talk. What was it Anika had said about him? Silent, moody, brooding? 
 
    Fuck it, Lucas thought. I’m going with the weather.    
 
    “It’s a nice day,” he muttered.  
 
    Ugh.  
 
    Horrible choice of conversation opener.   
 
    Jenny glanced outside. “Yeah the- the sun’s out,” she mumbled. She brushed aside a strand of her blond hair, tucking it away behind her ear, she stared at him once more, an intensity in her eyes that Lucas hadn’t seen before. “Why do you hate me?”  
 
    “What?” Lucas asked. “I don’t hate you.”  
 
    “Then why have you been ignoring me?”  
 
    “Because I-” Lucas stopped, not wanting to speak his thoughts, not wanting to tell her the urges he’d been feeling towards her, wanting to take her hard, take her now even. She wore a tight blouse, her perky nipples pressed against the material, showing her breasts beneath were squished together. Lucas wanted to rip it off, free her breasts. “I’ve just got a lot going on,” he finished.  
 
    “I know that, and I’m sorry for all the troubles you’ve had because of me,” she said, tears now bubbling in both eyes.  
 
    “Why are you blaming yourself?” Lucas asked, confused.  
 
    “If I hadn’t injected you with the master serum and given you those crippling headaches, you’d never have needed to send the girls to kill the Super. You wouldn’t have lost his body to the Authority; the Red Heads wouldn’t have kidnapped Anika. Everything that happened was because of me.”  
 
    Tears were rolling down her cheeks now, her lips quivered, but she kept back any sobbing sounds.  
 
    Seeing her like that, any thought of wanting to fuck her left Lucas’s mind. What he wanted to do was jump across the table and scoop her up in his arms.  
 
    But instead, Lucas reached across the table and took her hand in his.  
 
    “Until now, I hadn’t thought of it like that, that it was your fault. But you’re right. None of this would have happened had you not injected me with the master serum. Because of you, we got rid of Mayor Carcass. Do you know how much that means to me?”  
 
    Jenny nodded. With her free hand, she wiped away her tears. “You’ve wanted to kill him since…” she stopped.  
 
    “Since he murdered my dad in this very café,” Lucas said, swallowing hard. They had been sitting at this very table, back in 2015, when Mayor Carcass, the Super that went on to be in charge of the town had killed his dad, before walking out, laughing. “I’ve wanted to kill him for so long, but I never had the courage to do it. Because of you, he’s dead. So thank you for that.”  
 
    Jenny nodded, and in her eyes, Lucas could see she believed him. “What is it then?” she asked. “Why do you hate-” she stopped before saying, “dislike me?”  
 
    “I don’t dislike you. It’s just, every time I look at you, I get these thoughts in my head, and I think it’s because of the serum I was injected with. I want to push those thoughts out, but I can’t do it if I look at you.”  
 
    “What thoughts?”  
 
    “Huh?”  
 
    “What do you think about when you look at me?”  
 
    “Just… stuff,” Lucas mumbled.  
 
    “Do you want to fuck me?” Jenny asked.  
 
    The signs of having cried only moments ago no longer present on her face, she reminded him of the first day he’d met her, sitting in the park, when she had demanded he take her home with him.  
 
    “Why are you asking me that?” he asked, frowning.  
 
    “Because it’s all I can think of,” Jenny said. “Somethings going on with me. I don’t know if its natural. You’re handsome, you’re desirable. You could have any girl. I don’t know if that’s why I want you so badly or if… if it’s the slave serum that I’ve been injected with. There’s something inside me, this burning desire to please you.”  
 
    Her cheeks began to colour, but Jenny continued, her voice low. “I want you to touch me, to kiss me, to fuck me, my mouth, my pussy, even my butthole. I want you to own my body.”  
 
    She leaned in, her blouse cut low, the pink flesh of her breasts pressed together seductively. Her hand reached under the table and rested on his knee. Lucas assumed because she couldn’t reach any further thanks to the table.  
 
    Fuck.  
 
    He wanted her badly too.  
 
    He wanted to pick up the table and throw it out the window. His super strength could possibly be fading, but he reckoned he had enough in him to still do that.  
 
    He wanted to rip off her clothes, pick her up, her legs wrapped around his waist, he wanted to drive his cock into which ever hole of hers it fit into, the pussy or her ass, he didn’t care.  
 
    It was a strong urge to fight back, and one Lucas felt himself losing to.  
 
    “I- something is wrong,” Lucas gasped.  
 
    “What?”  
 
    “I want to do those things to you, but that’s not normal,” he said, his voice low.  
 
    “So you do want me?” Jenna said, her voice loud, heads turning to look at them.  
 
    Lucas sighed. There was no denying it any longer. “Yes I do… So, what are we supposed to do?”  
 
    “We have sex!” Jenny exclaimed. “You want me, I want you, what’s the problem?”  
 
    Put like that, there didn’t seem to be much of a problem. Sure, there was a small part of Lucas’s mind that argued otherwise, stating this wasn’t natural. But it was a small part, and Lucas began to doubt how accurate that small part of his brain might have been.  
 
    He remembered back to the first day he’d seen here.  
 
    It was here in this exact café.  
 
    He remembered thinking a girl that hot, dressed in a short skirt, her long legs on display, she was going to get herself into trouble.  
 
    He’d been right too.  
 
    Jenny had attracted the attention of a gang member and a Super. The two had fought to the death over her. The Super won, but his victory was short lived. Lucas killed the Super to save Jenny, stop her from being used as a piece of meat, as a sexual slave.  
 
    After saving her, Lucas had left her behind and wandered off. Jenny followed after him, catching up with him at the local park, she demanded he take her as his.  
 
    It was a strange demand.  
 
    People didn’t usually want to be slaves.  
 
    It had been a tempting demand considering how hot Jenny was. Lucas had declined, but the matter was taken out of his hands when she injected him with the master serum, a serum created by the Super Vengeance, a serum that gave him total and complete control over her.  
 
    He’d found her attractive before he’d been injected with the serum.  
 
    And she gave herself to him voluntarily.  
 
    Maybe all the serum did was make that attraction stronger?  
 
    “Fine, let’s do it,” Lucas said.  
 
    “Fine?” Jenny’s lips twitched. “I don’t think anyone has ever been that reluctant to have sex with me before.”   
 
    “I think it might be more than just sex,” Lucas muttered. “I want to do stuff to you.”  
 
    “Sounds good,” Jenny replied.  
 
    “You haven’t even heard what I want to do to you.”  
 
    “Don’t care. My body is yours to command. Literally.”  
 
    That’s what Lucas had been afraid off, Jenny relinquishing control, nothing to hold back his urges, his sudden dark desires. Fuck it, Lucas thought, as he sighed deeply. What’s the worst that could happen?  
 
    “Want to get out of here?” he asked.  
 
    “Finally. Yes!” Jenny said, eyes sparkling.  
 
    They were about to leave when Lucy the cute barmaid came by their table. “Ready to order?” she asked, smiling widely.  
 
    “Uh, we were actually about to leave,” Lucas said.  
 
    “Oh,” Lucy’s face fell.  
 
    “Is everything okay?” Lucas asked.  
 
    “Yeah it’s just-” she stopped, before starting again, “You’ve heard Mayor Carcass died, right?”  
 
    Both Lucas and Jenny nodded quickly.  
 
    “And the leader of one of the gangs, the ones that dye their hair red, she’s dead too. It left a power vacuum. The town is a bit of a mess at the moment. Lots of Supers and gangs fighting each other. Not many humans venture out. My customers have dropped like, 90%. The ones I do get now are either Supers or gang members. Most don’t pay.”   
 
    It was as Lucas had imagined, that there would be a power struggle. The Supers were fighting to be Mayor, the gangs to take over territory vacated by the Red Heads. It made sense on why the café was empty, pretty much, save for the four guys sitting near the door, all wearing leather jackets, the symbol of an eagle stitched onto the arm or back.  
 
    They belonged to the Flying Eagles gang, which probably meant they wouldn’t pay.  
 
    So Lucas and Jenny were Lucy’s only paying customers.  
 
    “Actually, I think I’m hungry,” Lucas said.  
 
    “Yeah, I can eat,” Jenny nodded.  
 
    They placed their orders, and Lucy, beaming, hurried off to prepare their food. With her gone, Lucas took in how empty the café really was. They were here just past noon, usually peak time. Normally every table would be taken. 
 
    “The roads were quiet too, weren’t they?” Jenny asked. “Not many people out.”  
 
    She was right. Lucas hadn’t noticed at the time, his mind occupied by other thoughts. Thinking back, they hadn’t passed many cars on their way here, or many pedestrians out and about.  
 
    “Who do you think will be the next Mayor of the town?”  
 
    Lucas shrugged. Not only did he kill Mayor Carcass, but he also took out his second in command, Martha. “Could be Trident, or Carnage. Those two Supers are fairly strong.”  
 
    “Are they going to fight it out, like in a ring or something?” Jenny asked, excited.  
 
    “Mayor Carcass has been in charge of this town pretty much since The Strikes. I don’t actually know how it’s going to play it out.” He didn’t think it would be that civilised though, with the Supers settling their differences in a ring of some sort. No, it would probably play out in the streets.  
 
    “In other towns, usually the ones that kill the Mayor become the Mayor, right?” Jenny asked.  
 
    “Yeah, I guess so,” Lucas replied.  
 
    Staring out the window, he was distracted. The road opposite them, a black armoured four-by-four had just turned into it, driving halfway, it parked by the side of the road. There was nothing on that road. At least, nothing of interest. So, question was, what the hell were they doing there?  
 
    Jenny cleared her throat somewhat noisily.  
 
    Lucas turned to find her staring at him, an expectant look in her eyes. Had he zoned out? Had she said something else? “What?”  
 
    “In other towns, usually the ones that kill the Mayor, they become the Mayor,” Jenny said.  
 
    Right, Lucas thought. He’d heard her say that once already. So, he hadn’t zoned out? But why was she staring at him like that?  
 
    And then it hit him.  
 
    Ah, right.  
 
    “Yeah, fuck no,” he muttered.   
 
    “Why not?” Jenny asked. “You’d be great.” 
 
    “Not interested.”  
 
    “You could make this town a better place, you could help people!”  
 
    Lucas shook his head resolutely. He’d spent the past few years obsessing over the Mayor of the town, obsessing on how he could kill him. With that finally achieved, Lucas didn’t know what he wanted to do, but he knew he didn’t want to be the new mayor.  
 
    Luckily, Lucy arrived at that moment with their food, stopping Jenny from predictably asking why he didn’t want to be the new Mayor.  
 
    As Lucy placed his plate of piping hot food in front of him, Lucas stared out the window once more, and down the road through which the armoured car had driven and parked. The car was still there. But it was empty of its occupants.  
 
    Those were now by the sides of the road, one hid behind a large wheelie bin, another rested his shoulder against a lamppost that had snapped in half midway, the top half rested on the pavement, bent in the middle. A third guy lay in the middle of the road, an assault rifle before him placed on a stand, he stared through the scope.  
 
    Stared through it…  
 
    It was pointed at the café.  
 
    Lucas shook his head, trying to understand what was going on.  
 
    “What’s the matter?” Jenny asked.  
 
    He looked at her, and then, past her at the four guys sitting at the table, all wearing leather jackets. And then he remembered what Lucy had said, why most of her customers had stayed away.  
 
    Gang wars.  
 
    “Fuck,” Lucas muttered.  
 
    He grabbed Jenny by the arm and pulled her across the table and onto the floor just as gunfire rang out and the glass windows of the café exploded. Both him and Jenny were showered in shattered glass. Bullets whizzed past him and struck the counter. Lucy screamed as she hit the ground.  
 
    The four guys sitting at the other end of the café, two were still in their seats, their black leather jackets now covered in red as blood dripped out. The other two were on the ground, cowering behind the table, looks of terror written across their faces, they held pistols in their hands.  
 
    “Stay here,” Lucas said to Jenny.  
 
    The girl nodded, her face pale, she backed up against the wooden barrier between the tables, her knees up and pressed against her chest.  
 
    Staying low, Lucas moved along the counter until he came to the wooden half door. Lifting up the top part, he pulled the door open and stuck his head in.  
 
    “Lucy?”  
 
    She sat on the floor in a similar position to Jenny, back pressed against the counter, knees pressed to her chest, her black skirt hiked up, she turned to look at him, face pale.  
 
    “You’re going to be okay,” he told her. “Stay here and don’t move,” he gave her the thumbs up.  
 
    She didn’t respond but continued to stare at him blankly. There was more bullet fire, and badly aimed, it struck the ceiling, sending dust and debris falling down on him.  
 
    Leaving Lucy behind, Lucas crawled towards the guys on the floor beside the door. Both still had pistols in their hands, but they had yet to fire back. He didn’t blame them. They had no idea where exactly the bullets were coming from, and they must have guessed the bullets were fired from assault rifles, not mere pistols.  
 
    At his approach, one of them pointed his pistol at Lucas.  
 
    “Seriously?” Lucas asked.  
 
    “Who are you?”  
 
    “Lucas,” he replied.  
 
    “What the fuck does that mean?”  
 
    “It’s not supposed to mean anything, dipshit. It’s my name. You asked who I was?”  
 
    “That’s not what he meant,” his buddy chipped in. “Are you with them?” he asked, nodding his head towards the shattered windows and beyond.  
 
    “If I was with them, would I be crawling towards you on the ground?”  
 
    “He’s got a point, Freddy,” the chubby guy with short hair said. “I don’t think he’s with them.”  
 
    “You guys going to use your guns, or are you going to just sit there and wait to die?” Lucas muttered.  
 
    “We’ve got pistols, they’ve got fucking machine guns!”  
 
    “They have assault rifles, not machine guns,” Lucas muttered.  
 
    He reached for one of the dead guys still sitting on the chair and pulled him down. As his body hit the ground, both Freddy and the other guy shuddered.  
 
    “What are you doing?” Freddy asked.  
 
    Lucas felt across the dead guy’s body, tapping him from his waist, moving up his leather jacket. He felt the hard metal near the chest and dug his hand inside. He pulled out the pistol tucked into the inside pocket.  
 
    “I’m going to have a chat with the guys shooting at us,” Lucas said.  
 
    “With a pistol? They have fucking machine guns!”  
 
    “Assault rifles,” Lucas muttered.  
 
    He glanced down the café towards Jenny, who sat with her eyes closed, knees pressed to her chest, her body rocking side to side. Lucas crawled towards the door, the bottom half wooden, it had two glass panels rising from midway to the top.  
 
    He lifted his head and stared out through the glass towards the road opposite. He could see the guy still on the ground, assault rifle before him resting on the stand, his head sticking up, he was no longer looking through the scope.  
 
    Lucas searched for the other two he’d seen earlier. They were no longer in their previous positions. It didn’t take him long to find them. Both had moved closer and now stood by the mouth of the road, assault rifles held close to their chests.  
 
    All three were relatively easy targets for Lucas. They didn’t strike him as professionals. But he didn’t want to kill them, even though they had already killed two members in the café, he couldn’t find it in him to open the door, leap out and fire.  
 
    So instead, he pulled his t-shirt off and opened the door a few inches.  
 
    “Don’t shoot,” Lucas shouted out, waving his t-shirt through the gap in the door.  
 
    “What are you doing?” Freddy hissed. “Why are you waving your t-shirt?”  
 
    “Ya man. I don’t know you well enough, but you strike me as those guys that like to pull off their shirts just to show off their chests,” the slightly chubby one mumbled.  
 
    “What?” Lucas frowned. “I’m waving my shirt as a white flag. I want to talk to them.”  
 
    “It’s not white,” Freddy pointed out.  
 
    “Yes, I can fucking see that,” Lucas growled, feeling his frustration building up. “But I don’t have anything white, and I can’t magically change the colour of my t-shirt.”  
 
    He turned away from them and poked his head out the door.  
 
    The guy lying in the middle of the road had his eye on the scope again. Lucas instinctively pulled his head back, and a second later, a bullet whizzed past and struck the wall to his left, before it ricocheted and struck the ceiling above Jenny and sent dust sprinkling down on her.  
 
    Jenny let out an appropriate scream.   
 
    Lucas took a deep, trying his hardest to stay calm.  
 
    He kicked the door open, but keeping his head back, he shouted out, “Last chance to talk! I’m going to wave my t-shirt. Don’t shoot it if you want to talk. Shoot it, and I will kill you!”  
 
    He stuck his t-shirt out, not hopeful.  
 
    If he knew anything about the gangs around Buxworth, they wouldn’t back down from what they saw as a winnable battle.  
 
    Lucas was right.  
 
    A bullet tore a hole in his t-shirt.  
 
    He pulled it back in and sighed.  
 
    “Fuck it,” he muttered.  
 
    He peeked out through the door to get a final reading. The two guys by the mouth of the road had remained in their exact position, though now both held their assault rifles pointed in the general direction of the café. Neither had the butt’s pressed against their shoulders. The guy in the middle of the road had his head up once more, eyes no longer on the scope.  
 
    Fucking amateurs.  
 
    Lucas leaped through the door, rolled on the ground and came up by the burnt car parked by the side of the road. He pulled his pistol out and pointed it at the guy in the middle of the road. He saw the panic in the guy’s face, his eyes widened in alarm. He tried to turn the rifle towards the burnt car, but the stand fell as he turned it sharply, his rifle hit the ground. 
 
    Lucas pulled the trigger. The bullet struck the guy on the head. His body slumped onto his tipped rifle. He turned his attention to the guy on the left of the road and fired two shots. As the guy fell, the third guy dropped his rifle and ran towards his car.  
 
    Lucas watched him go, watched as he climbed into his car and drove away.  
 
    He entered the café and dropped the pistol by the two Flying Eagle gang members as he passed them.  
 
    “They’re dead?” Freddy asked. “You killed them all?”  
 
    “One ran away,” Lucas said over his shoulder. He stood over Jenny and grabbing her by the arms, he pulled her to her feet. “Hey, you okay?” he asked gently.  
 
    Her eyes were red, her cheeks wet, she nodded.  
 
    “We should get out of here,” Lucas said, as he glanced out the window. The street was deserted, not a single soul walked the sunken pavements, not a car drove down the potholed road. But that could change soon. The one that had run away, high chance he would be back with reinforcements.  
 
    With his arm around Jenny’s waist, Lucas walked towards the exit. He stopped midway and leaned over the counter. Lucy was still on the floor, her head resting against the counter, she sobbed quietly.  
 
    “Lucy,” Lucas called out to her. “Are you going to be okay?”  
 
    She tilted her head to look up at him and wiped away her tears. “Probably not,” she said, sniffing. “I’m on the brink, Lucas. I’ve hardly had any customers in the past week, and the ones that are coming through are usually gang members. They don’t pay. Some make threats about-” she stopped and bit back a sob.  
 
    Lucy didn’t need to finish her sentence.  
 
    Lucas knew.  
 
    She was an attractive girl, and living alone above the café, what with law and order completely broken down in an already fucked up world, it didn’t take a rocket scientist to figure out what sort of threats were being made towards her. 
 
    “They’ve shot up my café. I can’t afford to fix it. I don’t really know what I’m going to do,” Lucy finished.   
 
    “Come with me?”  
 
    “Sorry?” Lucy asked.  
 
    “Come with me,” Lucas repeated, more sure of himself. “You can stay at my house. You’ll be safe there until this all blows over,” he added. “And when it does, I’ll help you get back on your feet. You can pay me back whenever you’re able to,” Lucas finished, adding the last part about her paying him back only because he imagined she would be too proud to accept free support.  
 
    “Really?” Lucy asked, her eyes brightened before they fell on Jenny, the insanely attractive girl in his arms. “I wouldn’t be getting in the way, would I?”  
 
    Lucas was about to say no when he realised that she hadn’t actually asked him. It was Jenny she had put the question to and it took a moment for Lucas to understand why. And then it hit him. Lucy fancied him, she had too for a long time now.  
 
    Staring at Jenny, the beautiful girl on his arm, she must have assumed it was his girlfriend, or something along those lines. She didn’t want to move into his home without knowing his girlfriend was okay with it.  
 
    But it seemed Jenny hadn’t put that together yet. 
 
    So Lucas, his hand still resting on Jenny’s waist, he gave it a squeeze and nodded at Lucy when Jenny turned to look at him.  
 
    “Oh, right,” Jenny mumbled. “Ya, sure, come stay with us.”  
 
    She said the words with about as much enthusiasm as a child would muster when they’ve been told they need to visit the dentist after having complained about a toothache.  
 
    But Lucy either didn’t notice, or she didn’t care. She jumped to her feet and dashed up past the counter and the door that led to the stairs going up. 
 
    As they waited for her, Lucas leaned against the counter, his eyes on the two guys, both still sitting on the floor, both staring at him.   
 
    “What?” Lucas asked.  
 
    “You belong to a gang?” the chubby one asked.  
 
    “No.”  
 
    “Interested in joining?”  
 
    “Fuck no.”  
 
    “Why the fuck not?” Freddy asked. “Unless you’re a Super, it’s the best gig about man. You get free food, get shit loads of guns, plenty girls.”  
 
    “Like he needs more girls,” Jenny scoffed.  
 
    Lucas turned his head to look at her. “What the hell is that supposed to mean?”  
 
    “Nothing,” Jenny muttered, now staring at the ground like a sullen child.  
 
    Lucas sighed. After this morning’s conversation with Anika, and now Jenny showing jealousy? He was taking home another girl, one that fancied him, he began to wonder if his life was going to be full of high school drama, of snide remarks and bitchy comments from the girls directed at him, directed at each other.  
 
    Fuck, he’d much rather fight another Super Mayor any day of the week.  
 
    Lucas turned his attention back onto the two guys sitting on the floor. “Firstly, food isn’t free. You better pay Lucy for whatever you and your dead friends ordered. Secondly, your friends are dead. That could have been you. Think about that and do something useful with your life. There are plenty abandoned farms about. Find one, work the field or something.”  
 
    Lucy came down a moment later, a red backpack slung across her shoulder, she wore a bright smile and it seemed make-up too. Her lips were definitely redder than they had been before she dashed up, and her skin had some stuff on it. Lucas had no idea what it was, but if he had to describe it, he would say it was shiny.  
 
    “Shall we go?” Lucy asked, flashing her straight white teeth.  
 
    “Yeah, lets,” Jenny muttered. “Before he picks up some more girls.”  
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 3 
 
   
   
   
   
    As they left the café, Lucas walked over to the dead guy lying in the middle of the road, his arm slumped on the rifle. He grabbed the rifle by the barrel and pulled it free. The girls stared at him curiously, but neither said anything.  
 
    “In case we need it,” Lucas muttered.  
 
    Both girls glanced up and down the street.  
 
    It was completely empty.  
 
    “There’s going to be trouble, trust me,” he said.  
 
    “Aren’t you a Super, now?” Jenny asked.  
 
    It was a fair question, not one Lucas felt like getting into. His superpowers had been wavy at best. A bit up and down. Actually, it was mostly down. After touching the green crystal, Lucas hadn’t gained any fancy powers like the Red Head’s gang member had before him.  
 
    He only got super strength and super speed. Both amazing to have, but he was sure he was getting weaker and slower.  
 
    And then he noticed Lucy staring at him with her mouth hanging open. “You’re a Super?”  
 
    “Sort of…”  
 
    “Sort of?”  
 
    “It’s a long story,” Lucas said. “Let’s get out of here before something happens.”  
 
    The girls walked beside him as they headed towards his BMW X5. He’d parked it in his usual spot, at the end of an alleyway, the mouth of the path covered by two large metal black wheelie bins. He pushed the bins aside, and Jenny climbed into the front seat with him as they set off.  
 
    The town was eerily quiet. It had been the same on their drive in, but Lucas hadn’t noticed back then, his mind occupied with other thoughts. It struck him then that he would have noticed things like that in the past, no matter how much his mind was occupied with other thoughts.  
 
    It had been one of the reasons he’d managed to stay alive, despite arguably having the riskiest job about. Not only did he not realise how much of a ghost town Buxworth had become, he also hesitated before he killed the two guys outside the café.  
 
    Again, in the past, Lucas would have shot first, followed by no questions. It was what had kept him alive, the knowledge that hesitating even a split second could result in death.  
 
    Ahead of them, the first signs of life in the town appeared. Two cars, both four-by-fours, one silver, the other black, they drove past Lucas at speed. He glanced in the rear-view mirror as the silver car swerved at the last second, trying to avoid the enormous pothole in the ground.  
 
    It did a horrible job of it. The car titled and skidded across the ground before it slammed into the wall. Lucas hit the brakes, his eyes still on the mirror, he watched as the black car came to a halt. The doors opened and four guys jumped out, all of them carrying assault rifles.  
 
    Lucas put his foot down on the accelerator and continued on.  
 
    Those guys looked like they were heading towards a fight. Definitely not something he wanted to get caught up in. 
 
    It was a thought though. What did he want to get caught up in?   
 
    Since 2015, when the world changed forever and Supers took charge, since Mayor Carcass killed his father, there was only one thing on Lucas’s mind.  
 
    Revenge.  
 
    He wanted Mayor Carcass dead.  
 
    Never once did Lucas stop to wonder what would happen after he managed to kill the bastard. Would the town be better off or worse, it wasn’t his concern. He wasn’t doing it to be a hero. He did it because fuck that piece of shit.  
 
    He didn’t regret it. Not even in the slightest. If he could go back and do it all over again, the only thing he would do differently would be to draw out the bastard’s death and not slice his head off the way he had done.  
 
    But now he did wonder what the town would look like once there was a new Super in charge, and once a gang fighting for the Red Heads’ territory would emerge victorious. Could things get worse?  
 
    Lucas’s mind was wandering, admittedly.  
 
    But still, he did see the car to his left.  
 
    The one that was flying towards him.       
 
    A car flying towards him…  
 
    Lucas turned his head and stared at the large chunk of metal that flew through the air as if it had been thrown by some overpowered Super.  
 
    And then he spotted the Supers.  
 
    Three of them.  
 
    They seemed to be facing off against each other.  
 
    That was all Lucas saw before the car slammed into the side of his own BMW X5. His side window was struck by the wheel of the car. It shattered, sending hundreds of little bits of glass flying across, striking his face, cutting into his flesh. Lucas turned the wheel too late. As the car tilted from impact, he crashed into the brick wall.  
 
    Breathing heavy, Lucas unbuckled his seatbelt, then reached over towards Jenny. He checked her for injuries. She had worn her seatbelt and she was okay. He looked back at Lucy. She had slammed into the back of Jenny’s seat before rebounding, she now lay collapsed on the back three seats.  
 
    Lucas reached and felt for a pulse. He sighed in relief when he found one.   
 
    His front door was jammed. He kicked with his foot, his Super strength sent it flying off its hinges, across the road and towards the Supers battling it out. Lucas stepped out of the car and almost fell, his head spinning.  
 
    Fuck, it hurt.  
 
    He felt his face.  
 
    There was blood there. There was shards of glass too.  
 
    Lucas ignored it as he dragged out both Jenny and Lucy. He carried them away from the car and placed them on the pavement opposite. There was blood dripping from the corner of Lucy’s lip. Jenny, who was in better condition, tended to her as Lucas stared at his BMW X5, and the piece of crap junk of a car that had slammed into it.  
 
    Fumes rose from the engine.  
 
    Was it going to explode?  
 
    Fuck.  
 
    Not only had he lost his ride home, that car cost him a fuck ton of money.  
 
    He turned to look back down the road, where the Supers were still battling each other.  
 
    It seemed a little one-sided to him.  
 
    A girl stood with her back towards him, her hands by her side, curled into fists. Opposite her were two Supers, both male, one had a silver sword for an arm. The other Super yanked up the lamppost from the ground.  
 
    The Super with a sword for an arm tried to stab her. She moved back but got caught by the lamppost wielding Super.  
 
    It was a tremendous strike, catching her just below her breasts, it sent her flying towards Lucas. She crashed into the ground a couple of feet away from him.  
 
    Lucas didn’t like Supers much.  
 
    He thought they were arrogant entitled pieces of shit.  
 
    Watching them knock lumps into each other, his first instinct would be to grab some popcorn and find a good spot to watch the spectacle from.  
 
    But then, he met Michelle.  
 
    She was a pretty awesome girl.  
 
    She was a Super too.  
 
    And now, he was a sort of Super himself. They weren’t all bad… probably…  
 
    He glanced back at Lucy and Jenny, both girls still on the pavement. They seemed to have recovered from the accident. Neither girl had much street experience. Lucy ran a café, and Jenny spent most of her life in the new world as the property of a Super. They remained seated on the pavement, watching him instead of being useful and heading off to look for possible transport.  
 
    Lucas sighed. He was going to regret this; he was sure of it. But he couldn’t just let the two Supers pick on the Super girl.  
 
    He walked up to her and extended his hand.  
 
    She stared up at him with piercing green eyes. “Where the fuck did you come from?”  
 
    “Was driving past until my ride got hit by a car,” he pointed at his BMW X5, fumes still rising from the bonnet. “What’s going on here?”  
 
    “Those Supers want me to join their team and support Carnage for the Mayor position, since you know, some wise ass killed Carcass.”  
 
    “Teams? Isn’t the strongest Super supposed to just sort of…” he shrugged his shoulders. “Punch it out?”  
 
    “There would be a punchout if there was a clear “strongest” Super. No Super is head and shoulders above every other Super. All we have is a bunch of testosterone filled assholes.”  
 
    The Super climbed to her feet, ignoring Lucas’s stretched hand. She dusted off the dirt from her skinny black jeans. “You should get out of here before you get hurt,” she told him.  
 
    He watched as she ran towards the two Supers, her fists first turned into a bronze colour before reddening, as if her fists of metal had just been lifted up from the burning heat of a blacksmith’s forge.  
 
    The Super holding the lamppost swung it at her. She ducked beneath the metal and came up to the Super with the sword arm. As he struck, she struck too, and in the ensuing clash, the sword shattered and the Super let out a cry as he fell back.  
 
    The girl didn’t get a chance to capitalise on her victory.  
 
    She got struck by the lamppost once more. And once more, she flew in the air before hitting the ground, she tumbled along the hard surface until she came to a halt by Lucas’s feet.  
 
    “Fuck,” she cursed, as she lay on the floor, breathing heavy, her green silky shirt had lost most of its buttons and it hung open, showing her skin beneath and the nasty purple bruising. She glared up at him. “Stupid Normie. What are you still doing here?”  
 
    “You know, you’re making it really hard to stay and help you,” Lucas muttered, this time keeping his hands by his side.  
 
    “What makes you think I want your help?”  
 
    “The fact that you’re getting your ass kicked? Unless you enjoy that sort of thing?”  
 
    “Course I don’t fucking enjoy it. These two bastards don’t just want me to join their team, they want me to be their bitch too. There’s no fucking way that’s happening.”  
 
    “So… you want my help?”  
 
    “Jesus man, you’re a Normie,” the girl said, as she climbed to her feet for the second time in as many minutes. “You’d best get out of here. Once their done with me, they’ll probably kill you and take your girls.”  
 
    Lucas decided in that moment the Super was olrite. So he stuck his hand out to shake hers. “I’m Lucas.”  
 
    “Annie,” the girl replied, before shaking his hand. “Now fuck off.”  
 
    She turned and ran towards the two Supers, her hands burning red. Lucas didn’t watch what happened. What with it being two against one, he assumed at some point, she would be knocked back down on her ass.   
 
    Instead, Lucas headed towards his smoking car. He pulled the rear door open, hoping the car wouldn’t explode anytime soon. He lifted the panel near the footrest. Beneath it was a compartment, resting within was an assault rifle and ammunition. Lucas grabbed three magazines and stuffed them in his jean’s pockets. He then reached under the seat and felt for the sword.  
 
    It wasn’t his Katana made with the metal found in meteorites, so sharp it could cut through skin, flesh and bone like it were butter. But still, with a good swing, he wouldn’t have too much trouble in removing the Super’s heads from their necks.  
 
    It was the only way to kill a Super, to decapitate them. Anything else, and the bastards recovered.   
 
    Lucas was right.  
 
    As he turned and walked back towards the Supers, Annie was once more on the ground. But this time, things were much worse for her. She was surrounded by the two male Supers. The one with the sword for an arm, the sword that had shattered, it had regrown itself and he held his blade, the tip an inch above Annie’s neck.  
 
    “You ready to submit, bitch?” he asked.  
 
    “Submit? I thought I was joining the cause to support Carnage?” she replied.  
 
    “As our entourage, bitch,” the guy replied. “I’m gonna dress you in a miniskirt, whore your ass out. Bitch!”  
 
    Lucas rolled his eyes as he dropped to his knees and pressed the butt of the rifle against his chest. Until very recently, Lucas hadn’t had many conversations with Supers. They held a different position in life. A class above Normies. Being so caught up in his own world, where he tread a dangerous line, killing Supers and living to tell the tale, not literally of course, Lucas forgot how, beneath it all, Supers were just lame immature assholes.  
 
    Placing his eye on the scope, he stared through it. The four lines that converged together and created a small red dot in the centre, it was pointed at the head of the Super with the sword for an arm.  
 
    Lucas was about to pull the trigger when he had an idea.  
 
    He lowered his aim, now pointing at the Super’s neck, he pulled the trigger.  
 
    Bullet after bullet flung up from the magazine, stormed through the barrel and struck the Super on the neck. Lucas adjusted his aim, shifting slightly to the left, then to the right. When he was done, he rested his rifle on the ground and stared ahead.  
 
    The Super with the sword arm staggered back, blood dripping down his neck, his sword arm returned to its normal human phase. He had both hands around his neck. On the ground, Annie backed away on her bottom, her eyes on the bleeding Super.  
 
    And then it happened.  
 
    The Super fell back. As his body hit the ground, his head rolled off.  
 
    “Can’t believe that worked,” Lucas muttered.  
 
    And all this time, he’d risked his life getting close to the Supers and slicing their heads off with his Katana. Sure, he wasn’t always going to find a target standing still waiting to be shot, but it did open up his options.  
 
    He climbed to his feet and began a gentle trod towards Annie. His finger on the trigger, the barrel pointed at the remaining Super. Seeing him approach, the Super glanced at his headless friend, before glancing at Lucas approaching, he turned and fled, running at the speed only a Super could muster.  
 
    Lucas lowered his gun and swung the strap over his shoulder. Annie had hopped away on her bottom, her back now against the concrete slabbed fence before the terraced house. She stared up at him, eyes wide, her chest heaving.  
 
    “You olrite?” Lucas asked, as he stood over her.  
 
    “What the fuck,” she whispered, before her voice rose. “What the fuck?!”  
 
    “What?”  
 
    “You-” she raised a shaky hand and pointed it at him. “You killed him!”  
 
    “You’re welcome?”  
 
    “I didn’t say thank you!”  
 
    “I know. Which is weird cuz… I’m sure I just saved you from being raped and worse.”  
 
    “You killed him!”  
 
    Lucas dropped to his knees and stared at the girl, curious. “Can’t be the first time you’ve seen someone die, can it?”  
 
    Annie shook her head, but her eyes told another story.  
 
    “Jesus… how can you have lived in this town and not seen someone die before?”  
 
    “I’m not from this town, dipshit. I’ve only been here for a couple of weeks,” Annie replied, her lips curled.  
 
    Great, Lucas thought. Another Michelle. Not that he had anything against Michelle. He was actually quite fond of her. But her idealism had nearly gotten him killed. It had also gotten the town rid of the piece of shit Mayor Carcass, but Lucas wasn’t sure he was ready for another such adventure.  
 
    He climbed to his feet. “Kay so, towns full of dipshits. People die all the time, usually killed by the Supers, or gangs. Toughen up or go back to the village you came from.”  
 
    “Oh fuck you Mr tough guy,” Annie shouted back at him.  
 
    Lucas didn’t look back as he walked towards Jenny and Lucy. Both girls were back on their feet. With a final glance at his wrecked BMW X5, Lucas set off homewards on foot, hoping to find a ride to steal along the way.  
 
        
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 4 
 
   
   
   
   
    Half an hour later, Lucas was beginning to feel his superpowers waning. The shards of glass imbedded across his face hadn’t fallen out. Supers bodies were supposed to reject foreign objects. Lucas had seen it happen many times before, when a Super’s body was riddled with bullets, instead of dying like a Normie, the bullets would fall out, the skin around the wound would heal.  
 
    That hadn’t happened yet.  
 
    He was tired too.  
 
    Which was surprising because he hadn’t done much in the way of exercise. He was hungry as well. Really thirsty. That made sense. Ever since touching the green crystal, his appetite had increased four-fold.  
 
    They hadn’t made it much closer to home. They were still in Buxworth Town. His house was half an hour’s drive on the motorway, doing speeds close to a hundred miles per hour, there was no fucking way they would make it home today if they were walking.  
 
    “We need a car,” Lucas said.  
 
    He stared down the street. It was like every other street in Buxworth town. Terraced houses of dirty brick covered in moss and mould, vines growing up some of the houses, half were damaged from the meteorite strikes, a quarter damaged by The Riots that followed, and by the general vandalism.  
 
    There were large holes in the ground from the meteorite strikes, fallen lampposts, trash littered around the curbs, against the fences bordering the houses. There were a few cars on the road, most were burnt crisps or rusting heaps.  
 
    “What about that one?” Jenny asked.  
 
    Lucas stared at where her hand pointed. His eyes widened in surprise. There was a silver Mercedes Benz GLC equipped with armoured plates, thick alloys and tinted windows.  
 
    “Where did that come from?” Lucas asked.  
 
    “It belongs to a gang, doesn’t it?” Lucy asked, standing next to him, she leaned against his shoulder.  
 
    “Probably. What are they doing here?” he wondered.  
 
    He took in the street once more. It still looked the same. Old. Tired. Weary. Nothing of significance.  
 
    “Are you thinking of stealing it?” Lucy asked, her tone hushed.  
 
    Lucas wondered if he were that desperate. If he got caught stealing from a gang, it would be the Red Heads all over again. He’d have a mark on his head.  
 
    But only if he got caught, right?  
 
    It was a damned long way to his house, not one he wanted to walk. And surprisingly, the streets were empty of useable cars. They were empty of Normies too. Where the fuck was everyone? Had they all just left town, waiting for the dust to settle?  
 
    “You two stay here,” he said to the girls. He pointed at a burnt car to their left. “Hide behind that. I’m going to see if the car is steal able. If it is, I’m going to steal it. Be ready to jump in.”  
 
    As he set off down the road, Lucas wished he had his long coat. It was bullet proof and had all his gear in it. Rifle, magazines, pistol, grenades. Useful when planning on stealing a car from a gang.  
 
    Lucas stopped a couple of meters away from the car and glanced at the houses surrounding it. Again, there was nothing to explain why this car was parked here. He was about to step up to it and do his best in first breaking in, and then hotwiring the damned thing when he spotted the door to the house on his right.  
 
    It was a foot ajar.  
 
    Lucas jumped over the fence and landed lightly on his feet. He crossed the front lawn and stopped by the wall. He stared in through the gap and down the corridor. There was no one there, but he heard sounds.  
 
    With the barrel of his rifle, Lucas pushed the door enough to step inside. He could hear the sounds of speech drifting down the stairs. Lucas tiptoed up the stairs and onto the landing. He spotted the gang members immediately, thanks to the smoke drifting out from the third open door.  
 
    Two girls and two guys, they sat on the worn laminated floor, backs against the dirty peeling wallpaper, an empty glass bottle of liquor lay on the ground on its side as they passed around a joint.  
 
    They had guns on them.  
 
    He counted an assault rifle and three pistols. But the redness in their eyes, the sunken features on their faces, these gang members were addicted to more than just weed.  
 
    Lucas walked up to the door and leaned against the frame, his rifle held before him, pointed loosely in their general direction. He stood there for a minute before any even noticed him. It was the girl with dirty blond hair and a grey top with tears on the sleeves that finally realised he was there.  
 
    “Hey,” she nodded at him, before nudging the guy sitting beside her, his head resting on her shoulder. “Look at him. He’s a tall fucker. His head is touching the ceiling,” she whispered.  
 
    Lucas’s head wasn’t touching the ceiling, but he did wonder what it was the girl had smoked. There were drugs that could allow one to hallucinate.    
 
    “Wow man. He’s got a gun!”  
 
    Lucas watched as the four realised he was armed, as they scrambled to collect their weapons. One even managed to point it in his general direction and pull the trigger. Lucas wasn’t worried. He could see where the barrel was pointing, could see the look in the guy’s eyes, as if he were seeing double.  
 
    The bullets left the barrel and embedded into the wall to his right, a meter away. The sounds of gunfire sounded much louder to the others than they did to him. The guy dropped the gun and curled up on the ground, hands pressed to his ears, like both of his gang members.  
 
    It was only the girl that continued to stare at him. “Are you with the Flying Eagles?”  
 
    Lucas was about to say no, but then, an idea formed in his head. It was better for him to blame the other gang right? They were already at war. “Sure,” he said.    
 
    “Are you going to hurt me?”  
 
    Lucas shook his head. “Only here for the car keys.” 
 
    She reached into her pocket and fished it out. “What happened to your face?” she asked, as she chucked them at him.  
 
    They landed by his feet. A terrible effort.  
 
    “Got into a bit of an accident,” Lucas said.  
 
    He reached down to pick up the keys. As he did, the girl reached for her pistol. Her hand was quick, her arm was steady, the glazed look in her eyes did nothing to dent her aim.  
 
    Lucas heard her finger press against the trigger, heard the click it makes as it passes the point of no return. He turned sideways as the bullet soared towards him. It struck him on the arm. He hit the ground and turned, his rifle out, he aimed towards her arm and let loose a volley of bullets.  
 
    They struck her on the arm, shattering the bone, her pistol fell out of her hand as blood splattered the wall.  
 
    Lucas jumped to his feet and kicked her gun away.  
 
    “Why’d you do that?” he asked, sighing.  
 
    “You were robbing us of our car. Why wouldn’t I shoot you?”  
 
    Her arm hung limply, riddled with bullets, covered in blood, bits of white bone poking out. Despite that, the girl smiled. Fucking druggy.  
 
    Lucas put his gun down and pulled of his t-shirt, the one that bore the bullet hole from earlier. He wrapped it around the girl’s arm, doing his best to stop the bleeding. Again, she made no sound as he tightened the shirt, as he squeezed her broken bones.  
 
    “Don’t let these guys drink or do anymore drugs,” he told her. “Once they sober up, get them to take you to-” he stopped.  
 
    There were no doctors in Buxworth Town and the hospital was in ruins, damaged by the meteorite strikes, stripped bare by looters soon after. There was nowhere for her to go to fix her arm. Lucas sighed. What a waste. There was nothing more he could do.  
 
    He picked up the keys and walked down the stairs.   
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 5 
 
   
   
   
   
    Two weeks since Mayor Carcass’s death, things hadn’t exactly gone according to plan for Michelle. Truth was, she didn’t have a plan. More a sort of imaginations, or a set of fanciful ideas.   
 
    Mayor Carcass was an evil fucker. A powerful evil fucker. After killing him, she had been on a high. It felt like she could do anything she wanted. She could change the world.  
 
    Or at least, she could change the town.  
 
    But Lucas didn’t seem to share her same enthusiasm.  
 
    Mayor Carcass had killed Lucas’s father. It changed his life, made Lucas what he is. A survivor. A driven and calculated killer, but one that was still good deep inside.  
 
    Now that mayor Carcass was dead, Lucas seemed to have lost some of that drive. They spent the past couple of weeks sitting in this house of his, doing nothing. Four girls and one guy. Michelle wasn’t exactly thrilled. It had been quite tense in the house.  
 
    Lucas being a man, didn’t seem to notice any of it. He spent all his time either hitting the gym or going for long walks in the fields beyond.   
 
    But Michelle did.  
 
    She noticed the look in Jenny’s eyes every time Lucas came into view. Her wants, her needs. She noticed the tension between Anika and Hannah. It was a weird situation.  
 
    Hannah, supposedly a lesbian that until recently had disliked Lucas in that way, now wanted him. And Anika, the bisexual girl who probably enjoyed being the centre of attention, desired by both Hannah the lesbian, and Lucas, the straight guy. She had lost that centre of attention, and she wasn’t happy.  
 
    Anika was jealous, Hannah was confused, Jenny was desperate.  
 
    And then, there was Michelle.  
 
    Being bisexual in a house full of horny women, and an insanely attractive man, somehow, it wasn’t as great as it sounded.  
 
    Michelle wasn’t getting any at all.  
 
    There were three bedrooms in the house. Michelle ended up sharing a room with Jenny. Anika and Hannah shared another and Lucas slept by himself. What with him seeming so distracted, it didn’t seem right for her to make a move on him.  
 
    And Jenny, as hot as the girl was, there was only one thing on her mind.  
 
    Lucas.  
 
    It seemed every girl had him on their minds for one reason or another.  
 
    So, not getting any action, Michelle did the next best thing.  
 
    She hit the gym.  
 
    Being a Super, the speed setting on the treadmill even at its maximum speed wasn’t fast. But it did build up her stamina, and after hours, she was able to work up a sweat.  
 
    She tried the boxing bag too. It was a good way to get rid of some of her pent up frustration. But she had to be careful, something Lucas wasn’t very good at. He’d gone through a whole bunch of boxing bags, not used to his new strength.  
 
    He was a Super now. As if the guy needed more to be fucking cool, he was a damned Super now.  
 
    Except, he didn’t seem very happy about it.  
 
    Michelle slipped on the boxing gloves and got into pose, hands raised before her, curled into fists, she started to punch the bag. It swung wildly with every strike. She’d seen Lucas box. He struck as hard, but somehow, the boxing bag didn’t swing wildly. It jolted on the spot, as if his strike had penetrated the entire body of the bag, and not just the spot she’d struck.  
 
    Ten minutes on the bag, and Michelle began to feel somewhat better.  
 
    She’d worked up a good sweat, her tights and sports bra felt uncomfortable. As she walked up the stairs, she flirted with the idea of taking her clothes off. Hannah mentioned Lucas doing that in the past.  
 
    It would be a good way of getting his attention, without seeming like she was trying too hard.  
 
    Michelle pulled her tights down to her ankles. Her panties followed next. She instantly knew why Lucas did it. That cold blast of air that hit her exposed area felt amazing.  
 
    Michelle closed her eyes.  
 
    Nope.  
 
    Too desperate.  
 
    She pulled her panties and tights back up.  
 
    Michelle was on the ground floor corridor when the front door opened. It was Lucas. He was back with Jenny.  
 
    She frowned.  
 
    There was another girl too. A pretty girl, Michelle recognised her, though she couldn’t remember the name. It was the waitress from café Vinero. Great, another girl in the house, another girl infatuated with Lucas.  
 
    And then she noticed Lucas.  
 
    Properly noticed him.  
 
    He had one arm slung over Jenny, the other slung on the café girl.  
 
    He was bleeding.  
 
    There were shards of glass pierced into his cheeks, and some on his forehead. There was blood on his arm too.  
 
    “What happened?” Michelle asked.  
 
    “We got attacked by a gang, then by Supers. And then, Lucas got shot by some drugged up girl,” Jenny said.  
 
    Michelle frowned. “A Super with glass… shooting… powers?”  
 
    “No,” Lucas replied, teeth gritted. “He threw a car at some other Super. Missed by a fucking mile. Struck my side window and shattered it. The BMW is a write-off.”  
 
    He was hurting.  
 
    Still hurting.  
 
    Shards of glass on his face, that shouldn’t have hurt him much. Nor the bullet wound on his arm. Neither should have caused him the pain he seemed to be in. In fact, it was surprising they were still imbedded in him.  
 
    “Where’s Hannah?” Lucas muttered, as the girls carried him into the living room and sat him down on the sofa.  
 
    “Upstairs, I think,” Michelle said, pointing a finger up at the ceiling.  
 
    Jenny left to find Hannah. The café girl stood in the corner of the room and gave Michelle an awkward smile when they made eye contact.  
 
    Michelle dropped to her knees beside the sofa and took Lucas’s hand in hers. “What happened?” 
 
    Lucas told her what had happened, how Buxworth was a ghost town as gangs fought to take control of territory formerly controlled by the Red Heads and Supers battled to replace Mayor Carcass.  
 
    “There isn’t a Super that stands head and shoulders above the rest,” Lucas said, pausing to take deep breaths. “They’re forming groups. I don’t know what the fucking idiots plan on doing once they’ve formed groups. A glorious battle in the town centre to decide it all?”  
 
    Supers forming groups to battle it out for the Mayoral position? That was interesting to Michelle.  
 
    “I know that look,” Lucas said, staring at her with his piercing eyes.  
 
    “No you don’t,” Michelle said quickly. “You barley know me,” she playfully slapped his arm.  
 
    “Ow,” Lucas muttered.  
 
    “Sorry,” Michelle said. Clumsy. She’d struck his injured arm.  
 
    “You’re thinking of forming your own group of Supers and taking charge of this town, aren’t you?”  
 
    Damn.  
 
    He was good.  
 
    Her thoughts hadn’t even concluded to reach that stage yet. Sure, it was probably where her thoughts would have led to eventually, their natural conclusion…  
 
    Michelle frowned. “You really got that just from looking at my face?”  
 
    “Yes,” Lucas said. And then, his lips twitched. “No,” he smiled.  
 
    Damn, he was cute.  
 
    “It’s what you’re thinking of doing, isn’t it?”  
 
    “Is it so wrong?”  
 
    “Nah. Go for it,” Lucas said, smiling.  
 
    “Really?” Michelle asked, her heart skipping a beat.  
 
    “Yeah, why the hell not?” Lucas asked. “You came to Buxworth to make a difference. I suppose this is your chance. I don’t know how you’re going to do it though. Groups have already been formed and being new in town, I don’t know if you’ll get many to join you. I wouldn’t even know where you would start.”  
 
    It was a fair point, but Michelle did have an idea on where to start.  
 
    But enough about her.  
 
    The wounds on Lucas were yet to heal. She felt the bits of glass embedded on his face. She pulled a small bit out. Lucas grimaced, but the skin began to heal instantly.  
 
    “Strange,” Michelle mumbled. “You’re a Super but… it’s not the same. It should have pushed the shards out.”  
 
    At that moment, Hannah burst into the room, followed by Anika and Jenny. Michelle stepped back as the girls surrounded him, fussed over him. After a quick assessment, Hannah barked out some orders, and Michelle watched with mild interest as Anika rushed off to collect the items from the first aid kit.  
 
    She had always assumed it was Anika who was in charge, Hannah the slightly more submissive type.  
 
    Michelle watched as Hannah dug into the flesh in Lucas’s arm, found the bullet and pulled it out without causing him too much pain. That, or Lucas had a high pain tolerance. She then set about cleaning the wound before bandaging it up. At the same time, Anika pulled out the little shards of glass that were embedded in his face.  
 
    Lucas was in good hands. His superpowers weren’t like hers, but he was still a Super. Michelle could see the wounds on his face turn into little scars before vanishing completely.  
 
    None of the girls paid her much attention as she borrowed the car keys from Jenny and quietly left. They were all too busy fussing about Lucas.  
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 6 
 
   
   
   
   
    Michelle felt pretty good as she drove down the motorway, heading towards Buxworth Town. She was a little excited even. The other Supers in town had a couple of advantages over her. They had more Super friends to join their cause, and they’d already started forming their own groups.  
 
    But that didn’t dishearten Michelle.  
 
    She had an advantage of her own.  
 
    She was a damned strong Super. And she could lay claim to having killed Mayor Carcass. Whilst not technically accurate – Lucas had killed Mayor Carcass – no other Super would know any better. It wasn’t like Lucas was going to go around announcing it with a mic.  
 
    The motorway was emptier than usual. She passed not a single vehicle on her way into the town, though there were a few cars heading in the other direction.  
 
    How bad could things be for Normies to flee the town?  
 
    Where could they be heading towards that would be safer for them? Sure, other towns probably weren’t going through the turmoil of having lost the Mayor and the leader of the largest gang in the same day, without either having a natural successor, but Normies would have it pretty rough being new in another town. Finding jobs, navigating around the town’s Supers and the gangs, it wouldn’t be easy. 
 
    When the town finally came into view, Michelle expected the worst. She expected to see further ruin and destruction caused by the Supers battling each other, the gangs squabbling over territory.  
 
    But Buxworth looked more or less the same as it had since the first time she entered it.  
 
    Which wasn’t great.  
 
    Buxworth was grim even before The Strikes, when millions of meteorites struck earth, causing billions of deaths worldwide, and a fuck ton of destruction. The disease that spread following The Strikes killed off most of the adult population, leaving a bunch of youngsters in charge of the ruined world.  
 
    There was no one left to fix the broken cities and towns.  
 
    Buxworth Town was lined with Victorian terraced houses and narrow streets. Some roads had been entirely destroyed by the meteorites, leaving craters the size of tennis courts in the ground. Other roads had been hurt by the smaller bits of the meteorites that had splintered before impact.  
 
    The bits of rock were large enough to leave big holes in the tarmac and bring entire houses down. Brick and mortar had spilled onto the road. A few roads had been tidied away, but that was it.  
 
    Buxworth Town was dirty, and the lack of Normies walking about seemed to magnify the mess.   
 
    It was a good thing Lucas had managed to find another SUV to steal, after his had been destroyed by the Supers. Going over piles of brick wasn’t the worst thing ever.  
 
    Michelle drove around Buxworth, looking for Jocelyn’s home. She didn’t know the town well and had only been to Jocelyn’s house once before. She knew the rough area, and Jocelyn had a memorable house, as she assumed most Super’s did.  
 
    After driving down the same street three times, she finally found Jocelyn’s house. It was just as she remembered - 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. 
 
    She parked her car by the side of the road and walked down that front lawn and knocked on the front door.  
 
    A moment later, a girl with dark hair and a chubby face opened the door and poked her head out.  
 
    “Patricia, right?” Michelle asked.  
 
    The girl nodded, her large eyes stared without recognition.  
 
    “I’m Michelle? I’ve been here before. Jocelyn brought me once?”  
 
    Again, the girl continued to stare at her, eyes blank.  
 
    “Is Jocelyn about?” Michelle asked.  
 
    “She’s upstairs, but she doesn’t want any visitors,” Patricia.  
 
    “She’ll want to see me,” Michelle said.  
 
    She pushed the door fully open. Her Super strength sent Patricia tumbling back.  
 
    Crap.  
 
    Michelle hadn’t meant to do that. Patricia was just a Normie, one that was doing her best to survive in this new world, one that had taken Jocelyn as her owner, willingly or unwillingly. Yup, that was the sort of world they lived in now, one where slavery was a thing, and accepted.  
 
    She reached a hand down to help Patricia up. And then she noticed what the girl was wearing.  
 
    Nothing.  
 
    Save for the black panties.  
 
    And the collar around her neck.  
 
    No wonder she had only poked her head out through the door.  
 
    Damn Jocelyn and her sadistic habits.  
 
    Michelle helped Patricia to her feet and climbed up the stairs, wondering if she even liked Jocelyn. She thought she did when she first arrived in Buxworth. She’d had a rough time with Martha, the deputy Super. Buxworth was nothing like what she imagined it to be. The Supers were the bad guys.  
 
    On her first night in town, Michelle sat in a dirty hotel room, crying her eyes out, she was on the verge of quitting.  
 
    She met Jocelyn the following day. The Super was nice, and she helped Michelle change her mind about quitting the town.  
 
    But Jocelyn had another side.  
 
    One where Patricia dressed in slutty clothes, or no clothes. One where she swept the floors on her hands and knees. One where she wore a collar and sometimes crawled like an animal. One where she was sexually dominated.  
 
    Once on the landing, Michelle headed straight for Jocelyn’s bedroom.  
 
    The Super stood in front of her wardrobe, doors open, she glanced at her clothes, her hand shifted through the hangers and the dresses that rested down from them.  
 
    “Fuck me,” Michelle gasped.  
 
    Jocelyn turned and seeing her, frowned. “Patricia wasn’t supposed to let anyone up.”  
 
    “Your arm!”  
 
    “Don’t look at it.”  
 
    Michelle swallowed. “It’s hard not to. What the fuck happened?”  
 
    Jocelyn’s frown deepened. “You know what happened. That fucking Normie asshole you wanted to capture blew my arm off. When I find him, I’m going to cut him, bit by bit, starting with his fucking lips.”  
 
    This wasn’t how Michelle wanted the conversation to go at all, especially considering she was now sharing a house with said Normie and crushing on him hard. He wasn’t even a Normie anymore.  
 
    But she had to ask.  
 
    “Why the lips?”  
 
    “I remember how that bastard looks. That smug look on his face. Cut the lips off, and he wouldn’t be so fucking self-assured now, would he?”  
 
    It was a strange logic, and not one Michelle cared particularly much to argue about. More than that, she needed to move the conversation away from how much Jocelyn hated Lucas. There was a high chance the two would meet at some point, if what she had in mind came to play.  
 
    “It doesn’t look so bad,” Michelle said, and then she smiled that horrible smile that had liar written all over it.  
 
    Jocelyn lifted her left arm. Or half her left arm. It was missing from the elbow down. “It looks fucking awful. It’s like an enormous dildo.”  
 
    Now that Jocelyn said it, Michelle could see the resemblance. “I thought it would grow back. Wasn’t that how it worked with us Supers?”  
 
    “I thought the same too. If I knew this could happen, I would never have gone after that Normie. Fucking bastard. What I’m going to do to him when I get my hands on the fucker,” she growled.  
 
    “Yeah,” Michelle laughed nervously. She raised an awkward hand and brushed back her red hair. “So uh, you hear what’s going on in Buxworth? Apparently Supers are forming groups to battle each for the chance of being Mayor.”  
 
    Jocelyn’s eyes narrowed, but she said nothing. Instead, she picked up a red mini dress and held it against her body. “What do you think?”  
 
    “It’s nice,” Michelle replied.  
 
    “Help me put it on.”  
 
    Michelle stepped up to Jocelyn and stood behind her. The girl was wearing a white blouse and black jeans. She lifted her arms up, both one and a half arms. Michelle grabbed the blouse by the hem on both ends and lifted it up and over Jocelyn’s shoulders and head.  
 
    The Super was wearing a black bra that held her breasts in place. Michelle couldn’t help but glance at them in the reflection of the mirror.  
 
    She picked up the dress but Jocelyn shook her head. “My jeans too. You got my arm shot off. The least you can do is let me show off my legs.”  
 
    Michelle bit her tongue and held back a response. She placed her hands on Jocelyn’s slim waist. Sliding them forward, she felt for the jean’s button. Her thumb slipped past the waistband, past the panties she was wearing underneath and touched Jocelyn’s flesh, dangerously close to her pussy.  
 
    Michelle’s cheeks coloured as her hand froze.  
 
    “It’s great that you’re still a horny little slut, Michelle,” Jocelyn said. “But for now, I just need you to dress me, my little bitch.”  
 
    Again, Michelle bit her tongue. She didn’t like it the first time Jocelyn had dominated her, had stripped her naked, played with her, called her a bitch. She put up with it back then because she was new in town.  
 
    But Michelle was no longer that girl.  
 
    She’d battled Martha and matched the deputy Mayor blow for blow. She’d battled Mayor Carcass himself and accounted well considering how damned powerful he was.  
 
    She wasn’t going to be Jocelyn’s bitch anymore.  
 
    That naïve and confused little girl that came to Buxworth town just a month ago had had a steep learning curve.  
 
    Her jaw setting, Michelle pulled Jocelyn’s jeans down to her ankles. As the girl lifted a foot, then the other, she pulled the jeans free and threw it on the bed before picking up the red mini dress.  
 
    She helped Jocelyn slip into it, and then stepped back.  
 
    Despite herself, the dress looked good on Jocelyn, and Michelle couldn’t help but admire how the soft material hugged Jocelyn’s figure, especially the curves around her waist, before leaving her legs exposed.  
 
    “Jeez, perv some more, why don’t you,” Jocelyn said. 
 
    Though her voice had been light, playful, it still annoyed Michelle. Was she that easy to read? Just earlier today, Lucas had pretty much guessed her entire plan of trying to create a group of her own and being the Mayor, and now, apparently Jocelyn too could sense her desires?  
 
    Desires.  
 
    Did she desire Jocelyn?  
 
    After being cooped up in a house with Lucas and a bunch of hotties, and not getting anything at all, it turned out Michelle was a little frustrated, sexually. She was tempted to take out that frustration on Jocelyn. It would be the perfect revenge, wouldn’t it?  
 
    But she held back for now.  
 
    “I actually came to see you for a reason,” she said.  
 
    Jocelyn chuckled. “Was wondering if you would ever get down to business or just stand there like a little schoolgirl frightened on stage.” Jocelyn turned to face her, her mini dress twirled, the hem rising up to flash her black panties before settling once more. “What can I do for you, my little slut?”  
 
    Michelle gritted her teeth, her hands clenching into fists. “I’m not your slut.”  
 
    Jocelyn’s eyes twinkled. “Not my slut, huh? Someone else’s slut then? Have you joined one of those Super groups vying for power of Buxworth?”  
 
    “So you do know about that.”  
 
    “My arm might be cut off, and I might be laying low in my house, but that doesn’t mean I don’t have Super friends. Whose little bitch are you then? Carnage? Or Trident? Is there a third?”  
 
    “I haven’t joined any Super’s group. I’m going to form my own.”  
 
    Jocelyn stared at her, eyes narrowed for a second before she burst out laughing. Michelle’s lips tightened and she fought back the urge to punch the girl in the face.  
 
    “You want to be Mayor of this town?”  
 
    “What’s so funny about that?”  
 
    “I know you’re ambitious,” Jocelyn said. “And I suppose you are quite strong as a Super. But you’re not strong enough physically. And you don’t have it in you mentally.”  
 
    Jocelyn stepped towards her, and as she came around, she placed a hand on Michelle’s shoulder. She turned to stand behind the girl, and Michelle felt her warm breath on her neck. Jocelyn’s hand moved down Michelle’s shoulder, down her shirt, it rested on her left breast. The arm tightened around her, forced Michelle to lean back against Jocelyn.  
 
    “There are two types of Supers, Michelle,” Jocelyn whispered in her ear. “Those that lead, and those that please.” Her hand still resting on Michelle’s breast, her fingers rubbed on her nipple that rested beneath the sheer cloth. The sensation caused it to perk and press through the cloth. Jocelyn grabbed the now protruding nipple and squeezed. “What do you think you are?” she asked. “A leader, or a pleaser?”  
 
    Michelle closed her eyes, her face scrunched. She hated that this felt good. It was all Lucas’s fault. If he’d paid her any attention, satisfied her needs, she wouldn’t have all this sexual frustration pent up inside her. She wouldn’t be enjoying this at all.  
 
    And the worst thing, Jocelyn could sense it, could tell that she was enjoying this. The Super let go of her nipple, her hand moved down her chest. It rested on her waist. She could feel Jocelyn’s breath warm on her neck. She felt the wetness of her lips and her body stiffened as Jocelyn sucked on her neck. Her hand moved down the waistband of her jeans, it dug through her panties, felt her pussy.  
 
    “I knew it,” Jocelyn chuckled as her fingers touched her wet pussy. “You know it too, Michelle. You’re a pleaser.”  
 
    Again, despite herself, it felt damned good to have someone else touch her pussy. A part of Michelle wanted to give in to the temptation, to let Jocelyn have her way with her in the hope that she would find some pleasure too.  
 
    Another part of her wondered how she’d ended up being such a slut, overwhelmed by her sexual feelings, she was seriously considering letting Jocelyn have her way with her again.  
 
    Thankfully, a larger part of her wasn’t overwhelmed by the sensations. A part that said she was the boss, or leader, as Jocelyn put it. She could lead and be pleased.  
 
    She grabbed Jocelyn’s hand and pulled it out from her jeans. Twirling around to face the girl, her fists glowing blue, she slammed them into Jocelyn and sent her flying back. Jocelyn crashed into the door before hitting the ground. She climbed to her feet, her eyes wide, her mouth curled in rage.  
 
    “You fucking little bitch,” Jocelyn roared. 
 
    “I’m not your little bitch,” Michelle said firmly, hands still glowing blue.  
 
    “You’re going to fight me?”  
 
    “Sure, if that’s what it will take,” Michelle said. “You’re going to help me become mayor if I have to beat the fuck out of you,” she added, teeth gritted in determination.  
 
    Jocelyn didn’t hesitate. She held her hand up, palm flat. A spike shot out towards Michelle, aimed for her chest. Michelle surrounded herself in her protective bubble. As the spike crashed into it and bounced off, she charged.  
 
    Michelle closed the distance between herself and Jocelyn within a second. Her shield came down. Her fists came up. Both blazing blue, she slammed them into Jocelyn’s stomach. The sessions in the gym using the boxing bag had really paid off.  
 
    She didn’t know why it was a surprise, but she was surprised nonetheless at how much she had improved by training. Her fists were blue blurs as they hammered away at Jocelyn, striking her stomach, her breasts, even her cunt a couple of times.  
 
    And when she stepped back, Jocelyn was speechless. She stared with wide eyes. And then, she collapsed onto the ground.  
 
    Michelle didn’t rush over to help the girl. She was a Super. She would recover soon enough. When she did, if experience had taught her anything, it was to prepare her for round two. Supers became stronger the more they fought.  
 
    But when Jocelyn did recover, she didn’t jump to her feet. She crawled on her bottom towards the wall, where she rested with her back against it. She looked tired, her sliced off arm suddenly looking very much like a disability.  
 
    “Not bad,” Jocelyn said. “But you still don’t have it in you. You know what Carnage or Trident would have done to a Super that refused them, one that they’d just pummelled into the ground? They wouldn’t have waited for me to recover, that’s for sure,” she scoffed.  
 
    She was right, and Michelle knew it.  
 
    It wasn’t just Carnage and Trident. Those two weren’t particularly evil for Supers. They were the norm in this new world. Had the roles been reversed right now, had Jocelyn won this little duel, Michelle would have been in serious trouble.  
 
    Jocelyn wouldn’t have let her rest and recover. She would have pressed her advantage and tried to humble her.  
 
    “If that’s what it takes,” Michelle muttered.  
 
    Her hands still blazing blue, she stormed up to Jocelyn and grabbed her by the neckline. Picking her up onto her feet, she threw her towards the bed. Jocelyn crashed into the headboard before dropping onto the mattress.  
 
    Michelle leapt onto the bed and sat on top of Jocelyn, pressing her weight on the Super, she pulled at the dress. The heat from her blue hands aided her in tearing through the cloth, and soon, she had torn the dress off Jocelyn, the bed covered in little scraps of partially burnt red.  
 
    Still sitting on top of Jocelyn, Michelle paused, her hand resting on the Super’s chest, on her bra. She meant to rip it off in a show of force, of cruelty. The problem was, it wasn’t in her to essentially sexually assault a girl, no matter how much that girl might have deserved it.  
 
    “What’s the matter?” Jocelyn asked, grinning.  
 
    Her hands were free, and she could have struck Michelle with those spikes of hers. But she didn’t. Instead, she lay back on the bed, relaxed, comfortable, confident.  
 
    “You don’t think I have it in me,” Michelle said.  
 
    “I know you don’t.”  
 
    “You don’t know anything about me.”  
 
    Jocelyn’s lips curled into a smile. “Go on, surprise me you little slut.”  
 
    There it was again, the name calling. She knew why Jocelyn did it. In her head, she was still the dominate. And Jocelyn had dominated her before, done it against her will, knew she had enjoyed some aspect of it. It was hard to hide your pleasure, to show dissatisfaction when your pussy dripped. 
 
    It was black and white in Jocelyn’s head. There were dominates and submissives and they fitted perfectly into little boxes.    
 
    But that wasn’t always the case. Michelle might have enjoyed being dominated sexually, but that didn’t mean she was a walkover in every other aspect of her life.  
 
    “Mayor Carcass is dead because of me,” she whispered.  
 
    The smile instantly left Jocelyn’s face. “Bullshit.”  
 
    Michelle simply smiled in response. Whilst she hadn’t actually killed Mayor Carcass, that had been Lucas. He was dead because she chose to battle him.  
 
    “How did it happen?” Jocelyn asked, her face tight, the mask of confidence slipping for the first time, her eyes showing doubt.  
 
    Michelle told her a version of what had happened, how she and Lucas had escaped from the collapsed building, and from there on, how they had rescued the girls from the Red Heads, how they came up against a Super that was insanely powerful, after having touched a green crystal. They defeated the Super, or more, he defeated himself by disintegrating.  
 
    She told how they lured Martha and Mayor Carcass to the building site, along with the leader of the Red Heads. She rushed the next part of the story, explaining that it was necessary for the Red Heads to see their leader being killed by the Super Mayor Carcass. Once that had happened, together, Lucas and her, they defeated Martha and Mayor Carcass.  
 
    When she was done, Jocelyn, who lay on the bed wearing nothing but her sheer bra through which her nipples could be seen, and matching panties, was completely still, her breasts no longer rising and falling steadily as they had been.  
 
    She stared with eyes wide, face pale.  
 
    Finally, she spoke. “Lucas, the Normie that ruined my arm, he’s a Super now?”  
 
    “Yes,” Michelle replied, her guard up in case Jocelyn tried anything.  
 
    Jocelyn swallowed, and Michelle thought she spotted fear in the girl’s eyes. “A green crystal that made him powerful enough to defeat Mayor Carcass,” she mumbled, a distant look in her eyes.  
 
    “What are you thinking?” 
 
    “He’s going to be unstoppable, isn’t he?”  
 
    “Sure,” Michelle replied, non-committal.  
 
    “What?” Jocelyn asked.  
 
    “Sorry?”  
 
    “You said, sure. Is there something wrong with him?” Jocelyn asked.  
 
    Michelle should have replied instantly, but she hesitated. And that hesitation was enough for Jocelyn, whose lips twitched before breaking out into a smile. “What’s wrong with the fucker?”  
 
    Michelle frowned. From fearing him, to calling him a fucker in a matter of seconds? Jocelyn was thinking of revenge. It made her wonder how loyal the Super would be even if she did decide to support her cause. She would have to constantly keep an eye out on her.  
 
    “Lucas doesn’t want to be Mayor, I do,” she said firmly. 
 
    “Yeah, but with a guy like that behind you, you’d be unstoppable. Unless there is something wrong with him?”  
 
    “There’s nothing wrong with him,” Michelle insisted.  
 
    “Prove it. I want to meet him.”  
 
    “You’re not in a position to negotiate!” Michelle said, and as if to prove her point, she reached down and grabbed Jocelyn’s nipples, both visible through the sheer bra, and squeezed them. 
 
    “Ow,” Jocelyn said, her voice monotone. “That hurt,” she continued in the same vein.  
 
    Frowning, Michelle squeezed them harder, flattening the perky little mounds between her fingers and thumbs. She watched Jocelyn’s face, looking for the slightest movement, any hint to show the pain she must surely have been feeling.  
 
    But Jocelyn continued to stare, her face unreadable.  
 
    Michelle had two options now. She could push forward with her threat, with her show of force. She had Jocelyn down, she was stronger than the Super. There was nothing to stop her from beating the girl into submission, stripping her naked, humiliating her much like Jocelyn would have done were the roles reversed.  
 
    She could own the girl, as Supers owned Normies.  
 
    But did she have it in her to do that?  
 
    Her other option was to relent, to let the girl meet Lucas. Would it be so bad if she did? Once she knows Michelle is telling the truth, that Lucas is on her side and perfectly normal, a powerful Super, surely Jocelyn would cooperate, right?  
 
    Her mind was leaning more towards the latter.  
 
    Jocelyn struck her as the opportunist type, taking advantage of her when she had arrived at the town as a newbie. It would make sense for her to help them create a team of Supers to rule the town considering she hadn’t joined Carnage or Trident’s groups.   
 
    Michelle stared down at Jocelyn’s body. Resting her bottom on the girl’s stomach, she took her in, the smooth skin on her flat belly, the lines of her ribcages pressing against it, her circular mounds flattened somewhat by gravity, and the nipples she held in her fingers, pressed together.  
 
    There was still a part of her that wanted to dominate Jocelyn, to take her the way she had been taken when she first arrived in Buxworth. The thought of having someone under her control like that, it excited her.  
 
    But she decided against those feelings.  
 
    For now, at least.  
 
    “Fine,” she grumbled, letting go of Jocelyn’s nipples. “I’ll take you to meet Lucas.”  
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 7 
 
   
   
   
   
    Lucas wasn’t having the best of days. What was supposed to have been a simple trip to the café with Jenny had turned into something much worse. Lucas had lost his beloved BMW X5, he’d been shot in the arm and his fears that his superpowers were on the wane were confirmed too.  
 
    His bullet wound did not heal naturally.  
 
    It had to be patched up by Hannah.  
 
    More than that, visiting the town had hit home the realisation of how severe the consequences of their actions were. Mayor Carcass was evil and killing him had been Lucas’s main and only purpose in life. So determined was he on revenge, not once did he consider what would happen after the Super was killed.  
 
    The town was a fucking mess.  
 
    Thrown into the chaos that was the battle of succession for the mayor ship was the fact that the leader of the most powerful gang in town had also died, thanks to his plan. Lucas had nothing personal against Lena, the former head of the Red Heads gang, but she took his girls, threatened their safety. He had to have her killed. And now the second and third most powerful gangs were battling it out to take over the Red Heads territory.  
 
    Lucas was in the living room, lying on the sofa, his arm bandaged, he was supposed to be getting some rest. But it wasn’t exactly a restful atmosphere.  
 
    All four girls were in the room with him, and Lucas could sense the tension. There was Hannah, the former lesbian who now apparently liked cock because they were a more efficient and effective type of a dildo. She sat on the carpet, her hand rested on his leg. She made occasional eye-contact with him, with the furniture, his groin even. The one thing she didn’t do, he noted, was make eye contact with Anika.  
 
    Anika.  
 
    The black beauty stood leaning against the door frame, her usually pretty and teasing face now bore a frown. She was a lot more disgruntled of late, ever since the house dynamics changed with the addition of a new girl, and of Hannah exploring her sexuality and not being fully devoted to her.  
 
    Anika’s eyes could have burned holes into Hannah’s skull, there was that much intensity in them as she stared at the girl’s head of red hair.  
 
    Jenny also sat on the floor, but she leaned against the wall and glared at Lucy mostly, though sometimes she frowned at the two other girls.  
 
    Lucy sat on the sofa opposite him, her legs pressed together, her back straight, her hands resting on her lap, she had a look of formality about her. Her somewhat heaving chest betrayed the nerves she tried to hide. She stared at him, her lips pressed together but spread into a forced smile.  
 
    Lucas couldn’t remember the last time a word had been spoken.  
 
    That was a lie.  
 
    He could remember.  
 
    It was only about ten minutes ago, when Hannah had finished patching him up, she’d asked how he felt.  
 
    Fine, Lucas had replied at the time.  
 
    He decided, what with ten minutes gone, maybe the girls had forgotten, so he muttered in repeat, “You don’t need to stand around me. I’m fine.”  
 
    “I uh, I don’t really know where to go,” Lucy said, smiling nervously.  
 
    That was right. She didn’t. “Anyone want to show Lucy around?”  
 
    “Where is she going to sleep?” Jenny asked, her glare now resigned to a frown.  
 
    “She can have my room,” Lucas said. “I’ll crash on the couch,” he added. “Seeing as I’m already here.”  
 
    Anika raised a hand. “I’ll show her around,” she said, her eyes still on Hannah, the redhead turned to look back, their eyes finally meeting, Anika’s frown deepened. She looked away, turning to Lucy, she held her hand out. “Come on, lets get you settled in.”  
 
    Lucy climbed to her feet, her eyes on Anika’s extended hand, she took it, their fingers brushed gingerly. Hannah watched them, and Lucas thought he felt her stiffen as the two girls left. When they were gone, Hannah turned to face him.  
 
    “How’s your arm?”  
 
    Lucas pressed against the bandage beneath which rested the wound. It didn’t hurt. He pressed harder. Again, he didn’t feel anything different. It felt like it would if he were pressing his healthy arm.  
 
    “I think it’s better,” Lucas muttered. He slammed his fist down on it with some force. “Like, properly better.”  
 
    He grabbed at the knot of the bandage and pulled. Hannah helped him unwrap the strip. Once it came off, and his skin beneath was revealed, Lucas stared in astonishment. It had completely healed. Not even a scratch or slight bruising.  
 
    “Why are you so surprised?” Jenny asked as she came to join Hannah on the floor. “You’re a Super now. That’s what happens when you get shot, your body heals.”  
 
    She didn’t sound very happy when the words left her mouth, and Lucas imagined she was still annoyed about something. She did have a point though. He was a Super, and Supers healed naturally from bullet wounds.  
 
    But this was different. His skin only began to heal after Hannah removed the bullet. That wasn’t the norm for Supers. The bullets usually fell out for the Supers that transformed after having touched the blue crystals. But that was the difference, wasn’t it?  
 
    He had touched a green crystal. One that had devoured the Normie that had touched it before him. Lucas supposed he should be grateful he was still alive. The green crystal was different. It hadn’t killed him, nor had it briefly given him amazing superpowers.  
 
    He felt his face for the cuts the broken glass had left. The skin was smooth.  
 
    “That’s properly healed too,” Lucas said, now sitting up.  
 
    “No shit,” Hannah muttered, climbing to her feet too. “You’re a Super. Of course you’re fine. It seems one of your superpowers is a penchant for being dramatic.”    
 
    She climbed to her feet and frowning at him, she walked out the door and headed up the stairs. It was just him and Jenny now. She stared at him too, wearing a similar frown on her face.  
 
    “What?” Lucas asked.  
 
    “Nothing.”  
 
    “Come on, its clearly not nothing. What is it?”  
 
    “It’s you, okay,” Jenny muttered. “When I came to you for help, you basically told me to fuck off. But now, Lucy doesn’t even ask, and you volunteer to let her stay here? What does she have that I don’t?”  
 
    “It was different,” Lucas said.  
 
    “How was it different?”  
 
    Because I know Lucy, because I eat in her café almost every day, because I saw her place of work be damaged, Lucas thought.  
 
    He hadn’t known Jenny at all. He saved her from a Super and then she ambushed him, offered herself over as a slave, before stripping naked to show her goods. If she hadn’t been insanely hot, Lucas would probably have turned and fled, assuming she was batshit crazy.  
 
    But he didn’t say any of that. Instead, he stared at her stupidly.  
 
    “What?” Jenny asked, now folding her arms in front of her chest, her lips curled.  
 
    “Where the fuck is all of this coming from?” he mumbled.  
 
    It was the wrong thing to say.  
 
    Jenny’s eyes widened. “I just told you where all of this came from. You weren’t listening?”  
 
    Lucas was listening. He’d just framed his question horribly. “I meant, we had a good talk in the café, right? We both agreed it doesn’t matter why we desire each other, the fact is, we both do desire each other as consulting adults. So we will do something about it. And that’s that right?”  
 
    “When?”  
 
    “When what?”  
 
    “When are we going to do something about it?”  
 
    “I- I can’t give you a time,” Lucas said, feeling a little flustered.  
 
    “Tonight,” Jenny said, undeterred.   
 
    Lucas stared at Jenny and the pout that bore across her lips. This was not the same girl that had been quiet and meek during her stay in his house, not even the same girl he had conversed with earlier today in the café.  
 
    Something had changed in her.  
 
    Looking her in the eyes, he could see the desire. And he felt it too. God knows he felt it. Living in a house with a perpetually angry somewhat confused lesbian, her now suddenly jealous bisexual girlfriend, he wasn’t getting much action.  
 
    Jenny was his slave. She belonged to him, mind and body, thanks to Vengeance’s serum. The desire they both felt might not have been completely organic, but it didn’t matter, did it? He wanted her, she wanted him. Tonight, apparently.  
 
    “Fine,” he said. “Tonight.”  
 
    The annoyance disappeared from Jenny’s features as she smiled. She leaned in and pressed her lips against his. Lucas breathed her in, the smell of a summery blossoming flower garden, her lips were soft.  
 
    “Thank you,” she said softly, as their lips parted.  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    * * * 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Later that day, Lucas was feeling much better. All of his injuries had healed completely. He felt good once more. No, he felt great. Strong, fast, powerful. It was like the green crystal his body had absorbed was taking regular breaks to recharge. During those breaks, his body would begin to feel like he was slowly losing his powers. But then, the battery would be charged, and he would feel fantastic again.  
 
    Was that how it was for the Supers that had touched the blue crystal? Did they go through periods of incredible power, before feeling the sap?  
 
    It didn’t seem the case in his experience. Supers always seemed ready to go. There was never a case where a Super needed to have bullets removed from their body and be bandaged only to then recover remarkably quickly, as had happened to him.  
 
    He wondered if this was something that happened early on to those that touched the crystals. It could be adapting to his body, changing it slowly? He’d have to ask Michelle when she got back.  
 
    She had been gone for the better part of the day. He wasn’t worried for her safety. She’d gone toe-to-toe with Mayor Carcass and lasted longer than any other Super would have in town. The girl was more than capable of looking after herself.  
 
    Lunch was a pleasant affair. Lucy had settled in quickly. She took charge in the kitchen and whipped them up all a tasty meal of beef stroganoff. After eating, Lucas stepped out into the front, and that was when the Mercedes Benz GLC pulled up the drive away.  
 
    Michelle was back, but she hadn’t returned alone. Sitting beside her in the front seat was another girl.  
 
    She looked familiar.  
 
    It was the Super that had chased him down Broad Street in Buxworth Town. She had an arm missing. Was that from when Lucas’s grenade had blown it off? It hadn’t grown back?  
 
    When he looked closer, he could see the arm from the knee down, the tip was elongated egg-shaped. Maybe it was growing back slowly. Lucas wondered what that would have felt like, the bone and skin growing back slowly, would it be a constant aching pain?  
 
    Thoughts of how her arm felt shifted from Lucas’s mind as he began to wonder what the Super was doing here.  
 
    He didn’t get a chance to ask.  
 
    The crippled Super leapt at him, and as she did, she held her single hand extended out, palm flat. The skin in the centre of her palm opened up, a black hole appeared, and from there, a wooden spike shot out towards him.  
 
    Lucas was thankful for his reflexes, honed by years of constant training and battling, he turned sideways, and the spike flew past him. As it crashed into the door and shattered, splintering and sending little bits of wood flying about, the Super slammed into him.  
 
    She knocked him to the ground and sitting on his chest, she brought her fist down on him.  
 
    Her single fist.  
 
    Lucas raised both his arms to protect his face.  
 
    Despite having only one fist, the Super did hit hard. And every punch hurt more than the one before as her strength began to increase, as happened when Supers fought. Not sure how much more of this he could take, Lucas managed to hold the Super’s arm and stop her from punching him.  
 
    She stared down at him, fury in her eyes, she slammed her forehead against his. Lucas winced as his head bounced back against the paved front lawn. His grip on her arm loosened as his head spun. The Super broke free and resumed her punching.  
 
    Thankfully, it was a brief resumption.  
 
    Michelle appeared from behind and grabbed the Super. She picked her up and threw her off him. Lucas was grateful for that. But as he sat up, he noticed the Mercedes bore a human shaped dent by the side doors.  
 
    The Super climbed to her feet, a little groggy. “I’m going to fucking kill you!” she roared.  
 
    It wasn’t aimed at Michelle.  
 
    It was aimed at Lucas.  
 
    There was pure rage in the Super’s eyes, and Lucas didn’t doubt she meant to kill him. He scrambled to his feet and raised his fists in a traditional boxer’s pose.  
 
    “Is it because of the arm?” Lucas asked.  
 
    “Fuck you,” came the response.  
 
    The Super held her hand out, palm flat, the black hole appeared once more. But before a spike could shoot out, a bolt of blue slammed into the Super and sent her flying across the front lawn. This time, she slammed into the trunk of one of the trees that formed a wall around the property.   
 
    As the Super hit the dirt, her arm pressed against the ground, trying to push herself up. But she was stopped in her tracks as Michelle fired bolt after bolt of blue at the girl until she stopped moving, until she lay still on the ground, as if dead.  
 
    But Lucas knew she wasn’t dead. You could only kill a Super by separating the head from the neck.  
 
    “We should probably tie her up before she wakes up, right?” Michelle asked.  
 
    “Sure,” Lucas said, his breathing heavy, his hands rested on his hips. “What the fuck is she doing here anyway?”  
 
    “Uh… well, I wanted to run for Mayor,” Michelle replied.  
 
    “Right,” Lucas nodded, indicating understanding, though he didn’t understand. 
 
    “And this morning you mentioned how the Supers were forming groups and battling it out against each other. I thought I’d form my own group…”  
 
    “Right,” Lucas said, nodding, and this time understanding.  
 
    “So I went to see Jocelyn,” she continued, and then pointed at the fallen Super. “That’s Jocelyn, by the way.”  
 
    “Yup, figured as much.”  
 
    “Right. Except, she didn’t want to join sides with me, didn’t think I was worthy of leading. We got into a fight. I won. But it wasn’t enough. She didn’t think I had it in me to be the leader. Said something about me not being ruthless enough. I told her that I killed Mayor Carcass, or,” she paused, smiled sheepishly. “That we did. She wanted to meet you, said if you were on my side, then the ruthless element was there.”  
 
    Lucas didn’t know how he felt about being seen as ruthless, though he supposed his survival instincts could be classified as such. “I’m guessing at no point did it occur to you that she might be pissed at me for blowing her arm off?”  
 
    Michelle’s cheeks reddened as her face fell.  
 
    “You gotta learn stuff about Supers, Michelle,” Lucas said, as he strode towards Jocelyn’s limp body. “If it had been a Super that had blown off her arm, she might have let it pass. But a Normie hurting her like that?” Lucas crouched down over Jocelyn’s body. She was lying flat on her front, her face in the dirt. “They see us as second class citizens, if that.” He turned her over. Her eyes were closed, but her lips twitched. “She’d never let it go.”  
 
    Lucas raised his fists, and as he brought them down on Jocelyn’s face, the Super’s eyes flung open.  
 
    She’d faked being unconscious.  
 
    Lucas was going to put that right, though.  
 
    He smiled down at her as his fists slammed into her face.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 8 
 
   
   
   
   
    Lucas punched Jocelyn properly unconscious. After that, bringing rope from the storage cupboard beneath the stairs, he first tied her ankles together, then her wrists behind her back, he fastened more rope around her arms and legs.  
 
    Michelle stood over him, watching with curiosity, and possibly shock. She hadn’t been too impressed at him punching Jocelyn unconscious. But she hadn’t stopped him either.  
 
    “I think you’ve tied her enough,” she said.  
 
    Lucas climbed to his feet and stared down at Jocelyn. He wasn’t sure he had. This was the first time he’d ever restrained a Super. Usually, he either killed them, or if he couldn’t do that, the second best option was to flee.  
 
    “We need more,” he said.  
 
    “You’re kidding!”  
 
    “I’m not,” Lucas muttered.  
 
    He turned Jocelyn onto her side and pulled her bound legs back, her feet now touching her ass, he tied them together with her hands.  
 
    “That should do it,” he said, rubbing his hands together.  
 
    “You sure?” Michelle asked. “I think you could add a rope or two more around her. I’m sure there’s some part of her body you haven’t tied up,” she muttered.  
 
    Lucas surveyed the Super. Her legs and arms had been bound separately, and then bound together. “Maybe you’re right.” He pointed at Jocelyn’s chest. “Maybe I could add some there?”  
 
    Michelle stared at him incredulously. Lucas couldn’t hold it. His lips twitched.  
 
    Michelle punched him on the shoulder. It was a gentle punch on her part, but being a Super, there was still power behind it, and it hurt some.  
 
    They picked up Jocelyn, Lucas grabbing her by the knees, Michelle by the arms. They carried her inside, down the stairs and into the basement. They dropped her onto the floor beside the stack of weights.  
 
    Lucas picked up a five kilogram iron cast weight in each hand.  
 
    “What are you doing?” Michelle asked.  
 
    Lucas frowned. “You know…” 
 
    “I don’t. Why are you holding them in your hands?”  
 
    “In case she wakes up angry, breaks free from her restraints, and tries to kill me again. This would make it her third time, and you know what they say about the third time, right?”  
 
    “It’s the charm?” Michelle asked as she blew away a stray wisp of hair that strode down from her forehead to her lips.  
 
    “Yup,” Lucas said.  
 
    That was what they used to say, he remembered that much. It wasn’t a phrase that was used much anymore. In fact, since the near extinction of adults, sayings had pretty much gone out the window. That was another one, wasn’t it? Out the window? Why didn’t they say out the door? Things usually went out the door.    
 
    They faced the unconscious and bound girl on the ground. Lucas poked her with his foot. It did nothing. She remained unconscious. He stared down at her, at the dried blood on her face. The wounds from his repeated punching having healed, it was the only remaining evidence. 
 
    Lucas felt some guilt at having hurt the Super, but it was momentary guilt. He wasn’t the sentimental type. She had tried to kill him. He was entitled to fight back, to hurt her. Being a woman didn’t excuse her. He didn’t share that sort of chivalry.  
 
    Lucas poked her with his foot once more. It had no effect. Michelle dropped to her knees and placed a hand on Jocelyn’s chest. Her hand began to glow blue. Jocelyn’s white blouse melted away beneath Michelle’s hand. Her black bra followed. Jocelyn’s breasts spilled out.  
 
    As Michelle’s hand now touched skin, Jocelyn’s eyes flung open. Wide-eyed and afraid, she tried to move. Being bound, she didn’t have much success, though she managed to hobble up to the wall on her bottom.  
 
    She stared at them, her chest heaved, her breasts exposed, the nipples rose and fell. The wide-eyed look of fright vanished as her breathing calmed.  
 
    A smile spread across Jocelyn’s lips.   
 
    “Well, isn’t this nice. You’ve got me all tied up and at your mercy. What are you going to do next? Torture me?” she spoke the words to Michelle. “You haven’t got it in you.”  
 
    Lucas frowned. Jocelyn’s full attention was focused onto Michelle, not him. It was like he wasn’t even there.   
 
    “She might not, but I do,” Lucas said.  
 
    Jocelyn glanced at him, and her mask of confidence slipped as her eyes took in the two dumbbell weights he held in each hand. It was a brief slip of confidence before she turned her focus back onto Michelle. But it was enough for Lucas to know she wasn’t the bravest of Supers.  
 
    “No one’s going to torture anyone,” Michelle said, before glancing at Lucas. “At least, not if you help us.”  
 
    “Why would I help you?” Jocelyn growled.  
 
    Because we’ve got you tied up, Lucas thought. Because you know pretty well I literally kill Supers for a living. But he didn’t say that. It would do Michelle good to be in charge, to take lead. She’d need the experience if she were going to rule, if she were going to be Mayor.  
 
    “What other option do you have?” Michelle asked. “With your disability, you can’t run for Mayor yourself. Help me, and you can have a place at my side.”  
 
    “Place at your side?” Jocelyn scoffed. “You’re fucking kidding me, right? I’ve been in this town much longer than you. I’ve had to put up with Mayor Carcass’s bullshit. I’ve had to put up with Martha’s bullshit. You’ve been in town a month and now I get to take a place at your side? Go fuck yourself!”  
 
    Lucas watched as Michelle stood uncertainly, her eyes on the Super, he could see anger etched across her face. But there was hesitation there too.  
 
    Lucas dropped the weights and walked over to Michelle. He grabbed her by the arm and pulled her back. Once out of earshot of Jocelyn, he stopped.  
 
    “What’s the plan?” he asked. “Why do you need her?”  
 
    “The Supers vying for power in town have all formed groups. I won’t stand a chance by myself. I don’t know any other Supers who might support me. Jocelyn might,” Michelle said, her arms folded across her chest, she sighed. “But she’s being a bitch.”  
 
    “What are you going to do about it?”  
 
    Michelle raised an eyebrow. A tired one. It wasn’t physical exhaustion.  
 
    “What can I do?” Michelle asked. She gave a weak smile. “I suppose I should torture her, right. It’s what she would do to me, the bitch.”  
 
    “Yeah,” Lucas nodded.  
 
    “I-” she stopped, her eyes narrowing. “I was joking. I’m not going to torture her.”  
 
    “Why not?”   
 
     “Because-” Michelle stopped, flustered.  
 
    Lucas waited for her to continue, to finish and explain why torture was wrong.  
 
    They had both attended secondary school back in the day before The Strikes. They knew torture was wrong morally, legally too, back in those days. Probably against the Geneva Convention, or something along those lines.  
 
    But that was back in a world where slavery was wrong, where there was democracy, where there was law and order.  
 
    As Lucas stared at Michelle, watching her trying to justify her feelings, her reservations against torturing Jocelyn, he realised a part of her was still stuck in that old world.  
 
    The village she had come from, it must have been sheltered from the horrors that followed The Strikes, and The Riots.  
 
    If she wanted to be Mayor she would have to do this on her own.  
 
    “Because?” Lucas asked.  
 
    Michelle’s eyes hardened as her face stiffened. “Fine,” she said with grit. She turned and walked back towards Jocelyn. “You can do this,” Lucas heard her whisper to herself. 
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    It turned out time was of the essence, as far as Michelle was concerned. She wanted names and details of any Supers that had yet to join Carnage or Trident. She wanted to be a third option for the Supers that had yet to decide. But those undecided Supers were dwindling in number rapidly.  
 
    Michelle’s methods weren’t working.  
 
    She was threatening, saying the right things, even got her body language right. But it wasn’t working on Jocelyn. The girl refused to budge, even laughed when Michelle punched her in the face with a glowing fist of blue. 
 
    She should have punched the Super’s teeth out, but it seemed a single punch was as far as Michelle was going to take it when it came to attacking a bound and helpless girl.  
 
    Her body language was beginning to change too. She was losing the grit. She stood over Jocelyn now, her back hunched, she looked tired. But Supers didn’t tire physically. Not that quickly. It was mental.  
 
    Lucas placed a hand on her shoulder. “Maybe you should take a break,” he told her. “Go upstairs, get some water, something to eat? A nap?”  
 
    Michelle didn’t argue. She turned and walked up the stairs without looking at Jocelyn. When she was gone, Lucas pulled the foldaway metal chairs stacked against the wall. He placed one in front of Jocelyn and sat down.  
 
    “You and I are going to have a little chat,” Lucas said. “And once we’re done, you’re going to make a choice.”  
 
    “Oooh I’m scared,” Jocelyn said.  
 
    Her voice dripped with sarcasm, her face showed grit, but there was some fear in her eyes.  
 
    “I’ve lost count of how many Supers I’ve killed in the past four, five years. I don’t lose any sleep over it.”  
 
    “You’re not going to kill me,” Jocelyn said. “Your girlfriend needs me to fulfil her fantasy of being Mayor.”  
 
    “That wasn’t the point I was trying to make,” Lucas said, smiling. “My point was, if I have no issues in killing Supers, I certainly won’t baulk at torturing one.”  
 
    “I’m not scared of you,” Jocelyn said.  
 
    “Cool. You’ve already lost an arm to me. Maybe you’ll feel differently after you lose the other arm. And your legs too. Being a Super is going to work against you. You wont die when I cut off all your limbs. You’ll just be a human box. A head and a chest.”  
 
    Jocelyn swallowed nervously and tried to move back. She was already against the wall and slid a foot to the left.  
 
    “You wouldn’t,” she said. “Not even Mayor Carcass was that cruel,” she whispered.  
 
    Lucas smiled again. There was no mirror before him, but he knew the smile was cold. “You’ve got a choice to make, Jocelyn. You can be helpful, or you can be helpless, if you know what I mean.”  
 
    Lucas climbed to his feet and stretched his limbs. He felt good, felt like a Super. He walked up to the weights he had dropped earlier and picked them up. He stood over Jocelyn, a dumbbell in each hand, she stared up at him, face pale, eyes wide in horror.  
 
    There was a part of him that told him this was wrong, that torture was wrong, more so in torturing a helpless tied down girl, one whose arm he had already blown off.  
 
    Lucas pushed those feelings away. This was a new world with new rules. Had he lived by the old rules, he would have died a long time ago. What he was doing was necessary and for a good cause.  
 
    He took a deep breath and held it in. The bubble of air inside him seemed to push away his doubts. A dumbbell in each hand, Lucas swung them at Jocelyn’s face.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 9 
 
   
   
   
   
    Michelle left Lucas and Jocelyn behind, feeling emotionally exhausted. She made her way to the kitchen and poured herself a glass of water. She drained the glass in a single go and placed it on the counter. She turned and rested her bottom against the counter, her hands by her side, she sighed.  
 
    Maybe Jocelyn was right. Maybe she wasn’t cut out for this. She thought she had been. It wasn’t that she had anything against killing. She tried to kill Mayor Carcass when she found out he was evil. She tried to kill Lucas too once, before she realised he was the good guy.  
 
    But killing someone in battle was completely different to torturing someone captive and helpless. She couldn’t do it.  
 
    She wondered if she would ever be able to do it.  
 
    She would have to, if she ever wanted to be Mayor.  
 
    She needed to be ruthless, be seen as ruthless too.   
 
    Lucas didn’t seem to have a problem with it. He had the reputation. Michelle was certain he was down there now, hurting Jocelyn.  
 
    She didn’t feel bad for Jocelyn. Not much, at least. She didn’t think Jocelyn was inherently a bad person, but Jocelyn was a Super, one who had believed her own hype, like the vast majority of Supers did.  
 
    Getting hurt a little by Lucas might humble her enough to see sense. Jocelyn had no other option. She couldn’t run for Mayor herself, what with still missing an arm, one that did not look like it was growing back any time soon.  
 
    She would have to fall behind another Super, which she hadn’t done yet. Michelle was her best bet. But the girl was being stubborn.  
 
    It was her dominant nature. Jocelyn was into BDSM. She enjoyed the power trip, having girls suffer for her pleasure. 
 
    Michelle’s cheeks warmed as she recalled being dominated by Jocelyn. She didn’t have submissive tendencies, yet she had found the experience pleasurable.   
 
    It was a thought…  
 
    If she could somehow show Jocelyn the pleasures of being submissive, that could translate into her being more obedient when it wasn’t sexual. It would be a hell lot easier and less painful for Jocelyn than whatever Lucas was doing to her.  
 
    Maybe she should check up on them. The last thing she needed was for Lucas to permanently damage the girl some more. Not that she blamed him for blowing off Jocelyn’s arm…  
 
    Michelle was about to head back down the stairs and into the basement when Anika appeared. Her face changed when she spotted Michelle. She stopped by the door and leaned against it, arms folded across her chest.   
 
    “How long are you planning on staying?” Anika asked.  
 
    It was a strange question, one that caught Michelle completely off-guard. “Excuse me?”  
 
    “This house belongs to me, Hannah and Lucas.” 
 
    “I thought it was Lucas’s house?” 
 
    Anika’s dark lips tightened and she stared at Michelle, an intensity in her eyes. “It’s getting crowded. We can’t kick Jenny out. She belongs to Lucas. And Lucy, well, he’s just invited her over. Poor helpless girl has nowhere to go. You on the other hand, you’re a capable Super. There are plenty houses out there. Why are you still here?”  
 
    Michelle frowned. She hadn’t spoken a huge amount with Anika since rescuing her from the Red Heads. The girl had spent most of the time recovering from her ordeal. She seemed grateful initially.  
 
    Michelle did notice a change of late.  
 
    The sideway glances, the awkward small conversations, sometimes complete lack of acknowledgement as they passed each other.  
 
    “What’s this all about?”  
 
    “I just told you. We’re crowded. There’s really no need for you to stay in our house.”  
 
    “Lucas’s house,” Michelle corrected. “That’s what it’s about, isn’t it? Lucas.”  
 
    Anika walked into the room, taking long strides, she stopped a couple of feet away from Michelle. “We had a delicate balance in this household, and we needed it for it to run smoothly. You’re upsetting the balance.”  
 
    “Upsetting the balance for who exactly? For you? I don’t think Hannah cares as much, does she?”  
 
    “You should leave,” Anika said, taking another step. “Find another house. If Lucas wants to meet with you, he can meet you there.”  
 
    Anika now stood a foot in front of her. The black girl was wearing a sheer white top, no bra underneath. She had large nipples on small breasts. This girl sort of reminded her of Clarissa, her girlfriend back in Lentville.  
 
    Michelle missed Clarissa. She missed playing with the girl’s dark nipples. Sucking on them, squeezing them, turning them over in her fingers.  
 
    An idea floated in her head.  
 
    She grabbed Anika’s nipples over her sheer top.  
 
    The black girl’s body stiffened; her eyes widened. “What are you doing?”  
 
    “Touching your nipples,” Michelle replied. “Why? You don’t like?” she asked, as she rubbed them gently.  
 
    Anika didn’t respond. She swallowed nervously; her button nose flared. She made no attempt to stop her. Why would she? Michelle hadn’t been completely oblivious to the tension between Anika and Hannah. All wasn’t well between the two. It might have had something to do with the fact that Hannah, the supposed lesbian, was now interested in cock.  
 
    Lucas’s cock, to be specific.  
 
    “You like being the centre of attention, don’t you?” Michelle asked. “It was perfect when you had both Hannah and Lucas to yourself. You’re afraid of losing that power, aren’t you?”  
 
    Again, Anika remained silent. But her eyes gave it away. Michelle pinched Anika’s nipples and saw the girl flinch.  
 
    “Why not let go?” she asked. “Why not lose the power you hold, let someone else take charge?” she whispered. “It can be freeing.”  
 
    Anika continued to remain silent. She’d made no attempt to move Michelle’s hands from her breasts. On the contrary, Michelle thought she could see a longing in the girl’s eyes.  
 
    She let go of Anika’s nipples and rested her hand on the waistband of the girl’s skinny black jeans. They moved inwards, to the single brass button. Michelle unbuckled it.  
 
    Still, Anika did not stop her.  
 
    She slid the zip down.  
 
    Still no resistance.  
 
    Anika was wearing black panties with flowers around the trim. In the centre was a wired patch that showed the lines of her pussy. Michelle pulled it down. There was still some bruising around the edges of her cunt.  
 
    Michelle pressed her thumb against the pussy lips before pushing past. Anika was wet. Dripping, almost. But she winced as Michelle rubbed her thumb against her pussy.  
 
    “It still hurts?”  
 
    Anika nodded.  
 
    “Shall I stop?” 
 
    “I-” Anika stopped. “I don’t know…”  
 
    Michelle continued to rub Anika’s pussy. The girl moaned, half in pain, half in pleasure. Her finger pushed past the pussy lips and into Anika’s opening. The girl groaned, her legs tightened, her knees bent some.  
 
    “This really hurts, doesn’t?”  
 
    Anika shook her head, biting into her bottom tongue.  
 
    “You’re a bad liar,” Michelle said, as she withdrew her finger.  
 
    “I want sex,” Anika gushed. “It’s been such a long time… I miss it. I think it’s making me cranky.”    
 
    Michelle raised her finger to Anika’s lips and pressed it against them. There was brief resistance. But as their eyes met, something happened. An exchange of power, perhaps. Anika’s lips parted and she sucked on Michelle’s finger.  
 
    Michelle felt the urge to stroke the girl’s hair, as if she were a pet. It was something Jocelyn would have done to her, take control, show she was in charge. It was something Jocelyn had done to her.  
 
    Learn from the Master.  
 
    Or Mistress in this case.  
 
    Michelle rubbed Anika’s hair, stroked it as if she were a cat.  
 
    A little pussy.  
 
    She wanted to take proper charge of Anika, to take the girl up to her room, the one she shared with Jenny. To strip her of her clothing, to sit on her face. Just the thought of it, the power of taking control of another being, it was making her horny.  
 
    But she couldn’t take the black beauty up to her room.  
 
    Lucas’s head appeared in the kitchen doorway. “Got an address,” he said.  
 
    “An address?”  
 
    He nodded. “Of a Super that you could persuade to join your cause.”  
 
    And then, more of his body appeared in the doorway. He watched the two girls with curiosity. Michelle realised her finger was still in Anika’s mouth. She pulled it out and wiped the girl’s saliva on her jeans.  
 
    “Everything olrite here?” Lucas asked.  
 
    “Yup,” Michelle nodded, smiling.  
 
    “Great,” Anika said. “Thanks.” She gave him the thumbs up.  
 
    It was an odd gesture, and Lucas’s eyes narrowed. But like a guy, he either forgot about it immediately, or just didn’t care to know the details.  
 
    “Let’s go,” he said, and then he disappeared from the doorway.  
 
    Michelle sighed.  
 
    Lucas had broken Jocelyn without her, and apparently in only a few minutes.  
 
    She needed that ruthlessness.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 10 
 
   
   
   
   
    Michelle sat beside Lucas in the Mercedes GLC. The door on her side had been dented some when she had thrown Jocelyn at it. The glass had somehow managed to stay intact, not a single crack on it. But the bottom frame of the interior was caved in like a triangle, and it poked at her rib as she leaned against it.  
 
    It didn’t hurt.  
 
    The materials were soft.  
 
    But it was annoying.  
 
    Like that feeling of being watched, or having a thumb held an inch before your temple.   
 
    Lucas was in the driving seat, and he rode with determination, concentration etched across his face as they whizzed down the empty motorway towards Buxworth Town. Far too much concentration on his face considering they were driving down a clear and wide road.  
 
    What was he thinking about?  
 
    “How’d you do it?” Michelle asked.  
 
    He turned to look at her briefly before his focus returned onto the road. “Do what?”  
 
    “Get the information out of Jocelyn. She was pretty stubborn to me.”  
 
    “I beat it out of her,” Lucas replied. And then, he turned to look at her once more, blinking. “I didn’t have to beat her much,” he added quickly. “I think she’s afraid of me.”  
 
    Great, Michelle thought. “And not afraid of me at all.”  
 
    “It’s not the worst thing in the world,” Lucas said back, his voice somewhat distant as he stared down the road. “You’re still human,” he added.  
 
    “I’m still human?” Michelle chuckled. “And what does that make you?”  
 
    “You know what I mean,” Lucas muttered. “My experiences have changed me… I’m cold, calculating. Jocelyn feared I would damage her permanently if she didn’t give me information. She was probably right…”  
 
    Michelle stared at Lucas, taken aback by his comments. She hadn’t seen this side to him, the one that wondered whether what he did was right or wrong. She had always imagined him to be one-dimensional when it came to dealing with Supers. He did whatever needed doing in order to survive.  Not once did she think he questioned his actions…  
 
    She placed a hand on his lap. “It’s not your fault,” she told him. “You’re an adept survivor.”   
 
    Lucas shrugged, though he did give her a smile.  
 
    A sad smile.  
 
    “Cheer up!” she pushed his shoulder. “Life isn’t that bad. You’re alive, you’re a Super now. You avenged your father’s death. You live in a house full of hot girls that want you desperately. And that includes Lucy, you know. That girl has wanted you for a long time.”  
 
    “Girls that want me desperately?” Lucas asked, his lips twitched. “Does that include you?”  
 
     “Funny,” Michelle rolled her eyes.  
 
    He knew she wanted him.  
 
    He did know, right?  
 
    He must know… They had slept together. She gave him regular massages. Okay, not exactly regular. She’d given him a massage once. But it was from his lack of wanting, not her lack of giving.  
 
    She wished she still shared his bed. Sure, she was only a short trip down the corridor. She could pop into his room in the middle of the night if she wanted his cock.  
 
    Wanted his cock.  
 
    Michelle’s cheeks warmed at the thought.  
 
    It was an easy thing to think, another matter totally in doing so. Michelle didn’t have the confidence to just walk into his room, middle of the night, demand sex.   
 
    That was something Anika would do. She was only down the corridor too…  
 
    “You won’t believe what Anika said to me earlier today,” Michelle said.  
 
    She told Lucas what had happened, how the black girl had cornered her in the kitchen, demanded she leave, before Michelle turned the table on her, using the little she had learnt from Jocelyn in sexual domination.  
 
    “Living in a house full of hot women isn’t fun,” Lucas muttered, when she was done. “No one thinks about the jealousy.”  
 
    “Oh, you poor thing,” Michelle rubbed his arm. “All these women wanting you for themselves, it must be hard.”  
 
    Lucas glared at her. “It’s not easy, okay.”  
 
    “You’re right,” Michelle conceded, being more serious now. “I think you should establish order in that house.”  
 
    “Yeah? And how do I do that?”  
 
    “Dominate them.”  
 
    “What?”  
 
    “I’m telling you. Jocelyn might have stumbled onto something. I’m not submissive in nature, but that girl dominated me, turned me into her bitch and I enjoyed it. I think you could do it into any girl.” 
 
    Lucas cleared his throat. “Jocelyn did what to you now?”  
 
    Fuck.  
 
    Michelle’s cheeks turned rosy.  
 
    Being comfortable in his presence, she’d shared far too much. “She uhh… when I first met her, she sort of dominated me… sexually. It was weird… I think I liked it.” 
 
    “Ah, right,” Lucas said.  
 
    Michelle stared at him carefully, noticed his cheeks colouring. What do you know, the guy isn’t completely infallible. There were somethings that made him blush.  
 
    “Yeah,” Michelle said, now feeling a bit more confident. “She stripped me naked, had me clean her in the shower, then rode my face until she came. She’s got a Normie slave that she keeps naked at all times too.”  
 
    Lucas swallowed but remained silent, his eyes on the road. He was nervous, and Michelle was enjoying this.  
 
    “Maybe you could do it to the girls in your house,” she continued. “They could do with a firm hand, a spanking to keep them in line. You should show them whose boss.”  
 
    “That’s actually not a bad idea,” Lucas mumbled.  
 
    Michelle had meant it as a joke, somewhat. Sure, she was thinking of doing it to Anika just because the girl had wanted her to leave the house. She’d enjoyed that brief power exchange, been excited some. Would it be the worst thing if Lucas did the same to the girls?  
 
    They could do with a firm hand. The world was falling apart around them. No, the world had fallen apart around them. People were dying in the streets. Gangs shooting at each other, Supers throwing cars around like they were footballs.  
 
    And the girls were more concerned with their petty little infatuations? 
 
    They motorway came to an end as they entered Buxworth Town. The streets were deserted and dirty. The tarmac was worn and chipped, marked with holes, some so larger, you had to drive onto the pavement to get across.  
 
    Buxworth Town had always been like that.  
 
    But now, you could see the additional damage done by the gangs vying for power. They drove past a deserted street, the ground littered with shells, the walls on opposing sides chipped away from bullet fire, doors riddled with holes, windows shattered.  
 
    There was evidence of Supers battling too. Cars turned upside down. Large chunks missing from corners of walls, or holes in the centre, some surrounded by scorch marks, as if balls of fire or something burning hot had broken through.  
 
    “Jesus,” Michelle muttered. “Not a single person about. It’s a ghost town.”  
 
    “It’s good that most of the people have fled or are hiding,” Lucas said. “But it’s not a ghost town,” he added darkly.  
 
    “What you mean?”  
 
    “We’re being followed.”  
 
    Michelle spun around to look behind through the rear windshield. There was nothing there. The road was completely empty. There were no cars behind them, no Normies or Supers running along the pavement beside them. Not a person in sight.  
 
    “Are you sure?”  
 
    Lucas nodded. “Certain. Look right.”  
 
    Michelle turned and stared out the window, eyes peeled. All she could see were terraced houses of redbrick, some rendered in a horrible grey. The road came to an end. Lucas hit the brakes; the car came to a halt in the centre of the crossroad.  
 
    Michelle continued to stare out through the window. A black car with tinted windows appeared. It was only visible for a few seconds before it drove past the opposite crossroad section and vanished.  
 
    “Wait for it,” Lucas said.  
 
    And sure enough, a moment later, she heard the screeching of tires as the car did a hasty U-turn. It reappeared by the crossroad, where it stopped. The windows tinted, and from the distance they sat, along with the cloudy skies, it was hard to tell who or how many sat in the car.  
 
    “What’s the plan?” Lucas asked.  
 
    Michelle turned her head to look at him. “Why are you asking me?”  
 
    “You want to be Mayor, right?” Lucas grinned. “You’re going to have to start calling the shots at some point.”  
 
    “Right,” Michelle nodded. She turned to look back at the car, trying to analyse who or what may be sitting inside. That’s what Lucas would do, right? She had nothing. It was just a car. “Shall we step out?” she asked, but then shook her head. “Right. I’m in charge.”  
 
    She grabbed the door handle and pulled the buckle, but then stopped. The car couldn’t be following them for any good reason. It was Buxworth Town and it was 2020. They had hostile intentions. A fight could take place. “What if they’re Supers?” Michelle asked.  
 
    Lucas shrugged his shoulders. “So what?”  
 
    “Right,” Michelle said.  
 
    She still didn’t open the door.  
 
    If that car were full of Supers, this could go badly wrong for them.  
 
    She couldn’t be like Lucas. He was killing Supers back when he was a Normie. That required a certain type of confidence that she just didn’t have.  
 
    Sure, some might think she’d needed confidence to fight Mayor Carcass, but she’d disagree. That was rage. And right now, she wasn’t feeling rage. Just a whole load of apprehension.  
 
    Beside her, Lucas sighed. “What’s the matter?”  
 
    “There could be five Supers in that car, against two of us. And uh, no offense, but you’re not a Super… Super… just yet.” She stopped to examine his expression. It was unreadable. Damned dude, too fucking cool for school. “We could lose.”  
 
    Lucas shook his head. “They’re not Supers.” 
 
    Michelle frowned. “How can you be so sure?”  
 
    “They’re following us because they don’t know if we’re Normies or Supers. Their waiting to make sure. If it were Supers in that car, they wouldn’t have cared. They would have just attacked.”  
 
    “I don’t know how sound that logic is,” Michelle muttered.  
 
    But either way, they had to step out of the car at some point.  
 
    Her hand still resting on the handle, Michelle opened the door. On a normal day in Buxworth, this spot she stood in, the centre of a junction, it would have been busy. Cars would have honked at her until they realised she was a Super.  
 
    But today there were only two cars.  
 
    Lucas came around to join her.  
 
    He leaned against the car, his hand at his waist, he held a gun.  
 
    Michelle frowned. She’d noted he was wearing his long black coat too, the fancy bullet proof one with all the gadgets stored inside it. And by gadgets, she meant guns, ammo and a bunch of grenades.  
 
    Was his sword in their too?  
 
    “Why are you wearing that?” she asked. “You don’t need bullet proof armour. You’re a Super now.” 
 
    “Am I?”  
 
    She supposed it was a good point.  
 
    His powers were weird.  
 
    But it wasn’t something to dwell on now.  
 
    The doors on the black car opposite them opened. Two men and three women stepped out. They wore skinny jeans and leather jackets. All of them carried guns.  
 
    They stood much like Lucas did, backs resting against the car, guns in hand.  
 
    The blond girl stepped forward, walked towards them. Michelle glanced at Lucas and he nodded at her.  
 
    Right, she thought. Taking charge, being the leader, all that stuff.  
 
    As she walked towards the blond girl, she decided it was overrated. She wasn’t keen on being the Mayor to be in charge, she was doing it to make the town better.  
 
    The two girls stopped walking as they reached a few feet of each other. The blond took in Michelle, dressed as she was, wearing a short flowery dress. No weapons on her hand, and no chance of hiding any in her clothing.  
 
    “You don’t carry any weapons,” the blond said.  
 
    “Don’t need to,” Michelle replied.  
 
    “And why’s that?”  
 
    “I’m a Super.”  
 
    The blond’s lips twitched. “You know how often I hear Normies claiming to be Supers?”  
 
    Michelle glanced past the girl at her four buddies, all carrying guns, all looking cool and tough.  
 
    But they weren’t tough.  
 
    Not when compared to a Super.  
 
    It was doubtful any of them were nearly as talented as Lucas. She could crush them with ease. Why had she been nervous?  
 
    “What are you doing here?” Michelle asked.  
 
    “I ask the questions,” the blond replied.  
 
    “No you don’t.”  
 
    She stepped towards the girl; her lips pursed. These assholes were as bad as the Supers.  
 
    The blond raised the gun in her hand and pointed it at Michelle, the barrel aimed at her forehead. “Another step and I shoot.”  
 
    “Do it,” Michelle growled, her hands curled into fists that started to glow blue.  
 
    “Fuck,” the blond’s eyes widened. “You really are a Super…”.  
 
    Her hand trembled, the gun shaking, it went off.  
 
    A bullet left the barrel.  
 
    It struck her on the forehead.  
 
    It wasn’t the first time Michelle had been shot. It probably wouldn’t be the last time either. But it still hurt. Michelle staggered back. Her hand reached up. The bullet hadn’t breached her skull. It stuck to her skin.  
 
    Skin that was healing.  
 
    As the bullet popped and hit the ground, Michelle glared at the blondie. She closed the distance between them swiftly and grabbed the gun off the shell-shocked girl. Tossing it aside, she slammed a fist into the girl’s stomach. Despite being angry, she held back some power. The girl dropped to her knees, coughing.  
 
    Michelle grabbed her by the collar of her leather jacket and pulled her up. “You shot me!”  
 
    “It was an accident, I swear,” the girl pleaded.  
 
    “You could have killed me!”  
 
    “No, no, no,” the girl said quickly. “You’re a Super. You wouldn’t have died anyway. But it was an accident, I swear.”  
 
    “What are you doing in this town?”  
 
    “I’m just following orders, ma’am,” the girl replied. “It’s not my fault.” There were tears running down the girl’s eyes now.  
 
    “Stop crying,” Michelle muttered.  
 
    It didn’t help.  
 
    Obviously.  
 
    It was like telling someone to stop being stupid, wasn’t it? They couldn’t just turn their stupidity on and off, could they?  
 
    “Hush now,” Michelle said, her voice soft, she let go of the girl’s collar and stroked her hair gently.  
 
    The girl stopped crying but stared at her confused and still afraid. “Am I your pet now?”  
 
    “What?” Michelle frowned. “No, you’re not my pet.” She stopped stroking the girl’s hair immediately and took a step back. “What are you doing in this town?” she asked once more.  
 
    “I-I l-live here,” she stuttered.  
 
    “What are you doing driving around with guns? Why were you following us?”  
 
    “We thought you might be from the Flying Eagles gang trying to move into our territory…” she said, her voice hushed.  
 
    Fix the gang problem.  
 
    Michelle added it to her list of things to do after becoming Mayor.  
 
    “Leave your guns and get the fuck out of here. You and your buddies,” she nodded at the others standing behind the blondie, no longer relaxed and leaning against their cars, they wore expressions of worry, guns held firmly, readying themselves to fight a Super.  
 
    Fucking novices, the lot of them, Michelle thought. They should have fled by now. Fucking novices. No wonder the blondie shot her in panic.     
 
    “You’re not going to kill me?”  
 
    “Do you want me to?”  
 
    The blond shook her head.  
 
    “Get lost then,” Michelle muttered.  
 
    “Yes… yes, thank you. Thanks,” she turned and ran towards her gang members.  
 
    Michell watched her go, watched her bark orders at her buddies. They dropped their guns and practically flung themselves into the car before driving off. Michelle turned and walked back towards Lucas.  
 
    He was still leaning against the Mercedes GLE, looking all cool and casual, though he no longer held a gun in his hand.  
 
    “What the hell happened?” he asked.  
 
    “She shot me! The bitch,” Michelle muttered. She felt the dried blood on her forehead. Ugh. She’d have to find a place to clean up.  
 
    “I saw that,” Lucas said. “I also saw you stroking her hair. That was… odd.”  
 
    “She was crying. I was trying to calm her down.”  
 
    “So… you stroked her hair?”  
 
    “It’s not that weird,” Michelle muttered. But her cheeks began to redden. Was it a weird thing to do? And then she noticed the smirk on Lucas’s face. He was playing with her. “Get in the car, driver,” she said, punching him playfully on the arm.  
 
    “Sure, Miss Mayor,” Lucas laughed.  
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 11 
 
   
   
   
   
    It was an ordinary house. Terraced. Judging by the width, two bedrooms. Concrete slabs formed a low wall around the front lawn. A cast iron gate hung open, tilted to one side, loose at the hinges. Grass and weed grew on the front lawn in equal measure. The red composite door was chipped around the edges.  
 
    “This is it?” Michelle asked.  
 
    Lucas stared at the house, and then down the road, towards the metal sign attached to the first house, the writing still legible.  
 
    “Its what Jocelyn said,” he muttered.  
 
    “Doesn’t look like a Super house…”  
 
    Lucas thought the same.  
 
    Supers had all the nicer houses in town. They were well kept, both internally and externally. It worked as a sign for gangs too, to keep the fuck away from well kept houses.  
 
    “Maybe Jocelyn was lying?” he asked.  
 
    Michelle shrugged her shoulders. Creases around her eyes, she looked tired. “She’s a bitch to do that…”  
 
    Yup, Lucas thought.  
 
    Jocelyn was a bitch.  
 
    But he’d been certain she wasn’t lying. Not after he broke her nose for the third time. A curse of being a Super, they could be indefinitely tortured.  
 
    Sighing, Lucas reached for his gun and holding it in both hands, he pushed the cast iron gate aside and walked up the front lawn, his eyes scanning the windows for movement. There was none. As the door came up, he turned to Michelle.  
 
    “Wanna do the honours of knocking?”  
 
    “Yeah, sure?” she stared at him enquiringly.  
 
    “I just don’t want to get shot,” Lucas said, then wondered why he’d said that out loud.  
 
    Michelle frowned. “But it’s okay for me to get shot?”  
 
    “Its not like that,” Lucas said. “You’ve already been shot so-” 
 
    “Keep digging that hole,” she interrupted.  
 
    Lucas frowned. She knew what he meant. She was a Super. Their strength increased as they battled. Being shot once already, she would be less susceptible to another bullet. Much less than him anyway.  
 
    Michelle knocked on the door.  
 
    Lucas heard the sound of heels hitting hard flooring coming from within. He expected a woman, so when the door opened, and a naked man wearing six inch black heels appeared on the other side, Lucas stared, stunned for the first time in many years.  
 
    “What do you want?” the man asked.  
 
    “You’re uh… you’re naked!” Michelle announced.  
 
    “Thank you for noticing,” came the curt reply. “This is the house of the Super, Illuminate,” the man continued, his eyes taking in the gun Lucas held still gripped firmly in his hands. “Gangs aren’t welcome. You should leave while you still can.”  
 
    “We’re not gang members,” Michelle said, smiling brightly. “Put that away,” she hissed at him, slapping his hand.  
 
    Lucas did put the gun away, but he wasn’t happy about it. Wasn’t happy about how giddy Michelle seemed too. She was even standing straight to look taller.  
 
    “We’re actually Supers,” she said.  
 
    The man didn’t seem convinced. He continued to stare at Lucas, taking in his appearance, the long black coat he wore, the roughened skin, the stubble growing on his face, the tussled hair.  
 
    “You don’t look like a Super,” he said. “Prove it.” 
 
    “Fuck off,” Lucas muttered back.  
 
    The guy frowned. “You got a problem with naked guys?”  
 
    “Excuse me?”  
 
    “You heard,” the guy replied. 
 
    “He doesn’t have a problem with naked guys,” Michelle chipped in. “He walks around naked all the time.” 
 
    “I don’t,” Lucas mumbled.  
 
    He didn’t walk around naked all the time.  
 
    He did it less now thanks to the house being full of horny women. Horny and jealous….  
 
    The man took a step closer, his cock flopping about as he moved.  
 
    Lucas had been shot at from gang members, random Normies, had spikes, balls of blue fire and more thrown at him by Supers, had confronted Mayor Carcass, and yet, he had never been more afraid of having something touch him.  
 
    “You’re not a Super. I’ve met many of Illuminate’s Super friends. Sometimes they bring along guys like you. You’re a Normie.”  
 
    Beside him, Michelle held her fist up. The guy stared at them, frowning. And then, her hands lit up, surrounded by a blaze of blue. “I’m a Super,” she said. “Can we meet with Illuminate?”  
 
    “Sure,” the guy said.  
 
    Apparently suddenly completely satisfied, he turned and walked down the corridor, leaving the door open.  
 
    “I guess we follow him,” Michelle said, smiling eagerly, still enjoying this very much.  
 
    “After you,” Lucas muttered.  
 
    “Sure,” Michelle didn’t even hesitate to follow the naked man, her eyes on his butt.  
 
    Lucas followed somewhat reluctantly. Sure, the guy was well built and decently well endowed, but he found it a little strange at how excited Michelle seemed by another naked man. He doubted he would have been this excited had the door been opened by a naked girl.  
 
    The naked man led them down the corridor and into the living room.  
 
    Again, it wasn’t the fanciest of living rooms.  
 
    The laminate flooring was tired, scratched. There was a three seater leather sofa against one wall, and two fabric armchairs. A mismatch of sorts. It was more like something a Normie would have in their living room. Not a Super.  
 
    Michelle sat on the leather sofa, and Lucas joined her.  
 
    “No,” the naked man said, waggling his finger at Lucas.  
 
    “No what?” 
 
    “Normies don’t sit with Supers. You stand.”  
 
    “Fuck off?” Lucas said, a little bored of the guy now.  
 
    “I will not fuck off, nor will I fetch Illuminate until you stand beside your Super like a disciplined Normie,” the man said, strangely calm.  
 
    “Not doing it,” Lucas insisted.  
 
    Beside him, Michelle leaned in and whispered in his ear, “Either show him you’re a Super, or stand up like a Normie.”  
 
    “How the hell am I supposed to show I’m a Super?” Lucas hissed back. “My only power at the moment is the ability to heal from being shot, after the wound has been treated!”  
 
    “Ah,” Michelle kissed her lips. “Can you just stand up? I really need to meet with the Super.”  
 
    Begrudgingly, Lucas climbed to his feet. “She better be fucking worth it!”  
 
    “She’s divine,” the naked man said.  
 
    “Wasn’t asking you,” Lucas snapped.  
 
    The naked man turned and disappeared. Lucas heard him walk up, the stairs creaking under his weight. He heard a door open, followed by muffled conversation. A moment later, the stairs creaked once more as both the naked man and the Super walked down the stairs and appeared by the door.  
 
    The Super was dressed casually in her nighties, as if she’d just stepped out of bed. Which she probably had. She walked into the room and collapsed on the armchair. She stared at Michelle, completely ignoring Lucas.  
 
    He found that a little odd. He was a tall guy, built well, ruggedly handsome. Girls usually noticed him.  
 
    “You’re a Super?” Illuminate asked. “I know all the Supers in town. How come I’ve never crossed paths with you before?”  
 
    “I’m new. Only been here a month or two.”  
 
    “What do you want?”  
 
    “I wanted to run for Mayor and-” 
 
    “You want me to join you,” Illuminate finished. “What are your terms?”  
 
    “Terms?” Michelle repeated.  
 
    “Yes. As Mayor, what do you expect from the Supers that follow you?”  
 
    “That they be good?” 
 
    It was Illuminate’s turn to repeat. “That they be good?”  
 
    “Yeah,” Michelle nodded. “You know, don’t hurt the Normies, keep law and order, that sort of stuff.”  
 
    “What about the terms of our relationship? The last Super that wanted me to join his group wanted me as his bitch. That’s not happening.”  
 
    Michelle lifted her hands up. “I certainly don’t want you to be my bitch. We’d have a sort of equal relationship, more like manager and employee?”  
 
    “Manager and employee?” Illuminate’s eyes sparkled. “Can’t say I’ve ever heard that term before.”  
 
    “It means-” 
 
    “I know what it means,” Illuminate interrupted. “Sounds fine to me.”  
 
    “Really?” Michelle asked, the excitement obvious in her voice.  
 
    “Sure, just one thing. Why should I join you?”  
 
    Michelle’s eyes faltered and she glanced at Lucas, confused. It hadn’t been the greatest of phrased questions. But he knew what she was getting at.  
 
    “She wants you to prove you’re strong enough to be Mayor.” 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    * * *  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    They were back in the car and driving to their next destination. So far, the day had gone pretty well. Perfect in fact, aside from the naked man. Illuminate was suitably impressed by Michelle’s powers. There weren’t many Supers that could do more than one thing. Michelle had two impressive powers. The ability to throw balls of destructive blue and the ability to form a protective shield around herself.  
 
    “That was easy, wasn’t it?” Michelle said, giddy excitement in her voice. “Where are we going to next?”  
 
    “Katrina’s,” Lucas said. She was another Super, one that hadn’t taken on a Super name.   
 
    “I’ve got a good feeling about her,” Michelle rubbed her hands together. “It feels like one of those days, doesn’t it? Where everything goes right.”  
 
    Lucas didn’t reply. He hadn’t had many of those days, where everything went right. He’d had plenty of the opposite.  
 
    Days where everything went wrong.  
 
    He’d also had many days that started out right, then went horribly wrong.  
 
    He had a feeling this day was going to end like that.  
 
    Horribly.  
 
    He didn’t mention that to Michelle. There was no reason to ruin her happy mood.  
 
    The streets were quiet once more as they drove towards Katrina’s house. The few people they passed on the streets moved quickly, keeping their heads low.  
 
    They arrived at their next destination. Lucas parked the car by the side of the road. The house was easy to find. It resembled more what a traditional Super’s house would do. It was twice as big as every other house on the street. It was detached but not by design. Both terraced houses on either side had collapsed. Debris had been removed, though the walls hung jagged. The front lawn was neat, tidy. The grass was trimmed and flowerbeds grew along the fence.   
 
    Michelle and Lucas climbed up the steps that cut through the front garden. Having had a good experience earlier in the day, having not been shot at, Lucas raised his hand to knock on the door. It was then did he realise that the door was already open.  
 
    Lucas poked his head through the gap. He heard voices coming from insides. A conversation. A man speaking. A familiar voice…  
 
    Lucas walked into the house and down the corridor, following the voice. It came from the living room, where the door was ajar. Lucas poked his head in.  
 
    “Vengeance.”  
 
    Vengeance, the Super that previously owned Jenny, stood in the centre of the living room.  
 
    He wasn’t alone.  
 
    Standing around him were two girls, Supers or Normies, Lucas couldn’t tell. On the floor was another girl, lying still on her back, she stared up at the ceiling, her pupils dilated.  
 
    “Oh, hey Lucas. Thought I sensed something.”  
 
    “What are you doing here?” Lucas asked, his jaw setting.  
 
    He didn’t like Vengeance. This was the creep that had created the master slave serum. He’d planned on turning Jenny into his complete slave, giving himself control over her mind and body. Jenny escaped before he could complete the process.  
 
    “I could ask you the same,” Vengeance said, wearing a malevolent grinning.  
 
    By now, Lucas had been joined in the corridor by Michelle, who having spotted him, and then the girl on the floor, reacted by raising her fists, both blazing blue.  
 
    “Easy now,” Vengeance said. “Don’t do anything you’d regret.”  
 
    The only thing Lucas regretted was letting Vengeance leave after their first encounter. He should have sliced the Super’s head off.  
 
    “What have you done to her?” Michelle asked.  
 
    “Injected her with my special serum,” Vengeance replied, smiling widely, looking very pleased with himself.  
 
    Michelle’s face paled as her fists of blue wavered. The gravity of what was going on sunk into them both. Lucas glanced at the two girls standing beside the Super, a brunette and a blond, they were both attractive, and they held themselves in a way that usually indicated a badass human, or a Super.  
 
    Lucas was betting it was the latter.  
 
    “I know you like to shoot first and then runaway if that doesn’t work, Lucas. But I reckon you should hear me out,” Vengeance said.  
 
    “Go on,” Lucas said, his mind racing, hoping to buy time while he figured something out.  
 
    “Now that Mayor Carcass is dead, it’s time for a fresh-” 
 
    Lucas pointed his pistol at Vengeance.  
 
    The Super frowned. “Seriously?”  
 
    “Yup. Done thinking. It’s a three versus two at the moment. That’s going to change once your Super on the ground regains her consciousness.”  
 
    “Fair enough,” Vengeance nodded agreeably.  
 
    Aiming for Vengeance’s head, Lucas pulled the trigger. His aim was accurate. The bullets struck Vengeance on his forehead. Blood splattered. The Super staggered back. Lucas pulled out his sword and charged, hoping to slice off the asshole’s head.  
 
    The two girls standing beside Vengeance moved quickly to block his path. As Lucas slashed with his sword, the blond girl tilted back, ducking underneath his blade. When she came back up, she swung forward and caught Lucas on the jaw, sending him flying back.  
 
    Lucas crashed into the wall and slid down it, landing on his bottom.  
 
    “Fucking Supers,” he grunted.  
 
    He knew the girls were under Vengeance’s control and he had feared they were Supers too. Being hit by one removed any doubt. And it fucking hurt.  
 
    Lucas climbed to his feet, feeling somewhat groggy, he felt his jaw. It was numb, but it should have been smashed. He’d been struck that hard. It was the power of the green crystal that had saved him. If only it could have given him some more superpowers, that would have been fantastic.  
 
    Michelle was currently battling the two girls but doing it from a distance. She threw balls of blue at them. Both girls dodged out of the way, but in doing so, cleared the path to Vengeance, who had just recovered from being shot. A ball of blue struck him on the chest and sent him tumbling to the ground.  
 
    Lucas reached inside his long coat and pulled out another pistol. He aimed for the girl that had punched him. As the bullets left the barrel, Lucas knew he had missed. Not because he had bad aim, but because the girl moved out of the way.  
 
    It wasn’t like she was dodging bullets. It was more she was moving to ensure his gun never pointed at her. Equally impressive.  
 
    “You take the blond,” Lucas said to Michelle, now turning his gun towards the brunette.  
 
    This time he did not miss. His bullets struck the brunette in the chest. Being the first time she had been shot, they were effective and knocked her down to the ground. Lucas moved in, sword out once more. The girl lay on the floor, blinking rapidly, blood pouring out of her chest.  
 
    Normally, Lucas would have sliced at her neck – the only sure way to kill a Super. But he hesitated. It seemed wrong to kill her. She had no control over her body, over her mind. If she did, there was no chance she would work for Vengeance. The guy was a creep.  
 
    Lucas thought of Jocelyn, still missing an arm. Turned out it took a long time for limbs to grow back.  
 
    Lucas sliced at the girl’s left leg, cutting it at the knee.  
 
    She let out a chilling scream.  
 
    Blood gushed out of her knee, squirting out like it was being fired from a water gun. Lucas leaped back, getting out of the way just in time. He’d never seen blood squirt out like that. He was a little disgusted. It threw him off to the point where, when Vengeance rose to his feet, having been blasted by Michelle, Lucas didn’t react.  
 
    He didn’t fire with his gun, or slash with his sword.  
 
    Vengeance moved quickly and punched Lucas on the face.  
 
    The Super wasn’t the strongest out there. It hurt, but not as much as it had when the blond punched him.  
 
    Lucas lifted his gun to shoot, but he was too close.  
 
    Vengeance pulled the gun from his hand. Lucas slashed with his sword, but Vengeance ducked beneath it.  
 
    Lucas stared at him, eyes narrowed. He swung his leg, aiming for a high kick. Vengeance raised his arm and blocked in time, though he did it awkwardly. His wrist took the force of the strike. He shook it, his face crunching in pain.  
 
    “What the fuck,” Lucas muttered. “How are you doing this?”  
 
    Vengeance grinned like a creep before licking his lips. “I’m an awesome martial artist.”  
 
    “You’re fucking not,” Lucas said.  
 
    He remembered then what Vengeance’s power was. The ability to read minds. But how was he able to read minds and act so damned quickly?  
 
    Vengeance frowned as Lucas suddenly reached for another pistol and fired with his gun in his left hand and slashed with the sword in his right hand. It wasn’t something he’d tried before, to fire and slash at the same time. His aim was off as his sword came in. His grip on the sword was loose. It flung out from his hand, the flat side struck Vengeance on the arm.  
 
    It wasn’t elegant at all. But it confused vengeance enough. Lucas took advantage of that and landed a barrage of punches at the Super.  
 
    Lucas was an excellent boxer, and he was much stronger than normal, thanks to having the green crystal powering through his blood. But the green crystal wasn’t giving him the strength that blue crystals gave. It wasn’t as consistent.  
 
    Lucas’s punches were hurting Vengeance, but not enough. With every punch, Vengeance face seemed to weather the blow and harden until it was like striking a brick wall.  
 
    And punching a fucking brick wall wasn’t much fun.  
 
    “You done?” Vengeance asked, as Lucas’s hand rested by his sides.  
 
    “For now,” Lucas nodded, stretching his fingers, hoping his knuckles weren’t broken. “How about I hear you out now?”  
 
    “Too late for that,” Vengeance said.  
 
    He grabbed Lucas by the neck and lifted him off the ground. His fingers tightened, suffocating him. Lucas brought his arms down against Vengeance’s. When that didn’t work, he kicked out with his feet, and at the same time, punched with his fists.  
 
    But Vengeance was much stronger than him. The green crystal was no match for the blue.  
 
    As his body reacted to the lack of oxygen, as his eyes began to weigh heavy and a darkness set about him, a blur of blue whizzed past.  
 
    Lucas’s feet hit the ground from a distance of a foot or less. But his legs were weak, unsteady. His arms flailed as he tried to keep his balance. He staggered back until he came up against the wall. Gasping for breath, he collected himself and took in the scene before him.  
 
    In the moment he was being strangled, his senses focused on surviving, he had missed a whole lot of carnage. The brunette was still on the floor, her leg had stopped bleeding, the skin had grafted some around the edges. She lay with her eyes closed, her chest rising and falling.  
 
    Past her, the living room had a meter-wide hole in it. Lying in the rubble was the blonde. When the hell had that happened? Sometimes he forgot how strong Michelle really was. Her blasts of blue balls could knock through solid brick and mortar.  
 
    But that wasn’t enough to break the blond. Grabbing the edges of the wall around the hole, she shrugged off the debris and pulled herself up. She was unsteady on her feet, not quite there. Lucas reached inside his long coat. The only weapon he had left was his assault rifle.  
 
    Taking it out, he pressed the butt against his shoulder and stared through the scope. Knowing the Super was incredibly fast, Lucas fired wildly, aiming at her general direction and more, as if she were a sumo wrestler in size.  
 
    It was a good tactic. He emptied his magazine but managed to send the blond to the ground once more. Having been thrown through a wall hadn’t broken the Super. It had done the opposite. It had sped up her recovery from injuries.  
 
    The bullets fell out of her chest, out of her arms, her legs. The wounds healed before his own eyes.  
 
    “Fuck’s sake,” Lucas grumbled.  
 
    He spotted his sword lying on the ground and ran towards it. As he picked it up, the blond was back on her feet.  
 
    Lucas held the sword in hand, ready to face her when from behind him, another bolt of blue shot past. It struck the blond Super on the chest.  
 
    Lucas didn’t get a chance to see if it knocked her down.  
 
    Michelle grabbed his arm and yanked it much harder than was necessary. “We need to get out of here now!”  
 
    Lucas didn’t disagree. Reaching inside his coat, he found a grenade and threw it over his shoulder as he dashed down the corridor, following after Michelle.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 12 
 
   
   
   
   
    Lucas drove recklessly, his foot pressed on the pedal, he pushed the car hard, turned corners as if they were bends, and mounted the curb as if it were a second lane of the highway. When he was finally convinced that Vengeance and his gaggle of Supers weren’t following closely, he relaxed somewhat, enough at least to be petty.  
 
    “I told you we should have killed Vengeance,” he muttered.  
 
    “That’s what you’re going with? I told you so?”  
 
    Lucas nodded, his jaw set.  
 
    “If it were up to you, we’d kill all the Supers,” Michelle muttered.  
 
    She had a point there. Up until meeting her, Lucas had a very low opinion of Supers. “We’re going to have to kill him, you know,” he said.  
 
    “I don’t have a problem with that,” Michelle murmured. “I’m more worried about how many innocent Supers we’re going to have to get through before we get to him. He could have an army by now.”  
 
    Fuck. 
 
    She was right. 
 
    Vengeance already had three Supers under his control. That could be his whole army, or it could be the tip of the iceberg.  
 
    The rest of the journey home was a silent one.  
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    Later that day, Lucas sat in the living room with the girls, Jocelyn included. He told them what had happened earlier, how they came up against Vengeance. At the mention of his name, Jenny shuddered. She knew him well, and Lucas needed the information in her head.  
 
    Anything she had was more than what he had.  
 
    Because he had nothing.  
 
    He knew very little about this Super.  
 
    Aside from the fact that Vengeance could read people’s minds. In the grand scheme of things, being able to read someone’s mind wasn’t impressive. Knowing someone was going to punch you in the face wasn’t helpful if you ended up getting punched in the face. How the fuck had Vengeance managed to match him in a fist fight?   
 
    There was silence after Lucas finished talking as the gravity of what was going on was absorbed.  
 
    Jocelyn broke that silence with an outburst. “Fuck off,” she said. “It’s not possible. I don’t believe it. You can’t control other Supers. We’re a superior species. It can’t be done.”  
 
    “You’re a Superior species?” Anika asked. “How the fuck do you figure that?”  
 
    “I’m a Super,” Jocelyn replied, completely unperturbed.  
 
    “You’re a cripple is what you are,” came Anika’s response.  
 
    Her face contorted with rage, Jocelyn held out her right hand pointed at Anika, palm flat. Lucas knew what was going to happen next, and he jumped to his feet to get in the way. There was some hesitation on Jocelyn’s face. Her nose even twitched. Phantom pain from having had it broken so many times by him?  
 
    Lucas stared down at her, but she met his eyes with equal measure. The cripple comment had stung her, and she was not going to be mocked by a human. Especially considering she genuinely seemed to think she was better.  
 
    But Lucas didn’t care about any of that. “If you don’t put your hand down, I will cut it off.”  
 
    He said the words calmly, his voice quiet, barely above a whisper. Jocelyn knew he wasn’t trying to be intimidating. He was simply telling the truth. And that terrified her. She lowered her hand. Lucas sat back down and turned to Jenny.  
 
    “What can you tell us about him?”  
 
    “He’s evil,” Jenny said immediately.  
 
    “Aren’t they all,” Anika scoffed, causing Michelle to frown at her.  
 
    “What about his powers? Does he have any others aside from the mind reading capabilities?” 
 
    Jenny shook her head. “Not that I know of. But he was trying to enhance his normal superpowers. He plays around with… I don’t know. He’s got a lab and lots of test tubes. I don’t really know what he does,” she shrugged her shoulders. “But I remember once, he got really strong. Picked up a car and threw it a mile in the air… and then he collapsed.”  
 
    “So, a Super on steroids?” Anika asked.  
 
    “It’s more than that,” Lucas said. “He comes across like a creepy loser. But we can’t underestimate him. He managed to create a serum that lets him control Supers and Normies. The potential of that… it’s limitless.”  
 
    “Lucas is right,” Michelle said. She climbed to her feet, as if to better address the small group of people who surrounded them. “He could create an enormous army of slaves in a short time. He needs to be stopped and immediately.” Michelle turned towards Jenny. “Do you know where we can find him?”  
 
    “I know where he lives,” Jenny said.  
 
    “That’s a start,” Lucas said. “We leave tonight,” he nodded at Michelle.  
 
    Anika jumped to her feet. “I’m coming too,” she said, glancing furtively at Michelle.  
 
    “The more the merrier,” Lucas turned to look back at Hannah. “We could be walking into a fortress. Would be good to have a sniper on the team.”  
 
    Hannah nodded.  
 
    “Great,” Lucas rubbed his hands together and glanced out the window. With the days winding down and winter approaching, the sun shining in through the windows was dim. “We’ll leave in a couple of hours.”  
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    Later that evening, Lucas was down in the basement. The space was primarily a gym, but it also housed his weapons cache. Lucas wore his long coat, made from hardened Kevlar, it offered protection from bullets and projectiles fired by Supers.  
 
    He’d lost a few weapons in his latest bout and was running low on supplies. He had enough spares for tonight, but he would have to make a trip to Broad Street soon to replenish his stock, maybe see if any new weapons had flooded the market, something with a bit more bite to match the increased risks he was now taking. 
 
    Risks that were catching up to him.  
 
    He could have died today. That punch from the blond Super would have crushed his jaw, shattered it into a hundred little bits were it not for the power of the green crystal flowing through his body.  
 
    Lucas collected an assault rifle from the shelf and hung it on the inside of his coat. He collected two 9mm pistols and slid them in too. It was as he was collecting magazines did the door to the basement open. It was Hannah. 
 
    “Hey,” Lucas nodded at her.  
 
    “Hey,” she nodded back as she headed straight for the shelves with the snipers. It was her speciality, her skill. One that she was getting better and better at. “What’s going on with Anika?” she asked, her hand rested on the scope of a sniper rifle.  
 
    “How do you mean?”  
 
    Hannah turned her head to look at him. “She seems… jealous probably isn’t the right word…”  
 
    Oh. Lucas sighed. “If you’re talking about what I think you’re talking about, jealous is the right word.”  
 
    “Oh,” Hannah’s brows furrowed. “What a bitch, right?”  
 
    “Excuse me?”  
 
    “She’s allowed to parade naked in front of you, to fuck you whenever she wants to, but when I play with your cock, she gets jealous?”  
 
    They only fucked whenever they both wanted to, Lucas thought. He wasn’t her sex toy, or whatever the term was. But it wasn’t an important point of discussion. He didn’t think any of it was, to be honest. So, he shrugged his shoulders.  
 
    “That’s it?” Hannah asked. “That’s all you have to say when this is your fault?”  
 
    Lucas turned to face her now, his arms folded across his chest, he asked, “How is this my fault?”  
 
    “Because you seduced me!”  
 
    “Did not,” Lucas muttered.  
 
    “You took advantage of my vulnerability and introduced me to cock!”  
 
    “Didn’t happen like that at all.”  
 
    “And now I’ve got an angry jealous girlfriend!” Hannah said, frustrated she pounded her hands against her thighs.  
 
    Lucas stared at Hannah, really looked at her. He’d never really known the girl much. Rescuing both girls from the rough streets, Lucas had taken them in, shared his home with them. He’d known the girls for years now, but Hannah never opened up to him, not in the same way Anika had. Hannah had clung onto Anika, like that shy girl at a party, sticking to the one friend she knew.  
 
    Lucas had viewed Hannah as the lesbian girl, jealous that her lover, Anika, slept with him. What with his life being hectic, Lucas didn’t think much past that.  
 
    But now, as he stared at her, he thought he saw something else. A sort of anxiety spreading through the girl, one that had been absent during Anika’s abduction, during Anika’s absence.  
 
    “You’re afraid of her,” Lucas said.  
 
    Hannah didn’t reply, but she continued to stare at him. Lucas knew instantly that he was right. He could see it in her eyes. Damned obvious too now that he cared to look for it. “Why are you afraid of her?”  
 
    There was more silence from the girl. Her eyes lowered, she stared at her feet. Lucas pushed away from the wall and walked up to her. He was much taller than her, the top of her head coming just a bit above his chin, she looked up at him as he towered over her.  
 
    “You can tell me,” he whispered, as he placed his hands on her hips. “Does she hurt you?” 
 
    “It’s not like that,” Hannah said softly, her hand rising to rest on his chest. “She’s just a little… dominating.”  
 
    “Dominating how?”  
 
    “Sexually,” came Hannah’s response, her voice a little squeaky.  
 
    “Do you… do you enjoy that or is it… forced?”  
 
    Hannah cheeks reddened to match her hair. “I like it sometimes but she’s too possessive. She wants me to herself, and… I was okay with that until-” she stopped.  
 
    “Until my cock?” Lucas asked.  
 
    Hannah frowned. “Why are you smiling?”  
 
    Ah, that was that feeling wasn’t it? It was of his lips spreading into a grin. Lucas hadn’t meant to smile. “Sorry.”  
 
    “No you’re not,” Hannah punched him playfully on the chest. “Are you going to do something about her?” she asked, cautious hope in her voice.  
 
    “Sure,” Lucas replied. He wasn’t afraid of Anika. But he also wasn’t sure of what exactly to do or say to the girl. “Um so… basically, you want her to..?”  
 
    “Go easy on me. I like her dominate side, but I want-” she stopped. “Don’t make me say it.”  
 
    Lucas nodded. “You want a piece of me too. Gotcha. I’ll talk to Anika.”  
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    An hour later, Lucas sat in the Mercedes GLE, heading towards Vengeance’s residence. He wasn’t alone. In fact, the car was packed. Michelle sat beside him in the front passenger seat. In the back, there was Anika, Hannah and Jenny.  
 
    Lucas hadn’t had a chance to have the chat with Anika. He didn’t know what Hannah expected from him. She’d only told him an hour ago, and the time after that he’d spent preparing to confront Vengeance in his own home.  
 
    Right now he could feel the tension in the back.  
 
    Could feel Hannah’s eyes on him, staring at his head of hair.  
 
    There was worry etched across Jenny’s face.  Lucas imagined she had good reason to be afraid. He knew little about her time with Vengeance, but it was enough to know she was traumatised. So desperate had she been to escape the Super, she had injected Lucas with the master serum, making him her owner after knowing him for a few minutes only.  
 
    Vengeance lived on the outskirts of Buxworth Town, at the opposite end of where Lucas lived. The journey to his place wasn’t a long one. They didn’t need to go through the town to get there. They cruised down the deserted ring road surrounding Buxworth Town.  
 
    With Jenny guiding the way, they arrived near Vengeance’s house. Lucas parked the car a couple of streets away on the driveway of what looked very much like a deserted house. From there, they jumped out and walked on foot towards Vengeance’s house.  
 
    The area was similar to that where Lucas lived. The roads were wide, the houses were detached with large front lawns and driveways with overgrown trees and vines. There were no humans or Supers about at this time of the night, and it was silent. There was a clear sky above, and the moon shone brightly, lighting the streets they walked down.  
 
    Rather than entering Coronation Road, the street that Vengeance lived on, they entered Charles Road. The gardens of each street backed into each other. A few of the properties on Charles Road had their lights on. Lucas wondered what type of people lived here. Supers? Normies? Gang members?  
 
    They stopped a quarter way down the bending road. “That house back’s into Vengeance’s.”  
 
    “Are you sure?” Lucas asked. The house she had pointed at was indistinguishable from pretty much every other house on the road.  
 
    “Yup,” Jenny said, shuddering.  
 
    Lucas opened the iron-cast gate and walked up the dark driveway. Coming to the front lawn, he stared up at the property. There was no car in the front, nor did any light shine out from the bay widows. 
 
    Lucas turned to Michelle. “Want to gently smash the door down?”  
 
    Michelle’s hands blazed blue and two bolts lit the lawn as they flew across it and slammed into the door, knocking it off its hinges and sending it flying down the corridor.  
 
    Michelle stared at him, grinning widely.  
 
    “Quietly,” Lucas muttered. “Maybe I should have said quietly instead of gently…” not that that was gentle either, he thought glumly.  
 
    Michelle was an awesome Super, but a very naïve one.  
 
    They walked into the house and Hannah immediately began to climb the stairs. Anika followed after her. Jenny stood by the stairs holding her arms together, as if she were cold.  
 
    “You should go too,” Lucas said. “You’ll be safer with Hannah.”  
 
    When Jenny had disappeared upstairs, Lucas turned to Michelle. “We kinda wanna climb up the back fence and sneak into Vengeance’s back yard so… try not to break anything,” he told her.  
 
    “Oh,” Michelle’s face fell. “Sorry about the door. You don’t think he heard us, do you?”  
 
    The whole street heard that, Lucas thought. And he was probably right. Noise seemed to travel further during silent nights. But he didn’t say any of that.  
 
    Anika returned a moment later. “Hannah’s in position. Lights are on in the house. She spotted two girls, but no sign of Vengeance.”  
 
    “He could still be in there,” Lucas said. “If we find him, we don’t hesitate.”  
 
    Both Anika and Michelle nodded.  
 
    With Hannah and Jenny upstairs, Lucas, Michelle and Anika exited the house through the kitchen door and out into the back yard.  
 
    The garden was large, and once upon a time, it would have been immaculately kept. But now, the trees were overgrown, the shingles by the sides had weed growing out of it, and the pond in the corner had expanded out, water leaking from its low banks to create a mini swamp.  
 
    A fence separated this garden from Vengeance’s back garden. Michelle grabbed the top of the wooden fence and easily pulled herself up. Lucas did the same, but remained seated on the top of the wood, he held a hand down for Anika and pulled her up.  
 
    They landed softly on their feet in Vengeance’s back garden. Despite the property being occupied, it was in no better shape. In fact, it was worse. There were large mounds of soil on either side of the garden, pressing against the fence.  
 
    “What about the people inside the house?” Anika asked, as they approached the wide bi-folding doors that led into the kitchen. “Do we kill them?”  
 
    Lucas stopped, his rifle now resting in his hands, his finger on the trigger, holding the barrel facing down. “Not if we don’t have to,” he replied.  
 
    There were lights on in the first floor of the house, and dim light shone into the kitchen from farther in the house. The kitchen itself was mostly dark and empty. It wasn’t locked. Unsurprising. Not many would purposely want to break into the house of a Super.  
 
    They stepped inside the kitchen. It was messy. The counters were stacked with dirty dishes and plastic takeaway boxes. That was still a thing in this new world, ordering takeaways. Except, you couldn’t really order it. You had to go and pick it up.  
 
    They moved from the kitchen into the corridor. The light was on in the living room. Lucas poked his head in.  
 
    At first, he though the room was empty. But then he noticed the two girls on the floor in the gap between the large coffee table and the sofa. His rifle now pointing in their general direction, he stepped inside.  
 
    The two girls were naked, lying in the six nine position, one girl on top of the other, both girls had their eyes closed as they licked on the other’s pussy. There was no moaning coming from each girl, no signs of them receiving any form of pleasure. But they continued to do so, like monotonous robots.  
 
    “What the fuck,” Anika muttered, as a minute had passed with them standing over the girls.  
 
    Her voice, though quiet, stirred the girls, and they both opened their eyes. A moment later, the girls disentangled and sat up. Their bottoms on the carpet, they rested with their backs against the sofa, their legs spread out, displaying puffy pussies.  
 
    “Who are you?” the girl with black hair and large breasts asked.  
 
    “What are you both doing?” Lucas asked, ignoring her question.  
 
    “We were pleasing each other,” the girl replied.  
 
    “You don’t seem to be enjoying it much,” Michelle commented.  
 
    “We’ve been doing this for hours now… I don’t like having it licked. Its too sensitive.”  
 
    “Why are you doing it then?” Anika asked, her eyes wide, mystified.  
 
    “Our master commanded us to do it,” the other girl replied.  
 
    She was a skinny girl, her ribcages visible, she had small tits. She was exhausted, her back resting against the sofa, her head tilted back and lay on the cushion, she closed her eyes.  
 
    “But he isn’t here,” Michelle said. “You don’t have to listen to him.”  
 
    “We don’t have a choice,” the chubbier girl replied. “It doesn’t matter if he’s here or not, we have to obey his commands.”  
 
    And then, with that, as if their conversation had reached its natural conclusion, the skinny girl lay on the carpet once more. The chubby girl mounted her. They began to lick once more, the signs of fatigue obvious.  
 
    “Should we stop them?” Michelle asked.  
 
    “How would we do that?” Anika asked.  
 
    “Tie them up so they can’t do this?”  
 
    Both girls stared at him, waiting for him to answer. Lucas didn’t consider himself the natural decision maker, at least, not in circumstances like this. If it were a life or death situation, he usually knew how to respond to those.  
 
    Shoot.  
 
    If that didn’t work, throw a few grenades and get the fuck out. 
 
    But here?  
 
    “If we tie them up, they could end up hysterical and hurt themselves,” Lucas pointed out.  
 
    With that decided, they left the girls and moved on. The remaining ground floor was empty. Lucas led the way up the stairs where they found two more humans in one room. Normies. Both girls were naked. One was tied to a device that kept her legs and arms stretched. The other girl whipped her cunt, her breasts, her thighs. The tied up girl’s mouth was gagged with a pair of panties, muffling her sounds of pain.  
 
    Both girls’ bodies showed signs of abuse, even the girl with the whip. Their skin was marked with long red lines and circular bruises.  
 
    Neither girl turned to look at the new entrants. Both seemed to be in a trance. Lucas sighed. This was much worse than what was going on below. They couldn’t just let this happen. He grabbed the girl doing the whipping and picked her up. Her body slumped in his arms; she did not struggle.  
 
    Lucas placed her on the bed while Anika and Michelle freed the other girl. He stroked her hair until her eyes focused on him. And then, those eyes suddenly rolled back, for a moment showing nothing but white. When they returned, the iris was clogged with a misty fog.  
 
    “Lucas,” she said.  
 
    Lucas moved back, startled. “Do I know you?”  
 
    “It’s not nice to break into someone’s house invited,” the girl said, now sitting up, suddenly reinvigorated. “You wouldn’t like it if I turned up at your shack and broke in. Maybe I’ll do that… pay Jenny a little visit. Bitch belongs to me, you know.”  
 
    “Vengeance…” Lucas muttered. “You’re possessing her, aren’t you?”  
 
    “It’s not hard,” the girl said, smiling. “Even a rat can do it. Or was it a mouse?” the girl mused.  
 
    “You’re a fucking asshole,” Lucas growled. “I will kill you,” he promised.  
 
    “Shame that,” Vengeance said. “You could have joined forces with me. That would have been better. Offer still stands if you want.”  
 
    “Why would I want to join you?”  
 
    “Because I’m the new Mayor of this town. And you know what they say. If you can’t beat them, join them, right?”  
 
    “I can beat you,” Lucas said, conviction in his voice.  
 
    The girl laughed. Despite Vengeance possessing another body, Lucas saw him in that laugh. It was evil to its core, with a mixture of creepiness added by the tilting head. And when the head bounced back into place, the girl stared at him, eyes dark.  
 
    “I’m going to inject everyone in town with my serum. They will all belong to me. You and your little girls included.”  
 
    And then, the girl fell back onto the bed.  
 
    “What the fuck just happened?” Anika gasped.    
 
    “I think Vengeance possessed her…” Michelle whispered.  
 
    “He can do that?”  
 
    Lucas nodded. He’d done the same to Jenny when the Red Heads had kidnapped Jenny and Anika. He stared at the girl on the bed, her eyes closed, she was unconscious. But her chest rose and fell steadily, her breathing easy, as if she were in a deep sleep.  
 
    “We need to get out of here,” Michelle whispered. “If he’s not possessing her anymore, maybe he’s on his way here?”  
 
    “What?” Anika asked. “Didn’t we come here to kill him?”  
 
    “It’s changed,” Lucas said. “Its no longer an ambush. Who knows how many Supers he would turn up with.”  
 
    “We can take him,” Anika said determinedly.  
 
    Lucas admired her confidence, her optimism, however misplaced it was. But he shook his head. Anika opened her mouth to protest, but caught a glance from Michelle, and promptly closed it. The exchange of power between the two did not go unnoticed by Lucas. He had many questions for Michelle, but it would have to wait.  
 
    They turned and hurried down the stairs. As they dashed out through the kitchen and into the garden, Lucas stopped, his eyes falling on the mounds of earth.  
 
    “You go on ahead,” Lucas said. “I’m just going to have one more look inside.”  
 
    Without waiting for a conversation, for a debate, he turned and ran back into the kitchen.  
 
    Vengeance must have a lab somewhere to create his serum. The large mounds of earth in the garden indicated digging on a large scale. If the house didn’t have a basement to begin with, it most likely had one now.  
 
    Lucas stopped by the stairs and the cupboard beneath it. He opened the door and pulled away the rug to find a trapdoor.  
 
    Jackpot.  
 
    Lucas lifted the door. Light shone out and he dashed down the wooden steps. In his haste, he didn’t stop to wonder why the light was on, nor did he see the woman standing with a metal pole in hand.  
 
    One she swung with incredibly speed.  
 
    It struck him on the chest and sent him crashing into the stairs. Lucas felt the wood splinter beneath him as he turned and climbed to his feet. He didn’t get a chance to catch his breath, to test even if he was still able to breath. He was certain every bone in his chest had caved in.  
 
    The girl grabbed him by the scruff of his neck and threw him across the room. Lucas slammed into the wall and hit the ground. He turned onto his back before sitting on his bottom, he leaned against the wall while reaching inside his long coat, reaching for his gun, his rifle, his sword – anything he could use as a weapon.  
 
    But he didn’t get a chance to do that.  
 
    The girl wasn’t done with him.  
 
    She moved with incredible speed, confirming she was a Super. The metal pole she held in her hand was sharpened at the end and she drove it into his chest, just beneath his collarbone.  
 
    Lucas felt an explosion of pain shoot to his head. He closed his eyes, his teeth gritting together to hold back his scream, he took deep ragged breaths, trying to process the pain. Finally, he opened his eyes.  
 
    The girl sat on the floor a couple of feet in front of him, her legs folded together. She was naked, like every other girl in this god forsaken house of hell. Her nipples were pierced, and a chain was attached to each, pulling them together.  
 
    “You must be Lucas,” she said.  
 
    He wanted to tell her to fuck off, but he wasn’t sure if he could, if the words would come out, or if it would be blood spurting out. 
 
    “Vengeance mentioned you might make an appearance,” the Super continued, staring at him with piercing blue eyes, eyes that were clear of fog. “I’m a little disappointed. He made you out to be this tough and exceptional Normie.”  
 
    The Super tilted her head back and laughed. “An exceptional Normie,” she repeated. “As if that’s possible.”  
 
    “Pull this rod out of me and I’ll show you if that’s possible,” Lucas growled, his voice hoarse.  
 
    “Oh, stupid. If I pull this out, you will bleed to death. You wouldn’t be in any fighting condition. No, it’s better if it stays in. I think I’ll keep you alive until my Master returns.”  
 
    “You think you’re better than me, but you submit to a creep like Vengeance.”  
 
    The Super, who was sitting with her legs crossed a few feet away from him, suddenly stretched a leg and kicked him across the face. It was a hard kick, and her feet bare, the nails dug into his cheek.  
 
    “Shall I kick you again?” the Super asked.  
 
    “…I’d rather you didn’t?” Lucas said, surprised the girl was bothering to ask his opinion on such a matter.  
 
    “I’d rather not either. You’re going to die, Lucas. No Normie would be able to survive that,” she pointed at the pole protruding from his chest in case he forgot. “How about you make your last moments pleasant?”  
 
    “That sounds good to me,” Lucas said.  
 
    Unknown to the Super, he wasn’t going to die from his current injuries. In fact, he was certain that were the pole to be pulled out now, he would recover quickly. The green crystal he had absorbed wasn’t consistent. That had one advantage. Right now, it was compensating. He could feel himself getting stronger by the second. He just needed some time.  
 
    “Great,” the Super said, clapping her hands together like an excited schoolgirl. “So, what shall we talk about?”  
 
    Lucas glanced around at the room. He was right. It was a lab of some sort. There were beakers, analytic scales, test tubes, Bunsen burners and more.  
 
    “Interesting set up you got down here,” Lucas said, hoping she would talk about that.  
 
    “Isn’t it?” the girl gushed, smiling widely. “This is where all the magic happens.” She jumped to her feet and dashed past a counter. Opening a cupboard on the wall, she returned later with two syringes, one filled with a blue substance, the other a red substance.  
 
    “This is it,” the Super said. “The red is the master serum, the blue is the slave part.”  
 
    “How does it work?” Lucas asked.  
 
    “Wouldn’t you love to know?” the Super asked, smiling widely, flashing perfect white teeth.  
 
    “Dying man’s wish?”  
 
    “Aww, and I thought you might have wanted a bit of me?” she jutted her chest forward, and shook it, wiggling her breasts.  
 
    “Sure,” Lucas nodded. “Maybe I can suck on them after you’ve told me how the serum works?”  
 
    The Super laughed. “You think you’re going to escape, don’t you?” she asked, and then, she nodded, staring into his eyes. “I can see it in you, that fight to survive, that belief that you’re special. You can’t die, not yet anyway, not you. I’ve seen it before in Normies, the bigger ones, braver ones. But in the end, they all beg for mercy. Are you going to do that, Lucas? Will you beg for me to spare your life?” she tugged on the pole that was dug into him.  
 
    Lucas tilted his head back, pressing it against the wall, his body shaking, he grit his teeth to hold back from screaming out in pain.  
 
    The Super let up. “You’ve got a high pain threshold; I’ll give you that. But I can’t save you Lucas. Only qualified doctors from before The Strikes would be able to do anything now.”  
 
    The Super settled down on her bottom, a look of pity in her eyes, she held the two serums before him and began to talk.  
 
    It was Vengeance who made the serums. Before The Strikes happened, he was actually studying medicine at University College London, a fairly prestigious university in London, he was in his final year, working towards a PhD in something medicine related, the Super didn’t care to remember.  
 
    He created the serums himself, perfecting it after much trial and error. Each serum was created with a master and slave component, and they were created together. You had to inject the slave part first, and then within a couple of days, you had to inject the master serum into the person who would be the owner.  
 
    “Each master and slave serum is created specifically, so were I to inject you with this one,” she made injecting motions at him with the syringe containing the blue serum, “I would have to use this exact master serum on myself. Another master serum wouldn’t work. Vengeance has them numbered,” she turned the syringes to show, written on it in white paper cello taped onto the side, was the number 179. 
 
    “Maybe I should turn you into my slave,” the Super said suddenly.  
 
    “What?” Lucas asked, eyes widening. “But I’m going to die. It would be a waste of a syringe.”  
 
    “You might survive,” the Super said. She glanced at his wound, at the pole protruding from below his collar bone. “You don’t seem to be getting weaker, or pale. You’re not sweating… you’re not even bleeding…” she murmured.  
 
    And then, she leaned in to take a closer look.  
 
    Lucas decided he’d run out of time to recover further. He reached into his coat and pulled out a pistol and fired at the Super. He emptied the magazine; every bullet struck the Super on the head. She fell back and hit the ground, where she remained, her legs and arms limp, her chest convulsed, as if she were possessed.          
 
    Supers recovered from being shot at different speeds. You could shoot a Super twenty times in the head, and if it were someone like Mayor Carcass, the fucker wouldn’t even hit the ground. Other Supers, you could shoot once, and they would stay down for ten minutes or more.  
 
    There was no telling what was going to happen.  
 
    Which meant Lucas had to move quickly.  
 
    He grabbed the pole that was dug into his chest and the wall beyond and taking a deep breath, he yanked it out. Lucas wasn’t able to hold back his scream. The pain was too much. Now free from the wall, he rolled on the ground in agony. Bright lights flashing before his eyes, he was dimly aware that the Super was no longer on the ground.  
 
    “Fuck,” Lucas cursed, as he climbed to his feet.  
 
    The Super stood opposite him, the cheeriness of earlier now replaced by a manic smile. “I’m glad you’re not dead, or dying,” the Super said, looking at his wound. “I’m glad you’re living up to your name. It’s going to be so much more satisfying when I kill you.”  
 
    “You look disgusting,” Lucas muttered. “Seriously, you need to look in the mirror, and maybe wash up before we battle?” 
 
    “You’re calling me ugly?”  
 
    The grin was gone at that comment. Lucas got the distinct feeling he had hurt her feelings.  
 
    “Hey,” he raised his hands. “It’s nothing personal. You’ve got blood all over your face. There’s even a bullet half embedded into your forehead.” Lucas leaned in and frowned. “I’ve never seen that before,” he muttered. “Normally they just fall out…”  
 
    “You’re stalling,” the girl said, frowning.  
 
    “You’re right,” Lucas nodded. “I was stalling. I’m done though.”  
 
    He slammed his fist forward, punching the girl in the face.  
 
    “Nothing?” Lucas asked. “Like, didn’t even hurt a bit?”  
 
    The girl’s frown deepened.  
 
    Lucas threw a quick succession of punches. “Still nothing?” he asked, exasperated.  
 
    “You’re weak,” the Super said. “I’m going to break every bone in your body before I kill you.”  
 
    “Wait,” Lucas said, holding his hand up just as the girl inched forward, ready to carry out her threat. “Let me have one final go.”  
 
    Lucas got into a traditional boxer’s pose, hands up into loose fists, one near his chin, the other lower down, near his chest. His feet danced too as he moved left to right. And then, as he was about to move forward to punch her, instead he reached into his coat and pulled out his sword.  
 
    He saw the look of panic in the girl’s eyes as she realised what was happening.  
 
    But it was too late for her to do anything.  
 
    Lucas sliced with his sword. He struck her neck. The blade cut through her skin and the cartilage, though it spared her cervical spine.  
 
    Blood gushed out from her neck. As the Super staggered back, her hands shot up to her neck, trying to stop the bleeding. Her feet unsteady, Lucas helped her along the way by kicking her on the chest. She landed on the ground with a thump, and Lucas dropped to his knees beside her.  
 
    “You’ll live,” he told her. “Keep your hands pressed against your neck until it heals.”  
 
    Leaving her there, sword held before him, Lucas opened the cupboards full of the serums. He placed a few in his coat and then set up smashing the rest.  
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 13 
 
   
   
   
   
    There was no hiding his wound when Lucas met up with the others. Hannah wasn’t pleased at all. Nor was Michelle. She insisted that if there were a next time, he would not be going anywhere without her.  
 
    Lucas wanted to tell her that he was a big boy, that he could look after himself. But the wound on his chest, though it wasn’t bleeding thanks to the green crystal absorbed within him, it was still a gaping wound. One that had hurt him much more than he’d realised at the time.  
 
    As he sat in the car, Hannah taking the wheel, Lucas briefly fell asleep, only to be woken by Anika, who slapped him across the face.  
 
    “The fuck, man?” he muttered.  
 
    “Don’t you die on me!” came her response.  
 
    “I’m not dying… I’m just tired.”  
 
    “That’s how they all feel. Tired. And then they die.”  
 
    Lucas glared at her.  
 
    But it did no good.  
 
    Anika was determined to not let him sleep. Thankfully, the journey home wasn’t a long one, and Lucas managed to stay awake, preventing Anika the opportunity to slap him once more.  
 
    When they pulled up in front of the house, Lucas was feeling even more exhausted. The girls carried him out of the car and into the living room, where they laid him on the sofa, and crowded around him, joined by Jocelyn and Lucy.  
 
    Lucas thought he saw a smile on Jocelyn’s face. The bitch was undoubtedly pleased at what she saw.  
 
    Under Michelle’s instructions, Lucy dashed off to the kitchen to bring him food whilst Hannah sat on the floor beside him and cut off his shirt before cleaning the wound with wet tissue.  
 
    “I’m not hungry,” Lucas said.  
 
    “You need to eat. Your body needs food to recover,” Michelle overruled him.  
 
    Despite his further protestations, food was brought, and Lucas was forced to eat. After the first few bites of warm bread dipped in beef stew, Lucas began to feel better. His appetite grew, and he finished the food quickly. In the meantime, Hannah had completed bandaging his chest.  
 
    Lucas was happy to stay on the sofa and get some shut eye. But Michelle refused. Being a Super, she picked him up with ease and carried him up the stairs to his bedroom, the one he had promised to let Lucy have.  
 
    She placed him on his bed and closed the door behind. She sat on the bed and stared at him.  
 
    “What?” Lucas asked.  
 
    “What really happened in the basement?”  
 
    “I already told you. I got attacked by a Super.”  
 
    “Why was the Super there?”  
 
    Lucas didn’t know why he’d not told the truth to begin with. Or at least, why he had withheld some of the truth. His long coat was downstairs. Contained in it were the serums he had brought back from Vengeance’s lab, before destroying the rest.  
 
    “I need my coat,” he said.  
 
    “Not here you don’t,” Michelle replied. “No ones going to shoot you.”  
 
    “I need it,” he repeated.  
 
    Michelle stared at him with curiosity. “The basement was Vengeance’s lab. That’s where he made the serum.”  
 
    Lucas’s eyes narrowed. “How did you figure that out?”  
 
    “I’m more than just a pretty face,” she told him, smiling.  
 
    She got to her feet and rushed down the stairs, returning a moment later with his long coat, she passed it to him. Lucas rummaged inside and pulled out the serums he had stolen.  
 
    “Destroyed the rest,” he told her. “But Vengeance could make them just as easily.”  
 
    Michelle stared at the syringes of blue and red, a glint in her eyes. “What uh… what are you going to do with them?”  
 
    Lucas shrugged. He hadn’t thought that far. It was something he’d done in the heat of the moment, thinking they might be useful.  
 
    “We should use them, of course,” Michelle said. “But we need to be smart about how we use them… shame you couldn’t have grabbed a few more.”  
 
    Lucas stared at her, eyes wide. “Use them?”  
 
    “Why not?”  
 
    “Because… it’s wrong.” 
 
    “Wrong?” Michelle repeated. “We’ve got a Super on the loose that’s turning Supers and Normies into slaves. Who knows how many he could have turned already. We need to stop him now. With these syringes, we could gather a few Supers and strike before it’s too late.”   
 
    She had a point. They were going from house to house, searching for Supers that might join their cause. Supers that could easily decide to kill them. Armed with the syringes, they could have a mini army within a day or two.  
 
    Lucas held six pairs of syringes in his hand.  
 
    That meant six Supers he could control, to use to defeat Vengeance.  
 
    For the greater good.  
 
    But he still felt uncomfortable.  
 
    Michelle watched him with an inquisitive eye. “Sleep on it,” she told him.  
 
    “That’s something we can agree on,” he muttered.  
 
    Michelle grabbed her t-shirt by the bottom and pulled it over her head. She threw it on the chair already full of clothes. Lucas watched with curiosity as she unbuckled her bra and slid it off. Her breasts popped out with a bounce before pressing against the skin beneath. 
 
    “Uh… I-” Lucas stopped, not knowing what to say, half his brain focused on Michelle’s luscious breasts, the other half trying to force his eyes to look away.  
 
    “What?” Michelle asked, hands on hips, breasts displayed proudly.  
 
    “I think… I think Lucy’s supposed to be sleeping here tonight,” he mumbled.  
 
    “She can share with Jenny,” Michelle said. “I was just getting comfortable for bed but…” she stopped, staring at him with a twinkle in her eyes. “If you’re feeling up for it?”  
 
    Lucas wasn’t feeling up for it. Not physically. But which man wouldn’t stare at beautiful bare breasts? “Maybe in the morning?” Lucas said. “If the hole in my chest has disappeared?”  
 
    “Because you’re unwell, I’ll do all the work,” Michelle said, smiling. “Just this one time though,” she warned.  
 
    It sounded good to Lucas. He watched as she pulled his trousers down and took his cock in her hands. The touch of foreign skin brought it to life and it rose up challenging.  
 
    Michelle started by licking it from the shaft. As she took his cock in her warm mouth, her nipples pressed onto his legs, the warm touch, the swirling of her tongue against his sensitive pee hole, Lucas felt relaxed. The problems of the day, of the town, it all seemed to wash away.  
 
    Lucas began to wonder why he was so stressed. He was in the prime of his life, living in a house full of hot girls that wanted him. Life was too short to worry about moral ambiguities. He could have died today, and without enjoying Lucy, who wanted him, Anika, Michelle, Hannah who had him and wanted more…  
 
    As Michelle continued to suck away, Lucas promised to himself that he would make time to enjoy the good moments in life.   
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    The following morning, Lucas woke to find Michelle snuggling naked in bed beside him. He was naked too, his jeans and pants lay on the chair full of clothes. The bandage on his chest was loose. He pulled it free to find his skin had closed, the hole in his chest now just a scar.  
 
    A scar.  
 
    A normal Super wouldn’t have had a scar. The skin would have healed perfectly, like the brand-new skin of a toddler. Instead, he had a scar.  
 
    Lucas wasn’t ungrateful. The green crystal had saved his life. While it hadn’t given him the superpowers the blue crystal gave to others, it was still pretty damned impressive for a Normie.  
 
    His thoughts turned away from last night to this morning.  
 
    Lying naked beside him on her side was Michelle, a leg over his body, her pussy rested against his thigh, her breasts squished against his arm.  
 
    Lucas didn’t recall being naked last night.  
 
    He did remember Michelle sucking on his cock while he lay back and enjoyed himself. He remembered coming in her mouth, remembered her swallowing, remembered her continuing to suck on his cock.  
 
    And then… and then he fell asleep…   
 
    “It’s too early,” Michelle said, her eyes still closed. “Go back to sleep.”  
 
    Lucas glanced out through the window and the dim light that shone through the curtain. She wasn’t wrong about the time. But he was hungry. Famished. He wondered if it had something to do with the now absent gaping hole in his chest. It had repaired itself, but at the expense of depleting his food sources? Did that make sense? Who cared? He was starving. Could eat a damned buffalo. 
 
    He untangled himself from Michelle, and despite her grabbing his arm as he slid off the bed, her eyes still closed, he managed to pull up his jeans and walk down the stairs. 
 
    Despite the early morning, Lucy was awake and in the kitchen, sitting by the table with a mug of coffee before her, she stared through the French doors and out into the garden.  
 
    “Hey,” Lucas nodded at her. “Didn’t think you’d be up so early,” he said, as he rummaged through the fridge and pulled out the bread and jam. Lucas made himself a sandwich and poured himself some coffee before sitting at the table.  
 
    Lucy wore a big smile on her face. It was much too big. Definitely not natural.  
 
    “You olrite?”  
 
    “Yup,” Lucy nodded. She took a sip of her coffee and shook her head. “I’m sorry. This was a bad idea. I shouldn’t be here.”  
 
    With half the sandwich in Lucas’s mouth, he stopped chewing “Why shouldn’t you be here?”  
 
    Lucy laughed nervously. “It’s silly,” she shook her head once more. “Thanks for having me, but I should go.” She climbed to her feet and rushed over to the sink to wash her cup. 
 
    Lucas continued to watch her, bemused.  
 
    When she was done, she hurried out of the kitchen, giving him a shy smile as she passed. He heard her rush up the stairs, the steps creaking beneath her weight. As Lucas finished his first sandwich, she was down again, her bags in hand, she said bye before rushing out the front door.  
 
    Lucas continued eating his sandwich. When it was finished, he drank his coffee and stared at the door leading out into the corridor, patient as ever.  
 
    It took longer than he expected, but finally, he heard the front door open once more. And then, Lucy’s head appeared by the kitchen door. 
 
    “Uh, so… this house is quite far from town, isn’t it?”  
 
    Lucas grinned. “If you’re walking, yeah it’s pretty far.” 
 
    “Right,” Lucy stared at the ground, her mind working out what to do.  
 
    “You need a lift?” Lucas asked.  
 
    “That would be great,” Lucy said. “Doesn’t have to be now,” she added in a hurry. “Just whenever you head back out, I could maybe tag along.”  
 
    “Sure,” Lucas nodded. He took another sip of his coffee. “You going to just stand there by the door?” 
 
    Lucy’s cheeks coloured as she awkwardly shuffled back into the kitchen and sat at the table opposite him. He watched her eyes wander around every part of the kitchen until they finally came and landed on him.  
 
    “You want to tell me what’s going on?” he asked. “Because what you said earlier made no sense at all.”  
 
    She didn’t look at all like she wanted to tell him what was going on. But with nowhere to go, and Lucas continuing to stare at her with purpose, she began to talk.     
 
    She’d had a crush on him since the first day he walked into her café with his dad. She still remembered his dad vividly. He was one of the last of the old people about. She wasn’t there the day he died, the day Mayor Carcass killed him, but she heard about it.  
 
    She wasn’t sure if Lucas would ever return to the café, but she was happy to see him a few weeks later. She could tell something had changed. For starters, he spoke less. In fact, the first couple of years, he barely spoke at all.  
 
    She regularly struck up conversation with him, and sometimes, she thought he genuinely enjoyed their little bits of humorous exchanges. At least, she’d hope they were humorous. Sometimes though, she got the impression he was only being polite.  
 
    After the gangs ruined her café, and he asked her to come and stay with him, she’d foolishly thought he might have liked her back too.  
 
    “I mean, I know you’ve been with lots of girls, you’re probably with a bunch of girls now too,” her cheeks blushed further as she began to speak hurriedly, babbling. “None of that really bothered me. I mean, you’re hot. Of course you’re going to have lots of girls wanting you. But I dunno…. I thought maybe you might have liked me. But last night Jenny said-” Lucy suddenly stopped.  
 
    Lucas frowned.  
 
    Jenny.  
 
    So this was because of Jenny…  
 
    He was going to have to do something about this, about the girls. Especially Anika and Jenny. Both needed a firm hand.  
 
    Lucas wasn’t used to dealing with drama.  
 
    How was it easier to deal with Supers trying to kill him that it was dealing with jealous women? 
 
    Women that lived in his damned house.  
 
    And it was his house.  
 
    His house, his rules. He needed to be firm. If they didn’t like it, they could fuck right off, he thought.  
 
    And with that decided, Lucas stood up and grabbed Lucy by the hand. Her eyes frightfully wide, he climbed up the stairs and headed straight for Jenny’s bedroom.  
 
    Opening the door, he found the girl lying in bed, staring up at the ceiling. She turned to look at him as he entered, her eyes lit up before she spotted Lucy.  
 
    “Did you say something to Lucy?” Lucas asked, deciding to get straight to the point, diplomacy not being one of his strong points.  
 
    “No,” Jenny said instantly. “I mean, we shared a bed last night, so we talked,” she added pointedly. “But I said nothing to cause you to come up here all huffy.”  
 
    All huffy? It seemed diplomacy wasn’t Jenny’s strong suit either. “So you’ve got no idea why Lucy wants to leave this house, go back out into Buxworth Town, where she has no place to currently stay, and will either end up being shot dead, or being the plaything of some Super, or gang leader?” 
 
    Jenny met his eyes, and then, she shook her head. “Can’t imagine why she would want to do that…” she muttered.  
 
    “Don’t fuck with me,” Lucas said, the warning clear in his voice.  
 
    “I’m not-” 
 
    Lucas jumped onto the bed and landed on Jenny’s waist. He sat down on her and pressed her hands back, his jaw tight. “This has to stop.”  
 
    “Or what?” Jenny asked. “What are you going to do?”  
 
    Lucas felt the anger in him somewhat dissipate. What exactly could he do to her? He was used to dealing with his problems by killing them off. Because usually, his problems were Supers. That wasn’t the case this time. He couldn’t kill Jenny.  
 
    “I’ll throw you out,” Lucas told her. “This is my house, my rules. If you don’t like them, you can leave.”  
 
    “What are your rules?” Jenny asked. “I have rights, you know.”  
 
    “The fuck you do,” Lucas laughed.  
 
    “You owe me sex,” Jenny muttered. “You know you do. We talked about this.”  
 
    They had spoken about this, and it had been a good conversation. Things seemed to be going in the right direction. So what the hell happened?  
 
    Lucas realised instantly what had happened.  
 
    He was meant to spend the night with Jenny, to release some of that frustration that had built up inside her, a frustration that would only grow until it was satisfied. She was the victim in this. The serum Vengeance had injected in her made her want him, devoutly.  
 
    His hands still held her wrists, but the grip loosened.   
 
    “You’re right,” Lucas said softly. “I was supposed to spend the night with you. I’d said as much, and I like to think my word means something, but… I didn’t think I would end up with a literal hole in my chest.”  
 
    Jenny’s features softened; her lips twitched. “I suppose as excuses come, that’s a pretty good one.”  
 
    “I’ll make more of an effort to… to satisfy your needs,” he said. “But you have to behave too. You can’t chase girls away from my house, okay?”  
 
    “You keep your end of the deal, and I’ll behave,” Jenny said, smiling cheekily.  
 
    “Fine,” Lucas said. “Good,” he added, feeling as if they’d come to some sort of satisfactory conclusion.  
 
    “When are you going to satisfy me?” Jenny asked. She pulled her hands free from his grip and pulled her bra down, revealing her large breasts and the small pink nipples. She pressed her breasts together. “You’re not doing anything now, are you?”  
 
    “No… I was having breakfast but-” he stopped as he stared down at her breasts.  
 
    Why was he still talking?   
 
    Lucas knelt down and took one in his mouth. As he sucked on it, he felt his cock stirring, pressing against his pants.  
 
    Jenny’s hands played with his jeans, trying to pull them down. Lucas continued to suck on her breasts, his hand moved down her navel area, past her abdomen. He pulled down her lacy panties and found her pussy.  
 
    It was hot and wet. His fingers parted her pussy lips with ease, two dug in. Jenny groaned, her hands worked harder on his jeans, trying to pull them down, but failing.  
 
    “I want your cock,” she moaned. “Give it to me, please.”  
 
    Lucas rose up and climbed to his feet. Standing on the bed, he pulled his jeans down, his cock flopped out, standing mighty and proud.  
 
    “Oh, god…” a voice moaned.  
 
    But it wasn’t Jenny who had said that.  
 
    Sure, she stared at it with devotion equal to the words, but she hadn’t said anything.  
 
    The voice came from his left.  
 
    Lucas turned to see Lucy standing with her back against the wall, her eyes on his cock, her cheeks flushed.  
 
    “I sort of forgot you were still here,” Lucas said sheepishly.  
 
    Jenny ignored Lucy, her eyes on his cock, she climbed to her knees and moved towards it, drawn like a moth to a flame. She took his cock in her mouth. It felt good, the wet warmth,. Lucas stroked her hair.  
 
    Lucy continued to stand with her back against the wall, ogling them.  
 
    Seeing the desire in her eyes, Lucas beckoned at her to approach him. She did with steely steps. Once within reach, Lucas took her hand and pulled her onto the bed. He kissed her on the lips. A gentle kiss.  
 
    Jenny, who was sucking his cock, looked up and frowned. “Hey. This is my turn. You can’t-”  
 
    Lucas grabbed her by the back of her head and shoved his cock in her mouth, pressing it deep, causing her to gurgle. Despite the roughness, she continued to stare up at him, eyes narrow, not happy.  
 
    Lucas ignored it and began to fuck her mouth, driving his cock in and out, he lifted his foot and rubbed it against her pussy.  
 
    Despite herself, Jenny couldn’t hide the signs of pleasure she felt. Her body squirmed at the sensations. She resumed the sucking of his cock, her look of annoyance gone. Lucas stopped rubbing his foot against her dripping cunt and instead focused on Lucy.  
 
    She looked nervous up close. He kissed her once more, longer this time, deeper, until he felt her body relax. And then, he pulled back and focused on her body. She was cute and curvy, if not insanely hot like Jenny. 
 
    Lucas unbuttoned her blouse. The sides parted to show her lacy bra. Lucy slid the blouse down her arms and let it hit the floor. She unbuckled the strap on her bra, her breasts bouncing as they came free.  
 
    Lucas took her in, her naked breasts.  
 
    It was half the fun, undressing someone for the first time, taking them in.  
 
    He reached for her skirt and pulled it down. She was wearing pink panties, so slim, it could have been mistaken for a thong. Lucas grabbed it by the waist band and pulled it up. He watched with fascination as the gusset thinned, almost vanishing inside Lucy’s pussy lips.  
 
    Tiring quickly of the game, he pulled down her panties. Lucy had a large pussy with thick lips. She groaned as he parted them and dug his finger in. It was moist inside. Lucas pulled her in for another deep kiss as he finger fucked her.  
 
    He only stopped as he felt Jenny making progress on sucking his cock. He was close to coming when he pulled away from Lucy. He grabbed Jenny by the hair and pulled her head back.   
 
    She stared up at him, curiosity mixed with annoyance.  
 
    “Don’t you want to come?”   
 
    “I do, but not in your mouth,” he said.  
 
    “My pussy?” Jenny asked, her lips spreading into a somewhat innocent smile.  
 
    Lucas nodded, and the girl let out a squeal of delight.  
 
    He wondered how life had become like this, where a girl as hot as Jenny literally squealed at the thought of taking his cock in her cunt. He knew she wanted to come too, and as much fun as it was sucking on his cock, Jenny wasn’t going to have an orgasm like that.  
 
    But it wasn’t just about giving Jenny an orgasm.  
 
    Lucas felt an animalistic desire rise within him. He pushed Jenny over. She landed on the mattress on her back and bounced once before settling. Lucas parted her legs roughly and her body flinched. He dug his fingers into her cunt and pressed his thumb hard against her clit.  
 
    It had the desired effect. Her body stiffened. “What are you doing?”  
 
    “Showing you who the boss is,” Lucas said. “I don’t want drama anymore. Is that understood?”  
 
    Jenny nodded, but Lucas wasn’t sure if she fully comprehended, or if she was just trying to play along to get what she wanted.  
 
    His cock.  
 
    She wanted his cock.   
 
    That wasn’t going to work out for her exactly as she wanted it.  
 
    He was going to have fun the way he wanted, focusing more on his needs than hers. And right now, what with an animalistic desire coursing through his veins, he was going to fuck her hard and rough.  
 
    Lucas lifted Jenny’s legs above her head, pressing it all the way back onto the headboard. He drove his cock in and grinned as she squealed.  
 
    Leaning down, he grabbed her breasts as handles and began to fuck her hard. The bed rocked beneath them, drowning out her groans, her moans. As he thumped away, his hands tightened their grip on her breasts. Jenny held her hands over his, her fingers dug into them as her body shook with every thrust.  
 
    Lucas came inside her, shooting load after load, he collapsed on top of her, resting his heavy body on hers.  
 
    “Oh my god…” Jenny said, her voice distant. “I think I’m going to walk funny for the rest of the week… but that was so good.”  
 
    Lucas remained resting his body on hers, though his lips spread into a smile. It had been a good fuck, a hard fuck. Just what he needed. He felt spent, but in that good way. Despite it being early morning and him having just woken up, he felt like he could sleep again and for hours too.  
 
    But Lucas didn’t get a chance to sleep.  
 
    He felt a tapping on his back. He lifted his head to be greeted by the pretty sight of Lucy standing naked, staring at him with lustful eyes.  
 
    “Do I get a turn?” she asked.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 14 
 
   
   
   
   
    Later that day, Lucas sat in the kitchen, having finished his lunch, he waited for the others to do the same. Jocelyn was second to finish eating her food. Still being stuck in her ways, of having a servant to do all her cooking and cleaning, she left her plate at the table and stood up to leave.  
 
    Anika, who was sitting beside her, stuck her foot out and tripped the Super.  
 
    It turned out, despite having superpowers, you could still tumble to the ground like every normal human. As the others held back laughs and amused grins, Jocelyn turned onto her bottom and glared at Anika. 
 
    A glare that Anika met equally.  
 
    Her nostrils flaring, Jocelyn held out her only hand and pointed it at Anika.  
 
    Everyone in the kitchen knew what her superpower was. She could fire wooden spikes from her palm. The spikes moved at such speed that, from where she sat on her bottom in the kitchen floor, she could kill Anika before anyone could do anything to stop her.  
 
    There was a tense atmosphere in the kitchen as everyone waited to see what would happen, if Jocelyn would do it.  
 
    Jocelyn lowered her hand, her teeth gritted. “What the hell did you do that for?” 
 
    “Who do you think is going to wash your dishes?” came Anika’s flat response.  
 
    Jocelyn climbed to her feet, still staring daggers at Anika, she picked up her plate and took it to the sink. She did an awful job of washing it. Lucas wondered if she did that on purpose, or if she really had been so pampered over the past five years that she’d forgotten how to do the basics.  
 
    “Once you’re done with that,” Lucas nodded at the plate in her hand, “Come take a seat. I’ve got something to say.”  
 
    There was a brief pause in the eating of food as all eyes fell on him. And then, a hurry of eating, a clutter of China and cutlery as everyone rushed to finish. When they were done, and the table was empty, all eyes fell on him once more.  
 
    Lucas wondered if he’d built it up too much by asking them to wait. Michelle cleared her throat and smiled at him, a sign he took as her encouraging him to speak. Lucas frowned. He wasn’t shy or afraid to speak to the group.  
 
    “As you all know,” he began, “we went to Vengeance’s house last night. Our plan was to sneak in, find him, kill him. He wasn’t at home. But we did find a bunch of Normies and a Super. All had been injected with his serum. He seems to be able to control them without even being there. We know he has Supers under him, how many he has is anyone’s guess but-” Lucas paused and took a deep breath. He never thought he would be saying the following words. “I think we have an adversary that’s more powerful than Mayor Carcass. We need to take him seriously. We need a plan, and we need to act quickly before the whole town falls.”  
 
    “How much time do you think we have?” Hannah asked.  
 
    Lucas remembered the hundreds of syringes he’d smashed in the lab. Jenny was Vengeance’s first, the first one to be experimented on. That had only been a couple of months ago. The fact that he’d been able to make so many more syringes in such a short time was terrifying.  
 
    “Not much,” Lucas said. “Probably best we assume we have no time at all.”  
 
    “More powerful than Mayor Carcass?” Jocelyn scoffed. “That’s impossible.”  
 
    “I killed Mayor Carcass,” Lucas said, his jaw set. “I think I know what I’m talking about. Vengeance has the potential to be truly terrifying.”  
 
    “…you did kill Mayor Carcass, didn’t you?” Jocelyn said. “How’d you do that?”  
 
    “You killed Mayor Carcass?” Lucy gasped, her face pale.  
 
    “He claims he did,” Jocelyn said. “He’s yet to prove it.”  
 
    “I don’t have time for this conversation,” Lucas muttered. “We need to find a new place to stay. Vengeance knows the location of this house. He will be coming for us, especially after-” Lucas stopped. He was about to say especially after he destroyed all of the Super’s serums, but he stopped himself in time. He’d only told Michelle about the serums, and the fact that he’d brought some back with him. “Especially considering we’ve battled twice in as many days,” he finished. “We need to find a new safe house,” Lucas said.  
 
    “We already have one in Buxworth Town,” Anika pointed out.  
 
    They did have a safe house in Buxworth Town, one they had used when the Red Heads kidnapped the girls from this very house. “Vengeance might know of that safe house. He was here when he moved into it. We’ll have to find another and quick too.”   
 
    Not for the first time, they would be leaving this house behind and going into town. They wouldn’t find anything as nice and comfortable as this in Buxworth. But there was nought to be done about it. The girls left the kitchen to begin packing. Hannah headed upstairs to keep watch in case Vengeance turned up.   
 
    Armed with a sniper, she climbed out of the window and pulled herself onto the roof where she perched her bottom on the slates.   
 
    Being a quick packer and having very little in the way of personal possessions, Lucas set off to find a new safehouse.   
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    Buxworth Town was returning to normality, at least when it came to the number of people out in the streets. There was only so long Normies could stay hidden indoors or out of town.  
 
    The gang war was over or nearing the end. As they drove through the town, Michelle having joined him, they spotted quite a lot of Normies walking around in pairs or more, their clothing bearing the sign of the eagle.  
 
    Lucas supposed that was a positive.  
 
    There would be less blood shed in the streets.  
 
    They drove around town at a leisurely pace, scoped a few nondescript streets and stopped in front of houses that seemed unoccupied but at the same time were liveable.  
 
    The first couple they entered were a complete mess inside. In one, the ceiling had begun to leak at some point and every room was damp. It smelled like a dumpster too. The other was infested with cats.  
 
    After driving some more, they found an empty property near the town square. It was a three bedroom property. It had a front drive and a good sized garden at the back that had growing in it two large pear trees, an apple tree and a cherry tree. There was also a pond with Tilapia swimming in it – an interesting find.  
 
    It was a terraced house. The property to the left was nothing but a bunch of rubble, evidence of having taken a direct hit during The Strikes of 2015. The property on the right was fine. Externally. Lucas popped in to take a look. There were now seven people living together. Two houses would be ideal.  
 
    But the house was a no-go. There was something decomposing in the living room. Some sort of beast, the likes of which Lucas had never seen or even read about.  
 
    It had two heads…  
 
    Lucas didn’t bother to tell Michelle about the strange alien corpse resting in the property beside theirs. They had enough on their plates as it was. Though Lucas couldn’t help but wonder… two heads? What sort of creature had two heads?  
 
    A mutated one…  
 
    Was it surprising there were mutated creatures?  
 
    Supers were a form of mutants, weren’t they?  
 
    Lucas returned to the middle house, and finding Michelle, they set off back towards their house on the outskirts of Buxworth Town. The girls should have packed by now. As they drove, Lucas kept an eye out for cars parked by the side of the road. It wouldn’t hurt to have another vehicle. 
 
    Most were obviously damaged. Parked by the side of the road, some were completely crunched, as if an elephant had slept on it. Others had windows smashed, doors riddled with bullet holes. A couple seemed fine, but when they stopped to take a look, both had missing engines.  
 
    “We could always take one that passes us?” Lucas volunteered, after checking the third car that seemed fine only to find it did not turn on. Dead battery.   
 
    “From the Normies?” Michelle asked, eyes wide. “Have they not suffered enough?”  
 
    “We could take it from a gang member,” Lucas said.  
 
    He glanced down the road at the approaching BMW 3 Series, its windows tinted.  
 
    The car slowed as it passed them.  
 
    Through the tinted windows, Lucas could make out a guy staring at them, a guy who seemed to be wearing shades. He grinned at the thought of someone sitting in a tinted car and wearing sunglasses.  
 
    The car passed them, only to stop and reverse.  
 
    “Here we go,” Lucas said, his hand slid inside his coat where it held the cold and comforting grip of his 9mm pistol.  
 
    The door to the BMW opened and a guy carrying an assault rifle in hand stepped out.  
 
    “How can I help you?” Lucas asked.  
 
    The guy wasn’t alone in the car. There was a girl in the driver’s seat, and two more seated in the back. They remained in the car, not even looking out, completely uninterested by this possible confrontation.  
 
    The guy glanced at their car parked by the side of the road. He nodded at it. “Where’d you get it?”  
 
    “Stole it from some gang,” Micelle replied. She was wearing a summery dress, just about passable in the autumn month, it didn’t leave any space to hide potential weapons. 
 
    The guy took her in, thinking as much, he noticed Lucas’s hand hiding inside his coat. “You’re not Supers,” the guy said, confident.  
 
    “Are you sure?” Michelle asked.  
 
    The guy nodded. “You’re holding a gun inside your coat.”  
 
    “Yup,” Lucas nodded back, grinning. It had been awhile since he’d had to go up against a competent Normie.  
 
    “Supers don’t carry guns, hence, you’re both Normies,” he continued, now apparently showing off his deductive skills, which would normally have been accurate. “This area is now ruled by the Flying Eagles gang,” he said.  
 
    “I don’t care which stupid gang thinks it’s ruling this town,” Michelle growled, unhappy the guy had discounted her as a threat. “Once I become Mayor, I’m going to kick you all out.”  
 
    The guy frowned. “Once you become Mayor?” he repeated. “Only Supers become Mayors and-” he stopped and really stared at Michelle.  
 
    She was a pretty girl. She wore a bright flowery summer dress that came down to her knees. To match with them, she wore white Reeboks. There was nothing about her to suggest he should be worried.    
 
    “That your bitch?” he asked. “Cuz if she is, you need to leash her,” he grinned and looked back, as if seeking approval from those still seated in the BMW. But if they even heard his remark, they certainly didn’t care.  
 
    Lucas sighed. “Dude, you’re probably going to die now. She’s a Super. She’s the one that killed Mayor Carcass.”  
 
    “Fuck off,” the guy scoffed.  
 
    “It’s true,” Lucas said. He took his hand out of his coat pocket, letting go of the gun. “We’re going to need the car,” he said.  
 
    It turned out the girl sitting in the front of the BMW car was listening to their conversation. She turned her head sharply, a gun in her hand, she pointed it loosely in his direction. Lucas didn’t enjoy being shot at. He doubted anyone really did. But normal Supers, they could take a bullet much better than he could.  
 
    Despite that, he didn’t flinch at the sight of the gun, nor did he move to take cover.  
 
    The gang member stood uncertainly, his eyes shifted from Michelle to Lucas before he glanced back. As he stared at the girl seated in the driver’s seat, an understanding passed between them. When he turned once more to face them, Lucas could see the uncertainty in his eyes was no longer there.  
 
    He’d made his mind up.  
 
    There was going to be a fight.  
 
    The gang member was quick to pull the trigger. Lucas could almost admire him. If the situation were reversed, he would have done the same. Except, he would have fired at Michelle, who had a higher chance of being a Super, based on the fact she was confident as fuck for a girl with no visible weapons. 
 
    The gang member didn’t make that choice. He fired at Lucas.  
 
    The bullets struck him across the chest, but on his bullet proof coat. Lucas fell back and hit the ground. Beside him, Michelle’s hands blazed blue. The gang member turned to her, eyes wide in horror, he realised his mistake, realised the real threat.  
 
    But it was too late.  
 
    A ball of blue struck him on the chest and sent flying over the car. There was a scramble in the BMW as all of those inside suddenly realised the danger. But Michelle wasn’t done. She shot another two balls of blue at the car and sent it toppling over, Normies still inside.  
 
    Lucas climbed to his feet, wincing from the pain his chest felt. “Stop,” he grumbled, as Michelle readied to fire another round. He grabbed her by the wrists and lowered her hands. “Jesus,” he muttered, as he felt her body shaking with fury. “Calm down.”  
 
    Normally, telling an angry person to calm down was the worst thing to do. But in this case, it actually worked. Michelle did calm down. Her fists unclenched; the blue faded away. Her breathing returned to normal.    
 
    She pulled her hands free from his grip and turned to face him, her face tight, her hair tussled. “That asshole didn’t even look at me!” she fumed.  
 
    “The guy you just blasted over the car?” Lucas asked. “Pretty sure he checked you out,” he commented.  
 
    “That’s not how I want to be noticed,” Michelle growled. “I’m a fucking Super!”  
 
    Lucas nodded at the overturned car and the Normies that struggled to scramble out of it. “They definitely know you’re a Super now,” he muttered.  
 
    He went to help them, extending his hand for the girl that had been driving the car. She glanced up at him, fear in her eyes, she took it tentatively before her grip tightened. Lucas pulled her to her feet and pushed her back against the tipped car.  
 
    He scanned her for injuries, and satisfied she was fine, he let go of her and stepped back.  
 
    “Lucas,” the girl muttered. “You’re Lucas, aren’t you?”  
 
    It wasn’t often Lucas was surprised. But this was one of those times. He leaned forward and stared at the girl. Dark eyes, pale face, red hair. Hannah had red hair, but this wasn’t Hannah, he was sure of that.  
 
    “Do I know you?”  
 
    The girl shook her head.  
 
    “How do you know my name?”  
 
    “You’re famous,” the girl replied.  
 
    “He is?” Michelle asked, coming to stand by him, her shoulder rubbed against his as her arms folded across her chest. “What about me?” she asked. “Am I famous too?”  
 
    “Uh-” the girl hesitated, knowing the reputation Supers had, and having already had her car blasted upside down.  
 
    “Well?” Michelle snapped. “I either am, or I’m not. Which one is it?”  
 
    “Uh… you might be?” the girl said, wincing in anticipation of being hurt. When no balls of blue struck her, she asked “Are uh… are you Michelle?”  
 
    “I am… How’d you know?” she murmured. 
 
    The girl slapped across the arm one of her crew members standing beside her. “Get me the poster,” she snapped.  
 
    The guy dropped to his knees and poked his head through the smashed window of the upside down car. Rummaging inside, he found the aforementioned poster and gave it to the girl, who then passed it to Michelle, doing a curtsey in the process.  
 
    Michelle took the poster and stared at it. “Fuck me,” was her response.  
 
    “Yeah, sure. Tonight?” Lucas said, grinning.  
 
    “Really?” Michelle frowned. “You’ve got girls throwing themselves at you, and you pretend like they don’t exist? Yet you make that sort of joke like you’re some desperate creep?” 
 
    “Give me that,” Lucas muttered, snatching the poster off her hands. 
 
    There was a picture of him on it.  
 
    An artist’s impression of him, sure, but it was damned accurate.  
 
    Standing beside him was a girl. The only way to describe her was to say, she looked very much like a Superhero, one drawn by a fifteen year old. A fifteen year old virgin.  
 
    She had large tits. Her nipples showed through the skimpy top she wore. She had an hourglass figure, and she wore a skirt that caved in to show the lines of her pussy.  
 
    She did have red hair and a splatter of freckles across her cheeks. That was about the only resemblance the image had with Michelle.  
 
    Written at the top of the page was the word WANTED. And following that were two names, Lucas and Michelle.  
 
    “We’re wanted?” Lucas asked.  
 
    “Yup,” the gang member said, nodding grimly. “Wanted by Mayor Vengeance.”  
 
    “He’s already won?” Michelle asked, her face pale, her body tilted back.  
 
    Lucas rushed to grab hold of her as she fell back. Her skin now rivalled Casper, the reputably friendly ghost. He lay her on the ground. “It’s gonna be okay.”  
 
    “Is it?” Michelle asked. “Is it really going to be okay?” 
 
    Lucas met her eyes and saw the terror in them. The easiest thing to do would have been to lie. To say that yes, everything was going to be fine.  
 
    But he didn’t believe it. Not this time. This was Mayor Carcass, but apparently with a fucking brain and the ability to move with insane speed. Mayor Carcass was arrogant, and that was his downfall.  
 
    But Vengeance? 
 
    Sure, the fucker was a creep.  
 
    But he was a smart creep.  
 
    They were going up against a Super that matched them mentally, probably one that may even exceed them. The guy had created his own fucking serum that gave him complete power over Normies and Supers. And now he had defeated both Carnage and Trident, Supers that had considerable support behind them. 
 
    He’d done it overnight too.   
 
    How could they compete against that?  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 15 
 
   
   
   
   
    Michelle sat in the Mercedes GLE, following after Lucas as he drove the BMW. They had decided to take the gang members car. Once turned over, though the windows were shattered and the doors bore dents, the engine still worked. The car moved forward. And to be fair, it didn’t look much out of place in Buxworth Town.  
 
    Buxworth Town, now under the command of Mayor Vengeance. 
 
    They had underestimated Vengeance.  
 
    The guy went from being a creep, to being the most powerful Super in town. He had the potential to become the most powerful Super in the country. Even the world if there was a world out there. That was a terrifying thought. If they didn’t stop him soon, as in immediately, it was over.  
 
    He was still a creep.  
 
    Lucas was right.  
 
    They should have killed him when they had the chance.  
 
    Back then, Michelle had been far too naïve. You couldn’t just kill someone, she had protested.  
 
    Was she any different now? 
 
    The answer was no.  
 
    Fucking Jocelyn.  
 
    The bitch knew it, proved it.  
 
    Jocelyn refused to help her, despite Michelle’s best efforts.   
 
    Lucas spent a few minutes alone with Jocelyn and she told him everything.  
 
    Michelle needed to be ruthless. Even more than Lucas. He still had lines he wouldn’t cross. In a world of Mayor Carcass, that might have been fine. But he needed to adapt. He needed to beat Vengeance at his own game.  
 
    But Lucas wouldn’t do that, couldn’t take that next step.  
 
    As the car pulled into the driveway of their house, Michelle had made her mind up.  
 
    She was going to go that extra step.  
 
    She jumped out of the car and took Lucas by the arm. “Come on. We need to get you inside and checked out.”  
 
    “For what?” Lucas asked, as she dragged him into the house.  
 
    “You got shot, remember?”  
 
    “Bulletproof vest. I’m fine.”  
 
    “No, you’re not,” Michelle said. She sat him down in the living room and tugged at his long coat. “Let’s get this off.”  
 
    Lucas stood up and pulled his coat off. It was his shirt that came next. He had a little bruising on his chest. He was right. It was minor stuff, especially when compared to the literal hole he had in his chest earlier.  
 
    But Michelle pushed him back down onto the sofa. Her hand rested on his hard chest and she sighed. It was bad enough he was so handsome, but did he have to have such a body too? Worse still, she had to share him with a bunch of girls.  
 
    “Hannah,” Michelle called out. “Lucas has been shot… again,” she added with a grin.  
 
    Lucas stared at her, perplexed. “I’m fine!”  
 
    There was a rumble on the stairs as a bunch of feet rushed down. It wasn’t just Hannah. It was all of them. Hannah, Anika, Jocelyn, Jenny and Lucy. As the girls surrounded him, fussing over his minor injuries, Michelle reached into Lucas’s coat pocket and felt around.  
 
    She found the serums and took out three pairs. She placed his coat on the sofa opposite and grabbed Jocelyn by the arm. The Super didn’t protest as Michelle dragged her out of the house and into the Mercedes.  
 
    “Where are we going?” Jocelyn asked.  
 
    Michelle hadn’t decided yet. She just needed to get the girl away from the house long enough to make it work. She pounded down the driveway with speed, coming to the end, the car wheels screeched as she turned.  
 
    “Chill out!” Jocelyn protested. She reached for the belt and fastened it. “What?” she asked, noticing Michelle stare at her. “Just because I wont die from a car crash doesn’t mean it won’t fucking hurt like hell!”  
 
    They drove for ten minutes down the motorway, heading in the direction of Buxworth Town. Michelle took an earlier exit and pulled into a side road. Now surrounded by fields on both sides with not a house in sight, she brought the car to a halt.  
 
    “Well, this is intriguing,” Jocelyn grinned. “If I didn’t know you better, I’d be worried.”  
 
    “This won’t hurt much,” Michelle said. Serum in hand, she stabbed Jocelyn’s arm and pushed down on the syringe’s plunger. 
 
    “What the fuck,” Jocelyn said, her eyes wide in alarm, she pulled her arm back, but not before the contents had entered her blood stream. “What did you just do?”  
 
    Michelle ignored Jocelyn and injected herself with the partner serum. As it entered her blood stream, she felt a coolness wash over her.  
 
    “What did you do?” Jocelyn repeated, her face twisting in rage. “What the fuck did you do!? Michelle!?”  
 
    “You belong to me now,” Michelle said. “It had to be done. Vengeance is too powerful. We can’t afford to make mistakes. We can’t afford weak links.”  
 
    “I’m a weak link?” Jocelyn asked, her face contorting with further rage.  
 
    “I didn’t mean it physically. But you’re definitely not loyal.”  
 
    Jocelyn stared at her arm, at the point where the needle had penetrated her skin. Her superpowers had healed the miniature dot.  
 
    “No,” Jocelyn shook her head. “I don’t believe it. This isn’t happening to me. I don’t belong to anyone.”  
 
    Jocelyn opened the car door and ran out into the fields.  
 
    Feeling calm and in control, Michelle stepped out and walked around the car to lean against it. She watched Jocelyn run, watched her frame shrink until she was no more than a blip in the sea of green and yellow. And then, that blip began to grow.  
 
    Jocelyn was walking back.  
 
    Had it worked already? Michelle felt no different than she did before. She didn’t feel a connection with Jocelyn, didn’t feel a power over her.  
 
    Jocelyn stopped a few feet away from Michelle, her shoulders slumped, she stared at the ground, defeated.  
 
    “Raise your hand,” Michelle said.  
 
    Jocelyn looked up at her, eyes narrowed, confused. Her hand rose slowly. She turned to stare up at it, skin now ghostly pale.  
 
    Was that enough of a test, Michelle wondered. She should test her more, shouldn’t she? What else could she get the girl to do? Being in the middle of nowhere, surrounded by fields, her options were somewhat limited.  
 
    Make her strip naked, a voice in Michelle’s head suddenly said. It’s what she would have done to you, the voice continued. 
 
    It was a sure way to find out if it had really worked. Jocelyn considered herself a dominate. She would never strip naked at someone else’s command. Not unless she had no choice in the matter.  
 
     “Take your clothes off,” Michelle mumbled. 
 
    “What?”  
 
    Michelle cleared her throat. Her voice had come out weak, barely audible. “Strip naked,” she said, this time with much more force.  
 
    There was brief hesitation on Jocelyn’s face, followed by a visible internal struggle as her face crunched, as her lips trembled. And then, there was a deep sigh.  
 
    Jocelyn began to strip.  
 
    Her clothes came off quickly and she stood naked in the middle of the field, staring down at the ground, her arm cut off at the elbow was pressed against her breasts, whilst her hand covered her pussy.  
 
    This was interesting.  
 
    “Are you suddenly shy?” Michelle asked.  
 
    Jocelyn nodded her head meekly, still staring down at the ground. Michelle walked towards the girl, feeling in power, feeling emboldened. She knew why Jocelyn liked to dominate. That sense of having complete power over another human, it was a rush.  
 
    And this was complete power.  
 
    Michelle felt like a predator surveying her prey as she circled the meek and naked Jocelyn. She grabbed the girl’s arm and pulled it down to expose her breasts. As Jocelyn’s body vibrated with nerves, Michelle grabbed the girl’s nipples and squeezed.  
 
    Jocelyn’s body flinched, but she continued to stare down at the ground.  
 
    “Look at me,” Michelle commanded.  
 
    Jocelyn obeyed. Raising her head, their eyes met. Michelle tightened her grip on Jocelyn’s breasts. She saw the pain in the girl’s eyes. But her lips remained sealed as she suffered in silence.  
 
    “Who do you belong to?”  
 
    “…you,” came the response. “I belong to you, Michelle,” Jocelyn whispered.  
 
    Michelle let go of Jocelyn’s nipples. As the blood rushed back in, Jocelyn let out a groan. But she did nothing to ease her pain. She remained standing at attention like a good slave.   
 
    It had worked.  
 
    Michelle felt her chest thumping.  
 
    It had worked.  
 
    And there were no noticeable side effects. She felt perfectly great, perfectly normal. Now, all she needed to do was find a few strong Supers to control and she would be ready to attack Vengeance.  
 
    She could do it all on her own too, with Lucas being none the wiser.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 16 
 
   
   
   
   
    An hour later, Michelle was executing stage two of her plan. She’d gotten Jocelyn to name the location of a few Supers, powerful ones that had already pledged their allegiance to either Carnage of Trident. But with both of those Supers now out of the game thanks to Vengeance, Michelle planned to grab their followers and make them her own before Vengeance did. 
 
    The Super they were driving towards now had named himself Spikes.  
 
    It wasn’t the most conventional of Super names.  
 
    Spikes didn’t exactly inspire fear into people.  
 
    The name was more associated with annoyances.  
 
    Like hedgehogs.  
 
    Or thorn bushes.  
 
    His power was to shoot out spikes from all across his body. Like a bomb. He could be really useful if they were surrounded by a large number of enemies.  
 
    “What if Vengeance has already gotten to him?” Jocelyn asked, her voice quiet, timid. She sat with her knees pressed against her chest, her arms hugging her lower limbs.  
 
    “We’ve talked about this, Jocelyn,” Michelle said. “We chose Spikes for a reason. He isn’t the most powerful of Supers about. Vengeance won’t go after him straight away.”  
 
    “But what if he’s turned?”  
 
    “Turned?” Michelle asked. “They’re not fucking vampires,” she added. “You’re not a vampire.”  
 
    Jocelyn persisted still. “What if he’s been injected though?”  
 
    “Then we fight him, and if we have to kill him, we do,” Michelle said.  
 
    Staring at the road ahead, Michelle could still see Jocelyn from the corner of her eye. She was afraid. This wasn’t the Jocelyn of old, the Jocelyn that took on Lucas, not worrying at all about the consequences of being fired at, at having bombs thrown at her.  
 
    Had the serum done that to her? Had it turned her into a coward?  
 
    Michelle felt a sinking feeling deep inside her. She knew injecting someone with the serum was morally wrong. Taking control of their life, literally owning them in a way that took away their power, of course it was wrong.  
 
    But in this world, you had to do some wrong. And she figured she would never abuse the power. Jocelyn would be fine so long as she behaved, didn’t try and stab them in the back.  
 
    It wasn’t supposed to change her mentally…  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    * * * 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    “This it?” Michelle asked.  
 
    Jocelyn nodded.  
 
    Michelle walked up the path. Standing by the door, she turned and looked back. “Are you coming?”  
 
    “Yes… yes, of course,” Jocelyn hurried to join Michelle, her face pale, her lips quivering.  
 
    “What the hell happened to you?” Michelle hissed. “Why are you so afraid?”  
 
    “Because we could die?” Jocelyn muttered. “I don’t want to die.”  
 
    “You weren’t like this before. What’s gotten into you?”  
 
    “I’ve never wanted to die,” Jocelyn protested. “Which idiot wants to die?”  
 
    “But you used to be brave,” Michelle muttered. “I remember the way you charged at Lucas. Didn’t seem to care much about dying back then.”  
 
    “Had I known Normies could be as frightening as Lucas, I would never have run after him,” Jocelyn hissed.   
 
    Michelle, who was about to knock on the door, completely forgot about that as she stared at Jocelyn.  
 
    The serum hadn’t changed her mentally.  
 
    She had always been a coward.  
 
    When she attacked Lucas, she did it because he was a Normie, and in her eyes, Normies weren’t to be afraid of because they were weak and pitiful.  
 
    “You’re something else, you know that?” Michelle said. “Like, seriously… you’re a horrible Super.”  
 
    “Oh, and you’re a fucking angel, aren’t you? You just injected me with the serum. You made me your slave.”  
 
    “I wouldn’t have done it to you if you weren’t such a fucking bitch. You’d backstab us the first chance you get,” Michelle huffed.  
 
    “Oh, fuck you. You’re not better than me,” Jocelyn raged.  
 
    In her anger, she raised her only hand and held it open. A black hole began to appear in her palm. Any second now and a spike would shoot out from it.  
 
    But Jocelyn’s hand began to waver. And then, she retracted it and lowered her gaze.  
 
    “I’m sorry,” she said, now staring at her feet.  
 
    The girl still had her anger and her high and mightiness. “The serum hasn’t changed who you are,” Michelle observed.  
 
    “I think it might have some,” Jocelyn murmured. “I still have my pride but… there’s a desire in me to please you. And it seems to be growing stronger… I’m sorry about earlier,” she said quickly. “I wasn’t going to attack you.”  
 
    “I wasn’t worried,” came Michelle’s curt response. “I can handle you with ease.”  
 
    Jocelyn nodded, a glazed look in her eyes. “Yes… you can, can’t you?”  
 
    It was as if the girl was having an epiphany, suddenly realising that Michelle was the stronger Super. If the serum had the effect of removing a person’s ego from clouding their judgement, so the better.  
 
    Michelle turned to face the door and knocked on the wood.   
 
    She didn’t have a plan on how to proceed once she met with Spikes. She could catch him by surprise, stab him with the syringe the second he opened the door? That would be the safest thing to do. But could she do it?  
 
    There was every chance he wasn’t an asshole. Maybe he would join her side voluntarily?  
 
    The door opened surprisingly quickly and a head popped out through the gap. “I was wondering when you girls would finish your arguing and get on to the pressing matter of knocking on my door.”  
 
    “You heard all of that?” Michelle asked, her face beginning to pale as her mind raced to remember her conversation with Jocelyn. Had she given away what she was here for? Had she mentioned the serum, and if so, in what context?  
 
    “I did,” the guy said. “I thought you two would battle it out.” His gaze fell on Jocelyn and her missing arm. “I can see why you didn’t though. Fuck me girl, you’re a disabled Super,” he roared out a laugh. “Well, come on in then.”  
 
    He left the door open and disappeared down the corridor.  
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 17 
 
   
   
   
   
    Lucas stood in the basement of his home on the outskirts of Buxworth Town with his hands resting on his waist. He felt some sadness rise within him. He’d spent a lot of time in this room, working through his problems by not really working through them and instead punching a bag, or running really fast. It was probably unhealthy in the long term, mentally, at least. It was fantastic physically.  
 
    He was going to miss this place.  
 
    This wouldn’t be the first time he’d moved away from this house. He’d taken refuge in a safe house in Buxworth before, when the Red Heads gang broke his front door and kidnapped Jenny and Anika.  
 
    He’d managed to deal with the Red Heads and return to this house. This home.  
 
    He’d found this place a week after the death of his dad. Although his father had never been in this house, Lucas somehow felt it connected to him. Maybe it was the longevity. This house had been the most constant thing in his life since The Strikes. It was a formidable house of brick and mortar. It had a large garden and a basement full of weapons.  
 
    His dad had always seemed formidable to Lucas. He was a big burly man. The strongest in the world, in Lucas’s eyes.  
 
    Until the Super Mayor Carcass punched him to death in a single strike.  
 
    Lucas felt a tear bubble in his left eye. He brushed it away and focused on the weapons before him. As he handled the assault rifle, he wondered if he was losing his touch.  
 
    He imagined, not so long ago, he would have questioned Michelle’s motives when she showed concern for him. He was wearing a bullet proof coat. And more than that, he was a Super. Of sorts. He’d survived a literal hole being torn through his chest.  
 
    He should have doubted her motives some when she fussed over him, when she pulled his coat off, when she stared at the minor bruises on his chest, and then still called the girls down, announcing he had been shot again.  
 
    Again.  
 
    It wasn’t like he got shot a lot.  
 
    And now, she was gone. Along with Jocelyn, the Mercedes car, and three pairs of the serum.  
 
    Lucas checked his coat pocket as soon as he realised she had dashed off. He knew why. She was going to use the serums. Why had she taken Jocelyn with her? Was she going to use the serum on the Super, or was she going to use Jocelyn’s knowledge to find more Supers to turn to her side?  
 
    It was a desperate act.  
 
    But after today, Lucas was finding the idea of forcing Supers to join their group a little less controversial. Vengeance had changed the rules of the game.  
 
    Lucas pointed the rifle towards the boxing bag and stared through the scope. He really hoped Michelle knew what the hell she was doing. 
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    Michelle sat in Spikes living room, a drink in hand, she held it awkwardly as the Super sat opposite her on a stool.  
 
    A foot away.  
 
    She smiled at him.  
 
    He smiled back.  
 
    He didn’t have a great smile.  
 
    She felt uneasy.  
 
    “Well, go on then,” Spikes said. “What are you here for?”  
 
    Down to business.  
 
    Finally, Michelle thought. “Right, so, we were wondering if you would like to join myself, Jocelyn, and a few other Supers in supporting me running for Mayor of this town.” God, she would have made a terrible salesperson, if that were still a thing.  
 
    “You and how many others?” Spikes asked.  
 
    “A few,” Michelle said. Truth was, so far, she had one other Super not including Jocelyn.  
 
    “How many?” Spikes persisted.  
 
    “Five,” Michelle lied.  
 
    “That’s it?” Spikes frowned. “You want to go up against Vengeance with five Supers? Do you know how many he has on his side?”  
 
    Michelle shook her head.  
 
    “More than twenty!”  
 
    Fuck. That was a lot. “We’ve got some very capable… Normies… on our side too,” Michelle said.  
 
    She hated that word.  
 
    Normies.  
 
    It had a bad connation to it.  
 
    Negative.  
 
    “Normies?” Spikes asked. He glanced at Jocelyn as his lips spread into a wide smile. “She’s fucking kidding me, right?”  
 
    Jocelyn shook her head. “One of them is pretty capable,” she said, her voice begrudging. “His name’s Lucas. He killed Mayor Carcass.”  
 
    “The guy from the poster?” Spikes asked. “He’s for real?” and when Michelle nodded, Spikes rubbed his palms together. “Well fuck me, I’d love to meet Michelle. A hottie like that… they don’t come around every day.”  
 
    Michelle felt her cheeks begin to colour. “I’m Michelle.”  
 
    Spikes frowned. “You don’t look anything like the girl from the picture.”  
 
    “No girl looks like that girl in the picture,” Michelle hissed. “Women don’t just have arses that big, legs that long and tits that size!”  
 
    Spikes, who had been sitting pretty close to her on his stool, leaned back a little, his lips curled, he frowned. “There are some girls about that look like that. Otherwise he wouldn’t have drawn it, would he? He had to have seen it somewhere.”  
 
    You’re a fucking idiot, Michelle thought as she glared at him. “Are you going to join us or what?”  
 
    “I don’t got a choice, do I?” Spikes replied. “It’s either join you or be a mindless slave to Vengeance. I don’t know if you’ve heard, but he’s got some kind of serum that turns Supers into his slaves.”  
 
    “We’ve heard,” Michelle muttered. But then she smiled brightly. “Great to you have you on the team.”  
 
    Spikes raised his drink. “Cheers to that,” he said.  
 
    Michelle clinked her glass against his and took a sip of her drink. It tasted like mulled wine. A little thick. Like something else had been mixed in it.  
 
    “What is this?” she asked, as she raised the glass to her lips for another sip.  
 
    “Wine,” Spikes said. “But it’s got a drug in it that’s going to knock you out soon.”  
 
    “What?” 
 
    Spikes nodded and moved back. “I’m already on Vengeance’s side.”  
 
    The glass fell out of Michelle’s hand and hit the carpet. She climbed to her feet, her hands blazed blue, she felt good, not affected yet.  
 
    “I- I don’t f-feel to good,” Jocelyn said. Her eyes lolled as she tipped onto her side and fell back onto the sofa.  
 
    “You’re going to pay for this,” Michelle growled.  
 
    Raising her blue fists, she made a thrusting motion in Spikes’ direction.  
 
    Normally, a ball of blue would have shot forward and struck him on the chest, sending him flying back, crashing into the wall with such force, his body would have felt like it had just been through a compactor.  
 
    A blue ball did shoot out from her hand.  
 
    But it only made it a foot from where she stood before it hit the ground weakly, leaving a dark mark on the carpet.  
 
    “No… no…” Michelle whispered. “This isn’t happening.”  
 
    Spikes climbed to his feet. At five and a half feet, he wasn’t exactly a tall guy. But as Michelle felt her head spin, as her legs weakened and she fell back, he suddenly seemed to tower over her.  
 
    The last thing she saw before her eyes closed to welcome the darkness was Jocelyn.  
 
    The girl was on the floor where she lay on her side facing Michelle. Her eyes were open but there was no one home.    
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 18 
 
   
   
   
   
    Lucas stood at the front of his house, staring down the driveway. He’d been standing there for the past half hour, not out of a genuine hope or expectation. More because he didn’t know what else to do. Michelle had driven off with the large SUV, leaving behind a battered BMW that had its roof crushed thanks to being tipped over. They weren’t going to move many items in that thing.  
 
    “We can’t wait any longer,” Hannah said, as she appeared by the front door.  
 
    Lucas knew as much. Every second they stayed here increased the risk of Vengeance arriving with a large force.  
 
    “How do you want to do this?” Lucas asked as he stared at the BMW.  
 
    It seemed to look worse everything he laid eyes on it.  
 
    “We could cut the roof off?” Hannah suggested. “That’ll let us carry more things.”  
 
    It was something Lucas had already considered doing, and then ruled out. “It would look suspicious. We need to be discreet. We don’t know how many people might be keeping an eye out for us.”  
 
    Vengeance had after all distributed all those wanted posters of himself and Michelle. Whilst her image didn’t bear much resemblance, his was pretty accurate.    
 
    Hannah nodded her understanding. “What’s the plan then?”  
 
    “Let’s move you girls out,” Lucas said. Jenny and Lucy weren’t cut out for this sort of life, battling Supers and gangs. With the possibility of Vengeance making an appearance at any moment, the girls needed to be shifted to the safe house immediately. “I’ll come back for the stuff.”  
 
    With that decided, Hannah went back inside to let the girls know they were to get ready to move. Lucas turned his attention back towards the trees that grew on either side of the road that led out of the property.  
 
    “Where the hell are you?” he muttered.  
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    There was a brief scramble to sit in the front seat of the car, a scramble surprisingly won by Hannah and not Anika. The redhead was becoming more assertive whilst Anika it seemed, was losing a little of her dominant edge.  
 
    With three girls squashed into the back of a battered car, Lucas put his foot down. He reached their destination in Buxworth Town in record time. As he pulled the car up on the side of the road, a small part of him hoped to see the Mercedes SUV already parked there.  
 
    But there was no sign of the car, or of Michelle and Jocelyn as they entered the house. As the girls explored the terraced property, Lucas carried the luggage from the boot. Most of the contents in the bags were personal belongings, but there were a few weapons too.  
 
    Lucas left the bags in the corridor and headed back towards their former home on the outskirts of town. As he drove, his mind began to wander.  
 
    Michelle had been gone for close to six hours now. The sun was beginning to set. It was always riskier being out and about during the hours of dark in Buxworth. Though Michelle was a capable Super, one of the strongest about, she still had some of that village girl naivety about her. 
 
    She’d been gone for too long now.  
 
    Far too long for a small town like Buxworth, where you could drive from one end to another in under half an hour. Sure, you’d have to put your foot down, fly over bumps and swerve onto pavements to avoid asteroid sized holes, but it could be done.  
 
    The Mercedes was absent on his return to the property on the outskirts of Buxworth Town. Lucas felt a heaviness set into his chest as he walked into the house. If Michelle were missing, if she had been taken by someone, it wouldn’t be easy to find her.  
 
    A lot of his contacts had gone underground, waiting for the battle to end, for there to be a new Mayor. There was a new Mayor now. Vengeance. But the game had changed. He was turning people, Normies and Supers, into slaves.  
 
    When word got out about that, if it hadn’t already, Lucas wondered how many Supers and Normies would stick around in Buxworth Town. What with the risk of being owned completely by that creep, they would surely flood out of the town. And with them, hopes of finding Michelle would disappear too.  
 
    Fuck.  
 
    How had he let this happen?  
 
    Blaming Michelle for her naivety, he had told her about the serums, shown her where they were, then basically let her slip out with them under the guise that he had been injured by bullets, despite being a Super of some sort, and wearing a bullet proof vest.  
 
    Lucas didn’t switch on the lights as he walked down the corridor. The place was so familiar to him, he could have made the journey with his eyes closed. He lifted the trapdoor beneath the stairs and headed down to the basement.  
 
    Focused on achieving his aim with speed, mindful Vengeance could turn up at any moment, Lucas grabbed the already packed bags and headed up the stairs. He filled the boot with the weapons. The car sunk under the weight of the heavy metal and Lucas set off despite having more space.  
 
    The lights in the safe house were on as Lucas pulled up outside. He parked on the street in front of the house and opened the boot. Glancing left and right out of habit, he picked up two of the bags and as he did, the car rose up an inch and more.  
 
    The bags didn’t feel that heavy. It took a moment for Lucas to realise it was his Super strength at work. Not being a traditional Super, sometimes he forgot he was a Super at all.  
 
    He carried the bags to the front of the house and knocked on the door. Lucas heard footsteps approaching and a moment later, Lucy appeared.  
 
    “They’re quite heavy,” Lucas said, as he dropped the bags in the corridor. “You can try and drag them across or… just leave them. I’ll take them up once I’ve got the rest in.”  
 
    Lucas turned and dashed down the front lawn. Arriving at the car, he reached inside the boot to retrieve the final two bags when he stopped and turned.  
 
    Lucy was still standing by the door, completely still. She was wearing a white dress that came down to her knees, and in that moment, a slight breeze sent the dress twirling around her legs before shooting upwards.  
 
    Lucas was old enough to remember the shot of Marilyn Monroe trying to hold her dress down.  
 
    This did not remind him off that.  
 
    It made him think of ghosts.  
 
    He wasn’t sure why.  
 
    It could have been how still Lucy stood, or how pale her face was. Maybe it was a combination of that along with a sense of premonition that something was wrong.  
 
    It was just Lucy standing by the door.  
 
    From behind her, there came no sounds. None at all. Yet, Anika, Jenny and Hannah were all in the house. The lights were on upstairs, but he saw no shadows move across the windows, heard no noises. 
 
    They couldn’t be asleep. Not at this time…  
 
    And Lucy, she was just standing there…  
 
    “What’s wrong?” Lucas asked.  
 
    “There’s someone here to see you,” came her reply.  
 
    Lucas, who was holding onto the bags full of weapons, briefly considered diving into it to stock up on ammunition. He would need it if it were a Super waiting for him inside, or a gang of Normies. He glanced up at the front windows on the first floor. The lights on, but no one about.  
 
    Hostage situation.  
 
    This was some sort of hostage situation. That’s why they let Lucy walk to the front and open the door for him without accompanying her. Unless it was Vengeance and he had injected her with the serum already?  
 
    Lucas was dressed in his long black coat, and it weighed heavy on him. Not enough to tire him, but enough to remind him how heavily armed he already was. He decided against grabbing further ammunition from the bags. It would be useless in a hostage situation, or if Vengeance had already injected them with his serum.  
 
    Lucas followed Lucy into the house, down the corridor and into the living room.  
 
    There was a girl seated on the sofa and she smiled at him as he walked in.  
 
    “You,” Lucas frowned.  
 
    “Malika,” the girl said, holding out her hand.  
 
    Lucas stared at it, his frown deepening. “What the fuck are you doing here?” 
 
    “You know each other?” Lucy asked.  
 
    “She’s the girl we took the BMW from…” Lucas muttered.  
 
    “Stole,” Malika corrected.  
 
    “Should be grateful we didn’t kill you,” Lucas responded. “What are you doing here?”  
 
    “I’ve been sent by our leader, Mistress Laura,” Malika said. “She wants to meet with you.”  
 
    “And what if I don’t want to meet with her?” Lucas asked.  
 
    Malika swallowed nervously; her hand reached down to her waist where a gun was very visibly holstered. “We… we’ve taken your girls to-” she stopped, eyeing him with fear in her eyes, her hand now rested on the gun, though her fingers trembled some. “Mistress Laura just wants to meet,” she finished.  
 
    Malika was afraid.  
 
    If the girls were still in the house, he could have used that to his advantage. A mixture of threats and promises to protect her from this Mistress Laura would have done the trick nicely. But with the girls gone, he had little to use.  
 
    “Fine,” Lucas growled. “I’ll meet Laura. But if she hurts the girls even a bit, I promise you I will kill her, and you, and every other piece of shit in your little gang.”  
 
     Malika’s skin paled, her lips quivered, but she gave him a brave smile. “Right,” she held her hand pointed towards the door. “After you.”  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 19 
 
   
   
   
   
    Michelle opened her eyes to find herself tied to a chair. She was in a darkened room with a light hanging low from the ceiling. It was a small room, no windows, a single door. She pulled her arms against the restraints. Metal chains. Sturdy. But that shouldn’t be a problem for her. She would break through them with ease.  
 
    Her hands began to blaze blue. Soon, that blaze would continue to burn up her arms. The metal chains would melt away.  
 
    Except, holding the force of blue, keeping the blaze in her hands, her fists, she was finding it tiring to do.  
 
    Michelle stopped.  
 
    Her hands returned to their normal colour as she paused for a break. She was unnaturally tired. Thirsty. Her stomach rumbled. Hungry too.  
 
    She was really hungry…  
 
    Really thirsty… 
 
    How long had she been here trapped in this dark and dingy room?  
 
    Panic rising within her, Michelle pulled at her chains. Her hands blazed blue once more but this time, the blue shot up her arms with ferocity. She felt the metal chain loosen. With a final tug, she pulled her arms free. Michelle grabbed the chain fastened around her ankles and tore it apart.  
 
    Angry, she jumped to her feet and marched towards the door. She grabbed the steel bar along the side that worked as a handle. She pulled the door off its hinges and stepped out. There was a set of stairs at the end of the corridor, with doors on either side.  
 
    As Michelle marched towards the stairs, she paused by the first door she passed, suddenly curious. She tried the handle. The door was locked. Still furious, the blue blazed up her arms with ease and Michelle slammed them against the door.  
 
    It fell open and landed inside the room with a thud. There was a girl sitting on a chair, tied to it much like she had been. She jolted awake and stared at Michelle, eyes wide in horror.  
 
    “What’s going on?” the girl asked. Her head moved from side to side as she took in her surroundings. “Who are you? What do you want with me?”  
 
    “I don’t want anything,” Michelle said, her voice weary. “I was in another room just like you.”  
 
    “You managed to break free?” the girl asked as she struggled against her bonds. And then, her eyes fell against the fallen door. “You broke the door,” she mumbled in awe.  
 
    Michelle entered the room and freed the girl, tearing through the chains with ease.  
 
    “Thanks,” the girl said, as she rubbed her wrists. “I’m Roxy.”  
 
    “Michelle,” she replied with a huff as they walked back into the corridor.  
 
    “How did you get here?”  
 
    “I got drugged by a Super named Spikes. Guessing he brought me here. You?”  
 
    “I came to see Vengeance to pledge my support. I think-”  
 
    Michelle stopped at the foot of the stairs and turned to face Roxy. “You came to pledge your support to Vengeance? Why would you do that?”  
 
     “Why wouldn’t I?” Roxy replied, though she stepped back a foot, nerves written across her face. “He won. Better to pledge my support and be on his side before he…” she stopped and felt her wrists, her hands then moved up her arm, frantic. “Oh no… oh no… oh no…”  
 
    “What?”  
 
    “He’s got some sort of serum that turns Supers into his slaves, apparently. Do you think he’s used it on us?”  
 
    Fuck.  
 
    It hadn’t even crossed her mind. Michelle was about to check her arms for marks of being injected. But then, she remembered. She was a Super.  
 
    Roxy, on the other hand, continued to scan her arms for signs.  
 
    “You’re a Super, aren’t you?” Michelle asked.  
 
    “Yes, but this thing works on Supers,” Roxy muttered.  
 
    Michelle waited for the girl to get it, for it to click. And when it didn’t, she muttered. “You’re a Super. Your skin heals?”  
 
    “Oh… yeah,” Roxy stopped searching for needle marks. “How will we know?”  
 
    “We find the bastard and ask, I guess,” Michelle said grimly as she turned and climbed up the stairs.  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    * * * 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    The stairs led up and out of what turned out to be the basement. It was another house they were in, one of a similar size to Lucas’s, the one they had to abandoned. It was a nice house, and in the living room, lying on the sofa, his feet up, was Vengeance.  
 
    He was reading a book.  
 
    He looked almost normal.  
 
    “Have you… have you injected me?” Michelle asked, her voice calm.  
 
    Vengeance didn’t respond. He continued to read his book. Beside her, Roxy tapped her on shoulder. Michelle turned to look at the girl.  
 
    “Do you think he heard you?” she whispered.  
 
    “Yes, he did,” Michelle replied.  
 
    “Why isn’t he replying?”  
 
    Because he doesn’t have to, Michelle thought.  
 
    Vengeance knew he held the power here. And that was a power move. The girls had wandered around the house. There was no one else in it apart from him.  
 
    And yet, he remained calm, lying on the sofa, reading his book.  
 
    Vengeance wasn’t the strongest Super about. He didn’t have any powers that she knew off, though the last time they had battled, he was somehow able to anticipate Lucas’s moves.  
 
    Still, he was no match for her.  
 
    He knew that.  
 
    Still he remained there, sitting calmly, not even bothered. Turned another page. The minutes ticked down. Michelle remained standing by the door as the time passed. She lost track of it. Outside, the light shining in through the window remained constant, as it was throughout much of the day. Her eyes became weary, her lean against the door frame heavy.  
 
    And then, finally, Vengeance closed the book shut with a slam and placed it on the coffee table. He flipped his legs and brought them down, now sitting on the settee, he smiled in their direction.  
 
    Michelle, startled, stood straight, eyes wide, she blinked before rubbing them.  
 
    “Come, sit,” Vengeance said.  
 
    Michelle walked into the room. She stopped as she reached the sofa to Vengeance’s left. Roxy was directly behind her, and the girl bumped into her back.  
 
    “I-I d-didn’t… I just-” she stopped, struggling to process what had just happened.  
 
    It had been like a dream, one where you were occupying the body and feeling its emotions, but not really being in control of the body. Vengeance had told her to come and sit, and Michelle had done so.  
 
    She didn’t recall deciding to walk into the room, to move her feet. It had just happened. Because he had asked her to. And now, confused and afraid, she sat down on the sofa, because he had commanded her to.  
 
    “You’re getting it much quicker than most girls I convert,” Vengeance said, smiling like a creep, his voice appreciative.  
 
    “Convert?” Michelle asked, feeling her nerves flare.  
 
    “My flock,” Vengeance said. “I’m like-” he stopped to think, even stared up at the ceiling before looking at her once more. “Like Jesus,” he decided. “And you’re all my disciples. He had disciples, right?”  
 
    “You’re insane,” Michelle said, her breathing heavy.  
 
    “Careful now, Michelle,” Vengeance said. “You don’t get to talk to your god like that.”  
 
    Vengeance’s misplaced ego, Michelle would have laughed if it weren’t so frightening. She didn’t believe him. At least, a part of her doubted he could control her. All he had done was ask her to sit. Maybe she’d done it on autopilot because it was the polite thing to do. Sit when someone asked you to sit.   
 
    Michelle stood up.  
 
    She did it.  
 
    Though her feet were shaking, she did it.  
 
    And then, her hands began to blaze blue.  
 
    She was going to smash Vengeance’s skull in.  
 
    But the Super didn’t seem worried much. He stared up at her, that creepy grin still on his stupid face.  
 
    “I’m going to smash you into little bits,” Michelle told him.  
 
    There was rage and fury in her voice.  
 
    But there wasn’t confidence.  
 
    It was like she didn’t believe herself. Vengeance didn’t either. He remained seated on the sofa, even lifted his arms to rest on the cushioned back.  
 
    “I’m going to do it,” Michelle repeated, her voice much lower this time, as if she were telling herself only.  
 
    But still, she did not strike him.  
 
    Instead, as she stared at him, she felt her rage begin to fizzle out. And then, he even stopped looking creepy.  
 
    It was happening, wasn’t it?  
 
    The serum was working its way through her body, changing her perception of him, bit by bit. How long before she looked at him and saw what she did when she looked at Lucas?  
 
    Feeling deflated, Michelle dropped onto the sofa, the blaze gone from her hands.  
 
    “It’s time for the initiation,” Vengeance said. He sat up straight and rubbed his hands together. “Take your clothes off. Both of you.”  
 
    It felt like a dream once more as Michelle first pulled off her trainers, then her socks. She paused as her hand reached for the buttons down her dress. Sitting on the floor, Roxy had already mostly stripped. She unbuckled her bra, her breasts spilled out. Lifting her feet up, she pulled her panties down her smooth legs. Completely naked, she climbed to her feet and stood with her hands behind her back, keeping her body on display, her cheeks coloured as she stared at her feet.  
 
    Michelle’s hands began to move once more.  
 
    Robotic.  
 
    She unbuttoned her dress. It slipped down her body and rested by her ankles. She kicked it aside. Standing in her bra and knickers, Vengeance staring at her with appreciative eyes, Michelle had never felt so low before.  
 
    She felt her eyes begin to water. But still, her hands worked like they belonged to someone else. She unbuckled her bra first. Her purple panties followed. When she was done, Michelle stood with her hands behind her back, her pose the same as Roxy’s.  
 
    A gentle breeze swept across the room. It washed across her thighs, across her pussy, causing her to shiver.  
 
    “Alright,” Vengeance said, clapped his hands together. “Let’s get this started. On your backs, girls. Spread those legs wide!”  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 20 
 
   
   
   
   
    Mistress Laura, the leader of the now most powerful gang in Buxworth, lived an hour’s drive from the town. Her house was so far away, it was closer to Ellington than it was to Buxworth.  
 
    Although it might not have been Mistress Laura’s main residence. It would make little sense to take his girls to her main residence, and then invite Lucas over.  
 
    More likely, it was one of many safe houses the Flying Eagles owned.  
 
    The larger gangs had safe houses located all around the town and its outskirts. They needed to have them.  
 
    Supers usually ignored gangs, saw them as a necessity to keep the town running. A lot of the farms, the markets, small factories that produced clothes and such, the car garages, the majority were run by the gangs.  
 
    Supers didn’t mind.  
 
    Most gangs were smart enough to stay out of the Supers way, give them whatever they wanted. But sometimes, just sometimes, they clashed. And when a Super came down on a gang, they came with their Super friends. 
 
    It was destructive.   
 
    So gangs needed lots of safe houses.  
 
    An hour’s drive on the motorway, and finally, Malika turned off and joined a narrow country lane. The hedges grew close on either side, the road twisted and turned, making it hard to see around the bends.  
 
    Malika drove like it was a fucking PlayStation game.  
 
    Lucas remembered those video games… Hella fun. Especially because you could crash into something at a hundred miles an hour and not die.  
 
    That wasn’t the case in real life.  
 
    Lucas actually fastened his seat belt. It wasn’t the done thing anymore, not in this new world. It should be, considering how much more dangerous driving had become.  
 
    They didn’t crash.  
 
    What they did do was pull up to a farmhouse. There was a large barn to the left, and a small cottage to the right.  
 
    “Are they in the barn?” Lucas asked.  
 
    “…the horses are,” Malika said. “Did you want to see them?”  
 
    “Ha-ha,” Lucas said, his voice flat. “Where is Laura?”  
 
    “The cottage,” Malika said, frowning, as if it were the most obvious thing in the world.  
 
    Which it might seem to the normal person. But to Lucas, it wasn’t. Something wasn’t right. “It’s too small,” Lucas said.  
 
    “Is it?” Malika asked, as they walked towards the single floor cottage. “Mistress Laura isn’t fat or anything…” 
 
    “You know what I mean,” Lucas muttered. But then, he stared at her, unsure. “You do know what I mean, right?”  
 
    Malika shook her head genuinely.  
 
    Lucas sighed. He wasn’t going to explain to her. He was supposed to be annoyed at her. More than annoyed. He had spared this girl’s life earlier in the day. Sparing a person’s life was the same as saving it, right?   
 
    He had saved her life.  
 
    And she repaid his kindness by kidnapping his girls and then bringing him to this dingy little cottage. A cottage that couldn’t hide many Normies in it. She was supposed to have tons of Normies around her.   
 
    He was a dangerous guy.  
 
    She knew that, right?  
 
    He was wanted by Vengeance. The most powerful Mayor ever, the guy was having wanted leaflets distributed, that’s how much the fucker feared him.  
 
    So why would she meet with him in this small little cottage?  
 
    He supposed they were soon to find out.  
 
    Malika led them in. It was a nice cottage. The corridor was lit with two wall lamps, the floor was a dark wood and across the ceiling, the wooden beams were exposed.  
 
    Sitting in the living room was Mistress Laura.  
 
    She seemed to take her name quite seriously.  
 
    She was dressed much like a dominatrix would, wearing leather pants that hugged the shape of her legs, the curves of her hips. She matched it with a red corset. Laura rose to her feet as he entered the room, showing off heels so high, she was as tall as him.   
 
    “So, you’re the great Lucas,” she smiled and then circled around him.  
 
    Great? Lucas wondered, as he turned his head around, watching her as she ogled him. “I suppose I am… and you’re the great… Mistress Laura?”  
 
    “Oh, you’re too kind, Lucas,” Laura said, as she came to stand before him. “But I’m not that great. Sure, the leader of the most powerful gang in Buxworth at the moment, but not quite great.”  
 
    Was she humble bragging? She had to be humble bragging, right? “Gangs rise and fall all the time,” Lucas said.  
 
    Laura nodded in agreement. “Which is why you’re here,” she said. “I have a proposition for you, Lucas.”  
 
    “I’m all ears.”  
 
    “Yes, you are. But it’s really only for your ears.” She nodded at Malika, who stepped towards Lucy and grabbed her by the arm, leading her towards the front door.  
 
    “Where are you taking her?” Lucas asked.  
 
    “She’ll be safe with the others, I promise. I don’t plan to hurt them, Lucas. If I did, I wouldn’t stay in this cottage all alone with someone like you, would I?”  
 
    “It would be a pretty stupid plan,” Lucas agreed.  
 
    “Very stupid,” Laura nodded. “So, how about you let my Malika take your friend out to meet your other friends and you and I have a nice little chat?”  
 
    Lucas wasn’t sure if he liked the way Laura was speaking with him. She was a bit too calm, like the head teacher, Ms Marshall, in his secondary school, the one he’d had to visit a couple of times thanks to getting into a few fist fights in the playground.  
 
    “Fine,” Lucas said. “But if any of the girl’s are hurt, you’ll regret it.”  
 
    Laura nodded again, this time with a smile. Once Malika and Lucy had left, Laura took him by the hand and led him towards the sofa, where she sat him down, and then, promptly plonked herself onto his lap, wrapped an arm around his neck and smiled at him.  
 
    “There’s space on the sofa…” Lucas said.  
 
    “I know. But your lap looked so comfortable. You don’t mind, do you?”  
 
    Did he mind a hot girl sitting on his lap? “You’re not too heavy, so I suppose not.”  
 
    Laura laughed at that. “Well, thank you. I do watch what I eat.”  
 
    She continued to smile at him. He could feel her warm breath across his face. She had beautiful brown eyes that twinkled with cheeriness. The corset she wore left much of her breasts exposed to the point where her nipples poked out from the upper edge.  
 
    “So… why did you want to meet with me?” Lucas asked, as he worked hard to stare at her face and not her breasts.  
 
    “You’re a wanted man, Lucas. Wanted by Vengeance himself, the most powerful Super in Buxworth. Possibly the world. I’m sure you know that his serum is the real deal. He has an army of slave Supers… if he keeps this up, and there’s no reason why he wouldn’t. Soon, he’ll take over the county, and then the country.”  
 
    “Question is, why is such a powerful Super like Vengeance scattering pictures of you around the town, offering a large ransom? Why is he afraid of you? What’s so special about you?”  
 
    “Nothing,” Lucas replied.  
 
    “Aw, come now, Lucas. I thought we were being honest with each other?”  
 
    “I am being honest. There’s nothing particularly special about me. I’m just a Normie.”  
 
    “A Normie who has killed a dozen Supers?” Laura asked. “I know a girl named Nicole. She’s got a little “office” off Broad Street. She deals with contract killers. You’re an assassin, Lucas. But the only one that takes out Supers, you know that, right?”  
 
    “Only one?” Lucas asked. “What happened to George?”  
 
    “Dead. Six months. Killed by some stupid Super that named himself Mars, after the Roman god of war, not the planet,” Laura wadded her head, rolling her eyes. “Dude had a habit of making that distinction…”  
 
    “What about Melvin?”  
 
    “Seriously? Dead for two years.”  
 
    “…fucking hell…” Lucas whispered.   
 
    “Ya,” Laura nodded in agreement. “Somehow you’re still alive. And kicking. Nicole’s mentioned how many Supers you’ve killed. Every time she hands you a contract, she thinks it’ll be the last time she sees you. But you keep coming back,” she nodded approvingly. “I also know you had trouble with Lena, the leader of the former Red Heads gang. You got out of that one pretty quickly. And, you’re friends with a Super,” Laura continued. “That’s rare.”  
 
    It was true that it was rare for Supers and Normies to be friends. At least, in Buxworth Town it was rare. It might not have happened elsewhere, but in Buxworth, cliques had formed, and around the cliques, there were new social norms. 
 
    Supers were at the top. They could have Normies serve them, but they couldn’t be true friends.  
 
    Michelle was the exception.  
 
    Laura brought her face closer to his, their lips touched. It was a brief kiss. “Come on, Lucas. Let us be friends. Let us trust each other.”  
 
    “You kidnapped my friends and brought me here against my will,” he pointed out.  
 
    “I’m the leader of a gang, Lucas. It’s how I work. Don’t be so dramatic. We can still be friends.”  
 
    “Why do you want to be my friend?  
 
    “Because, Lucas,” Laura stopped and stared into his eyes, hesitating.  
 
    “Because?”  
 
    “You might be our only hope of staying free, of not being injected by Vengeance’s serum. I’m trying to decide if I should throw my weight behind you and try to defeat Vengeance, or if we should hand you over to him and hope he doesn’t inject me, or if we should call it a day and leave Buxworth Town for good.”  
 
    “Don’t hand me over to him,” Lucas said immediately.  
 
    “It wouldn’t be my first choice. But you need to convince me you’re worth the risk. If we go up against Vengeance and lose, he won’t kill us. Oh no. That sick fucker will keep us alive and torture us, experiment on us.”  
 
    She was right on that.  
 
    Vengeance had plenty history of experimenting on humans already.  
 
    He needed to be taken down, and the sooner the better. Mistress Laura was the leader of the largest gang in town. Whilst gangs were considered much weaker than Supers, Lucas knew better than anyone else what extreme firepower could do.  
 
    With enough guns behind him, they could clear a temporary path through the army of Supers Vengeance had and give him a chance to eliminate the bastard.  
 
    “I killed Mayor Carcass,” Lucas said.  
 
    “Shut up!”  
 
    “It’s true. I killed him.”  
 
    “How?”  
 
    That part was a little harder to explain without talking about a certain green crystal. And Lucas didn’t want to mention the green crystal.  
 
    It seemed Laura didn’t know about it. 
 
    He was going to keep it that way.  
 
    He didn’t trust Laura completely, not yet at least. She was the leader of a gang. Gangs were ruthless. There was every chance she would try and stab him in the back at some point. It was better he kept a few things hidden, just to throw off her plans, if she had any.  
 
    So, instead of telling her the complete truth, he told her a version of it.  
 
    Turned out it wasn’t hard to tell the story and leave out the green crystal’s involvement without it seeming suspicious.  
 
    “So that’s how he died really. We got fortunate. A fuck ton of Red Heads had already shot at him before he killed them, or they fled. My Super friend’s pretty strong. She was battling it out with him. I got a chance, snuck in from behind and sliced his head off.”  
 
    “I did hear about something going down in that old building site,” Laura murmured. “Bloody hell… you killed Mayor Carcass.”  
 
    “Yup, it happened exactly how I said it,” Lucas said, and then instantly regretted saying it.  
 
    Laura didn’t notice his regret.  
 
    She stared at him in awe.  
 
    And then, she wrapped her arms around his neck and buried her head in his chest. “We’ve got a chance,” she whispered. “We’ve got a genuine chance of defeating Vengeance.”  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 21 
 
   
   
   
   
    Mistress Laura pledged her support and that of the Flying Eagles to Lucas in defeating Vengeance. Over the coming days, they would work out a strategy on how to proceed. Lucas didn’t even know where he would begin with something like that.  
 
    He wondered how much his experience in defeating Mayor Carcass could come in handy. He had lured the guy out and then attacked him. But defeating Mayor Carcass had been an accident. He hadn’t planned on killing him. He’d only done it to save Michelle’s life.  
 
    Vengeance was a lot smarter than Mayor Carcass.  
 
    He wouldn’t fall for an easy trap.  
 
    But that was for another time.  
 
    Right now, Lucas sat in the kitchen of the little cottage with Mistress Laura, waiting for Malika to return so that they could be taken to another safe house, the one where his girls were being kept.  
 
    As they waited, Laura made him tea and gave him biscuits.  
 
    Feeling comfortable in her presence, Lucas decided to ask the question that had been on his mind for a while. “Why do they call you Mistress?”  
 
    “Because I rule with an iron whip!” she grinned wickedly and raised a hand to imitate the movements of thrashing someone with said whip.  
 
    Lucas wasn’t sure how to take that. He’d heard of some horror stories about the things gang leaders did to those who stepped out of line. It seemed his thoughts were written on his face because Laura rolled her eyes.  
 
    “You’re too serious, Lucas,” she said. “You don’t need to worry about me. I’m one of the good ones. I need to keep control of my gang though. You know how it is, right?”  
 
    Lucas didn’t actually, so he shook his head.  
 
    Laura frowned. “How do you keep control of your girls?”  
 
    “I don’t,” Lucas replied. “Because they’re not my girls.”  
 
    “You live in one house, right?”  
 
    “Yes, but that doesn’t-” 
 
    “I’m assuming the girls are all straight or bisexual?”  
 
    Lucas frowned. “What does that have to-” 
 
    Again, Laura cut him off. “And obviously the girls want a piece of you, right? I mean, even if you weren’t the only guy in the house, they would still want a piece of you. There’s gotta be a lot of catfighting?”  
 
    “There are some… tense moments,” Lucas said, as he sipped his tea.  
 
    “What’s your method for keeping them under control?” 
 
    Lucas took another sip, a longer sip. And then, he placed his cup down on the table and stared at Laura. He shrugged his shoulders.  
 
    “Oh, darling,” Laura placed a hand on his. “You gotta take a firm hand with the girls. Otherwise it’ll get out of control.”  
 
    “I do sometimes,” Lucas said, and then, he went on to tell Laura about how he’d been firm with Jenny before he’d ended up fucking her.  
 
    “I’ve seen your girls,” Laura commented, her hand still resting on his. “I’d be fucking them everyday if I were you.”  
 
    “Sounds the dream,” Lucas said. “But it’s more complicated than that. I don’t find time. There’s always something or other that needs my attention.”  
 
    “You can always find time to fuck, if you want to, Lucas,” Laura said, her hand still resting on his, she walked around the table and came to stand behind him. “Question is, do you want to fuck?”  
 
    Lucas looked over his shoulder at Laura. “Of course I do. I’m a guy,” he scoffed.  
 
    “Then why don’t you fuck?”  
 
    “Because-” 
 
    “There’s nothing stopping you now,” Laura interrupted him.  
 
    Nothing stopping him now?  
 
    He was about to point out that the girls weren’t here now. But he managed to stop himself in time. That would have been an incredibly stupid thing to say.  
 
    What the hell happened to him?  
 
    He used to be pretty smooth, easily able to tell when girls were just being nice because they were afraid and when they were really flirting.  
 
    Laura was flirting.  
 
    She was hot too.  
 
    A lot of girls were hot these days, thanks to the lack of unhealthy food options available, most girls had enviable bodies.  
 
    Laura was wearing a corset.  
 
    Lucas wrapped his arm around Laura’s back and pulled her onto his lap. He kissed her on the lips as his hands pulled at the strings on her corset. As it came off, their lips still locked together, Lucas lifted her up and dropped her onto the table. He grabbed the corset and pulled it down.  
 
    Laura wasn’t wearing a bra underneath, and Lucas paused to admire her breasts. Then, like a beast, he squeezed them before taking each into his mouth, sucking on the nipples, biting them, causing the girl to moan in pain and pleasure. His cock throbbed against his jeans, and Lucas tugged at his belt.  
 
    “Take them off,” he said, his voice heavy.  
 
    “Oh, yes master,” Laura said, her voice seductive, she slid out of her leather jeans.  
 
    “You don’t wear panties?” Lucas asked.  
 
    “Nope. Gets in the way,” came the response.  
 
    Lucas didn’t ask what it got in the way of. His jeans hung by his ankles, along with his pants. His cock rose proudly and rested on the table between Laura’s legs.  
 
    “Oh my… you hit the jackpot, didn’t you?” Laura asked.  
 
    Lucas frowned. “Me?” he wondered. Usually, it was girls that said they hit the jackpot when they saw his cock.  
 
    “Handsome face, tall, large cock – yes you my darling,” Laura purred. She took his cock in her hands and stroked it, marvelling at its size. “Oh god, it actually throbs,” she giggled.  
 
    “Stop teasing me. Take it in your mouth,” Lucas grunted.  
 
    Laura flipped around on the table and resting on her knees, she lifted her ass up in the air and knelt down, bringing her face close to his cock. Lucas could feel her warm breath on his cock and he relaxed in anticipation.  
 
    But then the front door opened and a moment later, Malika stood by the kitchen door. She took in her boss’s naked figure, ass up in the air.  
 
    “Shall I wait outside?” she asked.  
 
    Lucas hoped Laura would say yes. But the girl stared at Malika, a curious look on her face. Then, she looked up at him. “Do you find her attractive?”  
 
    “What?”  
 
    “Is she cute? Would you fuck her?”  
 
    “Huh?” Lucas asked, feeling a little stupid and suddenly a little warm around the cheeks.  
 
    “Judging by how red your cheeks have gone, I’m going to say yes,” Laura winked. Her gaze then fell on Malika. “And what about you? Do you find him attractive?”  
 
    “Of course, mistress,” Malika said almost immediately.  
 
    Her demeanour changed too, Lucas noticed. She now stood straight, her hands behind her back, she glanced at the floor, or her feet, Lucas wasn’t sure.  
 
    “Take your clothes off,” Laura said.  
 
    Lucas watched with astonishment as Malika stripped in record time. Now completely naked, she resumed her position, standing straight, hands behind her back, eyes on the ground.  
 
    “Oh, she’s a pretty one, isn’t she?” Laura asked, lust in her eyes.  
 
    Lucas, who having experienced some fairly out there stuff in the past few years, adjusted well to whatever this was. He glanced at Malika and took in her beauty. She had pale skin and large breasts that hung slightly off her chest, and wide hips. Her pussy was shaven, and the lips peeled out some, glistening.  
 
    “Ya, she’s pretty hot,” Lucas said. “Is she your slave, or something?”  
 
    “Something,” came Laura’s reply. “I’m her boss, along with every other person in the Flying Eagles.”  
 
    It took a moment for Lucas to process that. “You mean… every single Flying Eagles member is like-” he stopped.  
 
    Laura nodded. The mixture of power and lust in her face, Lucas found it strangely intoxicating.  
 
    “They’re not all as well behaved as her,” Laura commented. “And there are some that don’t know it yet. But they will,” she laughed. And then, with a serious tone, she asked, “What do you want to do with her?”  
 
    “I-” Lucas stopped. His eyes fell on Laura’s ass sticking up in the air. He’d have been happy just pounding the one girl. “Dunno,” he shrugged his shoulders.  
 
    “How about I suck your cock? Malika can suck on my cunt and… after you’ve warmed up, you can do whatever you want with us two willing girls?”  
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    An hour later, they left behind the cottage and jumped into Malika’s car. She no longer drove the battered BMW 3 Series. Parked outside the cottage was a Range Rover. Malika got into the driver’s seat. Laura sat at the back and took Lucas with her, grabbing his arm to divert him when he opened the front door.  
 
    As Malika drove, the fearless leader of the Flying Eagles snuggled up beside him, her hand rested on his lap only briefly before she unzipped his fly and took out his semi-erect cock. She stroked it to life and rubbed the tip as Malika continued to drive, her eyes on the road. Mostly.  
 
    Half an hours drive on the motorway back towards Buxworth Town, they took a detour down another country road and ended up at a larger farm. A much larger farm.  
 
    There were several outbuildings scattered along the driveway and more in the distance across the fields. The main house itself was three floors tall. With its Greystone walls, French windows, archways at the front and spires along the left side, it looked more like a mansion than it did a farmhouse.  
 
    Parked on the gravel at the front of the house were multiple cars. Men and women stood around them, all holding assault rifles. As the Range Rover came to a halt and Malika jumped out, Laura continued to rub on his cock.  
 
    Lucas watched her with curiosity. She was teasing him, not rubbing with enough vigour or using her mouth to make him cum, at this rate, they could be here for another hour before anything happened.  
 
    “I really like your cock,” she told him. “It’d be a shame to have to put it away.” 
 
    “It’s going to have to go away at some point,” Lucas told her.  
 
    “Does it though?”  
 
    “I’m not walking out there with my cock flopping about.”  
 
    Laura sighed. She squeezed the head of the cock and then leaned down and licked the tip, before giving it a kiss. “Fine. You can put it away. But I want it again, soon. Later tonight.”  
 
    As Lucas put his cock away and zipped his fly, Laura opened the door and was on the verge of stepping out when Lucas grabbed her arm. She turned to look at him, her face suddenly stiff.  
 
    “Ow?” she said, as she tugged on her hand.  
 
    “Oh, sorry,” Lucas let go, not realising he’d gripped her so tightly. Fuck, he needed to better realise how damned strong he was.   
 
    Laura rubbed her wrist and glared at him. “What the hell was that for?”  
 
    “I uh… it doesn’t matter,” he mumbled.  
 
    “Clearly it matters enough for you to bruise my wrist,” Laura said, holding her wrists before his eyes, displaying the minor bruising. “What is it?”  
 
    Lucas felt his cheeks colour. “You said I can put my cock away and that you wanted it later tonight. It doesn’t work like that for me. I’m not one of your gang members,” he mumbled the words.  
 
    “That’s it?” Laura asked, her voice icy.  
 
    “It wouldn’t have seemed silly if I didn’t bruise your wrist by accident,” Lucas muttered.  
 
    “Your cock isn’t that great, Lucas,” Laura said, her voice having that schoolteacher edge to it, she stepped out of the car.  
 
    Feeling suitably embarrassed, Lucas followed after her.  
 
    The men and women standing around with guns nodded at Laura, one even saluted. She ignored them and continued, head held high, as if she were queen of the manor. Lucas supposed she was.  
 
    Once inside the house, Laura led him up the stairs and onto the first floor. They walked down the corridor and stopped in front of a door on the right.  
 
    “I’ll let you meet your girls. Later, we’ll go for a tour of the property,” she said.  
 
    And with that, she turned and marched down the corridor. Lucas watched her go, his eyes firmly on her bottom. She wore those leather jeans so well. Beneath them, he knew she had the curvy ass to match.  
 
    He found he was more attracted to her than any of the other girls in his somewhat complicated love life. Maybe it had something to do with her confidence, or lack of neediness that he found so appealing. Maybe he should have let her own his cock.  
 
    As Laura disappeared down the corridor, Lucas opened the door to the room and walked inside.  
 
    It was a large bedroom. There was a four poster bed to the right, and on the left, there was seating space neatly arranged in a circle with fabric L shaped sofas. Sitting on the sofas, feet up and looking very comfortable were the girls.  
 
    Anika and Hannah remained seated but turned to look at him. Jenny and Lucy rushed over to hug him, wrapping their arms around him in a tight embrace. When they were done suffocating him with kisses, he led them towards the sofas where Anika and Hannah remained seated.  
 
    Lucas smiled at them as he sat down, pleased to see they weren’t hurt, and he said as much too.  
 
    “She’s actually not bad,” Hannah said.  
 
    “Yeah… she’s been nice to us,” Anika nodded.  
 
    The two girls then exchanged glances so obvious, Lucas was sure they wanted him to notice. “What?” he asked.  
 
    The girls exchanged more glances, Hannah even raised a hand to twirl her finger around a strand of hair. But still, silence.  
 
    “Come on, it can’t be that bad,” Lucas said.  
 
    “It’s not bad,” Hannah began.  
 
    “It’s just, we made a quick decision on something we want and-” Anika stopped.  
 
    “And we’re wondering how you feel about it?” Hannah asked, her eyes shifting from Lucas to Anika.  
 
    “Right,” Anika nodded. “So… how do you feel about it?”  
 
    “Feel about what?” Lucas asked. “I don’t think you’ve told me what this is all about yet.” 
 
    “Oh, right,” Anika laughed.  
 
    It was a fake laugh.  
 
    Lucas knew it.  
 
    So did she.  
 
    And it came to an abrupt end.  
 
    “What the hell’s going on?” Lucas muttered.  
 
    “We’re thinking of joining the Flying Eagles,” Hannah said, her voice low, her tone guarded.  
 
    “That’s it? That’s what all of this was about?”  
 
    Both girls nodded, and then Anika said. “We’d be leaving you and coming to stay here in this house…”  
 
    “It’s a nice house,” Lucas said. He sat back on the sofa, leaned against the backrest. “So, just you two or,” he glanced left and right at Jenny and Lucy.  
 
    “Just us,” Anika said quickly. “You sure you’re okay with it?”  
 
    “Yeah, I mean, good for you,” he said.  
 
    Lucas imagined some time later, when he’d probably digested the news, he might have strong feelings about it.  
 
    But for now, his only feeling was hunger.  
 
    It had been a while since he’d last eaten. Following that, his mind was occupied mostly by Michelle. She had yet to appear, and the longer time passed, the worse her chances of being found alive were.  
 
    Fuck.  
 
    What with being taken to meet Laura, her surprising proposal, he’d forgotten his most important priority, one that superseded defeating Vengeance.  
 
    He needed to find Michelle.  
 
    Food first.  
 
    And then he needed to find Michelle.  
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    Lucas left the girls behind to wander off in the hopes of finding something to eat. He headed down the stairs, down the corridor and towards the back, where kitchens were usually located. On his way, he passed a couple of girls walking with assault rifles. They smiled at him, but didn’t stop to chat, or more importantly, ask where he was going.  
 
    Lucas wondered what would happen were he to take the girls and walk out through the front door.  
 
    Would they be stopped?  
 
    A smile appeared on his lips. They wouldn’t need to be stopped because Anika and Michelle didn’t want to leave.  
 
    He hoped they’d made the right decision to stay. He hoped it hadn’t been because of Laura, the leader. She was a charismatic woman and damned hot. Both Anika and Hannah would be taken by her.  
 
    Lucas reached the end of the corridor to find he was right. Past the double French doors, there was indeed a kitchen.  
 
    There was also Malika in said kitchen.  
 
    “Hey,” she smiled at him as he walked in. “Hungry?”  
 
    “Yeah.”  
 
    “Thought so,” Malika said. She took his hand and led him to the table. “Sit. I’ll get you something.”  
 
    “You thought I was going to be hungry?”  
 
    “You couldn’t have eaten since we left Buxworth town,” she said. “And since then, you’ve had quite a bit of a workout,” she turned to wink at him.  
 
    Right, Lucas thought. As Malika opened the fridge and prepped him a meal, Lucas watched her with careful eyes. “What’s it like working for Laura?”  
 
    “She’s awesome,” Malika said, as she cut bread in half and filled it with meat. “I’ve known her for over a year now. She’s the best thing that could have happened to this town.”  
 
    “That’s a bit much, isn’t it?”  
 
    Malika shook her head. “She has plans. Laura is going to take over this town, bring order to it. Proper order. Not the sort that the Mayors do.”  
 
    “How is she going to do that?” Lucas frowned. “She’s not a Super,” he paused before repeating, “She’s not a Super, is she?”  
 
    Malika walked towards him with a plate in hand, holding in it a properly stuffed sandwich. She slid the plate across the table towards him and then took a seat. “Why does she have to be a Super to rule the town?”  
 
    “I don’t know how to answer that,” Lucas said. He took a bite of the sandwich. The bread was soft, the meat was juicy, the lettuce and pickles fresh. “This taste’s good!”  
 
    “Thanks,” Malika said. “Laura is going to rule this town.”  
 
    She said it with a lot of confidence.  
 
    Lucas didn’t want to get into an argument with the girl, especially not after she’d just made him a delicious sandwich. “I’m sure she will do a much better job than Vengeance and Mayor Carcass before him.”  
 
    “She will be amazing,” Malika said. “I just know it.”  
 
    Lucas ate the rest of his sandwich in silence. When he was finished, Malika, who seemed to have been lost in thought, possibly about how amazing Laura was, jumped off her seat and hurried to get him something to drink.  
 
    It was a cold drink in a glass bottle. Lucas took a sip of it. “Apple cider,” he said with appreciation. “Thanks.”  
 
    Malika smiled at him. And when he had finished draining the bottle, she continued to smile at him. Lucas smiled back, an awkward one. “Sup?”  
 
    “Uh… did Laura say you were uh… exclusive?”  
 
    “I can confidently say I don’t remember her saying I’m exclusive,” Lucas said.  
 
    Laura might have used the word exceptional, or something along those lines when discussing his ability and his chances of defeating Vengeance. But exclusive? She definitely hadn’t used that word. What did it even mean?  
 
    “Great,” Malika’s smile widened. “Did you want to meet me later for some fun then?”  
 
    Ah. Lucas knew what the word meant now. “If Laura had said I was exclusive would that mean we wouldn’t be able to have fun?”  
 
    “I’d have to ask her first,” Malika said. “Sometimes she likes to have guys or girls exclusively for a bit before… sharing.”  
 
    Right. None of this was particularly shocking to Lucas. Gang leaders, along with Supers had harems of guys and girls that served them. Lucas had walked through Supers houses to find girls walking about completely naked or with collars attached, some leashed, others with their holes stuffed with dildos.  
 
    Despite her dominatrix tendencies, Laura was better than the average Super, and much better than Mayor Carcass and Vengeance.  
 
    Lucas left Malika in the kitchen. Not before she told him where her room was. Third floor, seventh door on the left. She would be free in a couple of hours.  
 
    He wandered down the corridor and out through the front door. There were guards there, men and women heavily armed. But they ignored him as he walked past them.  
 
    The property was enormous and surrounded by flat grassland on which were multiple buildings scattered about. To his left, Lucas spotted a group of men and women standing outside a large barn, the doors open, light shining out in the dark night, a rumbling sound drifted towards him.  
 
    It sounded like an enormous engine being fired up. But the rumble that followed wasn’t one Lucas had heard before.  
 
    Naturally curious, he sprinted across the grass and towards the barn. As he got closer, he spotted Malika amongst the group of people standing outside.  
 
    She’d had a change of clothes, no longer wearing the corset and leather trousers, she was now dressed in a white sports bra and running shorts that clung to her ass.  
 
    “Hitting the gym?” Lucas asked, as he came to stand beside her, nodding at her attire.  
 
    Laura smiled up at him. He hoped that was a sign she’d forgiven him for bruising her hand earlier. “Been already,” she said. “But I can show you where it is, later?”  
 
    “Sure, thanks,” Lucas said.  
 
    Hitting the gym wasn’t on the top of his list of things to do, but what with his old mansion on the outskirts of town no longer available, it was nice to have another place to work out.  
 
    He nodded at the barn and the open doors, and the noise that came from within. “What do you have in there?”  
 
    “You’ll see,” Laura said, wearing a big smile on her face.  
 
    And sure enough, Lucas did see.  
 
    A tank.  
 
    There was a tank in the barn.   
 
    And it rolled out for a spin.  
 
    Laura nodded at the main gun as it spun around. “Imagine firing that at Vengeance.”  
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    Later that night, Lucas headed up to the first floor towards the room where his girls had been. It had been a long day. He was much too tired to take Malika up on her offer to fuck. What he was looking forward to was a good night’s sleep.  
 
    Tomorrow would be a big day. They would start their plans for taking down Vengeance. Lucas already had some ideas on that. He knew little about Vengeance, other than the house he lived in, which Lucas assumed would be in use anymore.  
 
    But since then, things had changed.  
 
    Vengeance had officially taken control of the town.  
 
    He was the Mayor.  
 
    His main residence would change. It would ostensibly be something much more grand. And what with having a serum that turned Supers and Normies into his slaves, he would have it fortified. 
 
    This should all be bad news.  
 
    But after tonight, Lucas couldn’t help but feel somewhat optimistic about their chances.  
 
    Laura’s gang must have stumbled upon a military facility somewhere. Not only did they have a tank, they had armoured vehicles and modern grenade launchers. Not the sort Lucas had seen militia firing in some desert country somewhere back before The Strikes.  
 
    They had a fighting chance now, thanks to Laura.  
 
    It made sense; what Malika had said about Laura running the town. With a well organised gang armed with military grade weapons, it could be possible to push out Supers.  
 
    Lucas opened the door to the room which he hoped belonged to his girls. There were so many doors on this corridor. He was right. This was the same room. There was the four poster bed to this right, and the sofas to his left.  
 
    Except, there were only two girls in the room.  
 
    Jenny and Lucy.  
 
    Both girls lay on the bed, asleep.  
 
    And completely naked.  
 
    Snuggling each other.  
 
    It was a strange sight for Lucas. He didn’t think either girl was lesbian, or bisexual.  
 
    Lucas stripped to his boxers and stood in the middle of the room. The girls looked far too peaceful to be disturbed. There was enough space on the bed for him but he decided to sleep on the couch.  
 
    As Lucas’s eyes drifted, his final thoughts were of Michelle. He hoped she was okay. If he could find her, with Laura and her weapons, Michelle by his side, they would be unstoppable.  
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    Lucas opened his eyes and instantly regretted it as the bright light shining in from the window struck them. He shielded his eyes with his hand and sat up, groaning. Sofas, whilst initially comfortable, were not good places to spend an entire night sleeping.  
 
    “Look who’s awake,” Lucy said. She was sitting on the bed over the covers, resting against the headboard, completely naked.  
 
    “What’s the time?” 
 
    “Late,” Lucy said. “Jenny’s gone to get us food.”  
 
    Breakfast in bed. That sounded good, and Lucas was beginning to feel better. Then he stood up and groaned again. As he stretched, many bones in his body clicked. 
 
    “Why didn’t you sleep on the bed?” Lucy asked.  
 
    “You both looked comfortable. Didn’t want to disturb you.”  
 
    “We left you space,” Lucy said, and she tapped on the bed beside her. “Come.”  
 
    Lucas glanced at the window and at the bright light shining through. He was supposed to be having an important meeting with Laura after breakfast.  
 
    Important meeting.  
 
    Lucas smiled inside. That’s what grownups did before the world went to shit, before all the grown-ups died.  
 
    The bed looked so comfortable.  
 
    It was probably firm too.  
 
    There was no harm in having a little lie whilst he waited for Jenny to bring breakfast. Lucas jumped onto the bed and lay flat on his stomach, his head resting on the pillow beside Lucy.  
 
    Yup, that felt so good. Especially after a stiff night’s sleep. A massage now would be damned amazing.  
 
    As if reading his mind, Lucy placed her hands on Lucas’s shoulders and squeezed gently.  
 
    Her hands moved down his back, applying pressure, they stopped at his pants. Lucas could sense the hesitation in the girl. She didn’t have that same confidence Anika or Hannah had, or Jenny’s intensity.   
 
    Lucas, who had been lying with his eyes closed, opened them and raised his head to look back at her.  
 
    “Can I take it off?” Lucy asked, her cheeks reddening.  
 
    Lucas laughed. “Yeah, go for it.”  
 
    “Thanks.”  
 
    Lucas lay back down and closed his eyes, still smiling at the thought of Lucy thanking him for letting her take off his pants. Though she was naked and made no attempt to hide her body from him, she was still shy.  
 
    Lucy tugged at his pants, and after some effort, she pulled it off. Lucas felt the heat from her body before she sat down on his lower back, just above his glutes. He felt the wetness when her pussy pressed down on him. 
 
    She leaned down; her breasts touched his back as she squeezed his shoulders. She kissed him on the neck. It was a wet kiss, followed by her lips sucking down on him. Was she trying to leave a hickey?  
 
    When she was done, she stared down at it and let out a small sound, like a sigh of relief, apparently satisfied.  
 
    She was no longer giving him the massage.  
 
    Lucas wondered if that had been just a ploy to sleep with him. God knows he’d done it many times to girls in the past. Despite being tired, and the bed so comfortable, and even Lucy’s somewhat lazy and terrible massage feeling good, Lucas was still a man.  
 
    A hot-blooded man.  
 
    And one with a naked girl rubbing her pussy against his back, grinding almost.  
 
    Lucas lifted his back quickly, sending Lucy a foot in the air, he turned around to lie on his back as she came back down. She gasped as she landed on his stomach. Before she had time to process the change in position, Lucas sat up and kissed her on the lips. His hands on her back, he lowered her gently onto the bed, now on top of her.  
 
    Lucy spread her legs apart, but she didn’t grab his cock and direct it to her pussy. She closed her eyes and waited in anticipation.  
 
    Lucas admired her naked body, her luscious breasts, her curvy figure, the smooth skin, his eyes fell on her pussy. She had a cute pussy, a thin line surrounded by little mounds.  
 
    He rubbed his cock against it. He could feel her wetness, feel how horny she was. But his cock struggled to fit in. As he pushed harder, he noticed the change in Lucy’s face. Her eyes still closed, her face scrunched in pain.  
 
    Lucas stopped. “Are you a virgin?”  
 
    Lucy’s eyes flew open. “No,” she said. “Why? Does it say down there?”  
 
    “What?”  
 
    “I’m not a virgin,” Lucy said quickly. “I’ve had lots of sex. Loads of it,” she added, her cheeks now red.  
 
    “That’s… that’s great that you’ve had lots of sex before,” Lucas muttered. “But my cock just isn’t fitting into your… pussy.”  
 
    Lucy sat up and stared at his cock. “Maybe that’s because your cock is too big? Did you ever think about that? Did you ever think that maybe your cock is a bit big for purpose?”  
 
    Lucas shook his head. He could honestly say, he’d never thought his cock was too big for its purpose. Looking down at it now, sure it was above average, but when had that ever been a problem?  
 
    “So uh… what happens now?” Lucy asked.  
 
    Lucas was going to shrug his head on the point that he’d not had previous experience of something like this. But then, he noticed Lucy’s stare, the longingness in her eyes. He wondered out loud if she wanted to suck it.  
 
    Lucy didn’t need much persuading.  
 
    She dived in.  
 
    Grabbing the girl by the hair, Lucas moved back on the bed. He came up against the headboard, Lucy still sucking his cock. He let go of her hair and grabbed her by the waist. He hoisted her ass up in the air and placed it to his right. As she sucked his cock, he played with her virgin pussy, pushing a finger in first, then trying another.  
 
    As he managed to dig two fingers in, the door opened and in walked Jenny, a tray in hand, she frowned. “You’ve not come already, have you?”  
 
    “No,” Lucas said, before adding with a grin, “She’s a virgin!”  
 
    “No fucking way!” Jenny gasped.  
 
    She placed the tray on the tea table and hopped onto the bed, brining her face next to Lucy’s pussy to investigate.  
 
    And investigate she did.  
 
    Somewhat roughly. She dug two fingers into Lucy’s tight pussy. The girl’s body jolted and she was about to raise her head in protest. But Lucas held it down, his cock deep in her mouth, he cooed in her ear, telling her to keep on sucking.  
 
    She did as much, and soon her body relaxed.  
 
    Jenny, who had walked into the room wearing a gown, now slipped out of it.  
 
    The girl had the perfect figure.  
 
    Curves, but not an ounce of fat, her breasts bounced with the slightest movement, but defied gravity, staying up, the nipples perked. She settled onto the bed, her head resting between Lucy’s legs, she set about trying to widen the inexperienced girl’s pussy.  
 
    For Lucas, it was the perfect start to a morning.  
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    Lucas should have known. 
 
    The morning was perfect.  
 
    He came in Lucy’s mouth.  
 
    Despite the girl being a virgin and relatively inexperienced, she swallowed his load. At least most of it. Some did drip down the corners of her lips.  
 
    Lucas then ate his breakfast while Lucy and Jenny lay in the six-nine position.  
 
    It had been Jenny’s idea to do that. Lucy was much too nice to deny the request.  
 
    The girls came at the same time as Lucas finished eating. After that they showered together. All three of them. Their naked bodies pressed together under the hot steaming water. It was brilliant.  
 
    It all went downhill from there.  
 
    Lucas made it downstairs and walked out the front door in search of Laura and the important meeting he was supposed to be having with her to discuss their plans in taking down Vengeance.  
 
    As he wandered the grounds, it occurred to him that it might have been useful to have set up a time and place to meet, something more specific than ‘we’ll start tomorrow morning after breakfast’.  
 
    Start where?  
 
    If the sun was anything to go by, it was almost noon.  
 
    Having wandered around the grounds for an hour and not finding Laura, or anyone that knew where she was, he headed back to the main building.  
 
    It was as he walked back into the house did he see her. She was walking down the stairs, Hannah and Anika either side of her.  
 
    “I’ve been looking for you,” Laura said.  
 
    “Same,” Lucas replied.  
 
    “We’ve got news.”  
 
    “Oh. Good news?”  
 
    “Do you get that sort much?”  
 
    Lucas shook his head. He tried to think of an occasion in the past five years when he’d received good news. “How bad is it?”  
 
    “Very bad,” Laura said grimly.  
 
    She walked past him and down the corridor towards the kitchen, Hannah and Anika in tow, the girls nodded at him, though both seemed nervous and distracted. Lucas followed after them. He was hungry. And he wanted to know what the bad news was.  
 
    Well, he didn’t want to know… but he would have to know…  
 
    They sat at the table, and Malika brought plates over. As she placed one in front of him, Lucas met her eyes. She rubbed a hand against her left breast and raised an eyebrow queryingly.  
 
    “I was too tired,” Lucas replied.  
 
    “Too tired for what?” Laura asked.  
 
    Malika turned and walked away quickly, busying herself over the cooker where large pots boiled.  
 
    “Uh… just saying… I was really tired last night,” Lucas muttered.  
 
    Laura frowned. But she didn’t press. Instead, she reached inside her jeans pocket and pulled out a piece of folded up paper.  
 
    “Bad news,” she said, as she passed it to him. 
 
    Lucas took the paper and unfolded it. As he read the words written on it, he felt a mixture of relief and stress simultaneously.  
 
    Michelle was alive.  
 
    That was cause for celebration. In a town like Buxworth, people, Supers and Normies alike, died all the time. If someone went missing, it was fair to assume they were dead. So he was relieved to hear that Michelle was still alive.  
 
    But she had been captured by Vengeance. Had he injected her? Had he used his serum on her? If he had any available, he most certainly would have done so. Could she be rescued?  
 
    And then, the final part of the letter.  
 
    The challenge for Lucas to arrive at the building site in three days’ time, to duel Vengeance’s champion for Michelle’s freedom.  
 
    It was the same location he had killed Mayor Carcass. Did Vengeance know that? Was that why he had picked the place? Some weird symbolic shit?  
 
    None of that mattered though.  
 
    Michelle was alive.  
 
    “What are you smiling at?” Laura asked. 
 
    “She can be rescued,” Lucas said.  
 
    “Told you,” both Anika and Hannah said at the same time.  
 
    “What?” Lucas muttered. “This is perfect.”  
 
    “This is so far from perfect,” Laura began.  
 
    But Lucas cut her off. “We know where Vengeance will be in three days. He’s chosen that massive building site. I know the area well. That’s where we killed Mayor Carcass. We can kill him too,” he said with determination.  
 
    Laura’s eyes bore into Lucas. “It’s a trap!”  
 
    Lucas didn’t doubt it was a trap. Where Mayor Carcass had ruled by sheer brute force, Vengeance had to use trickery. And the guy was a tricky fucker. But, he had Michelle… For Lucas, there was no option but for him to face Vengeance’s challenger, to defeat this Super and win over Michelle.  
 
    “I have to do it,” Lucas said. “And I’ll do it alone, if I have to.”  
 
    Laura sighed. “I was afraid you would say that.”   
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    The duel between Lucas and Vengeance’s chosen Super would take place in three days’ time. That gave them two days to prepare. Two days might not have seemed like a great many days, but for Lucas, Hannah and Anika, it was more than enough.  
 
    They had done this sort of thing many times before, scoping out a place, choosing the perfect location to be positioned to take down a Super, and then attacking. They had the added advantage of Vengeance’s chosen place to be one they were already very familiar with.  
 
    Prior to The Strikes that rained down upon the world and brought it to ruin, the enormous building site had been given the greenlight to regenerate Buxworth Town. It had been an ambitious project. The board that hung by the entrance showed a glittering tower of white rendered walls with bits of red panels surrounding large chunks of glass.  
 
    The megastructure was never completed. As it stood now, it was a large chunk of exposed brick and cement that rose up ten floors. On opposing ends were two towers that rose another four floors. And in the centre, where a park was supposed to be, was a large patch of grassland that resembled a mini jungle.  
 
    It had been the place Lucas had chosen to face Mayor Carcass and Lena, the leader of the Red Heads. He had chosen it because Hannah was a sniper. And this place was a sniper’s heaven.  
 
    With Laura and her gang supporting him, they could have a dozen or two snipers hiding out in the building, just waiting to pull the trigger on Vengeance.  
 
    Laura had her reservations about that.  
 
    He didn’t doubt they were valid.  
 
    Vengeance had chosen this place. The Super was a tricky fucker. He would have a trick or two up his sleeve.  
 
    But Lucas felt confident.  
 
    This was what he was good at.  
 
    Killing Supers was what he literally did for a living. And once Laura saw the place, she would agree too. Vengeance had chosen the wrong venue.  
 
    But before Laura could be dragged back into town, she had a pressing matter to attend to.  
 
    “The girls need to be initiated,” Laura said, as Lucas followed her down the stairs.  
 
    “What girls?”  
 
    “Anika and Hannah. They’re going to be part of my elite team. There is a process for that, an initiation.”  
 
    “That has to happen now?” Lucas asked. “Like, can’t happen three days from now?”  
 
    “We could all be dead in three days,” Laura said, as she stopped by the cupboard door beneath the ground floor stairs.  
 
    “Wouldn’t really make a difference then, would it?”  
 
    Laura glared at him. “This is happening.”  
 
    “Fine,” Lucas sighed. “I guess I’ll just… wait around and do fuck all in the meantime?” 
 
    Laura grabbed him by the arm, smiling. “Or you could come and watch?”  
 
    “Apparently I have nothing else to do…”  
 
    “That’s the spirit,” Laura said.  
 
    There was a set of stairs beneath the cupboard that led down into the basement. It wasn’t the largest basement in the world, especially considering how big the house above it was.  
 
    To the right was a fireplace with a raging fire that Malika stood over. To the right, on the wall, attached on hooks were assortments of various types of sex toys. Whips, dildoes, gags, chains. At the end, there were multiple benches with manacles attached to them at various angles.  
 
    In the centre of the room was Hannah and Anika. Both girls stood with their wrists behind their backs, fastened by rope. They were blindfolded and wore headphones from which music blared out. 
 
    “They can’t hear or see a thing,” Laura said, her voice dripping with power and lust. “Scissors,” Laura said.  
 
    Malika, who had been tending to the fire, rushed over and presented a scissor from within the pocket of her jeans.  
 
    “Well prepared, this girl,” Laura commented.  
 
    She took the scissor from Malika and stepped up to Anika. The girl was wearing a short black skirt and a white blouse. The scissors cut through the blouse with ease. It had a little more difficulty cutting through the skirt. But again, Malika was in hand. She pulled the skirt down to Anika’s ankles, then lifted the girl’s legs, one at a time, to remove the skirt.  
 
    Anika now stood in her bra and panties. Blindfolded and music blasting in her ears, she had no idea what was happening, aside from the fact most her clothes had been taken off.  
 
    Correction.  
 
    All her clothes had been taken off. 
 
    Laura cut through her bra and panties.  
 
    She stepped back and took in Anika’s naked body, her eyes gleaming. “Isn’t she gorgeous?” 
 
    Lucas had seen Anika naked plenty times before. He was happy to see the bruising around her pussy completely healed. “She’s okay,” he said, half distracted, and half not wanting to partake in Laura’s initiation game thing.  
 
    “You’re right,” Laura said. “Tits are a bit on the small side.”  
 
    Lucas hadn’t meant that.  
 
    Anika was more than okay.  
 
    She was perfect, an ebony goddess. Sure, she had small tits, but they had their benefits. For starters, they didn’t sag much as they aged. Not that he’d been looking at aged breasts… Lucas shook his head, trying to rid the image of old, wrinkly and saggy breasts.  
 
    Laura walked up to Anika and grabbed her small breasts. At her touch, Anika shuddered. She took a deep breath to calm herself. Laura smirked. She cupped Anika’s breasts and held them up, pulled them out.  
 
    “Milking,” she giggled, as she squeezed them.  
 
    Lucas frowned. Milking? “Is this what you normally do in your initiation… game… thing?”  
 
    Laura stepped back to join him. “I tend to wing it really. You got any ideas up your sleeves? Anything you want to try on the girls?”  
 
    “No thanks.”  
 
    “Nothing at all?” Laura asked, tilting her head to look up at him. “Are you always such a bore?”  
 
    “This is stupid,” Lucas muttered.  
 
    Laura glanced at his jeans and the bulge that said otherwise. She raised an eyebrow at him, and Lucas cursed under his breath.  
 
    “What do we have here?” she asked, her hand now resting on it.  
 
    Fucking biology.  
 
    Of course he was going to be aroused by seeing Anika naked. He’d enjoyed her body many times. There were images floating around his head of some of those times. 
 
    Laura leaned in and kissed him on the lips.  
 
    She tasted good.  
 
    Soft.  
 
    She smelt good too.  
 
    Lucas breathed her in as he kissed back. Laura fiddled with his belt until she managed to unbuckle it. As his jeans dropped down, she pulled out his cock.  
 
    Lucas continued to kiss her, his hands worked up her back, feeling for buttons, before his distracted mind reminded him that she was wearing a shirt. As his hands came up her chest and tugged at the buttons, she pulled back and shook her head.  
 
    “What?” Lucas asked.  
 
    “Not yet,” she said. 
 
    She smiled devilishly as she walked towards Anika. The naked girl shuddered as Laura grabbed her by the nipple and dragged her towards him. Lucas could feel the heat coming from her naked body as Laura made her stand in front of him. And then, she pushed Anika down to her knees.  
 
    Lucas knew what was going to happen next. He wasn’t sure how he felt about it. But before he got a chance to even conclude his thoughts on how he felt about what was about to happen, it happened.  
 
    Laura took his cock in her hand and pressed it against Anika’s mouth.  
 
    Still blindfolded, the confusion was written across her face. She licked her lips, then licked his cock. Realisation dawned. There was hesitation. Anika had no idea whose cock was put before her. But then, it didn’t matter. This was part of the initiation, to trust Laura, to obey. She leaned forward and took Lucas’s cock in her mouth.  
 
    She was a good cock sucker. Lucas knew that. He also knew she could be a lazy cock sucker when she wasn’t in the mood.  
 
    Right now Anika was working hard.  
 
    “How’s she doing?” Laura asked, her tone almost conversational, leaning towards curious.  
 
    “…good, I suppose?”  
 
    “Right, right,” Laura nodded. “Is it as good as having your cunt sucked?”  
 
    Lucas frowned. “How… how would I know the answer to that?”  
 
    “Right,” Laura grinned stupidly. “Shall we remove the blindfold and headphones?”  
 
    Laura didn’t wait for Lucas to answer. She grabbed the headphones and ripped them off. It was the blindfold next. Anika blinked as light finally touched her eyes. And then, she looked up at him. There was a brief pause as his cock rested in her mouth.  
 
    And then, he saw her body relax, saw the tension from her face vanish as she realised whose cock she was sucking.  
 
    Laura grabbed Anika by the hair and pulled her to her feet. “You like sucking cock, don’t you?”  
 
    “Not really, mistress,” Anika replied. “Just Lucas’s cock.”  
 
    “Hmm… maybe I should have made you suck some other guy’s cock then,” Laura said. “You would do it if I told you to, wouldn’t you?”  
 
    “Yes mistress,” Anika nodded.  
 
    “Hmm,” Laura murmured, not sounding fully convinced.  
 
    She let go of Anika’s hair and nodded at Malika. “Tie her up.”  
 
    Malika walked over briskly and took Anika by the arm, leading her towards the back of the room where the benches with manacles attached to them rested.  
 
    “Come on, lets work on this one,” Laura said, taking him by the arm once more. “Show us some of your super strength,” Laura said.  
 
    Lucas felt panic rising within him. He’d not told Laura he was a Super of sorts, had he? He was sure he hadn’t. Had Anika and Laura mentioned something? Was this a test?  
 
    “What’s wrong?”  
 
    “…nothing,” Lucas said. “I’m not a Super,” he added.  
 
    “That’s an odd thing to say,” Laura laughed. She slapped him across the arm. “Normie and proud! Good for you. Now tear off her clothes.”  
 
    Lucas stepped up to Hannah, glancing back once at Laura. Maybe she didn’t know…  
 
    He turned his attention to the confused lesbian before him. She was dressed wearing a white blouse and black skinny jeans. Lucas tore off the blouse with ease. He struggled with the jeans but managed to tear it some before pulling it down her legs.  
 
    Hannah decided to help in, wiggling her bottom, the jeans slipped down her legs, coming to her  
 
    “Oh, this is more like it,” Laura marvelled. She unbuckled Hannah’s bra and slipped them down her arms. “Big titties,” she squeezed them. Her hand moved down Hannah’s chest, down her naval area, coming to her nether regions. She slipped her hands down her panties. “Wet,” Laura commented.  
 
    Laura raised her fingers to Hannah’s lips. The girl sucked them clean, and when Laura moved her hand away, Michelle’s head moved forward, her tongue out.  
 
    “Oh, incorrigible, this one,” Laura laughed. She slapped Hannah across the face. It was a gentle slap, but Hannah jolted. Laura followed it up with another slap, a harder one. This time, Hannah remained still, though her back straightened.  
 
    Laura slapped Hannah’s inner thighs. The girl spread her legs quickly, obediently. Laura ripped her lacy panties with a quick tug to reveal Hannah’s glistening pussy. She pushed Hannah down onto her knees and beckoned at Lucas.  
 
    “Seriously?” he muttered. “You’re not very original, are you?”  
 
    “Do you want your cock sucked or what?” Laura growled.  
 
    Lucas frowned. “You know I can go upstairs right now and find someone to fuck, right?”  
 
    “Just-” Laura stopped. She took a deep breath to calm herself. “Please?”  
 
    “Ugh. Only to get this charade over with.”  
 
    Hannah was much more reluctant as he pressed his cock against her lips. She did open her mouth, take his cock in, but it remained there.  
 
    She didn’t suck on it, didn’t move her head back and forth, didn’t lick the tip.   
 
    The lack of enthusiasm didn’t escape Laura’s notice.  
 
    She grabbed Hannah by the nipples and squeezed them hard. Lucas’s cock flopped out of the girl’s mouth as she cried out in pain. Laura held her grip on Hannah until tears appeared from beneath her blindfold and slid down her cheeks. And then, she let go of them, only to slap the girl across the face, hard.  
 
    Then, she grabbed Lucas’s cock somewhat roughly and shoved it into Hannah’s mouth. “How’s she doing now?”  
 
    Lucas frowned at Laura.  
 
    “What?” was her response. “She still not sucking properly?”  
 
    “She’s doing fine,” Lucas grumbled.  
 
    “Why the sour face then?”  
 
    “You can’t just grab my cock and shove it down her throat. I’m not one of your… groupies or submissives or… whatever the hell you call them.”  
 
    “Initiated,” Laura replied, her lips curling. “I call them my initiated.”  
 
    “Seriously? Initiated?” he scoffed.  
 
    “It sounded cool the first time I said it,” Laura mumbled, turning her eyes to the ground.  
 
    Lucas pulled his cock out of Hannah’s mouth.  
 
    It was interesting to see her move forward on her bare knees, looking for his cock, her mouth still open. But being blindfolded, she didn’t know where to go, and moved to his right a couple of feet before stopping.  
 
    Ignoring her, Lucas moved towards Laura, conscious his erect cock was flopping about before him. As he came up to her, she stood her ground and met him eye to eye. That was, until his cock pressed against her skirt.  
 
    She looked down at it, and the lust in her eyes, the deep breath she took, Lucas knew. Despite her exterior, the confidence, the power that she exerted, right this moment, she wanted to be old fashioned. She wanted him to take her hard.  
 
    “Go on,” Lucas whispered.  
 
    Laura licked her lips. She dropped to her knees and took his cock in her mouth almost tenderly. As she sucked, Lucas ripped open her blouse. She wasn’t wearing a bra underneath, and her luscious breasts spilled out. He played with her nipples, squeezing them, pulling them up. And then, when he felt he was close to coming in her mouth, he pulled back.  
 
    Laura looked up at him, delirious.  
 
    She moved forward to take his cock, but he grabbed her by the hair, pulled her up and dragged her towards the table to the left of the basement. He tore her skirt off and grinned. He’d been right. She wasn’t wearing any panties.  
 
    Laura jumped onto the table eagerly and lay on her back, her legs spread out, her pussy open, the lips parted invitingly. Lucas drove his cock inside her hard and she gasped. He slapped her across the face, out of curiosity, out of memory, remembering how she liked to do it to the girls.  
 
    It felt oddly good, having this power over this gorgeous human, being able to treat her like a piece of meat. It wasn’t the way Lucas normally fucked, but this felt good. He slapped her again as he drove his cock in and out of her cunt. And then, he grabbed her breasts and held onto them firmly as he pounded her little frame.  
 
    Lucas exploded inside her, coming to the noisy moans escaping her lips. When he was done shooting his load, he collapsed on top of her, their sweaty bodies meshed together.  
 
    “…god… that was something,” Laura said weakly. “Were you hate fucking me?”  
 
    Lucas climbed off her and lay on the table beside her. “Hate fuck?”  
 
    “Yup, you heard right. Seemed like you were taking out your frustrations by pounding me…” she said, before she let out a deep breath. “Not that I’m complaining.”  
 
    She reached down and felt her pussy and the cum dripping out from it. “Malika,” she called, and when the girl hurried over, she said, “Bring Hannah and Anika to clean me up.”  
 
    “Anika too?” Malika asked. “It’s just… I just finished tying her down onto the bench.”  
 
    “Yes, Anika too,” Laura said, her tone rising. “You can join them. Naked,” she added.  
 
    “Yes mistress,” Malika said quickly.  
 
    As she hurried away, her cheeks flushed, Lucas reached over and grabbed Laura’s tit. “You’re a bossy bitch,” he muttered.  
 
    “I have to be. Otherwise, there is chaos,” Laura said.  
 
    “Whatever,” Lucas muttered, as he squeezed her nipple. “You just like the power trip.”  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 24 
 
   
   
   
   
    An hour later, Lucas sat in a Ranger Rover with tinted windows, driving through Buxworth Town. Sitting beside him was Laura, showered and fully clothed, she smelt good. Sitting in the back was Hannah, Anika and Malika, all three also dressed.  
 
    It was a quiet drive, none of the girls that talkative. Laura made the three girls clean her up, and then clean his cock too, with their mouths. After that, she was determined to finish her initiation ceremony.  
 
    As Lucas had watched, he remembered wondering if Laura was doing this for the first time. She didn’t seem to have a plan. He knew what her objective was, to assert to the girls that she was boss, that they belonged to her.  
 
    She had Malika tie the girls up once more, then she spanked them, made them talk dirty, say how they were sluts. And then, as a final test, she urinated in each girl’s mouth. 
 
    Lucas thought he would find that a bit too freaky but… it was amazing how obedient Laura had the girls. Drinking her urine? Fucking hell…   
 
    There was supposed to be one final thing that needed doing.  
 
    Tattoos. 
 
    Apparently, those that had been initiated into her closer inner circle - those were the words Laura had used. Closer inner circle - they had to bear her mark. Except, she didn’t have her branding iron with her. 
 
    Laura promised to do it another time, and then, she let the girls out, told them to hurry up and get ready for the trip to Buxworth. As Anika and Hannah rushed past him, they’d kept their eyes to the ground.  
 
    Lucas knew his relationship with them had changed forever. With Anika, they had been friends and sexual partners. With Hannah, he wasn’t sure what it was with Hannah, but he knew he could rely on them in times of need. But now, both girls had pledged their allegiance to Laura.  
 
    Laura, who was charming, beautiful and ambitious.  
 
    Traits that made her dangerous.  
 
    She would stop at nothing to become the Mayor of Buxworth, to become the first Normie Mayor of a town. She was a better prospect than Vengeance for Mayor, and right now, their goals aligned. Remove Vengeance, save the town and possibly the world from being turned into slaves. 
 
    If they succeeded, he would have to deal with her ambitions later. Cross that bridge when they got to it, the saying went, right?   
 
    Buxworth Town was back to normal. There were cars on its battered roads, and there were humans walking on the pavements. With Vengeance as Mayor and the Flying Eagles winning the gang wars, the fighting of the past few weeks had come to a complete stop.  
 
    Lucas parked the car a street away from their destination. They set off on foot and as they turned the corner, the building site came in view. 
 
    The building rose ten floors up. At the centre were the front doors, the reception, or what would have been the reception. It stood as two concrete pillars rising up high. Most of the 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.  
 
    They walked under the two large pillars and into the building. To the left were large stairs of concrete, the bannisters yet to be installed, and now never would be. They 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, they were surrounded by the half finished building.  
 
    “It’s like an arena, isn’t it?” Laura commented. “You’ll do the fighting here, naturally, among this grassland.” She pointed up at the fourteen floor tower. “Best seats in the house. Vengeance will be there, along with his entourage of Supers. We’ll have snipers positioned all around. Once the battle gets going between you and his chosen Super, we will launch our attack and drive Vengeance out through the back, where we will be waiting with more snipers, grenade launchers, even get an armoured vehicle or two, and then we go for the kill.” 
 
    Lucas noted the change in her tone. She’d gone from thinking it was a trap to now confident she could set the trap.   
 
    “It’s a plan,” Lucas said.  
 
    “You’ve got your doubts,” Laura noted.  
 
    “We’re going up against Supers. You never know what their powers are. Its hard to account for that unpredictability.”  
 
    “We’ve got enough firepower to cover that,” Laura said confidently.  
 
    “You need to move in and kill the Supers once their down. You need skilled swordsmen for that.”  
 
    “I know the drill, Lucas,” Laura said, her tone hardening.  
 
    “Killed many Supers before?” 
 
    “More than you,” she replied.  
 
    Lucas raised an eyebrow at that. He wasn’t the only one. Both Hannah and Anika exchanged glances. But they said nothing. Laura was being defensive. There would be no point in pushing her, in seeking clarification, or in calling out what might be bullshit.  
 
    He needed her as much as she needed him. But he did begin to wonder how good she really was, and how much of it was bluster.  
 
    “You’ll make sure to not kill Michelle?” he asked.  
 
    “We won’t try and kill any of the Supers. They’re under Vengeance’s mind control. We’ll go for their legs and arms, disable them. But that might not always be possible,” she said, her tone softening some.  
 
    Lucas knew he didn’t have the right to ask them to risk their lives in order to save Michelle.  
 
    Once the battle began, there would be chaos.  
 
    Every Normie would be fighting for his or her life, fighting Supers that refused to die, Supers that had unknown powers.  
 
    Lucas’s jaw set in determination. He couldn’t rely on anyone else to save Michelle. He would have to do it himself.   
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    Lucas spent the next couple of days back at Laura’s country mansion, training for his upcoming battle with Vengeance’s Super. Lucas had battled many Supers in the past, killed many of them. But he had always known which Super he was going to battle, knew their strengths, their weaknesses. He chose the battleground and attacked quickly, stealthily, usually ending the Supers life within minutes.  
 
    He didn’t know which Super he was to battle, what their powers would be, he hadn’t picked the ground, and he was certain Vengeance was going to lay a trap of some sort.  
 
    But Lucas felt confident.  
 
    He’d traded blows with Mayor Carcass and lived to tell the tale, though he wasn’t actually telling many about it, it had done wonders for his confidence.  
 
    As his running session came to an end, Lucas jumped off the treadmill. Sweat dripping down his body, he pulled off his top and grabbed the water bottle, swigging from it as he walked towards the boxing ring.  
 
    It was like being back in his basement, working out in the gym. Except, it was much bigger, with more equipment, and it was above ground. Light shone in through the windows.  
 
    Lucas jumped over the ropes and landed in the boxing ring. There was none in there to battle with him. But still, he moved around, throwing punches against an imaginary foe.  
 
    An imaginary Super.  
 
    One that threw spikes, balls of fire, bullets and more. He rolled on the ground, diving beneath the imaginary hazards, coming up with an uppercut, a kick, or an imaginary sword. 
 
    After a while, he felt stupid.   
 
    This was no way to prepare to battle a Super.  
 
    But he didn’t how he was supposed to prepare for this unknown foe.  
 
    Lucas sat on the floor and rested against the ropes, breathing heavy. He held his hands gripped into fists and stared at them.  
 
    He was a Super of some sort.  
 
    There was power in his punches.  
 
    But what he really could have done was with some cool superpowers like the ones the Red Head’s gang member had exhibited. Before he turned into dust…  
 
    “Feeling sorry for yourself?” a voice asked.  
 
    It was Hannah.  
 
    Lucas looked up to see her and Anika standing outside the ring, looking in at him. So much for superpowers, he hadn’t even heard them coming in.  
 
    The girls climbed into the ring and sat on opposite sides of him. Anika rested a hand on his leg whilst Hannah leaned onto his shoulder.  
 
    “It’s going to be okay,” Anika said. “You’ll do fine. You always do.”  
 
    Lucas gave a weak smile. It seemed he always did somehow manage to save himself by the skin of his teeth.  
 
    “We’ll save Michelle,” Hannah said. “I’ve got your back.”  
 
    “Thanks,” Lucas said. Not wanting to talk about the subject anymore, he asked, “How’s Laura?” 
 
    “She’s good,” both girls said at the same time. Quickly.   
 
    Silence followed.  
 
    Awkward silence.  
 
    Lucas felt both girl’s bodies stiffen. There would have been a time he could have spoken about anything to the girls. Or, at least, with Anika.  
 
    But now, things had changed.  
 
    They were still friends, and he appreciated their company.  
 
    But… things had changed.   
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    After training, Lucas met with Laura. She ran him through her plans, where the snipers would be positioned, where those with grenade launchers would be, firing explosives to ensure Vengeance retreated out the back.  
 
    Once on the street, he would be ambushed by her entire gang. That’s where the massacre would take place. She completely anticipated losing members of her gang, but she was confident of killing Vengeance, of winning.  
 
    It was a decent plan.  
 
    Lucas couldn’t think up a better one given the time frame.  
 
    He headed to the kitchen, where he found Malika once more, standing over the cooker, over pots and pans heating beneath the gas, steam rising up. She served him a hot plate of spaghetti bolognaise and sat opposite him as he ate, smiling.  
 
    “What?” Lucas asked, a fork full of spaghetti an inch away from his mouth.  
 
    “Nothing,” Malika said, still smiling at him.  
 
    Lucas put the fork down and sighed. “You always cook in your underwear?”  
 
    “Oh, you noticed?” Malika asked, as she looked down at her lace-trimmed bra. “Do you like it?”  
 
    “Yeah,” Lucas said, too tired mentally to be anything but honest.  
 
    Malika unstrapped her bra and let it hang loose around her midriff. Her breasts spilled out, showing her small nipples and the large circle of darker areola. Lucas wanted to suck on them, but he wanted to finish his food too.  
 
    He told her as much, once more too tired mentally to be tactful.  
 
    “Great,” Malika smiled. “I’ll be upstairs in your bedroom.”  
 
    And with that, she dashed off.  
 
    Lucas took another bite of his spaghetti. And then, he realised that Malika was dashing to his room, half naked, her breasts still out.  
 
    Lucas didn’t have a room per se. He shared one with Jenny and Lucy. It was likely both girls were in the room now, either asleep, or waiting for him to come up. Malika was going to barge in there, her breasts jiggling about.  
 
    He wondered how the girls would react. Would they be furious with him? They knew he was sleeping with other girls. It wasn’t a secret.  
 
    Lucas finished his meal and walked up the stairs. He paused outside his bedroom door and rested his ear against it. He couldn’t hear any sounds coming from within. Lucas opened the door and walked in.  
 
    He knew why there were no sounds coming from the room.  
 
    Jenny and Lucy were both asleep.  
 
    Malika was there, and awake.  
 
    She sat on the sofa, her back straight, her legs parted, she was completely naked, her pussy exposed.  
 
    She smiled up at him, an innocence in her gaze. She looked so damned hot. Lucas felt invigorated as he walked towards her. In response, she leaned forward and pushed her breasts together, spreading her legs even further apart.  
 
    The girl was damned flexible.  
 
    Lucas dropped to his knees before her. He kissed her on the lips first, then sucked on her breasts. He grabbed her legs and lifted them up, flipping her onto her back, he glanced at her perfect pussy, the darker lips accentuating the pink sneaking out. 
 
    Lucas leaned forward and kissed her cunt, sucked on it, sighing deeply as he took in her aroma.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 25 
 
   
   
   
   
    It was the day of the duel. Lucas dressed in his traditional battle attire. He wore his long bullet proof coat, along with all the gear. Assault rifle, pistol, ammunition, his sword made from the rare metal found in the asteroids that struck earth, the sharpest metal on earth. In addition to that, he had Vengeance’s serum with him.  
 
    Michelle hadn’t taken all the syringes.    
 
    Lucas hoped to use it on her if he found her. He was certain she would be there. She was a powerful Super, probably the strongest in town. Vengeance would have her at his side as part of his entourage. He would be stupid not to.  
 
    Lucas sat in the car alone, driving towards the building site that was to be his battleground. Laura and her gang would be going separately, some had already gone the day before, camping out in their little spots. There was a sleepy feel about the town as he entered it. Not many cars or humans about.  
 
    In fact, he had yet to pass a single person on the street, or a single car.  
 
    Lucas tapped the little bud fitted in his ear, a direct connection to Laura.  
 
    “What’s up?” Laura asked.  
 
    “It’s really quiet on the streets,” Lucifer said.  
 
    “Yup. That’s because they’re all here. At the building site.”  
 
    “What?”  
 
    Laura sighed over the radio connection. “There are leaflets flying around the town telling every Normie to come to the building site or else. His Supers have gone around, knocking on doors, ensuring there is a good turnout. Annnnd guess what Lucas,” Laura said.  
 
    “What?” Lucas asked, his mood sour.  
 
    “There is amazing attendance at your duel.”  
 
    As Lucas drove closer to the building site, he saw too. There were more cars on the road, humans walked on the pavements, all heading towards the building site. A street away, there was an actual traffic jam. The last time Lucas was stuck in a traffic jam was five years ago, before The Strikes.  
 
    Turned out it wasn’t something he missed from the good old days. 
 
    Lucas jumped out of the car and joined the line of Normies walking towards the building site. A queue had formed near the front, and Lucas had to push his way through. It didn’t go unnoticed by the two Supers standing by the entrance.  
 
    “You,” the blond super pointed at him. “Yes, you,” he repeated, “Get to the back.”  
 
    “You’re kidding, right?” Lucas said.  
 
    “Yeah, you,” the Super shouted, not hearing him from the distance, and over the nattering of the queuing Normies. “Get to the fucking back!”  
 
    Lucas ignored him and continued to barge his way through the crowd until he reached the front. By now, the Super was positively furious, his pale skin red with rage. “I’m gonna smash your fucking face in you mother fucker,” he growled, between huffs.  
 
    The guy was so large. No. Fat was a better description. He was so fat, Lucas wondered if the Super could even raise his fist to swing it.  
 
    “Go on then,” Lucas said.  
 
    The fat Super leaned forward to get a better look with his beady eyes. “What?”  
 
    “Hit me. Smash my face in.”  
 
    What followed next was predictable. The Super stared at him, stupid confusion written across his face. It seemed that when some Supers gained incredible powers, they lost a lot of braincells. This particular Super stared at him for far too long before comprehension struck.  
 
    And then, he struck.  
 
    Lucas was wrong.  
 
    Despite being fat, he had a mean swing behind those arms.  
 
    Lucas moved his head back just in time as the Super’s fat fist whizzed past his face. He saw the force in the speed, felt it in the rush of wind that followed. Lucas stepped back and raised his hands, ready for what was to naturally follow.  
 
    A fist fight.  
 
    But the fat Super stared at him.  
 
    Once more, he did it stupidly.  
 
    “Your face was supposed to be smashed,” he said. He turned to the Super girl standing a few feet away. “His face isn’t smashed,” he said to her.  
 
    The girl walked over to join him. She stared at Lucas’s face. “Why isn’t your face smashed?”  
 
    Lucas sighed internally. It was like Vengeance had dumb and dumber guarding the entrance. “I need to get in,” he told them.  
 
    “Why isn’t you face-” 
 
    This time, Lucas sighed out loud. “I’m Lucas,” he told them. “I’m supposed to be fighting Vengeance’s Super?”  
 
    Thankfully, the two Supers didn’t take much convincing. They believed him. Lucas supposed it made sense. Only a suicidal idiot would claim to be Lucas, the man who was wanted across the town, the man who was going to fight a Super to the death.  
 
    The fat Super led him beneath the arch and down what would have been the lobby of the fancy apartment blocks. Past that, Lucas could see the field. The last time he had been here, only a few days ago, there was grass. And weed. Both long and overgrown.  
 
    But now, it was tidy. The grass cut, the weed pulled out, it was smooth, like a football pitch of old.  
 
    Vengeance had been busy. Or at least, his minions had been.  
 
    The fat Super stopped beneath the arch that led out onto the field. “Go on,” he said. 
 
    Lucas gave the guy a final glance, and then walked out onto the field. He stared up at the building surrounding him. The tall pillars surrounded by red brick, the half length walls around the edges, a few fully formed walls with boxes left for windows.  
 
    Resting against the walls, peering through the windows were hundreds of humans. No. As Lucas spun around in a circle, he realised there were thousands of people here. Vengeance must have brought the entire town here to watch.  
 
    And there he was.  
 
    Vengeance.  
 
    Laura was right.  
 
    He had taken residence on the fifth floor of the fourteen floor tower. The brick wall on that part had been smashed away to form a balcony of sorts. Sofas and coffee tables had been brought up. Vengeance sat in the centre, a gorgeous and naked girl either side of him, he sipped on a drink. Seeing Lucas had spotted him, he waved down.  
 
    Lucas wanted was tempted to run up there and punch the guy’s teeth out.  
 
    But he held back that desire and scanned the small crowd on the balcony. They were all women, wearing little to no clothing. He scanned the faces, desperate to see Michelle.  
 
    But she wasn’t there. 
 
    “L-Lucas?”  
 
    The voice was familiar and he spun around.  
 
    It was Michelle.  
 
    She stood a few meters away from him, her shoulders hunched in, her fingertips trembled. She was naked, except for a belt that had been fastened around her nipples.   
 
    “Michelle,” Lucas gasped. Seeing her, he felt a weight lift from his shoulders. He began to run towards her, but she raised a hand. A hand that suddenly burned blue. Lucas’s run turned into a jog before it came to a complete stop. “Michelle?”  
 
    Michelle stepped back, her hand wavered, but the blue remained. “Vengeance’s has done something to me… I’m h-his… I’m his,” she stopped.  
 
    Fuck.  
 
    “I’m supposed to fight you…”  
 
    Michelle nodded. “I don’t want to Lucas, but I have to… I can’t control my own body,” she said, anger and confusion in her voice, she stared at her own arm, the one that was raised and pointed at him.  
 
    And then it happened.  
 
    A ball of blue shot out from it.  
 
    Lucas was standing only a few feet from her.  
 
    Too close to move out of the way.  
 
    It struck him across the chest.  
 
    He felt his feet lift up, felt his body hurtle back. When he struck the ground, that’s when the pain hit. All at once. He rolled on the floor amongst the freshly cut grass, grunting in pain.  
 
    As he struggled to his feet, another bolt struck the ground beside him, sending grass and dirt flying up his eyes, nose and mouth. Lucas spat it out as he turned. Michelle was still standing in the exact same spot; her hand shook violently.  
 
    She could have struck him when he was down, but she missed on purpose.  
 
    A part of Michelle was still resisting.  
 
    Lucas didn’t feel overjoyed by that. Right now, it was about survival, life and death. Michelle just confirmed she had insane will power in addition to the superpowers he knew she possessed.  
 
    Prior to this, before knowing she was going to be his opponent, Lucas had a plan for Michelle. He was hoping to meet her somewhere on the streets once Laura had launched her attack on Vengeance.   
 
    He’d come prepared to attack her, to take her down and inject her with the serum hidden within his coat.  
 
    He was going to have to action that plan in the arena.  
 
    Not the easiest thing to do.  
 
    But when was life ever easy for him?  
 
    Lucas reached inside his coat and pulled out his assault rifle. He pressed the butt against his shoulder and let loose. He emptied the clip. Every single bullet struck Michelle, all hitting her on the chest. He could see the dots of red riddle across her naked body.  
 
    She remained standing.  
 
    Fuck.  
 
    He was hoping to knock her down.  
 
    “You shot me,” Michelle said. There was anger in her voice, and she took a determined step towards him. “You shot me,” she repeated, now positively seething.  
 
    “It’s not like that,” Lucas said. “I didn’t mean to shoot you?”  
 
    “What? You slipped and the gun went off?” Michelle growled, now marching towards him, her entire body began to turn blue.  
 
    Lucas did the only sensible thing there was to do.  
 
    He turned and ran.  
 
    “Oh you’re not getting away from me that easily Lucas,” Michelle roared.  
 
    He believed her.  
 
    He also knew she was on his tail, and that soon, she would catch up to him. As he ran towards the lobby, he reached inside his coat for a grenade, bit the pin off and chucked it behind him.  
 
    There was an explosion.  
 
    He glanced over his shoulders as he ran.  
 
    It had been an insanely good strike. Michelle’s naked body was now covered in dust. But it hadn’t slowed her down.  
 
    “You’re going to die, Lucas,” she roared, spitting out dirt.  
 
    Lucas reached the lobby and turned right towards the large stairs. He took five and six steps at a time, leaping up. He felt good. The green crystal his body had absorbed gave him strength and speed beyond the normal human.  
 
    But Michelle was a Super.  
 
    One that had absorbed the blue crystal.  
 
    It was much more powerful. He heard her thundering up the stairs behind him. As Lucas reached the landing, he turned and hit the ground on his back.  
 
    He’d guessed right.  
 
    Michelle was right behind him.  
 
    He kicked with both feet and struck her on the chest. She fell back. He jumped to his feet as she tumbled down the stairs. With every passing second, every time he attacked Michelle, her powers would grow even stronger until she became a juggernaut.  
 
    When that happened, Lucas knew there was nothing in his arsenal that could stop her.  
 
    His only hope was to turn her before that happened. He had the serum in his coat. He planned to inject her first, and then inject himself. There was every chance it wouldn’t work. There was no evidence to say the serum would work on someone already owned.  
 
    But it was all Lucas had.  
 
    If that failed, he would have to kill her.  
 
    Or die himself.  
 
    Lucas hadn’t decided which yet.  
 
    He wasn’t sure if the decision was his to make. The slightest mistake, and Michelle would kill him.  
 
    Lucas climbed another set of stairs. The second floor in this part of the building was almost complete. Before him was a wide corridor with doors leading into apartments. He ran to the first open door and dropped to his knees.  
 
    He pulled out the assault rifle and slid in another clip.   
 
    And then, he waited for Michelle to come.  
 
    And she did.  
 
    In all her blue glory.  
 
    She was completely naked now, the energy from within her had burnt off the belt that was fastened around her breasts. They bounced about as she ran. Mesmerising. So much so, Lucas almost forgot to pull the trigger.  
 
    Almost. 
 
    As he let rip, the bullets shot towards her. But they sizzled on impact before falling aside. Her power was something to behold, something to marvel at were it not running towards him with murderous rage.  
 
    Lucas dropped the rifle and turned into the apartment. He made it into what would have been the bedroom when Michelle caught up with him. As she grabbed him from behind, he pulled out a bunch of grenades and threw them across the room.  
 
    Michelle picked him up and threw him across the room. He crashed into the wall and hit the ground. Before he could get up, she dropped onto him, her pussy rested on his waist. But there was no sexual intent behind her pose.  
 
    She raised a fist burning fist to punch him, to smash his face in. 
 
    And then, the room exploded, the grenades finally going off. As debris flew across and cracks appeared on the ceiling, Lucas pulled Michelle down, her naked body now resting on his, her face inches away from his.  
 
    “Hey,” he smiled at her.  
 
    “Don’t you fucking dare,” Michelle threatened. “You shot me, threw a grenade at me, kicked me down the stairs. Don’t you fucking dare-” 
 
    Michelle didn’t get to finish her sentence. The ceiling collapsed and a large chunk of cement dropped onto her back. Her eyes closed as her head slumped onto his shoulder. She was out, but not for long.  
 
    This was the perfect opportunity, but Lucas didn’t have much time. Problem was, Lucas was squashed between the floor and Michelle and the large slab of ceiling resting on her back. It was an effort to move his hand, but he managed to reach his side pocket and pull out the metal box. He flipped it open with one hand.  
 
    Raising his head, he looked inside. He let out a sigh of relief. Both syringes were still intact. Wasting no time, he injected her with the slave serum. Counting to ten, he then injected himself with the master equivalent.  
 
    Michelle lifted her head from his shoulder as Lucas felt a coolness spread through his body. She stared at him with tired eyes. “You’re a piece of shit, you know that Lucas?” she asked, her voice tired.  
 
    “Uh, why’s that?”  
 
    “I really like you, you know that?” Michelle continued. “But you shot me… and then, you throw a grenade at me? I thought you liked me too.”  
 
    “I do like you… I like you very much.”  
 
    “You’ve got a funny way of showing it, mister,” Michelle said. She slid her arm across the floor and poked him on the arm. “And then you kicked me down the stairs. So mean.”  
 
    “Um… are you feeling olrite?” Lucas asked.  
 
    He was pleasantly surprised that she hadn’t tried to bash his head in upon regaining consciousness. But he was a little worried about what being injected with another dose of the serum might have done to her. For now, drunkenness seemed to be the only side effect.  
 
    “I’m fine. It’s you that needs checking. Why are you always pushing me away?” she asked, as she jabbed her finger into his shoulder.  
 
    “Sorry about that,” Lucas said, forcing a fake smile. “Do you uh… do you want to kill me?”  
 
    A dangerous question to ask. Entirely possible it could act as a trigger, set her back on her murderous path.  
 
    Michelle shook her head. “No… not really… I did want to kill you a few moments ago, didn’t I?” she let out a laugh. “Sorry about that.”  
 
    “It’s okay,” Lucas said. “Do you want to get up?”  
 
    “Oh, right.”  
 
    Michelle pressed her arms against the floor and pushed herself up. Lucas slid out from under her. Once on his feet, he grabbed the slab of concrete resting on her back and tipped it over. Michelle stood up and stretched. It was something to see, a naked woman stretching, one with a figure like Michelle’s.  
 
    “What?” Michelle asked, noticing him staring.  
 
    “You got a bit of dust on you,” he said. He began to dust her body, his hands rubbed her breasts, moved down the curves of her hips, felt between her legs.  
 
    “I think you got it all,” Michelle said.  
 
    “Yeah, I think I have,” Lucas said, as he stepped back.  
 
    Michelle stared at him, a twinkle in her eyes. “Why don’t I want to kill you anymore?”  
 
    Lucas told her what had happened, how he’d injected her with the slave portion of Vengeance’s serum, before injecting himself with the master vial.  
 
    “I belong to you now?” Michelle asked.  
 
    “I think so… sorry,” Lucas said. “I didn’t know what else to do.”  
 
    Michelle walked up to him and wrapped her arms around him. “Belonging to you… I don’t actually mind that.”  
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 26 
 
   
   
   
   
    Things started pretty well for Laura. As Lucas began his duel with who she learned was Michelle, Laura gave the signal. A barrage of bullets struck the Supers sitting pretty on the tower block. She knew the bullets wouldn’t kill them. The Supers knew that too. That’s why they sat there so brazenly.  
 
    But bullets could sting.  
 
    And when the bazookas were fired, Vengeance decided he’d seen enough. As he turned and fled down the stairs with his entourage, her gang lay in wait. With bullets and grenades, they hoarded the Supers out through the back of the building site and onto the street.  
 
    Every house here had a member from her gang. More hid behind rusty cars, armed with swords. The plan was for those in the buildings to shoot down the Supers, slow them down long enough for those on the ground to come and slice the Supers heads off, so far the only known way to kill the bastards.  
 
    But it didn’t work so well.  
 
    Whilst her crew had grenade launchers, the Supers had something much more powerful. Vengeance had indeed surrounded himself with the most powerful of Supers. Some picked up cars and threw them at buildings, others ran incredibly fast, smashed through doors and climbed stairs.  
 
    Laura made it to the street in time to see her gang being thrown out of windows. The ones that didn’t die on impact were punched, kicked or blown to death.  
 
    It was a brutal.  
 
    It was slaughter.  
 
    Her chest heaving, Laura barked orders through the radio for her crew to flee. But it was too late. What was supposed to have been a trap for the Supers was now a trap for her gang. The Supers were everywhere, moving with speed, shooting things from their hands, spikes, fire, explosive and more, they moved from house to house, killing anything that tried to flee.  
 
    Laura could still turn and run back into the building site and escape. But she couldn’t leave her gang behind. So she dropped by the fence surrounding the building site and stared at the massacre before her.  
 
    She was in so much shock, she didn’t notice the naked woman walking past her, nor the man whose hand she held. The couple paused to take in the scene before them, the massacre. And then, the man walked up to her.  
 
    “Laura?”  
 
    She looked up at him. “Lucas… you’re alive.”  
 
    “What the fuck is going on here?”  
 
    “We’re dying.”  
 
    “No,” Lucas said, anger in his voice. “We’re not dying. They are. Get the fuck up!”  
 
    He held his hand out for her. She stared at it, confused. “We can’t defeat them all.”  
 
    “No, we can’t. But we can at least go out fighting. Don’t you want to shoot a Super in the face before you die?”  
 
    It was a tempting proposition. It wasn’t like she had anything to lose. So, Laura took his hand and pulled herself up. “I don’t have a weapon,” she said.  
 
    Lucas reached inside his coat and pulled out an assault rifle. He passed it to her.   
 
    “You got anymore in there?”  
 
    “Nope, but actually,” he slid out of his long coat and handed it to her.  
 
    “No thanks,” Laura said. “Wouldn’t suit me. Besides, I think your naked friend there needs it more.”  
 
    “It’s bulletproof,” Lucas said. “As is she,” he nodded at Michelle.  
 
    Laura took the coat and put it on. It was damned heavy. How did Lucas moved around like he did wearing this thing. Her eyes fell on the naked girl. “That’s Michelle?” she asked, and Lucas nodded. “She’s hot. She on our side?”  
 
    “Yup. Vengeance doesn’t know. Let’s see if we can use that to our advantage.”  
 
    Michelle came up to Lucas and kissed him on the lips. And then, she turned and ran down the street, towards Vengeance and the gang of Supers that stood guard around him as he watched the massacre.  
 
    “Can you pass me my sword,” Lucas said. “It’s in a hook on the left side,” he pointed at the coat she wore.  
 
    Laura found the sword and pulled it out. It was a thing of beauty. It was heavy too. No wonder the coat weighed so much. She passed the sword to him. “Sure you don’t want a gun?” she asked. “I think there is one or two, or a dozen in this coat…”  
 
    “I’m good with the sword,” Lucas said.  
 
    And then, he turned and ran down the street, holding up the sword like some sort of ninja. Laura watched with astonishment. She had never seen such a brave Normie before. Nor one so foolhardy. He was going to die.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 27 
 
   
   
   
   
    Michelle made a beeline for Vengeance. He had moved away from the centre of the road and taken refuge inside a house on the right. Standing guard by the door were four Supers, all of them, she knew. They let her pass without question.  
 
    Vengeance sat in the living room, a naked girl on either side of him.  
 
    Fucking pervert.  
 
    “You’re alive,” Vengeance said. “I suppose that means Lucas is dead?”  
 
    Michelle took in the naked girls as she walked into the room, as she sat down on the floor before Vengeance.  
 
    She didn’t know them.  
 
    Were they Supers?  
 
    “Yes, Master,” Michelle said. “I ripped his head off.”  
 
    “I suppose you did good,” Vengeance said. “Go wash off. You’re dirty.”  
 
    He gave a wave of the hand, indicating her dismissal. Michelle climbed to her feet and walked towards the door. She stopped at the entrance and turned to look back.  
 
    “What?” Vengeance snapped.  
 
    “They’re really pretty,” she nodded at the two naked girls.  
 
    “Best the Normies could offer,” Vengeance said. “I haven’t turned these two into mindless slaves. Seems a waste to use the serum on them, thanks to that fucker Lucas destroying my stash. Turns out it was a blessing in disguise. Its so much more fun to play with girls that still have free will, but are too terrified to use it,” he chuckled.  
 
    Michelle raised a hand blazing blue and fired a bolt at Vengeance. It struck him on the head and blew it right off.  
 
    That had been easy… how fucking strong was she?  
 
    The two girls beside him jumped away, both cowered on the floor, one screamed at the top of her lungs, the other pressed her hands against her ears.  
 
    The Supers that had been guarding the front door burst into the room. Michelle lowered her hand, bringing it to her side. There was a moment of tension, a brief moment where it seemed they would avenge their master.  
 
    But then, the moment passed, and the Supers stared at her with confusion.  
 
    “He’s dead?” one asked.  
 
    “He is… does that mean we’re free?”  
 
    It seemed like as much. The Supers paid her no attention, their focus completely on Vengeance, she quietly slid past them. Once out on the street, she noticed the sudden change. The Supers no longer attacked the Normies. Some had frozen on the spot, others walked around in a haze. The Normies had noticed it too. Some took the opportunity to flee.  
 
    Michelle spotted Lucas, his sword covered in blood, he held it before him, facing off against a Super. A Super that stared at him with confusion. Lucas could have taken advantage of the situation and cut the dude’s head off.  
 
    But he didn’t.  
 
    The dude had principles and shit.  
 
    Michelle felt a rush of feelings towards him. She knew at least some of those were prevalent before he injected her with the serum.  
 
    She belonged to him now.  
 
    Michelle felt a warmth in her heart as she rushed over to him.  
 
    “What the hell’s going on?” Lucas asked.  
 
    “Vengeance is dead,” Michelle said. “I think now that they don’t have a master, they’re free?”  
 
    “Or their brain dead?” Lucas muttered. He waved his sword in front of the Super’s eyes.  
 
    That caught the Super’s attention. He frowned at Lucas. “The fuck you doing man? Do you even know how to use that thing?” 
 
    Lucas looked like he was about to show the Super he knew very well how to use the damned thing. Michelle grabbed him by the arm and pulled him away.  
 
    “It’s over,” she gushed. “The nightmare is over. Vengeance is dead!”       
 
    She expected Lucas to be happy, but there was uncertainty in his eyes.  
 
    “What’s wrong?” she asked.  
 
    “If I knew killing Vengeance would have freed you, I would never have injected you with the serum,” Lucas said.  
 
    Oh.  
 
    That’s what he was worried about?  
 
    She felt another rush of feelings for him. He was so damned cute. Even after all this, after saving her from Vengeance, he was still worried about her. Michelle took his hand in hers and stepped closer to him.  
 
    He was so tall. Damned handsome too. Being this close to him, she had never felt safer. She wasn’t worried about belonging to him. And she said as much.  
 
    “Are you sure?” Lucas asked.  
 
    “It’s not like I have much of a choice,” she said, and then giggled at the look of pain on his face. “I’m teasing,” she nudged him with her elbow. “Come on, we’ve got work to do. I might belong to you, but I still want to be the Mayor of this town.”  
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    His black hair was thick. It resembled more the spikes on the back of a hedgehog than it did human hair. He had red skin and two balls of black for eyes. His teeth were sharp and numerous. They were in rows of two just like a shark. He was a demon and his name was Jamie Azarath. Alex was having a pretty good day until Jamie showed up and frightened the crap out of him.  
 
    Alex was twenty-one years of age and led a pretty unremarkable life. He worked night shifts as a security guard in an office building in central London. During the day when he wasn’t sleeping, he usually came to this café. It was a cosy little spot just around the corner from his apartment. It was quaint inside. Three single sofas of a dark grey fabric were arranged in a U around a tea table. There was a wood burning stove and past that were rows of wooden chairs and tables opposite the counter. 
 
    It was a quiet place. Perfect for him to lose himself in his thoughts, work the brain and write away. Alex was a writer. Or at least, he was trying to write a damned book, something that he was currently doing a horrible job of. He had literally written the exact same line three times before hitting the delete button.  
 
    Sighing, he reached for his cold mug of coffee. Lifting it to his lips, he tilted the cup. Nothing. He recalled it being empty the previous time too when he’d lifted it to his lips. Madeline, the sometimes-attentive waitress, came over with a decanter full of the stuff. But rather than pour it into his mug, she stood over him. Her elbow rested against the corner of the sofa’s backrest. 
 
    Alex looked up at her. She had pretty brown eyes and at nineteen, was two years younger than him. Madeline had that perfect golden mix-raced skin. At five foot seven, she was a good height too. The coffee shop had chosen a smart dress code for the waitress - black skirt, white shirt. Thanks to the summer heat, Madeline wore a very short black skirt. Her white shirt had the top three buttons undone. 
 
    “That’s your fourth cup,” Madeline commented.   
 
    “Tired. Pour me another please.”  
 
    “You’ve come straight from your shift, haven’t you?”  
 
    “I showered first,” Alex said defensively.  
 
    “You should go to bed.”  
 
    “Want to come with?”  
 
    “To your bed? Sure,” Madeline said as the corners of her lips twitched. “Gain ten pounds of muscle first.” She was about to pour him coffee when she stopped with the decanter hovering over his mug. “You can pay for this, right?”  
 
    Alex dug his hands into his denim jean pockets and fumbling about. He grabbed everything within, then placed the contents on the table triumphantly. “There ya go!”  
 
    Madeline separated the contents with her fingers. “Three buttons, two pennies and a string…”. She stared at the string with what looked like a seed tied to one end. Her eyes met his. “Jesus, Alex, this is sad. Where’s your credit card?”  
 
    “I think I’ve left it at home…”  
 
    Madeline frowned. “You’re not going to be able to pay for your first four then? I’ve gotten into trouble for giving you free stuff.”  
 
    “Sorry, didn’t know that,” Alex mumbled.  
 
    Madeline rolled her eyes. “My boss is a bit of a dick.” 
 
    “Want me to sort him out?”      
 
    “Sure,” she smiled. “Gain twenty pounds of muscle first though.”  
 
    “You said ten pounds of muscle earlier,” Alex muttered. 
 
    “Ten to sleep with me,” she winked. “Twenty if you want to take my boss down. He’s a big fucker.”  
 
    And with that, Madeline turned and walked away. Alex stared at her curvy behind. The short skirt accentuated it perfectly. He wasn’t ashamed that this mouth was hanging open some. He’d flirted with Madeline for a while now, but she’d never been this forward before. Alex made a mental note to hit the gym one day. He then turned back to stare at the screen on his laptop.  
 
    After blinking rapidly several times, Alex rubbed his eyes. Exhaustion was catching up to him. He hit the save button on the word document several times before closing it. He was about to slam his laptop shut when he noticed the girl. She stood opposite him and wore a short floral dress. Her bare knees brushed against the coffee table.  
 
    Alex recalled seeing her sitting at the other end of the room. Her head had been buried in one of those fancy Apple Macs. She had brown mousy hair and wore large spectacles, nailing the geeky but hot librarian look perfectly, effortlessly.  
 
    “Hi.”  
 
    “Hey,” Alex waved a hand at her.  
 
    It was an awkward wave. Feeling foolish, he used the hand to gently close his somewhat antiquated laptop.    
 
    “I got you coffee,” she flashed him a smile, showing perfect teeth.  
 
    True enough, she had in her hand a red mug. She placed it on the table, then pushed it towards him. Alex took the mug and raised it to his lips. He took a sip. Yup, it was coffee alright.  
 
    He stared up at her, not sure what to say next. Alex had a talent for being a bit of an ass, for being able to make smart and quick comebacks. What he didn’t have a talent for was making charming small talk, which he figured was what he should do now. What was he supposed to say? She stood there staring down at him with an expectant smile. Thanks. You could thank her for the coffee, his brain yelled at him.  
 
    “Uh, thanks,” he mumbled.  
 
    “Alex, isn’t it?”  
 
    He nodded. “Do I know you?” 
 
    She sat opposite him on the soft fabric sofa. “It’s Chrissy. We were in the same class in primary school?”  
 
    Alex’s eye’s narrowed. “Chrissy Skinner?” 
 
    “I think I was the only Chrissy in class,” she said, her smile so natural. “But yes, Chrissy Skinner. What are you doing?” she nodded at the laptop.  
 
    “Uh, trying to write a book…” Alex said hesitantly. It felt strange seeing Chrissy after so many years. He’d had the biggest crush on her about eleven years ago. A small fact that he’d never managed to work up the courage to share with her back in the day.   
 
    Her eyes lit up. “That’s so cool. What genre?”   
 
    “Fantasy at the moment.” He hoped she wouldn’t ask about the plot. Alex’s story was about a boy who finds out he’s a wizard and ends up going to wizarding school. So like Harry Potter was what pretty much everyone said immediately after.  
 
    Chrissy nodded enthusiastically. “What’s it about?”  
 
    Dammit, Alex cursed silently. “A boy who finds out he’s a wizard, then goes to wizarding school. It’s not like Harry Potter.”    
 
    Chrissy flashed him a smile. “Hey, JK Rowling doesn’t have a copyright on wizards being educated.” 
 
    “Exactly!” Alex thumped his fist on the table.  
 
    From behind the counter, Madeline turned her eyes on him, her brows furrowed. She spotted Chrissy. Her face lit up, she winked, then gave him the thumbs up. Alex looked away, hoping his somewhat pale skin didn’t redden too much.  
 
    “I do a bit of writing too. Been working on a fantasy myself,” Chrissy said. “Struggling to find a satisfactory ending for it.”  
 
    Alex stared at her curiously, wondering if that was why she’d approached him, because she already knew he was writing? It was a professional interest then, not personal. He supposed that made more sense. Alex was tall, but skinny and pale. His dark hair was usually messy and his choice of clothing wasn’t exactly hip. Girls didn’t randomly approach him for a conversation - especially not pretty girls.  
 
    Chrissy stared back at him, still smiling, though it began to wane some. Of course, it was waning. She’d said something and was probably waiting for him to respond because you know, that’s how conversations worked. 
 
    “Uh, I’d love to read it. I mean if you want another pair of eyes looking at it?” he said quickly. 
 
    “Yeah, awesome!”  
 
    They exchanged emails. Not quite telephone numbers, but Alex was feeling cool about it. And then, some dude walked in and ruined his mood. Standing at well over six feet tall, his blonde hair was slicked back. He wore tight black jeans and a white V-neck vest that showed of what were regular hours at the gym. Or use of steroids.  
 
    He looked like a bit of a prick.  
 
    Chrissy jumped to her feet at his approach. He grabbed her by the waist. They kissed. Alex caught Madeline staring at him. She made an exaggerated sad face.   
 
    “Ready to go?” the guy asked, his voice suitably deep.  
 
    “Let me just grab my laptop,” Chrissy said. “Alex, Jamie Azarath,” she introduced them quickly before darted off.   
 
    “Hey,” Alex said. 
 
    In response, Jamie gave a nod of the head. He was apparently clearly too fucking cool to waste words in acknowledging Alex.  
 
    And then it happened. His face changed. Literally. One moment, he was a white guy with blonde hair and blue eyes, the next moment, his skin was red. All of it. His face, his exposed arms and neck, it was all red. And not the sunburnt red. This was the devil red. Like Satan in pretty much every image anywhere. His hair had changed too. It was no longer blonde, nor did it seem like hair. Each black strand was as thick as a needle. His eyes were black like pools of ink.  
 
    “…what the fuck,” Alex muttered. 
 
    “What?” Jamie frowned.  
 
    “The fuck happened to your-,” Alex raised both his hands and pointed in Jamie’s general body.  
 
    “What are you seeing?” Jamie asked, his voice wary. 
 
    “I’m seeing you,” Alex mumbled. “But you’re all red and… your teeth. Jesus fucking Christ, they’re like shark teeth.” 
 
    Jamie grinned and Alex was sure there was a picture of him in the dictionary under the word evil. “It’s happening more and more.”  
 
    “What is?” Alex asked.  
 
    “More and more humans are seeing us for what we are. The veil is breaking.”  
 
    Alex wasn’t naturally slow, but his brain had frozen somewhat, and it took him awhile to process what Jamie had just said. Staring up at the beast of a being, he swallowed nervously. “If you’re not a human… what uh… what are you?”  
 
    Jamie smiled, and Alex leaned back against the sofa, feeling lightheaded. “What do you know of demons?”  
 
    Alex didn’t get a chance to answer the question. Chrissy appeared at that precise moment. Her Apple Mac was pressed against her chest with one arm. She wrapped the other around Jamie, her demon-looking boyfriend. “I’ll email you,” she said to Alex. 
 
    Jamie grinned as they walked out of the café. Alex was speechless as he watched in confusion and horror. Could Chrissy not see Jamie’s real face? Surely, she must be able to, right? But if she could, why was she willing going with him, so calmly and happily? Was she part of it?  
 
    Part of what? What exactly had he seen? A demon?   
 
    Alex laughed nervously. No. Jamie wasn’t really a demon. There was a perfectly good explanation for what he had just seen. One that did not revolve around demons. Trick of the lighting. It had to be… somehow, the sunlight had-  
 
    “She’s cute. He’s hot,” Madeline interrupted his thoughts.   
 
    Alex turned his head to see the waitress leaning against the counter, her eyes on Chrissy and Jamie as they climbed into the red Porsche 911 parked against the kerb.  
 
    “You didn’t see the red skin and spikes for hair?”  
 
    Madeline’s gaze turned to him. “What?” she frowned. 
 
    “The red skin? He had red skin?”  
 
    “Like… sunburnt?” Madeline asked, before adding as an afterthought, “I’d do them both.”  
 
    “Not sunburnt. It was like a devil- wait, you’re… you’d do them both?”   
 
    Madeline winked at him before she turned away from the counter and busied herself with her job.  
 
    Under normal circumstances, Madeline revealing her bisexuality might have piqued Alex’s interest more. But today was not normal. He turned to stare out the door once more. The red Porsche pulled out and drove off. More humans are seeing us for what we are, Jamie had said. That meant not all humans could see Jamie for what he was.  
 
    Did that mean Chrissy couldn’t see the demon? Did she only see the blond human-looking douchebag? If she couldn’t see Jamie for what he really was, did that mean she was in trouble?  
 
    Why could Alex see? More importantly, what the hell was he seeing? Was Jamie really a demon? 
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