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Prologue: World’s Finest (Potential Slut)
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Emily Snow, better known by her villainous title as The Silver Queen, flipped through television channels, bored if not for the dutiful cunt-licker between her legs formerly known as Miracle Girl. Turning Jeanie from the powerful Miracle Girl to the dumb porn hero Miracle Ass was the most fun Emily had enjoyed in ages, but she could only do so much to the loyal slut before she was perfect. She needed something new and exciting to test her reality-warping powers and devious creativity.

Turning to a news report, the camera trained itself on a darting blur of blue and red punching through the body of some monstrous tentacled titan. Alien threats were popping up more frequently, which was no accident. The Silver Queen summoned the first few cosmic terrors to get the ball rolling, baiting the hook. She knew if she brought enough big, flashy monsters from space, she could fish for a truly powerful heroine to play with.

The Silver Queen's efforts brought her attention to Superiorgirl, the alien-born heroine touted as one of the world's strongest heroes. There was some truth to those claims, but the Queen found them boisterous. Who had the nerve to accept a title like that while Emily was around in her grand magnificence? A heroine like this deserved to get knocked down a peg or two.

She could snap her fingers and turn Superiorgirl into a pathetic pet to play alongside Princess, (formerly the vigilante, Blackwing,) but the Queen was looking for fun. If she learned anything from her obedient pet and her programmable fucktoy, satisfaction came from taking things slow. 

She had Superiorgirl's whole existence laid out before her: her body, her mind, her past, her life. She was a super-powered buffet of possibilities the universe offered up for The Silver Queen’s enjoyment.

The Silver Queen, in turn, would savor making small alterations to Superiorgirl's identity, inside and out, until she was something perfect. Then the alien upstart would know who was truly “Superior.”
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Chapter 1: Superior Fashion Sense
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Changes could come subtly at first. Nothing the heroine would notice; Emily learned to pace herself after starting Dixie with a boob blow-up and Jeanie with a super ass.

Altering Cara’s mind would be an easy place to start. It was easy not to question a change of fancy. Before things spiraled out of control, the Queen could start with subtle “improvements” to Superiorgirl’s taste in attire...
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THE LIFE OF A SUPERHERO was glamorous, but it came with its ups and downs like any lifestyle. It came with surreal experiences and heartbreaking losses. It also came with mild inconveniences. Cara Daniels returned to her apartment after her latest battle, miffed about the condition of her costume after a toxic kaiju decided to explode as one last fuck you. 

Saving Civic City was always fulfilling work, but the coating of alien guts on her costume really seeped into the super-durable fibers. The blue of her jumpsuit stained brown and green, which was not the hopeful brand she was going for. She’d be washing that out for a week, at least.

Stripping out of the gear, ready to throw herself into the shower until she ran out of hot water. She took a moment to look over her costume more closely. Past the muck. It was a respectable look; a full body blue jumpsuit with built in boots and a red shield across the chest.

It was a dignified look for a heroine reaching veteran status in the crime fighting scene, but she was aware of public opinion. There was a loud minority of her fans that missed her old costume and, more specifically, her skirt.

When she started out, she was young and ambitious. Talking heads on television tried discrediting her, poking fun at the use of “girl” in her codename and the impracticality of her skirt. They weren’t ready to hold those convictions when Superiorgirl landed on their recording stage to speak her mind. 

There was nothing wrong with embracing the femininity of her skirt, and it did not detract from her ability to kick ass as a hero. Maybe it was a little naïve and “girl power” coded, but it was satisfying wiping those shit-eating grins off a few conservative “reporters.”

Cara eventually changed over to a jumpsuit with pants because it made her look like a more serious heroine as she started approaching her thirties. At the time, it was one thing to leave in the past as she started a new chapter.

But now? She scrutinized the one-note uniform and questioned why blue pants suddenly made her more “serious.” They were practical and gender neutral, but it was not like her legs needed special protection. She was bulletproof with or without her costume. And why should she worry about being gender neutral when she was a proud heroine?

The more she looked at her leggings draped in the same blue as her body, the more she missed the splash of color from her old school look. Her jumpsuit was going to need a soak in a lava pit to get all the gunk out of its fibers anyway, so Cara needed a replacement in the meantime... 
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THE NEXT TIME SUPERIORGIRL hit the scene to deal with one of her villains, Livefire, she arrived with her red skirt fluttering in the city breeze, matching her old red boots and cape. The old costume even came with gold accents to compliment her shoulder-length blonde hair.

“Look at you, girl scout. Going retro?” The rogue twirled, surrounding herself in a vortex of fire that threatened the city park. “Or just like showing off those fit legs?”

Taking a deep breath, Superiorgirl exhaled a forceful breath of icy air, robbing Livefire’s vortex of its heat long enough to let the hero fly through and tackle her to the ground. “The classics never go out of style, right?” 

While Cara secured power-dampening cuffs around Livefire’s wrists, she noticed bystanders watching the arrest. It wasn’t uncommon for Cara to draw a crowd, but she wasn’t oblivious to the eyes glancing at her exposed legs.

“For the record?” Livewire muttered as she resigned herself to the authorities. “It’s a hot look.”

Superiorgirl grinned and held her tongue. She was confident in herself and her style. People could look if they wanted; her legs were not something she should feel shame over. She was not going to let a few salacious gazes or opinionated prudes pressure her into conforming to expectations again.
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THE RETURN TO HER OLD look ended up generating dozens of think pieces about the style choice being everything from woke hedonism to an anti-feminist setback. Cara scoffed at both ideas. She was not doing this for the male gaze, nor was she trying to make a sexual statement. She returned to the skirt because she was fond of her original costume and shouldn’t be bullied into changing herself to appease the media!

That said, the gazes, male, female, and otherwise, were definitely on Superiorgirl and she noticed. Early in her career, she would have felt uncomfortable, but she was an experienced heroine now and she could handle the attention. In fact, deep down, once she thought less about the sex-negative press and embraced the look, she accepted how much she enjoyed the appreciation of her adoring public. 

Superiorgirl was the people’s champion, and the people could handle a little flash of tan skin.
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