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One - Ms. Direction

“What are you going to do about him? He’s destroying everything, and you’re our only hope!” I could hear the desperation in the mayor’s voice. The fear. If I was being honest, I felt it too. However, I couldn’t let him know. That would break my entire image and cause him to lose faith in me. Faith I needed right now. 


“Don’t worry, Sir. I’ll be right on it. I’ll stop Raze this time, for sure.” I hung up the phone quickly before he had a chance to question exactly how I intended to accomplish such an impossible feat. 


“That’s one problem taken care of. Or, at least, postponed till later.” I sighed, jumping to a newsfeed to see for myself what had the mayor worried. 


Yep. There he was, Raze, in all his glory. Destroying a building with his bare hands while all the police could do was watch helplessly and minimize civilian casualties by keeping any crowds at bay. 


I winced as he roared with laughter, the ostentatious red cape he insisted on wearing fluttering about him dramatically. 


“Asshole.” I spat, shaking my head and wondering why the hell he had reappeared and what I was going to do about it. It was my job to deal with him, what with Bulwark away, representing Earth in the intergalactic wars. 


Clicking my phone off, I was struck by the reflection staring back at me from the blank, black screen. 


Sure, I looked the part. Skintight silver costume clinging to my curves. A mask to conceal my identity. A cape of my own, admittedly much shorter than Raze’s, so it didn’t get in the way when I was fighting crime. But the fact remained that I just didn’t have the strength to defeat him. 


Sure, I had super-speed, but even if I landed a hundred punches on his stupid, arrogant face, Raze would just shrug them off and laugh. 


I’d had the last laugh plenty of times when I was backing up Bulwark or even when we’d defeated him as part of a much larger group of heroes, but by myself, I simply wasn’t a match for him. Still, I couldn’t let the mayor down. I couldn’t let the city down. 


Scrolling quickly through my contacts, I had an idea. Dr Dubious. Hopefully, she’d have some crazy idea to stop Raze. Or maybe just slow him down a bit. I’d take either at this point. 


I clicked on her immediately, forgetting that she hated speaking on the phone. Normally you could only reach her by email or text, but this was an emergency. 


“Hi, Ms. Direction,” She sighed, not trying to hide her contempt for my sudden presence in her life. “I suppose you’re calling about Raze’s latest rampage downtown?” 


Damn. She was good. 


“Uh, yeah. I am.” I sighed. There was no need to mask the defeat in my voice for her. She knew I couldn’t defeat him alone. “Any bright ideas?” 


“Well….” She dragged the word out as long as humanly possible while I could hear her rummaging through various papers or something on her desk. I nervously adjusted my black elbow-length gloves, eager to hear whatever scheme or gadget she might have, no matter how ridiculous it was. 


“Oh! There is one thing, but it’s fairly experimental. Bulwark wouldn’t ‘okay’ it for use in a hostile situation...” Her voice was full of suggestion, daring me to override his authority so she might be able to test another one of her wild, possibly dangerous ideas. 


“Well, Bulwark’s not here. He’s away fighting in some crazy war light years away. I’m here. What have you got?” 


I could hear the glee in her voice in her answer. “Something which just might even the odds for you. Even the odds and more….” 


“Dr. Dubious! That sounds amazing! What is it?” I was trying not to get too enthusiastic. More than half the time, her inventions went wrong somehow. But I was desperate to prove myself and willing to try anything at this point. 


“Oh, just a little potion that might take away Raze’s powers and make him human. Make him like the rest of us non-powered folk.” 


I paused. Surely something like that was too good to be true. 


“What, permanently?” 


“Maybe? Or it might just be temporary. Either way, with your super-speed, you’ll have enough time to get him in chains and off to spend the rest of his remaining years at the Fort.” 


“True.” I nodded, dreaming of the glory of apprehending Raze single-handedly and posing for the papers. The fact that he’d broken out every time we’d put him in there didn’t even make me stop and question whether Dr. Dubious’s idea was worthwhile. I just wanted to prove myself.


“So? What do you think?” She was getting impatient already. 


“That sounds way too good to be true, doc. What’s the catch?” I reeled my thoughts back from images of glory to question why we’d never used her potion. 


“Like I said, it’s untested. And Bulwark was too scared there might be side effects. It’s not like I can start human trials on anyone, either.” I could hear how put out she was by working for the good guys. We had ethics, standards, and a sense of morality. Sometimes, I wondered if she wouldn’t prefer working for the bad guys, but I would never dare voice those thoughts. 


Today, I found myself agreeing with her flexible moral code. Agreeing and willing to act upon it. 


“Well, if there are any side effects, it’s not like Raze is an innocent test subject. He brought this upon himself when he broke out of the Fort and started trashing downtown for the millionth time, right?” 


There was a long pause. “That’s exactly what I was thinking, Ms. Direction.” I could hear the creepy smile in her voice and knew she must be positively buzzing. I’d given her the green light to try her potion. “How soon can you be here?”


“You know I can be there in a matter of minutes.” It was my turn to smile. My super-speed was something I was never shy to boast about. 


“I’ll have it ready. See you soon.” 


I hung up and was speeding the two-hundred-mile distance to Dr. Dubious’s base before I had a chance to question myself or wonder what Bulwark might say upon his return. 




Two - Raze

“You puny people better stay out of my way if you know what’s good for you!” 


God, I loved this. After months spent cooped up in that godforsaken place, cutting loose, smashing things, and making the local police force cower was just what I needed. 


Every one of them flinched at my warning. Guns trained on me, but no one would dare let loose a single bullet. Why bother? My impervious skin would simply cause it to bounce off, risking some stupid bystander with the ricochet. 


I smiled at the head of the S.W.A.T team, relishing his helplessness. I knew it was only a matter of time until Bulwark showed up, but I would enjoy every minute of destruction until he did. Even when he did show up, I had an ace up my sleeve, thanks to Prof Pernicious. 


He was the one who sprung me out of the joint. Something about our head honcho, Diablo, finally having the means for me to defeat Bulwark. That sounded good to me, so here I was, kicking up a fuss and waiting for him to show. 


I punched another hole in the building next to me, the bricks buckling like paper against my fist. God, this felt good. 


I rained blow after blow against it, the foundations groaning under the stress. 


“C’mon, ain't one of you losers gonna even try and be a hero?” I goaded the watching crowd, everyone recording the chaos I was making with their phone. 


I blew out a frustrated exhale of disappointment that the only thing I would fight today was an inanimate building if Bulwark didn’t show like he should. That’s when I heard an unmistakable whooshing sound. I didn’t even have to turn around to know who it was.


“Ah, Ms. Direction. They sent you? Alone?” I couldn’t help but laugh at how helpless she looked. At least two feet shorter than me and with zero chance of stopping me. 


“Yeah, just little old me, here to kick your ass!” She was playing the part, but I could hear the waver in her voice. I could see her hands shaking as she stood up to me.


“Come on now. You know you don’t stand a chance against my strength.” I punched a hole in the building next to me to emphasize my point. She flinched at the raw power I possessed, and I couldn’t help but smile a little at how cute and helpless she looked. Cute, helpless, and downright sexy. It was a shame she wasn’t a villain.


She looked hot as hell in her skintight silver suit. Always did. Her huge breasts alone were enough to distract me, not to mention her wide, sweeping curves. I licked my lips and imagined all the things we could do together if she gave up her goodie two-shoes act for just one night. 


“Are you… are you ogling me?” She caught the gesture, her voice exasperated as my gaze lingered on her chest. 


“What? You’re hot. Maybe you should come work for Diablo. I bet you’d do well seducing folks instead of… whatever it is you do.” I snorted a laugh as her brow furrowed. 


“Super-speed. I’m the fastest woman alive, asshole!” 


I arched an eyebrow. “I’ll bet that could come in handy, too. Use it for much better things than fighting me.”


“Yeah? It also means I can get close to you without you even knowing it.”


“Oh, honey. You don’t need super-speed to get close to me.” My smirk grew. She snarled and shifted to a sprinting stance. “What? You going to take me on?” 


I was putting on a confident front, but how she was facing me down told me she had something up her sleeve—some kind of plan, device, or something designed to negate my super-strength. I would have to play this one more cautiously. Luckily, I had a plan of my own. 


Reaching into my tactical belt, I found the syringe the prof had concocted. It was designed to not only make me stronger but it would flood my body with testosterone, giving me a burst of anger enough to level a skyscraper. I intended to take it before fighting Bulwark, but he didn’t say how long the effects lasted. It might be fun to test it on Ms. Direction first. 


I fingered it and moved, ready to inject it. If she had something on her to stop me, surely this would give me an edge over her. 


“You gonna make a move?” I goaded her.


“You won’t even see it when I do.” She narrowed her eyes behind her mask, and I moved the syringe closer to my arm. 


“You think ‘cos I’m strong that I’m not fast? Try me.” I teased, our eyes locked as she reached behind her to grab something. “What ya got there?” 


“Oh, just something Dr. Dubious cooked up.” She twirled a small vial of purple liquid in her hand.


“Yeah? ‘Cos I got something from the prof. Something you ain’t ready for.” I presented the needle to her, filled with glowing yellow gunk. 


“You think you’ll even get a chance to use that on me?” It was her turn to mock me. I didn’t like that one bit. 


“It ain’t for you, sweets. This one’s for me….” I moved to press it into my arm.


“No!” She screamed, the sound hitting me at the same time as she did, knocking the syringe out of my hand and simultaneously smashing that damn purple vial into my face. 


It immediately turned into a gas, causing me to gasp and choke.


“What have you done?” I growled. I was really pissed off now. I didn’t care that she had thighs to die for; I was going to smash her pretty face into the ground. 


“I don’t know,” Her














