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************************************************************

Part 1

"And we're back on the air, after that wonderful little slice of heaven by Joan Jett. And you know what, Diane... I still love rock n'roll after all this time."
"I know you do and so do I. Hi everybody. This is Diane..."
"...and Steve..."
"...keeping you company on your way home from work on this busy day in gorgeous Eve City."
"That's right, Diane. And remember, today's show is brought to you by DyStar-XS, where you can get all your electronic needs, be it computer, stereo, CD player..."
"...or even alarm clock radio so you don't get up late in the morning."
"We know that happens! (laughs)"
" (Laughing along) The name is DyStar-XS, where we do everything in excess!"

Amy Lockhart looked down on Eve City from her perch atop the tranmission tower of KMTR, the local music and entertainment radio, listening to her favorite hosts from a vantage point uniquely available to her thanks to her unique abilities. Clad in her yellow and cyan costume, her unique earphones tapped into the wave spectrum emissions of all signals in the city, the heroine also known as Radio Wave was enjoying the moment as best she could, given her unique circumstances.

Fighting crime in Eve City was no picnic. Between the street gangs, the drug runners, the super-powered villains, the crazy robots and the evil geniuses, not to mention the occasional crazed fan or zealot, it was a hard life. On her first run, she had learned the perils of being a heroine in this city, and while she made an effort not to recall the specific moments that encounter had entailed, she had learned to protect herself a lot more. She had caught several bad guys - and had been caught a few times as well, with dire consequences. Every once in a while, it led to a breakdown. Luckily, she was not alone in her crimefighting. There were allies in town, even a mentor, to help her through the pains and tribulations, and allow her to recover so she could rise again. And rise she did. In the end, she told herself, the good needed to outweigh the bad. Every crook she sent to jail was one less villain on the street; she had also sent a few to the hospital prior. She may not have been proud of it, but if felt good to get some payback on these criminals for what they did to the city - and what they did to her and her friends.

"Now for some news," Diane continued. "The city's police force is on the hunt for the notorious criminal Oxyde, escaped in transit while he was being taken for his arraignment at court this afternoon."
"It was apparently a daring escape perpetrated by some outside forces, as the police truck was lifted off the ground without seemingly anything doing the liting.  Some have speculated telekinesis to be part of the escape plan."
"Indeed, Steve, and not only that, but some witnesses claim they saw a woman, hovering in the air, in nothing but... well... a black string bikini and a mask."
"Now, folks, as soon as you get home, stay there. You know our boys in blue are on the case."
"Not to mention the many heroes that are sure to want a piece of Oxyde, after what he claimed to have done to some of them."
"No doubt. Remember folks, Oxyde is a lethal individual, his touch can poison anyone he comes in contact with, so steer clear, and call 911 if you spot him."

Oxyde. Radio Wave had missed his takedown. It had happened while she was on another case. It had gotten pretty ugly, from what she had heard. If he was loose, she had to find him and let the others know.

Tuning out the radio broadcast, she tuned in the wide band cellular transmission across the city, hoping to catch the words that would hint her in the right direction. She had to be patient. Once, she had sat through this process for more than eight hours before latching onto a clue that had led her to some rich home where young vagrants were being kidnapped and used as sex slaves. She put away from her mind the details she did not want to recall again, instead focusing on her search. It could take a while...

...or not. A few minutes in, the static of a conversation broke through as she identified a suspicious conversation.

"So he got out?"
"Yeah. Not sure how. We were safer while he was on the inside."
"You think he's gonna come after us?"
"What do you think? We cheated him out of his cut."

Their conversation rang true : as she recalled, Oxyde had perpetrated a violent bank robbery, landing twenty people, guards, tellers and visitors,  in the hospital. He had been shadowed by a gang at the time, following his every move, from what the report said. He had also taken his sweet time, having some 'fun' with one of the tellers until Knight Hawk had showed up. She had managed to take down all his henchmen, but fell prey to his toxin ability. Poisoned, defenseless, he overpowered her for at time, until her mentor Ricochet and the powerful Andromeda arrived to take him out. Their fight had been longdrawn, but ultimately, it was KnightHawk who recovered and was able to use one of her unique crime-fighting tools to take down the villain. Some of the henchmen, meanwhile, had gotten away with the money.

Radio Wave reflected on the situation : if these goons were really afraid of Oxyde, they might be willing to cooperate with her for their protection. They might provide a lead into his whereabouts. But she had to be careful about it. One time, she had cornered an informant to squeeze some information about a deal going down. Forgetting to watch her back, she had fallen victim to a sneak attack by his accomplice, and they had thoroughly exploited her weakness. Luckily, they thought her defeated so they actually spilled their guts about the information before leaving her bound and tied. Ricochet had rescued her and they had stopped the murder of a young college student, who had been very thankful for their action. It had evened things out, again.

Being able to tap into cellular signals meant she could backtrack the signal and call the cellphone. She proceeded to do so. A male voice, one of the two she had heard a moment earlier, spoke up.

"Yeah, wadda ya want?"
"I understand you are in need of assistance. I can help."
"What? Who the fuck are you?"
"I'm the girl that can save your hide and prevent Oxyde from tearing you a new one..."

There was a long pause.

"Okay... wadda ya want?"
"Do you want me protect you?"
"I don't even know who you are."

A few weeks ago, Radio Wave would have told him her heroic name. She had done so once, and it had led her into a trap. Not knowing who the other person was gave her an advantage.

"I'm the only person who has a chance of saving you. If you care for your life, climb up - alone - to the top of the Lincoln building, using the exterior walkway. Be there in one hour, and I may be able to offer you a way out from your predicament. If not, well, Oxyde is not too forgiving, as you must know..."

Again, the man on the other end of the line marked a long pause.

"All right. Fine. I'll be there."
"Alone, or I don't show."

Radio Wave pretended to hang up, but kept herself connected to the line. The man immediately dialed back to his previous interlocutor.

"Yep."
"Hey man, you won't believe this."
"What?"
"I just got called by one of those do-gooder girls, I think."
"What? How'd she get your number?"
"Who knows, man? Who cares. If we catch her, we can give her to Oxyde and he'll forgive us for sure."
"Sure. But how?"

The man explained how the heroine had set up a meeting on the roof with him, asking him to be alone.

"All you have to do, man, is to be across another roof, with a sniper dart gun, and take her out when she lands."
"Sure, but where are we gonna get a sniper dart gun?"
"I still have one at the lair. I'll pick it up and meet you in front of the Lincoln building in half-an-hour."
"All right. This better be legit, though."
"I'm sure it is."

The two men hung up. Radio Wave smiled. Experience was so important in this field. She had, at first, trusted bad guys to keep their word. She would not make that mistake anymore. Ricochet had trained her to use her skills more efficiently, and it was good to see that these intense trainings were paying off.

She needed to get on site before they did, so she turned to the large antenna beside her, focusing her power, shifting into wave form. She was still learning to navigate the maze of frequencies across the city, but it was getting easier now, thanks to the focus Ricochet had insisted after too many close calls and too many incidents. She missed her mark by hopping to the next building, but she was there, and way before anyone arrived. She investigated the place. She knew not which roof the sniper would set himself on, but she was confident that she could sneak up to him - more training - and knock him out with the tazer she now carried away. It was still a risky business, as a clever assaillant had once taken the tazer from her and used it to shock her, and then taking advantage of her weakened state. As long as the bad guy did not see her coming, she was fine.

The waiting was hard but worth it. She eventually noticed her quarry climbing atop the Lincoln building. Immediately, she started looking for his ally. Failing to find him, she took a chance at finding his location with the GPS on his phone. It pinged him very close, across another roof. She thanked her stars and proceeded to get to the other building in order to take him out. It was a far leap, and despite her athleticism, Radio Wave was unsure if she could make the jump. Turning into waveform would compromise her position with all the static it generated, so she had to chance. She retreated some distance, took a running start and leapt over the building. At first, she felt like would not hit her mark, but a surge of energy propelled her forward and she landed, not too discreetly, on the hard surface, rolling with the hit with an ease she did not suspect herself of having.

The man on the roof, armed with his dart sniper rifle, heard some kind of commotion, so he moved to intercept. Radio Wave felt his presence, so she quickly tucked behind a chimney, her small frame easily hidden by its bulk. She grabbed the tazer and launched a quiet prayer. The man was walking towards her position. She felt trapped, anxious. Memories of past failures almost overwhelmed her. She closed her eyes for a single moment, focusing solely on his location through his GPS. He was no more than a meter from her.

She rose from her location and shot the tazer into his chest. He convulsed; his hands shook but did not trigger the dart aimed at Radio Wave. The man collapsed from the neural shock, still trembling as he hit the hard surface. Within moments, Radio Wave was on him, removing the dangerous weapon. She retrieved from her belt some tie-wraps - a necessary tool in crime-fighting - and quickly bound the man's hands behind his back. Feeling somewhat empowered by her takedown, she pulled down his pants to his ankles, then tied his feet together. She looked up across to the Lincoln building : the other henchman was standing around, waiting for her to show. She did not want to disappoint him.

She had chosen the Lincoln building because it had a large antenna. She entered waveform and shifted herself to it, then returned to human form as she landed on all fours on the roof. Her contact was surprised by the maneuver and stepped back.

"Well, looks like someone doesn't play by the rules."
"Wadda ya mean?"
"I took care of your little boyfriend on the other roof."
"What? Shit."

She smiled coyly at him.

"Now, despite your lack of ethics, our deal still stands. Help me find Oxyde and I'll get you to safety, some place where he can't get to you."

Radio Wave could not help but notice how the man was leering at her, undressing her with his eyes. She dismissed it as she did every time it happened. It came with the territory, apparently.

"You can't protect me."
"I most certainly can."

The henchman hesitated for a second, then quickly pulled out a gun. Radio Wave was stunned by the swiftness of his action; he took a step back to get some distance with her.

"Quick as you are, you can't dodge a bullet, so don't try anything."

Radio Wave cursed herself. All this high-tech thinking had blinded her to the more obvious threats.

"Don't be stupid, now!" Radio Wave told him.
"You're the stupid one. You think you can protect me? Bullshit. You girls can't protect your own asses!"

He leered at her even more : she felt dirty just from the stare.

"I'm gonna hand you to my boss, and he's gonna forgive everything. Best of all, I don't have to share any credit with bozo over there..."

Radio Wave was considering her exit strategy. The closest roof was much too far for a jump. Turning into waveform took several seconds, too long for her to avoid getting shot. She had tried once to shift while injured, and it had almost killed her. Meanwhile, the enemy considered his own options.

"You know what... take off everything."
"What?"
"Like you never heard that one before!"

He waved the gun at her, menacingly. She sighed. Once, she had agreed to undress for the enemy. Once he had gotten close to her, she had been able to move out of the way of the gun and disarm him. Other times, she had not been so lucky. Still, without any other options, her best bet was to comply. As she untied the clasp on the collar of her suit, she realized that while she still had her headphones on, she could emergency dial Ricochet discreetly. She did so silently, hoping her mentor would quickly come to assist her.

"The gloves first," he said.

She complied. The bracers fell to the ground before her. The man kept his gaze locked on her, intently staring at her exposed midriff.

"Now the top."

She barely hesitated : she had been stripped so often it barely bothered her anymore, and she found out very early that this prudish attitude only turned most men (and some women) on even more. Being aloof about it had actually saved her from the ordeal once or twice with the villain losing interest in shaming her. She exposed her chest: the chill of the wind made her nipples perk up.

"All off!"

She slid the costume down, past her waist pulling her form-fitting panties along, exposing her shaved pussy to the villain. His eyes were ablaze with lust but he did not come over. Thankfully, he allowed her to keep her headset and mask on.

"Get your ass on the ground!" he ordered.

She complied once more, instinctively spreading her legs to give him a better view. He looked like his head might explode. Things still looked good : he had not tied her up in any way, and he would need to get close to do so. But he had another thing in mind. Still aiming the gun at her, he unbuckled his pants, lowering them slightly to pull it out. It was already half-erect. He pointed the gun, with his right hand, towards her. What was he up to?

"I'm not stupid, hero girl. I'm not gonna touch you. You're gonna touch yourself."
"What?"
"That's right... you're gonna make me cum by watching you cum."

That was unexpected, to say the least. If he didn't get close, there was no way to wrestle the gun from him. He took his dick in his left hand, still aiming the gun at Radio Wave's exposed belly.

"Start rubbing... or else."

What could she do at this point? At least, he wasn't touching her, she thought, and if he did try, she would take him down hard. She slid her right hand between her legs and felt the dampness : why did these situations turn her on so much now? Was she getting thrills out-of-it? It did not make sense, yet, as soon as her hand started rubbing against her exposed pussy, she felt the rush of pleasure head on. It was wrong, she knew it, but at least she was in control. She closed her eyes to avoid seeing the man's face as he jerked himself to the sight of her masturbation. It would not take long. She slid two fingers inside herself, moaning hard as the stimulation got to her. She heard her adversary make the same sounds and she risked opening her eyes. As she did, he shot his load at her from his left hand. Thankfully, the fluids did not reach her, but the strange visual immediately overrided her sense of preservation and she exploded in kind, squirting hard in his direction, locked in the throes of ecstasy.

"Ah! Fuck this!" he cried out, taking a step towards her, intent on continuing his assault.

Despite the strength of her orgasm, Radio Wave was still very much aware of her surroundings. She felt him get closer, opening her eyes in time to see the gun coming towards her. Before she could react, however, the gun tore itself from the henchman's hand. He too was completely stunned, but Radio Wave was the first to take advantage of the situation. With one swift kick of her two feet to his groin, she collapsed him to the ground with one kick. Still very much stimulated by the experiment, she fell on her back as the villain keeled over, completely defeated.

Looking up into the sky, maybe fifty meters above her, Radio Wave saw an unfamiliar female shape. Focusing her attention on detailing, she noticed it was a tall woman, clad in a black string bikini clearly worn to her advantage. She had long blacks gloves up to her mid upper arms and thigh boots. Her hair was black and grey, long and flowing. She was looking down on her, hovering above her head, smiling Radio Wave seemed to see. For a moment, she remained there, motionless, then sped away faster than Radio Wave could follow.

Had this woman intervened somehow? Telekinesis? That would explain the gun. But why would the woman who helped Oxyde escape - if indeed that was her - come to her aid? Who was she?

Radio Wave had no time to concern herself with these questions. She dressed herself back as quickly as she could, recovering her dignity without too much hassle. The henchman was down, and he was going to talk. She was certain of it now.

End part 1

***************************************************************

Radio Star, part 2

"You are listening to KTMR radio, your home for news, entertainment and music. This is Philip, keeping you company on this chilly night in Eve City, the greatest city in the world, home to the best and hottest people on the planet. We were just listening to Desiree Diamond's latest single, 'Night on the Town' and I gotta tell you, it makes me want to party all night long, hopefully with her. Now, have you heard the great news? Our very own pop star is holding a charity concert tomorrow night, at the Franklin Hall. This is to benefit victims of the latest criminal violence our city has been under as of late."

From the safety of her secret lair, the superheroine known as Knight Hawk was training intensely. It was past midnight, past her regular patrol across the city. After a fast ride on her uniquely configured bike, she had managed to prevent a mugging, taken down three drug dealers peddling some nasty hallucinogens (she had avoided getting affected this time) and even rescued two of the kidnapped teenage girls which had been missing since last Friday. There was still one missing : Knight Hawk was afraid she may have already left town on a boat bound for some middle-eastern country. The trail was cold, otherwise she would still be out there.

Now back from her patrol, she had slipped into sports bra and undies, and was pounding away at the punching bag, toning her muscle mass ever more. Being unpowered, as opposed to many of her colleagues, meant she had to push it harder than anyone to keep pace, and she did. If it meant getting one more person in the city out of trouble, it was worth all the efforts and sacrifices.

"In other news, there has still been no sighting of Oxyde since his escape, this afternoon. A psychologist with the police said this was surprising, as Oxyde's profile seems to state he is hell bent on revenge."

Knight Hawk sighed. Three weeks ago, she had faced the savage Oxyde in battle - and lost. Arriving on the scene of his latest crime, she had come upon a sordid scene. The massive villain, towering around seven feet and four hundred pounds, with some kind of artificial greenish skin, had taken the bank workers and guests hostage. He had isolated a particularly young and small clerk and was ravaging her as Knight Hawk had descended upon the scene. Taking out the henchmen had proved an easy feat, as their distraction, watching their employer perform, allowed her to easily surprise them with a gas grenade, concussion charges and finally, for those still standing, a brutal takedown. Oxyde pulled out of his victim who collapsed on the floor, completely traumatized, and had charged KnightHawk, who had easily avoided his strike. She pummelled him a few times, landing severe hits which had seemed to injure the villain, as he slouched over. She had moved in closer, and that's when he had snagged her, landing a blow on her face, the only exposed skin of her costume. His toxin had entered her bloodstream, and that was it. She had collapsed from the weakness.

Having a great memory was a truly awesome asset for a crime-fighting heroine investigator. It allowed her to remember specific details to help her track down her quarries, but it also meant that the bad memories were also in there, as easily recalled. Knight Hawk remembered very vividly her feeling of powerlessness, how his toxin drained her strength but also her will to fight. She remembered the pounding she had taken as his fists slammed hard against her armor, while the bank onlookers concemplated her defeat in disbelief. She also remembered how his wide hands had torn the bottom half of her costume apart, how he had slid one of large fingers into her, generating toxins to stimulate her, and the overwhelming sensation of pleasure and pain she had derived from it. She could see his large unnatural member, thrust in her face, in her mouth as he held her head in place, her exposed behind slouched up in the air. One of the henchman had revived by then. She had felt him enter her from behind, while Oxyde pumped away at her face. The humilitation it brought back intensified the strength of her training. She remembered the taste of Oxyde's load as he came into her mouth, vile and as toxic as the rest of him. She had gagged on it while the henchman had secured his grasp on her buttocks, pounding away hard until, in her debilitated state, she could do nothing but feel his manhood inside her.

Thankfully, she also remembered the rescue, the sight of her allies Andromeda and Ricochet, swooping in and taking the henchman down before he could finish, then the race as Andromeda tore away at Oxyde and took the battle to the streets.

Mostly, though, Knight Hawk remembered the stare of the people in the bank as she pulled herself up, still affected by the toxin, bottomless and raped, making her way to the teller to see if she was all right. Thankfully, she was not dead, but her condition was worse than hers. After calling in 911, she had recovered her pants and joined her colleagues outside, using a special anti-toxin kit from her arsenal to regain her wits. And with her help, they had taken down Oxyde.

She turned off the radio, which was now playing some kind of sappy love song. As Desiree Diamond, she could relate to music, being a famous pop star; as Knight Hawk, she cared very little for it. She went into her bathroom and turned on the shower, getting naked and stepping in a moment later. The water was cool, drizzling down her athletic  body. Recalling Oxyde's assault had triggered an emotional reponse - as usual - and she felt it come again. At first, she had found it difficult to handle the shame it brought her. After time and several assaults, she had come to accept it as her way of life, even though she fought against it always. Still, the shame was not hers, and finding solace in herself did not make her a slut. She retrieved a transparent glass-like dildo from the shelf in her shower and proceeded to pleasure herself at her own rhythm, driving in the orgasm with strength and conviction, empowered by her own control over her own sexuality. Closing her eyes as she did, she imagined some of the more pleasant memories associated with sex : a forced encounter with Andromeda, a party with three fans after a particularly good concert, even that unexpected one night-stand with Ricochet. She came hard, but did not stop there, and drove it in even more, as if to prove a point to herself that, despite all the hardships and assaults, she still owned her own body.

She eventually collapsed from the pleasure, slouching at the bottom of the shower, quite content.

Next morning came around and found Desiree Diamond on site for the charity concert of the night. She met up with her producer, Tom Winters, a veteran in the industry, going over the details of her performance. She then investigated the wardrobe section for the evening, satisfied at the choices made by her stylist. Around lunch, she met up with one of her fellow performers, a charming young asian singer called Gala, whose unique voice and style had appealed to Desiree. They exchanged pleasantries; Gala recalled her last concert in Tokyo and the subsequent party thereafter, quite an event from her retelling. Desiree had wanted to attend but business in Eve City had kept her busy that weekend. She could not say what kind of business to Gala, of course, but it had involved some very undesirables whom Knight Hawk and some of her allies had dealt with rather harshly - given the treatment they themselves had received at their hands not a few days prior.

"I can't wait for our duo, it is going to be sensational."

Gala was barely nineteen and already an international superstar in her own right.

"Yes. The charity event will be broadcast in audio across the city."
"So everyone can listen in. That will so awesome. Too bad no video."

Desiree smirked as she heard the word. She vividly remembered a filmed concert, about a year ago, where a villain, aware of her secret identity, had forced himself onto the stage, his bodyguards taking control of the crowd. He had previously kidnapped, stripped and unmasked her a month before, then had vanished into thin air. Gulio he had called himself. Threatening to reveal her secret identity without actually giving it away, he had ordered the cameras to keep filming as he forced her to undress, give him a blowjob, then get on her knees while he took her from behind, all on tape, and now infamous on the internet. It had made a splash page in the sleazy tabloid 'Scars of the Rich', with the triumphant villain towering over defiled and nude pop star Desiree Diamond covered in his seed. Despite the hardship, the incident had actually led her back to the tabloid, which she had discovered was a haven for criminals, as they created their own scandals across the city. Taking them down had been a pleasure, and while Gulio no longer posed a threat, considering the deadly fall he had suffered while running away, the memories of her shame still haunted the internet. Being assaulted as Knight Hawk was bad enough, but Desiree Diamond falling prey to a vicious attack was something she had not yet gotten over.

This also explained why she had hired private security for the charity, screened through extraordinary processes. Although her fellow crime-fighters would not attend directly, they would listen on the event and make sure that everything went along smoothly, with no technical or criminal disruptions.

Truth be told, Knight Hawk was cruising for a fight. Holding such a public charity spectacle while Oxyde was on the loose, and so many other criminals wandered about, was inviting trouble. She welcomed it for tonight, if it did happen. Oxyde, of course, could not make the connection between Desiree and Knight Hawk, but he might just drop in for the sheer terror of it, and to commander the charity money for his own nefarious needs - whatever they were.

Whatever happened, Knight Hawk would be ready.

"It's going to be a sunny day, Patrice, all over Eve City today."
"Thank you, Vivian. That was the weather. If you're just tuning in, we are only hours away from the biggest charity event of the season, right here in town, with our very own Desiree Diamond, pop star extraordinaire, and a plethora of guests and surprises. There will be cake, I guarantee it."
"Are you going, Patrice?"
"Nope. I'm going to listen in on the air of our very own KMTR-Radio, right here, from the comfort of my bedroom. What about you, Vivian?"
"My beau is taking me, yes. It will be a night to remember."

Amy Lockhart watched her mentor from across the room. Barely older than her, Ashley Sparks still had more experience on the field. The girls had met on Amy's first venture as Radio Wave. Her clumsy attitude had landed her in hot water, quite litterally, as a gang of motorcycle villains had stripped her, and after masturbating all over her tits, placed her in a vat of water and started boiling it. Ricochet had litterally saved her life, using her unique weaponry to topple the water over. Ricochet had taken her back to her lair and cared for her injuries as well as her shame. The two had bonded since then. The first order of business had been to stop the biker gang from unleashing more damage onto the city, and while the intervention had turned sour, with Ricochet forced to let the biker's leader, Jeanette, have her way with her while Radio Wave was forced to provide handjobs to her men, it had led to their capture, as Radio Wave had been able to contact the police and get them on the scene before the villains could do them more harm. That night, mending their broken egos, the two girls had exchanged long kisses, and made love to reclaim control over their bodies. Since then, they'd been almost inseparable.

Ashley noticed her pupil's look and stopped her reps, straightening herself. She wore a light grey jumpsuit in which she trained when she could. Tonight was her turn on patrol, so she needed to be very focused. Amy eventually walked across the room. She wore low-cut jeans and a very tight top, almost see-through.

"You've been aching to tell me something all day, Amy. Spill it out."
"Last night, I got a lead on Oxyde. Maybe."
"A lead? That's great!"
"Not so much."

Amy's reserved reaction puzzled Ashley.

"Well, what happened?"
"I intercepted a conversation between two of Oxyde's henchmen and went to confront them."

Ashley’s defender instincts kicked in.

"What did they do to you?"
"Nothing much. A lot less than they could. I took one out, but the one had a gun. Anyway, it's not important. I got him to talk, to tell me the truth."
"Ok. And?"

Amy chewed on her words.

"He said that Oxyde is looking for a quick score, so he's bound to hit the charity event tonight."
"Well, that makes sense."
"Yeah, but that's not all. Since his gang is lost to him, rumor has it he's going to be recruiting out of the harbor."
"The Yakuzas?"
"Maybe."

Ricochet hated the yakuzas. They had very little honor in town and rarely honored their deals. She had been on the receiving end of their 'mercy', as they took 'tribute' on her for trespassing in their territory instead of simply killing her.

"I think I'll start my patrol in that area of town, then."
"I was thinking of being on site, at the concert."
"Sounds like a plan."

Amy hesitated, but then spoke up.

"There's another thing. That woman they talked about on the news...?"
"Which one?"
"The flying girl, black bikini, maybe she helped Oxyde escape."
"What about her?"
"She's real. I saw her. I think she helped me last night."
"So she frees the bad guy, then saves the good girl?"
"Maybe. I'm not sure. All I know is I cleared a ledge I might have not, almost like I was pushed forward by an invisible hand on my ass. And then, when the guy had his gun to my face and was gonna rape me, the gun simply flew out of his hand. I took him down and then saw her, floating above, but she flew away."

Ricochet had, of course, read the official description, but it reminded her of no one she knew. A friend? A foe? Something else? Eve City certainly had its share of mystery characters. What was one more in the pot?

"We can't act on it for now. We go with the plan. I hit the Yakuza. You hit the party. We meet halfway."

Ricochet was not too concerned for the party. After all, Knight Hawk would be there, she knew. Radio Wave had backup, and the plan was as sound as she could make it. It was time to get moving, and Ricochet was exactly who she needed to be at the moment!

Back at the event, Desiree Diamond was in her dressing room, sliding into her first costume, a long strapless evening gown. Naked, holding the dress in front of the mirror, she was examining its features when the door opened and in walked her producer, Tom Winters. She squealed and twirled around, covering herself with the dress.

"Geez, Tom! You could knock first."
"Nothing I haven't seen before."

It was true. They had dated for a few weeks last year, but unable to actually go on an actual date, their relationship had been a hit-and-miss of quickies and failed quickies. In the end, she had called it off.

"That's no reason to be an ass."
"You're the one with the ass."

She snarked at him, then turned again to check herself in the mirror. Tom admired her voluptuous curves, her perfect behind. He remembered vividly the perfect poundings he had given it, and just thinking about it made him hard again. Desiree was a girl a cut above the others, to be certain. She kept a perfectly toned physique. Tom knew she was aware of his staring, but she did not care. It was one of the qualities that had turned him on about her. She had no qualms about sexuality. On their first date, she had gone down on him in an elevator, and he had fucked her in the back of the kitchen of the chic restaurant where they had barely eaten. Her sexual appetite was amazing. He had caught her once with another woman while they dated, and they had happily let him join in on the fun. She even enjoyed the more kinky stuff, getting tied up, and even rape-play. He would have been content to continue the relationship at that level, but apparently she had decided otherwise.

"You like the dress?"
"Who cares about the dress!" he exclaimed.

She sighed. Under other circumstances, she might have given him the time of day and indulged his lecherous tendencies, but the concert was in less than thirty minutes, and she was in no mood for a quickie - or for giving him one.

"Tom, if you're just here to gawk, go away."
"I actually had a purpose coming in here... yes... Jungle Riot is finally here."
"Finally!"

Jungle Riot was an all-female punk rock group, rebels without a clue as they called themselves, very hip at the moment. Booking them had been a last minute addition to the roster.

"Are they set up?"
"They're unloading their bus. You should go meet them."
"As soon as I get dressed."

Tom took the hint and exited the room. Desiree admired her figure without the dress for a moment. She could definitely see what Tom - and so many others - found tantalizing about her. She chased those thoughts from her mind and slid on the dress, adjusting it correctly so it would not slip, and then she headed out into the hall. She strutted past the various acts which the charity event would be presenting. There was of course, Gala, wearing what looked like an ornately decorated almost see-through swimsuit, with density increased in three locations. In the next cubicle was Don Dr Drum, a young up-and-coming rapper known for his strong beats and fast lifestyle. Dorian Styles, a self-proclaimed futurist "artiste" would dazzle the gallery with his musical light shows featuring the latest in laser projection technology. June and Sofia, a well-known lesbian couple and duo would entertain the gallery with a few of their own hits. Finally, in the last stall, wearing their traditional torn jeans short and open vests, the trio of Jungle Riot, Punky, Clam and Morse. Their bodies were littered with piercings across the board.

As Desiree approached them, the leader, Punky, a spunky purple mohawk-haired rebel, stared her down, undressing her with her eyes.

"Damn!" she exclaimed. "It if isn't the porn star in person!"
"Hello, Punky. Glad you're here."

The other two girls crept closer to their leader. Clam was the smallest one, not even five feet, hair completely shaven off; Morse stood the tallest at six feet without her high heels. She wore a black half-mohawk to left of her face.

"Well, for charity, we can't say no, seein' as we're all very charitable girls here," Punky replied.

Her two acolytes laughed.

"Pay's good, and we get to trash a hotel room. What's not to like?"

Clam whispered, her voice barely audible.

"Maybe we can invite her to the hotel after... do something to her like in that video..."

Morse continued, sneering at the same time.

"Can't get enough of that O' face, Dezi."

The trio laughed again. Despite the hurt, Desiree kept her composure.

"You'd best finish setting up. Show starts soon."
"Chill out, pornie!" Punky spat in her direction. "We got this covered."

Desiree walked away before more words could be exchanged. She swallowed her pride, wanting to beat the pulp out of these young punks. But what good would that do, other than compromise her integrity as Desiree. She returned to her own dressing room, hoping the charity event would go well.

Distracted as she was, she did not notice the scantily-clad figure of a woman flying near the rafters, looking down on them all. For a moment, the lady seemed to complate the scene. A moment later, she was gone.

End of part 2

***************************************************************

Radio Star, part III

The charity concert was in turmoil and Radio Wave could do little but watch as the night descended into chaos. She had called backup in the form of Ricochet, but her mentor was not answering. How could things degenerate so quickly? And how come no one had come to their rescue? What was happening out there that could be worse than in here?

Ricochet landed on top of the Mataroto entertainment complex, the hideout of the Yakuza in Eve City, located in the harbor district. A few years ago, the very influent Hashi Hanaka had bought the entire district from Japan for his sons, Kuoro and Yuhen, to do as they saw fit. Within weeks of them arriving in town, the harbor district had turned into a den of crime, prostitution and drugs. Because of his important contributions to the last mayoral election, the Mataroto clan, as everyone called them here, were given leniency in how they conducted their business as long as it happened behind closed doors. Ricochet and her fellows had taken to making incursions into the Yakuza-controlled territory, every once in a while getting ahead by taking out one of the influent leaders. Only the fall of the brothers could actually lead to a decisive victory, and that was not bound to happen, given the amount of defenses, some of them superhuman, they had at their disposal.

Ricochet was here strictly on an information gathering mission. If Oxyde had indeed contacted them, the brothers would keep a record of whatever transaction had transpired between them.

Standing on the roof, about to sneak into the complex, Ricochet double checked her equipment. She had learned, with time, to take nothing for granted. One slip-up could spell disaster. Several months ago, trying to take down a particularly nasty criminal, she had run afoul of the two brothers. Unable to take them head on, she had retreated but had been cornered by the culprit she had been chasing. The brothers had watched her get violated repeatedly by the brute in more ways than she cared to remember, only to have them tell her afterwards that he had paid them for this chance to get back at her (she had previously incarcerated him). If only she had offered them more money, they would have taken her out of her predicament and helped her. Despite the offense, she knew not to let things get personal else it cloud her judgement.

Sneaking into the builing was a piece of cake, thanks to some hardware she had secured that helped bypass the security systems. The roof access was unguarded, save for the security lock and hall camera, both very easy to bypass. She slid inside and descended the staircase to the upper level, where most of the high-end business occured. A layout of the building, gathered as much from previous surveillance as from the city maps in the archives, told her that to her right lay the brothers bedroom. They were presumably gay and incestuous, which partially explained why neither had ever personally violated any of the heroines (although the same could not be said for their minions). To the left, therefore, were the meeting rooms and storage areas, and possibly a terminal linked to the internal network. A guard made rounds frequently in the halls. She waited for him to pass her by while she remained hidden before making her move. She kept one of her ring hoop weapons in hand, just in case. She quietly made her way to a door which she was able to jimmy without effort, creeping her way into the room. Closing the door behind her, she saw there was no lock on it. She would have to take the chance. She turned on the light to check where she was.

This was indeed some kind of storage room, and there was actually a computer terminal, but its screen was off. She turned on the screen and realized the machine was powered down, so she had to boot it. Mindful of her situation, she kept a vigil on the door as the computer booted. It seemed to take forever.

Footsteps in the hall - the guard making his round - made her tense up. He walked past her door without incident. She breathed a sigh of relief but did not let her guard down. The computer beeped, letting her know its operating system had loaded. She plugged her USB decryption device into the slot, and activated its tracking program. It scanned the hard drive first, then the network, for any information that seemed relevant to the matter : anything relevant to Oxyde really. The program was running its trace. Hopefully, she would find some relevant information.

All of a sudden, the door swung open. Without even thinking, Ricochet threw her ring at the individual entering, knocking the guard out cold just as he raised his weapon. The ring rebounded on the door, hit the ceiling and returned to her waiting hand. But even as the guard was collapsing, a second figure, a man clad in dark pants, bare-chested with a painted mask of red and white, appeared in the opening. A second ring sprang forth towards the new target, but as it neared its mark, the man made a swift move and caught - with some difficulty - the ring in his hand. Rarely had Ricochet seen anyone been able to do so. Instinctively, she prepared her other weapon, but held it back. The man stared at the ring in his hand, then at her. He did or said nothing more. A voice, sharpened by a strong Japanese accent, came from the hall.

"Now, Intercept, down boy."

The two brothers were there. Even though she only heard one voice, she knew they never travelled alone. She stiffened her grip on the weapon as the two brothers entered the room, with Intercept, their superpowered body guard, close behind them. The brothers were very different in appearance from each other. The taller one, the eldest, Kuoro, was slim but athletic, keeping himself with a very strict regimen of diet and exercise, a veritable incarnation of Japanese physical perfection. It was hard for Ricochet not to marvel at his features, so finely cut, even if he was the enemy. Yuhen, the cadet by four years, was roughly her height, also athletic but more bulky. He rarely spoke, except to whisper things to his elder brother. Both had their trimmed in military style, but Yuhen's had blue-cobalt stripes in it. Kuoro spoke again.

"Intercept, give the nice lady her weapon back. It's impolite to take what's not yours."

The irony of his comment was not lost on Ricochet, given what she was here to do. The brothers could be cruel and vile, but sometimes, they were almost reasonable. Ricochet hoped this was one of those days.

Intercept tossed the ring back to Ricochet. She caught it and put it away, but kept the other one in hand. Kuoro continued his speech.

"Now then, we have a visitor, come here to... what exactly?"
"Business."
"Well, business usually slips by the front door, not the roof."
"How did you know?"

He laughed.

"Sensors. What else? It's a lot less expensive than paying for guards."

In hindsight, his revelation made sense. Ricochet examined her whereabouts, but there were no other exits to the room. If she ran, she would have to fight the three of them. Although she might be able to take on the brothers, she knew nothing about this Intercept fellow, clearly a new hire in town. Discussion seemed the best option.

"Well, I'm here now, so let's chat."
"Let's. But please, but that ring away... we promise we won't hurt you..."

She had no faith in his promise, but she tucked the ring back to her belt anyway. She was not in a position of dominance.

"Excellent. Thank you. Now, then Ricochet, shall you tell me why you are here, or shall I guess?"
"Let's not waste your time or mine. I am here because of Oxyde."
"The nasty poison-man, hmmm?"
"The one. There is a rumor that he may have hired with you."

Kuoro smiled, looking at his brother.

"He may have hired with us," he toyed with the phrase as his brother sneered.
"Did he hire henchmen from your crews?"
"My dear Ricochet, that is privileged information, and you know how I work. I am a businessman. Make me a business proposition, and I may assist you, if the price is right."

It took a moment for Ricochet to reflect on what she could offer him. They had no use for her crime-fighting skills. He definitely did not need a bodyguard, nor did she want to serve him in any way. However, Kuoro already knew what he was going to ask for.

"Now, before you start wrapping your head around all of this, let me break it down for you. There are three options that get you out of there, and one of them has no certainty of success. What I require is power, influence or knowledge. Now, power, you have, but nothing I seek. Knowledge, well, there's only one thing you could tell me. And influence, that's something that I can use."
"I don't follow."
"Then let's make it obvious. Option 1 : you attempt to flee, and must face Intercept, my brother and myself. You may take us out but not without injury to yourself, and you may fail, at which case this negociation will have been pointless."
"Go on."
"Option 2 : you scantily-clad heroines truly go about without worry for your secrets to come out, and secrets are all you have to offer, really, as knowledge. So you cough your secret identity, and I tell you what you want to know."
"Over my dead body."
"As I assumed, which takes us to option 3 : this is an entertainment complex, and you are most certainly entertaining. The deal is simple. You dance for us, at our strip bar down stairs, perform a few lap dances, entertain patrons in private. You pay off the information you want. We get the money they invest in you, and you get your information."

Ricochet cast him an angry glare.

"I'm not a prostitute!"
"That's not what your costume says, but that's my play. Now it's yours. Unless you think you can come up with another option, but I think your opportunities are limited."

Ricochet realized the predicament she was in. Finding Oxyde was paramount in order to keep the city and her friends safe, and this was not the worst thing that had ever happened to her. She had been forced to perform in the past, dancing and even further, under threat of the gun or injury. This time, the threat was indirect, and it truly became her own choice, or at least it felt like it.

"I keep my mask on all the time."
"You do. You can even change into a different costume so there is no association with your costumed identity. I am not in it to ruin you. I'm in it to make money."

Ricochet wondered if any of the three men had noticed the USB key plugged into the computer. If they hadn't, she might have an option for later there. Staying around might prove helpful, even if the villains turned out to be lying. But Kuoro's reputation preceded him. Her instinct told her that cooperating with his sick offer was the best way to get the information she needed.

She only hoped she would get it in time to assist Radio Wave and Knight Hawk.

On stage, Desiree Diamond and Gala were singing their hearts out on a ballad made famous by the asian artist, "My Heart Believes", under the packed assembly of important people gathered for the event. There were personalities of all type : politicians, television stars, rich industrialist and bankers, a few of the elite intellectual class and, of course, a dozen or so reported from all of the major news outlets to get snippets and interviews during the breaks in-between performances. Everyone in attendance had brought their check book and petty cash, and people could call in to pledge money for the charity, helping the victims of criminals acts in Eve City, something everyone could get behind. All around the room, security was on site, ready to act on a moment's notice. Up in the rafters, Radio Wave watched the concert from her unique vantage point, somewhat distracted both by the performance and beauty of the artists on stage, humming the tune as it went on. On the far wall, the fund raising meter listed the promised funds to 10,005$ in total so far and it was only the second performance of the night.

The duet finished the song in a crescendo of intensity, which led to a long and extended applause, as the people rose from their chairs to cheer the performance. As Radio Wave emulated the crowd, a strange buzzing noise entered her ear. She almost lost equilibrium, but she had tied a rope around the rafter, close enough to it that she could not fall off accidentally. It was a good thing, because her body froze up and she became unable to move. Had she not been tied down, she would surely have fallen to her death. Confused and immobilized as she was, she did not realize what was happening at the same time in the room downstairs.

Desiree had hired around thirty security people through her contacts. They were everywhere in the room : at the entrances and exits, in-between the alleys, backstage. They had the run of the place, as Desiree had intended. She had screened them all personally, and was certain not one of them was associated with any criminal element, or had been bribed of blackmailed. It came to her as a complete shock when she realized, midway through the applause, that her security contingent proceeded to lock down the exits and seize the buildings, drawing their guns out in public. Three of them fired into the air. Desiree's instinct was to make a dash for it, but she noticed that two guards were already pointing their guns at the stage.

The sound of gunfire sent the crowd reeling. As panic started to set in, someone shouted over the screams, a voice so full of intent that it stunned everyone in the room and kept them quiet for a moment.

"Do not panic! Remain calm and you will live through this!"

It took a moment for Desiree to identify the source of the voice. She saw a man rise from the crowd. She had not noticed him before. How and when had he entered the room? The individual wore a silver mask over his face, revealing only his eyes and the slit of his mouth. He wore a well-dressed tuxedo and, as he moved forward, his entire being commanded respect. Desiree could have talked him down, but seeing the effect he was having on the crowd instructed her to play it cool for the moment, in order to ascertain who this interloper could be. He made his way onto the stage without hesitation yet without rush. The guards helped the stunned crowd back to their seats.

What truly puzzled Desiree now was how her own personally selected guards could turn against her? She suspected some external influence: it had happened before, but how had this new villain - or was it an old villain with a new mask - managed the feat. For the moment, she could not tell.

As soon as the man was up on stage, he turned to face the audience. His voice was mesmerizing, not hypnotic but impossible to ignore.

"My fellow citizens, brothers and sisters in this noble, charitable, occasion, I am here to relieve you of your possessions, to help you give back to the needy."

A common criminal, thought Knight Hawk. Going to rob us all blindly and try to make off with the money. Typical.

"But first, let's bring everyone on stage. Every single talent back there."

The guards carried out the order without even a twitch : clearly, they were being controlled in some fashion, but Knight Hawk still could not tell how.

Out from the backstage came the other guests, all very confused except for Jungle Riot, whose trio looked about the room's occupation with delight, almost reveling in the hostage situation they were in. Don Dr Drum was very quiet, very unusual for him. Dorian Styles, probably hopped up on some kind of drug, barely expressed anything as he was shuffled to the stage. The duo of June and Sofia advanced, terrified, their eyes already wet with tears.

"Thank you. Thank you all for being here. Now, as I said, this is a charity event, so we're here to make some money. Here's what's going to happen. You're all going to take out your check books, and pledge some money to this worthy cause. Violence in the city is abhorent - what better example than what's happening right now!"

What kind of lunatic is this? Knight Hawk wondered. Gala was huddled against her, already shaken from what little had already transpired.

"And here's the kicker. For every dollar you invest in the cause, I will double it. That's right. You put ten dollars in, I put ten dollars in."

Everyone was now very confused. What kind of robbery was this? IT seemed obvious to everyone but Knight Hawk that he was bluffing. To her trained ear, it felt like he was being sincere. So this was not about a robbery? Was the man truly mad enough to stage a hostage crisis in order to attract attention to the cause? It made no sense.

"But we're not gonna be bidding on songs, dance or light shows. No. We are going to bid on the artists themselves. You, my fellow citizens, are going to bid on them in order to obtain sexual favors from them, here, tonight, very much live on the radio!"

Suddenly, the reality of the plight set in for many of the people, on stage and in the crowd, but the guards held a tight ship.

"It really is quite simple, like an auction. Favors go to the highest bidder, whose bid I will match and put towards the charity. The winner, whomever it is, gets to come on stage and get their favors live."

Desiree felt her Knight Hawk persona overtake her.

"This is insane. You're insane."
"Ah! Our hostess... the lady of pop in Eve City."

He turned to face her.

"Who are you?" she asked.
"Call me the Philanthropist. I am here to help your charity event reach its goals. You want to get money for victims of crime against this city - and we know you're a victim, don't we? So really, it's an investment in yourself that you're asking for."

The strange reasoning of this enemy - or was it his voice - confused Desiree to the point that she preferred not to answer. He turned back to the crowd.

"Oh! And just so you know, I mean business, you can't simply opt out of the deal. You are here to spend money, so you'll be spending it. Because if you don't, if you don't claim the favors of these charming artists, well..."

A shot rang out. Dorian Styles collapsed to the floor, his head exploded by a guard's bullet. Screams echoed around the room.

"I never liked his art," sneered the Philanthropist. "No one did, really."

As the guard who had shot Dorian dragged his corpse backstage, Desiree spoke up. Her voice was resolute.

"You don't need anyone else but me. I'll submit to your whims, just let the others  go."
"How noble, miss Diamond, and how foolish. This is not about you. You're not that important in the equation. Or are you?"

Was that a hint? Did he know who she truly was? If it had been just him and her, she would have jumped him and kicked his ass, regardless of her secret identity. But there were so many innocents, so many potential victims. He was a killer. He had proved it. He would kill again unless she collaborated. But even if she revealed her secret identity, came clean, drew the attention to herself, there was no guarantee he would not inflict punishment upon them and continue with his twisted plan. Revealing herself at this point would serve no purpose. It was clearly not what he was after. The villain turned back to the crowd.

"Well then, shall we start the bid?"

From her precarious state in the rafters, Radio Wave had attempted to use her power to reach Ricochet, but there was no answer. If no one came to help within moments, things would go far beyond anyone's ability to resolve the situation peacefully.

Ricochet had been assigned a dressing room. The brothers had assigned the mute Intercept to follow her and make sure she cooperated. She had managed to get him to stand at the door, looking in on her but still some distance. She at first inspected the room, making sure there were no surveillance devices anywhere, no cameras of any kind, and therefore no one to see her face as she changed. Aware of Intercept's gaze on her at all times, she took off her costume completely, having already decided on her look beforehand. The last piece of costume she removed was her mask, aware to hide her face as she exchanged her own for another, dark blue. Removing her mask was dangerous, as it contained her integrated communicator. She would be out-of-contact for a while. It bothered her but could not be helped. Quickly, she put on the alternate costume : spandex bra and panties, really. She put on the matching gloves and boots. It all felt too familiar, like another heroine’s costume. She gathered her own stuff and tossed it in a polymer bag. Turning around, she presented herself to Intercept.

"I'm done. What do you think?"

Intercept had no reaction. She sighed.

"Are you going to tag along all the while?"

This time, he nodded in the positive.

"In that case, make yourself useful."

She tossed the polymer bag to him. He caught it.

"Keep it with you, and keep in sight, so I can make sure no one steals it."

Oddly enough, she felt Intercept acknowledge her request. He was different than most superhumans she had met. Most of them were hopped up on their powers, their energies through the roof. He was stoic, almost too much. Could he be a robot? It would make sense, but he looked so real. Perhaps a cyborg of some kind. That made more sense. In any event, she felt like this deal was actually going to work, bring her the results she needed. All she had to do was dance for the crowd, entertain a few with lap dances (hopefully nothing more) and she could be on her way.

She walked into the corridor, followed by her bodyguard, and made her way into the main entertainment hall. She almost squealed when she saw the setup. All around the table, tables were lined up. Girls, clad in superheroine outfits, naked or somewhere in between, were swinging away to the music, while leering patrons, mostly men but some women, admired their flesh as much as their art. In the far section, a bar hosted a topless waitress clad in an iron mask. There was a main stage in the middle of the room; there were also lifted cages at various spots, some occupied by dancing girls. On the far stage at the opposite corner of the bar, a live sex show was in progress. A girl in pig tails, wearing a yellow mask very similar to Radio Wave's, was tied up to a pillori and was being pounded from behind mercilessly by a large fat man. The sight of the bar sent chills down Ricochet's spine, but she knew better than to back out now. If anything, by checking which patrons were on site, she might actually be able to learn which big wigs visited such a den of depravity. Unfortunately for her, most of them were asian, and the lights were too dim for her to make any kind of identification.

Intercept pointed her to the empty stage in the middle of the room, as Kuoro's voice was heard above the music.

"We have a special treat for you all. All the way from Seattle, it is a privilege for us to have her here. Please welcome, the Cobalt Avenger!"

She knew she had seen the costume somewhere before. It was identical to that of a superheroine operating out of Denver. She wondered how many of the girls here could actually be heroines, forced into prostitution through whatever dark deal they had made with the Matarota gang. She did not have time to consider it more, as Intercept pushed her onto the stage.

The music shifted, becoming more salacious. The crowd cheered her on as she took center stage. Dancing and stripping were nothing to her. She had done so on several occasions, as part of infiltrations or as a prisoner, mostly the second. It was easy for her to tune out the crowd and be in a place where she was happy. Without restraint, she committed herself to the act, grabbing the pole, pulling herself up. Being an olympic-level gymnast, these movements were no feat at all for her. Lifting her heads up, twirling about, she performed amazing moves that would have dazzled any crowd but this one. They were after only one thing. There was only one chant in the room.

"Take it off!"

Swaying with the music, knowing she needed to earn the information she sought, she went about her business. As she held onto the pole, never letting go even once, she started removing items of clothing. The gloves were the first to go, providing her with more grip on the pole. Her top followed, to which the crowd cheered. Mixed emotions were overwhelming. Hearing their chants inspired her in an almost flattering way, yet she could not escape the fact that she was humiliating herself, to some extent, performing for these people. Her happy place was hard to find. The cheering got even louder as she exposed her pussy, tossing her bottom into the air and catching it with her teeth. She kept dancing for a time, remembering all of a sudden to keep an eye on Intercept. He had not moved an inch. Her stuff was still safe.

As the music died down, the crowd went wild. Hands were raised, holding money up to call her to them. Intercept, however, got in her way before she could get fully off the stage. He pointed to a couple, an aged man and woman staring at her from across the room, near the live sex show which was still going on.

"Them?"

He nodded.

"Fine."

She handed the stripper's clothes to Intercept and walked, naked but for her mask and boots, across the room. She wanted to be done with this duty as quickly as possible. She suddenly realized that she and Kuoro had never agreed on a specific amount. The thought of him betraying his word using that excuse tormented her, but she was committed to the scene.

As she got closer to the couple, she actually realized them and was shocked. They were a well known couple, local celebrities in their own right, sponsors to many hospitals in the city. He had been a doctor before retiring. She was independently wealthy. Their names escaped her at the moment. The man was wearing a dark brown shirt, brown socks and shoes, a very form-fitting brown brief and nothing else. The woman wore a very low cleavage dress, low enough that Ricochet could see the edge of her nipples. Despite their respective ages, they both looked very good, no doubt the result of plastic surgery.

The woman fawned as she approached.

"Oh my lord! It really is you. Cobalt Avenger, I am such a fan."
"See, honey. I told you the Matarota would come through for us."

Ricochet bowed her head slightly.

"Who is the dance for?"
"For both of us," the woman replied. "I'll pay extra if I get to kiss you, and even more if I get to touch you."

Ricochet turned towards Intercept, not far from her; she motioned for the couple to wait a moment more.

"I need to talk to your boss," she said to her follower.

He simply nodded, and suddenly, Kuoro's voice was heard, as if coming from a loud speaker.

"Yes, Cobalt Avenger?"
"How much is this going to cost me?"
"Well, let's play fair. If you do everything that my friends ask of you, play your part correctly, I'll give you what you want. They're such fans of Cobalt Avenger, and it is so hard to get her to come to Eve City..."
"So only these two, and no one else, right?"
"Absolutely. Well, no one else touches you."

Ricochet nodded silently, agreeing to the terms.

"Wonderful. Our friends are waiting."

The voice cut. Ricochet was now convinced that, at least in some respect, Intercept was an artificial design. It explained his unique alacrity. She turned back to the couple.

"Where were we?"

The woman smiled at her, clearly convinced she had the real Cobalt Avenger in front of her. Their presence felt strange in a place like this, almost as if they did not belong. She moved up to the woman, straddling her, beginning her lap dance with as much gusto as she could manifest given her circumstance. At first, the woman did nothing but stare and enjoy; eventually, she lifted one hand and cupped Ricochet's left butt check. Her touch sent a jolt up her spine. As Ricochet kept swaying, the woman grabbed her full ass, kneading it with force. Her touch actually turned Ricochet on – she hated herself for it. Within moments, their lips were pressed against each other’s, their tongues intertwined in each other's mouth. Ricochet was imagining other lips. The woman's hands wandered across Ricochet's body, up to her breasts, which she proceeded to kneed. The man placed one hand on Ricochet's back, caressing it gently.

The sound of an intense orgasm broke the spell on Ricochet. She pulled her face away from the liplock and looked up the stage where the sex show had just concluded. The girl dressed in the guise of her partner was no longer in the pillori. A vibrator was now plugged onto her pussy, stimulating her until she could no longer bear it. There were five guys standing naked in front of her, jerking off. Two of them had already shot their load onto her face. She saw a third one execute himself live : it hit the girl on her breast, dripping down to the floor.

The man's hands were now on Ricochet's ass. She tried to move so he would let them go, but his hands just followed. The woman held her tighter, bringing her face back to hers and renewing the kiss. Before Ricochet could pull away again, Intercept was beside her. He grabbed her upper arms and lifted them over her head. His strength was uncanny: she was unable to break free. While this was happening, the woman spread Ricochet's legs and buried her face into her pussy. A jolt of pleasure shot through her whole body. The woman buried her mouth and tongue deep into the orifice, drawing moaning sounds for every slurp and lick – why was it so good and so wrong at the same time, wondered the heroine. Overly stimulated, restrained by the strong arms of her captor, Ricochet felt her breathing accelerate as climax approached. At the last moment, the woman pulled away, leaving Ricochet in a state of utter anger and frustration. She scowled silently at the woman, which only made her smile.

The man had pulled down his briefs, exposing a very impressive unit from his pants. Clearly, the surgery had not been reserved to his face. Ricochet tried to bring her legs together, but the woman held them apart as her husband positioned himself. With ease, he inserted himself into her; all the previous stimulation had made her very receptive and wet, every thrust gaining in intensity for her. Again, the stimulation from the penetration brought her to the brink of ecstasy, and just when she was about to explode, he stopped moving, leaving it inside her. Pinned as she was by the woman and Intercept, she could not move on her own. She groaned in anger. He pulled out.

"You want this?" the woman whispered in her ear.
"Yes... God yes..."

She hated herself for saying it, but it was true. Intercept released her arms. Within moments, she was on her knees, his hard dick in her mouth, sucking it for all she was worth while he kissed his wife. Overly stimulated, angry at herself for being so weak, she could no longer contain her desire and she wanted it so badly, it hurt. 

She let the man’s dick go, and she pulled the woman down on her back, burying her face in her pussy like had been done to her. The older woman writhed with pleasure. Her husband took advantage of Ricochet's raised ass. He pumped into her with a few thrusts inside her pussy, then pulled himself out and pressed against her back entrance. At first, the sensation of his hard member against it made her cringe, and she started to wiggle out of her predicament. Intercept, almost as if on cue, applied pressure on her lower back so she could not fight back, her head still buried between the woman's legs, her tongue still lapping up her juices as she orally pleasured her. With some effort, the elder gentleman penetrated her backdoor, and from there, it all went dark for Ricochet. Orgasm after orgasm charged through her. She heard screams of ecstasy, unsure whose screams they were. She only tasted the sweet nectar of the older woman; she only felt the hard drilling into her ass until it felt warm, liquid, and quite full.

She collapsed on the floor and felt herself being dragged away. It took her a long time to recover from the sensations as they echoed inside her mind, along with other images from past experiences, similar yet different, each unique; as she did, she saw that she had been pulled up to the live sex show stage and left on her back, naked on the ground. There were three naked asians hovering around her, some distance, jerking off to her form. The first one shot his load into her face as her full awareness returned. A moment later, the other two were covering her breasts and pussy. Not far from them, Intercept stood as still as ever, keeping a close eye - making sure no one else touched her directly.

Intercept shoved the men away from her a moment later, leaning down towards her. Kuoro's voice came over the speaker again.

"I have to admit, Ricochet, that was one of the best shows I have seen in a long time. You're a natural."
"Just shut up. I did what you asked."
"You did, and a deal is a deal. I am nothing if not honorable. As you exit via the roof, I suggest you reclaim your data device in my computer - it will have all the files you need. And you'll see that my employee did not even look into the bag you gave him. You might want to reward him - he is still somewhat human after all."
"I'm done here."
"As you wish..."

Intercept stepped away, allowing her to stand up. She brushed off whatever was in her face. She could clean herself in the dressing room. The couple was gone. She was still surprised that the asian brother was keeping his word, but why tempt fate, she needed to get out of here.

As she started heading back towards the exit, with Intercept at her heels, she heard Kuoro's voice over the music.

"And now, ladies and gentleman, a local treat on center stage. Eve City's very own Ricochet!"

At first, Ricochet believed Kuoro had betrayed her, but as her gaze turned to the center stage, she was a mirror image of herself, a dancer clad in an attire practically identical to hers, with the same hair, same figure, same moves. Kuoro's voice rang through Intercept :

"You see, I don't need you as you. You already work for me."

Disgusted, Ricochet ran out of there as quickly as she could.

End part 3

*************************************************************

Radio Star, part IV

"It's a very simple process, citizens. Pay to have sex with our evening's entertainment or they die."

The voice of the Philanthropist, broadcast across the air waves of KMTR radio, had sent the police racing to the site. The timing could not have been worse, as many heroines were currently away from the city, unable to come help. Those that were here were either involved in other things or unaware of what was transpiring, being disconnected from the information. As the mundane forces surrounded the building, snipers getting into position, it became clear that the hostage takers controlled every access point, and that there was no line of sight to the closed concert hall. The victims were, for the moment, very much on their own.

In their homes, people tuned in with both horror and fascination, unsure if what they were hearing was actually transpiring or if it was another crazy stunt, like they sometimes happened with community radios. The well-placed microphones inside the concert hall caught the fearful whispers of the crowd, the tears of terror and the cries of panic, but mostly, they captured with perfect accuracy the Philanthropist's booming voice, crystal clear, so full of himself.

"Our first artist up for bid is the talented Gala, aka Yuka Chan. Born in Beijing, emigrated to the United States five years ago, she started her career as a teen idol. Look at her now, all grown up, very much of age, so ripe."

Desiree Diamond still wondered what the best course of action was. This kind of situation was not new to her, of course, but there was little that could be done while the guards held their guns on their hostages. Philanthropist was obviously controlling them, possibly using the power of his voice. But how had he managed to take over the mind of thirty individuals? How had he gained their blind obedience? It still made no sense.

At the back of the room, a timid voice called out a number.

"10,000 dollars."
"Finally, we have a player. Step up, man!"

A wealthily-dressed businessman in his fifties, balding, rose up, clearly still under shock.

"That will get you a blowjob. Come on over and collect it."

One of the guards actually pulled him from his seat and brought him to center stage. Desiree intervened.

"I'll do it."

The philanthropist turned an angry glare.

"It's not your turn yet."

Desiree realized she was on thin ice. One more outburst and he might simply shoot her. She could not afford to die in these circumstances, not until everyone was safe, and even then. She quietly backed away. The philanthropist motioned for one of the guards to bring up a chair, while another took hold of Gala's arm, pulling her away from Desiree. Her eyes pleaded for assistance, but Desiree could do nothing more without risking everyone's life. A guard brought the bidder to his master.

"Excellent. And the cheque is ready."
"Yes..." he stammered.
"Good."

The philanthropist took the cheque from his trembling hands and went to put in into the donation box to that effect. The man was brought to the chair and sat down. Gala was forced to her knees in front of him.

"Now, I don't want anyone backing out of that commitment," the Philanthropist stated, "so shoot him if she fails to perform."

Broken by the emotional stress, Gala lowered her head and unzipped the man's pants, pulling out his flaccid unit. The businessman looked away, as horrified as he was excited by what was going to happen. Gala caressed him for a moment, then went down on him, bobbing up and down. The ringleader smiled.

"Now, it's a charity. Our next item up for bids is that rapper extraordinaire, that hunk of rhyme, the infamous Don Dr Drum..."

It was then that Punky, leader of the Jungle Riots, spoke up, adressing the villain himself.

"Say, Philly, can I get in on the action?"

He turned to her.

"An interesting proposition. What do you have in mind?"
"I'd like me some of that dick (pointing to the rapper). Not for me but for my girlfriend Morse. She likes big black cocks."
"That is quite the tantalizing proposition. And what do you offer for it?"
"Well, I'd offer my own twat, but it's already yours, so money?"
"How much?"
"Well, let's say... 50 thousand?"

The philanthropist turned back to the audience.

"There, that, is a woman committed to the cause. He's all yours. I know you're good for the money, I've seen your sales."

Morse grinned as a guard pushed the rapper towards the large girl. Morse immediately stripped naked, staring the rapper in the face.

"Ya better be ready to lick me until the cows come home... and if you behave, I'll let you fuck my ass."

She pushed him down to his knees. It did not take a lot of convincing to get Don working on her. Morse let out a satisfied squeal. The philanthropist turned back to Punky.

"A girl after my own tastes. Looks after her people. I like you."
"Yeah, you're not so freaky for a psycho-jerk."

He smiled at her, then turned back to the crowd, still stunned that live sex acts were suddenly happening on stage.

"Everybody loves a good lick, and apparently, no one licks better than our two lesbian singers, right here. Since they're an item, lesbians and all, I won't be too harsh on them. I'll only accept bids from women, but only if they come in within the next ten seconds.

It barely took two for a female voice to speak up.

"I call 30,000$ on Sofia."
"We have a bid. Double that and you get both."
"I don't have that money..." she replied.
"I do," screamed another woman from the other side of the room. "75,000$ and I get to take them both with strap-ons!"
"Ooh... sounds kinky."

Somewhat shocked at what she had heard, Desiree turned to see who had called the bid. She recognized the woman as the wife of Senator Hart, who was not here in attendance. The woman's reaction was more than sincere, not at all contrite as the businessman's had been.

"Sold, but since you can't take them both at the same time, I'll also take the bid for our first lady. But mrs Hart, you call the shots."
"Sounds good to me."

Mrs Hart left her seat unaccompanied, whispering to her surroundings.

"I've never actually taken a woman with a strap-on, only my deadbeat husband."

The other woman, young and pretty, possibly the daughter of some influential mogul, also made her way to the stage, but with less energy. Money exchanged hands. Sofia and June had stopped crying and were still holding hands. As Mrs Hart got closer to them, she chided them.

"Come on, you're not children anymore. You're grown women. Act like it."

Her commanding presence surprised everyone in the room, even the Philanthropist.

"Looks like we have a dominatrix in the house."

The other woman simply slipped her dress off, revealing her naturally perfect curves. She was naked underneath. She turned to Mrs Hart.

"What would have me do, mistress?"
"Now, that's a good girl. What's your name?"
"Priscilla Parker, mistress."
"Good. Lie down on your back."
"Sofia, June, on your knees! Now!"

Reluctantly, the lesbian lovers carried out her order Mrs Hart left her own dress slip off the floor, revealing a leather bra. She reached into her purse and pulled out an actual strap-on, setting it beside her for now. Priscilla whispered to the two artists, trying to help.

"Think of it as a foursome. It will be easier that way."

Mrs Hart returned to them.

"Good. Now, the two of you, bury your heads into her pussy, and lick her until she cries for her mother."

Sofia and June could not disobey. At least, they thought, they were doing this together. Perhaps Priscilla was right. Perhaps the right attitude was to indulge in this, and try to take some control over it. Their reluctance turned to obedience, and Priscilla arched her back as she felt their tongues connect with her pussy.

Desiree was at her wits end, almost unable to contain the urge to strike the villain. The sound of a man calling out his pleasure broke her intensity. Gala had delivered on her deal. The businessman had shot up in the air just as she had pulled away. The philanthropist applauded.

"That was brilliant. Perfect. Wonderful performance, Gala."

Gala cleaned away the semen that had landed in her hair, wiping tears at the same time. A guard picked up the businessman and pulled him off stage, returning him to his seat. As Gala rose, she turned to Desiree with disgust. Shame engulfed her like never before. She had allowed her friend to be violated. There was no more reason to play it safe. The dice were cast. The Philanthropist was now going to pay.

Almost as if he had read her mind, he called her out.

"I know this hurts, Desiree Diamond, but it's for charity. We have already accumulated about 165,000 thousand dollars, and we haven't even gotten to the good part. You do want this charity to succeed, don't you. You certainly don't want anything bad to happen to those precious guests you're trying desperately to save?"

Did he know who she was? The words confused her mind even more, and she retreated into that uneasy feeling, her agression towards him broken. What kind of strange power was this? He returned to the crowd.

"Our lovely Gala is now open for bids again."
"I want her pussy!" cried out a young male in the front row. "20,000$!"
"You'll have to raise your price, young man. She's worth much more than that."

He paused. He did not have any more money with him. His friend beside him intervened.

"I can throw in 50,000$. Can I join in?"
"You most certainly can. You can take turns, mouth and pussy..."

The two young men high-fived each other and they climbed onto the stage to exchange their cheques with the mastermind.

By that time, Don had managed to provide Morse with the pleasure she craved, so she pushed him to the floor, unzipping his pants, and started straddling him like there was no tomorrow. Don grabbed her ass and moved in rhythm with her.

While the lesbian lovers continued to eat away at Priscilla, Mrs Hart had pulled down their skirts and panties, exposing their asses. She was sliding her fingers across their nether lips, sending chills into their bodies.

Having paid their fee, the two eager young men started tearing away at Gala's clothes, who cringed from their touch. One of them forced a kiss on her lips, giving the other access to her garments. Within moments, all she had on left was her bra, pulled down to expose her nubile chest.

"What aplomb!" the philanthropist commented.

The two men forced Gala to her knees and pulled down their pants. The one behind her positioned himself correctly and with some force, entered her pussy with one long thrust. She screamed in pain, but as she did, opening her mouth, the other one slid his own erect shaft into her warm opening, grabbing her head and hair so she could not break away. Then, with rhythmic precision, they proceeded to fuck her in both holes with varying intensity.

The philanthropist observed the various spectacles for a moment, then turned to Punky, who was quietly masturbing herself under her jeans.

"I see you are eager for some company."
"I am, but I want my girl Clam to get her wish first."
"Noble. And what is her wish?"

He looked at Clam as she whispered into Punky's ear.

"Well, she's always fancied Pornie here (pointing to Desiree), so she wants to eat her up good."
"I can certainly make that happen... for the right price."

Desiree suddenly became aware they were talking about her. She had zoned after the men had started on her friend GAla, still visibly under some kind of influence herself. Punky continued.

"Given the quality of the merchandise, which we've all sampled on the internet, I say that's worth a hundred grand."
"And you'd be right."

The philanthropist turned to Desiree.

"It's your turn, now. Don't disappoint."

The threat was not even veiled at this point. The small Jungle Riot musician closed in on Desiree, removing her vest, revealing small breasts and pierced nipples. Desiree saw guns being raised, but not against her. She sighed. She let her dress fall to the floor, completely naked now. Clam pointed her to get on her ass and open her legs, facing away from the crowd. Punky moved in closer, pulling off her bandmate's panties, revealing a very bushy pussy which she started kneading as Clam got on all fours, burying her head in Desiree's shaved area. Desiree closed her eyes, allowing the moment to pass, as she usually did in these circumstances.

The philanthropist turned to the crowd.

"I'm afraid all of our talents are occupied right now, so why don't get some new talent from the crowd! More talent equals more money, right?"

A few of the guards dove into the audience and pulled out several young women away. A few resisted a little bit; one woman's partner tried to prevent and received a broken jaw for his effort. As the girls came onto the stage, the villain examined the collect.

"Who do we have here? Why, it's none other than everyone's favorite upbeat broadcaster, Vivian Claire. How's your husband, Vivian?"
"Please don't do this," she begged.
"I see him in the audience. Perhaps if he bids high enough...?"

Her husband immediately called out 2,000$, all he had on him, but he was quickly outbid by another man right behind him with 10,000$. Before the husband could stand, a guard was on him, punching him in the gut. Another bid for 25,000$ sealed the deal, and the winner, a respected pillar of the community, noted for his contributions to education, was walking up the stage with a cheque in hand.

"I get her pussy, right?"
"Absolutely."

He pulled her way to the other end of the stage. She struggled a little bit, but the threat of violence was too great for her to offer any more resistance. He started tearing away at her dress.

The two men on Gala had swapped places now. She was still bound to them, barely able to breathe. They slapped her butt and face, drawing red marks all over. She cried and wailed whenever she could, to no avail. They were young, full of energy, and could last longer still.

Mrs Hart had now taken charge fully. She had turned Sofia over and placed Priscilla in a 69 position with her. Keeping June on all fours, she was now pumping hard with the strap-on inside her pussy, ramming her artificial cock as deep as she could with every thrust, enjoying the moaning it generated. She had not even bothered removing the lesbian lovers' tops.

Morse was now on all fours, being straddled by the rapper as he senselessly pounded into her ass, ready to spurt at any moment. Morse reveled in his tenacity and stamina, accumulating orgasms as she could while he madly continued his assault. She was facing towards her band members and enjoying the spectacle they were giving her.

While Punky ate away at her bandmate's pussy, Clam was greedily munching away on Desiree, lapping up every ounce of liquid she could. Despite her best efforts to remain in control, Desiree was losing grip. This was clearly not Clam's first time at this, and she knew how to get any girl off. Suddenly, the urge grew inside Desiree. No longer able to sustain her concentration, she lapsed into a powerful and very vocal orgasm, which triggered a chain reaction. The two men pounding away at Gala exploded in her mouth and pussy moments later, while Don pulled out at the last second, sending his load all across Morse's back. It practically shot up to Punky. June could no longer support her own weight and collapsed on her arms, while Mrs Hart kept drilling at her with even more intensity. Sofia and Priscilla broke out in screams as their own orgasms overpowered them. Punky finished the spectacle by giving her friend and bandmate a wild and shaky orgasm.

All the while, the radio host Vivian was now sitting fully naked on her buyer's cock, tears in her eyes, involuntarily riding him up and down as he kneaded her breasts, facing her husband who could not tear himself away but also could not hope to rescue her without getting killed.

The philanthropist turned away from resuming the bidding to contemplate the masterwork before him. So much money for charity (about 260,000 dollars!), so much pleasure, and it had only just begun.

End part 4

****************************************************************

Radio Star, part V

It had been a tough week for Julia Hunter, aka Silver Streak.  She had followed the trail of gun runners to its logical conclusion, down in Los Angeles, after discovering that a local group from Eve City had managed to get their hands on an Inhibitor Rifle, a gun designed to stun and paralyze anyone, a weapon particulary useful against anyone imbued with superpowers. She owed the discovery to no chance: she had simply fallen victim to its effect, and the gang leader, Ricardo, had indulged himself on her quite a bit. But when he had tossed her back to his henchman so they could do the same, she found that her powers had returned : the effect was only temporary. Seizing her opportunity, she had taken them all down, and then forced a confession out of Ricardo. A confession that had led her to Los Angeles and a confrontation with the technician who had designed the weapon. Although she avoided the rifle, she ran headfirst into the mine, and the events repeated themselves, although this time, she had not been as lucky. Thankfully, after one of the guards had his way with her, she was able to take him out and steal his rifle. She had then broken into the enemy's lab and destroyed the blueprints for the weapon, preventing its mass production.

Julia sped into her place and quickly got undressed, hitting the showers to clean off the dirt and stress from her trip. She had hoped to return sooner to attend Desiree Diamon's charity bash, but the strain of the trip had drained her immensely. The quick shower extended itself as the heroine allowed herself to relax, foaming herself up and cleaning every nook and cranny. She probably needed to take a doctor's appointment too, but that would wait until morning. She needed food and rest.

As she entered the kitchen, she turned on the radio. The charity event was to be broadcast on KMTR, and the concert promised to be epic. Instead of music, though, she heard only strange echoes, from a distance, and then a voice which sent a chill up her a spine, the words as much as the voice itself.

"Now, I don't want anyone backing out of that commitment, so shoot him if she fails to perform."

She froze in her tracks. What were those sounds? Sounds of... sex? Words, then a female voice.

"Say, Philly, can I get in on the action?"

Something was happening at the event. Sexual innuendo. Not even hidden. Her heart raced thinking of Desiree over there. Quickly, she turned on the police scanner. It confirmed her worst fears. A hostage situation. A villain calling himself the Philanthropist, forcing the participants of the event to have sex with each other. For charity? This made no sense.

Tired as she was, she hurriedly put her costume back on, grabbed a bag of chips from her cupboard and made her way on site, swallowing the entire bag at super speed to get some energy back into her. The police had cordoned off the area. It was impossible for them to get in, apparently. She thought for a moment of vibrating through the walls, but realized the danger she could place the people in. But something felt amiss. She knew how Desiree had hired private security for the event. It only made sense if they had turned on her, but how could that be? Mind-control? They had seen it, but how. She picked up her communicator, attempting to establish contact with anyone. No one answered. She noticed, however, there was static on the frequency. This puzzled her. Where was it coming from?

Her eyes scouted the area, and they actually landed on the large antenna atop KMTR radio, which was broadcasting the signal. She tuned into the feed further, hearing the man's voice again.

"Looks like we have a dominatrix in the house."

She tuned out the words and listened in on the frequency. Static again. Something was amiss. This close to the antenna, there should have been none. What if another signal was interfering, overiding all others in the vicinity? Her gaze turned again to the radio tower. It had to be.

Within moments, she had raced up to the building. It seemed quiet, but her instinct told her to be careful. She checked the entrance through the window. The secretary was there, talking on the phone. Still, something felt not right. She ran around the building, finding the rear entrance, then vibrated through the structure of the door to get inside.

Across town, Ricochet put her suit back on, then retrieved the USB drive before exiting through the roof. She wanted to put some distance between here and the ordeal she had just taken part in. She still felt both horny and shamed. She was also very concerned, as Radio Wave was not answering her calls. It was entirely possible that Oxyde had already made his move. She needed to get there quickly. Her bike was waiting in the alley just below. She reached it without difficulty thanks to her impressive athletics. She plugged the data drive into the terminal on her bike as she got on, to see what information it had found on Oxyde. Her mouth went agape when she realized the horror that would be unfolding - that might already be unfolding as she read. There was no time. She needed to get to the radio station as quickly as possible. She sped away on her bike, hoping to get there in time.

The ground floor of the radio station seemed calm. At this time of night, there should be only the night secretary, janitorial staff and the hosts in the upper booths. Since the horrible feed was still on, Silver Streak figured that someone at the radio was in on it. It was the only thing that made sense. That static field must have been a part of whatever was going on here. Relying on stealth more than speed at this moment, she climbed up the stairs in order to investigate further. Her intuition took her to the production booth, where she saw one of the hosts actually sitting in his chair, a coffee in his hand. She did not know which one he was. It was time to find out what was happening.

She stormed into the booth, surprising him as he balanced his chair on its back legs. It fell backwards, knocking him to the ground. Dazed, he looked up and saw the gorgeous figure of Silver Streak, her silvery pants, equally silvery tank top and gloves, and her shiny sunglasses. She stared him down with authority.

"What is going on here?"

He did not lose his composure. Instead, he just lay on the ground, looking up.

"Well, you certainly took your sweet time getting here?"
"I won't ask again : what's going on?"

She placed her heel against his chest; he cringed from the pants.

"Geez, don't get your panties in a bunch. We're broadcasting the charity event, live."
"Turn it off."
"See, I would, but I can't."
"Why?"

He looked up and behind her. She immediately spun around.

"Because of them, I think."

Silver Streak had faced the Yakuza before. She had won most of the time. They had only ever defeated her once by placing innocents in danger. She had suffered a lot at their hands. They had regretted it more afterwards. They wore the colors of the Matarota clan, which meant they were local, possibly some of the same men she had faced before. Some surely remembered the blows and licks she had given them. Others possibly remembered more intimate features of her silhouette. It didn't matter.

One of them raised a gun, but she was no longer there. Punches and kicks flew left and right, faster than the Yakuza could react. Broken noses, bruised ribs, shattered hands, whatever it took to take them down. Silver Streak was not in the mood for games. They started falling on top of each other, unable to cope with her blazing speed, unable to put in a single effective attack against her. Silver Streak was blind with rage, imagining what was happening at the concert hall. She blindly struck at every available target.

Then, she hit a wall and collapsed, immediately dazed. She looked up and saw that this individual was not a Yakuza. A large hulking brute, seemingly naked except that his skin was clearly not truly human, covered in wavy tendrils from head to toe, stared her down. It took her a moment to recognize the villain from his file. Oxyde, the living toxin. She tried to get up, but because of her accelerated metabolism, the toxin had already found its way into her body. She felt sluggish and disoriented.

"Not the one I was expecting," stammered Oxyde, "but she'll do."

Riding across the city on her tweake bike, Ricochet was attempting to wrap her head around what was happening. It was obvious now that someone had helped Oxyde escape since it was that someone had been in contact with the Yakuza. Apparently, that individual went by the name Philanthropist. He seemed to be the one calling the shots. But whereas everyone had believed Oyde would strike at the concert hall, in truth, he had been sent to secure the radio station and make sure the broadcast remained on the air. That's where she would find him. She only hope that Radio Wave and Knight Hawk were holding her own.

Ever since her ears had started buzzing, Radio Wave had been paralyzed up in her perch. In its relative safety, actually unable to make a sound, she would not draw any attention. Still, she felt as helpless as everyone else. Leaning forward from her keeling over, she had a bird's eye view of the stage and the depravity going on there. Despite her lack of experience, she had figured out that some kind of signal to which she must have been susceptible was behind this, and she had reasoned that it could only come from the one active feed, the radio broadcast. How it worked, or how to stop it, however, was beyond her at this time.

The Philanthropist was smiling. His charity event had gone up even better than expected. Strewn about the stage were the humiliated, exposed and very sexually tormented cast of the event. Three men had already enjoyed the company of the asians singer Gala. Rapper Don Dr Drum had exploded all over Jungle Riot's drummer, Morse. A lesbian foursome was underway, led by the very talented Mrs Hart, wife of the absent Senator. Even the pride of Eve City, Desiree Diamond had been brought to ecstasy by Clam, guitarist of the Jungle Riot. Now, more women from the audience had been brought forward. Vivian of the local radio was already being slammed into submission by some stranger under the horrified gaze of her husband. And of course, the guards kept everyone at bay. In line, waiting to be bid on, were other local celebrities. The weather girl at channel 3. The proprietor of the Singing Cabaret. Actress Lulu Bizanti, former porn star now turned legitimate. The best part was that the crowd was starting to get into the heat of the action.

Defeated in more ways than one, Desiree Diamond no longer felt the surge of power that came from her alter ego, Knight Hawk. She had been beaten, this time, and while she was not completely defeated, she certainly saw no end to the torment anytime soon. She wondered who would come to help. Who was here, in town?

Back in the radio station, Oxyde picked up the sluggish Silver Streak, and headed into the studio room where the radio host was getting up.

"Not so tough now, huh, bitch!"

Despite her slurred speech and lack of concentration, Silver Streak was still able to return a defiant comment.

"You won't get away with this... police will get here eventually."
"Eventually, maybe. Not soon enough for your sorry ass... Oxyde, bend her over the panel."
"Whatever you say, bro."

Silver Streak picked up on the exchange.

"Your brother?..."
"That's right. Family. Your friends put my brother in jail..."
"Your brother robbed a bank, raped a teller... Knight Hawk..."
"I know. Can you believe how fast he's grown?"

Oxyde put Silver Streak down onto the console. She was in no fighting condition.

"It's us against the world, bitch. Bros before hoes."

Oxyde pulled down Silver Streak's pants. She attempted to wiggle about to make it difficult, but it just made the brothers laugh. It only took a moment for them to expose her behind. Looking around to see what was happening, Silver Streak noticed a large bulge growing out from Oxyde's crotch. Great! Just what she needed. Another fucking! The buldge turned into a dick, although it looked much more like a plastic dildo taking shape.

"I can, right?"
"Go right on in, Ox. Take her pussy all you want. I just want her ass..."

Oxyde penetrated her without any hesitation; the thrust tore a scream out of her, and he began to pound away into her, reveling in the control. The toxins in Oxyde's body were different depending on what portion connected with your skin. While most of his surface produced a debilitating poison which was running through Silver Streak's veins, his manhood - if you could call it given its strange appearance and texture - generated fluids for ease of penetration and hormonal stimulation. The heroine's hyper-accelerated metabolism got the toxins working overdrive, climbing her all the way to heaven and back several times in just a minute. Wave after wave of orgasm drove her to the brink. On the table beside, the radio host had pulled down his pants, revealing his own erect shaft. He was stroking it gently, waiting for his turn to pound this flesh into submission. Oxyde, having little control over his reactions, shot his load inside her prematurely, with a large unintelligible grunt. Silver Streak screamed alongside him in pure ectasy.

"Ooh... looks like my brother couldn't hold it in. Shame. We won't get to DP you yet..."
"Sorry, bro..."
"It's quite all right."

Just then, the intercom rang. It was the secretary's voice. 

"Patrice?"
"Yes, Monica?
"There's a half-naked girl on a bike just outside. Super hero girl."
"Thanks, Monica. You earned your keep."

The line dropped, Patrice, the radio host, turned to his brother.

"Another one down there. Take care of her any way you see fit. How long will this one (pointing to Silver Streak) be subdued?"
"At least another hour..."
"Excellent.. I'd let you borrow the Yakuza goons, but clearly, they're out."
"I got this."

Oxyde exited the studio as his own manhood seemingly retracted inside his body. Despite her situation, Silver Streak had missed none of the exchange. The secretary was in on it too? And someone was coming to her rescue. The fog in her mind was not as intense as before, but her body still did not move in any way that could be helpful. But Silver Streak was not unaware of her physical position, slouched over the command console for the radio broadcast. An idea popped into her head, a bold move which might pay out in the end - if she hung on as this Patrice clearly would have his way with her regardless of her resistance.

Just outside the building, Ricochet was stepping off her bike. She knew Oxyde was here. She knew he most certainly had Yakuza enforcers with him. She readied her hoops. She saw the secretary behind the window hurriedly leave her post. She decided not to waste any more time. With one hard throw, she exploded the window and jumped into the room. Looking about, she was the stairwell leading up. But as she made a move towards it, she stopped. The sound of heavy foot steps caused her to stop. A moment later, the hulking figure of Oxyde emerged from the stairwell. He looked up at Ricochet.

"I know you," he exclaimed. "You're one of the bitches that took me down."
"And I'll do it again."
"Another bitch for me to fuck up..."

Oxyde ran towards her with an impressive alacrity, but Ricochet was faster, being an olympic-trained athlete. She backflipped out into the street, near her bike. Oxyde followed her. She threw one hoop : it simply bounced off his skin before returning to her hand. Ricochet knew from the file to keep her distance from him, not a terribly challenging feat one-on-one. Taking him down was another matter entirely. Racing away from him, she jumped onto a ladder hanging on the side of a building, out-of-his-reach. The other hoop she threw found its mark but again did not to break the brute's charge. Indeed, Oxyde jumped up and grabbed onto the structure. His weight imbalanced the already precarious structure. It gave Ricochet an idea. She put one ring away and retrieved her grappling hook from her belt.

"Too slow, dumb fuck!" she called him out.

Oxyde screamed at her and, despite his size, started to crawl into the small opening, his muscles tearing away at the metal to let him pass. She raced up, keeping him close enough to be a tantalizing prey, yet distant enough that he could not reach her. In this confined space, Oxyde's size was a hindrance. She counted on it. Almost at the top of the structure, Ricochet made her move. With the remaining, she threw as hard as she could against the support strut of the already unsecured ladder, still shifting against the wall due to Oxyde's tearing it apart to get to her. The ladder wavered as the hoop expertly connected with a weak point of the structure. Oxyde was about to reach her when Ricochet jumped into thin air, aiming her grappling hook at the roof across the street. Oxyde barely missed his mark and then, the entire ladder structure, severely compromised already, tore off the side of the building, bringing it and Oxyde back down to the street below. The ruckus it brought echoed through the narrow passage. Luckily, Ricochet's hook secured itself and she swung hard against the surface of the other building, bruised but alive. Looking down, she saw Oxyde out cold, wrapped in a twisted metal cage. Ricochet sighed with relief.

Taking only a quick moment for a breather, she pulled herself down back to the street. She still had work to do.

Inside the radio studio, Patrice moved into position.

"I'm gonna fuck your ass and you're gonna enjoy it."
"Please don't..."
"Begging, is it? That's so beneath you..."

Patrice first buried his tongue inside her pussy.

"You taste so good..."
"God! You're eating your brother's cum!"
"I'd make you eat it if you could bend that far!"

Silver Streak knew the assault was inevitable. It was strictly a matter of making it count. She was still reeling from both the toxins and the orgasms provided by Oxyde, but her full awareness had returned. Her mind was strong again. Only her body still betrayed her.

"How can you not be affected by his toxins?"
"Well, family."
"You're immune..."
"I am. You're not..."

He slid a finger inside her pussy. The toxins were still there, sending a jolt of ecstasy straight into her loins. Patrice could no longer hold back. He thrust his own hard dick into the moist pussy.

"So perfect... this is so perfect..."

The pleasure was still there, but not as intense as before. Silver Streak hated to admit it, but both Oxyde and his brother were providing her with much needed release. Her recent assaults had little to do with pleasure. This was different, almost acceptable - if it were anything but rape.

"Why... are you... doing this?" she managed to blurt in-between thrusts.
"Why do you care?"
"For...obvious... reasons..."

He laughed.

"Vengeance, my dear. Vengeance for my brother. Vengeance from that bitch Vivian, who won't put out just because she's married."
"Your co-host..."
"I certainly took care of that tonight, eheh..."

Just as Silver Streak was reaching another orgasm, Patrice pulled out.

"No!"

The cry had come unwillingly.

"Ah! You like this bitch. I'm sure you do. But you don't get to decide. Besides, I haven't tasted your sweet ass."

He bent down, licking her back hole with force. She moaned from the new sensation.

"Perfect for fucking..."

He got back, repositioned her. His dick was already wet from all her juices. It slid into her, not instantly but with a few thrusts. For a moment, she lost her composure.

"Oh! Fuck yes..."
"See bitch, I told you you liked it."

His words restored her senses. He was again inside her, thrusting wildly.

"So... god... this is about... revenge... on your co-host?"
"Damn right! That and everyone else in this stinking city! Think they can walk on me... I'm not nobody. I'm screwing Silver Streak in the ass!"

She moaned from the stimulation.

"Oohh... Patrice..."

Her calling out his name drove Patrice wild, and he accelerated the pace.

"That's right, bitch! Say my name again."
"Oh... Patrice!"
"Fuck. Fuck.... Tell me to fuck your ass."
"Fuck my ass, Patrice. Fuck my ass."

This was it. He was going to come inside her and she was going to explode once more. The moment was perfect. And then, a ring hoop knocked Patrice off the side of the head, knocking him out cold. He slumped over Silver Streak, unable to perform the last thrusts needed to bring both of them to ecstasy. Silver Streak cried out in frustration.

"No! Dammit!"

Ricochet ran into the room, pulling Patrice off her ally. Silver Streak's body was almost clear of the toxin by now, but she was somewhat pissed at Ricochet for not allowing Patrice to finish her off. She didn’t say anything, though.

"Are you all right?" Ricochet inquired.

Silver Streak cast her an evil glance. What a stupid question, she thought. Ricochet felt the gaze upon her but continued regardless.

"I came as soon as I realized what was happening here."
"The signal. We need to stop it!" Silver Streak replied.
"I know. Help me look."

Without even bothering to pull her pants up, Silver Streak went about the room to find the signal's switch. As she did, Ricochet secured Patrice.

"Who's this?"
"Patrice. One of the radio hosts and Oxyde's brother."
"His contact at the radio. It was in the file I... appropriated from the Yakuza."
"So he's behind this."
"He is.” 

Silver Streak flashed a broad smile which surprised Ricochet.

“And we have his confession."

Silver Streak pointed to the flashing red light behind her, at the end of the room. Everything Patrice had said while raping her, he had said on the air.

"Only about a million people tuning in, I think."

Despite the trauma she had just endured, Silver Streak was happy with her own victory. Patrice would be going away for a very long time.

"Where's Oxyde?"
"Out cold, outside. Dropped a building on him, or something like that. You did that?"

Ricochet was pointing to the broken Yakuza in the hall.

"Yep. Was actually fun. Come on. We need to find that switch. There are people in danger at the event."

The two girls resumed their search. Hopefully, things had not gone too far. That was hope. Experience, however, was a different matter altogether, which made every waiting moment that much more critical.

End part 5

**************************************************************

Radio Star, part VI

If Desiree Diamond could have been anywhere else...

As Knight Hawk, she regularly put her body on the line, fighting criminals intent on violence, rape and whatever fulfilled their twisted fantasies. As Knight Hawk, she assumed the risks that went with the job, because in the end, it was worth it. Taking them down, hard, making them pay, locking them up, seeing justice done. It all evened out in the end. But this...

The Philanthropist had given the regular entertainment time to recover. More bidding had been completed with the people taken from the crowd. Radio host Vivian was now on all fours, facing the audience, getting rammed by her buyer (paid to be there by Patrice, although no one was the wiser about it). Her face betrayed horror and ecstasy, shying away from her husband looking on, helplessly. Weather girl Nancy from channel 3 was now suspended by chains into the air, her legs apart, her dress torn. A wealthy socialite couple were now eagerly diving into her pussy as she moaned, restrained and unable to resist their caresses. Lulu Bizanti, a lady in her fifties and owner of the Singing Cabaret, was laid down on her back. Her former business partner whom she had evicted from partnership had taken the opportunity for revenge, and he was screwing her silly, squeezing her tits like there was no tomorrow, unmindful of the violence he inflicted upon her. Those four auctions alone had netted another 150,000 dollars to the pot, which now showed an amount of around 360 thousand.

Meanwhile, Mrs Hart, clearly not done, had swapped partners with Priscilla. Sofia was now on her back, her chest exposed as the senator's wife pounded her pussy into submision. June was lost in the throes of pleasure, completely taken over by her mistress' will. Priscilla was holding June's head against her snatch, forcing her to eat away until she could eat no more.

Morse had gotten back to her knees and was trying to suck some life back into the Don, a harder task than it seemed, as Don's flaccid member barely stood up from the powerful orgasm he had shot across her back. Clam had retreated some distance to recover from her own stimulation, while Punky hungrily looked on at Desiree's naked figure, immobile on the floor. Gala was not far from them, reeling from her own ordeal, cum splattered all around her, leaking from her. The men who had raped her had returned to their seats, still high-fiving each other.

Although most of the crowd remained horrified, some were actually getting into the mood. Two young men had already called dibs on the lesbian lovers with a potential high bid. A woman was ready to pay a hefty sum for her gay son to actually fuck a woman and stop being gay. As the Philanthropist entertained these possibilities, a man rose from the audience. It was Tom Winters, Desiree's producer.

"Ah! I see a man of import."
"I'll give all I have with me, maybe 25 thousand, for a good fuck with Desiree."
"A producer fucking his client. What will this world come to? But in all fairness, her pussy is worth much more than that. Perhaps her mouth?"
"It will do."

Desiree cringed. Not Tom. He was one of the good guys, a pervert to be certain, like all men, but still... why would he do this? Her heart sank. Tom rose up the stairs.

"I understand," the Philanthropist said, "you two used to date."
"We did. She called it off."
"So payback is a bitch?"

He did not answer, and simply made the cheque, handing it to the villain.

"On your knees, Dez."

She sighed but carried out his order none-the-less.

"Don't do this, Tom..."
"Sorry babe. It's for your own good, or he'll kill you."

He whipped out his cock in her face.

"You used to enjoy sucking my cock."
"Not like this..."

Punky rose from her position. She was totally naked now, indulging in this vice with as much energy as she could muster.

"Say, Philly?"
"Yes, my dear?"
"Can I have me some of that sweet Dez pussy still?"
"For you? How much?"
"Another 50 thousand sound good? And I want to take her with a strap-on."
"The fee sounds reasonable. As for a strap-on?..."
"I got mine."

Punky raced back to her bag and retrieved the impressive looking device. The size was enormous. Punky giggled.

"I usually use it on my friend Morse. She's got a wide one, but it'll do on miss Pornie..."

Punky slipped on the strap-on while watching Desiree swallow Tom up. Tom's eyes rolled in the back of his head. The sensation of her lips and tongue on his shaft was all but too much. He wanted to make this last, so he placed a hand on her head to pace her. Meanwhile, Punky moved into position behind her.

"I'm gonna fuck you until you cry out my name," she whispered to Desiree.

With a single thrust, she plunged the large dildo deep inside Desiree's warm and moist pussy. The superheroine pulled her head away from Tom's cock to emit a large moan.

"Oh yes! Fuck me."
"That's my girl..."

She went back to Tom and the three started swaying in motion together, like a single body intertwined. In her guise as Knight Hawk, Desiree might have offered more resistance. As Desiree Diamond, she only wanted to fuck. Tom. Punky. Anyone who came. It didn't matter anymore. This was bliss.

Heavy sounds of additional pleasure erupted from the lesbian foursome, as Mrs Hart made her partner climax with a passion. It only took moments for the senator's wife to remove the strap-on and throw it away. She lured all three girls, Priscilla, June and Sofia to her own waiting, throbbing pussy.

"It's my turn now..."

With abandon, the girls dove into it, causing Mrs Hart to shake all over as they expertly tongued her altogether.

Again, the Philanthropist contemplated the scene with delight. What a wonderful spectacle for charity! Truly the most marvelous ever. His gaze turned to Morse, unable to get her partner up again. He turned to the crowd.

"Gentlemen, I need three of your strongest men to come and ravage the beauty that is Morse, drummer for the infamous Jungle Riot."

There were three volunteers within seconds, more but the villain only called out to three. They offered extremely small bids, nothing over 5 thousand. They ran up the stage, tossing the money to the villain and pulling their pants down as they headed towards Morse. She greedily eyes them over, taking charge. She positioned them just right so they could cover all her holes. Within moments, she was being stuffed and loving every minute of it.

Gala had still not recovered, slouched over immobile, unresponsive to the happenings and goings, so the Philanthropist skipped over her. He saw that Clam was teasing herself back to life, so he called out to her.

"Girl or boy?"
"Pussy..." she whispered.

He turned back to the crowd. 

"I need two girls up here!"

Two girls in the back of the audience actually jumped up, yelling with glee. They had actually come only for Jungle Riot, and the opportunity to fuck the lead guitar was too good to pass up.

"We barely have any money..." cried out one of them.
"Just take it all off right there, run over here. We'll take what's on you! Get naked and come fuck this beauty."

The girls stripped at their seats, leaving behind all of their materials as they raced onto the stage, past the Philanthropist, thanking him as they raced to Clam. She got up and literally flipped the first one to the ground, landing on her, planting a kiss on her breasts and groping her. The other one joined in, plunging her face deep in Clam's eager pussy.

A loud groan came from the man pounding away at Vivian as he finally achieved release. He pulled out, his cock dripping with juices, a satisfied grin on his face. Vivian collapsed on her chest, her bare behind still raised. As a guard pulled the man away, the Philanthropist turned to her husband.

"I know that was not easy, young man, but patience is a virtue. Climb on stage and you may take care of your wife."

It only took moments for him to rise and race up to check on Vivian. As he knelt beside her, still in shock, the villain called him out again.

"But there's a catch. If you want her to live, you better give her sloppy seconds. That's right. You fuck her now or I kill her."

Unable to fight back, the husband pulled down his pants, set himself behind his wife and tried to jerk his cock into hardness; it worked much better than he had anticipated. He plunged deep into her, where her previous partner had left quite a mess. She cried out in pleasure, suddenly aware of the new partner: it was her husband. She wanted him more than ever. He pulled out, flipped her on her back and entered her again with strength, staring into her eyes, letting her know he didn't care what had happened, that he still loved her. She loved him back even more for it.

"Now that's love, people!"

Nancy, the weather girl, was still suspended in chains. The man had pulled down his pants, while his wife had gotten completely undressed, eager to display her cosmetically enhanced assets. They were taking turns on her pussy. He pounded into her for a minute or so, then pulled out and she munched on it. Despite her reluctance to the whole affair, Nancy was really finding pleasure in the encounter. The couple was at least attentive to her needs as well, she thought for a moment. Then the man returned to her and she lost her train of thought.

The man fucking Lulu Bizanti was close to the edge, so he pulled out, giving her the best facial he could. Her former porn star instincts had kicked in, and she greedily put him back into her mouth, swallowing all of it she could take, then licking her hand with vigor.

With Punky pounding her from behind, groping her breasts, sometimes tickling her clit, Desiree had already come multiple times. Tom, turned on more than ever, was also ready to blow. Feeling like humiliating her, he pulled away at the last second and sent all of it across her face and chest. She could do little to stop it, as Punky was holding her arms tight behind her back. Desiree suddenly keeled over forward as Tom moved back, which led to Punky pounding her ever harder.

Gala was starting to stir, so the Philanthropist was deciding it was her turn again, when a shadow fell over him. He glanced and saw, like everyone else, the gorgeous floating figure of a woman clad in dark, bikini top and bottom, long boots and gloves, black hair, no mask. She looked at him quizzically, almost confused.

"Well... it seems we have another artist to join us in our little soirée."

She looked around the room as if she did not understand what was happening.

"This behavior is unusual," she said. "Is this venue appropriate for this kind of entertainment?"
"You're not from around here, I take it!" the Philanthropist mused.

Desiree, despite being in the throes of pleasure, had noticed the new arrival. Whoever she was, maybe she could help. She raised her gaze.

"No!" she panted. "No! This is not acceptable."
"Quiet you!" 

Punky placed her hand over Desiree's mouth and kept pounding with more intensity.

"It is not?"
"It's a just a bit of fun for charity," replied the villain. "No need for cause."

The unknown dame examined the varied looks on the faces of the crowd and performers. Even if a few seemed to revel in it, the vast majority appeared terrified. She made her decision and turned to the Philanthropist.

"You are obviously the mastermind behind this event."
"Can't hide anything from you, sweet tits."

She smiled.

"Kill the head, the body falls."

Suddenly, the Philanthropists' head spun around, and everyone heard a loud crack as his spine shattered, killing him instantly. The speed of the kill as much as the noise stunned every into stopping what they were doing. Almost on cue, the guards snapped out of whatever mind control they were under, and suddenly realized what they had been a party to.

Punky finished off Desiree with a few thrusts before stopping and pushing her to the ground. She scowled at the interruption to the festivites. What a buzzkill!

"The situation is resolved," calmly stated the woman.

A cry came from the audience, from one of the journalists in attendance.

"Who are you?"

She paused.

"I do not... have a name. I am prototype-367."

And with that, she vanished or flew away. She moved so fast not one could tell which.

Up in the rafters, whatever effect had been pinning Radio Wave in place wore off the instant the Philanthropist died. She steadied herself, and a moment later, a call came in from Ricochet.

"Amy! Are you all right?"
"I am. I'm not the one you should be worried about. What happened?"
"We turned off the signal, breaking the mind control."
"I don't think that's what happened..."
"What?"
"Head on over. Crisis is... resolved. I think."

The guards, now overwhelmed with guilt over their actions, hurriedly let the police in. Radio Wave looked down onto the stage at the immobile form of Desiree Diamond. How horrible for her? How would she live this second humiliation in her daily life down?

*** EPILOGUE I ***

Ricochet and Radio Wave were already on the roof of the Lincoln building when Silver Streak and Knight Hawk arrived. It was the very next day and despite her ordeal, Knight Hawk did not seem too broken up. Then again, considering all that she had previously endured in her assignments, it was simple to understand. Either you survived and emerged alive and kicking, or you simply collapsed and never got out. It had happened to a few of them, some who were no longer in the business.

Knight Hawk took the floor immediately.

"We were unable to determine who the Philanthropist was. He is not listed in any database, almost like he didn't exist. Did you figure out how he took control of the security guards?"

It was Radio Wave who answered.

"He sent a coded signal via the airwaves, the broadcast, which their earpieces intercepted. It overrided their will and sense of morality, allowing him to play with them like puppets."
"But how did he coordinate their actions?" Silver Streak inquired.
"I believe, " Knight Hawk answered, "that he was using mind control of some kind, or a second signal within the first allowing him to give commands without speaking them out."
"We've seen it before," Ricochet said.
"What about the radio?" Knight Hawk inquired to Ricochet.
"Well, Patrice and Oxyde are back behind bars, and this time, they won't get out."
"We hope, " sneered Silver Streak.

The girls cringed. It sometimes felt that the prison of Eve City had a revolving door policy. Still, it was better than no other option.

"The strangest thing," Knight Hawk beamed, "was that the Philanthropist kept his word - even after death. He doubled the money his twisted auction raised. I've looked into it, but I doubt I'll be able to trace its origin."
"Well, something good came out of it," snided Silver Streak.

She then apologized.

"Sorry. My ass is still reeling."

She meant it as a joke, but it felt empty and drew no laughs.

"The victims?" Radio Wave inquired.
"Thankfully, Desiree has a lot of contacts across the city so I was able to check up on everyone."
"And?"

Knight Hawk paused, retrieving the information from her analytical mind.

"Well Gala is... traumatized. She'll be on the first plane out of the city and I don't think she'll talk to me again. Shame. I really liked her. Jungle Riot... let's just not talk about them. The Don is blogging about it, acting like it was all legitimate."
"What an ass!"
"It turns out that June and Sofia may have actually enjoyed their experience. That's what they were saying at the emergency room afterwards, but it might just be the trauma talking... I don't think the assault will affect Vivian's relationship with her husband, but she will need therapy."

Ricochet exploded in anger.

"I can't believe people just gave in! Participated!"
"When you a gun to your head, and to everyone's head for that matter, there is little more to do but comply if you have no exit strategy," Knight Hawk confessed. "I was caught off-guard. I was expecting a violent assault by Oxyde. I was ready for him."

Ricochet calmed down.

"What about charges for those who participated?" Silver Streak asked.
"Well, the attorneys got into it, and they claim it was all done under duress, with threat of life. Ultimately, no one is going to be charged."
"That sucks."
"They were victims as well, but it does suck..."
"Incidentally," Ricochet began, "did you know they're running a superhero sex fetish club in the harbor?"

Knight Hawk nodded. Ricochet was not pleased.

"You knew? You didn't tell us?"
"As far as I can tell, it's all legitimate business. The performers there are strippers and prostitutes, and they're actually in a much better place than their colleagues in other bars or on the streets."
"I still think we should look into it."

There was a pause, then Radio Wave spoke up.

"And what about the elephant in the room?"
"My savior? Prototype-367? I don't know what to make of her."
"She was powerful as hell, snapping his neck with her telekinesis."
"That's what it seemed, like, yes."

More silence, then Knight Hawk continued.

"We'll know eventually. She didn't seem to understand our plight, or she might have acted sooner. We need to find her and explain to her what is going on. If she is an ally, we could use her help, even if her method was... extreme."
"I like extreme," Silver Streak replied, still bitter about her entire week.
"And if she's not an ally, then we definitely need to find her..."

No more words were said. The night was still young and there were threats about. Nothing a few trained heroines could not handle.

*** EPILOGUE II ***

From her vantage point high in the sky, Prototype-367 contemplated Eve city with a detached attitude. What a strange place it seemed. For a moment, she was quite content to simply float there, but something in her mind awoke, an unseen trigger. Words formed in her mouth.

"Achieved primary mission protocol. Engaging secondary mission."

She flew off quicker than the eye could see.

****************************************************************

THE END... for now.



