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Elastoman steadily released his grip.  The Queen was subdued by her own lust.  She breathed deep on her knees, looking to Elastoman with a face torn in conflict.

“I will grant you this,” the Queen said.  “If you can give me the climax that I crave then I will spare your life.”

Elastoman laughed.  “There is too much of that statement to counter.”

“Where do your issues lie?”

“Firstly, I’m going to make you come.”

The Queen smirked.

“Secondly, my life was never in danger.”

The Queen looked beyond Elastoman and scanned her gaze along the trees.

Cautiously, Elastoman turned around.  On almost every limb of every tree there stood the youthful members of Queen Amazonia’s royal guard.  To Elastoman they looked to be twenty-years-old, but the royal guard had been protecting Amazonia for hundreds of years, and they were doing it once more now.

Their fine-pointed spears were trained on Elastoman.  Even someone as bendy as he couldn’t contort around the coordinated attack of thirty high-speed projectiles.

Elastoman swallowed.  “My first point still stands.”

“For your arrogance I now request more than one orgasm,” the Queen said.

“How many would you like?”

The Queen thought a moment.  “Three.”

Elastoman raised an eyebrow but her knew better than to say anything more.  When your only ticket to survival is making a beautiful woman come three times, you’ve got off lightly.  He loosed his grip.

Queen Amazonia stood to her feet and motioned to her royal guard.  They un-cocked their throwing arms and stood at ease on the branches.

“Will they be watching?” Elastoman asked.

“They are always watching.”

Elastoman took another look back at the crowd.  They seemed excited.  The Amazonians didn’t care much for technology, which meant a distinct lack of all things porn.  This was the best they’d ever get.

“Procced,” the Queen said, looking down her nose at Elastoman.

You don’t stay single and super without bedding your fair share of women.  Elastoman’s good looks saw that he got more than his quota, and there was no shortage of groupies whose life goal was to be taken by a supe.  Shit, last July one of the tabloid magazines had featured a woman who had claimed to have had three of them.

Elastoman approached.  He stretched his arms up under the armpits of Queen Amazonia and then down over her shoulder.  His hands gripped at her breasts, and he stood before her, his face just beneath her big, plump tits that sat bound in her leather and gold bra.

“Let me just ...” Elastoman said, searching his fingers around the bra for the clasp.

“It’s between the two cups,” the Queen said.

The audience watched on intently as Elastoman unclasped the Queen’s bra.  He pushed it back off her shoulders and her beautiful breasts were revealed to them all, sitting pert and full on her athletic chest.

Elastoman felt his cock stiffen in his skin-tight suit.  Queen Amazonia looked down and spotted it.

“Does that stretch too?” she asked.

Elastoman nodded.  “Everything stretches.”

The Queen took a deep breath and her breasts rose with her shoulders.  As they dropped Elastoman claimed them and stretched his legs so that his mouth could reach to envelop her dark nipples.  He sucked fiercely and rejoiced in the moan that left the Queen.  Being so devoid of sex it was easy to get her going.  Elastoman couldn’t believe his luck.  From certain death to this!

He fed on her tits lovingly, switching between each and caressing them in turn.  His magic hands would wander up and down the sizeable beauty, squeezing and gripping her ass or stroking along her crotch.

“You’re doing well,” she said, breathing deep.  “Very ... well.”
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The nuclear silo had been abandoned for a few days.  Its staff would be fools to stick around, even under the threat of court-martial.  Queen Amazonia was famous for her no-nonsense approach to environmental justice, which often saw innocent people hurt as she fought to make the world greener.

Elastoman wasn’t much better.  He fought crime but sometimes the line between good and evil had a feathered edge.  He’d been deployed to Guatemala on a mission stemming from the highest power in the United States.  You don’t become a supe without making friends in high places.  Elastoman owed President Hunter a big favor after she pardoned him.

Ordinarily he’d squeeze his way through the perimeter fences, but Queen Amazonia had punched through those like they were made of wet bread.  The earth was scorched in places where the mercenaries had tried their luck against the Amazonians.

She sat in a courtyard outside the main complex, looking up at the blue sky.  Elastoman spotted her from some distance.  Eight-foot-women don’t exactly blend in well, not least when they’re one of the most beautiful women you’ve ever laid eyes on.

“They sent you?” Queen Amazonia shouted before Elastoman had even begun to approach.

“I see the explosions didn’t affect your hearing.”

Elastoman walked closer in his skin-tight blue suit.  To the casual observer he was nondescript, save for his dashing features and ludicrous dress-sense.  He stood around six feet when he wasn’t using his powers.  If he wanted to, he could stretch much taller, but there was rarely cause for it.

“They’re wreaking havoc here, Grant,” the Queen said.  “This isn’t right.  It’s too beautiful to have them ruin it.”

“They have to store them somewhere,” Elastoman said.  He and Queen Amazonia had rubbed shoulders before in happier times, when Elastoman wasn’t underneath the boot of the U.S government.

“They can’t store them in their own country?  They can’t disarm them altogether?”

“That’s a security risk, Amazonia you know that.  A people as secretive as yours should know all about security.”

Her fists clenched and her leather gauntlets creaked.  “But we kept to ourselves.  It was your interference that—”

“Not mine,” Elastoman interjected.  “I did nothing.”

“And that’s the point.  You sat there while your government dipped its finger into things it didn’t understand.  You’re as guilty as the rest of them.”

Elastoman gave a look of condolence, but he liked the Queen when she was pouting.  “I’m sorry, but I have to do this.”

As she breathed deep her breasts bunched in her gold-rimmed bikini.  She looked to Elastoman.  “You’re just another puny man deep down.”

She stood to her feet and brandished the sword that ran down the length of her long spine.  It was almost as tall as her foe.

“If you leave here then this can all end in peace,” Elastoman tried.

“There is never any peace where they are involved.  Only more lies and destruction.  If I can return one U.S stronghold to the wild and drive out their influence in countries that don’t concern them, then I’ll have done my job.”

“And what makes you any better?” Elastoman said, facing off against the towering beauty.

“I don’t lie about the people I kill.”

She swung for Elastoman, bringing the sword around her in a sweeping arc.  The metal resonated as it cut through the humid jungle air.

Elastoman was blessed with lightning reflexes, even against the swift attacks of Queen Amazonia.  He was able to contort his body away from each attempt to cut him in half.

Amazonia stalked her way around Elastoman who made sure he faced his foe front-on.  “Tell me little worm, if I cut you in half, do both ends of you survive?” she sneered.

Elastoman smiled.  He could appreciate a good put-down.  “Tell me, Queen, does Amazonia have a Princess ready to take the throne.”

“Yes, it does.”

“And is she as beautiful and vengeful as her predecessor?”

“Beauty is in the eye of the beholder.”

“And vengeance?”

“Vengeance wouldn’t be necessary if not for the mistakes of old, white men.”

Elastoman laughed.  “I never had you down as a liberal.”

On Queen Amazonia’s next attack Elastoman grabbed her wrist.  He used all his strength to keep the sword from striking him, but Amazonia was persistent.  The glistening blade continued towards its destination, only much slower now.

Elastoman eyed the blade as it approached his forehead.  He wasn’t beyond playing dirty.  His fingers stretched out and reached up towards Queen Amazonia’s face, where they very deliberately probed right inside her nostril.

She immediately broke her grip and recoiled, frowning down on Elastoman who was doing his best not to laugh.

“What?” he asked.  “Not used to having a man inside you?”

“There is no man that can handle the power of our women.”

“I’ve always been dying to know how you kept your lineage going.  All those beautiful women and not a man in sight.”

Amazonia dropped her sword and readied herself for hand-to-hand combat.  “We select them,” she said.  “When they prove themselves to be worthy.”

“So there a bunch of worthy guys out there that have bedded the women of Amazonia.”

“There are.”

“Bullshit!  How come we never hear about them?”

“If you heard about them, they would not be worthy.”

The gorgeous giant struck a quick jab right into Elastoman’s forehead before he had chance to move.  His eyes rolled back briefly, and his vision swirled with foggy, black clouds.

Her other fist took aim and sunk straight into Elastoman’s ribcage.  Any normal person would have suffered several broken ribs, but instead Elastoman’s bones moved aside all by themselves, deadening the impact of the super-hook.

Queen Amazonia smiled.  She knew she’d landed a good hit.  Elastoman tried to return the smirk.  He wiped the fresh blood from his nostril.

“Everyone has a weakness, my Queen.”

“Amazonia has no weakness.”

“Then I guess I can add hubris to the list.”

“It is a fact!  Boasts are for mortals.”

Amazonia swung her fists in a rage.  The punches were less calculated and Elastoman spotted his opening.  He spun his arm into a loop and blocked the attack, wrapping tight around the Queen’s wrists, binding them.
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