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

Part 1

January 9th - Silver Streak

If there was one thing which Silver Streak hated, it was running on water. Although she could do it, it still required all of her concentration to remain afloat and not start to sink. But when a distress call came from a ship out at sea, it was either a flyer or her, and since no flyers were available, she was stuck with the duty.

She only knew the cargo had come from Turkey, and was being somehow attacked by an unidentifed threat. It had sent an SOS no more than thirty minutes ago and since then, only static on the line. As she ran as fast as she could, she only hoped there was some kind of ladder that she could use to get onto the craft, else she would have a hard time boarding. Eventually, she spotted the ship. Running at the top speed, she still had the perception to evaluate her surroundings. She spotted what she needed. It seemed one of the life rafts had been lowered and cast off, but there was no sign of the raft itself., only the support structure that held it. She aimed for that and grabbed onto it while coming to a full stop. She took a moment to brace herself against the hull, then started pulling herself up onto the deck.

The windchill was cold here. Sometimes, Silver Streak regretted that her costume did not cover more, if only against the cold. Then again, her speed always warmed her up.

She reached the deck and hopped on. This was a large freighter. There should have been people on deck, but there was no one. She quickly ran across the whole surface, finding no one on deck. She reached the cabin where the emergency distress had been sent. There were no real signs of struggle, although coffee had been spilled on the floor. The ship simply appeared abandoned. She tuned into the radio, contacting the port authorities.

"This is SilverStreak on board the freighter. Do you copy?"
"We copy, Silver. What's the status?"
"I've cleared the deck and cockpit. There's no one here. It's like a ghost ship."
"We have two vessels inbound for your location. They should reach you in thirty. Over."
"Roger."

She stepped back. There were still a lot of places to hide on a ship this size, especially in the hold. She knew, however, that such places were like mazes. It would be hard for her to work her investigation at super-speed down there. But perhaps there was another way.

She found the intercom into the hold and turned it on.

"This is SilverStreak of Eve City. To anyone still present on the ship, please respond."

She waited a full minute. There was no answer. Too bad. She would have to do it the hardway. A liferaft was missing, so it made sense that some of the people had gotten off the ship somehow, but there would not have been enough room inside the raft for everyone on board. The other five rafts were still there.

She stepped back out into the deck and found her way into the hold. Corridor after corridor seemed to strech in front of her. She sighed.

"This is just like a horror movie."

Running through the halls was the easy part. She had to stop at every door, look in, then move on. She could have tried vibrating through the doors, but it took a lot more focus and would tire her out too quickly. Ultimately, the slower method seemed more adapted to the situation.

She eventually reached one of the main hangars where crates of supplies from all over the world were piled on top of each other. So far, there were still no signs of life. The crew was truly gone. She was about to head back up to the deck when she felt something like a hand brush against her exposed shoulder. Quickly, she turned around, but there was nothing there. Could it have been the wind? Then again, wind inside the hold?

She felt it again, this time against the outside of her thigh.

"Who's there?"

There was no answer other than echo. She walked around slowly, curious as to what was transpiring, when she suddenly bumped her leg into something which caused her to fall down. Again, there was nothing there, though she had felt it a moment ago.

"Am I seeing things?" she pondered out loud, as if to draw a presence.

She suddenly felt a grope on her left breast where there was nothing. She stepped back, but the grope returned, this time on her right breast.

"Stop that..."

She used her super-speed to race out of the hold and return to the deck. Whatever was down there, she wanted no part of it. Could it have been some kind of ghost?

Suddenly, she felt a slap on her butt, not a hard one, but it just snapped and made her jump.

"There's someone there. Identify yourself!"

Still no response from anything or anyone. The strange tension was making her crazy. She'd found herself under influence in the past, but this was different. The touch felt real, but there was nothing there.

All of a sudden, she felt something grab her by the ankle. Before she could dodge away, it pulled her up into the air, suspending her over the deck. But again, nothing was there. She could feel the tension on her leg, but when she reached up to swat it away, it was just thin air.

"Forget what I said about a horror movie. This is a comedy, right?"

The humor was intended to defuse the situation, both on her part and her assaillant - if there was any. She attempted to vibrate, as she sometimes did to escape capture. She just remained suspended in the air by one leg, her head several feet over the deck. She then felt a caress in the inside of her supported leg, starting from the foot, along the hamstring, around the knee and up her thigh : it felt like something crawling up. It stopped near her crotch.

She was not panicking, but she was definitely concerned.

"I don't know what's going on, but I can help you."

A similar sensation wrapped itself around her left breast, pulling the cloth away, exposing her cleavage. She felt something tickle her nipple.

"Stop that... I mean it."

Whatever was holding her by one leg suddenly shook her left and right. Being upside down, she felt the brain going to her head and it made her dizzy.

"Can you put me down... hey!"

She felt something rubbing against the cloth just over her pussy. Another similar sensation pulled the cloth off her right breast, exposing it as well. She flailed her arms left and right, trying to reach whatever was around her. Suddenly, a sensation on her wrists squeezed them, and pulled them apart, to each side of her body. With one leg suspended, held straight by the imperceptible force, the other one was similarly grabbed, but at the knee, bending it down and outward.

"This can't be happening..."

All the while, the rubbing against her crotch was driving her crazy. Arms and legs outstretched, her chest compressed by whatever was holding her boobs, upside down, she was about to faint when, all of a sudden, whatever force was rubbing her down there stopped. She breathed a sigh of relief. It was not done however. Whatever it was, it tore at the fabric of her costume. She heard the loud shearing and, lifting her head, she saw the torn pants, revealing her eager pussy, now perfectly accessible.

"Oh no..."

It plunged into her, splitting her pussy lips apart, revealing the moist flesh inside. Invisible and impossible to grasp, it felt very real, and in Silver Streak's weakened state, felt very satisfying. She felt it slide in and out, in and out again. She started moaning when another force slid into her mouth, leaving it wide open. It was the weirdest sight, seeing her like that, swayed by the rhythm of the nothing inside her, dangling over the deck in the throes of pleasure.

When the first rescue craft from the harbor boarded the ship, they saw her there, still suspended, her mind gone, her eyes ablaze with lust, being pounded into both holes by... nothing. There was nothing there other than the humiliated Silver Streak, dangling in the wind. One of the first to get onto the deck took out his cellphone and snapped a picture.

"We have to help her!" shouted another.
"Don't get close... Whatever's not there, it might attack us."

Fear of what was happening to her kept them glued to the edge of the deck. Whatever was inside her mouth suddenly pulled out, allowing her to scream and moan with delight as the thrusts inside her pussy gave her an incredible orgasm. it let go of her arms and her other leg. She fell limp, her tongue sticking out.

With a wide toss, the unseen force sent her flying into the air, and down into the ocean below.

"Man at sea!"

Within moments, the rescuers were pulling her out of there, bringing her onto their boats. One soldier bent down over her exposed breasts and started to do compressions, careful to make sure that his hands pressed against her breasts. Another one coordinated the mouth-to-mouth, slouching his tongue inside her face every so often. Despite their lack of professionalism, she eventually started coughing, and their superior ordered them to stop. They complied, not without some remorse. Her exposed pussy lips were swollen, inviting, but now was definitely not the time to take advantage of it.

"What... the fuck... happened here?"

The rescuers had no explanation. They simply explained how they had found her. She felt embarassed, not for the sexual humilation but mostly for her complete lack of understanding. This was nothing like she had ever experienced, and she definitely wondered what trickery - or sorcery? - had just been played on her.

"Still no signs of the crew or anyone. This is a ghost ship."

As it would turn out, the rescuer's words would eventually almost make sense.

End part 1

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

THE MAGICIAN'S TRICK, part 2

January 21st - Plasma

No more than eight months ago, the heroine Plasma had taken on the villainous artificial intelligence named Janus. Developed at the end of the cold war, the project had never truly taken off until the infamous doctor of Villainy, empowered by the radiation and turned into a mad genius, had stolen the program and adapted it for its nefarious needs. Upon the villain's demise, the robot had gone on a rampage, causing untold amounts of destruction over Eve City's south side, taking out most of the heroines along the way, and using its heavy piston fists to almost break them in half from the inside. Plasma had arrived late to the fray and so she had taken him on with force. Her impressive control over lasers had allowed her to blast its shell away, revealing its inner core. She had blasted the robot into dust, saving her friends from further humiliation and the city from further destruction.

In the aftermath of that battle, the authorities had seized the dusty remains of the robot and taken them into custody. Everyone had hoped this would be the last they heard of it. Alas, like many things, life did not live up to expectations. Two days ago, a daring theft into the police warehouse where the remains were being held had managed to steal the inner core, the one thing that could be used to bring back Janus. Plasma was thinking she should have destroyed it. I mean, was an artificial intelligence truly alive, and would it be murder? The question was shelved for the moment, but perhaps not for long. Plasma had a lead.

In her identity as Jessie Jensen, she had been gathering information from sleazebags around town, flashing her tits; when they had demanded more, she had intimidated them sufficiently for them to be willing to discuss. It was not the best way to operate but it had paid off, given the limited time frame she had. There was a rumor that the thieves responsible for the deed were holed up in a warehouse just on the harbor. They were planning an escape, it was obvious, on a boat, but they could only make it happen at night.

As far as she knew, there were four thieves. They all wore, from the camera feeds, black form-fitting body suits, cowl and all, and were well-equipped. Three individuals had come into the building, two men and one woman, securing waystations. The fourth one, the getaway driver, had waited inside the vehicle the whole time. It was the woman who had bypassed the electronic lock. They had only taken Janus' inner core, which meant this was a sponsored theft. They were a high-end crew, so whoever had purchased their services had resources. The fact they were leaving the city probably meant their employer was outside of town. It didn't matter, though. They were not leaving with the device.

Flying over the warehouse, her white and cyan-brimmed cloak snapping in the wind, she contemplatde her approach. There was no real reason to be subtle about this. She was not known for doing this discreetly, at least, not when she wore her white metallic costume, cyan gloves and mask. Her long black flowing hair swayed with her moves as she descended upon the warehouse. She fired a cold plasma bolt against the roof; its temperature dropped significantly. She then shot a laser beam at it; the heat difference, not to mention the impact, shattered into an opening she flew into, taking the thieves totally by surprise, so much so that half of them weren't even fully dressed. They cringed at the sight of her, and the girl, caucasian with auburn short hair , wearing only black bra and panties, stirring from her bed, screamed:

"Shit! It's one of those!"

The others raced towards their weapons, simple handguns. Plasma laughed, allowing them to reach them and configuring the plasma stream as a deflection field. The first to reach his weapon was a muscular black man with a scar on his left cheek and multiple tattoos, wearing nothing but brown briefs. He turned towards her and fired.

"Eat lead, bitch!"

The plasma absorbed the three bullets without flinching.

"Shit!"

The other two, a small asian man in overalls, no shirt and bare-foot and a caucasian male, shaved bald, in black jeans but shirtless, also fired at her with the same result.

"No good. She's bulletproof..." cried out the asian thief.
"Yeah, but is she table proof?"

The black thief lifted the wooden table where the guns had been and tossed
it towards Plasma. A plasma bolt shattered into bits, sending shards flying back at the criminals. Plasma said nothing. It was nice to inflict some fear into her enemies every so often, and these ones were particularly scared at the moment. Still, they pressed on. The caucasian male grabbed a crowbar and ran to her, swinging away. Still in flight, she dodged the first swing, then raised her hand against the weapon. Her deflection field not only blocked it, but the cold plasma drained it of its heat. The attacker dropped it before getting a freeze burn. He retreated.

"No way man... We're dead."

Plasma had enjoyed her fun, but it was time to collect the reward.

"You are going to jail, all of you. The question is, in what capacity? General population, or the clinic?"

The girl had stood up, holding a knife, but shaking all over.

"We ain't going to jail..."
"You have no say in the matter. But, if you hand to me what you stole, I may avoid breaking you apart before calling the authorities."

The criminals were defeated, there was no doubt about it. Without more firepower or additional support, there was no way. They were about to throw their weapons down and surrender, when an unexpected occurence took everyone, including Plasma, by surprise. An unseen force suddenly pulled her backwards, breaking her concentration, and slammed her against the back wall. The switfness of the grab, not to mention the hard hit on the wall, knocked the wind out of her. The thieves stared with disbelief at the scene, unsure how to react.

"What the...?"

Plasma was not able to finish her sentence. Something slapped her on the right side of her face, then again on the left side, leaving no marks on the skin. These two hits stunned her for a moment. The unseen force lifted her a little bit higher against the wall, her feet off the ground, then grabbed each of her ankles and started spreading them apart. The thieves were still in shock, but one of them, the asian male, snapped out of it quicker than the others.

"This is unreal...."

The force pulled her legs as high as they would go, which was quite a lot. Plasma was in great shape. She felt a caress on her sides, shivering with the sensation. It felt almost cold, yet not at the same time.

"What are doing to me?" she managed to scream at the thieves.
"That's got nothing to do with us," the asian thief replied.

He tapped on his colleagues's shoulder to bring them back to reality. Their wits returned to them. The girl spoke.

"We have to get out of here..."
"Hang on, I might want to see this," the black thief said.
"Me too," replied the caucasian
"Boys... Fine. But we should get dressed and be ready to leave."

At this, they all agreed. As they started gathering their stuff, glancing over their shoulders at the spectacle unfolding, they saw that Plasma's hands were pulled up above her head. She seemed to have no control over her own body. Another invisible slap to the face stunned her again, before she could speak some more.

All of a sudden, the unseen force tore at her costume from above her chest, tearing it open all the way down to her pussy. Her breasts flopped out and dangled, firm and hard, her nipples erect. Her pussy glistened with juices already.

"Oh fucker!" exclaimed the girl. 

The sight of the exposed flesh brought her to the same mindset as her friends. She had to see this. They litterally stopped packing and watched, keeping their distance, lest what was happening to the heroine turned on them.

"Don't..."

That was all Plasma could muster before the unseen force made its way into her mouth, keeping it open.  The thieves were bewildered at the sight. It was like something was violating her face hole, but there was nothing there. She seemed to gag on it, and a lot of spit was dripping down her chin. They almost expected what came next, almost feeling it. Her pussy lips parted, and she arched her back as something imperceptible penetrated her.

One of the thieves suddenly had an idea. He raced to his backpack.

"We gotta film this! We'll make a fortune."

He retrieved the camera and pressed record even before setting it on the scene.

"That open pussy..." mumbled the girl. "So inviting, all spread like that... never seen that before."
"Yeah," the black man answered. "It's like she's being fucked by an invisible schlong..."
"Schlong?" the asian man inquired quizzically.
"Dick. Cock. Whatever...."

For Plasma, the ordeal was anything but painful. Despite the gagging, the thrusts inside her nether region were completely enthralling. Whatever it was, it did not feel like a dick, and she knew what they felt like from multiple experiences. It seemed to rub itself against her insides, teasing her clitoris, making her wet in ways she could not believe. She saw the thieves from the corner of her eye, her head tilted sideways by whatever was sloshing around in her mouth. She could see the camera, but it did not matter at the time. The ecstasy was unbearable. She wanted to scream with delight, but her vocal chords were blocked. She could only moan through the invisible gag.

"I need to taste it..." whispered the girl.
"Are you sure? If there's an invisible guy or thing doing this to her..."
"I'll take my chances..."

The girl pressed forward, her focused eyes on Plasma's throbbing pussy. She got closer, examining the opening like one never could. Something invisible was holding it open, giving a unique perspective on the heroine's insides. She waved her hand where it should have been, but there was nothing. Thin air.

"You recording this, guys?"

The thieves nodded. She leaned in. At this point, if whatever was attacking the heroine attacked her too, she did not care. She put her lips against the top part of the pussy, then licked it with the tip of her tongue. She cringed back at the taste. Her friends were somewhat surprised : they didn’t know her to back down from a good lick. She backed off, spitting the taste onto the floor.

"Ugh... tastes like... seaweed."

Whatever it was, it had turned her off. She wisely retreated back towards the guys. Meanwhile, Plasma was already over the top. The thing inside her mouth finally pulled out, allowing her to moan in long vocalizations all the satisfaction it was bringing her. Completely gone, her head tilted forward and then, her body collapsed back onto the floor, motionless. The whatever had released her.

The thieves stood there for a moment, transfixed. Once more, they regained their senses.

"I want some of that pussy," the black man said.
"Don't do it man. She may be out now, but if she wakes while you're fucking her, she'll fry your dick with her powers..."
"Point taken. Still, a shame..."

The asian man pointed the camera.

"Hey, we got something out of it."

The girl picked up her backpack.

"We gotta leave before this slut stirs... that was the weirdest shit, though."
"We still got the device?" the caucasian male asked.
"Yeah! A million dollars each for something that small?"
"Who cares? As long as get paid!"

Gathering their stuff, the thieves quickly departed the warehouse with their loot, leaving Plasma drained and defeated.

A mere twenty-four hours later, the video was everywhere over the internet.

End of part 2

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

THE MAGICIAN'S TRICK, part 3

February 10th - Solara

The orange suited heroine landed on her balcony atop the Kent highrise in Eve City. She had just dropped off another victim of the kidnappings at the hospital, this one rescued in Mexico, her best friend from high school, Teresa May. Ever since Solara had gained her powers, they had lost contact. Upon hearing of the kidnapping, Solara had jumped on the case. She had followed the trail down to Mexico, using her contacts within American intelligence. Apparently, Teresa had been purchased by Eduardo Lopez, a local drug lord and general sleazebag. He had isolated her inside his compound in the middle of Mexico city from which he ran his empire, and used her as his personal slave for everything from cooking to sex. When Solara had arrived on the scene, her friend had already been in the villain's grip for three weeks.

Perhaps because the victim was a personal friend, Solara had been careless, flying in high and soaring into the compound in full form, fire bolts and heat waves tearing the place apart, making the mercenary guards run like children as she called out to the leader to come out. To her amazement, he had indeed showed his face. She had called him out to hand her over or die. Obviously, not wishing for an early death, he had promised to take Solara to her. She had landed, her guard still up, and had followed him inside the compound. Her first mistake. Feeling empowered, she assumed the villain had no recourse.

As she entered the main dining hall, she felt the spray of chemical mist all around her. Industrial strength fire extinguishers, cutting off her heat, cooling her down and mostly blinding her. They must have been lying in wait. She had felt punches, kicks, hard hits with furniture. After three minutes of the beatdown, she lay on the floor, unable to move. Immediately, Eduardo had her stripped and dragged into the cooler where he kept the frozen meats. They had tied her hands together above her head, then suspended her on a meat hook.

One of Eduardo's goons then started tenderizing her, punching her in the gut repeatedly, until she started spitting blood. The cold on her naked skin was searing, and the injuries hadn't helped.

When the goon retreated, Eduardo came in. He increased the temperature in the room ever so slightly, for his own comfort. Lowering his pants, he pulled out a fat cock. He lifted her legs apart and proceeded to rape her without more preparation. He breathed down her neck as he pounded into her; she could smell the cigar smoke on his breath every time he came close to her nose. He planted kisses on her breasts, bit her nipples, slapped her ass, and he did not let up until he was done, and his juices dripped out of her along her legs and onto the floor.

A few moments later, he had tossed Teresa May into the freezer with her and shut the door on them. Teresa had helped unhook her. She did not recognize her friend; Solara had changed so much since then. It was for the best. Her hands free, Solara began to heat herself up as best she could. It did not take much for a spark to ignite, but she needed to be focused, something hard to do while she was being punched out or fucked silly. Drawing enough heat from her dwindling reserves, she had blasted the door open. Grabbing her friend by the waist, not bothering to recover the rest of her clothing, she had just flown away as quickly as she could, achieving her objective.

The flight back to Eve City had been grueling, as had been the debriefing at the hospital. Teresa May was grateful for it. For Solara, it was all that mattered, except that she was tired now, and needed to rest, and change her mind. And she knew just how she wanted to do it.

Solara was a creature of habit, as far as she could be, given her line of work. Whenever she returned from an assignment and had nowhere else to go, she dropped by her place, stepped into the shower, warm water glistening over her. The act of cleaning up seemed to rinse away all the bad, allowing her to almost forget the violence of her life. She stepped out of the shower, prancing naked in the studio apartment, and poured herself a glass of red, or a beer, depending on how she felt at that time. Today was wine.

She then headed to her large walk-in closet and tried on several dresses, pants, skirts, shirts and tops, until she found something fitting her mood. Today was leather pants and an orange top over her shoulders, long sleeves, but midriff showing. She put on orange earrings, playing with them as she watched herself in the mirror. She was gorgeous, and she knew it.

She stepped back into her kitchen and finished the glass of wine, then headed out. It was usually one of three nightclubs. When she felt like being alone, she visited the Singing Cabaret, run by former porn star Lulu Bizanti. Despite its owner's reputation, it was a chic spot, and not a place to get a date. Sometimes, she wanted female company. There were so many men in her life, female companionship helped ease the stress of their overbearing dominance. The place to go was the Honey Bun, a lesbian bar that was clearly there for dancing and pick-ups. Finally, if she didn't mind the company of men, she could always head for The Exchange. Advertised as an electronic bar, it was really a place where swingers could meet secretly and organize their activities. Being very much into swinging (it seemed a normal way of life to associate with crime-fighting), she used their services every once in a while. Tonight, the place seemed appropriate. She hoped she would find a nice couple, or a group of mixed friends, to party with.

She got there around 11PM and skipped the line-up by waving her tits at the bouncer. She bypassed coat check and headed into the main room. After purchasing a drink, she hit the dance floor and strutted her stuff about, bumping into other dancers and occasionnally making out with them, for the sheer fun of it. Around midnight, she stepped off the floor and went on the prowl. There were many people of interest, but her eyes caught a trio, one man and two women, lounging around a table. All in their twenties, the women wore short dresses with ample cleavage, and the man sported an ironically charged t-shirt and jeans. She walked over to them.

"This seat taken?" she asked them.

One of the girls looked up, smiled at her, then stared her down.

"It is now..."

She ordered drinks for all of them, and before long, they were chatting away about job. He was some kind of law student, and the girls were studying to be actresses. She told them she was into fashion; the cover she used when she went out on the town, using her civilian alias. Around 1AM, they headed out altogether, with the would-be lawyer inviting them back to his place.

That's when she heard the scream, the all-too familiar scream of someone in distress. Her instincts kicked in, and she dashed off towards the alley. Her new friends stood still for a moment, but then rushed in after her, concerned.

Turning the corner, she saw a girl getting mugged. The perp had her against the wall, holding a knife to her throat. He had cut open her shirt and bra; her breasts dangled in front of her.

"Release her!" she cried out.

Instinctively, she drew the heat to her right hand; it lit up in the night. Her new friends rounded the corner and saw the scene, puzzled. The mugger left the girl go; she collapsed onto the floor. He turned to face her. He was in his thirties, dirty hair, dressed in rags. He seemed out-of-it, possibly on drugs. He did not flinch at her display of power.

"I'm gonna cut you up 'til you bleed..."

He lunged at her, but the flame blast knocked the knife out of his hand. He was stunned and broke his charge, but she fired another bolt which struck him straight in the chest. He collapsed and screamed, and ran away.

Her new friends, having witnessed the entire scene, were bewildered. One of the girls spoke up.

"Hey! She's one of those hero girls!"

Solara watched the perp run away, while his victim remained crying on the floor, against the wall. Solara took a step forward - and fell flat on her trip, tripped by some invisible force. Taken aback, she looked around but saw nothing other than her three new friends, staring at her, confused as well. As she tried to stand, a force pressed against the top of her back, pinning her to the floor.

"Hey... what's going on?"

The same unseen force suddenly grabbed her behind and pulled it up, arching her back in an uncomfortable fashion. It dragged her arms left and right, away from her body so she could not use them for leverage. She yelled out.

"There's something pinning me down!"

She felt several slaps on her buttocks through the leather; they made her jolt forward. Her neck was twisted sideways : she could see the horrified look of the victim, holding her shirt together to keep her nudity in check.

"Run... go get help..."

Those were the last words Solara was able to utter, as the same unseen force made its way into her mouth, gagging her completely.

"We've got to help her!" one of her new friends called out.
"How?"
"I don't know... call the police?"

Not having any better idea, they dialed 911 and looked on as their friend's body seemed to get slapped forward. Unable to scream or fight, Solara attempted to channel heat, and it worked. She felt the surge of energy burn through her clothing. She exerted as much heat as she could, hoping to fry the invisible bastard away, but nothing happened, other than her clothes turning to ash over her body, leaving her completely naked and exposed.

A moment later, she felt a tug on her pussy lips as they parted, and something soft, yet somehow hard, pushed into her. She would have screamed if she could.

The three onlookers stared in disbelief, unable to speak as the 911 operator answered. The guy wondered if this was some kind of superhero sex thing. He had read a lot about it on the internet. But despite his arousal and his desire to take advantage of that opening, his instinct told him not to get close.

Thrusting deep into Solara, sloshing around her insides, the unseen force brought her to bliss within moments. It pulled out of her mouth so her moans of ecstasy could be heard as it proceeded to violate her. She drooled all over the alley. The victim she had rescued had risen and simply run away back into the street.

The final orgasm was mind-shattering. Solara flared up, becoming bright orange for a moment, then nothing. The unseen force retreated, letting her go. She collapsed onto the pavement, her own juices soiling the ground before her.

Somehow, her new friends knew the ordeal was over. They ran up to her.

"Oh my God! Are you all right?" asked one of the girls.

Solara did not answer at first. She let the sensation die down as the three friends looked her over, examining her naked curves. She had no physical signs of injury.

"We need to get you to a hospital."
"Nope. I'm okay..."

She was still gasping for air.

"Are you sure? I mean, you were just assaulted by... something? Nothing?"

The man did not know how to say it. One of the girls suddenly realized who she was.

"You're Solara!"
"Guilty as charged. I hope you can keep it a secret."
"Police are on their way," said the other girl.
"Nope. No police. Let's just stand up... help me."

They helped her to her feet.

"Are you sure you're fine?"
"I am... It's not the worst I've ever had."

The trio was bummed about the entire affair. Their plan had been ruined by this brutal assault on one of the city's heroines.

"Well, I guess we better find you some clothes..." the man said.
"No..."

He didn't understand.

"Listen, if I got turned off for every time some crazy thing happened to me, I'd never have any sex... so what do you say we forget, you take me... us... home... and you fuck the brains out of us?"

The girls were as surprised as the man was, but then the smiles returned.

"Even after this?"
"There's only one way I know to recover from a bad fuck, and that's a good fuck..."

They held her up as they made their way back into the street, intent on not letting the night go to waste any further.

End of part 3

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

THE MAGICIAN'S TRICK, part 4

February 18th - Andromeda

In the dark hours before dawn, in the seedy section of Eve City bordering with the harbor, Andromeda was running for her life, or at least her dignity. The criminal cartel known as the Rinaldis, from Sicily, had managed to smuggle into the city large amounts of heroin, using the resources of a local dealer named The Smith. Well-connected, it was easy for the Smith to get the drugs out into the city, at least it was when people like Andromeda didn't intercept their supplies. Having spotted the cache thanks to intel obtained from surveillance done by the police, Andromeda had swooped in and tossed half the merchandise into the bay.

The irate Sicilian druglords, of course, were none too pleased, and had opened fire with their energy weapons. They had not done them much good, Andromeda being almost impervious to damage of any kind. She had started swatting them down, one after the other, until the Smith himself, more familiar with the heroines in the city, had managed to get her into position and drop a magnetically charged net onto her.

As powerful as a super-magnet, it had dragged her down to the hard metal floor of the shipyard where the drugs were being unloaded. The pull of the magnetism was too strong for her. The Rinaldis had resumed their shooting, but her invulnerability, regardless of her immobilization. Again, the Smith had come to their help, tossing a gas grenade just strong enough to incapacitate her for fifteen seconds, plenty of time for him to rush in and place an inhibitor collar around her neck, and snap it on. Game over.

The Smith had picked her up and smacked her around after that, tearing away at her costume, revealing her hidden assets and generally humiliating her. Then, the beating from the Rinaldis had really set in. She was almost a bloody mess when they finally pulled away for her weakened and battered body.

As they had started wondering what to do with her, she had hopped to her feet and dashed into the alleyway with her last ounce of strength. She had heard shouts behind her, and she had not yet stopped running. She knew what was in store for her if they caught her, and she knew she was in no shape to fight back, or resist the temptations.

She hid behind a crate to catch. Thankfully, there were no gods on site, otherwise, tracking her would have been a cinch. All of the injuries were superficial. Without the electronic key in the Smith's possession, it was practically impossible to take it off. That damned invention of professor ZZyzx had ruined so many of her operations, and cost her so many humiliations. Of course, she was not alone in this. Practically all of her heroines allies had suffered from its effects, those who had powers anyway. The items, at some point easily available on the black market, had all but been seized by the combined efforts of the military establishment and their own crusade, but still, every so often, one managed to pop up. Who really knew how many of them the professor had built before the core element powering them, fragments from the actual comet, had lost its radiation? Still, it was not surprising that the Smith, a former student of both the professor and the doctor of Villainy, could gain access to them. The heroines speculated that most of those collars that were found in the city had come through the Smith's network. While he could hardly build more, he certainly had the skill to repair those in existence. He was, after all, a skilled craftsman, and once upon a time, a trusted ally.

Randall Hooper had worked with NASA on development of space-faring technology. He was one of the scientists who sent space probes to study the comet as it passed between the moon and the earth, collecting ore and bringing it back to Earth. In a way, he had made the construction of the device possible. Exposed to the radiation, his body had mutated. From a handsome man, he had now become a grotesque imitation. Pale skin, gloomy dark eyes, darker hair still, black fingernails almost like claws. His true power, though, was his intellect, his abilty to craft any device he could conceive. The Magnet Net. The Sonic Bazooka. The Thunder Gun. All his creations, or at least contributions. Before being sollicited by the evil geniuses who mentored him, he had tried to be a force for good, but the ridicule he had been subjected to in the media and by his peers had made him bitter. He was a freak, and so he had decided to behave like one.

Her pursuers had gone in another direction. While she was not home free, Andromeda could relax a little. She looked around, heading out into an open area, mindful not to be seen as she did. The air was thick with the odor of the sea, oil and other imperceptible smells. Andromeda could not wait to get out of there and rinse the odors from her nose. She needed to see where she was going, so she needed a vantage point. Despite her weakness, she attempted to climb onto a storage container. Her first attempt failed. On her second attempt, she caught the edge of the top of the crate and with a great heave, taking all her energy, she pulled herself up, bringing her large breasts to rest on top of the container.

Suddenly, she felt a tug at her feet. It pulled her back down, forcing her to release her grip. Her back slammed into the ground, sending more pain into her body. She remained there for a moment, uncertain what had happened. There was no one there. As she lay on her back, still recovering, she felt a pressure against her face, like something was sitting on it, but there was no one there. She flailed her arms and legs in all directions, swatting away at nothing, unable to pull herself up, her strength limited to her regular training regimen because anything else was still locked in by the collar around her neck. She thought of screaming, but that would give away her location.

She stopped squirming, hoping the sensation of being restrained would go away, but it did not. Instead, the weight moved to her shoulders, and then stretched her arms to each side against the gravel. She whispered.

"Who are you? Is there someone?"

No answer was given. She felt a strange tingling on her nipples, almost as if someone was licking them. She shivered from the eroticism. A strange notion came to her mind, a conversation shared with Silver Streak, a few weeks ago, something about an assault from an invisible enemy.

The sensation of licking against her exposed pussy broke her train of thought. It felt almost blissful, exciting and erotic, like someone's tongue caressing her clit gently, easing her into pleasure, preparing her for the imminent thrust. Her eyes glazed over with anticipation. When the pressure entered her mouth, she didn't object. She shut her lips around it, like she was sucking on it, even if there was nothing there. She noticed how salty it tasted though, like sea water perhaps.

The force grabbed her knees, forcing them apart. She felt like two fingers, tugging at her pussy lips, spreading them apart. She wanted it, right here and now, and it delivered, thrusting as deep as it could go, deeper than she expected. Bliss was instant as it pounded into her, touching every single sensitive spot as it penetrated her. She loved every second of it. It was caressing her breasts, her bell and her legs at the same time, a full-body stimulation. As expected, it pulled out of her mouth to allow her to scream out the orgasm it provided her. Not caring about her safety anymore, she mouthed it as loud as she could, exploding with pleasure as it rammed her repeatedly. It slowed down to a stop, then retreated, not vanishing but pulling away gently, leaving her satisfied and dizzy from the spell.

Two of the Rinaldi goons ran up to the scene and found her lying there, pussy dripping with hew own juices, eyes lost in lingering pleasure. They just froze, wondering how she had ended up there, and where whoever had jumped her had gone.

"He's gone, that's for sure..."

They heard sounds of footsteps. The Smith reached them and saw the scene. He smiled.

"Well... this is new. Raped before I even got to her..."
"We just found her like this..."
"Pick her up. Looks like she had quite the time... That's good. Preparation for what I have planned next for her. I've got this new machine she's probably gonna enjoy a lot, and we'll get to watch her enjoy it..."

The Rinaldi goons laughed. They picked her up and started dragging her away. While the entire incident puzzled the Smith, he knew better than to look a gift horse in the mouth.

End part 4

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

THE MAGICIAN'S TRICK, part 4a

February 23rd - Zephyr

It became obvious, right off the bat, that Stephanie Shaw was going to have a problem with this one. This was nothing her superpowered alter ego, Zephyr could really tackle, at least not without causing quite a problem and compromising her secret identity. The movement held her tight, his grip as strong as an ox, and the cruel posture in which she was pinned was excruciatingly unpleasant.  Still, she could not give up. There was no giving up. This was too important.

Using all of her might, and some of her leverage, she was able to get as low as possible and, with a rush of strength drawn from inner reserves, she managed to flip the opponent above her head, flinging him over a metre. He fell on his back on the soft mat, and Stephanie raised her right hand, in triumph.

The sensei, a forty-something Chinese man, gave her a subtle nod. Her opponent, her training partner, rose to his feet and bowed before her. She returned to her spot in the martial arts class.

"As you have witnessed," the Chinese man said, "it is all about balance. When Stephanie was threatened with a stronger enemy, she used her smaller stature to give herself an advantage, thereby tossing Trent over her head, using the techniques we saw earlier in the class."

It was a necessity really. After so many run-ins with villains, after being depowered multiple times and having that used against her, Stephanie had no choice but to push beyond her combat knowledge. She had thought, at first, that being empowered was sufficient, that the winds that carried her in the air would also carry her in the fights. But she had been wrong. True, they were powerful, but they only helped as long as she could channel them. It was KnightHawk who had recommended self-defense and, in truth, she enjoyed it. It allowed her to prepare for the real battles, and gave her a nice outlet for some pent-up agressivity in a controlled environment.

The class went on, with more practice with different partners, men and women of all ages. Zephyr didn't have to downplay her skill here : some of her fellows were at least as good as her, and her sensei beat everyone by a mile. She was learning, and she was enjoying it.

Class wound down around 8 in the evening, and everyone retreated to the changing rooms. Because the class was given at a private gym, there was only one changing room, but the sensei had set up a partition inside it to separate the men from the women. Still, a sneaky student might have been tempted to peak under or over the partition, and it was entirely possible someone did, on ocassion. Stephanie could not deny having done so herself, once or twice, so she could not fault anyone else for doing it. But today, Stephanie did not change. The group took turns with the showers, with men and women switching from session to session. The men went first today, so the women waited and talked about current events.

As usual, the topic turned to crime. Eve City had one of the highest crime rates per capita in the country, and was ranked number one (what an honor! people joked) in the number of sexual-related crimes. Of course, opinions as to the cause of those somber statistics varied, but the conversation always turned to the subject of the heroines defending the city. There were two minds on the matter, ever since the start, and the people generally held on to their beliefs unless something major made them change their mind. One group believed that the empowering of the heroines had dawned a new age of justice, and that the period of transition between the violent past and the bright future was a dark, twisted place where morality was to be redefined, and the heroines would come out as paragons of virtue. The other side believed that the heroines were actually a catalyst for evil and forces of darkness, and that their presence amplified the amount of crime committed in the city.

Of course, Stephanie kept mostly out of the argument, for fear of saying something too harsh which might single her out as Zephyr, the wind-powered heroine. In fact, her alter ego became the subject of the conversation, as two women which of the heroines was the worst symbol for girls.

"I think it's that Radio Wave girl," one of the older woman stated. "Her costume is so risque, and she's always flirting with her eyes whenever there's a camera..."
"Radio Wave is something," replied the other, "but my money is on Zephyr. She's practically fighting crime in a bathing suit."
"It's armor," replied another woman.
"She's got all her legs exposed, plus there was that scene at the high school..."

How many times would this story keep coming up, wondered Stephanie. She had heard from some friends on social media sites that drugs were being sold at a high school, so she had gone in undercover, posing as an exchange student (she still looked like a teenager even though she was eighteen), and had managed to find the dealer. She had then changed into her costume and confronted the villain, but he managed to gas her, strip her and parade her on the school's property, humiliating her in front of everyone. What the story didn't tell is what he did to her in his van afterwards. She had managed to take him down afterwards, once she'd escaped his grasp and the gas had run its course, but the story had not died yet, and probably never would.

The conversation dragged on to other subjects, until it was time for the women to take their showers. The topic had stirred some nasty emotions in Stephanie, so she had decided to stick around after class was done and get some more licks in. This was not the first time, and her sensei didn't mind. Soon, she was alone, still in her kimono, back in the training area, and she was repeating the exercises of the day, practicing her katas and generally getting her mind off everything. She could make all the noise she wanted because, even though her sensei lived right above the dojo, the place was made of solid concrete, and pretty much soundproof.

Sometimes, when she was training, Stephanie would visualize someone she had fought before. More often than not, it was someone that had beaten her. That way, she could exact her revenge while avoiding the consequences of living it for real. This time - because of the earlier conversation - it was the gang leader. Every time she turned around to kick in the air, punch around and just generally strike at something, he would be there, receiving the hit, reeling in pain. It was not the most balanced fighting method, but it worked.

As she was launchng herself into a new series of katas, her attention was grabbed by an odd sensation of touch around her left ankle. Instinctively, she did a cartwheel and shifted around. There was nothing there. She was very puzzled. She stood there a moment, waiting, but nothing happened. She resumed the pose but, just as she was about to chain a few kicks, the same sensation of touch, this time across her neck. She spun around, swatting the air. Nothing. This was perplexing. Perhaps she was simply too tired. And yet...

The third phantom sensation was not a coincidence, right against her butt check. Sensing that she might be facing something unusual, possibly even a meta-threat, Stephanie made the air around her spin, hoping it would keep whatever influence was assaulting her at bay. She heard some kind of swishing sound as she did, but it disappeared instantly.

"Who's there?" she asked. "Show yourself."

Nothing. She waited a very long time, half-suspended by the gusts of air around her. Nothing else. No more presence. Whatever it had been, her winds had kept it at bay - if there had been anything at all. She released her hold on her power, and waited more still, just to be safe. She looked at the time. Past 9:30. It was time to head home. She headed back to the locker room, and hit the showers.

The water was cool against her naked skin, and it helped her relax from all the tension. Being a superheroine was a tough life, she reflected. She could no longer count the amount of injuries she had sustained over the time spent doing the activity. Her body healed well, a benefit of superior genetics she imagined. She closed her eyes and enjoyez the drizzle against her body, every droplet a little massage bead to soothe her aching muscles. Then, there was the constant threat of violence itself, which kept her in a constant state of vigilance. Again, the water's repetitive rhythm helped lower the stress level, creating a serene sensation of constance. Humiliation was common place. Again, she could not recount how many times her costume had been removed, torn off or otherwise damaged leaving her completely exposed, or how many times she'd been restrained, shackled or beaten in public. The water's flow, completely free, represented her physical liberation and the freedom from any kind of subduing force which compelled. Being naked under the water represented the empowering notion that nudity was not wrong when it was done freely, willingly. And last, certainly not least, the sexual degradation. She didn't want to air this one out, but at least, here, she wasn't in any threat, and if she needed to reclaim her sexuality from her impulses under a villain's care, she could. In fact, she wanted to.

She slid a finger between her thighs, facing the wall, her eyes still closed, and she imagined it. Having been violated multiple times, and under drug influence for some of them, had altered some of her perceptions and fantasies. She had started to picture her savior, the prince charming - or sometimes, it was the princess charming, she had come to acknowledge, given that most of her rescues had been done by her fellow heroines and she had grown to appreciate the sight of them swooping in to the rescue - saving her from the grips of the villain and taking her way, where she, thankful for the save, offered herself to him, or her, willingly, and he, or she, took her like she wanted to be taken, and it was glorious. It was even better if she imagined the villain had gotten her way with her beforehand; it was almost like the rescuer was cleansing her of the vile influence of the kidnapper.

Lost in her imagination, her finger poking just at the right spot to get her where she wanted to go, Stephanie failed to acknowledge the other sensations creeping up on her, droplets of water falling on her back, then stopping their descent and rolling upwards, almost massaging her back and legs. A small amount of water was gathering just under her crotch, vibrating with each new droplet that helped it form. The water structure started to elongate, stretching upwards. It came to rest at the entrance to Stephanie's already stimulated pussy. She felt the pressure under it, but she dismissed it as another sensation on her rise to pleasure.

When the liquid phallus thrust into her with a single step, she could not ignore it any longer; in fact, she jerked up and almost collapsed. The water, still falling onto her, seemed to coalesce quickly around her left wrist, holding it in place and keeping her up, while her right hand kept its proding against her pussy.

Her moan was long and exquisite as the water structure slipped in and out of her hole, filling her completely as it expanded and retracted its mass. Moan after moan from the naked heroine echoed in the empty shower and changing room; she flicked her clitoris as fast as she could, while the supernatural phallus did its work, driving her to the brink and further on into one of the strongest orgasms of her life. The water on her skin was magical in texture, almost hypnotizing in its rhythm. And even after Stephanie achieved such a powerful orgasm, the water penis inside her did not relent. She could not fall, but she could hardly stand at that point. Her body was limp, suspended from her arm still supported by the floating water restraint on her wrist.

That was when the real fun began. Something slipped into her mouth, gagging her. She felt herself drop to the floor, barely recovering herself on her hands, pushed face down into the marble, and then another something, an unseen force, pushed the water inside her out and took its place, providing even more stimulation. It started pounding ceaselessly, its entire weight pinning her to the floor, driving her wild with pleasure. Thoughts of the prince coming to save her were long gone; she was now dreaming of the wild domination of a savage beast or villain, taking her against her will and forcing her to humiliate herself. She wanted to beg for it, to plead for release, but the gag in her mouth wouldn't let go, another insult to the injury which felt so incredibly powerful.

On the verge of exploding again, she felt the 'whatever' in her mouth suddenly vanish, and in the instant of gratification, she tried to mouth all the words she had been unable to scream at once.

"ohforthelovetakemenowfuckmegoodyesIwanttocomesobadpleaseIbegyou...ohhhhh!"

And it was done. The force inside her also vanished, leaving her spent, completely satisfied beyond her wildest fantasies. She barely had time to turn off the water before collapsing back on the cold marble, falling asleep.

She woke up to a prodding from someone's foot on her sides. It took her a moment to stir, confused from the encounter, wondering about the most powerful erotic dream she had ever had. Then, she realized where she was, and gently turned her head the direction of the prod. It was her master, the forty-something Chinese man, a towel wrapped around his waist and looking both amused and puzzled. She had never seen him shirtless; he was cut and well-preserved for his age. And she was there, in the shower of his private gym, sleeping naked agains the marble.

"I understand you young women are loose sometimes, but this is inappropriate."

Immediately, she cringed, curling herself up in a ball. She was very confused.

"What time is it?"
"Past midnight. I often take a shower past midnight."
"I'm so sorry, sensei."

She got up, attempting to cover herself, but the master looked her in the eyes.

"Do not be humiliated by nudity, young lady. The human body is a gorgeous creation."

Somewhat reluctantly, she opened her arms and exposed herself to him. She was not surprised to see a reaction under the towel. She attempted to ignore it, bowing in front of him.

"I am so sorry, sensei. This will never happen again."
"Nonsense, young lady. I was your age once, and I know what physical needs a teenage body requires. You can do this as often as you wish here. But sleeping on the marble is somewhat inconsiderate. The training mats are much more comfortable."

She laughed at the comment, and he smiled at her.

"Still," he said, "if there is to be no impropriety between us, we should be made equals."

With that, he untucked the towel; it fell to the ground, exposing an equally well-preserved cock, getting harder and longer as seconds passed.

"Sensei?"
"Well," he mused, "forty-something men have needs too, and I would have never considered acting on it, had I not found one of my young students in one of my showers, after midnight, stark naked and clearly very aroused."

Stephanie did not know where to run. She couldn't help but stare at his manhood, very interested in what it was and what it could do, yet she was still very confused about the entire affair.

"Of course," he continued, "there's no reason to pursue any of this if you do not plan on continuing classes with your sensei."
"No. I want to. I've learned so much!"
"Good. Then perhaps, there is more I can teach you, no?"

Stephanie got the hint and got down to her knees, and started doing what her master wanted her to do. Her sensei... her master...

She would spend the next few Thursday evenings training late, in private, with her master, and learning new tricks and techniques which she had not suspected she would enjoy, but she did. Quite a bit, in fact.

End part 4a

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

THE MAGICIAN'S TRICK, part 5

March 2nd - Flare & Ms Dynamo

After four attacks in two months, word had gotten out among the community. So far, Silver Streak, Plasma, Solara and Andromeda had fallen prey to the unseen force, but it was only after Andromeda's escape from the Smith's hands (who had unfortunately eluded capture) that the information had circulated. Every heroine that could be contacted had been told. It started with the force grabbing onto the heroine, immobilizing her, groping or caressing her along the way, then forcing its way into her mouth to prevent from screaming, then inserting itself inside her, providing a powerful mind-blowing orgasm, and fleeing the mouth just before release, causing the heroine to alert everyone in the vicinity. Because it had started with SilverStreak, the abandoned cargo ship from Turkey had been thoroughly inspected, but nothing had come of it. The assaulted girls all agreed that the taste in their mouth was like sea water, but that lead had not panned out yet.

Being aware of a threat and being able to fight it were two different things. While some heroines had survived the encounter no worse for wear, some were warning their colleagues to be cautious. That was partly why Flare and Ms Dynamo had decided that, for the time being, they would patrol together.

The two African-American girls were friends of date, having met very quickly after both gaining their powers. They were an assorted lot, clad in their bright yellow and cyan costumes, very bright against their dark skins. While Ms Dynamo, mistress of telekinesis and mentalist, wore the a sexy cyan battle dress, boots and glove, and matching mask, Flare, light manipulator, wore a one piece low V-neck yellow swimsuit armor with matching gloves, boots and mask. Ms Dynamo's hair was long and frizzled, always full of static, contrasting with Flare's sleek short crop top. Visually they looked very different. Psychologically, they also had their unique quirks, but when it came down to crime-fighting, they were on the same page. Take them down fast and hard, no bullshit, no gimmicks. It was hard to resist grand-standing every once in a while, but they knew from their own experiences  that it was better to make the justice speech once the enemy was down, not before. While they were not officially lovers - who had time for a relationship in this business! - they often found solace in each other's company. It basically made sense for them to work together on this and watch each other's backs.

It was raining over the city today. Flare was unaffected by weather, light being unhindered by atmospheric effects as she flew around. Since Flare Ms Dynamo could not fly on her own, they often patrolled on two fronts. While Flare checked the roofs and alleys from overhead, Ms Dynano investigated the darker parts. Together, they covered more terrain than alone, and were within seconds of coming to each other's help.

All-in-all, they had a good operation going. Just today, patrol had stared around noon. They had intervened at a daylight convenience store robbery, stopped a criminal from endangering people during a car chase with the police, and taken down a gang of escaped criminals (non-powered) hiding in an apartment. Besides getting their costumes torn, forcing them to change, and being groped needlessly, it had not gone so bad.

Night was falling now. They had stopped for a quick bite to eat at a local deli they knew, where the owner was always pleased to give an extra serving, ever since they had saved his shop from a gang of marauders trying to hustle in on the district. It had not been pretty, being caught and manhandled by the marauders, forced to strip and have sex with each other at gunpoint while the citizens of the area looked on. The subsequent bukkake shower was also not something they had enjoyed. Giving them a little extra food was a nice way for the store owner to apologize for doing nothing while it happened.

As Ms Dynamo turned into the alley, she noticed a glint of metal. A gun. Someone, a shape, holding a gun towards someone else. She radioed her friend, way up high.

"I got a scene here. Can you illuminate?"

Criminals enjoyed operating in the dark. Flare enjoyed what she did : shedding light on their criminal activities. She descended upon the scene, staying some distance away, and projected a large beam of light down into the alley. It illuminated some kind of beatdown. Three women of asian skin tone, dressed in leather boots, bikini bottoms and tops of similar fabric, and cowls covering their faces but leaving their mouths exposed, were severely beating down a thug in jeans, getting pummelled by two of them while the third one held a gun on the scene. They all looked up at the source of light, interrupting their assault on the man for a brief instant. Ms Dynamo steered her bike down the alley, towards the armed woman. She jumped off the bike at the latest moment, tackling her, making her drop the gun. They rolled around for a moment. Her two allies dropped their quarry, who collapsed on the ground, as they ran to help their comrade.

Flare started to descend towards the ground, but something grabbed her by the throat. She fought against it, but her flight was no match with its grip. She did not move from the spot.

"Dynamo," said said on the radio, "something's wrong!"

Dynamo was too busy to answer. Her enemy was now unarmed, but her friends were coming to help her. No time to dally around the issue. She focused her telekinetic force in front of her and it struck the attacking women, partially stunning them. Their victim, the thug, was not in a better shape, still unaware of his surroundings.

Dynamo looked up and called out to her ally, hovering in mid-air, static.

"What?"
"It's got me..."
"There's nothing there..."
"Don't you think I know?"

The force pulled back on Flare's shoulder, pushing them as far back as they could go. She felt like hands were rubbing against her chest. It pulled the low v-neck apart, exposing her skin. Dynamo looked up, but from where she was, there was no way to reach her friend, hovering over the alley, nowhere near any building.

Both heroines recalled the scenario they had been told several days earlier. Dynamo knew Flare would probably not be able to fight back, so it was up to her to find a solution.

Meanwhile, Flare felt her arms being pulled back as well. The chill of the air on her exposed nipples perked them up. Her legs were also being pulled back and apart.

"If there's any intelligent mind behind this... please stop..."

If there was any, it did no answer. Her muscles stretched to the limit, Flare could barely focus. She channelled the light through her body. Perhaps it could dissipate whatever threat was assaulting her. The sky over Eve City lit up and Flare grew brighter, and brighter, and brighter. It also seemed like the sun had risen in the night. The light was so intense that Dynamo, still trying to find an angle, had to look away and down not to be blinded.

The strange unseen force then grabbed the edge of the V-neck of Flare's costume, and tore it down to her pussy. No one could see it, of course, with the light emanating from her, but she could sense it. She sensed what felt like a finger sliding across her slit. As she was about to moan,  the expected happened. Her mouth was filled with nothing visible, almost choking her. A moment later, something thrust into her pussy. Losing her concentration, the light dimmed instantly. Above the city, a hundred metres above ground, she jerked around with the motions of the penetration, her arms and legs bent awkwardly backwards.

As Dynamo looked on helplessly, she failed to assess her surroundings. The three bikini clad girls fell on top of her like ninjas, pummeling her without mercy. Caught completely unaware, she had no chance to defend herself. After several well-placed hits, Dynamo collapsed into unconsciousness. The three villainesses stared at each other and smiled. One of them grabbed a small pouch hidden under her bikini top, opened it, and sprayed its contents, powder, onto Dynamo's face. She writhed with a nervous twitch as the Angel Dust hit her system.

The three girls said nothing as they removed their bikini panties, exposing shaved pussies marked with Japanese numbers. They were 6, 8 and 9. The girl with the 6 tattoo flipped Dynamo on her back, and immediately sat on her mouth, rubbing her pussy against it. Reflexes kicked in, and Dynamo stuck her tongue and lips out, starting to munch on the lips before her. Girl 6 moaned with glee, rubbing her face in it, stimulating herself in a ferocious doubled by Dynamo's autonomous reaction. As she came, she squirted across Dynamo's entire face, yelling out in glee. Within moments of her release, she was up on her feet, moving away. 

Girl 8 pulled Dynamo to her knees, tearing her dress apart, revealing her massive mounds and kneading them with passion. Then, she got on her back, spread her legs, and pulled Dynamo's head between her legs. Once again, Dynamo felt the warmth against her lips and proceeded to pleasure whoever was there. Holding the head tight against her pussy, the villainess grinded with a speed that was unsettling, making her orgasm happen very fast, and again squirting like mad onto the heroine's face.

Overhead, the unseen force was working its way to its logical conclusion. Flare was already almost out from the strain as much as the pleasure. When the force pulled out of its mouth, she barely had enough energy to mouth the squeals and sounds of pleasure as it fulfilled her need for release completely.

In the alley, Girl 9 took her spot. She tore off Dynamo's bottom and scissored her, pressing their moist holes against one another. Dynamo's body reacted to the stimulation, still very much under the influence of Angel Dust. Girl 9 kissed Dynamo with no restraint, biting her lip, drawing a bit of blood from it as she grinded herself and her victim to an earth-shattering orgasm. Dynamo and her opponent came all at once, their cries of pleasure echoing through the alley.

The entire assault on Dynamo had not lasted more than six minutes in total. Somehow, the girls had been able to derive their pleasure within moments of starting. They all stood up in sync, not even bothering to retrieve their leather bottoms. They looked towards the thug, still collapsed on the street. He was still down. Dynamo was laying on her back, her legs twisted, her face full of juices. Full victory was achieved. The girls walked back into the shadows, disappearing around a corner.

The unseen force was done with Flare. Rather than letting her go (she would have fallen to her death), it started to glide her down into the alley where Flare and the thug were still unmoving. However, the thug had regained consciousness within those moments and, while bruised, had witnessed most of the assault on Dynamo. He had a raging hard-on now. About to rise and take it out on Dynamo, he froze as he saw the descending superheroine, her costume torn. She was completely limp. Whatever held her in the air lowered her on the ground slowly, several metres from them.

For a moment, the thug did not know what to do, so he waited. It was a good idea, because he saw the figure of Dynamo beginning to stir. At first, he thought she was waking up, but he saw her legs moving outward, spreading, being straightened. He saw her chest weaving and heard heavy panting and a moan, suddenly muffled. Her mouth was agape, as if something was keeping it open. Then he saw her hips swaying, as if something was thrusting in and out of her. He did not understand, nor did he care to.

His eyes went back to the other girl, the one in the torn yellow costume. She was not moving, obviously, a better target. He rose up, mindful of the other scene, but nothing happened. He walked over to Flare's side, kicking her to see if she responded. She barely budged. The opportunity was too good, whatever freakyness was going on three metres from him. He pulled down his jeans, releasing the pressure on his erect shaft. He was going to have some fun with this buxom black girl. He glided his white dick into her mouth, pumping in and out with a steady rhythm, getting his mind going on what else he could do to her. He was in there for no more than twenty seconds before pulling out. He wanted her pussy.

He inserted a finger down there. She was already so wet... He pulled his pants all the way down to his ankles, then sat on his knees. Pulling her up towards him, facing him, he impaled himself on her. She barely reacted. He buried his face into her impressive chest and pumped as hard as he could into her sweet prize. Pulling his head out, he turned to see what was happening with the other black girl. As he did, she started moaning loudly from whatever was thrusting into her, a moan so loud that it overcame all of his resistance. With ferocity, he rammed himself as deep as he could inside the black girl on him, and fired a full load inside her warm pussy. He kissed her all over as he did, enjoying every single moment of the release. With his last drop spent, he pulled her off of him.

The other girl was no longer moving. Whatever had been happening was over. He dragged the girl he had just raped and lay her on top of the other one, across her chest. Then, he sort of looked around, somewhat uneasy.

"um... thanks."

The notion that someone else had been there suddenly threw him off . It was definitely time to disappear. As he hurried away, pulling his pants back up, it seemed he heard a sound, something like water rushing into the beach as the waves hit the shore...

End of part 5

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

THE MAGICIAN'S TRICK, part 6

March 14th - Gem

"They call themselves the Girls Nine," Swanson told Gem as they met in the alley behind the precinct.
"I see. What have they been doing?"
"Petty thefts, mostly. Snatch and grabs all over the city. They always leave a calling card behind... black leather panties."
"Really?"
"Yeah."

Gem looked at the pictures taken by several security cameras across town. Bikini clad leather babes, all very athletic, all seemingly of asian descent, with half cowls. Exactly like the ones who had assaulted Dynamo and Flare two weeks prior.

"They also do random muggings on criminals," Swanson added.
"I know."

She had heard the two African-American heroines describe their encounter, what they recalled of it anyway.

"These kind of chicks are right your alley, Gem. Twisted and wicked."
"Tell me about it. Thanks, Swanson. I owe you for the info."
"Your nice... smile is enough for me."

He wanted to say rack, but he respected her too much to say that. He knew how hard she worked, what she had to go through. He would have liked to be there for her more... personally, but at sixty, she was way out of his league. He sighed as he watched her fly away. His best days were behind him. There was no hope to entertain here.

Gem had been looking for something to put her mind to. Her last operation in the harbor had been too safe. Flying in under the radar, she had managed to intercept an advanced communications grid that was being brought in to Eve City for sale at a secret auction. It had used to belong to the doctor of Villainy. After his demise, his henchmen had split with most of his stuff. It eventually popped up in the network, and they were happy to get it off the street. The good thing about the harbor was how much stuff you could into the water. She had avoided being seen while coming in and had avoided retaliation while leaving. Then again, she had avoided confrontation altogether.

Somehow, despite the success, it felt hollow. She would have liked to get her hands on the actual individual who had salvaged the piece of technology or the potential auctioneer. In this instance, it wasn't the Smith. Ever since Andromeda's escape from his clutches, he had lain low. It had to be someone else. The Girls Nine certainly had nothing to do with it, but it was a way to distract her mind away from what she could not know.

Gem flew around the city for a while, not catching anything worth her time. The police were operating well today; no major crimes had been reported. As evening rolled around, Gem decided to head towards the area where her two friends had been attacked previously. She aerially surveyed the alley where the assault had taken place, but there was nothing there. She flied around until it was dark, at which point, she landed on top of the nearest building. Her police scanner was silent and there were no screams or calls for help in the night. If nothing happened, she would have nothing to do.

She started humming a few notes at random. She liked their melody. She had been asked to come up with a musical piece to commemorate the upcoming two-year anniversary of the first superheroine to appear in Eve City. They had all been empowered around the same month, of course, but the first official appearance had been Andromeda's first flight – it had taken some time for all of them to come out of the woodwork, as many did not develop very strong powers rapidly. Andromeda was the first. The few notes that she kept flinging about through her whistling made for a good sequence, to introduce somewhere in-between.

She was about to take flight again, ready to return home and work on her music, when a creepy feeling overcame her. It didn't last long, but it sent chills down her spine. She looked around, seeing nothing. Haphazardly, she raised her hands up, not too high, just enough to show she wasn't harmed.

"If you're out there, I want you to know I mean you no harm."

She suddenly felt a caress on her cheek. Immediately, she thought of the unseen force. Was it her turn? It seemed to be targeting them at random, one after the other. It didn't matter if they were alone or teamed up either. Perhaps she could work it out differently.

"I know what you're here to do, and I don't mind. I'll let you do it if you just talk to me."

She didn't know how sincere her claim was or sounded, but it was an approach she had previously reasoned. All the other heroines had resisted, fought against its strength and failed. Perhaps letting her guard down, complying, might yield different results. She felt something brush against her hair, then caress her inner thigh. She shivered. Knowing what would probably happen to her both frightened and excited her. Ever since the first story had reached her ears, she had been dreaming and dreading this moment. Still, she needed to keep her cool.

"If you'll let me undress for you..."

She felt another caress on her back. Here, on the roof, at least no one else could happen upon her, unlike Andromeda, Flare or Dynamo. She gently pulled off her gloves, one at a time, trying to ascertain if anything more could be perceived. As she removed the piece of clothing, she felt like a hand was assisting her. It was not unpleasant, and strangely arousing. With both her gloves off, she started working on her top.

"Do you seek sexual release? Why are you attacking us?"

There was no answer. She could not communicate with it, but it seemed to understand her intent. Her heart was beating fast. Her colleagues had described the feeling of wholeness and the sheer ecstasy of its presence inside them. She longed to experience it for herself, even though it sounded horrible to think of it. As her breasts came into view, she felt her nipples tingle, as if someone was licking them.

"So you're only violent if people resist..."

She slipped off bottom, revealing her pussy and strip of green hair over it. The caress of what felt like a finger stirred her up.

"ooh..."

She knew that in order to understand what was happening, she needed to focus on the sensations she was about to endure. She was trembling with anticipation. It felt like a tongue was licking her nipples and her pussy at the same time. She moaned lightly.

She felt herself being lifted up into the air, almost like someone was grabbing her by the buttocks and supporting her weight. Instinctively, she pursed her lips. She felt something slide alongside them. Thinking ahead.

"Can you please not gag me.... I'll eat you if you want, kiss you too... just don't force anything down my throat?"

She wasn't sure it had understood. She hoped. She felt pressure against her lips; they felt like lips. She closed her eyes. It was easier to return the kiss to the nothing if she imagined it was something. She felt her knees rise to each side, almost getting ready for what would naturally come next. Her pussy lips parted, her knees high in the air, suspended by the unseen force, and what could only be described as a long, soft surface slid into her, filling her completely. She moaned with delight, her mouth free from the gag, then returned to kissing whoever - whatever - was now taking her. She started to bob up and down on its invisible limb, swayed like that by the unseen force. Suspended in mid-air, being fucked by nothing, Gem was experiencing a new kind of bliss, one she hoped would never stop. It reminded her of simpler times.

"Oh...  you're so perfect... Faster please."

The force complied. This proved that she could communicate with it, but she was in no situation to think about it. The more it pumped, the more she came, the more it increased its pace, until Gem could no longer deny the impulse to scream. Her own orgasm echoed across the city, carried far and wide by the wind around her. She leaned in and kissed whatever was there, whatever had given her one of the best orgasms of her existence, and she had experienced many. This one transcended her physical pleasure; it had reached into some deeper part of her psyche, she was certain of it. The thrust continued for a moment until it stopped, although she could still feel it inside her.

She kept her eyes closed, for fear of breaking the spell. She would have loved to look into its eyes and see its gaze, post-orgasm. She felt nothing inside her. Perhaps it had not come. Perhaps that was the problem, she suddenly thought. It could not find any release. As exhausted as she was, she whispered to it.

"Do you want more?"

She felt herself being bent backwards, as if it was laying her down, but there was nothing against her back. She braced herself as best she could as it resumed its thrusts into her, more agressive this time. Again, she was overcome with bliss from the first movement, and it did not let up until she exploded with a mind-blowing screaming moment of pure pleasure, only thirty or so seconds later. She was drained, unable to move - and yet, it still had not come – she knew it. She longed for it to shoot its load into her, to feel it swish inside her, but there was nothing. It somehow made her sad. She wanted to tell it to try again, but she had no strength.

It gently put her down against the roof. She felt its touch against her belly and breasts, like soft fingers caressing it.

"I want to help you... I do... but you have to stop attacking my friends. Focus on me. Take me, anytime..."

The sensation stopped.

"No. Don't go..."

She suddenly felt something different, almost surreal, an idea at the back of her head. She caught the smell of sea water - or was it seaweed? And a sound - rushing waves. The idea became clearer.

"Are you some kind of watery creature?"

The smell was strong, but there was no longer any presence. It was gone. It had left her there, satisfied but not feeling violated, at least, not as much as her friends had been. She needed to tell them. She needed to let them know what she had found out.

Later. She rested her head on the roof, and dozed off for a moment. Besides, she was simply recovering from the rush. The information could wait a few hours. Or until the morning. Or whenever she could move her legs.

End part 6

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

THE MAGICIAN'S TRICK, part 7

March 23rd - Radio Wave

She didn't know the boy's name. It didn't really matter at this time. All she knew was that if she stopped sucking, if she didn't make him blow his load, people would die.

The daily life of a superheroine in the world, and in Eve City in particular, was very different from what she had envisionned when she had first taken up the costume. Getting up in the morning meant facing unexpected challenges, like dressing up for work, tuning into her power and intercepting a coded transmission that led her to a villain's hideout, planning some nefarious scheme. In this particular case, he called himself  Blowup. Ironic, considering the two tenets of his current crime. He had set up bombs under school buses around town. She had actually interrupted his preparation of another, but she detected the various signal frequencies linking the remote detonators to the detonation control in Blowup's lair. He had been quite irate at her. He had only time to set up three different bombs, from what he stated, and she believed him. Now, she was paying the price for disrupting his operations, running around Gateway park, offering blowjobs to random strangers. He claimed that as long as she followed his guidelines, he would not detonate the bombs. He had insisted that she not call for help, and that if police came and asked her what she was doing, she should offer them the blowjobs.

Try as she might, she could not understand the twisted logic inside villains' minds. Why did they do what they did? What were they trying to achieve? It made no sense. Why blow up schoolbuses? Did the man have a hard time at school? He must have been just crazy.

Distracted by her thoughts, she gagged when her current partner came hard, into her mouth. She pulled him out, and he kept spurting a few more shots, right onto her chin and down her cleavage. Yuck, she thought. Not another. The space between her breasts, down her belly was slippery with man juice. This was her fourth partner. He pulled her up - she was too surprised to react. He kissed her.

"Wow, girl... that was awesome. Can I have your number?"

She sighed. Men were pigs, sometimes. Most times, she thought.

"I'm sorry, but thank your for your cooperation."
"So this is like, uh... goodwill mission or something, right?"

The boy must have been about her age, not that good-looking, but he had a nice smile, and had least, he had brushed his teeth, and kept his personal hygiene good, not like her previous 'customer'.

"Something."

The voice of the villain - Blowup - came in on the intercepted frequency.

"That's four. You may want to turn around, though."

Radio Wave did what he wanted. Gateway Park was massive. It contained ten kilometres of walk and bike paths going around and through, three fountains, a greenhouse and a giant monument that looked like nothing, really. It was, in fact, not far from here. She could clearly see its irregular shape. But this was not what the villain wanted her to see. Assembled before her was a crowd of young men (and a few women), who had come to witness her sexual performance and, she figured, possibly partake in it. It made her gag as much as the previous boy's taste, still lingering in her mouth.

"Please tell me you're joking..." she whispered.

There must have been twenty or them, and a few further away who may have been coming closer. She was thankful for the fact that, as soon as she had started walking up to people and asking if they wanted her to blow them, the parents with kids had retreated. She was somewhat surprised that the police had not yet intervened, but perhaps this was a busy day, or perhaps they simply did not care.

"Only one at a time, precious Wave..."

That way, the humiliation lasted longer. She was hoping one of her allies, Ricochet, Andromeda or even Flechette (she had seen the last two patrolling earlier today, and perhaps her mentor had also uncovered her plight), would come to her rescue. Then again, they might become involved in this degration too.

"Who's next?"

There was no motivation in her voice. Three of the boys stepped forward, pushing each other around. This might degenerate. People might get hurt trying to get with her. She couldn't afford that.

"You... the young African-American... what's your name?"
"Rocco. As in, hard as a Rocco..."
"Just come over here."

As he walked up and she got down to her knees again, she was reminded of the fact that this park had been the site of previous humiliations. 


The worst had probably happened a little less than a year ago, on Independance day, when practically the entire roster of its defenders had been involved in a massive battle, right her in the park. Gateways - ironic, given the park's name - had opened up, releasing hordes of creatures from another plane or another planet. They had started abducting young women and dragging them back into their portals, so the heroines had naturally intervened. What had followed could only be described as a brawl-fuck. The enemies were humanoid, but their arms were made of tendrils which they used as whips, leashes and prods. More than one had prodded her and her friends, as they fought off the menace. Half of them had been dragged into the portal, forcing the others to follow in for the rescue. They had then met the mother of them all, a strange-looking creature who acted as nothing more than a seeding machine. So many of them, heroines and kidnapped girls, had been impregnated on that day, in some kind of accelerated birthing process. She had managed to avoid being seeded that time. After hours of grueling torture, the kidnapped girls and heroines had been tossed out ot the portals and back into the park.

That was the first time she had met doctor Hurt, who had miraculously managed to terminate the development of the creatures growing inside everyone. The specimens had been collected and placed in cold storage.

Without even realizing it, as the the memories flooded back, occupying her mind, she had started on Rocco. He had grabbed the back of her head, determined to force her to swallow everything. Finally, he was on the verge. The crowd cheered him on, until he could not contain it. Again, Radio Wave gagged and tried to pull way, but his grip was strong. He pounded into her mouth with force; she could only wrap her pink lips tighter around his black cock, hoping he would be done soon. He was.

"Fuck... her mouth is so amazing..."

He held her there, gagging, for another thirty seconds, while the dirty minds around him clapped. As he finally retreated, he quickly stepped back into the crowd, just in case she was angry with him. If she was, she didn't show it.

All of a sudden, she felt a harsh push against her shoulders. Already on her knees, it pinned her face to the ground, keeping her ass up in the air.

"Hey! No rough stuff!" she cried out.

Only a moment later did she realize that it was not one of the men around her doing this, as they were all some distance away. She immediately panicked.

"Here? Now... no, no, no..."

The voice of the villain came over the frequency.

"Oh yes... absolutely."

She was not talking to him, though, but to herself, and to whatever force had seized her. It could not have chosen a worse time, given her predicament, and she meant the bombs.

"Blowup, please... I'm getting attacked..."
"I know, I made it happen..."
"No, I mean, by something else. Invisible... it attacked other girls before..."

The villain, at the other end of the frequency, sounded intrigued.

"What are you saying?"
"I'm saying it's going to take me down, and there's nothing I can do to stop it..."

Already, she was feeling the caresses and tickles on her buttocks, as well as her hair being pulled. The assembled men around her stared with uncertainty at the spectacle of her squirming against the ground, until one called out.

"It's like that video with that Plasma chick!"
"Totally. Awesome!"

Several of the onlookers took out their cellphones and started shooting the scene. The villain, of course, could hear everything that was being said, so he actually took a few moments to look it up on the internet. What he saw pleased him. Meanwhile, Radio Wave was sensing that the force was tugging at the strip of cloth connecting the front and back of her costume at the crotch. She pleaded with Blowup again.

"Please, before it gags me... promise you will not blow up any schoolbuses..."
"You know, Wave, I'm watching your friend Plasma get screwed over by something similar on the internet... so here's what you'll do. I will not detonate the bombs if you tell everyone that you're a slut, that needs to be punished, and that they should shower you with..."
"No!" she didn't let him finish.
"Or I blow up the buses! Decide!"

She screamed in anger, tears rolling down her eyes. The force tore at the strip of cloth, finally exposing her. Its touch on her pussy lips was intense, overbearing. She had only seconds to speak.

"Everyone, please listen... I'm a dirty, dirty slut, and I'm being punished for it..."
"That's it, girl," the villain grinned, "and...?"
"Everyone, pull out your dicks and jerk off to me... Cover me with cum..."

Those were the last words she was was able to speak, tears in her eyes, as her mouth filled up wih something unseen. The crowd needed no further invitation; half of the people stepped back, too shaken to act on her suggestion, but the others stepped up and whipped them out, as ordered. They started insulting her, calling her names.  The set themselves in a semi-circle in front of her. Even one girl joined in : pulling her skirt up, her panties down, she started rubbing herself fiercely.

The force pulled her up from the ground, bringing her arms back, pinning them together. It tore apart the other strips of clothing holding the front of her costume together, the neck, just over her breasts and below, down to her crotch, exposing her completely. Then, without warning, it thrust into her. It was Radio Wave's turn to experience the full-on ecstasy of the assault, and her mind was gone. No more was she able to recall other experiences; the sheer pleasure inside her overwhelmed her normally logical mind. Her eyes wide open, her mouth equally so, she saw the masturbation spectacle before her, lost in the throes of bliss. It seemed to last forever, feeling it inside her, watching them jerk off and being unable to think of nothing but wanting more.

A few of the men started unloading onto her; some of their shots landed near her mouth, droplets going on. That caused more and more of them to come, and in the meantime, the thrusts inside her pussy never let up, pushing her up and down, her breasts swaying in the wind. Twelve young man of all colour had already covered her face and chest, and only one remained.

The force inside her mouth suddenly released it, allowing her to scream out the pleasure she had held in for some time. Instinctively, the last remaining man knew it was safe. He pushed forward, forcing his dick into her mouth before she could close it, and made a splash inside it, releasing it all moments after insertion. It was not over. The girl stepped forward and placed her own pussy against Radio Wave's cum-covered cum-filled mouth, grinding against it. Completely under the spell, Radio wave started licking at her. The force held her head in place at the same time, giving the girl the best ride it could give her. The girl jerked all around as Radio Wave's tongue did the trick.

The force was done. It pulled away quickly, releasing all its restraints on the heroine. She collapsed against the girl's pussy, who fell backwards on her ass, still grinding the heroine's face in.

All the while, people recorded the scene, while Blowup squealed with glee at her humiliation. She barely heard his voice as he spoke.

"Truly, this was a spectacle for the ages. You have been punished... I leave you be... for now. I will not detonate anything today. I've already blown my load."

If she could, Radio Wave would have cheered. The bombs would not kill innocents. She was, however, in no condition to appreciate her victory - if you could call it that.

End part 7

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

THE MAGICIAN'S TRICK, part 8

March 31st - Ricochet & Ghost

Ever since news of the first attack had reached her, late in January, Ghost had involved herself in the investigation. She had followed the events with morbid interest, and had followed up at the various sites where her allies were being taken by force - an unseen, invisible force. She knew something about invisibility. She also knew something about intangbility. In fact, it seemed to her that the attacker might possess a variant on her own power, and if that was the case, she might be able to take it on. SilverStreak had been the first. The picture from the internet, dated January 9th,  confirmed it. Plasma's assault had followed, two weeks later, on the 21st. It had chosen to interrupt an operation that might have prevented the Janus Inner Core from being taken out of the city. Was that deliberate or just coincidence? She believed it was the latter, given the random pattern of the attacks, but she could not discount the theory.

Solara's run-in with the creature in the alley on the 10th of the next month seemed to corroborate the randomness. She noticed how every encounter, the creature forced the girls to assume different positions. There may have been something to that as well. February had seen Andromeda violated too, again during an intervention on the 18th. She had still managed to dump half of the drugs into the harbor, and it was only during her escape from the Smith that she had been taken, not before. Whatever force was involved, it cared not for their surroundings when it made its move.

Case in point, Flare and Ms Dynamo were both assaulted together on March 2nd, left defenseless at the mercy of the villainous Girls Nine (who were still at it in the city with their break-ins, thefts and criminal beatdowns) and a random, as of yet unidentified thug. It proved that numbers meant nothing to this attacker either. Gem's unique approach to her encounter on the 14th, despite the horrified reaction it inspired when she had recounted the tale, had been the most informative. It could communicate, and even comply if handled correctly. Gem was the only one to really keep a respectable memory of the encounter, despite the intense pleasure it had given everyone. While Ghost did not condone Gem's attitude, she was glad that one of them had been able to establish a rapport, ever-brief, with the creature. Finally, the last assault, on the 23rd, in Gateway Park had been much too public for everyone's taste. Not only that but, somehow, Radio Wave had spilled her guts about the assault under duress, and it was now all over the press. Heroines being assaulted and raped, and there was no defense to it.

It all went back to this idea of water, the sound of waves, the taste of seawater, the smell of seaweed. It had started over in the bay, so perhaps something had come on board the freighter, taken all of its occupants (who were still missing and presumed dead) and then... why had it attacked Silver Streak? Why was it still attacking anyone? Its motivation remained a mystery, and Ghost didn't buy Gem's story that the creature could not climax and was therefore sexually repressed.

There was another hint. All of the girls who had been attacked were empowered by the radiation. Neither Knight Hawk nor Flechette had been victims (so far, at least), so maybe the creature was drawn to them, to the radiation that had given everyone their powers. She had visited doctor Hurt yesterday, telling him about her theory. He had agreed that perhaps, some strange sea creature had been mutated, transformed into a monster, and it craved to feed off the radiation, and what better source than a super heroine could there be. But that could not explain why it had only attacked each girl once, so the mystery was still very present. Since Radio Wave's assault, Ghost had decided to focus her mind solely on this quandary. Unfortunately, she had to wait for the monster to strike again. She was keeping tabs on all her empowered allies that so far had not come under assault from it.

And that was why she was rushing to Ricochet's help at the moment... it was going down!

Ricochet had been expecting it for weeks. With her protégé's very public assault and humiliation last week, she had figured she was next in line. Why she knew it did not matter. Still, it could not prevent her from doing her job, and right now, that was catching the bad girls. The Girls Nine had been plaguing the city's street since the start of the month.  They mostly operated in the evenings, but their crime spree had spread to other districts now. It was hard to figure out exactly how they operated or what their true purpose was.

Being not only empowered but also an olympic-level gymnast, racing across rooftops was an easy feat to Ricochet. There were only two villainesses on site when she had happened upon the theft. Purses. It seemed insignificant compared to other threats, but no crime was too small not to be tackled, and the girls had stolen more than two hundred thousand so far since the beginning of the month. Small stacks added up quickly. They weren't hard to spot either, even in the fading light. Black boots and gloves, black bikini tops and bottoms, cowls, mostly with yellow skin betraying their asian origin - they were hard to miss. Still, they were fast. Ricochet had to come up with a plan. Only two of them, she thought.

She reached for her ring hoops and, as she dashed forward, she threw them with all her might at the escaping enemies. Success on both hits at the back of their heads. They collapsed onto the next roof. As the hoops returned to Ricochet's hands, she leaped the distance between the two buildings, landing expertly on the same roof as her prey. They stood up in one synchronious instant stand. They were built on the same model, sleek and athletic, barely taller than her. They assumed a combat stance. So did Ricochet.

They jumped on the heroine. She blocked one punch, deviated another, punched one in the gut, took a kick to her right leg, swept her feet under the leg of the other, causing her to trip, parried a knife hand to her throat, twisted the arm and flipped the girl over.

The enemies rose to their feet with the mirror imagery and pressed on the attack. A direct to the face, a punch to the gut, a kick to her knee, Ricochet managed to deflect all of them. She was in rare form, holding her own against two trained fighters. She was their better, and she reveled in it. She tossed her ring hoops in the air while dodging further attacks. As they twirled around and came back, they struck the two enemies at the back of their knees. They both fell again, and Ricochet backflipped to safety, retrieving her ring hoops.

"Well, looks like you found your match," she called out, triumphantly.

That's when things went to hell. She felt a strong hit in her back which sent her reeling forward, but there was nothing there. The equivalent of a punch in the pace sent her head spinning, and something hampered her legs, causing her to fall face first. The two bikini-clad girls stepped back. Ricochet felt a tug on her collar; it dragged her across the roof for two metres, grazing her exposed skin, towards the edge. As she was about to fall, it lifted her up, teetering her over the edge, then slamming her back onto the floor.

It took a moment for Ricochet to realize that the time was now, and that were was no escaping it. She was able to look back at the girls, staring on, keeping their distance. It was going to be a rough ride.

Ghost mostly travelled by bike. She was speeding to Ricochet's last known location, responding to her call for help over the communicator, patched in to Ghost's ongoing investigation.

"It's got me... oh God... it's so close to..."

A muffled sound had followed. The creature was having its way with Ricochet. Ghost parked her bike in-between the buildings where the GPS signal was coming from. Being able to levitate, she could not hover fast, but she could reach the roof without incident - she hoped. As she rose above the edge of the buildings, she saw the scene and it churned her stomach.

At the back, on the other edge of the roof, two of the Girls Nine were looking in, watching Ricochet get violated. It was surreal. Completely suspended in the air, about a metre over the roof, spread-eagled as if attached by ropes at her extremities, her costume torn, Ricochet was being taken forcibly raped, her mouth and pussy open as wide as they could, occupied by whatever invisible force was drilling into her. Her breasts flopped up and down following the rhythm of her waist. Ghost stared in disbelief, shocked and amazed at the sight.

Suddenly, she heard Ricochet scream out in ecstasy. The creature was done playing with her, and was driving its last thrusts inside, making them count for whatever reason. Ghost was aware of the presence of the other villaineses, but her main concern was her friend, and the creature itself. Before any more harm could be done, she shifted into invisible and intangible simultaneously, then rushed forward to grab the creature before it could vanish. To her shock and surprise, she actually grabbed onto something. It had always been a best guess.

Contact with the creature suddenly made it visible for her, and she shrieked, the echo of it reverberating across the roof. It was not that the creature was ugly, quite the contrary : it was simply something she had never seen before. It was basically humanoid, but seemed to be made of flowing water, undullating across its surface. While its basic form had two arms, two legs and one head, from across its surface, water tentacles flowed out in all directions. These were its limbs, what it used to secured its victims, what it inserted inside the mouths and pussies to provide the control and stimulation. Its purpose was still unclear, but its nature was no longer a mystery.

It too seemed to be aware of Ghost, as it grabbed onto her with some of its tentacles, wrapping itself around her form. She fought it off, able to interact with it, able to punch and kick it. Unfortunately, it was like kicking water in a pond : it just came back into place. She struggled for a while, afraid it would be able to overpower her, but she seemed to be on an equal footing. She might be able to outlast it.

Suddenly, a bright blue light appeared before her, brighter than the sun, blinding her. A moment later, she was no longer there, and very much somewhere else, somewhere she did not want to be.

The two criminal girls had seen Ghost arrive on the scene, then vanish. Moments later, as Ricochet had collapsed on the floor, a bright blue light had flashed across the area, then nothing. They waited a moment, then headed back towards the collapsed heroine, exhausted, exposed and vulnerable. Without a word, they removed their panties, tossing them aside. One of them set herself against Ricochet's mouth; the other sat between her legs, pressing hard against her pussy. Within moments, they were grinding themselves into ecstasy, while Ricochet convulsed under their rhythm. It did not last very long. Their orgasms were accompanied by violent squirts.

They left without another word, their panties tossed onto Ricochet's naked form.

End chapter 8

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

THE MAGICIAN'S TRICK, part 9

March 31st - Ghost

At first, it felt like drowning, like water was filling out her lungs, her every open hole and pore. The pain from the lack of air was excruciating. But just as quickly as it had rolled in, it receded.

Ghost was all wet, but it had nothing to do with her There was water everywhere. She lay in a small puddle, on her side, coughing up all she was worth, drained from the almost suffocation she had just been subjected to. Although she could not get her bearings yet, she knew she was no longer in the same spot. The floor, besides being damp, was cold, and the air itself reeked of moisture. She realized she had been struggling with the creature for some time, and this was it, the water, the puddle, the dampness. It was the creature with which she had wrestled. It had tried to take her. It had tried to rape her. It had failed, she thought. It was defeated. She hoped.

Footsteps resounded against the cold stone of the floor. She tilted her head sideways, still groggy, and saw a manly figure, clad in a blue battle dress, a large cloak over his shoulders, his strong chest bent forward. He had a small blue metallic circlet and a similar pendant around his neck, short dark blue hair and a sinister smirk. He wore a small mustache which he caressed as he inspected Ghost.

"Well... here is the interloper..."

She knew him not. With his foot, he flipped her over on her back. She smiled at him, defiant.

"I destroyed your creature..."
"Yes... you certainly did. Not before it raped - what is it - nine of your friends? You were a tad late on the save."
"What matters is, it is done, and it cannot hurt anyone anymore."

The man in blue kicked her in her side. She rolled into a ball to protect herself.

"No, I suppose it can't, and since you were brave - or foolish - enough to take it on, I suppose you have earned the truth."

He leaned in, picking her up by hair, pulling her to her feet. She cringed at the pain. Despite still feeling dizzy, she suspected she could still call upon her powers if needed, so she decided to the villain lead her away and show her his lair. Any information she gained would be helfpul in taking him down.

It was a stone building of unknown design. It felt damp and cold all over; her nipples were erect under suit and her skin shivered constantly. He led her from the empty room where she had awoken to a larger chamber with stone walls, and a glass window, opaque, at one end. At the other, there lay an inclined X-shaped support structure. She had seen those before. She had been in those before. He tossed her to the floor, turning to face her.

"This is, as you suspect, my lair. You will never find it or know where it is. It is beyond your conceit."

He walked up to a small table on the far wall.

"This is where I devised the creature's nature... from my own, of course. Every time it raped one of your friends, it was sending me the images and sensations back. How much pleasure I derived from them..."

That's right, she thought. Keep talking. Explain your plan.

"I call myself : the wizard of Tides. Tidal, for short. Water is my domain, granted to me by mother moon and father comet."
"So the comet did empower you then?"
"Of course, Ghost-whore! You honestly think you're so special, you and your friends?"
"And that's how you tracked us... with our powers?"
"Indeed, pet... indeed."

In grandstanding fashion, Tidal raised his arms to his side.

"I am everything because of the comet, strong and smart, with superior grace and wit. I linked my mind to the water, and from it, I can create watery servants. Flow - the one who so elegantly humiliated all of you - was my best creation... and you killed him."

His tone became menacing, and Ghost knew he was ready to fight. She had remained on the ground as he spoke, but now, she stood up. He had made his villain speech and spilled his story. Now, he was to be taken down.

"I see the Ghost-slut still has fight in there. That is good..."

Tidal assumed an agressive stance. For Ghost, a fight was only a matter of phasing in and out as blows came and she retaliated. Her first battles had not gone very well, but training had helped her master this technique quite well. She was therefore not used to dodging. When Tidal's fist came towards her face, she simply phased out so it would go through her. It didn't. It connected hard, sending her reeling backwards against the wall. Her jaw hurt like it rarely did. Tidal laughed as he pressed on towards her.

He could hit her despite her power. She had to dodge now. She was trained for it, but the space was contained, and there was not much room. She avoided a second punch, able to kick him in the gut but it did not slow him down. He pressed her back against the wall. Perhaps she could phase through it. She did, escaping his grasp, through the wall - and into water, dense, heavy water, pressing down against her despite her intangibility. She couldn't breathe. Her survival instinct sent her backwards, through the wall, and into Tidal's waiting arms. He grabbed her by the arm and slammed her across the room. She bumped her head against the large glass window and fell to the floor, stunned.

"My domain, Ghost-whore..."

She tried getting up, but he pressed his foot against her neck, choking her.

"Stop... stop..."
"Your powers are useless here. This place, this entire fortress, it is tainted with the radiation. My radiation."
"But... the wall..."
"...is but a wall, but outside, the water... it is me, an extension of my power. Water confines, contains, and goes into every nook and cranny..."

She was almost out. He pulled his foot off just before she fainted.

"I've had enough of you..."

He grabbed her by the hair again. This time, she could not resist. He pressed her face against the opaque glass window. He caressed her behind, then slapped it. She squealed. From the corner of eye, pressed against the glass, she thought she saw movement on the other side, but she could not make out anything more.

"Curious, are you?"

He slapped her behind again. She squirmed under the intensity of the pain. He was strong. He finally pulled her away from the window. He tore at her costume, ripping it off her body. When she raised her hand to resist, he slapped her again, harder. The hits were so severe, she almost felt bones breaking; she could definitely hear cracking sounds. 

"Water pressure, my dear," as if he understood her thoughts.

He dragged her to the X-table, shackling her arms at the top and her feet at the bottom of the incline. She was caught, exposed, only her mask, boots and gloves still on. Tidal laughed at her defeat.

"You had no chance. None of you. I was always calling the shots, even with that Gem girl, who believed she was reaching out to it. It was fun to play her..."

As he spoke, he dropped his pants. His unit was of impressive size, hard as steel, and very much intimidating from what she could see. Feared swelled up inside her entire being, moreso between her legs, where her eager hole was already expecting what was to come, and looking forward to it, despite her own mental state.

"Don't do this..."
"Oh! But you see, I have to... for the next step. I was content to let Flow do the work, gathering the information for me..."
"Information?"

How thick she was, he mused.

"Of course. Genetic information. That's what all this was for. Gathering genetic data on you super-sluts..."
"Why?"
"Wouldn't you like to know..."

He was done talking. He was ready for her. With all the wetness around, her body soaked in water, there was no resistance. He plunged deep inside her, ramming it in as far as he could. She protested, but he slapped her again.

"Flow was designed for maximum stimulation, for easier compliance. But I can take my sample personally... I may be less... comfortable than he was."

He started thrusting in and out repeatedly, unmindful of her own pleasure, only intent on taking her and breaking her. His victory would be complete. Her defeat would be absolute. She looked sideways, away from his face, towards the glass window. He kept pumping for a while, looking down at his handiwork as he drilled her pussy, reveling in the violation. When he looked up and saw her gaze, he sneered, slowing down for a moment.

"You are wondering what's behind the glass..."

The opacity of the window diminished, becoming clear, and suddenly, she saw them. Men, large men, covered in seaweed, their skin tainted greenish and violetish, all naked, rummaging about like they were possessed, shambling around, bumping into each other. She stared in horror while he kept violating her with force.

"My mer-men... the sailors from the ship... all forty-eight of them..."
"What... have you... done... to them?"

Each word was interrupted by a thrust.

"Made them better. They are not yet ready, or I would have let them have you... but soon..."
"You... monster..."
"Yes... and you're a slut."

She could hardly argue the point at this time. His repeated thrusts were bringing her to the brink; she tilted her head back the other way as the words came to her lips despite her resistance.

"Oh.. yes... right there..."

He complied with her request and applied more energy into his deed. She was his, broken, violated, putty on his shaft. He felt the urge rise in him. As he shot into her with all his might, as a final humiliation, he ripped off her mask.

"No!" she screamed, but it was unsure if it was because of the mask or because of the hot seed inside her.
"Mine... all mine... Ghost-whore..."
"No... not like this... not my mask too..."

He didn't recognize her, but it didn't matter. He would not forget a face, and she would be his again, if he ever found her. Sobbing uncontrollably, Ghost fainted from the exhaustion, stress and pleasure.

*** EPILOGUE ***

Just north of Eve City was Twilight Beach, aptly named for its late openings. Very often, groups of rich people rented it - it was a private place, after all - and held large beach parties coupled with music, drugs and sex which ran on until the early hours of the night. But on April 1st, there was no such party, because the season was not right, and the water was too cold. However, just because  there was no party did not mean there was no one. The owner of Twilight beach hired a private security company in town to watch the beach and make sure no one came around when they were not supposed to.

In this instance, the two guards on duty were young guys, newly hired by the agency and still relatively untrained to all of the potential situations they might encounter. They were talking about their girlfriends, how they were getting on their asses to do stuff together, like shopping.

"I really hate it man... she takes forever, and the shoes!"
"Oh! I know! I hate the shoes. She should go barefoot."
"She should go naked!"

They laughed as they walked along the beach. One of them spotted something near the water, a shape.

"Someone there?" he called out.

There was no answer. The two guards rushed out and stopped as they identified the naked body of a young woman, laying in the sand on her front, her ass slightly perked up. The waves kept hitting her feet, going in back and forth.

"Oh! my God! Is she dead?"
"I hope not."

They ran up to her and saw her heaving. She was still alive, completely out cold.

"Man... I think this is a mermaid."

Her skin was all pale, her platinum hair drenched in water and sand.

"No way. Mermaids don't exist."
"Of course they do. My dad fucked one on holiday last year. Best fuck ever, he said."
"Really?"
"Yeah. He told me they just come out of the water, all naked-like, and you just have to fuck them to bring them back to life."
"Really? Your dad's weird."
"My dad's a crypto-zoo something. He knows that kind of stuff."

The two guards paused. The woman was obviously alive but passed out. For a moment, nothing happened.  Then, one of the guards started undoing his belt.

"What? You're gonna do it like that?"
"Sure... I mean... she's here so..."

The other hesitated for a moment.

"Well... uh... is it safe?"
"Sure man. You can take her mouth."
"Yeah, okay... but we swap later."
"Done deal, man."

Barely waking up from her ordeal at the hands of Tidal, Ghost woke up to her insides and mouth being pounded silly by the two beach security guards. Too weak to do anything about it, she indulged in their depravation of her body, allowing them to switch places, even joining in as her consciousness returned and allowed. By the time they were done, she was a even more of a wreck on the beach, unable to move.

The guards tried tossing her back into the water, but the waves brought her back to shore. Confused, they simply walked away, leaving the mermaid to her fate.

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

THE END... for now.


