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****************************************************************
Part 1
Andromeda strained to lift her head after the brutal violation she had just endured. She had hunted the self-proclaimed Doctor of Villainy to his lair in the mountains, getting within inches of him, before being cornered by his artificially enhanced soldiers who had beat her down thanks to their enhanced strength and speed, and their sheer numbers. She had broken several of them before finally collapsing from her injuries. Stripped, an inhibitor collar set around her neck, she had been taken to the doctor's private room - his pleasure drome - and the villain had personally violated her in every conceivable way before setting her up against the various torture devices designed to pound her into submission. Weakened both by the abuse and the collar, he had then allowed his remaining enhanced soldiers to get their revenge on her by showering her in their juices. Covered in their cum from head-to-toe, she reaked of sex and blood, her injuries barely healing.

It had now been several hours since her last abuse. The doctor clearly had other matters to attend to, but she knew it was only a matter of time before he returned to inflict more pain unto her. She was suspended by a support rack holding her neck and wrists in place, her feet barely touching the floor, and only if she tip-toed. The strain of the pose was extremely difficult for her.

She heard the door behind her open. She was in some kind of old empty missile silo from the cold war. No doubt another of the doctor's stooges - or the doctor himself - was there to abuse her some more. The sound of light footsteps was followed by the sound of the door closing again, and the quiet feet walked around. She was surprised to see a young woman with black hair clad in a nurse's outfit come around. She could not have been older than eighteen, possibly younger. Her face betrayed not only her youth but her terror.

"You're Andromeda..." she whispered.
"I am."

It was hard for Andromeda to feel empowered in her current state, but the distress in the woman's face told her she needed to be strong. The nurse continued.

"I'm so sorry for all this..."
"It's not your fault, child."

The nurse reached inside her coat pocket and retrieved an electronic key. Andromeda's eyes lit up as she recognized the device. The nurse slipped it into the inhibitor collar, releasing it from her neck.

"Why are you doing this?"
"I need you to save me before... before he turns on me. I saw what they did to you. They'll do it to me, too, I'm certain. I'm sorry I didn't act sooner. I could have..."
"Hush, child."

With the inhibitor gone, Andromeda's strength was quickly returning. She felt the surge of energy fill her entire being. She pulled at the restraints and they suddenly snapped off. She held back a victory shout, falling to her feet, her back aching from the posture. A mean smile appeared on her face.

"I'll get you out of here. What's your name?"
"Carla Moran."

Andromeda stood up, her powers reigniting her confidence as well. Naked and covered in wounds, still smelling of semen and other fluids, she still looked amazing. Nurse Carla Moran was awed by her prestance. Andromeda turned to the nurse.

"I don't blame you. And we will escape. But there is something I must do first. Wait here. I will be back."

Hopeful, Carla Moran had smiled, then leaned over to place a gentle kiss on Andromeda's cheek.

ABOUT ONE YEAR LATER

The criminal had fled to the basement of the office building with his hostage, not that it truly mattered. Kidnapping someone off the street, in broad daylight, was turning out to be, in hindsight, the worst idea of his life. But Stan had always had a crush on Mona, and seeing her laughing away with her friends last night, he had lost all composure, made a scene and stormed out. This morning, armed with his technical expertise from his military days, he had done the unthinkable. As Mona was leaving her flat to go to work, he had ambushed her outside her home, with a gun. Terrified, she had complied with his orders. The onlookers from across the street had seen the entire scene unfold. He had pushed her inside his vehicle, tying her hands up with duct tape and driving away in his own vehicle.

He had stopped just shy of getting on the highway, suddenly aware that the police might have been alerted, and had drifted into a seedier part of town where he scored some of his drugs. He had quickly met with his contact to score a load, then gave the pills to Mona to keep her calm. The drugs had put her in a cooperative daze. He also secured some additional materials, just in case things went really dicey. Driving around, he had finally found a safe place to live his fantasy with his kidnapped girlfriend, even if it meant he would go to jail afterwards. He was already committed to the cause, had already committed the crime. No point in not going all the way.

Inside the basement, he had stripped Mona down to her lacy undies, excited at her lean figure. She was not the prettiest girl in Eve City, but she was the one he had always wanted. To be safe, he secured a small collared package at the base of her neck. One could never be too careful. Setting some nice romantic music in the background, he had removed his own clothing, keeping only his boxers and his right hand clenched around a small device. Perhaps he was being paranoid. Perhaps not.

High in the sky, Andromeda was weary of a long night in the rain, not to mention chasing after some punks who had decided that crashing a female dorm armed with machine guns would be fun. Andromeda had happened upon the scene as several of the punks were forcing the sorority girls to perform oral sex on them. Taking them down had initially been a sinch, but their sheer numbers had allowed many to escape. She had been forced to track several of them across the city, in the rain. She had caught them to the last man and was now relaxing in her flight above Eve City. But her communicator, tuned in to the police band, told her about a kidnapping across town. This early morning, she was probably the only heroine still up. She was used to dealing with threats a level above her fellows, but no crime was too small that she would not deal with it. She had the name of the kidnapper and his victim. She had the make and model of the vehicle. It was just a matter of finding it. She headed into the industrial sector, as it seemed a likely place to perform shady operations. As it turned out, her hunch played out when she spotted the vehicle beside an abandoned office building. She landed quickly and scouted the area. There seemed to be only direction to go, towards the basement. Walking swiftly, Andromeda made her way down.

That's when she happened upon the sight of Stan, hovering over his victim in lingerie, ready to carry out his dirty deed.

"Stop what you're doing now! This is your only warning!"

Startled, Stan did freeze, but he also quickly replied.

"Stay where you are! I mean it."
"Stand your ground, soldier."

The police report said he was ex-military. It made sense to adress him as such.

"At ease, Andromeda."

He, of course, knew her from her many public appearances, good or bad.

"What are you doing? What's that around her neck?"

Andromeda had quickly assessed the situation. She had noticed his clenched fist, the collar around her neck, although she could not see its purpose. 

"I'm desperate, so don't try anything!" cried out Stan. "This is a dead man switch. I drop, her head goes boom."
"That is insane, soldier!"
"I'm not a soldier anymore. My name is Stan."

The rage in his voice was truly intimidating. Andromeda was surprised that he could muster it, given who he was facing. There must be many issues unresolved with Stan.

"Easy, Stan. We can talk about this."
"There's nothing to talk about. Mona and I are going to be making love now, and you can watch if you want, but if you try anything, I'll blow her head off."

It was hard to tell if Stan was bluffing, truthful or simply crazy. Caution seemed the best option, although Andromeda considered all her options. Was she fast enough to grab his hand before he left go? She was not sure. In similar situations in the past, tests of speed and accuracy, she had both succeeded and failed. The victim's life - Mona's - was too precious to be sacrificed on a gamble.

"You don't want to do this, Stan."
"Like hell I do. I have wanted to do this for a year now, ever since I met her, and she never game me the time of day. That changes today. I take her. You know, I'm going to jail regardless of what I do now, so one more charge on my file won't really matter."
"You are wrong. What you are about to do is wrong!"

He sneered at her.

"Oh! yeah! Like that video on the internet of you getting pounded in the ass by that robot? You enjoy that kind of thing. Hell, you're probably just here to join in!"
"I assure you, that is not why I am here...."

Illumination came to Stan's eye, casting a dark shadow over the scene.

"You don't want me to do it to her. Fine. I'll do it to you."
"What? You can't be serious!"

He laughed out loud, like a man posessed.

"Take off your suit, bend on all fours and let me fuck you or I kill her."

Andromeda started considering a more agressive course of action. Perhaps she could be fast enough. She saw Stan's itchy trigger hand. Perhaps if he got closer, she would have a better grip on him, reduce the risks of failure. Stan stepped back, picking up a roll of duct tape with his free hand. He raised the trigger in the air, threatening to blow Mona's head clean off. Andromeda felt defeated. It was too risky to try now. Reluctantly, she slipped off her full costume.

"I'm keeping my mask on," she said as she stripped.
"I don't care about your face. I just want your ass."

She was now naked in front of him. He tossed the duct tape to her.

"I've seen how flexible you are. Tie your hands behind your back with the tape."

Duct tape could hardly hold her for very long, given her strength. She was agile enough to actually perform the feat he required of her, at least at first. When her second arm got trapped along with the first, the duct tape roll dropped. She was not bound very tightly, but it seemed sufficient for him.

"Now walk over here, turn around and get on all fours."

Again, she complied. Getting closer, she looked for an opportunity to take him down efficiently, but she did not see it. About a meter from him, he motioned her to stop. She turned around and got on all fours. He went around her, keeping some distance, holding something new in his free hand. With a snicker, he looked at her, then suddenly tossed some mist in her face. She was taken by surprise by the unexpected maneuver. The dust settled in her face and eyes, blurring her vision as well as her equilibrium. She collapsed on her elbows, disoriented, unable to stand.

"We call it Angel Dust. You must have heard of it."

She had. It had become the most famous rape drug of the year. It kept the victim fully aware but confused and unable to defend herself. She had never been subjected to it. She had always imagined she might be immune to it, given her powerful metabolism. She had been wrong. He laughed.

"You're an idiot, Andromeda, if you think I'd actually blow up the head of the person I love. You, personnally, I don't care about. I'm not even gonna fuck you. However..."

Andromeda struggled against the drug in vain, paralyzed as she was by the sensations derived from the drug. She heard him shuffling about. She felt his hands on her forearms, wrapping the duct tape tighter, making it harder for her to escape if she ever got her bearing back. He went back to the bed and looked into a small bag, pulling a tiny vibrator.

"I was going to use this on Mona to get her hot and ready, but I think it will suit you better."

He plugged the vibrator against her exposed pussy, near her clitoris, then taped it into place with duct tape. He turned it on. Andromeda squirmed from the jolt it gave her, her hips shaking as the pleasure device started working its magic on her.

"There, that should tide you over like the slut you are..."

He moved away from her, letting her wallow in the shame of her failure and the agony of the vibrations teasing her into pleasure, returning to his first love, stil drugged on the bed. He tossed the fake trigger aside, then pulled his boxers down. He was hard as stone by now. Opening her mouth, he started pumping into it, directing the blowjob by tilting her head left and right, back and forth. He looked back at the helpless heroine on the ground. Perhaps he would indulge in her after he was done with Mona. He pulled out of her mouth and unclasped her bra, revealing her cleavage, which he then proceeded to mount.

A first intense orgasm spread through Andromeda's body; more than anything, she wanted the release the machine was providing her, barely aware of what was transpiring a mere metre from her. She still attempted to fight the influence of the drug but she knew how receptive her body was to any form of sexual stimulation, making this pleasuring session as much as torture as a blessing.

Stan was ready for the next step. He got off Mona and reached for her panties, then spread her legs as wide as he could. Though drugged, she was not unresponsive to his actions, moaning lightly, seemingly enjoying it under the influence of the mood changers. It was going to be a homerun for Stan. With little regard for her lover’s comfort, he slid between her legs and penetrated her with one swoop. She moaned loudly this time. This was it. The last straw in his coffin. Stan knew it but he did not care. He was fucking Mona. It was all he ever wanted to do. Everything else paled in comparison.

Andromeda was now fighting against another orgasm. If she could regain her wits, if only for a moment, now that she knew there was no actual bomb threat.... but the wave subjugated her once more. From her vantage point, with her vision blurred also, she could not clearly see what Stan was doing, but she could hear his yelps and her moans. She had failed another victim. Again. Tears rolled into her face.

Stan kept pounding until forever, until he could no longer hold it in. He fired his load deep inside Mona, thus sealing his fate, content in the actions that had brought him here. His last gift to her, he thought, her seed inside her unprotected womb.

With a final effort, Andromeda tugged on the duct tape holding her arms together and it tore apart. She collapsed on her side, the vibrator driving home another orgasm before she could remove it. She tore it away as soon as she could, once the feeling diminished, but it was too late to prevent Mona from being raped. Stan was done, still slouched over her, his manhood dripping as he was pulling it out. Despite this last burst of strength, Andromeda was definitely not back to her best shape. The angel dust still played with her perceptions and daze. Stan sat on the edge of the bed, looking at her, a content smile on his face. Andromeda raged, fully aware that a single punch from her could terminate his miserable life.

Just then, a voice echoed in the room.

"What you just did is wrong, I have been told."

Stan and Andromeda's eyes turned to the entrance, where a hovering female figure, clad in a sexy black outfit, stood in judgment. Before Stan could answer, the woman known only as Prototype-367 snapped his neck without even lifting a finger, to Andromeda's horror. 

"The situation is resolved."

She looked at the despondent heroine on the ground, a puzzled look on her face, almost familiar. Then, Prototype-367 flew away as quickly as she had arrived. Andromeda tried to stand, but her muscles failed her. She needed to get the emergency services for Mona, and call the morgue for Stan. She also needed to flush the Angel Dust out of her system.

Only then could she go after this killer heroine, and find out what her agenda was.

End of part 1
***************************************************************
Two of a Kind, part 2

Finding a single individual in a city of several million could be quite a challenge, even for someone with Andromeda's skill, and even if that person wore a very distinctive outfit like a black two-piece bikini with long gloves and high boots, and was able to fly above the clouds. Andromeda had quickly checked in with some of her allies, getting the dirt on this newcomer, learning how she had appeared just prior to the ordeal at the charity, and how she had drawn it to a deadly close. There had been no other sightings until today. Andromeda was determined to find her. Taking the law into her own hand and murdering two criminals, as deserving as they could have been, went beyond the traditional hero code, and it had to be adressed, or the MTD would get on top of it. At the very least, the heroines of Eve City needed to know who she was, and if she truly only operated under the name Prototype-367. Having witnessed firsthand her use of deadly telekinesis during her last shameful encounter, Andromeda wanted to personally get answers from her.

Flying over the city, lost in thought, Andromeda could not help but recall the previous day's events. The criminal's bluff, the humiliation at his hand, the sounds of him raping the victim - her name was Mona, apparently - and the snapping of the neck. How arrogant she had been. This was not the first time. Her powers were amazing. She truly was the strongest heroine among them and yet, for all her abilities, she often fell as easily as the rest of them. She rarely fell to power. She fell to guile, deception, subterfuge, manipulation... She remembered that first time... that first humiliation... when the inhibitor collars were first heard about. Her captivity, her daring escape and recapture... There had been so many assaults since then. She often wondered if, on some dark, twisted level of her psyche, she did not enjoy being debased. Ever since that first time... the pleasure she derived from it. A psychologist friend which she had consulted discreetly had explained it was a coping mechanism, a reaction that helped her mind deal with the trauma. She enjoyed that explanation, even if it became hard to believe at times.

Being a superheroine, particularly in Eve City, meant exposing yourself to danger, violence, assault and violation... The superheroines rarely called it by its real name, simply because it felt safer not to do so. After all, who would consciously put themselves on the line as they did with this constant threat looming. The rationale was simple, she figured. As long as the good that came out of their actions was greater than the suffering they endured, it would be worth it. She had not come to this conclusion alone. Several months of conversation with fellow heroines who had gone through as many degrading ordeals as her - some of them even called their talks therapy - had allowed them to reach a state of mind where they could cope with the stress of their duties by focusing on duty. Not all of the heroines who had been born from the meteor shower had made it. She could recall a few that had completely shattered after their first encounter with villains. Some had lasted several interventions before retiring their mask. She even consulted one of them – Decoder - on a regular basis. While she no longer fought crime since a particularly brutal assault over two years ago, she was still a great computer hacker, and remaining behind a computer was much safer. But Andromeda did not have that option. She was a frontline soldier. And despite the hardships, she still enjoyed her work.

Her attention was taken away from the reverie as she spotted some kind of altercation down below in the street. She flew lower to get a better look, and noticed the gang colors. The Pirates of 6th Avenue were in the middle of a brawl with the Green Ninjas. She knew of the gangs but only through their reputation. The Pirates had come in on boats, about six months ago, bringing their supplies of guns and drugs which they had started peddling in the harbor and around. They had obviously paid off the Matarota in order to operate on their territory. The Ninjas were a local gang who emulated their operations on the mythic warrior from China, doing hits in the middle of the night. It was unusual for them to be fighting in broad daylight, but this was a turf war of some kind. Were it not for the fact that bullets were being fired and that the combat was spilling out into the adjacent market street, Andromeda might not have bothered to intervene. Still mentally exhausted from the previous day, however, she did not feel as confident taking on so many people on her own. There were possibly twelve in each gang, and she now knew, from experience, that it did not take that much to take her down if they had the right technique (like a collar or angel dust).

She dove towards the street where the Ninjas seemed to be retreating. As she touched the ground, she picked up a parked SUV and, with her incredible strength, placed it in front of her and advanced towards her enemies. The Ninjas, occupied with shooting back at their opponents, only realized late that a sideways vehicle was quickly advancing towards them. Two of the Ninjas were able to dodge to the left and right of the vehicle. The others were pushed back into the alley.  Andromeda closed it off by squeezing the SUV between the two buildings, blocking this exit route into the market.

Shots were fired. The two that had evaded her maneuver had spotted her, and were now firing. One of them had a sub-machinegun. Despite her invulnerability, she still felt the sting of the bullets. Dashing quickly towards that opponent, she grabbed the cannon and twisted it, blocking the mechanism. With a simple shove of her other hand, she sent the Ninja several feet backwards, concussed. The other Ninja was advancing towards her, emptying his clip. He dropped the gun and drew a blade as he neared her.

She took a quick moment to glance at the weapon. In her career, she had seen some blades be able to cut her, tipped in some kind of strange chemical substance. This was not the case. As he swung, she blocked it with her forearm. The weapon bounced, not even leaving a mark. She rapidly grabbed the enemy's collar and tossed him against the exposed top of the vehicle blocking the alley. The polymer sheet bent in as the Ninja connected, the wind taken out of him.

Turning her attention to the alley, Andromeda heard a commotion, unexpected noises. She jumped up on top of the side of the vehicle to look in on what was happening, and she froze for a moment, contemplating the heroine at work. Prototype-367 was there, kicking ass and not even bothering to take names. She had obviously landed smack in the middle of the enemies (a maneuver which Andromeda had learned not to overuse especially against large numbers). She was under fire, but the bullets ricochet'd even before hitting her, as if she was protected by some kind of a force field. Dancing about, almost like a professional dancer, the black-clad heroine made large motions towards her adversaries. As she completed them, they went flying across the open space, smashing into walls and vehicles in the alley, propelled by some unseen force.

Not bothering to assess any further, Andromeda jumped in. Since the other heroine had drawn the attention of everyone, it was easy for Andromeda to arrive from behind and simply knock them out with glancing blows. Andromeda was impressed. She had never fought along such a powerful ally. As she took out to the last of the Ninjas while Prototype dispatched the last Pirate, she wondered where she had been all this time. Prototype realized the fight was over, and so she broke her combat stance. Her feet lifted off the ground almost like a pre-programmed gesture. Andromeda realized she was about to leave.

"Wait! Prototype!"

The dark bikini-clad heroine stopped and looked at Andromeda with a puzzled look.

"What do you require?" she asked in a monotone voice.
"I wish to speak to you."
"We are speaking now. Are there specific questions you wish to ask?"

Her tone made her sound like a robot. Was she?

"Are you alive? Or are you a robot?"
"I am... alive. Fully functional biological humanoid."

The answer was less than satisfactory.

"And you operate under the name Prototype?"
"Prototype-367 is my designation. You may shorten it as you wish."
"All right. That was a good job you did here. Congratulations."
"The commendation is unnecessary but appreciated, Andromeda."
"So you know me."

Prototype's face twitched, as if the question triggered some kind of reaction inside.

"I have reports of your activities from the news."
"I see."

Somehow, Andromeda didn't buy it. Something was off about this woman, human, cyborg, robot... something else? Weirder, something was eerily familiar about her. Had this heroine operated before under a different name? Andromeda knew of no heroine with such a massive power set. Ms Dynamo was a telekinetic, but not at this level. Andromeda moved closer. Prototype simply waited. They were now at arms length.

"This is the second time we meet."
"I recall our first encounter... you were..."

Andromeda interrupted her.

"You don't need to say it. I remember too."
"Very well."
"Why did you... do it? I have to ask."

Prototype gave her a puzzled look.

"You will have to be more specific."

Andromeda found it hard to speak it out loud. She got even closer, almost whispering.

"Why did you kill him?"

Prototype stared at her, immobile for a moment. Then, she looked up and started flying away.

"Wait!"

Andromeda lifted off after her. Prototype needed to answer the question, if only for Andromeda to know if she could be trusted. After all, she had killed none of the enemies in the alley. Within moments, they were in the sky.

The pirates and ninjas were attempting to get back up. Bruised, concussed and generally battered and broken, they had not expected their little turf war to draw out heroines, let alone two as powerful as these. Nothing had been resolved, the fight would continue, if not today. The two groups stared at each other, unable to resume the confrontation as of yet, but the bad blood between them would not die so easily.

The attention of the gang members was drawn to a presence arriving on the scene, moments after the two heroines had flown away. The man was tall, wearing a dark blue jacket, dark blue pants and a silver mask, with short dark hair. Great! some of them thought, another costumed nut.

"Gentlemen... please. I am no such thing."

They were stunned at his words. Had he read their mind?

"Your feud, really... what is it truly about? Territory?"
"They're selling guns and drugs on our turf," the Ninjas shouted.
"They're killing our dealers!" the Pirates accused.
"Please, gentlemen. Eve City is a glorious, magical, warm place, where everyone can get their dues. I am sure your leaders can come to an arrangement."

His words resonated in their minds, almost hypnotic.

"Who might you be?" asked one of the lead pirates
"Call me the Mediator. I am here to help you focus on what's really important in the city."
"Oh yeah? What's that?"

The Mediator lifted his gaze to the open sky, where the two heroines had just flown off. The pirates and ninjas looked on as well, as they understood what the Mediator was hinting at.

Following Prototype was no easy feat. The black-clad heroine was as fast as Andromeda in the sky, perhaps faster. As a black dot against the horizon, she was not that hard to miss. Andromeda was calling her out, telling her to stop, hoping she could hear the words even if she doubted it. They flew over the city, past the harbor and over the ocean, before Prototype stopped flat. Andromeda caught up with her in an instant.

"I need you to answer me!"

The reply was insistent, almost like an order.

"I do not answer to you or anyone!"

This time, there was rage in the voice. How could Prototype go from having no personality to having one in such a quick time? Unless she was bluffing. Andromeda decided the kid gloves were off, as far as conversation went at least.

"You're going to cooperate, or I'm going to force it out of you."
"No!"

Prototype directed her telekinetic power to hold Andromeda at bay. Anyone else would have been paralyzed, but Andromeda's superior strength allowed her to advance and grab hold of Prototype's wrist. This prompted an angry punch to come towards Andromeda. She blocked it, with some difficulty, with her free hand.

"Let me go!"
"Not until you answer me."

Prototype raged out and with one quick sweep, managed to flip Andromeda over her head. Surprised, the heroine flew out into the water a hundred or so metres below. She quickly recovered, flying out of the water, her fists aimed at Prototype. If she did not want to cooperate, she was going down, and Andromeda would get answers later. Prototype braced herself for impact with her telekinetic field, taking no damage as Andromeda connected with it, but the impulse from the flight took them both back towards the city, and they crashed onto the roof of a building, both stunned for a moment.  But as Andromeda recovered her senses, so did Prototype. There was rip in Prototype's right glove, so she tore it off.

"Calm down!" Andromeda said.

Prototype's only answer was to propel herself forward and launch a series of punches at Andromeda. She avoided most of them, not without effort, but one connected to her gut, and a second one hit her on the chin, causing a slight sliver of blood to run from her torn lip. Andromeda fell backwards and landed on her hands and ass. Not willing to give a chance for Prototype to press on the assault, she kicked her in the gut, which sent the other heroine reeling back in pain. An instant stand put Andromeda back on her feet. She lunged forward, grabbing Prototype's left arm, clincling it as she attempted to control her. An elbow from Prototype caught her in the ribs. She could almost feel them crack. A head butt missed its mark. Andromeda almost had full control of her adversary when a strong telekinetic push emanated from Protoype, breaking the hold and forcing Andromeda away. She rolled on the floor, hitting a brick chimney. The impact shattered the brick and tore the back of Andromeda's costume, exposing the bruises that were forming there.

Prototype jumped at her opponent, landing both feet inches from Andromeda's hand, breaking the chimney even further. Andromeda was able to grab her feet and swing her onto the roof, which shook, then shattered. The two heroines fell into the building along with the gravel from the roof, broken chimney bricks and other materials.

Inside, the two occupants, a man and a woman watching television shrieked as their ceiling came collapsing. They ran out of their apartment as fast as they could. Andromeda felt dizzy, her head had bumped on something. As she got up, her golden belt snatched itself on a piece of nail. It tore off completely. Her cape had fallen off as well. Protoype rose to her feet as well, removing her other glove, with a few tears here and there in her suit, her face still full of rage. Andromeda barely had time to gather her wits as the crazed adversary jumped her. She avoided the first punch, but Prototype's hand grabbed her blonde hair. Trying to get loose, Andromeda  swung away. Her fist connected on Prototype's soft right breast. In return, Prototype proceeded to slam Andromeda's face first into the fridge, bending the metal around it, then the stove, and finally the support column, letting go only after that. Andromeda was not down for long, though. Her face now had a black eye and her nose was bleeding, but that did not stop her. She kicked wildly: it connected with Prototype's leg, knocking her to the ground, face first. With a backflip, supported by flight, Andromeda landed her knees in the middle of her adversary's back. As Prototype spat out blood, the floor broke apart and the two heroines fell further down. The sheer strength tore through a third floor.

Inside that apartment were three roommates in pajamas, lounging around. They shrieked as the destruction came into their kitchen. One of them got hit by debris and fell down. Prototype was definitely dazed. The young girls shrieking drew the attention of Andromeda. She immediately saw one of them was injured, and realized what was happening. She had always tried to avoid collateral damage, and while this was not the worst she had ever done, it certainly did not look good.

"Get out of here!"

The two girls still aware did not even argue as they began running out.

"Wait! Take her with you."

The girls complied, dragging their unconscious friend into the hall.

Before Andromeda could turn back to Prototype, she was already on her. She placed her in a chokehold. Andromeda's breath was choked out of her as Prototype squeezed, punching her swollen ribs at the same time.

"Stop...."

Andromeda focused all of her concentration on her flight and propelled the both of them into the sky, into the opening already made. They flew away from the scene, with Protoype not letting on. Unable to break her hold, knowing full well that this heroine could literally choke the life out of her, Andromeda chose a dangerous path. Tugging her head into her chest as far she could, she reversed her flight and, aiming at the street below, she rammed the asphalt as hard as she could.

Debris exploded everywhere as the two heroines dug a crater into the street. At the last moment, realizing what Andromeda was planning, Prototype had let go, so she had not taken the hit directly on her head, but had managed to brace herself with her forearms. Andromeda rolled one way while Prototype went the other. The debris tore away further at Andromeda's costume, almost exposing her left breast, the cloth barely holding on. Prototype's string bikini top broke, and her ample cleavage was suddenly exposed for everyone to see – not that she seemed to notice at first. There were not many bystanders around, and while most ran to safety, a few were able to take some snapshots. The flashes angered Prototype even further!

"How dare you!" she cried out.

For a moment, Andromeda believed that Prototype was about to kill the bystanders, but instead, she turned her focus back to Andromeda.

"You did this! This is your fault!"

Before Andromeda could talk back, Prototype raced at her, so fast that Andromeda barely had time to brace herself. Prototype picked up Andromeda, slamming her into the wall of a building. The brick tore away but the structure held. As Andromeda collapsed, a snag in her costume tore it open, and her own breasts became exposed. Even though it had happened a thousand times already, she still covered them instinctively. Prototype was covered in bruises, blood stains on her lips and chin, dirty from the rubble. Andromeda was in no better shape. Her upper lip was swollen, her ribs were possibly cracked and her head was still somewhat spinning.

"This is your fault!"

This time, however, Prototype's tone was not full of anger, but sadness.

"You did this..."

The anger was receding. What was going on?

"I... I..."

Andromeda managed to get to her feet. Something about that girl was too familiar. Was it her figure? Her voice? Her attitude?

"Do I know you?" she managed to say.
"I... I don't remember."

The tone of distress. The lady in danger. That was the familiarity. Insecurity hiding behind power, but still there. But it could not be...? As far as Andromeda knew, this woman was dead. She had seen her body, tortured, raped, mutilated... This was her, even if she looked different. It was the eyes and their pleading, and her lips, the kiss on cheek... the one she had failed.

"Carla?"

Prototype looked up, now fully aware of where she was. Whatever program had held her mind in check was gone.

"Andromeda..."

The heroine could not move. This was unreal. She was almost going to tears... and yet...

Andromeda moved closer. With her right hand, she caressed Carla's right cheek, then leaned in and kissed it. Carla closed her eyes. Andromeda pulled back, then leaned into Carla's lips and kissed them.

End part 2
*****************************************************************
Two of a Kind, part 3

Locked in their lip embrace, completely unaware of their surrounding, battered and bruised from their brawl, the two heroines never saw the threat coming towards them. The projectile exploded over their heads with a flash bang which both blinded and deafened them; more importantly, the electric net deployed and fell on top of their intertwined bodies. The surge of energy jolted them apart, but the net kept them together. They both collapsed on the floor, dazed and disoriented.

Out from the alley, onlookers saw a closed van drive towards the heroines. Masked individuals quickly stepped out; some of them held cattleprods which they used to taze the heroines, keeping them in a state of shock.The electricity of the net dissipated, allowing the kidnappers to seize the two ladies and bring them rapidly into the van. Once they were secured inside, two of the men climbed in with them and kept prodding, while the other two ran to the front. The van quickly drove away, much to the dismay of the onlookers, leaving behind the damaged streets and buildings for others to fix.

Neither Carla, aka Prototype, nor Andromeda were able to get their bearings. The stress of their own fight, coupled with the bang and capture, and the repeated stings of the prods on their wounds, prevented them from regaining full awareness. For a moment, Andromeda even slipped into unsconsciousness. She awoke to the sound of tires screeching.

The men did not hesitate. They jumped out of the van, pulling the heroines still wrapped in the net outside and dragging them against the hard concrete in the alley. Being very mindful of their opponent's superior capabilities, they handled them with the utmost care. One of the men was actually hit by a random swing from Prototype, and it broke his jaw. He collapsed in pain, but another individual came in and took his place. They dragged the two heroines to wooden tables, no wider than a person but about six feet in length. Setting themselves in groups of three of four, they laid the heroines facing up on the tables, then worked to stretch their arms to their backs. Even with their senses dulled, the heroines had muscle mass enough to give them quite a difficult time. They worked on Andromeda first, securing her hands under the table with chains and locks; they then moved to Prototype to do the same. She managed to kick one with a random swing again, and he lifted off the ground over a metre before collapsing on the floor. The cattle prod was used again, and they managed to secure her hands as well.

The men breathed a sigh of relief having completed the difficult assignment. Someone came over to check on the wounded.

Out from the darkness of a side alley came an applause, and a man wearing a silver mask and dark form-fitting suit exited.

"That was impressive work, gentlemen."

The kidnappers finally relaxed, removing their masks. They were members of the Pirate and Ninja gangs, some of which the two heroines had faced a bit earlier, others that had come to help their colleagues. Mediator looked at this uneasy alliance and smiled. One of the pirate leaders spoke up.

"Thanks for the assist, mate, but we got it from here..."
"Nonsense. I did provide you with the tools for the capture, and I wish to dictate the terms of this encounter."
"Fine."

The pirate did not feel like arguing with a man who could so easily organize the takedown of these two powerful heroines; neither did his ninja counterpart.

"First though, these women can heal very quickly, and their debilitation is only temporary. If they get free, well..."

As he spoke, he gave the ninja and pirate leaders a tiny plastic bag which seemed to contain a fine powder. They took it, wondering what it was for.

"Now, you could simply use Angel Dust to subdue them for a while, but it wouldn't be as entertaining. Besides, as you must be aware by now, people eventually resist Angel Dust exposure."
"Yeah, we noticed," the ninja leader replied.
"This is better. Here's the deal. The ninjas get Andromeda, since she's the one that really did a number on them. The pirates get the other one. No switching, no cheating. It's all done here, and everybody who wants gets a turn. If you agree, the party can start, If not, we're going to have a problem."

For some obscure reason, both gangs were unable to argue back the point, wether they agreed with it or not. Then again, they knew better than to complain, especially after such a victory.

"There is one more catch. Once you're done, there is no more war between you two. The ninjas will keep running their hitman business, and the pirates will sell their drugs and guns as they see fit. There's enough room in Eve City for everyone."
"And what do you get out of it?" inquired the pirate leader.
"That's a good question, my friend."

He did not answer further.

Andromeda's daze was dissipating and her sight was returning. She heard the voices talking, three of them, males, one of them very unnerving for some reason. She saw through the fog in her vision the black suited man and his shiny mask, but he retreated back into the alley before she could get a better look.

"What do we do with the powder?"
"Sprinkle it on their intimates, and enjoy the show..."

The gang leaders nodded, then returned to their own gangs. Numbers were drawn, with the leaders of course going first. There were thirteen pirates and sixteen ninjas in all, including the leaders. 

Andromeda turned her head towards Prototype. She was still under the haze, attempting to flail about but held in place by the solid chains. They would have been within arm's reach, had they been able to get free. She tugged at her own restraints to no effect. The injuries and concussion had taken their toll. She felt her legs being spread apart and looked in that direction. The ninja leader was there, the bottom half of his asian face covered. He was holding something in his hand. He tugged at the bottom of her costume, revealing her slit. She tried to move her legs, but four ninjas raced in to protect their leader and restrain her. He sprinkled the dust on her opening. She squealed with delight upon contact as the powder, whatever it was, triggered her nerve ending located there.

"Damn!" the ninja said.

Her hormones kicked in. Instant sexual stimulation. She heard a similar squeal from the other table; the pirate leader had done the same to Prototype, and she was now writhing, grinding her legs together as if that could provide her release.

"No... not like this..." Andromeda pleaded without any conviction

Her nipples perked up instantly, and the dampness shot into her pussy. It only took a moment for desire to take over, as the drug worked its magic into her system, activating the pleasure centres in the brain and elsewhere in her body.

"Oh no! Oh God! Oh! Fuck!"

It was not an orgasm. It did not provide release. It kept her high, at the peak, near completion. It did the same to Prototype. Hearing her moan and pant only heightened the sensation for her. She knew she could not stop it. It had happened before.

"Oh... please... oh... fuck me!"

The ninja leader was stunned by her words, but he smirked as he pulled down his pants. He was only at half-mast but did not need anything more for the rest. She opened up to him without reservation and her moist entryway finished getting him fully erect. The pirate leader emulated his homologue and made his way into Prototype's welcoming pussy. Some of the sprinkled dust, mixed with the heroines' juices, got on the shafts of the two criminals, making them even harder. Almost in rhythm, the two leaders proceeded to fuck the brains out of these two practially willing heroines. Midway through the process, balls deep into their conquests, they even high-fived each other.

Andromeda knew this was wrong, like every time, but she had come to almost enjoy the humiliation. Rather, she enjoyed the physicality of it while it happened; only the humiliating aftermath still tortured her. At the moment, she could not care less about it. The pleasure the drug and her forced partner were providing were too great. Still, she looked away from him, staring at Prototype's undulating form as the pirate rammed her repeatedly. Her bouncing breasts dazzled Andromeda's mind, and she wished to be on top of them, suckling them. She wished for a moment she was the pirate leader, taking in her glorious bounty.

The ninja leader could barely hold it in. Several minutes of pumping were providing him with the best fuck of his life. It was time to draw it to a close. The orgasm exploded inside Andromeda. She screamed with ecstasy as she felt him burst. On the return thrust, he pulled out, and shot again, a considerable amount which sprayed all the way to her large breasts. More and more fluid shot out, impressing everyone in the alley. He pumped until there was no more, and kept pumping for a few more moments before regaining his composure, spent and satisfied.

The pirate leader was still thrusting when he saw the spectacle; it completely drove him over the edge and he shot it all, every single drop, inside the heroine's eager pussy. She came fast and hard with every single thrust. Heonly  pulled out once he was completely satisfied; Prototype's legs collapsed on each side of the table as his juices poured out of her.

The sounds and screams had actually drawn in some curios. This section of town was not very rich, and many vagrants lived in the area. They knew to normally steer clear of the gangs, but the sounds of pleasure had intrigued them. Arriving upon the site, they were mesmerized by the spectacle. The Mediator, still retreated in his alley, looked them over with interest.

Both heroines were still writhing from the effect of the drug which enhanced their libido. The first number in line for each gang lined up, taking the place of their leader, ready to take the plunge. The pirate proceeded to insert himself into Prototype without difficulty, but as the ninja was going to do the same, Andromeda pulled at her restraint and snapped it. There was a muffled cry of fear in the audience, and cattle prods were raised, but all Andromeda did with her free hand was extend it towards Prototype. This confused the assembly until Mediator spoke up.

"How romantic..."

He spoke to the pirate leader.

"Release the other's one hands as well."

The pirate leader knew better than to argue. He carried out the order, mindful that he would get punched in the process. However, Prototype turned her head towards Andromeda and grabbed her wrist. The two locked stares as their hands clenched together. The pirate already inside Prototype's pussy resumed his effort, and the ninja, seeing no further threat, thrust into Andromeda who reveled in the sensation. All the while, Andromeda and Prototype held hands, unable to fight off the sexual urges, yet finding solace in each other somehow. The gangs did not care, but the Mediator found it extremely instructive.

As soon as one ninja or pirate was done, another stepped in to fill his spot. One after the other, they raped the heroines; ninjas for Andromeda; pirates for Prototype. The screwing session was extremely long-winded. It took at least a few minutes for each gang member to climax; as they were about to, many pulled out and shot their loads anywhere they could on the heroine's bodies : face, breast, arms, legs, the pussy itself, even their holding hands. Some of the later numbers were starting to get impatient to get their turns. So far, nine pirates had taken advantage of Prototype's still very wet hole, while only seven ninjas had achieved climax with Andromeda. Almost an hour had passed, and some of the gang members were worried that the police – or anyone else unwanted here - would eventually arrive. Mediator sensed the issue and adressed it.

"I see some of you worrying that you may not get your turn, and I suppose you are fair to consider. Perhaps the pace could be increased. These heroines also have mouths, you see..."

The gang members wondered why they hadn't thought about it. The leaders sent the next in line around the table. They tilted the heroine's heads back, then maneuvered themselves into pumping position. The one mounting Andromeda was so eager that he came instantly into her mouth after just a few seconds, forgetting to pull out. She gagged on it but he pressed on, emptying his full load into her throat before pulling out and away. She spat out most of it. It only took a moment for another ninja to walk up to her gaping mouth and insert himself.

The vagrants from the area were still there. Most of them had no money, no resources, yet they were staring at the scene eagerly, unsure of how to react, how to take advantage of it. Some of them were sliding hands into their pants. Mediator eventually walked up to them.

"Friends, I see you enjoying the show. Would you like to partake?"
"What?" one of the vagrants asked.
"Well, I see you stroking Johnny down there... why don't you pull it out and go stroke it near one our esteemed ladies. In fact, any one of you so inclined should do so."

It only took a moment for about ten of the vagrants to act on the suggestion. They ran up to the scene, getting closer, lowering their pants and pulling out their own cocks, stroking them at the sight of the humiliated heroines. Meawnhile, more ninjas and pirates traded places with their comrades in the continued violation of Andromeda and Prototype, still hopped on the drug, still holding hands. A deluge of cum now covered the bodies of the heroines, from the ninjas, pirates and vagrants. One of the pirates had been so stimulated that, while stroking himself, waiting for his turn, he had actually come too soon. His friends laughed at him.

The last pirate to go, the thirteenth one, pulled out at the last minute, spreading his own seed across Prototype's chest. It was completely indistinguisable from the rest. Prototype herself was still in the throes of her own ecstasy, only aware of the pleasure and her connection to Andromeda. There were still four ninjas to go on Andromeda, two of them still pounding furiously at her pussy and mouth. Mediator looked about the alley. Some other men had later joined in, so all those willing to participate (almost everyone, to Mediator's pleasant surprise) had already gone and completed their lewd acts on the debased heroines. He noticed a vagrant girl looking in but staying some distance. He moved towards her.

"Hello young lady."

She took a step back, fearful. His smiling voice calmed her down.

"Do not worry. What is your name?"
"Holly."
"It must be hard for you on the street, Holly."
"Yes..."
"These men... (he pointed to the vagrants) Do they touch you?"
"No... I mean... I blow them so they don't touch me anywhere else..."
"An arrangement to keep you safe."
"Yes."

His voice was full of empathy. She felt she could trust him.

"Would you like to never be afraid, ever again?"
"Yes. Very much."
"Then, I need you to do something for me, and then I'll do something for you. I'll make sure no ever hurts you again."

She believed him. She believed in him.

"What would have me do?"
"Have you ever... tasted a woman?"
"No. Never."

He pointed to Andromeda.

"I want you to trust me. I want you to go there, bury your head in her pussy, and eat her out."
"But there's so much... cum..."
"You can wipe most of it off. I want you do to that. No one will touch you. I will make sure of it."

She nodded in agreement and went over to Prototype. With her sleeve, she wiped most of the still damp liquids from her pussy. As she did, Prototype writhed with excitement. Getting down to her knees, Holly placed a kiss on the swollen lips. They reacted with anticipation. She licked it once. It still tasted like cum, but there were also other smells, pleasant smells she thought. Remnants of the sprinked powder got onto Holly's tongue, and she felt a slight tingle herself. She began to lap it up. One of the pirates was tempted to make a move towards her, but Mediator's gaze told him otherwise. They watched as the young woman began eating out Prototype, at first slowly, then with vigor.

One of the ninjas, tired of waiting, climbed on top of the table and Andromeda, sitting in the juices without caring, and inserted himself between her ample mounds, tiffucking her with ferocity. With her head tilted backwards, within moments of his starting, he spurted all over her neck with recklessness. The table wobbled but withstood their combined weight.

Holly wanted more. She took off her pants. She wore no panties. Caring not at all from the cum covered body of Prototype anymore, she pulled her back so her head was no longer suspended but braced against the table's boards. She climbed on top of Prototype and made her way up to her mouth, sitting on her face. The exposed pussy against her mouth drove Prototype wild. She buried her tongue deep inside Holly's young flesh. Overtaken by lust, Holly removed her top as well, exposing perky breasts, displaying them for show to everyone. Within moments, orgasm after orgasm exploded inside Holly's pussy as Prototype expertly drove them in with only her tongue.

There was only one ninja remaining to go, waiting for one of Andromeda's holes to empty when the sirens rang. The ninjas already inside her accelerated their pace, but only the one inside her pussy was able to fire off before the leaders called out for the retreat. Holly was in the throes of ecstasy, unaware of what was happening. The Mediator's voice rang, echoing in her ears.

"It's all good, my dear, but if you wish my help, you need to come with me."

Empowered by that last orgasm, Holly jumped off, kissing Prototype's lips, whispering in her ear :

"You're the best I've ever had. We'll meet again."

She dashed off towards Mediator, not bothering to cover herself up.

It took a moment for Andromeda to realize that everyone had gone. The pirates, the ninjas, the vagrants, the girl on top of Prototype, and the man in the silvery mask. She was still hopped up with the drug, but since no one was there to stimulate her, especially after the intense romp she had just been submitted to, partner after partner, a non-stop orgy of humiliating proportions, she could still think. And she could hear the sirens. There was no way she was letting the authorities catch her like this again. She knew what she had to do.

EPILOGUE

Carla Moran woke up gently, still very confused. She was in an apartment of some kind, naked in bed, covered by silk sheets. As she looked around the room, she was an open window. For a moment, she considered simply flying off, but she needed to know what had happened. She remembered the fight, being captured, then... something... a lot of sex... dicks... a pussy... holding hands... It all felt like a dream.

She turned her head as her eye caught movement. At the door was a blonde woman, equally naked, gorgeous and seeminly uninjured. She wore no mask. Was it... Andromeda?

"Hello."
"Hi... what..."
"Don't think about it. It's better this way."
"All right... I still need to know how I got here."

Andromeda sat down on the bed beside her. This was never an easy conversation, and she supposed it could not be avoided.

"What's your last memory?"
"We fought... you're Andromeda."
"I am. And you're Carla."
"I go by Prototype."
"I know. I remember you. I don't know how you survived what... what the doctor's henchmen did to you..."
"I don't recall. But I remember you. You said you'd save me..."
"I said that."

Andromeda looked out the window, unable to sustain Carla's gaze for a moment, then she gathered her courage to speak up.

"We fought, but the gangs ambushed us... took advantage of us. Someone turned them against us, helped them get organized... There were sirens, cops. I acted on instinct. Got up, flew us away, dove us into the ocean to... clean us up."
"It was real?"
"Unfortunately... Then, I took you back care, gave you a shower. We we still very drugged... We... made love... in the shower. On my floor. The kitchen table. We broke it. The stairs in the hall - I hope no one saw. Went back here. Made love on the rug - over there. Some flying sex moves, I think. Finished on the bed. The drug wore off around that time..."

Carla was shocked.

"Wow... that's... wow. No wonder I'm sore and... satisfied. Does that happen a lot?"
"What?"
"The... sex part."
"More often than we care, yes."
"Okay..."
"But now, you're safe. With me. I'll take care of you. I promise."

Carla smiled. She kissed Andromeda on the lips, passionately. The heroine smiled as Carla pulled away.

"Wow. Haven't you had enough?"
"Well, I was under influence, so... it doesn't count. But I'm not anymore."

Andromeda smiled, then kissed her back, climbing on top of her.

"Oh... Andromeda...."
"My name's Megan."

Prototype smiled, then hugged her tightly. As her face disappeared over her shoulder, an evil smirk appeared. It was gone in a moment, and within seconds, the girls were enthralled in each other's bodies, intertwined in their love-making.
****************************************************************
THE END... for now.

