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Summary:


Genos's life is spiraling out of control. Everything is happening so fast, and next thing he knows, is that Caped Darkness is in his life and he needs to seriously re-evaluate his actions.
A weird tale about the most powerful villain alive, and his cute cyborg hero.
[Status: Completed]






Notes:


        (See the end of the work for notes.)
    














Chapter 1: The Rude Beginning
    


Notes:
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Chapter Text

He should have never picked a fight.
Genos cursed his sense of justice. He laid there in pieces, looking at his ripped up arm, dangling right over his shredded body. This had been a fight he should not have lost; should not have underestimated. Seeking out monsters was every hero's duty, but sometimes you just weren't strong enough. Sometimes, the heroes didn't win, no matter how hard they tried. How was he supposed to take down the cyborg he swore his vengeance to? Was this really the end?
“Well, look at that. Looks like someone got in a little...over their HEAD!” The monstrous skeleton cackled at him. Genos was upside down, appendages ripped off and scattered all around him. Not only had his body been utterly destroyed, it was just his luck to also have to endure bad jokes now, all at his expense, while the villain took his sweet time to give him the final blow. He wanted this to end. He wanted silence.
With one graceful bow, the monster picked up his right hand, inspecting the gadget and moving the fingers into various positions. Fists, Peace signs, ambiguous forms. It was utterly humiliating, having one’s own body modified by a hated foreign entity, toying with him.
“Wow, these flamethrowers sure are...HANDY!” The skeleton almost fell over backwards, laughing at his own joke, throwing the useless appendage and hitting the cyborg straight in the face.
Genos grunted. He wanted to just self-destruct, to end it all, but there was one big flaw.
“Hey, pops, let’s get outta here while there ain't any more heroes coming for our hides!”

There were more.

“Awe, geez, why do you gotta spoil mah fun?” A whole gang to be exact. They were all skeletons of various shapes and sizes, some with animal bones swapped out for their human equivalent. They looked frightening, but what was worse than their appearance was their sense of humor. Genos was sure that if his legs had still been attached, he would have just fled the scene, leave this whole mess behind. Earlier, he had torn through the first two members with ease, breaking and incinerating their bones. But these monsters had managed to use their bones and fallen comrades as weapons, slicing through his appendages with ample speed and brute force. Reassembling themselves, over and over again.
Everything was a wreck. Houses torn to shreds and streets ablaze. These monsters had stopped at nothing to make a mess out of the western part of City Z, a place with luckily no human population. There had only been one casualty. Genos and his sanity.
He gritted his metal teeth, thinking of any possible way he could escape this situation, but his torso just wouldn’t budge without his appendages. He couldn't even wiggle into a more dignified position, having to look at the world upside down. He had been in over his head. Literally.
“Pack up, boys. I'mma take a hot sec to show his pup how we grieve for our fallen brethren.” This was it. It was finally over. Genos activated his core, waiting for the perfect moment to take out as many monsters as possible. It was a laughable ending to his tragic story. Giving his life to incinerate pun slinging skeletons. It hurt. A small piece of him didn't want to die, wanted to achieve his goal, wanted to see the next day. It hurt so bad to count his seconds, to time the right moment to kamikaze and take as many with him as he could.
He wouldn't even kill them all. His death would literally be pointless.
Genos was a hero. He had given his life to protect civilians, to make the world a better place, and to kill that damned cyborg that taken the life of his parents. He didn't have anything else to aspire to be. No one to come home to. That meant that his death here would not affect the world one bit, Genos bitterly remembered.
“Take ye last breath, demon. Yaw about to be back where you belong. In hell!” The monster stopped right in front of him, humerus bone in hand and ready to shred his torso into pieces. This would be his execution.
-last measure- start up.

-Ten seconds to incineration-
His hearing and vision shifted, sending the remaining energy his body could muster into the energy core in his heart. The blast range would be only about half a kilometer wide, him being at the center. He didn't have all that much power left after fighting the reassembling monsters.

-seven second to incineration-

Genos shifted a little, turning his face to look at the approaching monster. He was clueless that death was near. If Genos had to die here, he would take this freak and his terrible clowns with him, see them in hell where they belonged.

-five second to incineration-

“What'cha smiling about, kid” Oh, you'll see. Just once more step and-
BOOM!
A shock wave so powerful it destroyed the entire block and blew away his aggressors, leaving a bunch of broken rubble and monsters along the avenue of destruction. There was a clean raze through the entire west part of the city, a fine line of utter desolation.
Genos looked in horror. His eyes had been reduced to black and white vision, but since he was still alive. He cancelled program -last measure- and let the electricity run back to his eye sockets. Frantically, he tried to scan for any sort of foreign beings entering the scene, but with all the dust and debris, it was very hard to make out anything.
“Boys, scram! This dude ain't messing around!” Bones started clanking and the rest of the gang tried to scatter, but to no avail. A dark figure pounded them all into dust, with unparalleled speed and ferocity that knew no bounds. Splintering bone and blood curdling screams filled the air as the massacre took place. They were done for.
Genos powered his ocular devices back up with energy, looking at the upside down world that was now more of a wasteland than before. The blow had been powerful enough to vaporize most of the skeletons in its path, and with the others declining in numbers, he had a hard time to pinpoint what was going on. The fight was all over the place, no movement traceable. The monsters fell, one by one, leaving craters to mark their grave.
Suddenly, as the last monster fell, the shadowy figure stopped, looming over the last destroyed remains. It had not been a minute, and the fight had been over. Scratch that, not even half a minute. This had been a power display of epic proportions, with no intent on mercy and kindness. The figure came closer into Genos's field of vision.
“To think I would get this lucky today.” There was the man. And he....uh...
...was very ordinary looking.
A bald man, dressed in a white shirt and jeans shorts, sporting a triumphantly stupid grin on his face. He crossed arm and looked smugly at the mess he had made, turning and approaching the cyborg.
“You're the demon cyborg, am I correct? S-class hero?” As the man made his way over, he picked up the remaining pieces of Genos's appendages. This man walked as if he had no care in the world, like time was an illusion, like he didn't just blast half a city out of existence. This man had raw power, with speed like none Genos had seen before. Sporting a carefree grin.
“Who are you?!” Genos choked out.
“Huh?”
“Sir, I asked who you are?”
There was no hero with power anywhere remotely close to this man's! Genos would have known! The path of total destruction was evidence that this man was closer to a god than any human he had ever met. The Hero association would have been hounding this man, paying him millions of dollars to keep the world safe. And, by the display of power the cyborg had just witnessed, the world would have been free of any calamity.
“Oh, you don't know me?”
“I'm afraid not, sir.”
“Well, this is awkward.”
The man scratched the back of his head, looking at the upside down cyborg. He crouched down to face the cyborg stuck in the rubble, resting his face between his fingers and contemplating his actions.
“Well, I thought you would. I'm kinda famous.” He exclaimed.
“I apologize, sir! Thank you very much for gathering my body parts! If you hadn't saved me, I would have surely died!”
The man just stared wide eyed at the cyborg, scratching his head and seemingly out of words. He seemed like just a random civilian, nothing out of the ordinary. Just out of place!


“Thank me? Well, that's never happened before. Uhm...”
What? Who was this man anyway? Defeating monsters and saving damsels, didn't that automatically earn anyone total praise from society? That was how heroes worked, no matter the rank. There was no way a god could banish monsters and defend the values of justice without a single 'thanks'. Genos couldn’t...no, wouldn't stand for it. Once they got everything settled with the Hero association, this man would be a legend.
“Sir, who exactly are you?”
“Well, uhm...”
“CAPED DARKNESS! What are you doing here!” A hooded Ninja had entered the scene, pointing a sword to the man that had just saved his life.
Oh.
OH.
The bald man's face twisted into a frown, eyebrows furrowing. He did not seem happy.
Caped Darkness was the name given to the most notorious villain in the world, a true beacon of destruction. The man and his minions had destroyed entire cities, killing people without any regard, and making a fool of the hero association by weeding out rookies and senior heroes alike. So many had fallen to the fists of terror, hands that could make even the ground weep. There were entire mountain ranges missing from the full destructive powers unleashed by the mysterious villain.
It took less than one second for Genos's data center to realize how close to being a stain on the ground he was. If this man was really who the ninja claimed he was, then the bald man surely was...infamous. Quite so. The strongest man alive, and number one villain on the Hero Association's radar. His bounty was unprecedented, and next to nothing was known about him. He had destroyed cities, cratered entire country sides, and killed even the toughest beings known to man.
Yet, nobody knew who Caped Darkness was. People didn't live to see another day once they crossed paths with the villain, they were just eradicated. Since so little lived to tell the tale, he had just become more of a legend; a man that no one had seen and that destroyed with no boundary. He killed everyone, heroes and villains without prejudice. His motives were elusive at best, and the man didn't ever leave clues to help the association track him down.
He was an enigma.
And it looked like Genos would be his next victim. Or at least one of them.
“I don't have time for this, Sonic!” Caped Darkness stood up, glaring at the intruder.
The ninja was also unknown to Genos. It took a lot of guts and audacity to speak to the most powerful man on earth, and seeing as how Darkness even recognized the man, meant that he was also probably a villain. A strong one at that.
What had Genos's life become? Why was he here, lopsided, as two villains just stared angrily at each other? It beat having to listen to terrible puns any day, but his day had just gone from bad, to good, to worse.
“DON'T HAVE TIME? Are you kidding me! It took me forever to find you! Fucking let me fight you already!”
“Urg, can't you see that I'm busy!” The bald man groaned.
“With what? Looking at dumb metal?! That kid is as good as dead! No need to quicken the process.”
“Yeah. My sentiments exactly. Fuck off!”
“Asshole.” The ninja disappeared into thin air, making the bald man shift back to a standing position. He looked bored already.
Air blew around them as a strong gust of wind bounced off the boulders all around them. Genos had to use an immense amount of energy to locate the ninja, jumping around as he readied his blade for an attack. He was faster than sound could carry, having his afterimage travel around them in circles as he readied his blow; intent to kill on his face. This enthusiasm wasn't shared with the other villain, however. Caped Darkness looked bored out of his mind as he just closed his eyes and crossed his arms, paying little attention to where this Sonic man bounced off next. It seemed like this wasn't the first time they had fought. Had someone seriously challenged the most powerful evil in this world and lived to see another day?
The final blow was about to hit. The ninja would strike from the left, barely visible to the cyborg's eye. He moved his katana with the accuracy of a surgeon, aiming his blade at the back of Darkness's head. Intent to slice the entire thing off.
His blade never hit.
The ninja’s own speed was his demise. The force of his body flying towards the villain was easily deflected as the Caped Darkness grabbed his hand and tossed him into one of the larger boulders, a big crater now engulfing his body. He was still intact, in one piece with no blood spilling out of a mangled corpse. According to Genos's sensors, the man was still alive.
What was going on? What had he just witnessed?
The bald man looked at his work, looking unconcerned for his aggressor. He just crossed his arms again and let out a deep sigh, turning back to the cyborg with a contemplative look on his face.
“Listen, Demon cyborg. This might sound strange, but please try not to struggle.” The villain crouched back down to him, looking a hell lot more concentrated now. “I need you for something, and I can't have you die along the way.”
The man reached out to him, about to grab his mangled torso, but Genos wouldn't let him. He wiggled with all the power he could muster up, making the man inch back a bit to look at the wiggly body. It sure was a strange sight!
“I'd rather die than help you!”
“Well, please don't do that!” Was this man for real?
“Why should I help you! You're evil! I should self-destruct on the spot!”
“That would do very little. You're almost out of power... I wouldn't even feel the impact.” The villain looked quite nervous now.
“I am not helping you!”
“Well then, just...sleep it off.” Caped Darkness ended the conversation as he picked up the torso from the rubble and threw it over his shoulder, much to the others protest. He oriented himself in the crushed city block and started to head down a broken down alley, stopping mid track. The villain turned around and saw approaching silhouettes in the distance, coming towards the two.
“Shit. Stupid heroes...” With a nervous frown he took off, clutching the cyborg over his shoulder and some appendages in his other arm.
–-
Everything went by too quick. They had traveled through City Z so fast that Genos's internal GPS couldn’t pick up his location or route. It had been less than two minutes and they were already on the outskirts, a place where no one lived and infrastructure was in shambles. These parts of town were uninhabited and riddled with monsters, driving out a very terrified populous. The cyborg had no idea what the villain was doing in these parts of town; surely he would have some sort of super-secret lair on a remote island somewhere, untraceable and impenetrable.
They had stopped by a rundown complex, one of the only things not totally destroyed in the area. Genos was dumbfounded when Darkness took out a set of keys and unlocked a door to a rundown apartment building, last one in the row. The complex itself was hardly bigger than an average house would be, so the insides must have been unbearably compact. It was tiny!
They entered the door and Darkness took him deeper into the house. It was just as small inside as the cyborg had predicted. One living room, one kitchen, and one bathroom. It would be uncomfortable for any regular human to live in a tiny space like this, let alone the most powerful man in the universe. There surely was a purely evil reason for them to be here. Probably torture.
“Well, home sweet home...”

What. There must have been a mistake. There had to be one.

“Caped Darkness, there is no way you live here!”
“What? But I do?” Impossible.
“There is no way! You are the most powerful man in the world! How can you live in a tiny shack like this?”
This must have been some kind of plot to keep the cyborg from finding his super-secret lair.
The man tensed up, looking at his apartment. “It's not that bad. I'm only a single dude. Being a villain doesn't pay very well.”
“Don't you just take whatever you want anyway?” Genos asked spitefully. Villains were the worst.
“Why would I do that? That's rude!”
Genos just blankly stared at the man carrying him, shutting up real quick. It all just seemed so surreal to him, being rescued by the worst criminal in history and having an argument over the size of his living quarters. It almost felt like he had gone delusional.
His daze was cut short as he was heaved onto the couch, arms and legs by his side.
“Well, small or not, make yourself at home!” the man smiled warmly down at him.
“Caped Darkness!” This madness had to stop.
“Huh?”
“What purpose do you have keeping me alive? I am a liability to you, so why are you treating me this way? What is your motive?”
“Well...”
“Why have you brought me here?”
“How do I say this...”
The man was deeply in thought, rubbing his bald head and looking at the cyborg with a contemplative frown. He seemed so out of place, like an ordinary human. There was nothing flashy about this villain, no cheesy lines, no absurd costume. He could blend in with the crown and no one would notice.

How was this man the most powerful being in the universe?

“...I'm holding you hostage.”




Notes:


So this is something new. Don't get me wrong, Smut is my baby, but there is nothing better than a good comedy and action Fan Fiction. This will be a slower build to romance, and of course the rating will go up later. Lots of comedy and plot, and minimal angst probably too. You know, the works! It's good for your soul!
That being said, let me know what you think so far. Leave a comment. Of anything really. News, puzzles, or a genuine review. I love getting feedback, and they really motivate!
















Chapter 2: Dark Horse
    


Summary:


Genos and Darkness have a little...chat.
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Chapter Text

“...I'm holding you hostage.”

What.

Fear. Unadulterated fear swept through the cyborg's core as that sentence sunk in. He could feel the chills down to his every data bit, trying to calculate every possible outcome this could have on the world around him. How did this man find out about the Demon Cyborg? Had he been targeted by Caped Darkness on purpose? Was this some kind of big heist? The villain had to have planned this out; To get to the hero at his weakest point, right before he was on the on the brink of death! That meant that a considerable amount of thought and effort must have gone into this kidnapping.
Genos still couldn't grasp the situation. At what point had he fallen into the trap? The skeletons earlier didn't seem like they had enjoyed the pounding too much. The massacre had been to real, so where had it all gone wrong? Darkness had said that it had been his lucky day, so maybe it had all been a coincidence. Genos was just at the wrong place at the wrong time. That must have been it.

 
But that aside, who was the villain targeting with this threat? The doctor was the only person the cyborg could name from the top of his head that would care about his sorry metal ass. He certainly had funds, but it was not like he was extremely wealthy! Darkness had mentioned earlier that he didn't take from people, what a lie! He had just confessed to kidnapping the cyborg, so kindness was probably out the window. 

 
Maybe the villain wanted some weapons of mass destruction, something that could terrorize the city? That was a more realistic possibility. Dr. Stench was surely capable of making the most inhumane weapons known to man, but that didn't mean he would. He was a scientist of justice! He would more than likely choose the millions of lives of civilians over the cyborg. Surely Darkness would expect that much!

Genos took a long hard look at this man. A villain... but he just looked so ordinary! Nothing about him screamed 'criminal mastermind'. Hell, even with the display of power Genos had witnessed at the battle earlier he hadn't been able to connect the dots. Had it not been for that ninja, he would have hailed Caped Darkness the savior of all. The ultimate hero.

Now hadn't that been a sudden turn of events.

Thanks to that Sonic villain, he could see Darkness for what he truly was. A vile criminal. A man that was better off dead and had no place in a world with heroes. A world Genos swore to protect. Heroes would always strive to eliminate this man, would always fight to see the good prevail!
Genos would stand up for what is right; would not let Darkness oppress justice!
“Caped Darkness...what are you holding me hostage for...” Fear quickly turned into livid anger. Hatred, pure fury as the cyborg tried his best to not let it show on his face. He had to stay level headed before he would reduce this entire god-forsaken place to a pile of ruble. There was no way in hell that Genos would allow this man to get what he wanted. He would fight to the bitter end, die, to protect the innocent civilians of this world. He would never let anyone do what the evil cyborg had done to Genos all those years ago. He would fight...
...and if he died saving millions, then it would be worth it.
“Hmmm? Well, I need the Hero Association to do me a favor.” the man still seemed bored, but didn't take his gaze off of the cyborg. 
The Hero Association? 
“A favor from the Association.” This man was out of his mind. There was no way that they would budge to give into his petty requests. The pride and honor of every hero alive was represented with the Association, and to cave into the will of an evil villain would be the pinnacle of utter humiliation. 
The cyborg didn't care what this favor was. Genos had heard enough, and he saw red.
Initiating -last measure- 

-10 seconds to incineration-
All the energy left in his robotic body drained and headed to the core for one, final move. He would probably not kill Darkness with the explosion, but he would definitely prevent him from getting his way. Take down this entire rotten complex with him, with all its stupid tiny apartments. The cyborg could almost rest in peace just knowing that he had destroyed the place Darkness called home.

-7 seconds to incineration-

Lights started to flicker around his chest area as the electricity overloaded into one powerful, tight ball. He could feel his vision darken, turn to black and white as he looked straight into the villains eyes. The hate he felt in his core dampened his will to survive, to live and see another day. He loathed this man, unlike he had any of the monsters today. This wasn’t a petty criminal. This man had hadn't just caught Genos on a bad day, but had actually calculated out a plan to kidnap the cyborg and extort the Association.
“Wait! Hold that shit! I haven't even explained myself!” Darkness was now a little more lively, realizing what would take place in a few seconds. He was too late.
“I've heard enough”

-5 seconds to incineration-

“God dammit, STOP!”
Resistance was futile. This villain could not convince Genos to stop the explosion. He would not kill the man, but he damn sure wouldn't just sit there and be his pretty hostage. This was what Genos was made for, a machine that royally pissed of all the evils in this world. 
Now, Darkness panicked. There was something in his eyes, fear probably, as he looked at the glowing chest that would explode any second. He had messed with the wrong hero, and Genos would make sure he payed dearly.
“I'll see you in hell, Darkness”

-3 seconds to incineration-

One day. Not today, but surely someone would bring Darkness to justice...
“I'M NOT EVEN A VILLAIN'” Darkness screamed, bracing himself for the impact of a high power missile. Genos was weak, almost powerless, but he still had enough energy to blast this hellhole out of City Z. It would probably not even scratch the villain, but leave him without a house and home... and without a hostage. Two things that were really, really bad.
It was funny, really, cause the explosion never happened.
Darkness was very still, shielding his torso with his arms on reflex, eyes shut tight.

So very human.

“What?” Had Genos just heard right?
“Huh?” Slowly Darkness calmed himself, looking around at his tiny apartment to make sure everything was still standing before returning his gaze back to the metal torso on his sofa.
“What do you mean by 'I'm not a villain?’” Genos had paused the self-destruct program, letting the shock and curiosity get the better of him. He knew darn well that listening to the bald man was a bad idea, but the way he looked, panicked, like a little child that was about to be slapped...Genos had to pause.
“Exactly what I said! I'm sick and tired of being labeled that. I'm not even evil! The Association has it all wrong!”
Genos was dumbstruck, wondering what the hell he had just heard. Darkness was the greatest evil. His minions were all over the place, causing distress to society.
A slow chuckle left the cyborg as he just stared at the man in front of him, looking at his confused expression.
“What?” the blond asked through a laugh.
“Huh?” Darkness retorted.
“You don't want to be a villain?” This was priceless.
“No! Who the hell would?” Genos couldn't help himself as a deep laugh erupted. He couldn't believe what he was hearing. Darkness, didn't want to be a villain. How cute.
“You're kidding me, right?”
Darkness looked baffled, taken aback as if laughter was not really the reaction he was expecting. He just glared at the cyborg, with his dumb wide eyes. He looked completely sincere.
“No, it’s pretty true.”
“Darkness, you have committed way too many crimes. There is no way the Hero Association would ever believe you!” Surely this was a joke. Just like Genos's entire day had been. One big, stupid joke.
“No! I really haven't even done anything all that bad!” Confusion melted into frustration. It seemed like Darkness didn't like being called a villain.
“You and your giant minion completely destroyed City B! There were craters everywhere, thousands dead! The entire city was in shambles!” That had been one of the biggest atrocities committed against the civilians. The giant had whipped paths of destruction, punching the buildings and going on a rampage in the center of town, creating a hole so deep that scientists were still exploring it. His power had been very similar to Darkness's own, almost like a failed experiment. Reports had said that the monster had gone crazy, and that after all the destruction, Darkness had put him out of his misery. 
“I have no idea who that dude was! He just wrecked the shopping center I was at and I took him down! He even tried to kill me! All the destruction was his fault!”
Genos huffed. This man must have been crazy if he thought that the cyborg would believe him!
“You threw a comet onto City M! Half the city was wiped out! Was that also just an accident?” Genos was not very often rude, but this was an exception. And he had all right to be. The reports had said that Darkness had shattered the meteor, sending it flying all over City M. It had all happened so fast, people couldn't evacuate and were caught in the fiery rain. It had been devastating!
“No, you got it all wrong! The meteor was about to hit City Z! I just deflected it, and then it... shattered! I didn't want to hurt anyone! My own city was about to be wrecked!” Darkness was passionate about this, gesturing wildly as he explained.
Genos just couldn't believe him. He started doubting everything, all the reports, all the stories. This was a dangerous road to tread on, one that would lead him down an unknown path.
If this story was true, even though City Z would have made a much better target for the meteor and its destruction, he could not blame Darkness. You couldn't fault someone for protecting themselves, even if the outcome had been horrific. It had been selfish, sure, but definitely not evil.
Genos was starting to loose his footing. His world was turning upside down as he processed all this information. Everything he knew to be true about Darkness could be false, could have been a bad accident, causing the man to be portrayed as the worst villain in history.
“Then why did you kill all those heroes?” This struck deep with the bald man. He looked sad all of the sudden. His gesturing stopped and he looked down onto the floor.
“I don't really intent to kill anyone. Most of them just get caught in the cross fire of other monsters, and they try to kill me once they realize who I am!” Sadness shifted to anger as Darkness gritted his teeth. “I really don't care about this entire hero and villain bullshit.”
Well, Genos couldn't just disregard all those lives as a simple casualty of war, but was that it? Were all the stories false? There sure had been some mountain ranges missing, but now that Genos thought about it, most crimes were attributed to minions that claimed they followed the great Caped Darkness, leaving the Association to wonder which were genuine attacks by the villain. The man very seldom was documented to be on sight, allowing for his image to never fully be taken. The perfect criminal, untraceable and enigmatic. All people every got was blurry shapes, as if Darkness just emerged out of the crowds, unseen by the public.
Genos was...speechless. He didn't know weather to believe the bald man, but his logic and emotions didn't seem to far fetched. No one knew the motive behind Caped Darkness's schemes. The only thing they had in common were the desolation they left in their wake, with thousands of people dead. Darkness was a headache to figure out, and even the top psychologists at the Association couldn't predict his movements.
Maybe there was a grain of truth to the sad tale. Perhaps this was all just one big, bad misunderstanding.
“Darkness...Tell me this. What exactly do you want from the Hero Association?”
This was no time to get carried away. Even if the villain had an ounce of innocence in him, he had still kidnapped an S-class hero, full intent to keep him for ransom. That alone was a severe crime and made the bald man liable. However, it seemed that his plan was a lot less grave than the cyborg had initially thought. Genos slowly calmed down. Energy redistributing itself back in his body. He had so little left.
“Well, all I really want is for them to remove my bounty. I want to be taken off the villain list.”
“How would that solve your problem?” Darkness stopped and actually thought about his response this time. He had an audience with the cyborg and he had to convince him now, or die trying.
“For starters, it would keep the damn heroes off my back...”
“Not like you think it would, Darkness. The Hero association knows next to nothing about you, let alone your face. I don't see how that would be very effective. Heroes would still rush to fight the monsters.”
“What? They don't know what I look like?” How was any of this news? Surely this man was informed about trivia like that.
“No, and they're very adamant about any information pertaining your image or whereabouts. They take you quite seriously.”
This gave the villain a second to pause and contemplate. He seemed just as uneasy as the cyborg.
“Well then, it would also totally help with my villain problem. So many brats try to fight me now a days thanks to that stupidly high reward they have. Are you sure the Association isn't giving them my name and face, cause it's not like I'm trying to fight. I'm just a man that beats up monsters for fun!”
What kind of stupid hobby was that? Not even heroes did that! They protected the civilians, not engaged fights randomly.
“I doubt this will work like you want it to.”
“...yeah, probably.” The man looked like all hope had drained him, apathy for life written all over his face. He wasn't the man Genos had thought he had been, this man was truly desperate for a little bit of normalcy in his life, just a break from being the evil he truly wasn't.
...Or he was a damn fine actor. One of the two. 
“Listen. If your plan does work, and the Association eliminates your criminal record, will you cease to be a nuisance to the public?”
“I don't really know how to answer that. I still want to fight monsters, but I guess I would have to stop that too. I'm too strong. They would notice me again.”
That much was true. If darkness didn't cease the random fights, they would be back to square one. No real reason to do this entire shindig at all, if the outcome was the same.
“So you're saying that, if I go along with this demand of yours, you would stop being part of this all together?” This conversation was over, and he didn't feel like pestering the man with more questions. All he needed was one last confirmation.
“Yea-”
“I accept”
“What?” It was comical how fast the Darkness's face whipped up to give him an incredulous look. He looked so funny, wide eyed and confused. It was his turn to be baffled!
“I accept your terms. I will not fight you, nor will I detonate. Promise to uphold this agreement, ceasing all intentions to fight monsters for fun. I have gathered enough information about you, your whereabouts and face, general attitude. I will not hesitate to share it with the world if you don't keep your end. If you don't stop, they will know everything about your real identity, and they will keep pestering you.” Genos was treading a very thin line. He was demanding things from the most powerful man in the world, almost blackmailing him into the agreement. Darkness could easily just kill him here, but then he would have to look for another way to achieve his goal.
The cyborg prayed that the villain had been sincere, that this wasn't just a giant act. This would be a big win-win situation for both parties. Darkness would gain his freedom, and the Hero Association would loose their toughest case yet. It sounded almost too good to be true.
“I guess, yeah. I'll stop fighting... it's gotten really boring anyway.” The man looked quite let down.
“Then you have a deal, Darkness.”
“Saitama.” 
What? The cyborg almost gaped at Darkne-no, Saitama!. He had just told him his real name! This information was worth millions to the Association, and he just fully trusted Genos with it. Not that he had much to fear, the cyborg would uphold their promise, but this was more he could use to pressure the him into commitment.
“Saitama...” It rolled nicely off his tongue.
“I really hate that stupid villain name.” Saitama nervously rubbed the back of his head. They had just left a tense conversation, one that would affect the bald man very seriously. If Genos cooperated, this entire spiel would go along much smoother, and better yet, be more convincing. The cyborg could act his part, convincing the Association to meet the man's demands. Saitama would have to explain to them that he would cease his attack on the heroes and citizens out of the kindness of his heart, making them believe that it would be in their greatest interests to comply. Tell them that all activity of villains should not be attributed to his name. It would take some luck, too, but the reputation that Caped Darkness had over the entire system could work in their favor. It would take some acting.
Genos felt a little dirty and wicked to go along with this, but the outcome was worth it.
They could do it.
Saitama seemed like quite the likable character, but in the end the cyborg would do this for the Association. One less villain to worry the citizens, and a hell lot of relief on the funds that went into his tracking ‘evil.’
“You have a deal, Saitama.”
“Good. Uhm...” The bald man gestured over to Genos's wrecked body. “...are you going to be okay like that? You don't have a charger, do you? Is there like some kind of mechanic that can fix your parts?”
“No.” Genos trusted Saitama to keep his word, but surely not enough to tell him about Dr. Stench. He would keep the scientist out of this. It was not his cross to carry and the cyborg didn't feel like giving the infamous man any information on his personal life. Arms and legs could wait.
“Well then, do you eat? I'm starving!” All care in the world was gone. Saitama strode out of the living room and into the little connective kitchen, trowing on a pink apron. The sight alone made Genos stifle a laugh. The most notorious 'villain' was wearing the frilly outfit with no shame, pulling out ingredients and utensils to cook! It was quite a cute sight.

Cute, eh?

That was not something he should ever use to describe a man that could pound an entire city into dust, but the carefree attitude that suddenly filled the room was quite calming. The tension from their previous agreement forgotten. 
“Yeah, I do eat.”
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Chapter Text

Genos was having a great time.
Missing arms and legs aside, he had not been this entertained in years. His life was usually filled with grueling assignments, stupid villains, and a whole lot of research on cyborgs. Not much free time to actually cherish life, to sit down and enjoy one's self.

 
That didn't stop him from mentally chuckling at the sight before him.

 
There was Saitama, working his magic in the kitchen like it was no one's business. He was humming a soft tune, completely oblivious to the fact that he was being watched, recorded. Genos told himself that this would be purely potential blackmail material, but a small part of him knew that he would probably watch it over and over again for a good laugh. He would definitely not show this to anyone, whether or not Saitama actually kept his promise. Yes, seeing the most notorious man in the world in a pink apron would demoralize many other criminals, especially ones that looked up to Saitama, but in the end that would not be the correct choice of action. Also...the man could kill him. Easily.

Dark thoughts aside, this was hysterical!
Now, while the act of cooking and humming wasn't what was intriguing the cyborg, the whole entire context of the situation was. He was here, laying in an abandoned city, with the most powerful man alive being so domestic. What was even funnier, was the fact that said man was cooking for Genos. They had been enemies not even an hour ago, and suddenly it had all been forgotten. 
Had Saitama not told Genos about his true intentions, this all would have never happened. He would have died, blowing up this entire stupid apartment with its tiny kitchen. It all seemed surreal now, looking back, memories fresh. The digital side of Genos was still trying to sort out all the emotions and data he had gone through the last hour, so much had happened in the short span. 
Glancing over to his arms and legs, the cyborg sighed. He would have to deeply rely on Saitama for the next few days. Maybe they could even get to know each other better. Genos was definitely interested in the man and his body. How had he gotten this powerful? Was it like a serum or spell that gave him the ability to crater the world? He would definitely have to ask down the road.
Oh. It seemed like Saitama was finished. Dinner was ready.
“So...Uh... Demon, how do you want to do this?” Saitama came back with two bowls of curry in hand. They were steaming, and the aroma was fantastic. It was even better, since the man still wore that god awful pink apron. The cyborg certainly liked it.
“Saitama. I apologize for my current state. Seeing at how I can't eat on my own, I will have to rely on you.” Genos wasn't flustered one bit. He was still having the time of his life, and he could turn those stupid emotions off. Also, this man had kidnapped him, so he had nothing to prove! 
Yet, it was quite delightful to have such a powerful man take care of him. Hero or not, Genos was a smug asshole. He was getting maximum enjoyment out of this!
Saitama sat the two hot bowls on top of the little table and nervously rubbed his head. This would get tricky! He picked up his rolled up futon and made an improv rest for the metal man, picking him up like a rag doll and setting him down at the table.
“Thank you very much, Saitama.”

 
“No problem...I'm just really not used to company. Hope this doesn't taste too bad.”

 
Oh course Caped Darkness wouldn't be used to company. Until a few hours ago, Genos would have thought that the man had hundreds of minions, all bunched up in some secret hideout. Probably with an evil black throne for good measure. It was an unrealistic vision, but he still found it hilarious. This man would look so out of place in a scenario like that, evil laugh and all. Just a plain man, cackling madly to himself.

Genos was very quickly ripped out of that day dream. His camera started back on when he realized that the other man was trying to feed him, blowing the steaming food he had bunched up on a spoon. 

 
That was... uh..nice? Yes, nice was the word.

Why did this man care so much weather the cyborg burned himself, or scratch that, was even feeding him all? Normal people didn't take hostages and then treated them like a sick friend that needed help. Genos was hardly even a guest!

 
“I don't burn from hot food. There is no need to cool it down first!” He tried to turn the camera back off, but he was too fascinated. 

 
“Oh? Okay then.”

 
And with that, it began. Genos willingly took the food, not caring how helpless he appeared. Getting flustered over trivial things like this was for the weak. He had to seize the opportunity and go with it. What else could he do? Say no and starve? Hardly a better option. His body was almost all mechanical, but the little bit of organic matter left, still needed carbohydrates, protein, lipids, and nucleic acids. If he didn't get a proper diet, he could run the risk of killing the last remaining cells in his body, which meant he would loose more of himself. Become less human.

 
And that was Genos's greatest fear. Loosing the last bit of humanity left in this cold, hard body.

 
“It's very good. Thank you.”

 
Saitama genuinely smiled at him, making the cyborg feel a tad bad inside. His opinion of the man had done a 180° flip, going from the initial 'vile and diabolic criminal' to 'really not all that bad criminal'.  It was almost sad to imagine this man now, without a house and without hope. Probably hungry too. All that would have been a cruel, hard reality had he not waited with the explosion. The gods that had allowed Genos to forgo his better judgment had done a fine job. Three more seconds and he could have detonated. 

 
They kept going at it, Saitama giving the cyborg a break between every other spoon to eat his own meal. It was very relaxing, and the blond really didn't mind the company. He usually ate all his meals alone, with the exceptional treat he had at the doctors house, so this was a welcomed shake to the routine.

Once they were done, the bald man took their dishes and finished cleaning up the mess. It was very calming to watch him, almost like a show Genos had seen many times before. 
“Demon, think the couch will be fine for you?” Saitama reappeared in the room, sans the lovely, lovely apron.

 
They had to discuss the sleeping arrangements, since it was getting later in the evening. The whole act they were planning would probably last a few days, so this was bound to happen sooner or later. He would probably spend the next few nights here.

 
“That should be fine.”

 
“Do you need any kind of blanket? I don't really have heating here.” The most powerful man in the world didn't have heating? How poor was this guy?

 
“No. I heat myself. Thank you.” It kinda made perfect sense once Genos actually thought about it. They were in City Z, a city without a population. Where would Saitama pay rent to in the first place, since it was not like anyone lived he- Wait. How the hell did he have gas and electricity? Not to mention water? There were no neighboring power plants around, and the man certainly didn't seem like he used some kind of magic! On top of that, where the hell did Saitama buy all the groceries? Did he just waltz up to convenience stores and buy them, like every other person? How many heroes had crossed paths with this man, unknowing of his true identity...the questions kept coming, pouring out like an endless stream. So much didn't make sense!

 
“Okay. Ill be back in a sec.” The bald man excused himself for a shower, taking a blue stripped set of night clothes with him, as well as what looked like two or three sweaters.

 
What would Saitama need all those for?

 
Oh yeah.

 
It was October, and the time of season was weird. It was still warm during the day, but it got chilly once the sun set. Frustrating to the majority of citizens, but to a cyborg, temperatures didn't matter. His mechanical body was designed to stay at a constant temperature, no matter the season or weather, keeping his organs safe and warm. Tonight, he probably would have to keep his energy running higher, but that was about it. With the remaining 10% battery he had left, he could last a few more days. Once he got home, however, he would really need some electricity in his system again. This shouldn't be too rough. How cold could a city like this even get?

 
Apparently enough to make Saitama wear three hoodies. He just prayed that these days would go by quick.

---
It had only been a few minutes until the bald man came back, wearing an ungodly amount of shirts and just one set of pants. It was quite comical, he looked like a little child swimming in clothes. Genos would record this.

 
He would also note down that the man was a speed-shower type of guy. Useless trivia, the cyborg knew, but he wanted to learn as much as he could about Darkness. He filled his database with new files and sorted all the pictures and videos to their appropriate folders. The world wouldn't be saved with the images of Caped Darkness in a cute set of hoodies, but damn if Genos could get some amusement for himself! He would use this to get to know the man more, learn from him! Maybe one day Genos could find out what had made him so stupidly strong!

Maybe then he could defeat the evil cyborg.
“Saitama. Let's discuss the proposal to the Hero Association first thing tomorrow.” Genos was running out of time with his energy, and it was making him a little antsy. He could think through the night and come up with a good plan.
“Kay. Goodnight!”
With that, Saitama rolled out his futon and got it ready. Lights were shut off very soon after everything was set up, and Genos couldn't help but watch the man. Record and remember everything he did. Maybe he would find the secret to the other male's power. Did it lie in his bald head? Living in a dead city? Urg, Genos wanted to know!
In the dark, he couldn't help but let the entirety of the day sink in. Today had been a mess. One big, stupid, utter bonanza. It was finally over, but Genos was exhausted. He had been close to experiencing more emotions today that in his whole cyborg career, and certainly more close calls to his life as well. He had almost detonated twice. A new record, or the only record for a matter of fact. Urg. Why had Saitama picked him? Was there anything special about the cyborg?
He should definitely ask him tomorrow...
-----
Hours had gone by when a sudden report woke Genos up again. His body was working hard to maintain a constant temperature, and a warning suddenly filled his screen. He was at 5% charge, a whooping 5% less that what he had been earlier. How had it fallen that quickly? He could usually last a few days on minimal battery, unless...
Yes, his sensors indicated that it was, indeed, cold as fuck.
Close to freezing to be precise. The ironic part was that it would be gentle fall weather again tomorrow, nice and warm around lunch time. This time of year was cruel. With his heating system working like this, the cyborg couldn't afford to not charge. He probably wouldn’t make it far into tomorrow if he didn't get some juice soon!
Maybe Saitama could find a make shift car battery and hook him up. That would last for a few days. Anything at all would be great. Just stick his finger into an outlet already...
...Oh wait. He didn't have any fingers. Right.
Genos cursed his worm like state and glared daggers at the ceiling. This whole thing just wasn’t fair. Sure, Saitama being labeled a villain for pretty much living his life like any human would was also not fair, but URG... The cyborg just wished that this would have happened to literally anyone else.
A faint sound in the room tore the cyborg away from the bad thoughts he was having. In the dark, there was movement. Not much, but enough to be heard by the cyborg. It was just his luck that the abandoned city had no street lamps, since they could have helped him identify the threat.
Powering up his ocular devices, Genos used night vision to determine his surroundings. There was no one in the room, and after a few moments he cut the electricity back down to conserve energy. Was Saitama crying? Maybe having a nightmare?
A hunch came over Genos as he activated his heat vision, seeing the cool lumps of greens and violets in the room.
Saitama was just cold. He should have guessed that.
It was surprising to see that the man could even feel the chilly temperatures. Genos hadn't ruled out that Saitama was completely impenetrable, so this was news!
With a sigh, he turned off all the programs and closed his eyes again. He would have to conserve every last ounce of power left until the morning, or else he wouldn't be able to tell the older man about the problem.

 
That would be really bad. Oh well.


Goodnight, Saitama.

---

Oh shit.

It had all gone by too fast. Genos's body snapped awake as the warning in his eyes flashed. He was down to the very last percent of his battery, and he had very little time left. It was early in the morning, probably around 5 AM. No sun in sight!
“SAITAMA!” Genos had to hurry. He didn't put it past the man to understand the situation once his energy ran out. The cyborg couldn't afford to die here, he had a mission to accomplish! Two to be exact! And they would have to act, NOW!
Said bald man jolted up, eyes still hazy and disoriented. It seemed like the man actually fallen asleep, despite the chilly temperatures. “Huh?”

 
“I need your help!” The room was still dark, illuminated slightly by the cyborg's eyes. They were a lot dimmer now than usual, and also sported a slight flicker.

 
“Huh? Whats wrong?” Saitama quickly got up and turned on the lights, shielding his face from the brightness.

 
“Listen. I need you to locate a power source for me! I am about to run out of battery. I need something! Anything! Is there a power socket around here?”

 
Saitama seemed to finally snap out of his sleepy haze, eyes going wide as he looked around the room. He picked up the torso and oriented himself, looking for the nearest socket. They moved next to the TV stand, and Genos was almost dropped in a hurry. His hands roamed the expanse of the cyborgs shirt as he looked for an opening.

“I need you to take my shirt off!”
“What? Why?” Saitama gave him an incredulous look but proceeded to lift the white fabric up enough to expose the chest. Genos initiated the protocol and let out a deep sigh as the plates on his chest opened. He very, very rarely charged this way, and only accessed this program if he either needed repairs, or an energy boost. It was literally his life essence, and if the powerful man accidentally broke it, Genos would more than likely die.
“Do you have any metal wire? Anything thick? Car jumpers? I need you to find a way to get an electric current to my core. I'm about to shut down.”
Saitama looked completely baffled. He probably didn't own a car, and by the looks of it, also no heavy duty charging equipment, like a jumper cable. Hell, anything thick and metal would work at this point, but it just didn't seem like the man had anything that fit the description.
“Well, shit! Anything will work, right? As long as it conducts?”
“Yes!”
Saitama had a plan. The man whipped around to his bookshelf and shuffled through some boxes. Once he found the object he was looking for, he proudly held it out to the cyborg. A long, skinny metal thing.
Genos just stared. It was a fucking mail opener. What the hell?
The bald man however didn't waste any time. He stuck the short end of the knife into the socket and let out a soft, distant groan.
Oh.
Genos's world went all fizzy as Saitama's other hand rested on his core, letting a slow current of electricity flow into him. It was a very pleasant feeling, but probably only for the cyborg. 
Saitama was the bridge between him and the socket, taking a solid 120 Volts straight. He must be a truly incredible man, since he didn't budge or make a face at all, just looking at Genos and closing his eyes. He looked tired.
How could anyone be tired in such a dangerous situation?
Saitama couldn't be human! Usually, once such an electric current hits a person, their muscles tensed and they would loose all voluntary control over their body. Would this man not experience ventricular fibrillation? His electrons would start to vibrate and meet the resistance of flesh, leaving ungodly burns all over his body.
But he seemed fine. A light blush on his face as the electricity warmed his muscles a bit.
“Saitama! Are you alright?”
The man chose not to speak, but rather just nodded at him.
Genos started to get nervous here. If Saitama passed out and left Genos alone, the cyborg might run out of juice and damage his vital organs in the freezing temperatures. There was a very good possibility that he could die.
“How long does this usually go?” Finally a life signal. The poor man seemed dazed.
“About an hour! This is insane, Saitama!”

 
“Oh god, that long? I'm charging you for my electric bill!” Genos just gawked at him, not finding any words. The hand on his core was reassuring, but how was this even possible in the first place! Did the man feel any pain at all? Darkness was so much more powerful than anyone could give him credit for. 

 
Genos let out a huff as he looked up into a tired face. If this is how they were going to do it, he wouldn't protest. It would go by a lot faster if he went on stand-by, reducing his energy consumption by a good margin. Would Saitama be able to last?

 
“Saitama, to speed this up, I will go on stand-by. Is that alright?”

 
The man yawned a quick yes as he kept the position up, eyes closed. He looking ready to fall asleep anytime now.

 
What a beast of a man. The cyborg couldn't waste his time like this! He had to shut down.

 
One last glance at the man's face, and with that, Genos's world went dark.

 
-power off- 

-standby activated-

--
 
-power on-

-systems engaged-

 
This was such a comfortable feeling. Everything felt fuzzy.

 
Once Genos's battery hit its half way mark, he started back up. His torso felt pleasantly warm, engines turning back on to power his body. He had been out for a solid 45 minutes, letting the energy drizzle right into him. So much, that he could manage the next few days.

But as he got energy back to his ocular devices, and he regained his vision, he just about short circuited again.
Saitama was leaning over Genos, eyes still closed, with a rosy blush on his face. There was a light sheen of sweat on his skin, core temperature at a whooping 38 degrees. Yes, he was still holding on to metal rod, but didn't seem like he sustained any major injuries. 
“Saitama! Let go!” 
The bald man slowly opened his eyes, looking at the cyborg, lids half mast. He was an image straight out of an adult magazine, sweaty and sultry. It made the cyborg feel...something. That look was downright sinful.

Oh.

Also, it seemed like Genos's camera had turned on again. How rude.
But that heat was probably what energy exposure did to every super human being, right? The amount of electricity in a socket was enough to kill a normal man on a good day, but Saitama seemed fine, just a little warm. His body must be numb from all the electrons moving, slowly unloading their load into Genos’s energy core. Saitama surely was incredible.
“Okay.” His voice was airy at best, breath visible in the cold room. With one strong grip, Genos was hoisted back up and set beside the futon. “I'm sorry...gonna sleep now.” Lights were quickly turned off as the bald man slid back beneath the covers again, falling asleep instantly. It was only logical that he would be exhausted! Genos would bet money on the fact that the presumed villain had probably not gotten much sleep during the cold night to begin with.
With one solid display of muscles, the cyborg rolled around, laying his torso half onto the futon. His body heat would warm the mattress. Even if Saitama was under thick layers of cloth, it was still something he could do to help the man that had just gone through a lot to save his life.
Was this what the next few days would be like? Just him and Saitama trying to figure out how this whole act was going to work out? Genos prayed that there would not be any more awkward moments like these. He couldn't afford to grow attached to such a notorious person, villain or not. If they grew closer, and Saitama slipped up again, Genos would surely be judged as a criminal as well. That was not something he could allow to happen.
This was only for a few days, right?
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Chapter Text

Oh god, what was this?  

 
Everything felt so numb, like Saitama had left his body. It felt completely foreign, almost as if there was someone watching over him. 

Impossible. 

 
Saitama was used to waking up alone, every day, with no aspiration. Day in and day out. It was the stupid curse of that bounty the Association had placed on his head.  

 
Part of him didn't even want to get out of bed, to just sleep forever, but he knew that he wouldn't die here. He couldn't, he was too strong. Nothing in this world could kill Saitama, not even himself. He had tired, once or twice, perusing impossible monsters and letting them get a good swing at him, but nothing worked. He was unstoppable.  

 
But now, all the sudden, he was warm. Something foreign to the poor man. 

 
It was like a burner turned down on low, warm enough to heat, but not too overbearing. Was this death? That's what the movies made it out to be, all nice and assuring. Certainly not like the real, cold, harsh world. Saitama had paid the rent this month, but it was clear from the start that there would be no heating in this apartment. Where did the sudden warmth come from? 

 
Maybe Saitama had fallen asleep while still holding on to the metal rod, cause that sure had felt great. Nice and toasty, numbing his muscles and lulling him to a peaceful sleep. Nice tingling down his spine, and Demon had enjoyed it too. 

 
Wait, what had happened after that? He had let go an- 

 
Oh shit, he had just left the poor cyborg on the floor, huh? Great. Good way to treat people, dumbass. 

 
Again, Saitama couldn't find the will to get up. There was nothing out there that was as warm as his bed was right now, and he certainly could use a few more hours of sleep. This whole stupid incident had been half planned, and now he had absolutely no idea what to do anymore. The cyborg had told him that they would come up with a strategy today, but that meant actually getting out of bed. Urgh. 

 
Saitama snuggled closer to the warm, toasty thing in front of him, inching in slowly as he finally rested his head against a solid, hot metal plate. His forehead was in heaven, slowly roasting away as he drifted back into sleep. A few more hours wouldn't hu- 

 
Wait. 

 
Ignoring his desire to remain asleep, Saitama opened his eyes. There were pecs. Hard, solid pecs, clad in white. Really nice ones too, like from a magazine  

 
Oh. 

 
With a startled shout Saitama fell back, yanking his blanket with him. There was Demon, on his bed, watching him calmly. He tried to gain a stable balance to ask the cyborg what the fuck was going on, but then his elbows gave out and he crashed backwards.  

 
“Saitama, are you alright!” No. Never. 

 
“Oh god...” 

 
Feeling the dread creep back into his mind, the bald man gave up, resting back on top of the cold floor. He had just made a fool of himself, but never mind that.  

 
“Please tell me we didn't cuddle...” 

 
The teen let out a small chuckle. Saitama rolled around so that he was back on his futon, looking at the cyborg that was half on the shared bed. He looked so smug, watching him like the bald man was the funniest thing ever. What a cheeky brat. 

 
“I apologize, but I do believe that I need arms to cuddle with you, Saitama. You did however hold on to me a few times” 

 
Oh, fuck you. Little shit. 

 
Saitama couldn't stop the small blush of embarrassment that spread across his face as he pinched the bridge of his nose. This was all so weird, and probably wrong. He just wasn't used to be around anyone. 

 
“Listen...I'm sorry.” 

 
Demon didn't reward him with an answer, just kept looking at him. He always was, just cataloging the bald man, probably to tell the hero association once he got back. That's what heroes did, right? Stop at nothing to arrest the villains?  

 
All Saitama could do at this point was hope. That little, stubborn piece left in his heart that told him to keep pushing, that one day, he would finally be free of this monotonous life. Maybe the kid would not spill the beans; maybe everything would work out fine. Geez, just his luck that he had kidnapped the worst case hero. A stupid metal bot that could record his ass. 

 
Enough with these thoughts. Time moved on, no matter what; The one constant in Saitama's life. 

 
Getting up from the floor, the bald man noticed the warmth in the room. It was probably afternoon already, since the sun was out and high in the sky. He had slept pretty long. Unusual. 

 
Well, better to start the day late than never, right? 

 
Once Saitama actually stood up, he quickly picked up Demon’s grounded torso and hefted it back on the couch, next to the man's ripped off parts. 

 
He needed a drink first, probably some tea. 

 
“Oi, Demon, you want some tea too?” Cyborgs drank tea, right? 

 
“I would love some.” Boiling water for two, then. 

 
Why did cyborgs even need food and stuff for. Like, didn't they just need electricity? Urgh, Saitama was not that smart when it came to technology. Maybe he would ask the cyborg one day about his body. The brat seemed to have a decent personality, but a little too rash and eager to self-destruct. 

 
A shudder ran down Saitama's spine as he recalled the incident, coming very close to losing the last little thing that he had left in this world. Demon had mustered up all the hatred he could in those dark, burning eyes. It had almost intimidated the bald man, seeing someone with so much loathing. Pure unadulterated hatred. 

 
Well, that was the yesterday’s Saitama's problems. Today was a new day. 

 
The water for the tea was finally boiling, and as soon as the bald man poured the hot liquid over the small tea bags, he returned to the living room. 

 
Shit. He had to help the hero drink it. Great. 

 
Well, good for him, actually, since cyborgs didn't burn! That meant he could let his own tea cool down while he tended to the metal lump on his sofa. Two birds with one stone. 

 
“Oi, Demon, you ready?” 

 
“Saitama. Would you mind explaining to me what exactly you plan on doing to get the Hero association's attention.” 

 
Oh great, he wasn't ready for this. Better make something up. Quick. 

 
“Well.” Saitama crouched down in front of the planted bot, putting his most serious face on. He was sure that he could handle the situation, just had to talk with conviction, assurance.  

 
“Well, I was kinda planning on sending one of your arms with a note, to scare them a bit. I should probably threaten them too, for good measure. Like decimating City A and breaking their stuff...”  

 
That should work. That would be the last of it, right? No more villain bullshit? He could also swear to never let any of his minions attack the cities ever again, and disappear from the public. If HQ really didn't know what he looked like, then this could actually work. He could get away with it all. 

 
No one would bother him, since they didn’t know where he lived. Demon excluded. Saitama doubted that the cyborg would want to lead the heroes back to City Z to finish him off, since he could easily kill them all. 

 
“And how will you deliver me to the Association? They would be sure to track you back here!” 

 
“I'll just do it really quickly. If they haven't been able to take a picture of me in the past, they sure won't now. It's not like I've gotten any slower or anything.” 

 
Demon just stared at the man, seemingly letting the whole thing roll over in his mouth. Yes, it was a simple plan, but if he expected more from Saitama then he was in for a surprise. Scheming wasn't really all his specialty. 

 
If everything worked out the way it should, then the boy would be back to fighting for justice in no time at all. They wouldn't even really be enemies anymore, right? That sounded almost too good to be true. 

 
'Maybe in another life, we could have been friends.'

 
Huh? Where did that come from? 

 
Oh well. Saitama didn't give it too much thought. He slowly held up the cup of steaming hot tea to the boys face, watching him relax and accept it. It was a lot more awkward to help someone else drink a liquid, but what really got the villain's goat was the fact that Demon kept looking straight at him, unblinking. Saitama was tough, but those prying eyes made him shiver.  

 
The bald man hated being watched. It was weird. 

 
Slowly, peaceful silence crept into the room as they just continued drinking tea, taking turns. It was kind of a nice exchange, letting the anxious bald man release his tensions. He missed this, having someone in his close proximity. Sure, he encountered many people while shopping, but never like this, not since he had left college all those years ago. 

 
Once the tea was done, Saitama cleaned the room up some more, trying his best to make the cyborg feel less out of place. It was probably dreadful to be stuck on a couch all day, getting to do nothing but watch some stupid moron dick about. Demon was a teenager, so he probably was just itching to run again, to flirt with girls and to save the day. That's what kids did, right? Wasn't he forgetting something? 

 
Nhm Probably not. 

 
Wait. 

 
Oh shit, Saitama had almost forgotten! Today was Saturday! Half off day at the supermarket in City B, and it was already past noon! 

 
The bald man dropped his rolled up futon and sprinted to the bathroom, grabbing some clothes along the way. He had to hurry, before they closed! The place was a solid two hours away, and the housewives that frequented that shop were vicious! There would be hardly anything left! 

 
Saitama brushed his teeth and put on the same clothes he wore the day before. It was not like he had many to choose from. Clothes were expensive, and food and manga were more important. 

 
“Saitama, where are you going?” Echoed from the other room.  

 
Oh yeah, The cyborg was still here. Saitama wasn't alone.  

 
There was no way he could take the brat with him. Not only would he totally fail at making it on time, but it would also be super awkward. Imagine a bald dude, walking around grumpy old ladies with a ripped apart, hot metal hunk flung over his shoulder. Not suspicious at all! People would call the cops on him! 

 
He couldn't even park the cyborg outside the store, since that would cause a scene too. Poor kid would have to stay where he was for a little while longer. Maybe he would take him outside tomorrow, to show him City Z. Get him out of this house, Saitama owed him that much at least. 

 
He was really bad at this whole villain thing, huh? 

 
“Hey. I'll be back in a bit, just going shopping. I should be back in a few hours!” With that, Saitama didn't waste any more time, running out and locking the door. There were words mumbled after he closed the door, but he couldn't make them out, nor had the time to go back in. 

 
There was a sale going on, and he had to leave, NOW! 

----

 
 
Oh yes. 

 
The sale had been fantastic!  

 
As assumed, most of the store had already been sold out, but who cared about that! Saitama had gathered some good basics, food that he could use in a handful of dishes! It was hard cooking on a budget, especially for a single guy, but he made it happen! The trick was to buy a lot of frozen and dehydrated foods. You could store that stuff forever, and it still tasted good! Also, since frozen veggies were harvested in their respected seasons, and they were full of vitamins! It was fantastic! 

 
Did Demon like udon noodles? Cause that was totally what they would be having tonight!  

 
Slinging the bags over his shoulder, the bald man headed back towards City Z. The sun was going to start setting sooner than usual, since it was getting closer to the end of the year. Closer to the winter solace, which meant even colder weather. 

 
“Shit.” Saitama had to hurry. He had frozen foods with him, and while it was beginning to get cold outside, he didn't want anything to completely thaw. That would spoil it! 

  
So much to do once he got home! Re-bag, sort, cl- 

 
Boom! 

 
Everything was finally going well for once until a missile obliterated the building behind Saitama, the shock wave almost knocking the poor man over. He had barely been able to sense them, avoiding collision in the last second. 

 
What in the...

 
“Caped Darkness, I have finally found you.” Not again. This time, a metallic voice filled the air. There was some sort of huge robot thingy, standing a mere twenty meters away from the baldy. Well, at least it wasn't a ninja again. 

 
This guy was a hero, right? Saitama had seen him on TV. Another one of those S-class dudes. His body was a shiny chrome finish, and his shoulders and frame were structured like that of a transformer. A lot more intimidating than his blond cyborg... 

 
Wait. 

 
How the fuck had he been found out? Did Demon tell the Association after all? Saitama felt the feeling of betrayal grow little by little, remembering the smirk he had seen on the other man’s face this morning. Was that what had taken so much battery out of the brat?  

 
Saitama didn't have time to dwell on the subject. Two more atomic missiles shot straight at him, detonating into the family districts behind them. The entire district went up in flames, screams and crashing buildings slowly filling in as background noises.  

 
“Oi, what the hell was that for!” Why was this hero shooting at him in the public! That was like a big no-no. There were way too many people and buildings in the way, something that normal heroes took very seriously. 

 
The robot didn't let him breathe, shooting more high powered ammunition at the retreating ‘villain.’ Saitama dodged them with ease, using his strength to redirect them up into the air and away from the ground. It didn't help, since they just re-calibrated and followed him, and eventually ending back up in some part of town. This city would be a war zone if he didn't end this quickly, and his groceries would get all dirty too! 

 
“Darkness. Where is the runt?” Runt? 

 
“Huh?” 

 
“The cyborg you took from the took from the battle in City Z yesterday. We scanned the area and found some of his remains. It appears that he did not self-destruct on site, which leaves you as the last remaining person to have seen him. What are your plans with his parts?” 

 
Parts? This dude was crazy. What the hell was going on? 

 
“How the hell did you guys find me!” Saitama shouted at the cyborg. 

 
The thing charged, using a glowing cannon to shoot a laser beam straight at the ‘villain’, barely missing its target. The impact it left on the stone wall behind the bald man melted the it into red hot lava, destabilizing the building and making the whole thing crash to the ground. 

 
“Caped Darkness. Male. Age, presumed at 27. Height at 5”7. Power-level, Unknown. Sensors Overloaded. Image uploaded to database. We finally have you in our system, villain.” 

 
Crap! That was totally not what Saitama wanted to have happen. Was his face now really open to the public?  

 
Fear slowly filled the bald man. Fear that everything was over now, that his life would never calm down again. This metal dude had to die, ASAP! 

 
'Sorry Demon, I can't keep my promise.' 

 
“I need the boy, Darkness. I will let you pass if you give me his remains. I am very interested in his body. Dead or alive” Well, If this dude thought that the cyborg at home was dead, then maybe the brat hadn't ratted him out.  

 
Saitama used his brain for once, concentrating on the facts he was now left with. Metal dude knew that he was Caped Darkness, as well as his name and face... That meant that the plan he had come up with Demon wouldn't work. If his identity was public now, he had to use a different strategy. 

 
He could play the villain they all thought he was, showing up to HQ himself and taunt them. Cape and all. 

 
Yeah, that didn't sound too terrible. A nice red cape and a black suit. 

 
That should work. 

 
“Yo, Metal dude, did Demon tell you I was here?” Saitama's breath stopped, internally hoping that the cyborg had not betrayed him. He couldn't blame the kid, but it really stung. A feeling he couldn't believe he still felt after all these years.  

 
Wait...the brat didn't know where Saitama was headed today. He had just run out of the house! 

 
“Negative. The runt has been on my wish-list from the beginning. I wish to learn more about his body. Preferably without resistance. I take it that you have killed him, which would make things a lot easier.” Oh god, poor Demon. This dude looked like he was into some kinky shit. Like, did robots have some sort of kink for that kind of stuff? Ew. 

 
After dodging the last few missiles, Saitama had had enough. With the power of a thousand suns and the speed to match, he appeared behind the mechanical robot, letting his fist lightly connect with the strong metal frame of the torso. It all went so fast, and the next thing the baldy knew was that his entire body was scattered, all over the place. 

 
“Darkness. You have not won. We will find you and we will hunt you down!” The head just kept talking, huh? Even if the whole body was ripped apart. So cool! 

 
“You're an android, right? Remotely controlled?” This could be his window of opportunity! “Can you get in contact with the association? I'd like to tell them something...” Saitama's chance to threaten those bastards. He could make this entire shindig a lot more believable if he showed them what he had just done to another one of the S-class heroes. Let the fear off his power settle into their bones as they complied with his request. 

 
Geez, deep down he was a little bit evil, huh? 

 
“What business do you have with the Association, villain?” 

 
Saitama put on his serious face, letting the power in his muscles radiate his aura. He was a good enough actor to scare the shit out of the brat back home, so this could work too, right? All he had to do was tell them what he wanted. Make it sound like he was truly a threat to humanity. Maybe, like, threaten to destroy City A along with the hero he held hostage. That should work. 

 
“I have...a proposition for them. Information they might find interesting. Could you put them on the line?” This had to work! 

 
Metal dude went very quiet, probably analyzing the monster of a man that was in front of him. Saitama could easily destroy the hunk of metal, just squish his head and go home. He looked the part too, like a super powered, pissed off middle aged man... 25 was middle aged, right? 

 
There was a ring, and a short beep. 

 
“Metal Knight, can you hear me? We received your data. Are you alright?” Metal Knight? There was nothing knight-like about this asshole. They were supposed to be noble and cool, not blow up half a city! 

 
Saitama calmed his nerves and steadied his voice. 

 
“This is Caped Darkness speaking.” 

 
An audible gasp was heard from the head. This was probably a recorded video call anyway, so what the hell. Saitama could go all out. 

 
“I have S-class hero Demon Cyborg in captivity.” 

 
Low voices echoed through the metal head, talking to each other. It was foreign listening to an amputated limb like this. 

 
“The boy is barely alive, and I need you to do me a favor if you ever want to see him again.” Saitama steadied his slightly elevated pulse. He was nervous, not too badly, but enough to possible slip up. He had to stand his ground, to be the scary villain they thought he was in the first place. He had to be terrifying. 

 
“What is this favor.”  

 
Confidence. That was important. Saitama let out a long breath and smiled for the camera, a sinister grin plastered on his face as he thought of all the villains he had read about in his mangas. They were ruthless, always cool in their cape! He needed to be like that right now. 

 
“See, I have grown sick of this little game we're playing and I tried to stay fair, but I can’t forgive you now. You know what I look like! Heroes will come after me, and I will squash them, one by one. You wouldn't want that, surely.” Oh god, Saitama's heart was racing again. He had read part of that line in one of his favorite comic! People said they weren't good enough for anything, ha, we’re they ever wrong! 

 
And it seemed like it had worked. The other end was silent. 

 
“My demand is...That you remove me from the Hero Association archives. My bounty will be erased and all files deleted.” That sounded reasonable. 

 
“Darkness...that is impossible! We cannot let a villain roam the streets like this!”

 
Well, maybe with a little more threats they would. 

 
“If you don't...” Saitama gave it a dramatic pause. “I will kill Demon Cyborg, in the middle of City A, as well as everything on sight. I will personally pound the entire City into the ground, your headquarters included.” Oh god. Breathe. 

 
There was another loud gasp heard from the other line, a muffled conversation in the back. For good measure, Saitama turned around with the camera, capturing the neighborhood Metal Knight had set ablaze. It was a good visual, and it could help his case. 

 
“But listen, there is something in it for you, too. I will tell my minions to cease attack on the cities, and you have my personal oath to leave the villain scene.” Just take the bait, dammit.  

 
The conversation stopped altogether as the other line went quiet. 

 
“Hero Association, you have three days to comply with my requests. If my bounty is removed by then, I will deliver Demon, intact, to the headquarters myself. Don't try me. If I see your pesky heroes showing up, I will level every building in sight, starting with yours.” Saitama felt down right vicious, like he should be sitting on a throne and madly cackling to his minions. He sounded like he came straight out of an anime, challenging the main protagonist to a final boss battle.  

 
He kinda was that, huh? He sure had the power to back up all those threats. God, if they just knew that Saitama was sick and tired of all this shit, they would have left him alone a long time ago. He wasn't who they wanted to capture, just a poor, boring man living his life. Just tired. 

 
So tired.

 
The entire situation was cut short as the metal head self-destructed in Saitama's hands, cratering the vicinity around them. It didn't leave any wounds on the villain, but it sure as hell broke more of the area. Luckily, the baldy's groceries were out of range. 

 
Well...shit. That had gone well, right? Stupid Metal Knight. It wasn't too bad. Saitama had told them everything they needed to know, and now he just had to wait for a sign.  

 
But...it felt...bad. Like he was turning into the villain he really was trying not to be. Yes, this was all just a big act, but it still hurt his soul. Saitama had grown up and trained to be a hero, to protect himself and fight monsters for fun. Where had he gone wrong? When had it all turned to this? 

 
A slight tension built up in his eyes, but he released it. Let all the emotions drain as he felt the void keep back into his heart. Soon it would be over, soon he could just be a regular person again. 

 
...that was how it worked, right? 


 
 ----

 
 
It was night time when Saitama arrived back home, his groceries all thawed and roughed up. He had considered throwing them away, but he didn't have the money or will to buy new ones. He would just have to wash what he could salvage.  

 
The apartment was already getting cold again, naturally adjusting to the temperatures outside. It was as welcoming as the pits of hell, and made Saitama's heart skip a beat. He truly deserved this place, didn't he? The worst person in the world surely didn't get to live in luxury. 

 
“Welcome home, Saitama.” 

 
Huh? 

 
His heart skipped beat again, but this time in shock. He had totally forgotten that Demon was still here, locked up all day with no one to talk to. How could he have forgotten? 

 
 “Oh hey, sorry for the wait. Hope it wasn't too bad while I was gone.” 

 
Saitama didn't even fully go greet the cyborg. It made him happy that he had someone to talk to, but now that he thought about, this conversation would make the brat hate him. The bald man had gone against everything they had planned, literally everything. He had fought a hero, let himself get caught by the Association, and had been involved in a battle that probably killed many innocent civilians. Like, it wasn't his fault, but it that was not something people ever cared about. 

 
This entire situation was fucked up. 

 
“Saitama, are you alright?” Great. Just peachy. 

 
“We need to talk...” Oh god, this sounded like it came straight out of a cheesy romance movie...but it had to be done. 

 
Saitama finished cleaning the remaining groceries and bagged them up for tomorrow's him to worry about, storing them in the freezer. 

 
There was an eerie silence as he made his way to the couch, letting the cyborg take in his appearance. The missiles had not directly ruined his clothes, but sure as hell made them dirty. All the smoke and rubble leaving patches.  

 
“What happened to you?” Not yet. 

 
“Demon, I need to ask you a question.” This would probably hurt a lot, but the baldy had to make sure that his...partner, for lack of better term, hadn't caused the incident today. This would either go well, or tear Saitama apart. There was a good chance that Metal Knight had found out about Caped Darkness on his own, but Saitama had to make sure. If more brats would show up at his house, then he had a problem. That meant that the Hero Association had declined his offer, found his whereabouts, and were still determined to capture him. 

 
He didn't want to do this. 

 
The cyborg was completely still, looking at Saitama with absolute shock. He must have looked pissed off, since he couldn't bring himself to release the dread and anger in his heart. It was probably plastered all across his face.  

 
“Saitama...what happened?” 

 
“Did you tell Metal Knight anything about me?” 

 
Demon looked shocked right down to the bone. It was almost amusing to see the perfect face twist into a nerve wrecked frown. He seemed to have trouble grasping the situation, understanding what Saitama had just said, trying to come up with a possible answer. 

 
Maybe he was guilty, and just scared that he got caught. 

 
“SAITAMA! What exactly happened!” Huh? 

 
“I fucked up.” 

 
“What?” 

 
Saitama took a deep breath and organized his thought before he continued. “I got attacked by Metal Knight on my way back, and he found out about me. He said that he had been targeting me for a while, and somehow he found out what I looked like. I don't know if he realized where I was headed, but we fought and I broke the damn bastard.”  

 
Time to spill the truth, Saitama. This whole thing was screwed up anyway. 

 
“The Association know knows what I look like, and they also know my demands. I had to threaten them, and I told them that I would destroy City A if they didn't comply...you too.” Saitama could feel the hot burning sensation in his eyes again. He certainly would not cry here, but it was nice to see that he wasn't incapable of it. His heart just hurt.  

 
There was another silence and then the Cyborg finally spoke. “What did they say?” 

 
“Nothing. Metal Knight exploded.” Saitama sighed deeply and moved the broken cyborg limbs off of the couch, joining the metal torso. He just wanted to sit here and talk to the brat, but that sure as hell wouldn't end well. Demon was his prisoner after all, and the 'villain' had already broken the first agreement of their terms. Killed a hero (sort of), again. Destroyed a city, again. 

 
“So how long do they have?” The Cyborg was awfully quiet about this. 

 
“Three days...hey, aren't you supposed to be mad at me?”  

 
“Saitama, I don't see a reason why?” 

 
“Oi, I just told you why. I fought a hero and messed up the plan! Are you deaf?” 

 
“No, I just don't see the big problem here.” Saitama's heart skipped a beat.  

 
“How are you not angry?” 

 
“Metal Knight attacked you, correct? Then he had full intention on going up against Caped Darkness.” 

 
“Yeah, but-” 

 
“You guys didn't destroy the city, did you?” Demon seemed nervous for a moment. 

 
“What? I mean, not the entire thing. Metal dude...did however crash some missiles into a few districts there. There was a lot of damage...” The pressure in Saitama's eyes ebbed away a bit as he felt the emotions drain again. A little bit of hope crept into his heart, a sliver that wished the cyborg wouldn't reject him. That someone out there still believed in Saitama. 

 
“So he attacked you in the middle of the city?” 

 
“Yeah, pretty much.” The teen let out a heavy sigh and let his head fall back, puzzling the bald man. Was that it? Saitama was used to shouldering all the blame, to be used as the scape goat. He was the perfect target, and no one had defended him like this before. It felt...good. Really good, actually. 

 
“Dem-” 

 
“Genos.” 

 
“Huh?” Gen-what? 

 
“My name is Genos. Demon Cyborg is just my hero name. Since you have told me yours, it is only fair that I share mine as well.” The cyborg had a weird look in his eyes when he glanced back at the villain. “Saitama, tell me, if the Hero Association does not remove your bounty, what will you do?” 

 
Oh god. Saitama hadn't and didn't want to think of that. If this was all for nothing, what could he do? He had said earlier that he would just be a villain for fun, but more realistically we would probably just give up on life. What would he do with Genos? Kill him? No. The kid was pretty cool, and that would be the final straw before he hit rock bottom. “I don't know. Let you go probably.” 

 
“And continue living here? City Z is hardly a good environment for you.” 

 
“It's the only place that they won’t find me...”. Saitama let his face rest in his palms. This was a hopeless battle if the Association didn't comply with his demands. He would just go back to punching monsters, the same shit he did every day for the last few years. Alone again.

 
Probably fight heroes, like Genos. 

 
Suddenly there was a rough bump on this shoulder. Had Genos punched him? With what arms? 

 
“Saitama, forgive me.” Saitama inched back as the metal torso bowed down to him, letting his head hang low. It sure looked weird. “I have called you many vile things in the past, but I finally see who you truly are. I admire the strength you have to go through with this, and the kindness you show me. Even though you have forced me here against my will, you have however also saved my life, as well as shown more humanity than many heroes I have encountered. You are truly an admirable man, going to great lengths to gain your freedom back.”  The teen was getting louder, almost shouting at this point. 

 
“O-Oi! You don have to butter me up, really!” 

 
“Saitama! Listen to me! I will do my best to convince the Hero Association for your cause. I will not let this slide. You deserve so much more than this, and as a hero I cannot bear to just let you give up. Your life does not end here!” Genos finally looked back at him, giving him a stare full of unyielding determination. There was a fire in those ember eyes, hot as the sun that scorched the bad feelings right out of Saitama's heart, hot enough that the bald man could feel his ice cold apathy get stirred up.  

 
Genos had been the first person to believe in him, the first one to not use his position as most wanted criminal in their favor. It really felt good, to have someone believe in Saitama, and he let his face melt into a small smile. At least the cyborg believed in him. 

 
That was all it took. Saitama felt warm inside. A little glimmer of hope. Happy. 

 
Happy, huh? That was new. With that, Saitama let out a sigh, one that he had been holding for far too long. 

 
This would work out fine, if they both tried. 

 
“Genos, are you hungry?” The conversation was over, but he still had to make sure the boy was okay. Saitama had been gone the entire day, leaving Genos to stare at the walls and ceiling for hours. That sure must have been grating on anyone’s nerves. 

 
“No, not particular. I set myself on standby until you showed up. My food consumption yesterday is enough to last me a little longer. Anymore and I will have to burn some as excess.” Oh, so that was how cyborgs worked? Really cool! 

 
“Well, that's good. I'm too tired for this shit and I just want to go to bed.” Saitama got up and grabbed his pile of hoodies, ready to suit up for another cold night without sleep. It was the same thing every winter and soon he would get used to it...probably. 

 
Bang! 

 
Right before the baldy turned off the lights, he heard the crash. Genos had fallen off of the couch and was starting to roll over to the futon. 

 
“Huh? What are you doing?” 

 
Genos had that determined look on his face again, like he was prepared to go to battle. “Saitama, it would be more efficient if I slept with you under the covers! My body tries to maintain a constant temperature to shield my organs from the cold, and it would be of great use to you to keep me as a heater!” 

 
What? 

 
Saitama let out a small chuckle as he just looked at the sight on the floor. The super determined little squirt was glaring daggers at the man, not breaking the stare and telling him to just cuddle up? What a crazy kid. It really made the bald man laugh, made him feel that weird warm feeling again. 

 
'I guess it wouldn't hurt huh?'

 
Then it was settled. Saitama turned off the lights and made his way back over to the teen, squeezing him onto the small, single person futon. It was really comfortable, and Genos was warm! Nice and toasty! He wouldn't cuddle with the brat, but he sure etched closer as the night got colder, letting the warmth seep into his tired bones.  

 
For the first time in years, Saitama had felt happy, and it was evident as he smiled into the dark room. These three days would be interesting. Genos made him feel something, and he wanted more of it, feel more alive. Tomorrow! Definitely, he would take the teen to see City Z. That was the least that he could do to entertain him. It would be good for both of them to go and have some fun! He would let tomorrow's him worry about the logistics and sights, but right now, all that mattered was the soft bed under him and the radiating heat from the cyborg on his face. 

 
This made Saitama excited to wake up tomorrow, to see another day. 

 
And with that, the bald man fell asleep.
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Chapter Text

A gentle rhythm, in and out. Slow, heavy, and even...
Genos let his sensors run wild, cataloging every little movement, every little groan, every little sound.
Saitama was still asleep. He would wake up soon, but until then, the cyborg could relish in this wonderfully warm embrace, resting his face against the muscular pecs of the other male.
Genos was in heaven, being gently held by the man that had caught his interest yesterday. It had been on his mind all night, watching the resting man sleep comfortably and slowly inch closer to the heat Genos had been emanating. It had been fascinating to watch, to see the snoozing body wiggle its way closer until he just fully cocooned himself around the metal torso. The cyborg made sure to turn his heat up higher, to ensure that Saitama would be warm and cozy all night long.
However, once Genos had been caught in this tangle of arms and legs, he couldn't bring himself to fall asleep. He had tried really hard, but his memory just kept replaying yesterday over and over again. The way Saitama had looked so defeated, how he had full on expected Genos to be pissed...and how he had lightened up the cyborg's world with that beautiful little smile of his. It was painfully obvious that the villain had probably never heard a word of encouragement, and that stung deep into his metal core. That this man had given up on life and people so much that he expected the worst, and was genuinely surprised at positive comments. He wasn't even evil for goodness sakes! Genos had spent a good part of yesterday analyzing and re-watching the footage and notes he had gathered on the man, and found that he was everything 'Caped Darkness' wasn't.
In the couple of days here in the small apartment, Saitama had shown him more kindness and care than anyone but the doctor had in the last four years. It was fascinating! The way the other had cooked for him, handled him, talked to him...charged him...It made Genos's head spin! They were technically enemies, and not once had Saitama just taken advantage of the cyborg. Not once was he battered, used, or left to rot. The villain could have easily let him run out of power, could have left him at a meager 1% and on the verge of death, it would have been the easier route for Saitama. But no. Genos was given a pretty comfortable couch, food and drink, and even, company.
What also surprised the boy was Saitama's willingness to talk. The man didn't seem to have any social contact, yet he had opened up to the cyborg, telling him about his plans and ideas, sans evil, cackling laughs! Saitama was so much more than a normal human, so much more than a person worthy of admiration and glory. The man deserved to be worshiped, to be loved and cared for...but he never was and didn't expect it either...
Genos closed his eyes as he listened to the steady heart beat some more, scanning the body around his for any sort of discomfort. Saitama seemed at ease, face buried in the synthetic golden strands of the cyborg's hair. It really felt nice to be embraced like this, it was extremely comforting. And yet, it also felt so foreign, but good at the same time.
However, this situation would get awkward as soon as the sleeping man woke up. Yesterday morning had been similar, yet he had gotten away scot-free and been rewarded with a slight blush and grumpy groan. Now...
Saitama might freak...
Was it bad that he almost didn't want the bald man to wake up? It sounded pretty bad, but this moment was all the cyborg really wanted right now, something that ebbed away all of his anger and hatred. It was a good break from the usual routine.
Saitama shifted and let out the smallest moan, running his hand up to the boy’s hair and holding him a little closer. The sensation almost made Genos overload some of his current open programs, and he quickly rebooted them. He had to be very still now, or else he would wake an angry bear from his slumber.
Shit... it seemed like Saitama really was waking up.
Another groan and the hand in his hair gripped him tighter. Saitama clutched him against his chest and let out a long sigh, slowly coming to his senses. It would be any se-
-Increased heartbeat- 

-Increased brain function-
Genos was caught. Within a few seconds Saitama went completely rigid, loosening his tight grip on the blond. It was hard not to make a sound, to let the other man wake up like this.
Instead of being quickly let go, Saitama let out a long sigh, relaxing again in the now loose embrace. His brain activity showed that he was awake, probably taking in this entire situation and wondering what the hell had gone on during the night. That was Genos's best guess.
“Genos. You're awake, right?”
“Yes, Saitama.”
With that, Saitama removed the warm, metal torso from his chest, giving him a pensive look. Hand still connected with the cyborg. The other man seemed to be searching, looking for an answer to a burning question.
“How long have you been awake?” Oh. This might get weird.
“A few hours. I apologize for making you feel awkward.” He was genuine about the awkward part, but not the situation they had shared.
Saitama however didn't push him away further. He just let out a deep sigh, closed his eyes, and rested his face back on the warm pillow. He didn't seem as freaked out as he had been yesterday, almost ignoring the entire situation entirely. Last time, Genos had sure enjoyed the flurry of emotions on the others face once he had taken in the whole situation, but this wasn't too bad either.
“Sorry...I didn't think I would make this so awkward.” Oh no you don't. Saitama had brushed this off again, was ready to take the blame. Genos wouldn't stand for that! He had sworn his allegiance to the man and was not letting this go. He had had all the opportunity to push the other away, or at the very least wiggle until the embrace was broken, yet he had chosen not to. It was his fault more than anyone’s, warming his body and moving into a more accepting position.
“Saitama, I saw nothing wrong with our position. You do not need to apologize.”
Well, that certainly seemed to shock the other man, earning Genos a long, hard stare. There was something in the other man's eyes, surprise maybe? Had the cyborg really caught him off guard with his confession?
A nice silence rested in the room as Genos just returned the others stare, unyielding determination set on his face again. He would not give in, would not budge. Saitama would have to realize that Genos was not out to hurt or humiliate him.
Maybe, he would even open up more to the cyborg. Let the other get closer.
That was wishful thinking, but Genos really wanted to get to know the lonely man, hear his stories and understand the trials that made Saitama the strongest man alive.
“Well, do you want anything to eat?” Just like that the cyborg let go of his train of thoughts. If he remembered correctly, then Saitama had chosen not to eat last night. The argument they had shared must have been nerve wracking for the man, and he had just collapsed and passed out on the futon, sans taking care of himself.
Damn, it sure would be good to have some arms and legs right now, maybe cook him something...
“No, I should be good for a few more hours. My body is still powered on the curry for a while; however, a meal later today would be optimal.”
“Oh, so like a lunch?” Saitama went from pensive to quite interested. He had showed repeated interest in the boy's cybernetic body functions. Did the villain enjoy mechanics?
“Yes. That would be great.”
“Good. I was planning on going out today, so we can make it an outside lunch.” Wait, what? Genos almost gaped at the baldy.
They would be going out today? Couldn't that compromise the mission? The cyborg wasn't given time to question the other man as Saitama got up, walking to the kitchen to prepare himself a meal.
As risky as the idea sounded, it didn't cross the teens mind to object. Saitama was enough to entertain him, but once the bald man left him on his own he quickly grew tired. Genos was itching to see the sun again and move, even if he would have to rely on the other and be carried.
Damn, legs were really convenient, huh?
-
Time flew by rather quick, and Genos busied himself watching Saitama move around, packing a small lunch before washing up to go out. There was a nice bounce to the others movement, an improved mood. It made the cyborg a happy to see the older man relax, to see him smile a little.
Ha! It was ironic how his emotions could go so fast from pure hatred to sweet affectionate. It almost scared the cyborg how much he had changed over the few days, how this all came together in the end. He had first convinced himself that this would be all for the association, for the better of mankind, but in the end, he was really enjoying himself. His goals had changed. He wanted Saitama to be proven innocent, to see the man get the credit and recognition he deserved, or in the very least, give him a normal life back.
But what would he do once the trial was over?
Genos didn't have an answer. Once it was all said and done, would they just go their own ways? That didn't settle well with him. The cyborg could admit that he had been lonely, that wondering around cities looking for action had been a dreadful life style, so the thought of having to go back surely didn't seem appealing. He had been honest when he had said that Saitama showed him more humanity than anyone, easily setting him on the top of the list of people the cyborg wanted to care about (it was a really short list). He truly wanted to peruse a relationship with this man, but what kind was still out in the open. Would Saitama still want to see the cyborg after his bounty was removed? Hell, would the villain even still stay in this god-forsaken place?
There were so many questions to ask. Genos didn't even know how he exactly felt for the weird villain, but he wanted to be here, by his side. That was all he could answer right now.
“Oi, you ready?” Silly question.
Genos just nodded and was lifted up over Saitama's shoulder again, held tight by a strong arm. The duo made their way out, leaving the tiny little apartment behind.


-


Sun.
It wasn't the nicest day out, the sun still shone and there were clouds, but it didn't look like rain was on the horizon. There was a cool little breeze, but not enough to make it unpleasant. It was the seemingly perfect day to go see the deserted city, or at least what was left of it. Saitama had jumped them on a major bridge, one that probably had connected this area to a larger city in the east at some point. It went on for miles, no cars in sight.
There was a little eerie feeling to such an expansive view, like something out of a modern horror movie. Broken rubble every other block and no sign of life. It would have been frightening for regular humans to wander around aimlessly in this area, so it made perfect sense why this city had been forsaken by all its residents.

It sure must be lonely here.

Genos couldn't help himself with the sad thoughts. Saitama was carrying him all over the place, letting him see the world around him. It was quite depressing to see how the Association had forced such a wonderful person to live in this place, how this was all the bald man knew at this point. Genos probably wouldn't have lasted all this time.
“Oi, you're too quiet. What's wrong?” Many things were wrong.
“Saitama, I do not see why you do not move to a lesser populated city! City Z is hardly a sane place to reside in!”
“It has its charms! Also, the rent is cheap.” The only charm this city had was Saitama, the cyborg thought grudgingly.
Wait… rent?
“Saitama, you pay rent?” had the cyborg heard correctly?
“Oh yeah, to the old lady under me!”
Genos's entire world crashed down. There were people still living in this part of the world? How did they survive? How many were left? City Z was a city infested with monsters, ones so powerful they had dented the number of heroes the Association had gathered which resulted in the forceful evacuation of the city. If Saitama was correct, and there were still people left in these parts of the world, then they had to be protected, they needed help!
Wait...
Genos had come to City Z in hopes of finding evidence of the rogue cyborg that had killed his family, since the city would be the perfect hiding spot for evil. Ha! He had found an 'evil', alright. Jokes aside, on his trespass he had failed to encounter any humans, as well as and sign of life left. The skeleton gang he had faced a few days ago had not seemed too adamant on wreaking havoc, so what was their purpose here? Was Saitama sure that there were still people alive in this place?
“Saitama, are you certain that there are people still left?”
“Yup. Not as many as there used to though...” Was Saitama a native to City Z? The place used to be a rather peaceful hub for business and entertainment, but over the course of the last few years, it had quickly become a nest for overpowered monsters. So bad that it had turned to a ghost town.
Genos let his proximity scanner run a quick check. There was no one in the nearest 500 meters.
Instead of questioning the other man's sanity, Genos just went with it. After all, why would the other man lie to him now. “Saitama, how do these people survive here? Isn't City Z overrun with monsters?”
“Hm? It used to be. There used to be so many that it was hard to keep track of them. But now they're gone.”


What?

“What do you mean they are gone?”
“I beat them up. They were bothersome, and now they leave me alone.”
Genos let the weight of that statement sink in. This villain...no, this man had liberated this city of its monster population? Saitama had the power to back up suck a claim, and it wasn't a stretch to see that, if the other had grown up here, that he would defend his territory. But why would people move back to such a dangerous place?
“Why do the people come back here?”
“Hm? Why? I don't know, but it's a lot safer now. Some monsters know that I live here, so they kinda just avoid it all together. Others I just deal with, like that gang you fought the other day.”
All this information gave Genos a headache. If this was all true, then the Association needed to wake up. These people were in need of care, and even though Saitama was probably a good enough protector of the city, there had to be some security and relief sent to people in this zone. Maybe, once Saitama's bounty was removed, he could convince HQ to extend their aid back into the abandoned city. Make this city thrive again...make it less lonely.
They continued down the empty highway in silence. Genos was helpless in this state, no legs to walk and no arms to hold on to Saitama, but being carried around by the strongest man in the world was at least a little enjoyable. He really missed his body. Maybe once Genos got it back, he could take Saitama for a ride with his jet engines. No, he couldn't fly just yet, but he was as damn closer to it than anyone.
Would Saitama want to go for walk like these once the whole deal was done? Genos was too scared to ask. He would love to keep in close contact with the villain, to learn from him and to see him...happy. Smile again. The cyborg knew that these thoughts were secretly more than platonic, but there was hardly anything he could do now.
“Saitama, where are we going?”
“We're going to my favorite spot!”
-


Saitama's favorite spot was on top of a high rise building, one of the few remaining ones in the city. Unlike City A, the highest tops were only 15 stories, but that didn't take away from the incredible view. There was something solemn here, almost lonely. This was the last remaining building here in the general area, and it was surrounded by rubble. Everything in the vicinity was destroyed, broken, crushed to smithereens. It looked like an apocalypse movie, like this was the last stronghold where survivors resided.
And there had been some, too. Along the adventure to this strange place, Genos had spotted some of the residents of City Z. They were scattered among the more stable parts of town. It didn't seem like any families or elderly ventured out to this forsaken area, but they lived on the outskirts, places where they could still access the safety of other cities if needed. It was quite clever. Judging by what Saitama had said, these people were probably the poorer citizens of the other cities, humans that couldn't afford to live comfortably.
People like Saitama.
Sad thoughts aside, Genos focused back on the task at hand...or better, the man in front of him. It was very relaxing to be here, silently eating the simple egg over rice Saitama had brought with them. They had seen so much of town, half a days’ worth to be exact. Genos couldn't recall the last time he had shared this much social contact outside of repairs with the doctor.
“Saitama, do you come here often?” No, this wasn't a cheesy pick up line.
“Hm?” Genos had caught the baldy during his turn eating, watching as the man had gone from deep in his thoughts, to focusing back on him. He had remained mostly silent this entire time, concentrating primarily on the blond’s entertainment.
“Do you come out here with others?”
“No, not really.” Probably not many people to keep the villain company in this sort-of-ghost-town. It must be hard to be a scarily powerful man...
“Saitama, this is really nice. Thank you very much for bringing me here.” That made the bald man smile a little. It shocked Genos how much he really enjoyed his company, how just a simple meal with another human could make him feel...something. Something warm. Maybe it was just the gesture of kindness, or maybe just the man himself.
Genos didn't have many feeling left in his body after the transplant, so this was not really his realm of usual emotions. He incinerated things, burned whole buildings to the ground to stop the madness of villains in this world, but here, limbless, he could actually enjoy himself. Body propped up by another human and just having a simple lunch. Who would have thought?
“It's nothing.” Could it be that the bald man enjoyed the company just as much?
Genos didn't give it too much thought. There was a great possibility that Saitama was often lonely, and maybe the two could come out here more often after the deal. Keep in touch. It shouldn't be too much to ask, since the Association would stop hunting the poor man. This place would be a great meeting place; there would be good company, a fantastic view.
Speaking of view, Genos could see the clean cut of Saitama's punch here. The one that had obliterated the skeletons! It extended far past what the cyborg could see, a clean path through rubble. It didn't appear as if there had been any intact city affected, but then again, it was quite impossible to tell which parts of City Z were even habitable. Maybe Saitama could move in with the cyborg? Metal Knight and a few officials knew about the others face, but that didn't mean they could act upon it once he was a free man.
“Saitama, would you...want to come out here more often?” That had certainly caught the other off guard as well, choking a little on his rice.
“What?”
“Would you mind meeting out here more often, for lunch perhaps?”
“With you?” Genos shifted nervously. This did sound a little weird, and he had no idea if Saitama even liked him as a person.
“Yes.”
Saitama smiled again, a tiny little one, one that could melt the iron core right out of a cyborg's chest. Dangerous. Propped up against the bald man, Genos could see the actual change of demeanor, the way the man blushed ever so slightly. It was cute.

Cute again?

Genos was wrong for calling him that, but that was exactly what he thought. Saitama was cute, in a pink apron, gesturing wildly while talking, falling back in shock, hugging the cyborg close in the mornings, all of these...and then there were more...
...like Saitama looking down at him, blushing and eyes half lined...charging him.
Genos felt an electric bolt in his gut, one that made him whip up straight and lose his balance. He still wasn't accustomed to the limbless body he sported, and his lack of legs really showed as he tumbled forward, off of the edge of the thick stone railing.
He didn't fall far, hell, it couldn't even really be called 'falling'. Immediately there was a hand on his arm stump and he was pulled back up against the hard chest of the other. Saitama was snickering, trying to get the cyborg into a more comfortable position before giving up entirely and choosing to end the lunch.
“What was that all about?” The bald man just kept laughing, musing at how funny Genos had looked. The cyborg was known for his cool and calm demeanor, but the last few days he had surely not lived up to that reputation. Deadly Demon Cyborg? More like little awkward nerd!
“I apologize, Saitama. I have no explanation for my malfunctioning.” Genos couldn't believe his eyes, as his screen kept requesting the launch of application -procreation- over and over again, no matter how many times he exited out of the file. He did not need his dick to appear right now, stupid computer! Apparently, the file of a hot and flushed Saitama was enough to overload his broken body and damage a bit of his brain.

Rude.

“Come on, let's head back!” Genos frowned at that. This day had actually been really good, from being held by the bald man to enjoying a nice, simple lunch in a deserted city. Did they really have to go back already?
“Fine...”
Saitama started to laugh again, but this time a lot louder. Genos must have looked like a grumpy teenager, not at all like a 300 pound killing machine, with a childish pout set on his face. Once the boy had his limbs back, he would prolong their time together, let them enjoy the view and talk a little more.
Maybe Saitama would even allow Genos to train under him? Nobody had to know, and if they stayed here, they would be safe.
Dangerous thoughts. The cyborg knew that if he pursued more than a platonic relationship with the other man he could jeopardize his position as a hero. If Saitama had been truthful about yesterday, then Metal Night and other heroes would know about this situation, would know about his connection with the villain and how the other looked. It could be difficult, but...
This made Genos happy. He had never felt this many emotions, never been treated with such kindness from another human other than Doctor Stench. It would be hard work, but they definitely could do it if they tried hard enough.
Well, this was stuff he could think about for the rest of the two days, but right now all Genos wanted to do is enjoy the leisurely walk down the building and see the sights.
-

Metal Knight!

Oh god, Genos felt his programs overloading.
They had taken a casual detour, going back to the initial place Saitama had found the cyborg, but they had never expected to find metal workers on the scene. It seemed like there had been a big team here, but whatever they had been looking for must have already been found since there were only four androids left, cleaning up the mess.
Genos was gently placed down, in the hollow of a building as Saitama promised him that he would return shortly, getting rid of the other liabilities. The cyborg had protested a bit, trying to convince the bald man that they could just ignore the heroes and get out of here, but Saitama had brought up a good point. Metal Knight had a decent chance of tracking their life forms back to the apartment, and that could mean the end of their little plan.
So Genos had waited, listening to the onslaught that was happening behind him, out of his field of vision. It was nerve wracking! He wanted to watch, wanted to see Saitama in action. Sure, he should be rooting for the other hero, but this was literally the one co-worker Genos could not stand to be around...well, maybe one of them. Sweet Mask was terrible company as well.
Also, what was Metal Knight doing here investigating the scene in City Z? This part of the territories was off of the Associations radar, and therefore didn't receive funding! Any research conducted here had to be the work of the knight alone.
The fight just kept going on, shaking the ground and breaking the wall behind Genos.
Finally! He could see what in-
Oh.
Oh shit.
In Genos's vision there was the sky, the rubble of the broken down house, and a solid metal face, one with three red eyes. The android looked a lot smaller than what he usually saw Metal Knight controlling around, so this was quite a...surprise? Was 'surprise' the correct choice of term here?
“Well, this makes it a lot easier.”
“Metal Knight, what are you doing here? Where is Caped Darkness?!” Genos tried his best to stay casual, to act the part of the damsel in distress, but how could you fool a 5 ton metal android? If he had had an organic heart, it would have been pounding right out of his chest, but instead he his body just whirred louder. Something he had felt more than a few times before in these last few days.
Genos was rattled. This emotion as fear.


“Well, I kinda was hoping that he had killed you, but this should do.”

What?
Genos held his breath in shock as a solid leg positioned itself over the flat expanse of his metal torso, gearing up for a strong attack.
“LIGHTNING EYES!” The cyborg used the only move he could muster up his this limbless body, using the power in his pectoral plates to roll himself out of the position at instant speed. He even managed to lift himself off of the floor for a good second, but didn't get further than a few feet. It was enough though to escape the loud crunch of stone that had been smashed by the foot.
Why was Metal knight attacking him? This didn't make sense.
“Resistance is futile. We can't have a sad excuse of a hero like you ruining the Association's name. Give yourself up to me...” Genos gaped at the bot. What was this, some sort of elaborate plan to take power away from Saitama? This mission didn't seem funded by HQ, so why was Metal Knight doing all this?
“Why are you trying to kill me!? The Association won't stand for this!” That's right; HQ was a sanctum of justice, a place where people protected the weak, not suppressed them. They would never have instructed another hero to eliminate a fellow co-worker...
...right?
“They won't believe that I killed you. Darkness must have accidentally crushed your body while I attempted to save the Demon Cyborg.” The metallic voice sent shivers down Genos's spine, devoid of all emotions and feeling. This...thing was planning on using Saitama as a scape goat? URG! Genos could suppress the murderous intent he felt in his core, seeping through every cable. He had sworn to protect the bald man, to let him feel the normalcy of life again, and it was all about to be gone...
But what could Genos do? Lightning eyes did not work on machines that didn't have organic oculars, and he could hardly wiggle himself out of every blow flung his way! At some point he would get crushed.
Getting himself into a better position, Genos sat up on the rubble beside him. He had very little options left here, and...
Wait, there was once thing that could save him!
With as much power as the limbless body could muster, Genos let out an angry yell; setting his volume to the max and feeling the ground vibrate under him from the waves. It was not a good option to call for help, but it was the only shot he had here. Self-destructing wouldn't do a damn thing!
“What do you think you’re doing?” Was that confusion in the androids voice? That was new. Surely he wouldn't think that Saitama was too occupied with the other bots to rescue him.
Hopefully in time, before his core got crushed!
The metal android started back towards Genos, footsteps causing panic in the cyborg's every fiber. He was running out of options, and fast! He didn't even have time-
“This is the end. Prepare to-”

Boom!

Genos fell over as a hurricane of wind blew him backwards, decimating the wall behind him and turning the stream's pathway into a wasteland. He could feel energy all around him, could hear the cracks of stone and the bending of metal. It was terrifying and made him go very still in an attempt to take in his surroundings, to reboot his failing receptors. This was too overwhelming, too powerful.
The cyborg could feel his mechanically straight hair bend in the wind, feel the gust of it all rattle his every data bit. Was this...yes, it had been Saitama.
There he was, the villain himself, out of breath and panting. His face screamed bloody murder and his fist had delivered it. Metal knight was nowhere in sight, but the little hunks of metal must have been his remains. It seemed like the majority of the android had been vaporized, obliterated by the impact of the bald man's fist.
Wow.
Genos could feel the familiar warmth creep back up into his core, a feeling he still couldn't 100% put his finger on. He was here, amidst the total destruction. Nothing had been spared but him.
“Oi, Genos! Are you alright?” The cyborg couldn't react to the bald man approaching his side, searching him for any sign of damage. He was still out of it, could only stare at the beautiful face that was looming over him, pleading for a response..
With one shaky turn, Genos turned back, assessing the damage Saitama had caused. There was nothing left! A clean graze all the way to the edge of the city! It was one thing when the bald man had erased those skeletons a few days ago, but now, being caught in the line of fire and spared made him fully understand that there was nothing stronger than Caped Darkness. Nothing.
The cyborg was shaken out of his resting train of thought as he was lifted up, face to face with Saitama. The man looked worried, but there was a smile on his lips.
“Hey, you alright?”
“...yeah” Saitama sighed in relief.
With that, Genos was hoisted over the others shoulder and carried away. There would be no more detours, just a direct path home. Saitama started to hurry, to avoid getting tracked down by possible more drones that came to back up the fallen androids.
“Saitama, please halt.”
“Huh?” Saitama stopped dead in his tracks, lifting the metal torso up to look him on the face.
“I have not been honest with you. I apologize.”
Saitama looked taken back, truly confused as to what the cyborg was getting at here. This... had been way over due, could have solved so many things from the start...
“There is a mechanic that can fix me, and I believe it would be the best if I stopped being a burden to you like this.”
Instead of anger or betrayal, the bald man's face lit up with joy. It was quite a leap for the cyborg to tell anyone about the doctor, the only person he could truly consider family after all these years. Maybe, if he explained the situation to him, the older man would understand Saitama's dilemma and help them out. Maybe he would even support them.
“His name is Doctor Kuseno.”




Notes:


Heyo, sorry for the long wait. Last weeks writing time went to 'To keep you warm', so this had to wait a few days after the holidays. Y'all should go check it out and let me know what you think! It was for my wonderful Beta editor and I put a lot of effort into it!
: )
Back to the chapter. 'Beautiful Wasteland' was supposed to be about the entire day, all the way from morning to night, but it seemed to end very well after the battle and so you guys will get the next installment in the next few days. Let me know what you think! I hope that their relationship development isn't going too fast for you guys, so let me know if the pacing is okay. ; ) 
Hope ya'll had a wonderful Holidays, and let me know what you had to eat! I know that many of you are from around the world, and I am always interested in peoples experiences! Also, I love it when people reply to my crazy questions!
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Chapter 6: Say
    


Summary:


Genos has a chat with the doctor.
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Chapter Text

The travel had not been a quick one. With the memory of androids still fresh in mind, Genos and Saitama had both agreed on taking the more 'scenic route'. That had entailed that the two would cross mountains, planes, and a few rivers to get to City M. It had been a refreshing contrast to the lonely wasteland they had experienced all day, and the two had almost stopped a few times along the way to admire the beauty of the lush expanses of nature. Their travels could have been a lot shorter had they just been able to go through the surrounding cities, but with a ripped up, metal cyborg on his shoulder, Saitama had chosen to not take any chances.
It hadn't been that much of an ordeal either, and the 300 pounds of steel didn't seem to weigh him down one bit. Saitama was just as fast as a bullet train, sprinting through the forest without a single drop of sweat on his face. Genos had a hard time keeping up with their directions, but the other seemed to know his way around the outskirts. Time passed by quickly as the duo raced past trees and cliffs towards their destination.
A few hours later they had arrived at the doctor’s lab, which was concealed by a hidden entrance under a waterfall. Genos had used his voice recognition as an entrance key, opening the heavy steel doors and letting the duo escape inside.
The halls were dark, barely illuminated by the blue neon lights and vibrating with the powerful rush of water all around the base. Genos instructed Saitama to walk down the corridor, assuring him that they had nothing to fear, yet the villain seemed quite hesitant. This was a heavily armored, secured military research facility, one that worked independent from the Hero Association. Genos said that Dr. Kuseno had all kinds of safety procedures in here, and if they had been intruders, they would not have made it this far to begin with.
That knowledge made the bald man ease up a little bit, but still unsure of whom he would be expecting. The doctor was a very important man, someone that could build lethal machines, like Genos's body. The cyborg hadn't shied away from boasting about the old man's achievements on their trip over, and some of those stories stuck with Saitama, making the bald man sweat. If the doctor had gotten any information on Genos's current condition, he might lash out towards the villain, potentially forcing him to fight the only person that could fix the metal hunk on his shoulders.
That was the worst case scenario, but as they kept going, the chance of that happening seemed to dissipate. What super-armored base would let the most notorious villain just waltz right in. Surely, they would have had some resistance by now if they weren't welcome.
Once they got to a larger foyer, Saitama was able to breathe again.
There was an old man, roughly in his fifties or sixties, waiting to greet them. He was an odd one, large nose and funky hair, and only reached about the middle of Saitama's chest. There was a jolly smile on his face, and there didn't seem too many things stationed around them that could attack at any moment.
“Genos, my boy! So nice to see you!”
The doctor approached the duo, intensely evaluating up the awkward third wheel in this meeting. Saitama felt himself fidget a little, but closed his eyes and relaxed his face into a bored expression. It was almost funny to the cyborg how much of an effect the old man had on the villain, how the bald man really wanted to get this over with.
“Dr. Kuseno, I am happy to see you as well! I apologize that I could not come here in one piece.” Genos was ecstatic. Vibrating. The two most precious people to him were getting along...or in the very least not trying to kill each other! There had been a very good possibility that there would have been a battle, but it didn't seem like that would be the case.
“It's always the same with you!” The old man let out a jolly laugh, focusing his attention back on Saitama. “And you brought a friend? Who may you be, my boy?”
There was an icy tension in the room as the Saitama struggled to answer the question. He could hardly announce himself as 'Caped Darkness', but at the same time, giving out a fake name, or hell, even his real name could be troublesome. Dr. Kuseno probably already knew that Genos was being held for ransom, since, while not directly affiliated with the Hero Association, he still worked closely with them.
For them to just show up here, with the cyborg broken...Yeah, he probably had a pretty good idea who the bald man was.
“Doctor, this man is Saitama, and he is a friend of mine!” Genos took it upon himself to break the ice. Kuseno trusted him, and no matter how infamous the other villain was, he would at least hear him out. The doctor would not reject him.
“A friend? Well, come inside! This doesn't happen every day.”

 -

 They had been led deeper into the humongous facility; down so many corridors that Saitama would have needed a guide to find his way back out. The lab was a mess, metal body parts scattered everywhere. There was something eerie, seeing so many life-like heads and limbs lying around, and the villain had to excuse himself and wait outside. The two probably had some serious catching up to do, and he didn't feel like he should be listening in when they talked about the current predicament.
Genos allowed Saitama to excuse himself, knowing fully well that the doctor was being overly polite, probably fully aware of the situation. With Saitama gone, Kuseno could actually talk to him.
As soon as they were alone, the old man sighed, giving the cyborg a weary look.
“Oh, Genos, my boy. What did you do to yourself this time?” The doctor still had a smile on his face, fiddling around with the cables that were poking out of his ripped off arm-stump. The appendage was barely even recognizable, completely torn off from his shoulder.
It hurt the teen a little to see the old man in this tired state, looking like he had slept little in the last few days. He had probably been worried sick, and seeing his condition and company probably didn't ease his mind.
And even worse, this wasn't his first time this week being here. Genos had gone out to test his newest upgrades about two days before he had gotten into the fight with the skeletons, and now he was here again. It made him feel ashamed, like he was being a burden to the professor. And he had been brought back the most wanted criminal in the world, in pieces, worrying the poor doctor yet again.
“I got into a fight with a very... skilled opponent. I let my guard down, and it cost me my body.”
“Cost you an arm and a leg, I'd say!” The tired old man laughed and got his tools, setting everything out to start the procedure.
Genos grumbled at the bad pun, begrudgingly remembering the pun slinging criminals that had destroyed his limbs. He was still salty about the whole affair.
“They sure did a number on you...But tell me Genos, how did you manage to beat the enemy like this? You're hardly more than a powerful battery in this state.” What! Genos was more than that! Yes, he had been narrowed down to two last attacks, but he was still more than a battery! The cyborg grumbled at the thought.
“Saitama rescued me. He is a very strong man!” 'Rescued' was maybe the wrong term.
“I believe you, he seems quite powerful!”
“Doctor, I can explain.” The cyborg cold feel himself get nervous again, but immediately felt all tension leave as the doctor placed his hand on his shoulder, then moving to gently pat his arm.
“Genos, I want you to know that I love you, and that I am not going to question your judgment. I bet it is an interesting story you have.”
Genos smiled and felt joy creep its way into his core. His most beloved doctor would actually listen to his tale, would give him a chance to explain!
“Doctor, Saitama is a very great man! I have so much to tell you about him!”
“First, let’s clear things up. He is the infamous villain, ‘Caped Darkness,’ correct?” Genos could feel his excitement falter for a second, but the burning determination in his chest quickly took over. He could feel himself getting giddy, could almost feel muscles tensing as he remembered all that had happened in the last few days.
Genos's smile threatened to split his face.
“Yes! But there is a lot more to the story! Saitama saved me, right as I was about to self-destruct! The enemy was formidable, but he took them out with ease! He is so strong, and yet so humble!” Genos could see the surprise in the others face, astonishment over what the cyborg had just said.
“Not only did he save me, but he also took care of me! He doesn't boast about his strenght, doesn't make a scene out of it! He doesn't even care about any of that!” Genos took a deep breath to rattle on. “I was on the verge of death many times over these past few days, yet not once has he hesitated to help me! Saitama even put his own life at risk to keep me alive, charging me with his bare hand! And you won’t believe how kind he is!”
“But Genos, isn't Dark-”
“Saitama is a wonderful person!” Genos didn't want Kunseno to keep calling the bald man by his villain name. “At first I was afraid; finding out that the most powerful man alive had targeted me for kidnapping, BUT DOCTOR!” Genos felt giddy all over, feeling excitement bubbling all around him as the memories of the last few days flooded out. “There is so much more than all of that!”
“I am sure, my boy! You seem very excited about him! I am very interested to hear about all of it. But first, tell me, why did he kidnap you?” The doctor was almost getting overwhelmed.
“Saitama wants his bounty removed.” Genos said it like it was the most obvious thing, but he quickly remembered that there was a lot more to Kuseno’s question. To the doctor, Saitama was a man that had slaughtered thousands, and he rightfully looked confused. Hell, it had taken a huge stunt to even convince the cyborg in the first place. “Doctor, Saitama is not the villain you know him to be. He did not commit any of the atrocities that are held in his name, nor does he even have the desire to be a villain in the first place.”
Kuseno looked taken back, similar to how Genos had been when Saitama had tried to convince him.
“Genos, are you sure that that man can be tru-”
“YES! Doctor, I know that it is hard to understand, but Saitama is innocent! I couldn't believe him at first, but my life is the proof that he is innocent!” Genos took a shaky breath and organized his thoughts. He was about to start rambling, could go on for hours about how amazing the other man was, but that was useless information for the doctor. “In the last few days, he has shown me more kindness than I ever could have imagined. I was a liability to him, and I threatened to destroy everything he owned. Professor! He could have killed me instantly, taken another hostage and pressed against the Association, yet he didn't!” The near death experience flashed before his eyes, the seconds ticking down as Genos remembered his own energy draining from his body into his core. The way he had loathed the villain, ready to destroy the tiny apartment he now fancied so much. “He kept me, took care of me, and saved me over and over again. I owe him my life, and I swore to let him reclaim a life as an ordinary citizen!” Yes. Saitama would learn to live again, he would finally be free! “He doesn't want to be a villain...”
The doctor still looked baffled, like as if the excitement in the cyborg's speach had rattled him to his bones. It would be hard to believe the metal torso, hearing that the most nutorious villain alive was in fact an innocent bystander. That all the stories and minions had been a lie. Genos couldn't blame the doctor.
“I know it sounds crazy, and I do not expect you to believe me, doctor-”
Genos's train of thought was cut short when a hand rested against his shoulder. Kuseno was smiling at him, his eyes twinkling in delight. The old man looked happier than the cyborg had ever seen him, face crinkling at the edges.
“Genos, I am proud to see you have made a friend.”
If the cyborg could have blushed, he would have. The excitement was still in him, the need to share his every feeling with the doctor, but he knew that at some point the other man would probably grow bored. Saitama was a man worthy of much praise, and he could go all day on the subject.
“Doctor Kuseno, thank you for being so kind.” The old man let out a jolly laugh again, taking his tools back in hand and sitting down to work on the teen's arm.
“I have a new upgrade for you, my boy. Something you will definitely enjoy! Section off those stumps for me, will you?” The man smiled down at the blond, happy that the boy was in such a good mood.
“Sure!” This was one of the more painful procedures. Opening the program in his brain, the cyborg felt his body moving. Upgrades meant that he would receive a new set of limbs, and those had to be connected to his nervous tissue, the only organic part of him asside from from the brain.
A shudder ran through his metal body as the left-over stumps disconnected from his nerves, slowly unlocking themselves from his torso. They all clicked out of place, exposing the sensitive junctions between all his limbs. Now he was truly nothing but a torso with a head.
The doctor got up to fetch the first of the new parts, a bigger, more bulky, black arm. They certainly looked more intimidating. Genos could detect the energy the new arms emitted, this upgrade would increase his strength by a whopping 150%! Wow, the professor had really outdone himself!
“I will run scans on your data bank while we attach these, so just rest for a minute.” After all the action that had gone down today, Genos was sure that he could use a short nap, but ultimately decided against it. He wanted to sleep tonight, cuddle up again with Saitama. Feel the closeness again.
Wait. Maybe he could ask the professor to find out what this weird warm feeling was!
“Doctor, I need you to run an analysis on me!” The doctor looked up at him, confused.
“What kind of analysis do you need?”
Genos for the love of god could not describe it. The way he felt the phantom beat in his core, the way his energy started fluctuating... it was all so new! This wasn't hatred, anger, or even fear. Genos knew very little about how emotions were translated to his brain, but he could use a data output of all the simulated emotions his body had gone through this week. Maybe that would clarify things.
“I need a complete diagram of my emotions from this week.”
“Do you think you could be damaged from a fight?” The doctor connected sensors to his forehead, as well as some to the data center in his chest. Genos could feel the electricity surging into him, opening files and copying information.
“I don't believe so. I have not experienced any malfunctions so far.” Wait. Genos gulped at the memory on top of the tower during lunch, when he had jolted up and almost fallen off the building. The weird way his brain had told him to initiate his sexual stimulation program. Maybe he really had sustained damage.
“Genos, are you okay?”
“Professor, I have had a few new emotions, and I do not know how to categorize them. My body becomes all foreign, and it is very disconcerting.” Kuseno let the programs finish their analysis, preparing to print out the results.
“What do they feel like? Describe them. What triggers these sudden emotions?”
Genos closed his eyes and thought back to the very first one he remembered. Had it been Saitama wearing an apron? No. Maybe. Ugh. This warm feeling had been all over the place, varying in intensity at different times.
But they all had one thing in common. Saitama.
“It's a weird warmth, one that I cannot put my finger on. Like there is a heater going off in my chest. I cannot say which exact mechanism it is coming from, but my body feels some sort of tingle. It only has happened the last few days.”
Kuseno looked concerned, frowning at the boy.
“Do you know what triggers them?”
“Saitama.” All of his emotions had revolved around that singularity. The one man that that could make the cyborg feel this strange emotion. It had been too faint at first, but especially today, when Saitama had saved him from Metal Knight, he had felt it full force. It made him speechless, want to touch the man. On their way over to City M, he had run through all the desires he had felt in that short moment, how he had longed to be close to Saitama.
“It seems like you have not received any brain damage...” Kuseno looked even more concerned now, ripping off the long strip of data paper that his computer put out. He read through the paper, eyebrows rising as he continued through the text. “This week you have experienced 47% Anger, 23% Sadness… those are a lot lower than usual, Genos. I am proud!” The man gave Genos a strong pat on the shoulder, smiling brightly. “...as well as 15% Joy and 12%... Oh.”
Genos wasn't prepared to see the old man bend forward suddenly, then laughing out loud. His old, tired eyes were almost tearing up, and he took long, deep breaths to calm himself down. The cyborg was genuinely concerned for the old man's health… and sanity.
“Genos, my boy...you're in love!” The doctor's voice echoed through his metal skull, he almost felt like short circuiting.

Love?

The blond didn't know how to express the disbelief he felt. Surely there must have been an error, Genos wasn't programmed for that emotion, right? His memory bank didn't even have a previous log of it.
Kuseno held up the paper for Genos to read, letting the words sink in.
-Emotional Receptor Database-
 -Emotions received:
 - 47% Anger
 - 23% Sadness
 - 15% Joy
 - 12 % Love
 - 2% Fear
 - 1% Lust
Genos could feel his cooling system turn on, trying to prepare him for the overwhelming feeling of embarrassment that swept through his body. Had the doctor… yes. He had seen that last one. The knowing smile on the others face indicated that he had, indeed, read the full report. Love wasn't even that big of a deal to him anymore.
Was Genos truly experiencing lust?
The cyborg tried to remember what could have caused that emotion to be triggered, but as soon as he remembered the charging incident, he couldn’t prevent the shiver that travelled through his metal body. It was the same feeling he had felt on top of the tower, the one that made him feel these weird electric pulses through his body. This was his body’s way of coping with an unknown emotion, one, that it had no idea of how to translate. Usually his body could replicate the nerve impulses, send them to his organic brain and let him experience the feeling like any other human. However, some of the basics weren't programmed into his data base out of lack of use. Lust was one of them. His body could only piece together what that emotion would feel like… electric pulses apparently.
It seemed the professor realized what went through the poor teen's mind, since he patted the boys shoulder again and went to go fetch the other limbs. The cyborg was grateful for this, letting his mind wander through all the new information he had to sort out.
So, he couldn't fully experience lust, but his body had been able to minimally replicate it. Love was the one that made his core heat up and fog his mind, filling him with the utmost adoration and longing for the bald man.
This love thing was weird.
Furthermore, why didn't Dr. Kuseno trigger this new feeling? Genos loved him too, felt the upmost adoration for the old man, but there was no desire there. He didn't want to hold the doctor the same way, and certainly didn't want to snuggle up with him. This was weird. He could also rave for hours about Kuseno's acomplishments, but somehow the two people were in completely different ballparks.
Genos wanted to be with the bald man, spend a lot of time together and get to know him.
But… If Genos was truly in love with the Saitama, then what could he do about it? He wasn't the type to just silently stalk the bald man for the next one to two days, recording inappropriate material for when the two parted. Should he just delete these emotions and start anew?
That thought made his core hyothetically clench, hurt outright as he imagined the other man, all alone in the vastness of City Z. Sans Cyborg. It wasn't a choice he wanted to consider.
What other options did he have? He could always try to pursue a relationship with the baldy, but that could turn out tricky at best. Maybe, if the deal went off as planned and they laid low for a bit, would the world even care anymore? Would 'Caped Darkness' cease to exist?
Gah! This stuff was stupid.
Genos grumbled and closed his eyes, choosing to ignore the whole subject all together like the stupid teenager he was allowed to be.
“Here we go, a full set of battle ready arms!” The cyborg was happy when he heard the doctor come closer, giving him something else to focus on. He opened the seals to his left arm socket, exposing the nerve fibers to the new appendage. The machine fit, and as soon as it came close enough, the locks on his shoulder latched on to the other part and assimilated the two, connecting the limb to his body and sending a bolt of pain straight to his brain. Ouch! Connecting these things always hurt.
Once the pain faded away, he opened his eyes and looked at the new, metal arm. He had missed the freedom that came with limbs, had regretted not doing so many things these past few days. Finally, he could eat by himself, could cook and clean Saitama's apartment while the other was gone. He could finally satisfy the itch that had settled with being helplessly stranded, chained to a useless body.
He could finally hug Saitama. Something that the other desperately needed.
Not ready to creep back into the subject, Genos focused back on his metal parts getting attached. He relaxed as the left leg was moved to its place, letting it connect to his socket and going through all the test runs. His sensors told him that this new gear was more powerful, much stronger than anything he had used before. He had more firepower, more speed and better receptors! And...was that...a flying option?...no, but close. Genos could now shoot strong bursts of fire out of his shoulders and appendages, giving him super speed and the ability to move around for a bit in free flight.
Genos downloaded the new software that came with them, getting familiar with all the new functions. He was like a kid in a toy store all over again, reading up on all the new tricks his body could do.
The two kept working in silence, a pleasant atmosphere settling around them. His body was slowly assimilated, and just before he shut down to run a system check, Kuseno tapped on the plate in his chest, asking Genos to open it. It lead straight to his mechanical data bank, and the doctor connected some sort of cable straight to it.
“Don't worry, I'm just adding a few programs to your files.” The doctor typed away at his computer, giving the boy a warm pat.
Genos decided that he should probably shut down for now, let his body integrate all the new software and allow all the programs to fully be tested. His vision faded to black as he gave the old man one last smile, closing his eyes and feeling the cold numbness take over.

 -

 Boring.
Words could not express how done with today Saitama was, sitting in the hallway outside of the lab and wondering if the place had a bathroom nearby. All the walls were bare, lined with sleek metal, and they seemed to go on forever. He had silently decided to stay here, not get lost again and end up in a far away dungeon or something.
Saitama shivered a little, pulling the long sleeves of his basic white shirt around his hands and placing the two under his armpits, keeping himself warm. Laboratories like these were quite chilly, probably too expensive to heat! Something he could relate to...
The bald man didn't have too much time to dwell on his thoughts as the heavy, steel door opened. The doctor came out, closing it behind him and turning to face the younger man. His expression was weird, like a mix between worry and happiness.
“Oi, is Genos gonna be alright?” Saitama slowly got up from his position on the floor, giving the old man his full attention. He wanted Genos to get fixed, but if they had to stay here for the next few days, then that could get problematic.
“Yes, the lad should be fine!” Kusedo gave baldy a knowing smile. “But I have to ask you something, Caped Darkness.”
Saitama could feel his butt-cheeks clench, a cold chill go through his bones as the doctor put a strong hand on his shoulder. The strongest man alive should not feel this way, he kept telling himself. Intimidation usually didn't work like that. He could pound this whole place into dust, and yet here he was, afraid he was about to be judged.
His worry was quickly ebbed away by fear. If the professor had hacked into Genos, his home and everything could have been exposed. That's how cyborgs worked, right? Humans with really high-tech computer bodies? Well, at least that's what his mangas had taught him. They could always be traced back, and that could prove a problem for them.
“I need to know how you feel about my boy.”
Well that question was oddly random. Saitama let his negative emotions go, giving the request an honest thought.
“Uhm...”
How did he feel about Genos?
Well, the boy certainly was a breath of fresh air in his life. Over the past few days, Genos had threatened to blow up twice, almost destroying everything he had left. Other than that, what else was there? Oh yeah, the charging incident. Saitama remembered how he had felt, watching the body under him, on the brink of death and almost out of electricity. He had panicked, done something stupid and saved the day. Ha! That was one for the books!
Genos was also the first person to believe in him, the only one to see Saitama as something other than a villain. It made him happy, to finally not be be hounded like a wild beast. To talk to someone. But wait, there was more… Genos not only had treated Saitama as a human, but also encouraged the bald man, giving him hope and a sound piece of mind. For the first time in forever, he had relaxed, enjoyed falling asleep and waking up the next day. That was new.
Maybe Genos was a really cool hero afterall.
And then there were the more quiet moments, like when Saitama had woken up with the damn brat curled up in his chest. It had been a shock, but he couldn't bring himself to feel grossed out. That had been the best sleep he had gotten in a long time, and he wouldn't trade the cyborg's comforting heat for anything.
Same with the walk they had gone on. Sure, the entire Metal Knight incident had completely ruined his fun, but up until that point he had truly enjoyed himself, carrying the limp torso with him all day. Genos had been very happy, which also lifted the bald man's mood as well. That kinda stuff was contagious, and he definitely wanted to do it again.
Overall, Genos made him feel...something. Something good.
“...”
Saitama realized that the doctor was still intently looking at him, expecting an answer. He had been so lost in thought that he had totally forgotten the doctor. Man, Genos and him had gone through a lot in such a short amount of time.
“I don't know… I like having him around. He is very interesting.” That wasn't a lie. Saitama didn't have to go and tell the other about everything, but this much would be okay. The bald man himself didn't even really know what he really felt. Years of loneliness had been tough to deal with, and he was dreading dealing with Genos leaving his company.
Heh, gosh, that was sappy.
“Well, he seems to like your presence as well, which I am grateful for...” Wow, was Saitama on a roll? Two people that didn't hate his guts. “...But you two will face a problem if you keep this up. Genos is a hero, and if you two get caught together, he will more than likely lose his job.”
What was the doctor getting at? Caught together?
Genos wouldn't stay with Saitama. The poor kid had a whole life ahead of him! Saitama would make sure that they wouldn't slip up tomorow, and that would be the end of it. There was a big world to explore, monsters to kill, and relationships to build. The cyborg would not trade that over his sorry ass, ha! Not in a million years.
Saitama felt bitter thinking that, knowing that his life would soon become empty once again. Peaceful, but devoid of excitement. “I know.”
The bald man let his hand rub over his smooth head, looking off into a distance while calming the building storm inside of him. He had tried his best to ignore the inevitable outcome of this situation, but it came up every once in a while. Plaguing him.
“Listen… Genos is better off without you...” Ouch.
The doctor was right. Genos wanted to be a hero, protect the people and fight crime. All in all he was a good kid and deserved to be happy, deserved to see the world. Saitama had already lost his chance at that, at becoming a person that people could count on for protection. Even if he got his bounty removed, he would still inevitably be banned from ever fighting monsters in public. They would find him, hunt him, and he would accidentally kill someone again. Same shit as always.
Kuseno cleared his throat.
“...but you make him happy. I don't know what type of person you are, Saitama, but I have never seen my boy this excited. He truly cares about you, and as a parent, I want what is best for my son.”
Wait, Kuseno was Genos's dad? He would have to ask about that later, but at the moment he had to let those words sink in. The doctor had just told him that the cyborg was better off without the villain, and now he was thanking him? For what? The boy would be just as happy if the bald man disappeared.
“Genos has never been been this way. Ever since his parents were murdered, he has been out for revenge. I have never seen him smile this much, and you should hear the way he talks about you. So full of life! I want the lad to be happy, so I ask that you take care of him.”
Saitama felt a warm feeling creep up into his chest, one that stopped him from responding. He couldn't say a word, just stared at the doctor with a dumbstruck expression. The man's words replayed in his mind, over and over again, trying to decipher what he had just heard. Saitama should take care of Genos? Like in what way? It sounded like there was a whole lot more to the 'take care of him' that he was not getting here, but he was also too afraid to ask.
“Okay.” Yup, that was all he could say. Saitama would have to figure out what the other man’s words really meant, but his thought process was cut short when he heard loud, metal footsteps approaching.
Opening the doors and rounding the corner was the devil himself. Demon Cyborg in his whole 300 pound glory. He looked great, like a hero straight out of an anime Saitama used to watched. This was the first time he had seen the man like this, fully towering-
Wait. Saitama felt a vein pop in his forehead as he looked up at the hero.
“When the hell did you get taller than me?”
“Saitama, you are mistaking. I have always been this height.” Saitama certainly was peeved. Now he had to look up at the others face. Sure, it was only about an inch or so, but after having handled the teen for the last few days, he would have surely sworn the other man to be a solid 5”6 or something. Pretty boys usually were short, and Genos was pretty.
And oh god, Genos was also a lot bulkier than he thought. Somehow, he had imagined the cyborg to be your typical bishonen, perfect hair and everything. The broken arms he had brought home had certainly not been that big. But Saitama's pride be be damned, it suited the kid. He looked like a very menacing cyborg, someone that could actually protect people.
The bald man sighed and patted the kid on the shoulder. They had spent enough time here, time to go home.
“Oi, let's get going.”
“Yes!” Genos straightened, turning to the doctor and bowing, saying his goodbyes. “Thank you for the upgrades, professor. I will make sure to stop by soon.”
“Just come back in one piece!” Kuseno shot Saitama a warning glare, giving the villain a judging look. “You make sure my boy is safe, understood?!”
The bald man quickly tensed up again, swiftly bowing and letting Genos lead them out. He wanted to go home. Now.

'They will surely make an interesting pair.'
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 The ride home had been a blast. Literally. Genos had gotten really excited about his upgrades and tried out his new jet engines, carrying Saitama on his back. The older man had not protested, shouting in excitement all the way back. The two had finished their adventure with a bang, and were now exhausted. Today had been stressful to say the least, and both were ready to hit the sacks.
Once home, Saitama had tried to start dinner, but had been kicked out by an overeager cyborg who insisted on treating the bald man tonight. It had been a challenge, explaining to Genos that they had very limited ingredients, and that villains didn't really have the luxury of buying fullpriced foods. The younger man had insisted that they remedy the problem, but in the end Saitama had gotten him to agree on some easy-to-fix udon noodles.
And the meal had been fantastic! Oh man, if the baldy had known that Genos could cook so well, he would have built his own darn limbs for the boy and attached them himself. These noodles were heaven!
Saitama was just munching his heart out, tasting the old, cheap flavor packets he had collected in a completely new way! He could go on and on about the food, shivers running down his spine from the tastiness.
Genos had declined the meal, stating that the little rice they had eaten at lunch had been enough to satisfy his energy reserves. He started on cleaning the kitchen, with the pink apron tied snug around his body. It was almost comical watching the hero, scrubbing the counters and drying the dishes, like he was the most determined house wife in existence.
After dinner, Saitama had tried to bring himself to take a shower, but his body had decided against it. Tomorrow's Saitama could shower for him, since he could barely keep his eyes open now.
After groggily putting the dishes away, the bald man had chosen to retire to bed, taking a few seconds to analyze if he had missed anything important before getting ready.
And he had.
There were now two fully grown adults in this tiny apartment, and the couch was the only place that the cyborg could fit on. That meant no more warm heaters in bed, unless they were to cuddle again.
Saitama felt his cheeks heat up at the memory, and at the realization that he really didn't have a problem with it. He had never had this, a warm body in bed to snuggle with. Urg. It was so weird.
...well, maybe Saitama really didn't mind too much, cause as soon as Genos walked up behind the bald man, his entire being involuntarily shifted back towards the warmth; Seeking comfort in the pretty heater. He could feel his eyes drooping slowly, and if it hadn't been for the arms around him, he would have probably stumbled over. He was warm now, ready to just fall asleep-
It had taken about point five seconds for him to whip up straight and tense in the others embrace, squirming a little as soon as he felt the others chin rest on his shoulder.
“What is the matter, Saitama?”
“You know what's the matter, brat! Why are you hugging me?!”
“You were cold. You insist on not heating the place, so I will keep you warm. That sounds the most efficient way without having to pay.”
Damn, Saitama didn't want to protest, but he had to. His dignity was on the line.
“I don't need you to heat me. My body can take it.”
“It would be the best option. I could provide you with warmth throughout the night.”
“Genos. You're too big to sleep with me, sorry.” And that was the truth. The single person futon was hardly enough for Saitama alone, and the two would never fit under one blanket. The times before had been narrow at best, but certainly not now that the other had doubled in size. They just wouldn't fit.
“Saitama, being in your proximity should be enough to heat the mattress. I am fully charged, so I should be fine on the floor.” The bald man could feel his nerves give up, a very dangerous thing. Letting your guest sleep on the floor was a no go, but the teen didn't seem to want the couch. Damn, was Genos really going to make him to say yes? Urg, fine.
“Oh for goodness sakes, what ever. Just let me sleep in peace.” Saitama gave up, escaping from the cyborg’s embrace and storming off towards the bathroom.
This gave Genos a chance to get situated, to turn off the lights and silently wait for the other to return. He let the whole room get dark, closed his eyes and waited. He could hear everything, from the slow rustling of clothes, to the way the other washed his face. The boy's imagination ran wild, fueled by the content he was picking up. It shouldn't make him feel so dirty, but he couldn't help the thoughts that went through his head.
He had to will away the new sensation that swept over his body, a scotching hot pressure in his groin paired with electric shocks. This was not the time to be getting lustful.
It was barely five minutes until the other man returned, too tired to feel for the light switch and plopping onto the futon like a rag doll. Genos didn't react, scanning Saitama, to find out he was already half asleep, body cooling down quickly. He waited for the right moment, and then he moved to settle under the blanket, pulling a grumbling body to his chest and turning up the heat.
Soon the baldy didn't even put up a front anymore, and Genos let a small smile rest on his face. This wasn't too hard, just holding the other man from behind. The cyborg really didn't know why human contact made the other fret so much. Saitama felt amazing against him.
They would be safe here. Safe and warm...and together.

And hopefully for more than just one night.


.





Notes:


Hahaha! this chapter was so much fun! It took a hot second to write, but overall it was a great time! Hope you guys didn't mind waiting a few extra days for this as I wrote another one shot fic. Now that I have all of the kinks out of my system, I can focus on Heavy Metal better, getting as much written up as I can in the next week, before university. Starting back school will mean a few days lag between each chapter, but since we have reached past the halfway mark, it shouldn't be too much longer. 
Well, let me know what you guys thought of my version on Dr. Kuseno. Not much is shown about him in cannon, so there are quite a number of ways he can be written. To me, he is a jolly old man that loves his boy. Yes, he would have tried to kill Saitama if Genos had not convinced him, but ultimately he trusts the cyborg more than the Association. He ran the tests on brain damage for a reason.
Let me know what you guys think. Also, what did you guys do for New Years? Tumblr and Ao3 were practically dead for a solid 3 days straight, so I am quite interested!  ; )
Anyway, Party Hardy guys!
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Genos and Saitama have a few new experiences.






Notes:


          (See the end of the chapter for  notes.)
          






Chapter Text
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This again.

Saitama mused, feeling the last little holds of sleep dissipating. He was warm again, feeling like the empty void in his chest had a little heater inside it, it made him want to smile. This was Genos's doing, holding the bald man tight from behind. He had slept pleasantly through the night, had not been disturbed by the cyborg once. It was a miracle that they both fit on the futon, but curled up like this, they could manage the tight space. It didn't matter if a part of Saitama wasn't covered, since the warmth from the cyborg was enough to keep him toasty. It was a nice feeling, like having a radiator strapped to his back, comfortably and snuggly pressed up against him.
The bald man sighed, finally admitting to himself that he really enjoyed the contact. Human interaction was non-existent in his life, other than the few trips to the market he made every week. Even then he was always on edge, trying to avoid the more populated areas, out of fear that someone would recognize him as 'Caped Darkness'. It was really only Sonic that found him often, and so did other monsters. Or did he find them? Oh well, it all turned out to the same anyway.
Saitama grumbled a little, subconsciously nuzzling closer to the warmth behind him. It was early in the morning, and Genos seemed to still be asleep. This was the first time he had woken up before the blond, some unknown cause tearing him from his sleep. He usually didn't need to get up this early, being unemployed and all...
He would seriously miss this; miss how secure he felt here, in the presence of another human. It was completely illogical, the strongest man in the world, enjoying the warm embrace and comfort. Like he was being... saved from his own loneliness.
'Saved' may have been the wrong term here, but that is all he could come up with at this early hour. Heh, maybe the brat had really helped him more than he had thought. Shown him a little glimpse of humanity. Enough for him to see what being alive really meant. The last few days he had laughed, talked, and experienced more than in the last year combined. Yes, some moments had been turbulent, and Genos had almost died a few times, but he couldn't help but feel happy with the changes. His days were exciting, worth waking up for.
Things had never been this great way back then, when Saitama had just started his quest for strength. It all had been so monotonous, waking up to go to work every day, getting fired, then having to find a new desk job... The only really exciting time had been during his training, when he had seen his body grow, transform him into the beast that he was today. Those three years had been the most thrilling, fighting monsters with every ounce of power that he could muster, putting his life at risk and winning! It had felt earned, like he had actually struggled against the hordes. Now a days...
...it was too easy.
They all went down with one punch, something that plagued Saitama to no end. Everyone, heroes and monsters feared him now, called him an anomaly that could destroy humankind. All that just because he had gotten too strong. Even worse now was that there was no release for all this strength, no one to protect, and no one to save. He couldn't even do the basic thing that he had trained for, it was literally useless.
Saitama could feel himself shiver at how cold he suddenly felt inside. Like he was pushing out the warmth that had gathered in his heart. It made him sad, realizing that his thoughts had such a strong impact on his mental state, but here he was, shivering again, wrapped up in an embrace that was meant to keep him warm. Genos would wake up, and they would live out the day, and then tomorrow would come. The day that this would be over. Saitama would walk home a free man.
Free to do what?
Saitama didn't finish that train of thought, feeling the arms around him tighten. Genos's face was nuzzling the back of his neck, tickling him slightly. It completely cleared his mind, making his heart beat faster.
The warm feeling spread, from his heart all the way to his face. Saitama could feel himself blushing, hot sparks traveling all the way down to his chest. The hands on his body were scorching hot. Genos was holding him like someone would a lover, something that Saitama had never gotten around to experiencing. Not like this. He was not alone here, and the other made it blatantly clear that there would be no lingering loneliness left for him to dwell on.
A metal leg snuck in between his, creating very inappropriate friction against his rear. Saitama began to squirm slightly, unsure of how he felt about the whole situation. He had never thought of Genos like this, as someone that would get this close to Saitama. It made him feel hot, like his skin was on fire, and he couldn't get himself to move.
But he had to. Genos was asleep. This was not right.
Saitama pried off the arms around him, sitting up and looking down at the cyborg. The boy was waking up from all the movement, fans and mechanics kicking into gear. Soon the obsidian eyes opened, flickering on the golden irises.
“Good Morning Saitama.” Genos sat up, pulling the blanket over Saitama's hips in an attempt to keep the other warm.
“Good morning.” And with that Saitama could feel his body relaxing again, getting rid of the hot flush that had settled on his face for a good second. He could breathe now, cool down, but instantly regretted leaving the warmth of the covers. It was still early in the morning, and the sun was not even out yet. The apartment was still a freezing hell, and no blanket around his waist would change that.
With chattering teeth, Saitama cursed it all to hell. Who needed dignity when you could be warm? Without a second thought he laid back down, at a safer distance from Genos. He could feel the heat radiating from the cyborg, how the metal hunk turned up the temperature even more, now that he was shivering. It was a really nice gesture.
“Genos, aren't you gonna to run out of electricity if you keep your heat this high?” Saitama didn't mind charging the other again, but warming him wasn't necessary if it put Genos in a risky situation.
“Negative. I was fully charged at the lab yesterday.” Genos's eyes roamed his cloaked body, probably scanning. “Saitama, why did you move if you weren't getting up?”
Saitama tensed, feeling the heat coil back up in his face. No way in hell was he telling Genos about the position they had been in, and certainly not that he had enjoyed it too much and moved. The kid was what, 19? Saitama was old and bald and a dude, not some young, sexy chick.
“I was about to go take a shower. Just got a little dizzy, that's all.” That was not all a lie. He really wanted to take a shower, even if he would freeze his ass off on the way out. Maybe, if he bundled up right after he finished, he would survive the cold.
Saitama had to go, now. This situation was making him feel awkward, and he didn't want the other to catch onto him. The bald man crawled out of his blanket cocoon, grabbing a fresh set of boxers and pants and making his way over to the small bathroom. Maybe if he turned the water onto extra cold, he could get rid of this nervousness. Among other things.

 –

 Genos grumbled, watching the other man retreat into the bathroom. He had pushed Saitama a little too far, had gone too fast. It had been a spur of the moment idea, and his brain had convinced him that furthering contact wasn't going to get him rejected.
The cyborg silently cursed, getting up and folding up the futon and blanket. His body tensed as he could hear the water coming on, mind wandering in the wrong places again. This 'lust' feeling was wickedly powerful, and Genos would have to find a way to turn it off. He could feel his energy fluctuating, heat pooling in different parts of his body.
This was not the time for this! Genos rebooted his emotional hard-drive, turning his hearing on low. The cyborg should make the other man breakfast, and then they could discuss the rest of the day.
He got right to it, putting on his now dear pink apron and checking the kitchen for ingredients. It was disconcerting how little there was, how basic Saitama's meals were. He was the most notorious villain in the world, and he was living off of collected ramen soup packets and basic goods. There were some frozen vegetables, but other than that, there was a scary void in the healthy department of the man's kitchen.
Genos would have to do his best, make the other eat a little better.
With the little he had to work with, Genos decided on a simple omelet over rice. It was very similar to the lunch they had taken yesterday, but with some greens mixed in. His recipe databank explained the steps, letting the cyborg cook the simple meal rather quickly. He wanted to surprise Saitama.
With the hearing turned down, Genos could finally focus back on his task. He maneuvered around the kitchen with grace, fully determined to do his best. He had a goal, and there was nothing that could stop him from reaching it. Today was his last day in Saitama's 'care', and it would probably be a few days before he could see the other again.
That thought stung a little, imagining the bald man alone here at night, probably cold and shivering. It would be an agonizing week for him, getting back to work and seeing the affair settled. He had promised Saitama that he would fight for his cause, that Genos would personally make sure that his bounty got removed. He would do it, give the bald man his life back, and maybe even join it if possible.
He would really like to stay here and live with Saitama.
Maybe he could even start a relationship with the villain, gradually build it up. They would have to be careful, as to not raise any suspicion, or else Genos could seriously jeopardize his position as a hero. Geez, why was this so complicated.
Genos could feel his energy spike up, engines wiring faster as his mind wandered to those romantic thoughts again. If he could do this, then there would be a lot more mornings like this, ones where he could snuggle closer to Saitama and relish in the others presence. The cyborg felt all giddy inside, like he had a dream that was within reach. He could fight crime, save people, destroy evil cyborgs, and then come home to a loving place with a man he truly wanted to be around. It sounded too good to be true.
Genos put the rice on to boil and turned to the eggs, opening the carton and staring down at them. They looked so funny, kind of like Saitama. A nice, smooth surface. The cyborg's mind briefly wondered what Saitama would feel like, since he had been armless this entire time. Genos always turned off his sense of touch deeming it useless for a battle cyborg, but maybe one day he could give it a shot.
The meal was readied quickly after, greens and eggs fried up in a nice, decent meal. The rice boiled down, and Genos went to set up the little table. Saitama barely had enough dishes for himself in this kitchen, so he would have to clean it later. Probably could do it while the other man was out.
Sensors alerted Genos, telling him that Saitama was done with the shower. Since the bald man didn't have any hair to dry, he would probably be out of the bathroom in a second. Genos took a seat at the low table, sitting in a formal seiza position as he waited.
The door to the tiny bathroom opened and Saitama stepped out, clothed in a new red and white sweater, making the cyborg stare at his chest.
‘Oppai.’ Boobs? Why were there breast?
Genos had never felt this confused before, like someone had literally pulled the rug from under his feet. The others sweater was...interesting, to say the least, and combined with the brightly colored text it was an eyesore. He couldn't pry his eyes away, staring at the mocking image.
Saitama caught on soon, looking at his own graphic display of irony and started laughing. He seemed amused about the whole ordeal.
“This is my favorite hoodie, Genos. It's cool, right?”
‘Cool’ was a term alright. The wrong term. Genos would rather the other take it off, burn the insensitive thing and never talk about it again, but he couldn't voice his opinion. The way the bald man smiled combined with the joy in his eyes prevented the cyborg from making another comment. It was clear that Saitama loved this thing, and that was enough to convince him to drop the matter.
Hell, the way it made the older man’s face light up would be his downfall. Just like the apartment, he could see himself liking the shitty hoodie soon, connecting it with Saitama. If this was the man's favorite piece of clothing, he would learn to respect it.
“It looks good on you.” And that was the truth, everything looked good on the bald man in Genos's opinion. The matter was dropped, and the villain bounced over to the table, still snickering.
“What did you make? It smells good.” Saitama looked hungry, even if it was still early in the morning. The sun was starting to rise, and it made the whole atmosphere seem more homely. The two of them had a long day in front of them, the last one in a while, probably.
Saitama didn't even give the cyborg time to time to properly answer before ferociously digging into the meal. It tasted good, really good. For Saitama, that was a tough pill to swallow, coming to terms with the fact that Genos was probably a better cook than he would ever be. For someone that lived alone and always cooked for himself, this was peeving. Hell, Genos didn't even eat that much to begin with. Did the boy have like a recipe book in his brain or something?
Saitama stopped dead in his tracks, and looked up at Genos. The kid was just watching him again, not eating anything. It was almost scary how little the cyborg actually ate, and with all this good food, how could he not want to at least try some.
“Genos, can you even taste food?” This was an important question. Maybe if the other didn't even taste the flavors of it all, he wouldn't have a drive to eat. Since he had a mechanical body and all...
“Hypothetically, yes. I choose not to turn my sensors on.”
“What! Why?” Eating was great! Saitama couldn't believe that there was someone out there that deliberately chose not to enjoy food. That was almost a crime. Hell, if the bald man wasn't so poor all the damn time, he would probably make his meals a lot more intricate and enjoyable, learn how to cook better and treat himself sometimes.
“It just seems inefficient to discriminate between foods. I need a balanced diet, so I focus more on what I eat, rather than how it tastes.” Saitama was having none of this.
“Turn them on, right now. All the way up.” The bald man turned serious, gathering up the best pieces in his plate and piling them on his fork. He had fed the cyborg plenty of times before, so this was not awkward anymore. He was a man on a mission.
Genos looked nervous, almost fidgeting under the intense stare. He was not really interested in the whole ordeal, but complied nonetheless. His data center booted up his taste receptors, but it had been such a long time since he had turned them on that he couldn't even guarantee that they still worked. He had never had the desire to enjoy this sort of thing, but here he was, uneasily taking the entire fork into his mouth.
Genos wasn't prepared for the shock that hit him. Yes, he must have turned his taste-buds on too high, because he could feel his fingers starting to tremble at the vast amount of endorphins his body was supplying to his brain. God, this tasted amazing. He could see Saitama laughing at him; probably cause he was making some sort of goofy expression with his mouth full, but he couldn't care less. He was in heaven.
Saitama seemed to be really entertained, getting up and bringing the cyborg the left over rice and eggs. There wasn't enough for the two of them, but since the cyborg probably just wanted to try the food rather than actually get energy from it. This would be plenty.
“Here. Eat up.” Saitama smiled warmly at the cyborg, watching him munch in bliss on the simple breakfast. Ha, if Genos got this knocked up on something basic, just wait until they had a real feast. Saitama couldn't afford anything special, but he could get some ingredients for some really good curry.
It was nice getting to share such an experience with someone, seeing the cyborg this happy. Genos's moods could be contagious, and Saitama couldn't stop himself from snickering at the others dumb face while eating his own meal. They were dorks, he could admit it.
Breakfast passed by quietly after that, both of them silently enjoying the moment. The sun was coming up now, lighting up the room and starting their last day. Saitama didn't really have too many plans for today, but there was a good sale at the grocery store one city over, and he could make them that curry tonight. Maybe they could both cook together, enjoy the company.
Saitama refused to sulk again. His morning had been great, and he would not let his mind go onto the gloomy subject of being alone. He would have to live in the now and appreciate what he had.
“Everything alright, Saitama?” Yes, surprisingly enough, everything was alright. He was doing fine.
The bald man smiled at that realization, at how happy he was becoming with the younger man around. This was news to him, how the other could push away these depressing thoughts, let him live in the now.
“Yeah, just peachy.”

 -

 Saitama ran a little faster, trying to make this trip as short as possible. There was a pretty good sale going on in City D, and he could grab the missing ingredients for curry there too. It was just to the east of them, and he could make it back in a couple of hours if he tried. They had started the day off early, but if he wanted to do more than just cook a proper meal for the teen, then he would have to be back around noon, possibly sooner.
He was taking the direct path, over the long deserted highway and through the last remaining residential area of City Z. It was quite easy, leaping over fallen buildings and rubble, but as soon as he hit the sparsely populated district, he slowed down, not wanting to rouse suspicion. The people here needed the quiet to calm their turbulent lives, constantly on edge.
While there weren't many monsters around, there was still criminal activity, especially since people didn't have to pay high rents or go through background checks. This was a safe haven for gangs and villains, a place where Saitama would wander off to, to get some quick cash. Plenty of people here needed quick jobs done, like removing rubble and clearing areas.
While being around people was great and all, Saitama would not trade his little apartment for anything in the world. It would be a bother to have to deal with noisy neighbors, people that probably were doing illegal things all the time anyway. If the government ever came back, they could rake in trouble for the villain, and so stayed as far away as he could, dead center in the former most dangerous district of them all. The Terrifying city. A place he personally had cleaned up.
Saitama sighed, looking at the barricaded shops that lined the road, one that used to be a bustling shopping district. There were still a few stores here and there, but mostly ones that were too overpriced or sketchy for their own good.
The bald man halted, something catching his eye. A small fabric store, one with many different costumes on display. There were some really weird things showcased, like a samurai costume, rolls on rolls of strange fabrics...
...and something that he had to have.
A tight black suit with a red cape.
Oh boy, today was his day! This was the epitome of his fantasies, it looked too cool and villainous for words. It was right up Saitama's alley, something that would turn him into a super villain just like the cartoons, fully equipped in leather, and, had he forgot to mention a cape.
Yes, it was completely immature to want to wear it, and he certainly didn't have the funds for it either, but he felt excited just looking at it. It looked tight, sleek and just the right size to fit his shorter muscular frame. Maybe he could ask the shop owner if he could work for it.
He would look really cool in it tomorrow, truly intimidating!
Wishing on a star, Saitama entered, surprised to see such a bright and inviting store still in the heart of City Z. There were exotic fabrics and mannequins all around, as well as a desk in the center with one tired looking man as its owner. An older gentleman with a mustache, looking up at him.
“Hello, uhm...” Saitama was lost with his words, unsure how he would go about this. His request seemed ridiculous in hindsight, but he wanted to try it anyway. “Are you the owner?”
The man seemed tense, like he was intimidated by the villain. Saitama hoped that this man did not know who he truly was, or else this would get super awkward.
“Yes, I am. How may I help you?” The man let out a long sigh and relaxed, sizing Saitama up and down, eyes lingering on his awesome hoodie. Yeah, Saitama must have looked like crazy person, especially around this serious area.
“I wanted to talk about the suit you have for sale outside, the black one?” The cool one.
“It's for sale, but I don't think that I can give it to you. Sorry kid.” Saitama felt his heart drop, sad that he had been shot down. He had fully expected this, but the remaining hope in him had pressed on, begging him to at least ask. This is what you got for trying.
The villain sighed, turning to head back out when a bunch of men walked in, all dressed in black. They were blocking his path, intentionally not getting out of the baldy's way. The men immediately owned the room, spreading and making a path for what looked to be the boss.
The man had an orange pompadour, all nice and slicked back, with matching sunglasses to cover his face. He looked goofy, like a rich snob that had gotten a little too familiar with his mother’s closet. Bad looks aside, the boss walked up to the shop keeper, taking out his gun and gently setting it on the table.
“It's been two weeks since the money's been due, and you still haven't paid up! What gives old man?” this certainly didn't look good for the shopkeeper, and Saitama really wanted to just leave, but that would imply causing a scene. This was a territorial dispute, probably, something he had nothing to do with. Whelp, he didn't have time to stand around here either...
“I do not have the money. Please come back tomorrow.” The man looked so done, like he was too exhausted of all of this to be afraid. It made Saitama perk up; giving the shop owner a good, hard look. The poor man was in big trouble... but that was none of his business... He should leave.
“Tomorrow? That excuse again? You finally have a customer and you still can't pay? We told you what would happen if you pulled this shit again.” The gaudy man gestured wildly towards Saitama, and instantly there were strong arms on the bald man. He was being held captive by the henchmen that decided to come in.
“What the hell.” Saitama had about enough of this.
“Leave the poor bo-” The shopkeeper never got finish that sentence because at that moment, Saitama lifted his arms against the combined power of the thugs, and threw them out the glass door, blowing a few more men outside with the impact. He had to go to the sale, and then get back to Genos.
In an instant there were guns aimed towards him, ready to shoot at any moment. Saitama didn't care. Those things barely even tickled him, and he could out-speed them too. There was no way in hell that he would get a hole in his favorite hoodie.
The men fired, blatantly missing their target. Bullets went flying all over the room, but with two normal punches from Saitama they all were knocked out the same entrance the others had taken earlier. It was kind of funny, watching the gangster pile up like that; they were nothing but a dusty black mount of groaning bodies. It was a miracle that some of them didn't explode.
“W-Who the hell are you?”
Saitama didn't give the boss the time of day, walking out of the store with his hands buried deep in his pockets, making his way slowly back to City K. He had no business here, and he should definitely get going.
“I said, Who are you!” The gaudy boss shrieked, voice sounding a lot less human and even more shriller. That caught Saitama's attention, and when he turned around to face the brat, he was standing in front of some kind of hard-core-porn-fish hybrid. Saitama couldn't believe his eyes. The dude had everything, from a whip, to a shiny leather speedo. It was probably the weirdest thing he had seen in a long time.
“Just a man that beats up monsters for fun.” The man lashed out at him, whip flying around and missing its target. Saitama was not about to let his hoodie get ripped up, and he also didn't have the time to waste here. With one smooth movement he pushed forward, punching the air and catapulting the other villain into the next building behind them. God, this had all been way too easy.
Saitama looked at the mess and sighed. He really had done a number on the poor shop owner’s door, but that was at least better than getting killed, right? Whatever. With that settled the baldy turned on his heel and continued his journey.
“Wait!”
Saitama halted, glancing back at the now less tired old man. He looked shocked, eyes wide open as he assessed the damage that had been done to the mobsters. Hopefully the man didn't want him to pay for repairs, because he had barely enough money for himself.
“What's up?”
“How did you do that?” The owner seemed out of it for a bit, giving Saitama a full once over, probably still in shock over how powerful the villain truly was. It must have been a strange day for the man, too many mobsters, fish perverts, and bald men with boobs. He could probably use a good break from life.
“I just punched them, that's all.”
“Are you a hero?” Haha, no.
“Not really, just a guy that...protects people.” Saitama was about to turn again, but a hand on his arm made him stop dead in his tracks. The old man had a new look on his face, a new kind of determination. He didn't look hostile, and soon the villain was pulled back into the shop.
“I'll be right back” The owner let go, leaving Saitama to wonder what in the hell was going on. He didn't have to be here, could just run away, but let his curiosity get the better of him. Something was up.
“Oi, what are you doing?” The owner went to the showcase, taking down the mannequin with the black suit and undressing it. The clothing zipped from the back, coming off clean and tight. The older man used his utmost care, folding it up in a nice stack and placing it on the counter. The cape was a little trickier to fold, but soon the entire thing fit neatly into a bag.
Hell, Saitama couldn't pay for this. What was the old geezer thinking? Out of curiosity, he stayed, watching the other work with a vigor he had not seen in the old man.
“I want you to have this.”
What? No.
“No way. I don't have the money. You need it more than me.” With mob bosses showing up like this and a broken storefront, this man could not afford to just give away his works, especially a full leather body suit. City Z seemed to be the home of some freaky perverts, and they certainly would find this just as cool.
“Please don't refuse me. I want this piece to be worn by someone as strong as you, no matter what you do in this part of town.” The man looked ready to collapse, trembling slightly, but pulled himself together with a smile. “I am closing the shop, and it would be a waste to throw this out!”
“What! Why are you closing?” Furthermore, why had the old man refused to sell him the suit in the first place?
“City Z is too much for me. I cannot raise my family here, not with all this crime running around.” the owner pushed the bag into Saitama's chest, beaming brightly up at him. “I said no, because didn't want the goons to have your money, kid. I know how hard it is to survive here, so don't think anything of it. Do me a favor and use the damn thing.”
Saitama was going to protest, but the economic side of his brain refused to. This wasn't stealing, and he would be doing the man a favor with this, right? Gah, this was all so weird again. “Sure. Thank you.”
Saitama prayed that this old, happy man never found out about his true identity, and that he could secretly be a hero in the others mind. If he ever found out that he had offered 'Caped Darkness' this amazing suit, he would probably have a heart attack.
The owner lit up, patting his shoulder and thanking him for his help with the mobsters. They talked a little while longer, but soon the older man started packing up, telling him to get going on his way.
And Saitama did, gripping the bag of clothes tighter and heading his way over to City K. His entire day had been made, happiness spreading in his chest as he imagined the look on Genos's face if he showed the teen the cheesy outfit. There was no way the cyborg could stop him from wearing it tomorrow, no, not now that he could actually pull off a believable villain. He could be intimidating, could scare the living shit out of those stupid people at the Association.
Saitama could not stop the smile that spread on his face.
Today was a good day.

 –

 This wasn't so bad.
That was honestly what Genos thought. He was a killing-machine, a powerful hero that could blast away entire mountainsides, yet here he was, stranded at home and doing chores. He fit right in, sporting that damn pink apron and doing the dishes from breakfast. Saitama had left with a quick goodbye, and after a little pestering, promised Genos to bring home some healthier food for them.
For a good few hours he had been cleaning, dusting the dirty place and organizing the little things Saitama owned. Time had gone by quickly, and soon he could start making lunch for the villain.
The cyborg touched his lips gently, still remembering the incredible experience that he had felt this morning. Yes, it had been am accident that he had turned his sensors on too high, but he wouldn't trade it for anything in the world. He had even tried some of the food with a more normal mode, and it still had been incredible. The nerves in his mouth were very sensitive, and now he was eager to try many new things.
What would Saitama taste like?
Genos could vividly remember the shiny gleam of sweat on the other man’s body, hovering over him and panting. It made him feel all kinds of things, but most of all curiosity. Today had been an eye-opener; Saitama had shown him that there was a lot more to him than an efficient weapon. He could feel things, experience the basics just like he used to. The doctor had wanted him to live a more normal life, but he had always refused, pushing himself to accomplish more and more. The harder he tried, the worse it got. Now he was so far gone from being human that something as simple as taste could excite him.
Would the same also work with the rest of his body? He had to try.
Genos took the initiative, placing his palm against the pink apron, turning his sensor on to their highest setting. His body vibrated, data translating the texture, pressure, and density into electric impulses, sending the information to his nervous system and then to his brain.
It was almost too much, so much data overloading his brain.
This felt like when he first had learned his new body, when he had no control over his impulses. He had grown so frustrated with everything, had turned them all off and focused on his revenge. But now...
Was this an essential part of being human? To be a part of this world and just experience things?
A warm feeling spread in his chest as he silently thanked Saitama for all this new found insight. Over the past few days, Genos had done so much, was shown a true glimpse into the essence of his humanity, something that he had lost along the way. There was no doubt in his mind that he wanted to stay here, keep spending time with the villain.
Genos turned off his touch sensors, making his way over to the futon. There was one more thing he wanted to try out, one thing that he could experience.
Without hesitation, the cyborg brought the blanket they had shared to his nose, turning his scent receptors all the way up, and inhaling. It was quite weird, how so many different things popped up in his vision. His brain was filtering out the results, telling him exactly what the blanket smelled like. It was a colorful mix between metal, sweat, and something unknown. Probably Saitama and a few lesser dominant scents.
That was exciting.
Genos turned on his touch sensors again, set them on an average setting and felt the texture of the blanket, petting it between his hands. Trivial things like these were a complete waste of time, especially when there was an evil cyborg to kill, but Genos could for the life of him not stop. Kept feeling.
This new found euphoria was something he should deeply thank Saitama for, rekindling his interests in the world around him.
Genos's proximity alarm went off, catching a high speed object heading towards theirs apartment. It was running, causally, making him let out a long sigh in relief.
It was just Saitama.
Realizing the situation he was in, Genos quickly put the blanket away, getting up and sitting down on the sofa. Saitama would be here any minute, and he would be welcomed by a tidy house. The few hours while Saitama was out had been spent with cleaning, making the rusty little apartment look a lot more inviting. With all the things put in their right spot, the tiny home didn't seem all that uncomfortable, something he would have never admitted a few days ago. It was a nice change of view.
Keys rustled and the front door opened, letting in a loaded villain with plenty of bags. Saitama didn't look out of breath, even though he had said that he would be headed to City K today. It was a good two hours by car, and the other had made it back just a little after noon.
“Genos, I gotta sho- Woah!” The cyborg smiled, watching the silly expression that was painted on the bald man's face. The villain dropped his bags, walking around his house with shock, musing over how nice everything looked. “Did you spend all this time cleaning? It looks great!”
The warm feeling bloomed in his chest again, letting the praise get to his head. It felt nice hearing Saitama say that, hear his voice in a good state of mind. It was something he was getting used to, and he wanted it to be a normal occurrence, wanted the other to be happy. If little things like cleaning had such an effect, then he would gladly do them.
“I did. There was not much else to do, and I didn't mind” True story.
“You did an awesome job, thank you!” Saitama smiled at him, making the cyborg itch to hug the other closer. He was acting strange, yeah, but he couldn't help himself. In the last few hours he had pondered about how this man had changed his entire existence, had given him a sense of purpose. The least he could do is some silly chores.
Saitama went back to the hallway, picking up the groceries and putting them away in the kitchen. After the perishables were stored, he returned with one different bag in hand, face lit up with delight.
“I have something to show you!” The man reached in, pulling out some sort of leather cloth. The man proudly unfolded it, showing off the newly acquired suit.
Genos was speechless, in complete shock. It looked weird, too gimmicky... and straight out of an action movie. Hero costumes were prone to be gaudy, but this was in a category of its own. The leather suit looked like something that a busty actress would wear, not the most powerful man in the world. It would be tight, fitting too snugly around all the other man’s body.
“Saitama, you're not going to wear that...No.”
“Of course I am, silly, it’s a cool costume! Here, let me try it on!” Genos felt himself chuckle. Saitama in a skin tight, leather suit. It would be a miracle if the man even fit in it. The baldy was nothing but muscle, and the black suit was not made to stretch.
While Saitama went into the bathroom to change, Genos got up and checked the bag for its other contents. There was a thick, black piece of cloth, with a dark red underside. It appeared to be a cape. Where the hell did Saitama find this thing? What place made black leather suits and capes? An adult store?
Genos chuckled; he could hear Saitama groan in the bathroom, struggling to zip up the suit. This outcome had been inevitable, and he could feel the smug grin on his face form. Of course he wanted the villain to be happy, but this whole ordeal was just too ridiculous. This had to stop.
He heard Saitama exit the bathroom, and as he looked up from the cape, time stopped. The red and black cloth was quickly forgotten as he dropped the thing entirely, hands still frozen in air.

The suit wasn't too small...It was the right fit.

The hero couldn't stop himself, camera turning on as his eyes roamed the black clothed body. He couldn't blink, and the way it hugged Saitama's frame made him feel heat coiling in his groin, his sensors telling him that there was a drastic increase in temperature.
Saitama looked amazing, absolutely great. The way the material stretched over the wide expanse of his chest, down to the rock hard abs, ending at the smug fit on his muscular thighs and legs...Genos’s eyes couldn’t focus on one spot alone, zipping all over the body in front of him. This was all just too much...too much for him to process.
The villain snickered at the blond's expression, coming closer and picking up the cape. The cyborg almost gulped audibly as he watched the man's backside retreat, unsure what his body was supposed to do in this situation. He wanted to move, but he didn't know how, or where to. This was a whole new feeling he had never experienced. It was like there was a phantom itch, right under his metal plating, making him feel hot all over.
Steam and electricity condensed in his body, creating strong tension. He felt on edge, like he was about to explode. How could such a silly little thing make him feel this way?
Saitama wasn't catching on to anything it seemed, fastening the heavy cloth to around his neck and letting it flow nicely around his figure. He wore it with pride, letting his hands run over the smooth material.
It really looked good on him, making Saitama appear like a true villain. Someone that deserved fear and respect.
“Say what you want, but I think it looks cool.” Genos couldn't disagree, not one bit. The other man looked almost regal, and he couldn't get his feelings back in check. Hell, if Saitama had introduced himself to the cyborg like this, he would have certainly been terrified from the start. The aura of the man was intensified, and he practically oozed power and confidence.
Genos felt his hands twitch, a deep urge to touch the other man. He wanted to take the skin tight leather off, slowly peel it from rock hard body. The heat in his groin intensified, and he had to kick his cooling system on.
“It looks good.” The cyborg must have look completely silly, going from ridiculing his outfit to this sorry ass response. Saitama didn't seem to care either way, playing with his cape before unhooking it again, setting the thick cloth on top of the table.
“I had a little trouble getting it on, but... Oi, can you unzip this for me?” Saitama came back over again, turning around and leaning forward a bit. The zipper went quite deep, all the way to the man's lower back, and the cyborg could feel his hands shaking, itching to touch his muscular frame. He couldn't just stand here awkwardly, leave the bald man waiting. He needed his help.
The blond poured all his willpower into grabbing the zipper only, and pulling it lower, watching as the fabric started revealing naked skin. It was an interesting contrast, watching the smooth, matte material give away to Saitama's body, something that he would probably replay over and over again.
Once he reached the end, Genos pulled his hand back. He had to physically stop himself from opening the suit even further, letting his hands roam over strong back muscles. He knew that this was getting to him way too fast, but he just couldn't stop, bubbling energy inside of him forcing his attention back on Saitama.
“Thanks.” The villain stood back up, slowly pulling the clingy material off his shoulders while retreating to the bathroom.
That was it. Genos felt himself overload.
Something was malfunctioning.
-Initiate application-
 -procreation- Start
Genos tried to exit out of the program as fast as possible, but a strange glitch in his system overrode his command. He could feel his body moving, changing, and soon there was a loud clicking noise. It stopped Saitama dead in his tracks, both men staring at the cyborg's pants, the source of the noise.

-program overwrite-

He was too late. Soon the cyborg could feel his pants tighten around his groin, feel the pressure from having way too little space in them. His entire databank came crashing down, feeling utterly embarrassed and ready to just vanish into thin air. Steam vents opened on his bank, letting out large amounts of hot air, cooling his core temperature and allowing him to think straight again.
This had all just been a huge and utter mess.
Genos could feel a set of eyes on him, and he didn't dare look up. His face was buried in his hand as he tried to come up with a possible answer for the sad show he had just put on.
Neither of them spoke, and Genos could feel himself cool down, could feel the accumulated energy completely release out of his vents. He finally could think again, rationally. He turned his camera off and closed out of the explicit program, feeling his newly emerged body part retreat, fastening tightly between steel plates.
Genos couldn’t bring himself to speak.
“Genos...” He could hear Saitama chuckle, probably losing all faith in the hero. This was not how protectors were supposed to act, they were not allowed be placed in these sorts of embarrassing moments. Saitama probably thought he was a freak now, something disgusting. Genos was at his wits end, burying his face in his palms, closing his eyes and tuning out the world around him.
“If you need to go see the doctor again, we can go...”
“I'm fine.”
“You sure? Your body seemed to have a problem.”
“I apologize for my explicit actions, Saitama. I will control myself better from here on out.” Genos finally could look up again; see the confusion painted on the others eyes. Saitama looked genuinely lost, like something wasn't clicking in his head.
“If your fine, then why did you get a hard on?” That was the million dollar question, one that Genos himself wanted to know the answer to. He had himself in check the last few times, so why was his command overwritten? Had some new software blocked his input?
“I just got excited, Saitama...I am deeply sorry for this.” Sorry he got caught.
“Over what?” The hero got confused, not understanding the others words. The entire situation was quite clear, yet the villain seemed too dense to understand it.
“You. I couldn't stop myself in time.”
“But why?”
The cyborg grew more and more frustrated, heat growing in his chest. This was torture, and he wanted to drop the matter as soon as possible. This had to end.
“Because I love you.” Genos finally chocked out, feeling his core quench in pain. Things had moved too fast, too early. Saitama was not ready for his confession just yet, and watching the other man go very still was not a great sign.
Genos could feel his phantom heart clench, he was ready to just roll over and die. His life had not been fulfilled, he had still so much that he could do with it, but these emotions really hurt. He had wanted to wait for the right time to tell the other, let a good relationship bloom from that. How could the villain look him in the face again?
“Genos, look at me.” Saitama's mood changed, he looked a lot less happy now, eying the cyborg with some concern shimmering in his eyes. “I’m old and bald. You probably should get that checked out.”
Genos's engines calmed, letting the others reply sink in.
Get that checked out? He had just been fixed. There was nothing wrong with his body!
The cyborg was about to protest, but then it dawned on him. Saitama wasn't too dense, he just didn't believe him. There was a pretty good possibility that the villain had not experienced many sexual advances, and he might just not except them, playing it off as a technical malfunction.
Genos gave the villain a long and hard stare, analyzing his body language and coming to the conclusion that, yes, Saitama was in fact not mad. The other man now sported a confused expression, his gaze unwavering.
Wow, did a little interest in the man really have this bad of an effect on him? His self-esteem must have be dangerously low, unwilling to accept the confession.
That didn't sit well with Genos, and he certainly would not let this go.
“Saitama, you are mistaking. I am fully functional. And you are not considered 'old' by any sense of the word. You are perfect the way you are.” The villain tensed and the cyborg could see where his mood was headed, but he would not let the other protest. Genos sized up, striding over to the frozen man in the hall way. There was no way he would let a few words of encouragement make the older man uncomfortable. “Furthermore, I find you very...appealing.”
Saitama fidgeted on the spot, backtracking away from the approaching cyborg. It was a futile attempt in this space, and soon the cyborg caught up to him, placing his arms on the villain’s shoulders, effectively holding him in place.
“I want you to believe me, Saitama. The reaction was not an error, but rather a cause of your appearance.” Genos let his eyes wander down, taking in the half opened suit. Yes, this definitely wasn't a mistake, he could fully admit to being attracted to Saitama.
“But I thought you didn't like the suit.” And Genos didn't. It would look absurd on anybody else, and there was really no logical reason for anyone to dress like this, but damn, if Saitama did not look great in it.
“I didn't think so either, but I misjudged it. Only a man as amazing as you could pull this off.” Genos caught his breath, watching the villain awkwardly fidget again. The other man was really not used to this.
“Oi...I told you. You don't have to butter me up, really....” Saitama made a move to leave, to forget about all of this, but Genos caught him by the arm, fully readying himself to be smashed to pieces.
“Saitama...May I show you what I mean?” Maybe it was the words themselves that made the bald man uncomfortable, in which case, the more direct option would be the best.
The villain didn't answer, just giving him an expectant look. There was some sort of curiosity in his eyes, not too opposed of what the cyborg might show him. Genos took this as a yes, knowing fully well that the other could stop him at any time. Saitama was strong, and he would not let the cyborg do this without his consent.
Without hesitation, he brought his hand up to the others face, bringing them closer and readying his engines. He was on the verge of shaking, and his stabilizers were working on overdrive. This was the moment, possibly the only chance for him to initiate a relationship with the villain.

Taking the risk, he leaned forward, and kissed Saitama.


.
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Chapter Text


Last chapter


 “Saitama...May I show you what I mean?” Maybe it was the words themselves that made the bald man uncomfortable, in which case, the more direct option would be the best.

 The villain didn't answer, just giving him an expectant look. There was some sort of curiosity in his eyes, not too opposed of what the cyborg might show him. Genos took this as a yes, knowing fully well that the other could stop him at any time. Saitama was strong, and he would not let the cyborg do this without his consent.

Without hesitation, he brought his hand up to the others face, bringing them closer and readying his engines. He was on the verge of shaking, and his stabilizers were working on overdrive. This was the moment, possibly the only chance for him to initiate a relationship with the villain.


Taking the risk, he leaned forward, and kissed Saitama.


 .

 What.
Saitama didn't understand what was happening to him, how two simple hands held him in place. They were warm, softly caressing his face with a gentle touch, and they were enough to keep him pinned down, unable to move. No force, no pushing, just a simple, warm press against his lips.
Saitama's first instinct was to punch the boy, but he promptly fought that urge.
The villain couldn't get a grip, his hand coming up to the others chest, ready to push the body away, but failing. He didn't want to, couldn't make a single thought form in his mind as he just stood there, letting the cyborg hold him like this. He felt light, like there was something lifted out of his chest, something forgotten. His hands started shaking slightly, a blazing hot pressure erupting from his heart. It felt so foreign, something he hadn't experienced yet. Whatever it was, it left Saitama helpless, unable to pull himself away. He wanted this, and could not for the life of him know why.
His heart beat faster, telling him that he was still alive, that this weird new feeling was not the death of him. It was hundred times hotter than this morning, when he had been so close with the hero. It was different, and he wasn't rejecting the new emotion.
Genos's hands stared to vibrate, palms increasing the heat. The boy was smoking now, little streams of blazing hot air escaping his body. Saitama could feel the lips against his trembling, pulling away just before the other male nearly collapsed. The vents on the cyborg opened fully, letting out a giant cloud of condensed steam.
Genos leaned forward, resting his head against Saitama's shoulder. The villain could feel the machines working, could sense the mechanics right under the others plating. The hero was panting against him, trying to get air into his system to cool down.
“Saitama...”
Saitama had to cool down too, clear his mind from the overwhelming pressure in his chest. Floodgates had opened and he really didn't know what he should do now. He wanted to think again, tell the other rationally that he was stupid and was better off with anyone else, but a selfish part of his brain stopped him. He just couldn't do it.
“I wanted to tell you...” Genos seemed to steady himself, standing back upright and staring intensely into Saitama's face. “I want to be with you, Saitama. Please let me stay here.”
Oh god, what was he thinking. That was impossible.
“You can't stay, brat. You're a hero!” Saitama could feel the warmth leave his chest, making him shiver, his fist tightening. The rational part of his brain kicked back in, sucking him back into reality. “Hell, even if the Association lets me go, they will fire your ass if they ever see us together.”
Genos shot up, giving the villain a perplexed look. The hero's grip tightened, gaze intensifying as he scanned Saitama. “So that's the only problem?”
Huh?
Saitama's body was suddenly squished in an embrace, arms coming around his cold body and pulling him against the cyborgs chest, rendering the villain speechless. What was running through the brats head? Of course that was the problem, what else was there?
Saitama tried to use his brain, he really tried, but the weird, warm feeling came back, stopping any protest he might have had. There was an itch under his skin, one that grew as the heat spread in his body. The bald man was perplexed, unable to push the kid away anymore.
He let his arms snake around the hero, holding him gently as the other man trembled quietly in his arms.
They stood there, cyborg vibrating with energy, holding the other man close.
“Genos, are you okay?”
Saitama ran his fingers through the blond’s hair, trying to comfort the distressed teen. He felt light again, like he could float away, but with these metal arms wrapped tightly around him there was no escape. He kind of enjoyed the younger man’s presence.
Genos finally let go, resting his arms on the villain's shoulders. The boy stared back at him, sporting that stupid determined look on his face again. One that practically screamed stubbornness.
“Saitama, I'm serious when I say that love you. Please, let me stay by your side. I know that it will be hard to keep this from the Association, but I am more than willing to try...please accept me as your...lover.” The hero almost lost his voice at the last part, but found his courage again, not breaking his gaze away from the villain's face. He looked desperate, like Saitama really was important to him.
This was so wrong. The kid should not feel this way. Hell, what had Saitama done to attract the hero in the first place? He looked like the most ordinary guy in the world, and he was the worst villain that this kid had ever known, until just a few days ago. This would end badly. If he said yes, Genos would lose everything; become an outcast just like him. But...
Saitama couldn't bring himself to push the other away, couldn’t tell him to forget all about the last few days and continue on without him. Genos made him feel this intense warmth, one that eased his loneliness. The voices in his mind started to fade, stopped nagging him about the consequences. Genos would grow bored of him, would start hating him for destroying the hero's future, and would leave him all alone...
Saitama didn't think that he was supposed to want this, that he had done nothing to deserve the happiness that slowly bloomed in his chest.
Just this once, could he allow himself to be happy?
He didn't answer that question. His thoughts halted as he stared into the blond’s honest eyes, unable to conjure a sound. There was so much adoration within those ember depths, all the smoldering emotions directed at him.
Genos made him feel so alive, so warmly regarded.
Their relationship was developing much too quickly, Saitama could barely wrap his head around the whole situation. Genos was already declaring his love for the older man. Hell, even Saitama knew that this had all happened too fast, that the hero was in way over his head, but who gave a shit.
It’s been so long since he’s been able to feel anything, let alone actually joy. He decided he needed to enjoy this new feeling, and he would fight to keep it, till the bitter end. Consequences be damned.
“Okay.”
A loud buzz filled the air.
Genos looked like he was about to malfunction, sparks of electricity physically zapping the air around him, his face completely slacked mouth and wide eyed. Heh, Saitama chuckled at the others lost face, looking almost like a gaping fish. Vents opened again, steam rising, and the teen seemed to have some sort of system failure. The cyborg even coughed up some smoke. The villain couldn't stop the laughter that erupted in his chest as the boy fell forward, needing a little support from the bald man.
Saitama let the poor brat calm down, pulling him close and just relishing in Genos’s warm body pressed against his, the ever growing giddy feeling coursing through him. He shouldn't get too attached, but there was finally someone in his life that wanted him, someone that made him want them back. That thought alone made him happy, wanting to experience so much more with this stupid, stupid hero.
He squeezed the kid tighter. There was so much he was going to regret, but screw that all to hell. If Genos wanted to stay by his side, he would let him, protect him, and terminate anyone that stood in their way...
So he didn’t have to be alone again, so that he would always be wanted.
A nice silence settled in the room and Saitama relaxed into the embrace. After a good few moments, Genos regained himself and released the older man, standing upright and giving Saitama a thankful little smile. Without warning, he was pulled forward, lips were pressing against his again, in that sweet and tender way. The bald man had little to no experience with these sorts of things, but he let Genos guide him, let the other tilt his head to deepen the kiss. It was so tender, so sweet, no urgency or hunger. Saitama was silently thankful for that, not sure if he could deal with too much this early on. He still had to wrap his mind around the fact that Genos wanted him, and that the kid wanted to come back here, to stay with him. It would take time, but he wanted to get used to this, get used to the feeling of being loved, no matter how sappy it sounded.
Genos could chase away the boredom in his life, the void that had come with obtaining too much power. Perhaps it wasn't all that bad after all, worth giving a shot. It was a new way of thinking for the villain, but he didn't mind it at all.
His arms tightened, smile resting on his lips as he pressed harder against the warm mouth.
Forever had passed when the cyborg finally pulled away, letting go of Saitama and giving him some space. The cyborg's eyes roamed the body in front of him, taking in the appealing sight of the very buff, very much half naked man. The teen’s predatory gaze made Saitama realize what position he was in, but instead of feeling ashamed, he let out a soft laugh, rubbing his bald head and sighing.
“Guess I should finally get this thing off, huh?” That certainly piqued the blond’s interests.
“If you require assistance, I am more than willing to help.”
Saitama could feel a slight blush spread on his cheeks. Not even a few minutes into the confession and already having too much of the brat's eagerness. Damn, kids these days were really straight forward, huh? It was almost endearing, watching Genos getting all excited over him, but it made Saitama feel weird. He wasn't used to people talking like that, especially not about him.
“I don't think so. You stay out here.” The bald man needed a break, needed to sort out his feelings and recollect himself. If they were to really be partners now, there would be more kissing, touching, and he knew that he would have to ease into that romantic crap slowly. Saitama knew his limitations, and he was barely able to take a flattering compliment on a good day. Genos would have to let him take things slow, needed to give him time to adjust to the love and care that the hero just oozed of.
Saitama locked the bathroom and started changing back into his favorite hoodie, mind wandering back to whole situation. There was so much to process that he had a hard time easing back into his more comfortable clothes, his mind especially recalling this morning. Genos had sure done a number on Saitama's feelings in the last few days, and now, knowing how the teen felt towards the bald man, all those little things seemed a lot less innocent. The way Genos had held him tight, the way they had kept each other warm...
The fact that Genos had gotten hard for him.
Saitama felt the sudden rush of heat in his face at that realization, ears turning red with the memory. Hell, there was nothing sexy about a bald man in a tight suit. Genos was an S-class hero, one with power to boast, and a keen sense of justice. A hero that everyone would fawn over...Someone that could make a difference in this world.
Damn, what had Saitama done to deserve this?

 –
After Saitama had changed and folded the suit back up, the two of them had spent the afternoon talking, sitting on the couch and sharing stories. Genos had a lot to talk about, telling the villain about many of his hero adventures, as well as his struggles in finding a certain evil cyborg. The kid had started going on and on about his quest in finding the villain, and Saitama had to stop the rambling half way through. He did want to learn more about the hero, but his brain just didn't do too well with so much information, and he got the teen to summarize the stories in 20 words or less. There were just a lot of them.
Genos had also naturally inquired more information of Saitama's past, but the villain was very reluctant to talk about himself. Genos was all too interested in the ways that other monsters had hunted him down, only to ultimately meet a bitter fate. It didn't make for good small talk, you know, talking about the very thing that the cyborg had hated him for a few days ago. He kept the summaries brief, hell, not even fully remembering half of them.
Eventually, Genos decided to lean in, pulling the villain against his chest and shifting slightly until they were comfortably half lying on the couch. Saitama had tensed up for a good few seconds beforehand; still not used to the contact, especially now that they were both wide awake instead of in bed.
The hero had smiled at him, told Saitama that he would be happy with whatever pace the other wanted, effectively easing the older man’s worries.
They stayed like that for a good while, watching as the room got dimmer with the sun setting and just quietly enjoying the easy atmosphere.
“Oi, Genos. You want food?” Genos chirped up immediately, eyes dead set on the villain.
“I am not hungry, but I could certainly eat.” Saitama snickered at him, eyebrow rising at the comment.
“So much for being efficient, huh?”
Genos didn't protest, following the villain into the kitchen and handing him the pink apron. He wanted to help with the preparations, would do anything that Saitama ordered him to do. It would be nice way to end the day like this, just cooking a simple meal together.
Genos felt strange, like Saitama had blown a fuse in his system, and now he couldn't get enough of the bald man. He wanted to spend more time with him, cursing the fact that this was their last day for a while. The hero would be counting the days, pressuring the case to be over and done with and then returning back here, eager to be with his freed villain.
He knew he would have to remain at HQ for a while, explaining his captivity and closing the case with the agents. Genos would have to come up with a story, tell them that 'Caped Darkness' was really not all that terrifying. Maybe the heroes would truly leave the man alone, let them both live in peace and quiet here. He would be gone for a bit, but they could make up for lost time!
Genos was already excited for the day that he could come back. He would scoop up the villain in his arms and they would kiss again, maybe even a little more than that. The cyborg was not shy about how much he lusted after his partner now. God, the word alone made him feel warm inside. The most powerful and amazing man in the world had chosen him; given Genos a chance at something he had never thought he could have. The ability to feel human again.
His life before only revolved around his thirst for vengeance, he had long abandoned his weak human side in favor for power.
Now, things were different. It was like his last years came crashing down on him within the past few days, making him realize that he wanted to feel human again, to feel the part of himself that had died but had not completely disappeared. Genos had almost given up on this, his body lost all those years ago, and with it, his hopes and dreams of a normal life. He wasn't built to love, hell, all he truly really had left was his brain. The fact that Saitama could look past all of that was truly humbling. How the other could allow him to hold the villain in this fake body, to let him kiss Saitama the way he had.
Saitama truly was amazing. Genos would follow this man, no matter what stood in their way.
“Oi, could you put on some rice to boil?”
Genos was ripped out of his inner monologue, staring at the confused villain and letting out a happy sigh. He was going to cherish tonight, enjoy this time and make Saitama as happy as the man could be. He wanted that smile to last, all the way till he returned and could shower the villain with affection.
Yes, Genos was a sap, but who cared? No one was here to stop him.
The two cooked in quiet bliss, working together to prepare the curry that Saitama had planned out. The mood had been pleasant, Genos never letting the villain out of his sight. It was intoxicating to see the other so focused, to see him diligently working with a smile on his face and that damn stupid pink apron tied so snugly around his body.
“Genos, set the table. I should be done soon.” The hero complied, getting out dishes and cutlery for two people. It was fascinating to experience enjoyment towards things that he previously decided to ignore. Especially his desire to taste the food that his body didn't need, the way he was actually looking forward to it. He wanted to analyze these things, find out what he truly liked to eat, smell, touch...
He especially wanted to test all three new senses on Saitama.
Without a word, he set up the small table, sitting down and waiting for the other man to join him.
“Make sure you taste is turned on, okay?”
“Yes. Thank you for the meal.”
Sappy emotions set aside, Genos readied his body. He had been excited for this all afternoon, hearing Saitama plan out a meal just to show him something new. He didn't know how he would react to the new dish, if he really liked it or find out whether or not his mechanical body even had a preference. It was all up for speculation.
Well, here goes nothing. Genos took his first bite, staring at Saitama's anticipating face the whole time.
He hadn't turned his flavor buds to the highest max, but he didn't have to. Just the average stat was enough to freeze the cyborg up. His face showed no expression, and it took him a second to translate the flavors into electric signals to his brain. All the while Saitama started digging in too.
Genos had a hard time describing the taste, so much was going on at once. The textures were amazing, and his data-bank instantly started filtering out the specific ingredients, forming a recipe in his mind that would help him replicate this meal.
The cyborg didn't care that Saitama was watching him, amusement in the others face as Genos stuffed his face, savoring the flavors. He didn't have as much to eat, since it would have to be burned as a byproduct of his mechanical body, but that didn't stop him from almost considering a second helping. He opted against the idea, finishing up his small meal and letting his analytics finish all the processes. His mechanical body was ecstatic, releasing electrical impulses to his brain.
He gave the villain a good hard stare, watching intently as the other man finish his meal. Saitama was focused on nothing in particular, eating his last bits completely oblivious to the gaze. It was really laughable now, seeing at how his perception of Saitama had changed so much. How he had come to love this man. Today had been one of the most exciting days in the cyborg's lives, and it was sadly coming to an end.
Genos touched his lips, turning on his touch sensors to figure out the texture. There was still so much he wanted to learn, to experience. Saitama was almost like a teacher, showing him all the things that made humans so amazing, so interesting. It was hard for the cyborg to consider himself human, considering a brain floating in a metal vessel nothing but an abomination, but the bald man just made him feel so...
...alive.
Genos still had the goal of finding, and killing the evil cyborg. That much wouldn't change, but with a bright future ahead of him, he could now allow himself to think of all the other things he would want to do one day. He wanted to become stronger, protect his partner and save the innocent civilians as a hero. Prevent others from turning into the monster that he had become. He hoped that he could show the man how thankful he was towards him, how eager he was to change. He wanted to stay here, enjoy life as a human again.
All of the sudden, Genos felt an itch forming. A need spread through his body like it had earlier. He wanted to touch the other man, feel the texture of his skin under his sensors. He had experimented earlier, touching the apron and blanket, but now he could get permission to do more. To feel Saitama directly.
“Saitama, may I ask a favor from you?” The villain perked up from his daze, bringing his attention to the cyborg.
“What's up?”
Genos felt a little nervous, not wanting to push the bald man too fast. It was clear that the Saitama had to get used to the admiration, but just a little touch wouldn't be too bad, right?
“May I touch you?” Saitama choked on his spit, his eyes going wide in surprise. The villain probably had never heard that before, but Genos couldn't help himself. He had very little time left here, and wanted to experience at least a few things before they were separated.
“What!” Saitama gave him an incredulous look.
“May I touch your skin? I would like to feel its texture.” Among other things.
“But why? There is nothing spe-”
“Because I want to touch you.” Everything was special about Saitama, and the cyborg would not let him talk this matter down. This was something he was very eager to experience. He had never considered touching someone before, but the heat inside of him was creating this itch to gently stroke the bald man. He wanted to do a lot more than touch, but they had plenty of time to explore that later.
Saitama grumbled, pinching the bridge of his nose. Just before Genos was going to ask again, he pushed up the sleeve to his hoodie, exposing the underside of his wrist, all the way up to the elbow. Now, that part of one's body was not necessarily the most erotic, but the cyborg could see how smooth the skin looked. This was Saitama's body, a man so powerful that he could raze down cities with the minimalist amount of effort. His hands were deadly weapons, but his skin looked so soft. It was delightfully confusing.
Genos didn't need another invite, setting his sensors on a good, high setting and letting the tips of his fingers trace over the start of the wrist. The skin was tender, textures translating into his brain and giving him new information.
It was fascinating, tracing the barely visible veins under the thin layer of skin. The texture changed as he went further up, slowly becoming thicker. Saitama was warm, heart beat elevated and blood pressure slightly higher than normal. Genos could feel the blood coursing through the other’s veins, right under his fingertips.
The entire moment felt so intimate to the cyborg, probably a lot more than it did for Saitama. He hadn't thought about doing this before. Genos let his hands gingerly ghost over the expanse of flesh, closing his eyes and exploring the data his brain registered. He let his sensors fluctuate, feeling the shift in information.
Genos slid his fingers under the sleeve of the others hoodie, metal digits climbing up the arm. It got him the reaction he anticipated. Saitama tensed up, slight blush crawling onto his face. Heat started coiling within his body, creating pressure in all the right places.
He wanted to touch more.
The cyborg scooted closer, stopping right in front of the villain. Saitama looked surprised, but didn't pull away. It was stupid of Genos to want more, but part of him wanted this so bad, to explore so many new ways to feel Saitama.
“Saitama, may I touch your face?” Genos had the exterior of a stone cold machine, not letting any of his want showing on his face. He wouldn't pressure the bald man into anything too risky, but he wanted to try this. Wanted to feel the man's lips under his finger.
Saitama was getting more and more flustered, and Genos knew that he was getting into dangerous territory.
“Okay.”
That beautiful word again. Genos did not give Saitama the chance to change his mind, hand shooting up to gently cup the villain's face. He set his sensors to high, letting his his fingers explore the soft texture of the others cheeks, feeling the skin heat from embarrassment.
God, Saitama was beautiful.
Genos couldn't help but truly look at the man. Everything about him was so perfect. His skin, his eyes...his lips. The cyborg wanted to kiss him again, but deemed it probably too much for the flustered man to handle. He didn't want to be pushed away, so he did the next best thing that came to mind. Genos let his thumb glide down, under the others chin and back up at a slow, tender pace, brushing at the underside of the villain's bottom lip. He could feel the heat bubbling in his groin, pressure where he didn't need it right now.
The hero took the chance, letting his thumb slide over the soft skin, feeling the unfamiliar texture of Saitama's mouth. His lips were slightly chapped, a little rough to the touch, but also very soft and inviting.
Genos was really enjoying the sensual touch, feeling the face under his hands growing hotter and hotter by the minute. Saitama would blow anytime now, ending the contact and shifting away from the cyborg. Genos couldn't blame him, he was too close, very much in the other personal space.
Letting the matter come to an end, the hero pulled away, letting go of the other face. He had done a lot more than he should have, but regretted none of it.
A hand on his shirt stopped him dead in his tracks. Suddenly, Genos was pulled back, lips crashing against his. The cyborg had to shut down programs to correctly function for a second, allowing his face to be awkwardly pressed against the villain's. Sensors told him that Saitama was calming down, heart beat returning back to its normal rhythm.
Once Genos collected himself, he placed his hand on Saitama’s face, gingerly touching the other’s cheeks and tilting their faces a little. Saitama didn't really seem to care all that much, so the cyborg pressed forward, turning the simple kiss into something more deeper.
Now he wanted more.
Setting his sensors in his lips on max, the cyborg instantly froze. The kiss was already making his head buzz, the information blasting through his brain was too much. Genos had to open some vents, let out some of the pressure that was gathering in his body, unless he wanted to have another incident.
Genos didn't know much about kissing, but he did know that he wanted to touch Saitama a lot more than this. He stabilized his hands, pressing himself closer to the older man’s face, opening his mouth slightly to lick at a chapped bottom lip. His mind became numb, his body vibrating with too much data. He was getting hotter by the second, and the way that Saitama's heart rate increased again, was a sign that they were treading on thin ice.
To his surprise, Saitama opened up his mouth, meeting Genos’s tongue halfway for a very short, passionate moment.
Genos lost it at that point, sliding his tongue into the warm cavern, aggressively invading the others mouth. His brain was fried, and he could not think clearly. The texture of Saitama's tongue was so heated and wet, it was doing wicked things to his mechanical body. The pressure in his groin was steadily rising, no matter how much steam he let out. The cyborg pressed in deeper, feeling the villain awkwardly move against his own eager movements. Genos was getting more desperate with every touch, and his body started trembling at the over-stimulation.
Genos heard a dazed whimper before two hands shot up to his shoulders, forcefully pushing him away.
With the sudden loss of contact, steam vents opened, releasing all the condensed pressure and hot air. But his body was still way too hot, he was unable to process anything. There was so much for him to filter through tonight that he could feel his brain almost shutting down in protest.
“Enough!”
Genos could not help but stare at the flustered man in front of him. Saitama was beet red, blush diving down under the collar of his hoodie. He sure had made a mess out of the usually bored looking villain, and that thought did some devilish things to his libido. He wanted to do this again, but definitely not now. They had done enough, and now was the time to cool down.
Saitama grumbled, getting up and walking straight to the bathroom. “Get the bed ready. Were going to sleep.”
Once the other was out of sight, Genos touched his lips, remembering the lingering warmth left there. It was something he never wanted to forget, something that he would do anything to experience again. The hero realized that he would become addicted to this, and that it might be a problem in the future, especially if he reacted like this every time.
He should talk to the doctor about this.
–
Saitama took his sweet time in the bathroom, trying to cool himself down and getting ready for bed. Genos sure had really made a mess of him, and he didn't want to admit any of it. The bald man ignored the slight tightness in his pants and focused on the tasks at hand, washing his face and brushing his teeth, getting the taste of curry and metal out of his mouth.
It was almost embarrassing how quickly he had lost his cool, how Genos had effected him so badly. He was stronger than that, dammit! He had initiated the stupid thing, but lost control immediately once Genos had pushed in deeper, creating more friction.
Saitama sighed with his mouth full of foam, finishing up in the bathroom and willing his erection to go away. Once everything was settled, he took a few long, deep breaths and went back to meet up with Genos.
The villain was done with the day, coming back to a familiarly dark room and plopping down where his futon was set up. The cyborg had probably done that, knowing fully well that the bald man was ready to pass out.
Without further ado, he settled under the blankets, sensing that the blond was right there with him. It was warm, and soon a bulky arm circled around his waist, pulling him against a hard chest. Compared to the heated moment they had just shared, this was nothing, just a platonic embrace. Saitama could feel his muscles relaxing, leaning against the hard body behind him and slowly drifting out of consciousness.
He kept telling himself that this was not the last time that he would be with Genos, and that tomorrow could not come soon enough. He would be a free man...free to do whatever he wanted.
And on that note, he finally fell asleep.

 –
Genos was the first to wake.
His body didn't need much rest, so it was natural that he would be the first one to be up again. Yesterday he had just enjoyed watching Saitama sleep, and today would be no different.
The cyborg stared fondly at the resting man, limbs tangled awkwardly with his blanket and pillows, a blissful look on his face. He looked so at peace, and that made Genos's core whir louder. He wanted to see Saitama like this more often, wanted to have the soon to be non-villain wake up in his arms, day after day. Of course it was a stupid notion. Cuddling with your partner was embarrassingly sentimental, and Saitama would laugh at him if he ever heard him admit to it, but that didn't stop the longing for it.
The sun was rising steadily, and Genos knew that they had to get moving. He didn't want to wake up Saitama, but they had a very importing meeting today, something that wouldn't wait. City A was far enough away that they would have to leave soon.
After enjoying the moment for a little longer, Genos leaned forward, pressing a gentle kiss to the nape of the bald man's neck. He wanted to stay like this, just holding the bald man tightly.
Suddenly there was movement.
The reaction he got from the kiss was not one he had anticipated. A hand immediately pushed him away, Saitama shooting up and clutching at the spot he had just touched. His eyes were wide in shock, and a slight blush spread on his face.
“Don't do that.” Genos was baffled as to what just happened.
“Saitama, did I hurt you?”
“N-no!” It took a quick second for the cyborg to put two and two together. Since Saitama didn't have any hair, maybe the junction there was quite sensitive.
Further research would have to be conducted on the matter, but right now they had more pressing issues. Saitama grumbled as he got out of the bed, grabbing his new suit as well as a clean pair of boxers, ready to shower and get dressed. On his way though, the man stopped in his tracks, directing his gaze at the lonely couch.
“Oi, Genos...what do we do about your body?”
“My body?” The cyborg was surprised by the question, but it soon sunk in as he stared at his ripped-off limbs on the couch. Oh, yeah, he had almost forgotten those.
If he had shown up at HQ with a fully intact new body, Metal Knight and the Association would have had their fair share of questions. It would jeopardize the entire mission if they had just forgotten to take his new set of limbs off, could have caused a huge problem.
“You are right. I will need to leave these here.” The other man perked up at that, faintest smile on his face before the bored expression returned.
“Do you need help taking them off?”
“I don’t believe so. It's a quick procedure.” The bald man sighed and went along his way to the bathroom, getting ready for the day.
Once Genos was alone, he let his finger ghost over the futon one last time, right where the warmth was fading. His sensors cataloged everything, making sure that he would remember it for later. They would not see each other for the next few days, so this was the last touch the cyborg could get.
Letting the moment go, he laid back on the futon, starting his programs and feeling his body shift. The sensitive nerve endings in his sockets disconnected, forcing him to shudder. He slowly unhooked the bulky metal appendages from his body, opening the strong grapples that held his limbs in place.
Once they were fully disconnected, he sealed off the junctions, protecting his electric nerve endings from any possible damage. He was a torso again, unable to move without the villain's help. That bothered him a lot less than the fact that he couldn't hold Saitama anymore, that all the data he had stored would be the only thing to get him through the procedure.
Hearing Saitama moving around in the bathroom was a chore as well, hearing the zipper of that stupid black suit sliding up and down was going to be the death of him. He wanted to take it off again, but that could wait for another day
Genos closed his eyes and just listened, cataloging all the sounds and movements he could get. And a few minutes later, the other man emerged again.
The suit looked just as amazing as it had yesterday, and the hero really wished that he could see the other wearing it again, even after the whole mess was taken care of. Villain of not, it really looked good Saitama, made him look so powerful, very intimidating, very erotic.
Genos watched as the bald man hooked on the cape, followed by a pair of red gloves and boots.
“Saitama, where did you get those?” The addition was actually quite nice, complimenting with the red already found on him.
“Hmm?” The villain gave the gloves hard look, face falling a little deflated. “I used to want to be a hero, so I almost got a costume together. I kinda screwed up before it was complete...oh well. They're still nice though.”
Genos felt a little pang in his heart, imagining how amazing of a hero Saitama would have made. The masses would adore him. The bald man would have instantly been the most powerful hero alive, fighting off the world's biggest threats with a single punch. They could even have worked along side each other for tough missions, save innocent civilians and rid the world of evil.
Maybe they could work on that, you know, once everything was said and done. Maybe the bald man's career didn't end here...
Genos watched in silence. Once Saitama was done with the ensemble, he was picked up and lifted onto the others shoulder, just like he had been for the last three days. It was a familiar feeling, one that he had come to like, actually. With Saitama holding him so securely, he had nothing to fear.
“Ready?” Saitama gave him one of his small, beautiful smiles.

“Yes!”

.
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Chapter Text

Oh man. 
A few more hours left, and then it would be done.
The ride to City A was usually stagnant, at best. So they chose to take a more wild route, one that shouldn't be humanly possible to retrace, or at least would leave a pursuer far behind in their dust. Genos and Saitama chose to hurry, not take any detours, even if the scenery was quite beautiful. There was very little small talk, and villain really couldn't wait for it to be over.
Saitama was not a very excitable man, but the villain was starting to get a little bit nervous. His and now Genos's lives were on the line, and there would be serious complications if the whole deal went wrong.
Man, he had fallen hard, huh?
Had it really only been three days? It sure didn’t feel like it, Genos felt more like a longtime friend versus a three day acquaintance. So much had happened in that short amount of time. Saitama regained his feelings now, and for once they were not feelings of loneliness or anger! Damn, Genos sure did a number on him. It had started off so badly too. The brat even threatened to self-destruct when he had unveiled his plan. Geez, and now they were on their way to the HQ, together, and both wanting the same outcome. Saitama almost couldn't believe that the cyborg wanted to stay, come back after all this was said and done, to be with him.
It was really sappy, but damn, the thought of it made Saitama warm inside. With all these mushy thoughts, this kid would be the death of him one day.
City A was on the horizon, and the forest they were in was about to clear up. The sun hung up high, signaling that it was almost noon, a perfectly respectable time to show up at HQ.
The bald man dropped the bag with the old, broken off limbs he had brought. It had been a quick decision, since repairs from HQ would go a lot faster if Genos had his old arms and legs with him. The nurses and mechanics could only fix the cyborg's body to such an extent without Dr. Kuseno, and anything that could speed up the process and get the hero back home faster was a big plus in his opinion.
There it was. The black tower of justice.
Saitama let out a deep sigh and stopped for a second. He wasn't scared, but he definitely was uneasy. “Oi, Genos.”
“Yes.” Genos perked up, looking up at him directly from the hanging position under his arm. The kid looked really silly, his big metal torso with a comically confused face attached to it. Heh.
The villain crouched down a bit, placing the cyborg into an upright position and gave him a good, hard stare. This was their last moment together, and if everything worked out well, it would be quite a while until either of them could see each other. Saitama didn't mind being alone for the next few days, but he wanted Genos to be careful about this. “When you come back to City Z, make sure that no one is following you, understand?” The last thing they needed now was this whole thing to work in the beginning and then crumble in the end.
Genos's eye went wide, making him look even sillier than before. The poor kid was really a mess, a stupid little hero that had somehow managed to conquer the bald man's heart.
“Saitama, I will make sure to come back alone.”
The villain let out a relieved sigh, giving Genos an amused smile before pulling the teen in for a gentle kiss.
The poor boy tensed, engines firing up and drowning under Saitama's hands. A smirk formed on the older man’s lips as he could quite literally feel the brat itching to hold him, could practically hear the thoughts in Genos's mind that cursed his inability to touch. The villain was so rude; he knew the effects he had on the cyborg. Purposely teasing him with affection when he lacked the parts to reciprocate. It was the definition of evil.
Well, maybe that would guarantee that the kid would come back to him.
Saitama felt oddly giddy with that thought in mind and stopped the torture. Genos looked rightfully flustered, eyes dilating and shrinking, unable to focus. The unfortunate cyborg must have gotten pretty excited, just from an innocent kiss too.
There was one more problem though.
“Also, it would probably be best if you shut down for a bit too. It would be weird if I brought you back in this condition. I mean, you're supposed to hate my guts!”
The cyborg looked like he wanted to protest, but didn’t, because Saitama was right. They would expect the hero to be fighting him tooth and nail, because his reputation as the Demon Cyborg would call for it. It would rouse suspicion if he didn't try to sway them against the deal, if he didn't curse Saitama's name to hell and back, like he had when he first met the other man.
“You are correct.” Genos really didn't want to shut down though. He would miss Saitama's beautiful face, as well as having to endure the next few days by himself.
The teen did as he was told though; body slowly shutting down but not before recording the last few moments of Saitama's loving gaze. The cyborg's vision faded out, and the gold irises turned to black.
One last stare and the villain pulled away completely, ruffling the brat's hair and hauling him back over his shoulder. They had a date with the Hero Association, one that couldn't wait.
With that, Saitama strode forward.
–
Headquarters was quickly reached.
The tall building stood out like a sore thumb, all black and shiny, amidst a ghost town. City A seemed to be evacuated, no citizens in sight. It made Saitama a little anxious, but at the same time, also glad. He shouldn't be expecting the worst, but at least this way, if there were a fight to break out, there wouldn't be any casualties. Murdering innocent people wasn't really his favorite past time.
With Genos flung over his shoulder he jumped higher and higher on scalable sections of the building, checking for any signs of traps. It didn't seem like there were any set. It was oddly quiet, almost like City Z. There was just no one around.
Finally Saitama noticed a smaller group of people in the center of the building, only about a handful of figures. It certainly wasn't even enough to impress Saitama, and they all looked pretty bored. Some of them he recognized, other S-class heroes that appeared on TV every now and then, but that didn't really bother him much. There was no one here to beat him, hell, he could pound them all into dust if needed, but that was not why he was here.
Taking a deep breath, Saitama gave Genos one last hard look. This was it, the moment they had been waiting on. Today was judgment day.
The teen couldn’t speak any words of encouragement, but his relaxed expression was enough, filling the villain with a little bit of courage and setting him in motion. Saitama jumped off the last building, roughly twenty feet away from the group.
Eyes were immediately on him. Saitama could feel them. He didn't even have to look up to know that he was already the center of attention. When he finally did stand up straight though, he returned the gaze with his own hardened glare, cataloging every member of the small party. 
There were some odd balls here. Some yakuza kid with a bat, a dude with bandages everywhere, a tall blond man with a resting bitch face, some little green-haired kid, a strange man with a samurai get up (and cape!), and a buff weirdo in a tank top. And in the very middle, there was an older man, roughly in his late forties. He looked different than the rest, an office worker. Saitama used to look just like that. Similar tired, brown eyes staring intently at him. The man even had the similar black hair that he used to sport.
Damn, weren't they just a gang of misfits. Were these guys really heroes?
“I take it that you are the infamous Caped Darkness, correct?” The business man spoke. The other heroes didn't move, just sized the villain up and shooting him a blank stare. Saitama was really glad that he had chosen the black uniform over the casual outfit that he had almost picked. This way they couldn't see what he truly was; a pretty desperate man with nothing.
Nothing except Genos.
That thought warmed him as he let a sinister smile spread on his face. He would have to become the person he had led them to believe he was. All these people probably saw the footage of his and Metal Knights little spat, which meant that they also knew him as a cold blooded and ruthless villain. Damn that stupid tin can! Almost blowing his cover!
“You would be correct.”
Saitama hid well behind the cold facade. He could see some of the other members visibly tense, could feel the anticipation in the air. The heroes were getting excited, probably never faced a threat like him before. According to Genos, he was also held responsible for many hero deaths, which probably didn't boost his popularity with this group. They all seemed guarded, ready; the want to take him on was evident on their faces. They desired to test their strength, but they also knew that they didn't stand a chance.
There was a painful silence, both parties sizing each other up and exchanging glances. The villain knew what was about to go down, but he didn't really know what direction to go. He didn't want to give Genos away, but that was what would eventually happen anyways. The blond was still unconscious, unaware of the tension mounting in the room.
“So how is this going to go down?” the yakuza kid sounded really on edge, his tone of voice a mix between murderous and strained at the same time. 
How were they going to do this? Saitama didn't really know what exactly to expect. Just a quick chat and then a good bye? Would they just promise to leave him alone and he would be free to go.
“Simple. You guys comply with my demands. I want this over and done with!” The villain responded, his whole demeanor every bit as cold as his voice.
“Caped Darkness, you request was to have your bounty removed, as well as a cease of all hero activity against your presence.” The older gentleman also seemed to get more and more edgy, mirroring Saitama's inner turmoil. He seemed to be the official sent out to secure the deal, having the other heroes tag along for protection. HQ probably knew that this wasn't enough to stop the most powerful villain alive, but they tried anyways.
It actually kind of hurt to see them all fear him like this, to see the absolute despise and distress directed towards the villain. Damn, were these people really that afraid of him? Saitama was just an ordinary guy. He had done nothing wrong; this was all just a big stupid, horrendous misunderstanding.
“That would be correct.” The formal tone was not natural to the villain, the icy bitterness in his own speech made him feel a little sick, a shiver running down his spine.
“And you're really going to leave li-” The pompadour teen was cut short in his snarl, getting silenced by the mummy man with a sharp punch to the arm. “The fuck!?”
The comicalness of their little quarrel made Saitama internally smile. These heroes sure were a lively bunch, so similar to Genos, yet in a unique way. Were all S-class heroes so strange?
The villain couldn't stop the slight chuckle that escaped his lips. Maybe these people really weren't half bad, you know, for being heroes that wanted to kill him. He could respect that.
“We accept your terms.”
Eh. What?
Saitama didn't know why he was so surprised. This wasn't all that much of a loss for the association, but that didn't stop him from being shocked. Damn, was this it? Was it all over?
The relief that coursed through him was kind of hard to contain, but he couldn't stop the smile from forming on his lips.
“Then you have my word that I will cease my attacks on you.”
Saitama was ready to finish the deal, to hand the cyborg over to the authorities, but something stopped him.
Something just wasn't right.
It wasn't too calm, too simple. There was really nothing wrong with the entire situation, but there lied the problem, there was nothing wrong. There should have been resistance, doubts of him holding up his end, questions on why he wanted to strike the deal in the first place, something, anything.
Saitama couldn’t stop the shiver that forced its way down his spine. There was something going on.
His grip on Genos tightened.
“You guys are pathetic.”
What?
To the villain's surprise, there was someone he didn’t notice. A new guest, some lanky, blue haired dude that sat on one of the surrounding pillars. He hadn't been there before, and it was clear that he wasn't welcomed either. The businessman and the yakuza kid tensed up, whereas the rest of the group just looked startled to see the new guy joining the party.
“Bastard! What the fuck are you doing here?” the hero with the bat looked positively murderous, swinging his bat around and gesturing wildly at the newcomer.
Saitama felt like an awkward third wheel, watching a small spat between...rivals? The two definitely weren't on good terms. Saitama shifted himself and Genos a bit, dropping the bag from his shoulder down to the ground.
“I wanted to see for myself if you guys would stoop this low... I don't really know what I expected.” The blue haired man jumped down, landing a solid ten feet away from Saitama. The newbie gave him a good look over, confusing the hell out of the villain. He didn't seem like the others, and with that insult he probably really didn't care for them either. Another villain maybe? He directed an unwavering glare towards Saitama, and all he could see was coldness and hatred swirling within those golden depths.
What was this guy’s deal, anyways?
“Amai Mask, please stand down!” The HQ agent looked really upset.
“...All of you, you're nothing but a huge waste of air. You call this justice?” Saitama was going to interrupt the man's rant, but he didn't have the chance. The blue haired man darted at him, his speed so fast that he was barely visible to the human eye. He tried to attack Saitama head on, aiming a swift kick to his right shoulder.
What this hero didn't know, was that he had nothing on Caped Darkness. Hell, even Panic was faster than him. Saitama dodged the kick with ease, left hand blocking the powerful swing like it was nothing. He wasn't even impressed with the blow, just giving the guy a blank stare. “Oi...”
“Please stop!” Going by the HQ representative, this was not planned. This hero was attacking him on his own accord. Saitama really didn't care, but something was off about the battle.
“Fucking piece of shit!” Now that was something that did amuse the villain a little. The yakuza kid was being held back by the mummy man, ready to storm into battle. These heroes really were crazy.
The blue haired man didn't stop his attacks with one kick, he continued sending more blows to Saitama's right side. This man was not fighting correctly. His eyes were filled with hate, but strangely not directed at the villain. It wasn't really a big deal, at least not until one kick almost hit too close to home.
The hero’s leg had almost hit Genos.
Oh shit.
It finally dawned on Saitama. This guy was not out to defeat the villain. Those eyes did not gleam with disgust for Caped Darkness, no.
This hero was aiming for Demon Cyborg.
Saitama stopped the next blow before jumping backwards to observe the man closer. His golden eyes shifted ever so slightly, lingering a little too long on the lifeless torso in his arm. Damn, Genos sure must have done something big to piss this dude off. The villain was quietly happy that he wasn't involved with this strange hero drama, but he also couldn't let this go on forever. He kicked the bag of limbs off to the side, making sure that they wouldn't accidentally get destroyed by this asshole.
This man's intent was to attack Genos, and as much as that didn't make any sense, it also kind of pissed him off. Saitama couldn't give a damn about any of the heroes here, seriously, the entire Association had been just one big nuisance to him, but he damn sure wouldn't let him hurt Genos.
“Oi, what do you think you're doing”
Amai faltered in his step, returning the glare that the bald man gave him. There was something in his eyes. Hatred, determination, the will to sacrifice it all. He looked a lot like Genos had, back when Saitama had first picked him up and brought him home. Like he was going to fight to the bitter end, no matter the consequences, no matter if he would die in the process. The similarities between the two kind of startled the villain. Even their eye color was the same molten gold. The stark realization startled Saitama and made him stop in his tracks, loosening his hold on Genos slightly.
“I won't let you have your way with us just because Demon failed. I'd rather let him die then go through with this deal.” He still couldn't believe this man wanted to kill Genos. That caught Saitama off guard. A full powered kick came crashing down onto him. His arm moved automatically; ready to take the hit, but the attacking appendage redirected its blow, sliding off and colliding with metal instead.
Saitama didn't know what was happening, and suddenly there was a loud crash. As he looked down at Genos's ripped off shoulder, he couldn't stop himself. Couldn’t stop the pure fury that swept through him, one that crashed in like roaring waves, his eyes now blind with anger.
He saw red.
Without a second though, Saitama grabbed the hero's arm, slinging the lithe body towards the wall with a fraction of his power, because a fraction was all he needed to utterly decimate any opponent. He really didn't care whether the punk survived.
There was a big gust of wind, a strong, powerful blow that swept through the ghost town. It was too much power, it created a haze of dust that prevented anyone from seeing the destruction, and as it settled, Saitama slowly regained himself. The anger inside of him quelled down, simmering to annoyance. He was still pissed, confused as to why a hero would do such a thing, but able to calm his raging heartbeat. It had been a long time since he had been this mad.
Annoyance quickly turned to shock, as he saw the clean path of destruction he had made. There was a trail of utter desolation, clouds and city parting in two. He had thrown the bastard the wrong way, taking out a bunch of buildings and...
...a good chunk of HQ too.
The forgotten group of heroes had been pushed to the ground from the force, slowly picking themselves back up. The blow sure had done a number on them, even completely knocking out the representative.
“Oh shit...” Saitama was not sure of what to say here. Was 'sorry I got carried away' a good enough excuse? Probably not.
Overall, he should have probably done a better job at directing his power. The Association would have still been pissed if he had just sent the blue haired man flying off to god knows where, but at least he would have avoided all this damage, particularly to the main central building.
This was not good.
Saitama barely had time to dodge the blade that was sent his way. Clean slices cut the air, missing their target by the hair of an inch. The samurai man had his katana ready in hand, taking a solid stance opposite to the villain. There was bad tension in the air, one that the villain was all too familiar with.
Here was another hero that would try to kill him. Saitama really was sick of this, sick of these stupid situations. He never failed to get himself into these kinds of messes, underestimating his power and accidentally going in for the kill.
The middle-aged samurai lifted his blade, starting another attack on the villain, an amused glint in his eyes. Saitama was one armed in this fight, trying his best to keep the broken Genos out of harm’s way. It was hardly a fight, more of him dodging the simple attacks that were swung at him. The strikes just kept coming, however, this time aiming for the villain. They were a lot easier to dodge this time around, since he had only his own safety to worry about. The hero deliberately seemed to avoid hitting too close to the cyborg in his arms, which made Saitama let out a sigh of relief. It was good to know that not all of these people were sick in the head.
“You are quite the formidable opponent, Darkness.”
“Not so bad yourself, uhm...” Saitama really should learn some of the hero’s names. They were trying to kill him after all.
“Atomic Samurai. I take it that you're not too familiar with us S-class heroes.”
“You could say tha-”
A loud, manly scream interrupted the villain, droning out the last piece of thought that he had left. He couldn't see where it was coming from, but the gust of wind told him that it was from very close. In the last second, he looked up-
A metal bat collided with his head, sending a noticeable quake through his skull, but ultimately ricocheting off with a loud 'clunk'. It almost made Saitama quiver, not really hurting at all, but still making him feel uncomfortable.
“What the fuck!” It was the yakuza kid, and he had somehow managed to strike him from above, probably to gain momentum for a critical blow. His eyes were wide in disbelief, glaring daggers at Saitama with his mouth agape like a fish.
The villain was about to ask him if he was okay, but then he realized the true problem for the teen. The metal bat the other man was holding had been bent in the impact, a clean 90 degree angle adorning its new frame. Saitama couldn't stop the slight chuckle that bubbled out of his lips. The kid just looked so mortified.
“Bastard!” The brat charged at him again, angled weapon gripped tightly and murder flashing in his eyes. The fight was almost beginning to amuse the villain. The yakuza kid kept swinging at him, blowing craters into the area, but missing the target nonetheless. The hero was good, but Saitama had fought much stronger and way faster opponents.
With far more grace, a blade sliced its way through the air, towards his face. There were two blows from both sides, and Saitama had just about enough of it. He cursed as he let go of Genos, cyborg body falling to the ground with a loud bang. Shit!
The villain caught both weapons in midair. Both Atomic Samurai and the kid were speechless, and soon there was a ringing sound of metal crunching above them. Saitama easily broke the two metal pieces, using only minimal strength in his hands. The two deadly weapons fell to the ground, ruined forever.
Both of the heroes were too stunned to move, glaring at the villain with complete disbelief. The fight was obviously over, and Saitama double punched the air, the shock wave alone was enough to send the two flying in opposite directions. It was enough to get the two away from Genos, maybe buy him enough time to find a way out of this mess.
That was right; he had to get out of here. He would wreck the city if these heroes kept attacking him.
Saitama picked up Genos again, throwing the cyborg on his shoulder and dashing away from the center, jumping through the giant hole he had made.
Maybe with all this smoke he could get out easier, leave the scene quickly before they could track where he went. Not many of the heroes were left, and definitely none that could scan the area for life forms.
The villain made his way down the dusty street, rushing the two of them out of the scene, but suddenly his body stopped in its own volition. He didn't even have a chance to process what was happening when he was violently flung into a nearby building, cratering the entire structure and burying them in the process.
It didn't hurt, not at all, but Saitama was getting a little more than annoyed. He punched the rubble holding them down, sending the stone and metal flying, wrecking more of the city in the process. This was a new opponent, and he clutched Genos tighter, preparing for the worst. He had not even seen the blow coming, but it had been strong enough to send them both flying.
Not too far there was the little green haired hero, just weirdly floating around in the air, glaring at the duo.
“Don't think you can escape!” Saitama wanted to punch her, get this over with, but he just couldn't. He didn't want to kill the child.
“What is a little girl doing here in the first place?” The twerp gave him a murderous sneer, one that almost made the villain laugh. She looked so absurd, like a little gnome that had gotten lost in the wrong part of town.
“Who are you calling a little girl!?” Saitama was flung into another building, but swiftly dodged the falling pieces this time. The kid was whipping the floor with him, and while it left no damage on him, City A was getting increasingly more destroyed. He had to put an end to the tiny troll.
Without a sound Saitama appeared behind her, clenching his fists and channeling his strength. This time, he didn't intend to kill. Saitama punched the air, a strong gust of wind sending the little lady flying far into the distance. She probably would be back for more within the second, using her psychic ability to fly towards them, but maybe it would buy the bald man enough time to get out of the city. He jumped over the rubble to swiftly assess the damage before speeding away. There were a lot of broken buildings around him, City A looking a lot more like his home now. Saitama silently thanked the Association for evacuating everyone, even if he had really hoped that none of this had happened in the first place.
“Not so fast, Darkness!” A new hero again. Oh boy. The buff man in the tank top yelled at him, slinging a large boulder towards the villain. Holding Genos tightly, Saitama easily sidestepped the attack, watching as the hero picked up more and flung them with all his might. This guy was persistent, but he really didn't seem like all that much of a bad person. Hell, none of these kids did. Other than the blue haired asshole, Saitama really had no intent on hurting them.
But that was a little late now. He had kind of fucked up. Badly.
The hero that was assaulting him looked so determined throwing those boulders. The bald man didn't really put up a fight, just dodging the rocks and putting in distance between them. It was all fun and games, until the platform under the blond man began to levitate, glowing in a familiar faint green.
“Move you idiot. You're on my rock!” The green goblin was back, looking utterly pissed. Saitama couldn't blame her, but he had hoped that she would have stayed down a little bit longer. Damn, these heroes were really bothersome.
The villain cursed as the rubble surrounded him, more of it blocking his path. He quickly dodged the flying boulders, changing his path and moving back closer towards the center of the city. It was frustrating to have to retreat from the green haired girl, but he didn't have many other options. She was good, but sadly no match for the villain. He was getting tired of this.
The bald man fled around a corner, dodging one last boulder, but halted dead in his tracks.
A tall, burly blond man was in the middle of the road, looking back at him with a murderous expression. Shit, there now was a third hero in his way, and that could be a problem. 
“You.” The blond didn't seem to move, just returning the tense stare that was between the two men. The hero looked fierce, like a seasoned veteran that had been through too much. Saitama was almost curious as to what this man's power was, noticing the deep scars across the others eye.
“Do I know you?” Well, Saitama may have seen him before, but the guy’s face didn't really ring a bell. He was notoriously bad at remembering people, so it wasn't much of a surprise for him. 
The blond hero tensed up, looking like he was about to make a move, but Saitama's attention was needed elsewhere. There was a giant building headed their way. Yes. An entire building! The green glowing object was hurling towards the three, and the villain got into position to dodge it.
But only he did.
Saitama looked back at the blond, frozen in the middle of the street, eyes fixated on the fast approaching object. The man was not moving, and the villain could hear a rapid, thundering heartbeat coming from the hero’s body. They were moments away from being crushed, and the guy was going to get hit!
Right before the impact Saitama made the split decision of propelling his body in front of the unmoving hero, gripping Genos securely while throwing his other hand up to halt the impact of the building and preventing it from crushing the party below. He was slightly panicked, leaving the cyborg right in open line of attack. The blond hero could easily take a swing at Genos right then, just like the blue haired man had earlier.
But something about this hero was off. The blond was making no attempt to fight him, just giving the villain the most incredulous stare.
Saitama punched the rubble he was holding, digging them out from under the shattered building. They weren't out of the clear just yet, shadow falling over them as the furious green goblin threw another slew of buildings at the group.
“You alright?” The tall man didn't give him a response, eyes wide and glued to Saitama.
The villain had to think fast. Technically he was not responsible for the hero’s life, and he really had no connection to the guy, but the blond would die here if he just left. This was not a safe zone for anyone but him, and this strange man was going to get caught in the line of fire.
“Oi, you got to get out of here.” The blond made no move, still frozen in place. “Shit”
Saitama gripped the taller man's arm, throwing the hero down the street and out of the projectile debris’ range. It would be a tough landing, but definitely a lot less painful than getting smashed to pieces by a giant boulder. If this man was a real hero, then he would be able to take it.
Impact happened right after that. Saitama used his own body to shield Genos, feeling the weight of a thousand pounds of steel and rock against his back. They had been completely buried, darkness surrounding the duo.
It was almost calming, noise canceling out underneath it all. There was a sense of peace that hadn't been there before for Saitama, like they were finally alone here. He knew that it was far from the truth, but it actually made him relax a bit.
The villain moved, feeling the crumbled structure on top of him shift as he leaned back up, off of the cyborg. He felt no pain, no damage was done.
Light started to shift through the cracks of the rubble, tiny rays of sun beaming down at them. Saitama sat up and lifted the wall off of them, creating a little space underneath the heavy weight. It was no problem; he could easily lift them out. This was not the worst po-
Saitama's heart beat stopped.
There were deep cracks in Genos's face, synthetic skin tearing off. He looked like a mess, black, lifeless eyes adorned by a mess of scraped and damaged skin. Saitama snapped his eyes away from the others face, letting them travel down the others body. There was more, metal dented and cables ripped out all across the blond's torso.
The villain didn't know what to say or even think at the sight. How could this have happened?
He had tried his best to keep the cyborg out of harm’s way, and yet he was unable to prevent the damage on his protective plating. Saitama's blood ran cold, eyes trailing over all the cracks and ripped wires that adorned the still body, making the cyborg look like a horrifying puppet, all damaged and beat up. The missing shoulder was pretty much the least of his problems right now...
Looking back up at Genos's face, the villain didn't know how to react. He wanted to shout, but the others relaxed expression made his heart wrench, shutting up every stupid response he could come up with. There was only one thought in his mind. 
...He had been the one that had done this.
It was Caped Darkness that had destroyed the Hero Association building, it was him that had let the blue haired man get the better of his feelings and in the end,…and it was him that had damaged Genos like this. The heroes had only protected their city, had done their duty to uphold justice.
Saitama felt a painful pressure in his chest. Guilt.
He didn't know what was happening to him, pain erupting from where he had definitely not been injured. He had never felt this way before, not even when he had accidentally crushed cities and killed monsters. It was a new feeling, and it was making him feel cold inside, icy waves washing over him.
Genos looked dead.
Saitama was pretty sure that he was still only offline, but that didn't stop the fear. Hell, what was he supposed to do now? He couldn't just take the cyborg back to the professor and then head back home. The villain just didn't know what to do!
Saitama let his fingers ghost over the broken face, let the truth of the matter sink in. A small, cold smile spread on his face as his thoughts formed ideas on the outcome if he kept fighting here.
It was hopeless. There was no way this going to work.
Maybe he should have seen it coming, should have pushed Genos away before it had been too late. It was killing him inside, knowing that he had finally found someone that he wanted to keep in his life, someone that he could cherish and come home to, and now he just lost it all. Hell, even worse. Genos was a complete mess, looking like he was destroyed beyond repair.
This was never going to work.
Saitama couldn't bring himself to move, to escape the mounds of wreckage and race back home to City Z. He didn't want to. The villain just couldn't go back to his old life, alone in a shitty little apartment. If he brought Genos with him, the hero would be stranded there, unable to get fixed. Saitama was sure that Kuseno would never let him near the kid again if he waltzed over there with the cyborg in such a bad condition, especially since Saitama had been the one who caused it.
 He could leave the hero here; let the Association treat his body, but...
 Genos might never return.
And he had a pretty good reason to leave him too. Saitama had just wrecked the place, had destroyed copious amounts of City A and taken out a good chunk of the Association building. There were injured heroes, people that had just tried to defend themselves against the bald man. They were all innocent. Had every right to call Saitama what he truly was.
A villain.
Heroes and villains didn't mix, there was just too much that could go wrong. Saitama had wanted to leave his title behind, but after today there was definitely no way that HQ would leave him alone. They would keep hunting him, and there was probably nothing that Genos could do about it either. How could he excuse the bald man from all the destruction he had done?
As Saitama grew cold, he could feel the weight shift off his back, green glow surrounding them. He knew that this was the final moment. Before the debris was completely lifted off them, he pressed a soft kiss to the teen’s forehead, bringing himself off of the other and standing up with the increase in room. Genos was still out cold on the ground, black eyes staring aimlessly into his soul.
 “So you survived, punk?”
Saitama tore his gaze away and faced the heroes. They were all assembled, well; at least the ones that still could fight. The green haired twerp, the tank top man, the yakuza kid, and the samurai. The other two must have left already, or were incapable of fighting. The gang blocked his path, surrounding him and watching his every movement.
Well, this was it huh? Just one thing left that he could do.
.
–---
.
 -System start up-
 Once some of his programs were back online, Genos immediately knew that something was wrong. There was heavy damage, and his body was sending him all sorts of errors. It was a slow process, waiting for all the energy to be distributed to the right places. His brain just kept getting reports of malfunctions, and the hero started to panic. What had gone down to put him in such a bad condition?
 It seemed like his shoulder was missing, wires frayed, zapping the air around him. His ocular system had to be rebooted twice, it was really frustrating him. He could hear faint voices, but the audio control in his ears was broken, the sounds around him were distorted and choppy.
 All his sensors screamed at him, vision finally working.
 The first thing the cyborg noticed was that Saitama was right in front of him, back turned. They were in a crater of some sorts, and there were bits of wreckage floating above them, surrounded by a familiar, green glow.
 It jolted Genos into alertness, he tried his best to sit up, but without his arms and legs it was a futile attempt. He had no idea what was going on, recognizing his fellow S-class heroes in the distance and trying to figure out what they were saying. Metal Bat was shouting something at Saitama, broken weapon pointed at the villain.
 Genos could feel his heart sink. In the metaphorical sense, but there was very real cold fear sweeping through him. He had no idea what they were saying, but one thing was clear.
 The deal had not worked. Saitama was still the enemy.
 He wanted to scream, to ask Saitama what was going on, but his voice box was not functioning. There was just so much going on around them, rocks dangerously low to their bodies, and enough of them to make escape for them hard.
 Once Metal Bat was finished with his spiel, Saitama's shoulder slumped. Genos wanted to know what the other hero had said to the villain, but that need was quickly forgotten once Saitama looked back towards him, eyes meeting for what felt like the first time in years. The teen wanted to call out, wanted an explanation, but he never had the chance to ask for it.
 Saitama smiled at him, but not in a good way. His normally warm brown eyes were replaced with another look, emotions absent as he fixed the cyborg with a frighteningly empty expression. Genos had never seen that look before. The villain looked destroyed, something that was not even humanly possible for the man.
 The hero tried to speak again, but words didn't come out. He cursed his body, cursed that he wasn't able to do the one thing he truly needed to do right now. He felt his engines jolt as Saitama's smile faded, pain evident in the bald man's eyes. The villain sighed, and turned away from the hero, facing the heroes on the other side. There was a bit more conversation, but then movement.
 Saitama's arms moved, causing a spike of anticipation in the group of battered onlookers, but everything stilled. No one dared to move, and even Genos could feel himself hold his breath. Saitama wasn't about to kill them, right? So many deadly possibilities raced through Genos's mind. Saitama could beat all of the S-class heroes combined, but he wouldn't do that, would he?
When the villain finally stopped moving, it was all clear.
Hands were held up above Saitama's head in surrender, signaling the end of the battle.

Caped Darkness was finally beat.
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Chapter 10: Rusted From the Rain
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Chapter Text

Three days since the incident, and Genos was finally able to speak again.
It had been one of the most painful procedures he had ever endured, medics running left and right, rebuilding his physical body, but leaving his voice box and audio filters offline. He had so many questions, such a strong burning need to know what had happened. As soon as he had gained the capability to use his make shift arms again, he promptly forced the technicians to repair his head, ushering the frightened staff to comply with his eager demands.
The second he could hear the screw drivers clink against the chips in his skull, finally repairing his most vital component, he let out an angry sigh of relief, anger washing out of him in waves. The Demon Cyborg darted out of the room, ignoring the pleas of the medics in favor of finding some long needed answers.
The tower had been on shut down for this three day period, staff sent home out of security concerns, and the only employees available were high ranking heroes and the bare minimum number of emergency workers. The brawl had sent five people to the medic wing, and that had been enough to alarm the higher ups to keep the citizens and weaker heroes out of the city, no matter their position. City A was in dire need of construction, and the Association was working hard on finding new settlements for all the victims of the destruction.
It was all so surreal.
The cyborg was having a hard time believing that Saitama caused all the devastation, but looking at the clean cuts through the city, he really couldn't think of any other being with the same power. It made him sick, not knowing what truly went down, and being left out of the full details of the battle. He had to find out; find out why the man he worshiped had really done all of this.
Or at least how to get him out of here.
A part of him was still in denial, but no matter how hard he tried, he could not forget the moment Saitama had been flown away by Tatsumaki, carrying the villain to HQ. He had tried to call out for the bald man, tried his best to get up and follow, but he had failed, miserably. Tank Top Tiger had pulled him from the rubble, swiftly carrying the cyborg to the make shift clinic for examination. Genos had wanted to ask them all so much, wanted to get every last detail of the fight, but up until now he had been stranded in his useless, damaged mechanical body.
The three days had made him boil with frustration, knowing that he wasn't in one piece, having to wait for the right parts to get assembled. He had cursed his body, and his inability to do anything. He had been useless.
Genos let out an angry sigh, punching the wall and trying his damnedest to get his feelings under control. He was just so mad. He should have been allowed to leave by now, allowed to fix the case and go back home to his partner. But of course fate had other plans for them, of course there had to be a problem.
Genos didn't even know what he should even be angry at, knowing that the fight had probably been caused by something stupid. He knew that Saitama would not have attacked the tower out of the blue, and he also knew that the Association would never risk the lives of so many S-class heroes, weather they assumed to be victorious or otherwise.
Something terrible must have happened.
The cyborg punched the wall again, hearing the dark structure crack a little under his first. He had so much trouble containing his anger. Rage firing up his engines, readying him for battle. There were not enough walls in this stupid tower to quench his wrath, and his cooling systems kicked on before he tested that theory.
“Shit.” He needed people to answer his questions, dammit!
Genos's proximity alarm went off, signaling to him that another presence was near. Genos whipped up and out of the hospital bed and impatiently headed towards his new company, almost sprinting down the hallway.
The person he ran into was King, one of the heroes that Genos hardly ever talked to. It didn't seem like the tall hero was interested in anything or anyone half of the time, and the cyborg hadn't really made it a point to meddle in his life. Looking at him now, the man had plenty of bandages around him, still wearing that constant look of annoyance wherever he went. It was slightly intimidating, but not to a pissed off, 19 year old death machine.
“King!” The man looked his way, eyes going wide against his sour face. “I need to talk to you!”
King looked conflicted, a range of emotions flashing before his eyes, but refrained himself from speaking. The hero seemed on edge, and it felt like the cyborg would have to watch his words.
“What happened during the battle with...Caped Darkness.” It took a second for Genos to spit the name out, but it would probably be the better diction here. These people didn't know Saitama's real identity, and it was better to keep it that way.
Genos just stood in the hallway, ready for anything...
But nothing came.
King wasn't answering, just glaring daggers at the cyborg, and it was really starting to piss him off. It was so frustrating! He wanted to walk away in rage but instead he gathered his thoughts and suppressed them. There was a task at hand, and he really had to find out what truly happened.
“I need to know what happened while I was out. King, I heard that you were in battle with Caped Darkness, and I need the details!” His outburst startled the giant man, which caused him to shoot Genos a shocked expression, but ultimately, the other hero didn't budge. King was really starting to literally grind the gears in the cyborgs head, making the teen curse internally.
After a respectable time, Genos gave up. King was a notoriously bad talker, and he was getting nowhere with this. The cyborg turned on his heel, ready to find someone else to interrogate about the whole mess. Time was escaping him quickly, and if he was to find a way to get this whole mess solved, he better hurry. Saitama probably was held in a cell somewhere down below them, and the cyborg would do everything in his power to get the villain out of it and get them back home.
“Demon Cyborg, what do you think of him?” Genos stopped dead in his tracks, turning to give King the most bewildered look. “...of Darkness.”
So many emotions swirled through his body that Genos had a hard time grasping the question. What did he think of Caped Darkness? Saitama was the strongest man alive, the one person that could take away everything from everyone, but choose to live in a tiny apartment on the edge of civilization. A man that had been running from the Hero Association for years, and had chosen not to just decimate the entire organization. It would have been well within his power, hell, a few days ago the man had beaten multiple S-class heroes without a breaking a sweat...but Saitama had not killed a single one of them...Okay, maybe he was not the most noble man, but he was a human with a strong sense of integrity, something that Genos would have never expected from a villain.
Genos could feel himself relax at the memory of Saitama's smile, at how the bald man had taken care of him.
The cyborg had pretty much worshiped the man, and he probably still did. It was just so damn hard to take this all in. To understand the gravity of it all. There was virtually no way that Saitama could be a free man now... The villain destroyed City A to such a degree that the entire structure of the city had to be reconsidered, and it would take years to rebuild.
But Genos just couldn't get himself to hate the man.
He should be furious, or at least a little pissed off that the villain had fractured the tower, but he just couldn't muster up the anger. Something inside of him told him that there was so much more to the entire story, so much more to 'Caped Darkness attacked the building out of anger'. What had the villain been angry about? According to the medics, the deal had been set to go through, so there was no reason for Saitama to even lash out at the heroes.
King was still giving him a hard, judging stare. He couldn't just tell another fellow S-class hero that he admired the bald man for his very existence, that Saitama had been a person worthy of great praise, even if that was what he really wanted to do. Genos had to come up with a plan to get this whole mess taken care of...or else Saitama would probably be locked up here forever.
“He is a very strange man.” There was just so much more to him than that. Genos wanted to ramble, to tell King everything that he knew about the villain, but this was not the time for that. The tall hero had been sent to the medical wing just like him after the fierce attacks of Caped Darkness, and he would probably call the cyborg out on betraying the HQ.
King didn't seem to judge his choice of words, turning on his heel and leaving a slightly confused cyborg behind. Why had the hero questioned him about Saitama again?
Ignoring the whole matter, Genos set off to find more information. There were a total of 6 heroes that had been at the scene, and some of them were quite talkative. Maybe he could work some information out of them, give him their side of the story.
Boom!
There was a loud bang down the hall way, a metal object colliding at high speed with a wall. It was some sort of tubular object, looking torn and bent out of shape.
“Fuck!” A very manly yell echoed throughout the halls, giving Genos a very good clue as to who was situated in the hospital room down from him. The cyborg headed towards the action, rounding the door and entering the emergency care room.
Metal Bat was sitting on his mattress, lying on his back and mumbling curses under his breath. He looked all patched up, trade mark clothes removed to fully cover wounds on his skin. Aside from the binding, he actually looked pretty lively.
Right as Genos was about to address the hero, the young man shot up, releasing a long groan and immediately fixing his eyes on the cyborg.
“The fuck! What are you doing here!?” Metal Bat looked pissed off, an aura he perpetually gave off, but never had Genos seen the man this truly annoyed. There were deep cuts and bruises all over the other hero’s skin, aiding in making him look even scarier than usual.
The two were locked in a stare, eyes not wavering from each other. The other man had just as much ferocity in his gaze as Genos had earlier, and he would have to tread gently here.
“I was curious as to why someone would throw metal trash out the door.” That was a very respectable assumption. Heroes weren't known for littering.
“Metal Trash? Yo, that shit was my bat!” Genos quickly whipped around, scanning the metal object and, indeed, it appeared to be the hero’s trademark weapon of choice. He did still not believe his eyes, having witnessed the metal rod decimate many opponents with just one swig. He turned back, giving the teen an incredulous look. “I know, right? I can't believe he just fucking broke it!”
“He? Caped Darkness?” Yes, Saitama would have the strength to break this, no problem.
“Yeah, he just grabbed it and, fuck... I don't know how, but broke it in half! That dude is hella strong!”
Metal Bat's words almost had Genos chuckling. Saitama was more than just physically fit. He was also insanely powerful, fast, graceful, intelligent...and so many more things that the cyborg wanted to mention out loud, but probably shouldn't.
The wounded teen visibly deflated, his cocky attitude fading away from his usual demeanor. Even though Genos didn't really have and qualms with the hero, the two of them were never too friendly either. Saitama must have really done a number on him, or at least left a very potent impression.
“Hey man. Can you believe though that Darkness just let us capture him?”
Genos immediately focused his attention back to their conversation. Metal Bat might be able to tell him something about the fight that happened. “Can you inform me about what happened? I have yet to gather any details.”
“What do you mean what happened? The dude just gave up!” Metal Bat started gesturing wildly, ignoring his injuries and leaning forward with a sigh, head sunk into his hands.
“I heard a fight broke out. You wouldn't by any chance know why?”
“Why?” Metal bat sat back up, giving Genos a good look over. “Oh yeah, you were totally dead that day...So like, bitch face attacked and it all went to shit, man... You should have seen Darkness's face! He was fucking pissed!”
'Bitchface' was an inadequate name for Saitama, and Genos could feel himself frowning at the term. Sure, the villain had a rather frightening face if provoked, but definitely nothing like the slur the teen had given him.
“I like, tried to hit him, but damn, that man just fucked us up! Even Tatsumaki was fucking done!”
That was news to Genos. The fierce and unbeatable Tatsumaki was a woman of pure power, and sported an even deadlier temper. She had whipped the floor with Genos before, and the cyborg could definitely say that he had never met a hero stronger than her. Yet, it was no surprise that Saitama could best the green goblin.
So according to the hero, Saitama just attacked them? No. That wasn't possible. Genos was missing the link here.
Also, there was one more thing.
“...From what I remember, you shouted something at Caped Darkness, right before he surrendered. Do you remember what that was?” It was nearly impossible to believe that the words themselves had convinced Saitama to give up the battle, but then again, Genos had not really been there at the fight. Something in those words could have triggered the villain, brought the end of the fight.
“Hm? Well..” Metal Bat sifted his hand through his pompadour, messing up the already unkempt hair. “I kinda just told him that we would fight him to the end, not matter what...or something like that...”
Genos could feel a pang of pain in his chest, knowing fully well that Saitama definitely had not wanted to hear those words ever again. He had seen the look on the villain's face, when he had come home from his first battle with Metal Knight, deflated and full of uncertainty. Even when he had first truly talked to the villain, after Saitama had brought him back to the apartment. The bald man really didn't want to fight the heroes, and there was no doubt in Genos's mind that that hadn't changed.
It was clear now. Something would have had to provoke the villain to attack. Saitama was a very calm and collected man, and for him to openly attack the hero Association was not a possibility.
“Thank you very much.” Genos said his good byes, leaving the injured hero to rest and renewing his quest to find out what had caused the entire deal to go wrong.

“See ya, man.”


 –

 HQ was eerily silent.
It was a tower of justice, and yes, maybe a little too big to house the few employees that usually bustled around the facility, but now more than ever did it seem devoid of life. There were barely any people around, and even less that could inform Genos about the battle. He was getting desperate, questioning the very few workers that he came across, just to be sent off looking for more. He would have guessed that the story would have traveled like a rumor, or at least some sort of narration that would be told between the workers, but he was out of luck.
The constant questioning drove Genos insane, but he finally got a little bit of information. It appeared that Saitama was being held in an isolated room in the lower sectors, a cell usually meant for interrogation only. The cyborg frowned at the idea of the villain being held like a prisoner, but something about it also seemed humorous. The bald man didn't seem like the type to really answer any questions, probably giving the workers a hard time.
Without wasting another breath, Genos quickly made his way to the lower levels, cooling systems turned to high as he entered the holding chamber. There were almost none still intact, and the cyborg held his breath as he opened the doors to last remaining functional one.
The first thing he saw was the villain himself.
Saitama was situated in an all-white room, sitting on a rather plain looking chair in the center. The holding cell was surrounded by another technical room, one-way windows surrounding the villain for a clearer view. It was a strange set up, having a smaller room inside of a larger room, but it was probably good for capturing every little detail about the inmates they were holding.
The room was also filled with a couple workers, many of which were higher ranking officials, furiously typing away at documents and mumbling things to each other. Some heroes were there too, all S-class of course. Tatsumaki was the most noticeable one, probably ordered there for protection. Zombieman and King were off further to the side lines, just observing the inmate with unreadable expressions.
Heroes completely ignored, Genos focused his complete attention onto the person he had longed to see for the last few days, and he really didn't like what he saw.
Saitama looked absolutely bored out of his mind, tired eyes hollow with apathy. The strong man looked exhausted, and Genos could not say for certain how much sleep the Association allowed the villain to get during the interrogations. It probably wasn't nearly enough, but then again, he couldn't really fault either party. The chair Saitama was strapped to did not look comfortable enough to fully let the villain recharge, and the workers probably wouldn't let the man out of sight for a few hours. There was a bad mood in the room, employees seemingly just as tired as Saitama. Both parties seemed equally exhausted.
Sad thing however, was that Genos really didn't care about the Association right now. His full attention was on Saitama, coming close to the window and watching his every movement. He wanted to touch the man, shake so many questions out of him as well as kiss the ever living day lights out of the villain. There really wasn't all that much that was stopping him either, only a fragile piece of glass and the knowledge that Saitama was a willing captive.
It still didn't make any sense. Why was the bald man doing this to himself!
There was no way that the restrains were actually holding him down, and the bald man was practically free to march out whenever he felt like it...
Had Darkness really just given up?
Genos ground his teeth at the thought of Saitama going back to that dark state of mind, knowing fully well that the villain deserved the world. The problem now was that it would be near impossible to convince the Association of the man's innocence, let alone to let him go! City A was a war zone, and that was something that no amount of negotiations could change.
But Saitama would not have just attacked them, no. Genos watched as the villain just leaned back and stared at the blank walls, probably very familiar with them by now. How long had it been? Three days? For that amount of time, the Association had sure done very little to research the villain's body, seeing as the black suit and cape still adorned his body.
If the interrogation didn't yield and results though, there was no doubt that they would relocate him to an actual security prison, one where he would be held with the other high ranking criminals, far away from the outside world.
Genos could almost feel his metal gut clench, raking his brain for any possible way to free the man he now very dearly...loved. There was no denying it, not one bit. The last three days had been torture; memories of a smiling Saitama fading to black, right after the man had kissed him. The villain had been so sure, so vibrant with their relationship...
...but now Genos wasn't so sure anymore.
Caped Darkness was beaten, his face devoid of emotions as he just let the Association monitor him. Genos wasn't sure what they were looking for, but it surely wouldn't yield any results. Saitama was not the villain they were expecting, he had no intent of destroying the heroes. The man just wanted a simple life, and these workers here were trying their hardest to figure out what he might be plotting. It was a comically sad situation.
“Looks like you made it back in one piece.” The green goblin floated over to him, cocky grin not as prominent as usual. She looked tired as well; Eyes set with a blacker outline and face a little pale. She was probably with the workers 24/7, seeing as she could easily pull Saitama out of the building should he turn on them now. Also, she was the highest ranking hero on sight.
“I have made a full recovery.” That was a lie. Genos was very diligently put together by a small team of mechanics, but no matter how much they tried, they would never live up to Dr. Kuseno's mastery. His parts were held together well enough for him to move around and maybe even fight, but definitely not up to the usual standard.
“Well, we might need you here. I heard that Zombieman is starting an interrogation soon.” Genos payed her no attention, eyes still fixated on Saitama. “Oi, are you even listening to me?”
The cyborg finally turned to shoot her a stern look, golden eyes boring into deep green. “Tatsumaki, I heard you were the one that engaged Darkness the most on the battle field, is that correct?”
The little woman looked taken aback for a second. “Huh? Yeah, I guess.”
Tatsumaki was not only a very powerful esper, but also a very smart woman. If he let any affection for the bald man show, she would be the first to be on to something. But she was probably the best person to ask for information, but he would have to be careful about it.
“What truly went down during the confrontation? When Caped darkness lashed out.”
The heroine looked way too tired for this shit. Her dark rimmed eyes crunching up while she racked her brain. “Uh,...I don't really remember all of it, since it happened so fast...” The poor woman was probably pretty pissed at the villain for making her stand guard all these days.
“So like, the deal was supposed to go down...but it didn't. Man, I don't know! So much shit happened!” The little hero whelped, grumbling at the cyborg now. Genos was about to ask her for clearer details, but they two of them where shushed.
“The interrogation is about to start. Please be silent.” They could finish the conversation outside, but no human in this world could get Genos to leave the room right now.
The pressure in his chest rose as he watched Zombieman enter the room. Saitama immediately seemed to size him up, while maintaining that unreadable expression. There seemed to be a silent conversation between them, the two doing nothing but exchanging glances.
This was going to be interesting.

 –

 Well, this was new.
Saitama had been bored out of his mind for far too long now, so much so that someone entering his cell really seemed like a big deal. The hero was a stark contrast to the white walls of the holding chamber, and with all the bandages combined with his dead appearance, he was already entertaining. The other man also brought in a small stool with him.
The man stopped in front of him, eyes never leaving his, even as he sat down. It almost felt like a game to Saitama, in a sort of weird, twisted sense. He was really bored, okay?
“Who are you?” Saitama couldn't keep calling this dude 'mummy man' forever, and it was probably high time he learned some of the hero’s names. This man was brave enough to enter a cell alone with him, and that was something he could respect.
“Zombieman. Caped Darkness, correct?” Saitama grimaced at the name, but there was no denying it now. He really was Caped Darkness, especially after all the shit he did.
“Correct.” The bald man almost lost interest again, but it was really hard to pay attention to anything else at this point. The walls would not suddenly stop being white, and this dude at least looked interesting.
“Do you mind if I ask you a few questions?” This Zombie Man really had some guts. Heh. Cause he was a Zombie, duh... But yeah, no, because no worker had really dared to set a foot into the room alone. There had been some speaker announcements, and that little green girl that had strapped him in, but visitors were not a common thing in this cell. The Association was probably still scared shitless about him just sitting here, not fighting or putting up any resistance.
“Sure.” It really didn't matter now, anyway. They would soon realize that he was a pretty boring dude and just lock him up somewhere anyways.
“Why did you choose to attack us?” Well, shit. Should he really tell them the whole deal? This conversation was probably recorded, and that meant that he should think of a good response that wouldn't suck.
“To get my bounty removed.” Heh, what was his bounty again, anyway?
Zombieman looked just as tired as Saitama, but somehow the guy seemed to be easing up. His red eyes were really cool, and Saitama really wished he had eyes like that. Despite looking even more like a villain, it would be pretty awesome.
“Why did you choose to kidnap Demon Cyborg.”
A feeling of surprise shifted through Saitama at that question, unsure as how to answer it. Hell, there was no real good reason he had chosen Genos, the cyborg had just been trashing around in City Z. It had been a miracle that the teen had not died, and an even bigger one that he hadn't blown up in Saitama's face.
The villain let out a snicker at the memory, Genos's determined face ingrained in his memory. The three days they had spent together had been something... and he almost didn't regret any of it.
But he could hardly tell them that. None of it. Even just the simple reply of 'he was close by' would rouse suspicion, and the last thing Saitama needed right now was for them to find his house. Genos's limbs were still there, and they would probably have even more questions for him if they found those.
The villain just glared back at the hero, question left unanswered.
It seemed like this hero was catching on quickly, since he did not seem surprised at all. The hard gaze that he fixed Saitama with was not playful, but here was something that was catching his interest.
“Why did you decide to attack city B?”
City B? When had he attacked that pl-
Oh yeah. The tin-can indecent. That had been a fun one.
Man, there was no way that the Association would believe him if he told them the real story, but damn, it wasn't his fault! “That stupid Metal dude attacked me out of the open. I didn't start that at all.”
Zombieman looked a tad surprised, but Saitama knew that he didn't believe him. Hell, it had taken the villain a whole speech with lots of action to convince Genos, and that had been before he trashed a city.
“Metal Knight?”
“Yeah. Him.”
“So your plan was not to destroy the city?”
Saitama was confused, eyebrows rising at the question. Who the hell would just destroy a place for the hell of it? There was literally nothing fun about that! All the people would have to move, and then there would be fewer shops with sales!
“No.” Did these people really think that he was a monster?
“Interesting...well, if your bounty had been removed, what would your plans have been?”
That was an odd question. Saitama had expected a lot of things, but certainly not his plans for the future. These people really didn't know anything about him, and it was probably hard to believe that the world's most notorious villain would do something other than commit more crime.
“Leave.”
Zombieman tensed, seemingly not expecting that answer.
“You would just leave?” Leave the whole mess behind. Go back home to City Z and wait. Hope to god that Genos would come back. That had been the plan, but...it hadn't really worked out.
“Yeah.” Saitama was aware that his dark and mysterious aura had been broken long ago, since it really didn't matter anymore. These people didn't care about him, and they just wanted him gone. Make sure that he never came back. Zombieman didn't really make any motion after that, just fixating Saitama with a shocked glare. It was probably hard to believe that 'Caped Darkness' would just disappear, but really, that had been his goal. Not too much to aspire, really.
There was a small thump from one of the white walls, something hitting the glass with a good amount of force. It had been subtle, but Zombieman had heard it as well, perking up and glaring at the expanse. Heh, someone had probably just bumped into the wall on accident.
“Thank you.” Zombieman said as he exited the room. The chair had been left behind, and Saitama was not sure what that meant. Would there be others to come in to continue interrogating him?
Man, he sure had gotten himself into a big mess, huh?
Saitama let his head fall back and looked at the ceiling. There was some harsh lighting, it was so bright, they were probably designed to keep inmates from falling asleep. It almost hurt to look into them, so Saitama just closed his eyes, resting for a moment.
Ah man, he really was tired, huh?
He immediately felt some of the pressure of the situation dissipate, as static noise silenced the container. The bald man could not remember the last time he has been this exhausted, to be able to fall asleep in such a bright room, sitting on an extremely uncomfortable chair. Saitama wasn't even sure how many days had passed, but he sure could use a little sleep just about now.
He was drifting in and out of consciousness, but some sort of commotion behind the white walls brought him back to alertness. He was beginning to feel groggy, annoyed that they workers didn't let him get any proper sleep. Something was creating a little riot outside, apparently.
The door opened again, but this time it was not the cool zombie dude.
No.
Three red eyes stared back at Saitama, and the door closed behind a lean, metal android. There were voices coming from outside, but once the door shut, the room was filled with silence again except for the subtle banging from the same spot as earlier.
Metal knight was not whom Saitama had really expected to show up here, but then again, it made sense. He had smashed the hero’s androids to pieces, and now he was quite literally in no position to fight back. The hero probably had a lot of questions himself, especially-
Wait. Didn't this dude try to get Genos's dead body that one day? Yeah, and he even tried to kill the teen.
Saitama could feel his mood instantly turn sour at the memory of the fight, losing interest in any form of conversation the other might strike up. The tin can could go scram, especially since he was in a pissy mood already.
“Good Evening, Darkness.” Man, was it already evening? How many days had passed since he had been in here?
Saitama chose not to reply to the hero, instead giving in to just glaring at the newcomer. Somehow he already missed the other pale hero, finding comfort in the fact that Zombieman at least wasn't out to hurt Genos.
The android took a seat right in front of the villain, very much like the other had earlier, returning the bald man's stare with his glowing red eye cams. Man, it sure was hard to glare at someone that didn't have any real facial features or expressions.
“I have come to ask you some questions.”
“Of course you did.” Saitama almost jumped out of his own skin as the room suddenly turned dark, lights flickering off with a strange noise. A red signal light illuminated them both, low hum filling the room as everything around them seemed to shut down. Computer screens were visible for a short second, at least until they, too, faded to black.
“The power was turned off. We are alone here.”
Oh no.
Saitama couldn't stop the slight panic that erupted in his chest, trying his best to keep a serious facade. The Association was having a power outage? No. This all seemed too staged.
Was Metal Knight bold enough to sabotage the tower for an audience with the villain?
“What do you want?” Saitama recollected himself, body forcibly relaxing itself. He had nothing to fear. It would take a single punch to take this asshole out, even if that punch would get him into further shit.
...maybe Saitama could play along, get some information out of this guy, since the dude seemed so dead set on talking to him. There was something fishy going on, and the nagging part of his mind wanted to find out what.
“I would like to strike up a deal with you.”
Metal Knight was bold, Saitama could give him that. They were in the heart of HQ, trapped in a cell, surrounded by other S-class heroes, and this man was proposing a deal to him?
This man also had guts.
“What kind of deal?”
The metal android paused for a second, eyes still dead fixed on his face. It was really hard to tell what the other was thinking, emotions absent from the metal face. The three red dots were also kind of unnerving.
“I need you to break out of here. I am fairly certain that you are more than capable of it on your own. These walls do not hold a man as powerful as you.”
The glass and steel was definitely not enough to hold in Saitama. He could leave whenever he pleased, could smash the entire building with one punch. Hell, after the hole he blew to the tower's side, it would probably take even less than that.
“Why would I try to break out of here? You guys would just fight me again.” Saitama had no motivation to fight the heroes a second time. Many of them were bruised and battered, and they were definitely no challenge for Caped Darkness. Not even combined...especially with Genos out of the way.
“You could easily defeat them all. That should be the least of your problems.”
Man, Metal Knight really wasn't getting it, was he? Saitama didn't want to get out. There was nothing out there for him, no real life to turn back to. It was clear to everyone that there was literally nothing stopping Caped Darkness from just leaving whenever he wished. No one was really boasting about him getting caught, because they all knew that he was not a true captive. Saitama was here because he had nowhere else to go.
“Why would I want to do that?”
Metal Knight was giving him an eerie silence, his robotics eyes boring into his mind.
“I need you to damage this tower, defeat the heroes that try and block your path. You have proven that you are quite good at it as is.” Ouch. That was rude. “And I can give you something you need in return.”
Saitama was getting more annoyed and frustrated with the tin-can by the second, but couldn't stop the slight interest that showed on his face. This hero really thought that he had something that Caped Darkness would fight for?
“Oh? And what might that be?”
“Your freedom.”
Saitama immediately sat up straighter, fixing the android with a cold, hard stare.
This man...had either found out about Caped Darkness's true intentions, or was piecing together a theory about them. It was true; he had told Zombieman about his plan of just 'leaving' the scene, but nowhere did that truly speak of 'freedom'. Had the man really found out?
“How would you do that?” That was the biggest question. How could this S-class hero truly free the most notorious villain in history, as well as guarantee that the Association leave him alone?
Something was definitely fishy here.
“If the building is impaired and the heroes are busy, I would have no troubles invading the data bank and erasing your file. Your name and face would be digitally non-existent.”
Saitama gave him nothing but a blank look, mentally mulling over the words. He really didn't want to break the tower, and he certainty didn't want to fight the heroes, but he would lend this man his ear. There was not much else he could do. The room was locked, and until the people outside found a way to restart the system, they would be stuck in here.
“Why would you want me out? Aren't you supposed to be a hero?”
Metal knight paused again, red dots glowing at Saitama through the darkened room.
“I need HQ to be out of commission, and you would be perfect for the job. There is technology here that...I would very much like to confiscate.”
Technology huh? It was clear that the dude that was actually controlling the android was probably deep into robotics. It would make sense that a nerd like that would want to get their hands on some advanced tech, but why on earth would he need a villain to help him out with it? Weren't S-class heroes allowed entry to just about everything here?
“What kind of tech-wait....” He had heard Metal Knight say that before. Warning bells going off in Saitama's head. “By technology, you don't mean Genos?”
“Among other things, yes. The Demon Cyborg is very interesting to me.”
Saitama was losing his cool really fast, blood pressure rising and anger settling back in his gut. There was nothing that the villain could do anymore to make it up to Genos at this point, but there was no way that he would let this man to get his hands on the teen.
What was this guy's deal with Genos? Man, Saitama was royally creeped out, knowing that this hero had been trying to get the cyborg for quite a while now. Hell, maybe, if Saitama hadn't grabbed the blond when he had, this asshole would have shown up instead.
No, there was definitely no way he was helping this man.
“Why? Can't you just ask him to lend you his hand or something?” Saitama's brows furrowed, getting very annoyed and impatient with the hero. He really wanted the people outside to finally reboot the system and get Metal knight out of here, maybe then he could calm down again and get some sleep.
“That would be insufficient. Proper dismantling would be in order to study the core and the nerve-”
“Dismantling? Whoa. Like taking him apart?” No. Saitama could feel his blood boil with rage, hands gripping the chair’s arms tighter.
“His functions would be of interests, yes. Of course, that is if you don't destroy him on your way out.” The drone seemed just fine saying that, life of a fellow co-worker disregarded. “It has come to my attention that he is fully repaired, and would definitely seek you out in battle. He-”
“No.”
“Pardon me?”
“I'm not helping you.”
Metal Knight went silent for a second, and Saitama could feel the red eyes scan him up and down. It was a weird thing to notice, but Genos had done it enough for him to know the motion.
“Do you have any connection to the Demon Cyborg?”
Saitama didn’t answer that, fixing the hero with a cold glare, one that probably would look a lot more intimidating if the lights were on. The slight red illumination didn’t do much for his frown, but it was a blessing on his tired eyes. If only Metal Knight just wasn’t here to sour his day, he could have gotten some sleep, or at least taken a short nap…
The tin can looked to the ground, breaking the contact. Machines began whirring inside of him, kind of like when Genos was thinking really hard about something.
“Would you rather I leave the boy alive?” The metal man looked back up, watching the villain again through those lifeless eyes. It almost took Saitama’s breath away, noticing the stark difference between his cyborg and the android for the first time. This thing didn’t feel alive, there was nothing that he could find that reminded him of a human being, and quite frankly, it seemed like the drones were built to express exactly that. To tell people that there was nothing inside, that they were just to deliver…justice? What exactly did Metal Knight do in the world?
“You’re not killing him.” If this man so much as laid a finger on Genos, oh, Saitama would punch him out of existence.
“…I had hoped that this would be a lot more mutual.” Metal Knight looked at the door behind them, hearing banging against the thick steel sheet. Saitama was sure that the green girl could easily rip it off its hinges, but probably chose not. Metal knight being an S-class hero and all probably meant that he had access to these kind of interrogations, and therefore could see Caped Darkness like this.
“I have a new proposition for you then.” Man, was this man just not getting it? Saitama wasn’t interested in destroying the tower, and he definitely didn’t want to fight the heroes again! The villain let out an angry sigh, glaring at the hero for one last time. If Metal Knight didn’t stop soon, he would personally kick him out of his own cell.
“...If you comply, I will not kill the boy. He is a very easy target right now, and would not even put up a good fight anyway.”
That was a threat. This man really wasn’t planning on leaving Genos alone, and that didn’t sit well with the villain. Saitama had felt this way before, back when Amai Mask had tried to kill the teen. He didn’t understand what beef the cyborg had with these heroes, but in the end, he also really didn’t care. His blood was boiling with anger, something that was so foreign to him. “I could dismantle him, and give him to you as a slave. He would be fully functional, and after I wipe his memory, would be of great us-“
Saitama had heard enough.
The villain couldn’t even stop himself as he got up, fist flying so fast that it was hard to even think of the consequences. He let out an angry snarl as his fist collided with the android, metal crunching underneath him and head severing off like a bullet, blowing a hole in the solid steel door, unhinging the sheet entirely.
The lifeless body fell to the floor, but it never landed. A familiar green glow engulfed the two figures, lifting them off the ground with a strong pressure. The green haired woman entered the room, isolating the villain and moving the wrecked metal chunk out into the hallway, muttering curses under her breath. She looked angry, tired eyes mirroring the annoyance and anger that Saitama felt. There was so much he wanted to say to her, but the words just wouldn't come out. There was too much rage inside, pressure forming in his gut as he remembered the cold red eyes from moments ago.
He was about to snarl at her, demanding that Metal Knight was not to be allowed to come close to him again, but his words were lost when a familiar blond head turned around the corner, petrifying him with those bright, ember eyes.
Genos.
--
It all happened too fast, room abruptly fading to black with the power outage. There was no doubt in the cyborgs mind that it had been Metal Knight’s doing, seeing as the hero had forced his way into the interrogation cell, completely ignoring the workers protests.
The lone hero had caused a loud commotion, ignoring Tatsumaki’s and Zombieman’s warnings. The two had tried their best to talk him out his request, but the S-class android had ignored them, pushing his way through to Saitama.
The light had gone out right after that, severing the room from the outside viewer. The emergency generator kicked on, low lights engulfing the both rooms in a warning, red hue. There technically was no rule against Metal Knight engaging in an interrogation with the villain, but it was definitely uncalled for. Genos had been unable to contain his anger, punching the window in rage, almost hard enough to damage it.
The two figures were engaged in some sort of conversation, and no matter how hard the workers tried to open the power sealed door, they could not get it to budge. It had felt too staged, like Metal Knight had set this up... but there was no way Genos could tell the others about his fears. Metal Knight had tried to kill him once, and seeing Saitama giving the hero a death glare really didn’t help either. The cyborg had a bad feeling about the two of them being together, alone, with no supervision. He could trust that the android would at least act civil with the Association right at his neck, but like this…
His eyes were glued to the two, watching them converse, and it made him more and more nervous. Saitama’s vitals were fluctuating, blood pressure rising and muscles tensing. The villain was getting more and more distressed, and it was clear that the other hero was the cause of it. Words were being uttered, and no matter how hard the cyborg tried to understand them, he couldn't. These walls were meant to keep private matters contained, let no information get out to the wrong people. There were only a hand full of workers that could access the data files at any given time...but with the power outage, this conversation probably wasn’t being recorded.
Genos grumbled and punched the wall again, wishing now more than ever that he could be by the villain’s side.
Zombieman and Tatsumaki were discussing the situation as well, feeling the rising tension emitting from the room. Saitama looked utterly pissed, and it was setting the other heroes on edge. In an emergency, there was no one here to stop a fight from breaking out. Not that anyone that could stop Caped Darkness, but at there was also no one that could go against a fully charged armored android either, The very few workers that were stationed here needed protection, and would undoubtedly get in the line of fire.
Tatsumaki and Zombieman were all worn out, worked to the bone over the last few days. King…Genos wasn’t so sure about. The Hero was reportedly wounded, but his hard stare didn’t waver one bit.
The four heroes were watching the conversation unfold, making comments as to what was being said, or at least Tatsumaki was. She had suggested multiple times that she could just crack the door open and take the android out of the cell, but it would damage the only remaining interrogation cells in the compound. Metal Knight had insisted on his right to enter the room, stating that he would not be long, and that promise kept the older woman away.
At least for now.
There was still a lot of shouting, frantic workers trying their best to get the power back to the building. It was a mess, and Genos could feel a chill go down his spine. It was nerve wracking, watching Saitama get angry at the android, eyes filled with an emoting he had only ever seen directed at Metal Knight, twice now.
But something snapped in the villain, something that made Genos’s breath hitch.
Before the heroes could react, Caped Darkness had snapped his bounds, and flung his fist directly at Metal Knight, whose head shot right off towards the thick steel doors to the cell, breaking it easily. It had all happened so fast, a strong gust of wind blowing into the outer room, halting all movement.
Tatsumaki was the first to react, sprinting to the opening and immediately taking Saitama into her grip, removing the android’s body from the room. She looked frightened, eyes alert, ready to fight the villain, even if she would lose. The esper could easily take the fight outside, away from the small staff that would get caught in the cross fire.
But she would never win.
Genos couldn’t stop himself, rushing towards the entrance as well, ignoring the order to stand down until the situation was defused.
Golden eyes met brown eyes washed over by fiery rage, the wrath burning into the cyborgs soul. It was only a glance, but it was enough for Genos to feel a cold chill that shot straight to his core. Was this what it felt like to be on the villain’s line of fire? It felt like he was about to die, and he could for the life of him not explain why. His body was working properly, and he was in no danger, but his senses were screaming at him, telling him to flee before it was all too late.
He had felt this way before, back when Saitama had saved him from Metal Knight. It was the same destructive energy, and it was engulfing the entire room.
The room went quiet and those hateful eyes softened, murderous intent fleeting quickly. Tatsumaki seemed to notice the shift, letting the villain back to the ground, eyes still fixed on the enemy.
“So what was that all about? Are you going to fight?”
Saitama finally clicked back to reality, giving the heroine a hard stare and turning back. “That asshole is not coming near me again, you understand?” He plopped back down onto his chair, hands coming up to massage his temples. He looked miserable, his nose scrunched up as if a really painful headache was forming.
There was an array of emotions going through the cyborg. He wanted to comfort the bald man so bad, but a force preventing him from doing so. Tatsumaki shifted them away, door bending halfway back into shape and rehanging itself. The personnel were ordered out of the room until the electricity was turned back on, and Genos was kicked out as well, standing in the hallway with the others, but still feeling completely alone.
His sensors advised him to reboot his emotional systems, but he couldn’t bring himself to. He was in shock, closing his eyes and remembering the last time Saitama had looked at him, the recording of the morning they had shared. The villain had smiled and there was warmth in those honey brown eyes.

“Oi, Genos.”

No.

“When you come back to City Z, make sure that no one is following you, understand?”

Where had they gone wrong? What was this mess?
Genos felt like doing a lot of things, intense pressure building up between his eyes as his sensors scanned internally for any malfunctions. He should not be feeling this way, should not have an overwhelming need to destroy something. Genos wanted to fight, wanted to take Saitama and just leave this place, but there was no way they would make it.
He was an S-Class hero, a very popular one too, and Saitama was now going to be labeled as the most notorious villain alive. Their data was stored within the Associations systems, if they escaped together, they would be wanted men. Their faces would be plastered on everywhere. They wouldn’t be able to live the normal lives that they desired. Domestic bliss was completely out of the picture now. That thought alone made his body boil with rage.
He couldn’t take the pressure anymore, letting out an angry snarl, punching the wall in his realization, which started everyone around him. There was nothing he could do.
He had all his limbs, had his old life back, but he had never been this devastated. He hurt all over, not from pain, but knowing that there was no hope.
That this was all futile.

That Saitama would never be his ever again.
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Chapter Text

Hours had gone by since the incident, and Genos had finally managed to calm himself down.
The group of heroes were the only ones left, four S-class members left outside the interrogation room after the outburst. It had been nerve wrecking for them all, Tatsumaki and Zombieman looking more worn out than the cyborg had ever seen them.
The two were on edge, fully acknowledging the fact that Caped Darkness could just leave at any time, and no one would be able stop him. There was also nothing stopping the villain from taking out everyone in the process. Caped Darkness could take on all the heroes, could decimate this entire City and turn it into dust, and there was nothing that could stand in his way. Unaware that Saitama would actually never do it.
King was sitting across from Genos, still as stoic as ever. Genos had given up on asking the hero any more questions, knowing fully well that the tall man wasn't interested in talking to him, or anyone, for that matter. The other S-Class hero was notorious for never indulging people about his affairs, something that many of them had in common.
Genos let out a silent grumble, feeling completely drained after the whirlwind of anger and despair.
Things here were stagnant, an eerie silence falling between the usually active S-class heroes. Genos really wished that he was somewhere else entirely, but would have to stay put for now. The cyborg perked up when footsteps echoed down the hall, and soon Genos could see two tired workers heading their way, they looked to be high ranking officials.
“What's going on?” Tatsumaki was the first to speak, lifting herself up and floating over to the workers.
“Tatsumaki...We have come to request that you and Zombieman go to the medical wing for a checkup. The association has decided that the threat has been subdued, and you two are needed for the transfer of Caped Darkness...you two should go get some rest.”
“But he could just break out! And then what? Think these guys can stop him?” The green goblin gestured frantic at the two blond heroes, earning herself an elegantly raised eyebrow from Zombieman.
“They have just as much of a chance as we do...you know that, right?” The pale hero chimed in, setting the heroine off even further.
The workers sized up the four heroes, probably mentally too frustrated to reply to the eccentric woman.
“It's an order.”
A new panic coursed through the cyborg at the statement. If the Association didn't find any clues on Caped Darkness and gave up on the research, Saitama would be relocated to a sealed off prison instead. The Association didn't have to monitor a lost cause, and it would be in their best interest to close the case.
“What!” Tatsumaki wasn't a civil person on a good day, but after days of minimal sleep, she seemed impossibly brutal.
“Oi, let's go.” Zombieman started walking away without her, leaving the female hero to gawk at his retreating form.
It was strange to see the two in such a tense situation, but given the fact that neither of them could beat Saitama in the first place, it made sense that HQ would pull their most durable fighters from the scene. This meant that they had downgraded Saitama as a threat, which was a bad thing. If they failed to find a reason for keeping the man in this cell, they would probably transfer him soon. It was the only logical course of action, since there really was nothing gained here.
Caped Darkness wasn't going anywhere...
“This shit is so stupid. Gah!” Tatsumaki yelled as she picked up Zombieman with her telekinesis, “You guys... just don't screw up!” She announced before lifting herself off, taking a very much apathetic Zombieman with her.
Genos wasn't going to protest against that statement, knowing fully well that the two weren't really needed down here to guard the cell. Genos and King would have been just as unsuccessful at stopping Saitama as the four of them combined.
The workers eyed the two remaining S-class heroes with weary eyes, which had Genos promptly return with his own menacing stare, watching as they left. He could feel a set of eyes burning into his skull, undoubtedly King's.
That’s when an idea hit Genos. Maybe if the other hero got tired of being here as well, and decided to leave, he could enter the cell and talk to Saitama.
Could the Cyborg talk any sense into the villain? Was that even possible at this point? Genos wasn't sure exactly what was keeping Saitama here, but maybe he could convince the other to break his way out. They would still stand a chance if the bald man could successfully escape the stronghold, and maybe Genos could fumble with some of the data.
Would that work?
It was hard to say for sure, since the cyborg really didn't know all too much about how HQ secured their documents, but it shouldn’t be too hard to manage. There really wasn't all that much information on Caped Darkness, and other than the video footage and pictures, none of the gathered Intel really could be used to track the villain down.
There was just one big problem.
Genos looked back up, golden eyes meeting harsh blue ones. King was still glaring daggers at the cyborg, and he felt like the others gaze could see right through his intentions. It would take a lot of convincing to get the burly man to move, but it was the only chance Genos had at getting a lone audience with the villain.
“Aren't you tired?” Maybe he could talk the other hero into leaving him alone. Both of the heroes were injured, and it was not like the duo would stand a chance anyway. King was wounded, and Genos wasn't sure how long, or how many days this man spent down here.
“I am fine.” Shit.
“If you want to, I can handle the situation here. You really don't have to put yourself through this.”
King didn't answer him, eyes still as cold as ever. It was seriously annoying Genos, trying to think of alternative methods to get the guy to leave. What did he know about the other hero? Anything that the other would budge for? No. King was one of the most allusive out of all the heroes, and Genos had not made it a point to know him outside of their work. It was really biting him in the butt just about now, right when he was so close to communicating with Saitama.
The cyborg let out an angry sigh. He was a mess, and this whole situation was taking a toll on his body, data bank refusing to let his emotions become too intense. Instead, there was a void, a program in his system that had detected his overloaded sensors and kept him at a low frequency. It was aggravating that it had come to this, but at least that let the cyborg think with a clear mind.
There were footsteps again, more people coming down the hallway.
It was the bandaged up Association worker, the one that had confronted Saitama three days ago...and there was another man trailing behind him. The newcomer looked like a scientist, and a pretty young one too. This man had a medical case with him and a lab coat signaling that he was here for business.
This man was smiling, face immaculate and well rested, hair combed to hide half of his face.
“What’s going on?” The two of them had just walked right past the duo, no word ushered at all. The door to the holding cell was opened, and the scientist slipped inside, leaving the three men alone.
The cyborg was getting nervous, having watched the strange man enter a room alone with Saitama. This scientist seemed to be someone special, granted access to a location that even the high-ranking heroes were supposed to be barred from. He had not expected anyone to come close to the villain for quite a while, especially without heroes there for backup.
“He is a volunteer scientist, and a highly trained one it seems. I was told that he is skilled at identifying biological anomalies, and the higher ups want him to get some samples from our villain…They’re hoping to find the source of his power before the transfer.” the wounded official said.
“A volunteer scientist?” Weren't there enough workers in HQ to do the job? It was odd that someone from outside was brought in to help with the situation
“Yes, he used to be a very well-known man, but has fallen off the radar over the years. The Association believes that he might have the ability to isolate the mutation in our villain and possibly find the source of his abnormal strength. He contacted us about a day ago, and was very adamant about the job.”
Find the key to Saitama's power? Well, Genos had to admit that he was also quite curious about that, but something still kept him on edge. The cyborg didn't want anyone to probe and examine the villain inside the cell.
“...What is this scientists name...” The two men turned to King, shocked to hear the man speak up for once. The blond hero looked slightly angrier than usual, eyebrows furrowed, mouth tight.
Genos had a bad feeling about this.
“His name is Dr. Genus.”
--
Those assholes.
Saitama was torn out of his sleep, ears immediately picking up the loud screeching of the broken metal door. He had only slept for, what, like a few hours tops? It took dedication to be able to finally rest, it was pretty difficult with a bright light blaring down at him at all times
There was a chuckle, but Saitama didn’t look up until his eyes stopped stinging from grogginess. “Hope I didn’t wake you up.”
Yeah right.
It wasn’t even a few seconds into the meeting, and Saitama already didn’t like this guy. He had slept so well, dreaming of nice things for once and this guy just had to just come in with that stupid, slimy smile.
Wait, who was this dude again?
“I apologize for barging in like this, Caped Darkness. I am here to run some tests on you.” Tests? Hopefully not a written one, cause Saitama wasn’t even able to do those on a good day. Ah man, this really was the wrong time for this kind of shit.
The strange newcomer opened his case and took out his note pad, lifting the only other chair off of the ground and placing it directly in front of the villain. He graciously took a seat, giving the bald man an icy cold grin, one that oozed of confidence. This man wasn’t scared of Caped Darkness, that much was clear.
It was interesting to see a new person enter his cell for once, not workers or heroes. This man wasn’t like the rest, eying Saitama like he was entirely more than just a scary prisoner. It made him uncomfortable, feeling the others eyes roam his body, like he was some sort of rare specimen.
“So, Darkness, let me introduce myself. My name is Dr. Genus, and I am here to run a few simple tests on you. There should be no worries, and I’ll be out of here quickly…” Somehow Saitama didn’t believe that. This man looked like he was getting really excited. “Would you mind answering some questions for me?”
Saitama certainly wasn't in the mood for answering any questions, especially after that stupid Metal dude had gone and pissed him off. This guy could check his blood pressure or something, but the villain really didn't feel like doing much else. He was still exhausted, hoping to whatever god there was that the Association would just let him get a few more hours of sleep.
The bald man could feel himself smirk, fully aware that he still hadn't answered the first question.
Heh, maybe he could have some fun with this guy.
The scientist brought out a clipboard with papers on them, probably some stupid form. “May I ask you your real name and age, Darkness. It would be useful to track your medical records to ensure that you stay healthy.”
Saitama didn't have many past medical records, but that was probably because he never really bothered to see a doctor in the first place, even when his bones had almost broken over and over again during his intense training. It just never really seemed like a big deal, and he would heal eventually anyway. That's how bodies worked, right?
The slight twitch in the others eyebrow brought the villain back to the question, silent chuckle escaping his lips. No, this dude definitely wasn't going to like him. The cocky man was already getting frustrated with Saitama, and they were only two questions into the interrogation. Serves the man right, waking Saitama up from his much needed nap.
The bald man could feel the fatigue building up in him again, body going a little numb as a loud yawn escaped his lips. It startled the scientist, eyebrows furrowing a little more in annoyance. The other looked ready to shout at him, mouth opening and closing, but he settled with an angry sigh and marked something down on his clipboard instead.
The villain almost felt bad for being so rude, almost, but he also really didn't care. They should get on with this stupid interrogation, get it done and over with as soon as possible.
“Well then...Would you be willing to let us know your source of power?” Wow. That had escalated quickly. The conversation had immediately gone from trivial information, to something very important. It would make sense that the Hero Association would want to know the source of his strength, and man, were they in for a surprise.
“Training.”
“Training?”
“Yeah. What else would it be?” The doctor’s glasses slid down a little, eyes glaring at Saitama with an unreadable expression.
The villain couldn't say for sure that they would believe him, but that was the truth. He had trained so hard to become a hero, had achieved the strength he had always wanted...even if it hadn't worked out in the end...Still, it was hard work and dedication, not some sort of stupid power he had gained. Humans were capable of so many great things, and the most important one was that they could change themselves.
Genus put down his clip board, letting out a silent, angry sigh. The dear doctor didn't looks so cocky anymore, and it made Saitama smile a little. That was the reaction he got most of the times, once in a blue moon, when a hero wouldn't stop pestering him and demanded an answer to his power. The villain was almost happy that Genos hadn't asked him yet, sneaking suspicion telling the bald man that the cyborg's reaction would probably mirror this guy’s.
Why was it so hard to believe that one could train to be this strong? You didn't have to be special to become powerful.
“This doesn't seem to be getting me the results I hoped for...” The other man put his board away, nasty crease resting between his brows. The scientist still had an air of arrogance to him, but it was quickly being consumed by anger. It really shouldn't be so amusing to watch Genus get so riled up about nothing, but in the end, it was way more entertaining than staring at the blank walls. It would take a while for Saitama to fall asleep in here again, and this at least beat his solitary time.
The strange man brought out some kind of clear container, and pulled a cotton swab. One quick look in the man's bag, and Saitama knew that dude was going to be here for a while. Genus had a bunch of medical equipment, and he would seem like the type of guy that wouldn't rest until he got exactly the information he wanted, weather Saitama complied or not.
Not that he could really force anything out of Caped Darkness, but the arrogant man looked like he was damn sure going to try.
“If you don't mind, I would like to take a small DNA sample. All you need to do is open your mouth.”
Saitama grimaced at the doctor. He didn't like foreign things in his mouth with the exception of Genos. He felt his facade waver a little at the thought, remembering the last few days he had spent with the cyborg. He couldn't do this to himself; he needed to forget about the kid. Hell, there was no way that he could get out of prison with the long list of charges, and he should at least stop making himself depressed with memories.
The villain didn't even notice the scientist waiting for him to open his mouth, swab in hand and becoming impatient. The doctor was glaring at him, as though he was the one being troubled here. Saitama really wanted to be left alone right now, but this doctor probably wasn't going to budge. There was a strange kind of determination in the man’s eye, like he was dead set on finding clues on what made Caped Darkness the most powerful man on earth. Heh, Genus would be disappointed. There was nothing special about Saitama, and the other might just as well let him be.
“You just need to open your mouth. It won't hurt.” This dude couldn't hurt him even if he tried, and the thought made the villain chuckle. Physical pain wasn't nothing more than a dream at this point.
“Nope.”
The scientist was fuming. It was rude to find amusement in the others pain, but this guy really was too cocky for his own good. The Association had not been able to get any information out of him, and Genus wouldn't either. It wasn't even really all that cruel of an act, since Saitama was saving the doctor all the wasted time trying to find the source of his power.
Genus retracted himself again, grudgingly placing the cotton swap back into the container and shoving it into his bag. The man didn't seem to be used to this sort of interaction, and it made Saitama wonder if the doctor's patients were all a lot more compliant than him.
Overall, Saitama really didn't want to be researched by this guy. He wasn't into that kind of stuff.
What the doctor got out of his bag next really put a frown on the villain's face. It was something with a needle, and if TV shows had taught Saitama anything, it was probably for taking blood samples. How was this man expecting him to give a blood sample? Not only had Saitama clearly refused the man's others previous advances, but more importantly, the villain was wearing a full-body leather suit. Did this guy expect him to take it off?
A slight burn warmed the bald man's face, remembering the time Genos had helped him get out of the damn thing. The suit was almost impossible to get off alone anyway, and there was no way in hell he'd let this dude undress him.
“Darkness, one last thing. I need to take a blood sample...for the association records. It would be a shame if you needed a blood transfusion and we weren't able to provide you with the right type...” Something didn't seem right about that. Saitama noticed that Genus seemed a little more relaxed now, and he couldn't shake off the feeling that there was a lie somewhere in the others statement.
Regardless, Saitama didn't budge.
“...I would need you to open your suit and free your left arm for me.” No way. Saitama raised an eyebrow at the scientist, signaling his enthusiasm loud and clearly.
Genus seemed to falter in his step, annoyance returning back to his pristine face. While the doctor's logic did kind of make sense to the villain, he didn't feel like complying at all. What was the worst that could happen to him anyway? There was no way that he could be hurt in the first place, even if he stopped training for the years to come. Yeah, his body would weaken as time went by, but by then they would probably find a way to kill him, so what did it matter if they didn't have his blood type.
“It would really help if you were a little more accommodating...” that it probably would, but the man was out of luck.
“No thanks.”
“What?!” Genus looked downright furious at that, and Saitama couldn't stop the chuckle that escaped his lips. The man was fuming, and if the other had been any angrier, there would have been smoke coming out of his ears. It was funny to watch, seeing the scientist holding back a slew of obscene curses directed towards the villain.
The doctor dropped the needle back into his bag, plopping down onto the chair and angrily running his hand through the long side bang he sported. Saitama must have really done a number on him, and it was good to see the man finally giving up. There was nothing that he could tell Genus that would be of any use to the Association, and the faster he left the villain alone, the sooner he could go back to sleeping.
Genus looked back up at him, eyes filled with a loathing expression. The doctor didn't seem happy, and when he reached into his bag to retrieve a syringe, a cold shudder went down the villain's spine. Something in the room had changed, and while it wasn't really intimidating the villain, in made him stand a little more on edge. Had he pushed the doctor a little too far?
“I need to give you this immunization. It's the last thing that the association requires of me, so just sit back and try not to fight.”
The doctor took out a tiny glass bottle, one with a bunch of scientific crap on it. The fine print was really hard to read, even though the doctor was only a mere few feet away from him. He couldn't make out anything but the label.
Potassium Chloride?
What the hell was that? Potassium was the stuff that was in bananas, and Saitama had definitely seen the other word on some of his cleaning products...so what was this going to do? It didn't sound like something that was used for immunizations, probably, but then again, Saitama had always been really bad at science. It wasn't something he needed in his regular life, and he sucked at it anyway.
The doctor sucked up the liquid in his syringe, filling the long thing to the brim. It really wasn't exciting Saitama all that much, and he raised another eyebrow at the doctor, wondering how long it would take the man to finally give up and leave.
“This will not hurt, and you don't even have to take off your suit. Just sit back and relax.”
The doctor put on a long, latex glove, coming closer to the villain and feeling his neck for his pulse. It was weird to feel someone touch him, and Saitama didn't like it. He was getting annoyed really quickly, and contemplated throwing the man out. Genus seemed a lot more driven now, curiosity about the villain had left for something new...something dark.
The fingers pressing down against his veins stopped. Genus had apparently found it, and the syringe was coming closer to his neck, hand ready on its end to press the liquid into his bloodstream.
The needle came closer, end point resting securely where the others fingers had located his vein. It didn't hurt, and as the scientist pressed down harder, he could feel a slight pressure from where it was trying to break through the skin. Saitama hadn't gotten shots or any of those kinds of things in years, so he really didn't know if the needle would actually penetrate his body. It was slightly unnerving, but also kind of exciting at the same time. The bald man wanted to know would happen in the end.
The pressure kept building, and soon it was becoming more of an uncomfortable poke. The needle wouldn't go through, but the doctor kept pressing against his neck, hands shaking in...fury?
Oh man, so much for that, then.
The screeching door opened again, ripping the villain out of his train of thought. The loud sound made his body tense up, hazy mind not too happy with the noise.
Clink.
The tip of the syringe broke off, the metal piece landing in his lap and falling down to the floor. The room was so silent that it was its only source of sound, capturing the attention of all three men.
Well then, that settled that, huh?
The pressure against his skin was gone, and Saitama could feel himself relaxing a little again. He wanted to apologize to the doctor, but the shocked expression the man was giving him made him think twice about it.
“What are you doing, Dr. Genus?” Saitama wanted to know that, too.
The scientist quickly backtracked, syringe placed into the pocket of his lab coat. He looked pretty distressed, like a deer in the headlights, and it was quickly becoming clear to the villain that the weird chemical probably wasn't what the other had told him about.
Saitama could feel himself get annoyed again, wanting the other man out of here as soon as possible. He wasn't in the best of moods to begin with, and if the Association didn't stop sending weirdoes into his cell, then he would seriously consider punching someone.
“Nothing at all, just a little medical procedure.” Both, the bandaged worker and Saitama lifted an eyebrow at him, worrying the scientist even further. The official didn't seem impressed with the answer, very clearly confused about what had just happened. Saitama held some kind of weird sympathy for this worker, felt bad for all the injuries the man had gotten because of him. Something about him reminded Saitama of his past himself, something with the weird suit and tired eyes. This man was just as done with the world as the villain was, and he could respect that.
Maybe this man would listen to his request.
“Oi...could I talk with you alone?”
The worker perked up, definitely not expecting that question. The room fell into an awkward silence, and Saitama could feel the doctor giving him a heated glare.
“Sure...I guess.” The dark haired man gave Genus confused stare, opening the door and signaling the other the way out of the room. It put the scientist on edge, man seemingly becoming very uncomfortable with the entire situation. It was becoming clearer to Saitama that this dude had probably tried to do something nasty to him, but he couldn't muster up the strength to care. A lot of people wanted him dead, and this dude had at least gotten creative about it...
The villain briefly wondered if he should have helped Genus, maybe the stuff could have worked and put him out of his misery. He wouldn't even have minded it all that much; saving himself and the Association all lot of trouble and boredom...Oh well. Guess Saitama was just not that lucky.
The doctor packed up his bag and was shown out by the worker, the latter who promptly returned back to the cell, body visibly a lot more tense. This guy was brave, standing his ground against Caped Darkness during the confrontation, and now coming back to the cell like this...It was actually really cool.
The room became very silent, and the worker took the chance and sat down across from the villain. Saitama had to gather his thoughts first, mind a little impaired by a sleepy haze. Now that Genus was gone, he felt a lot less tense, and it was reminding him of how badly he wanted to get a proper rest for once.
That was what he wanted.
“So...um. What can I help you with?” the man looked jumpy, and to be fair, he was alone in a room with the world's most powerful villain. It would have put even the toughest heroes here on edge. The man really had nothing to be afraid of, and it brought a little smile to the bald man's face.
“Hey...uh...can't you guys transfer me already?” It was less of a request and more of a wish. There was really no point in keeping him here any longer. They would really do themselves a favor by just giving him some cell he could finally rest in.
The man looked taken aback, eyes going wide. “Come again?”
“Look...there really is no need to keep me here. I'm not going anywhere, and I'd rather you guys just put me in jail or something...” Somewhere where he could get away from this painful light, maybe finally get some sleep. Prison cells had beds, right? That sounded like heaven just about now.
“Are you sure?” The worker didn't seem to believe him, but Saitama couldn't blame the man. There were probably not all that many people that willingly asked to be locked up.
It wouldn't be that bad, really.
His life was getting back to the normalcy it had been, before the mess, and soon he would probably fall back into his old habits again. He was used to being alone, and he could train his heart back to its original setting...to before he met Genos...

“I want to be with you, Saitama. Please let me stay here.”

The villain should have seen this coming. Things really never went well for Saitama, and now karma really was getting to him. If had just said no, he wouldn't be suffering like this. Sure, he would have just gone back home, lived out his life as a lonely man...but it would have been without this stupid heart ache.
Saitama didn't want to admit it, but he was missing Genos, badly, and had been now for the last few days. Seeing him for that short second really messed with his mind. He should just get out of here, get used to some shitty place and call that home.
Man, it would really be rough for Genos to have to retrieve his limbs from his house, huh? Having to go all the way back to City Z to grab them...Saitama just really hoped that the hero would be safe, especially with that asshole hero running around out there.
But at least the kid could move on now.
“I am sure.”
“When would you like to be transferred?”
Something broke loose in the villain's chest, making him feel a sudden chill. It rattled through his bones, and it made the weird pressure in his eyes so much more intense. Saitama wasn't sure whether he was tired or just feeling things, but it he could feel his hands quiver a little with the force it had on him. Somehow his body was responding to this, to the idea of being alone again.
This would really hurt, huh?
“Right now.”


–


Something had gone wrong.
The doctor had stomped off quickly, and Genos was on full alert again. The official that had been with the scientist was still in the cell, but the way Genus had cursed under his breath made the teen believe that something must have gone wrong. What had pissed off the man this badly?
King and Genos had both been surprised to see the show go down, having asked the worker outside for details until he politely excused himself to follow the doctor. The cyborg hadn't gathered much new information, but it seemed that the case was starting to close soon. If the doctor could analyze the samples he had gathered, then Saitama might be transferred to the prison a lot sooner than he had anticipated.
This was bad.
Genos racked his brain, thinking of possible ways he could delay this at any rate. He still had a good shot at just talking to Saitama, at least, if he found a way to get King's watchful eyes away from him...
...but he other hero would still not budge, not even move away for a short break.
It was frustrating, being so close to a possible way to see the villain, talk him out of this nonsense. Genos wanted to touch him, wanted to make sure that Saitama was alright. The Association workers probably didn't dare think about physically hurting Caped Darkness, too stunned about him being here in the first place, but mentally...that was a different story. When Saitama had looked at him, fury of a thousand suns still burning in his eyes...something had broken. The man had visibly deflated, so much so, that Tatsumaki had caught on as well. She had even let the man out of her grip, trusting the bald man to not lash out at her.
Was Saitama really okay in there?
Genos wasn't given time to think about it too hard because a screeching cell door ripped him out of his train of thought. He was ready to spring into action, but froze right back up.
Huh?
Saitama had stepped out of the door, and Genos's core gave a strange jolt in surprise. The cyborg's mind went silent, eyes zipping over the others body to find any sort of evidence, and sign of pain, something.
What was going on?
The worker stepped out of the cell as well, slightly shaken, but Genos didn't pay him any attention. His mind was focused on the villain a few feet away from him, mind going blank. The cyborg wanted to ask so many questions, wanted a long, detailed explanation for what was going on, but there was just nothing coming out.
“Stand down, it's alright.” The official put his hand on Saitama's shoulder, and Genos finally really looked at the villain.
Saitama had his arms cuffed behind his back, looking relatively normal. The small piece of metal was probably more of a formality than actually being there to keep the villain in place, but they did something to Genos. He could feel anger welling up inside, a strange need to break those chains and just grab the bald man, go...somewhere. Saitama didn't deserve to be in chains, and the cyborg could feel his engines roaring. His senses were coming back to him, chest aflame of a strange emotion.
Fear.
The teen needed answers, and he needed them fast. Saitama wasn't supposed to be let out of the observation cell at all, and for the worker to bring him out into the hallway was unthinkable. Genos didn't know what to expect at this point. They wouldn't transfer Caped Darkness without at least a few more heroes to stand guard, right?
“I'm transferring him to the lower levels, so there is no need to fight.”
“What?” Genos couldn't stop the automatic response. He was in shock, could feel his cooling system turn on to keep his internal temperature at a moderate degree.
“Caped Darkness has requested we transfer him immediately, so please stand down, Demon Cyborg.”
Genos looked at Saitama for answers, but the other man just kept his eyes shut. It hurt. A stinging sensation erupted in the cyborg's chest, guilt, betrayal and something else. Saitama had asked to be transferred? Why? The cyborg had been so close to seeing him in the cell, and now the villain was just going to be jailed?
Why would Saitama want this?
The duo started walking, and Genos felt himself freeze up again. Saitama still refused to look at him, eyes shut and letting the other man lead him to his cell. It sent a cold shiver down his spine, watching the villain’s peaceful face walk by, but something else caught his attention. Saitama's hands were shaking slightly, and destroying the calm illusion the man tried to put up.
There was no doubt in the cyborg's mind that there was turmoil going on inside. Saitama was not okay, and that stoked the fire that was coursing through Genos's body. He was ready to pounce, was ready to fight the two men here and leave this place all behind...But...Saitama was letting this happen.
No matter how much Genos wanted to live a comfortable life with the bald man, he knew that he couldn't. Hell, even if he broke them out right now, they would still be wanted criminals...and that was probably the main thing that kept the villain anchored to this place.
So...was this his goodbye then?
Genos felt useless all of the sudden. Saitama was fighting a battle, and here was Genos, doing nothing. Letting this happen...because he was... a hero.
The cyborg watched them pass, eyes glued to the villains back, watching the others hands ease up from their shaking. It did weird things to him, a foreign pressure resting in his head. His sensors were blaring at him, requesting action...but he couldn't move. He was trapped here, could do nothing but watch this go down.
Genos didn't know why, but his vision stared to fog over, departing figures distorting minimally as they went on. His eyes felt heavy, more slick than usual.
The duo went out of sight, and Genos finally let out the breath that had been caught in his lungs. Silence filled the room, and Genos didn't know how much time had passed when King finally came up to his side. He could feel himself calm down, despair draining the very last bit of rage from his core.
Time stood still for Genos, sensors engaged until he couldn't detect the two anymore. He felt himself grow cold, body feeling a lot more heavy, unable to move.
“Demon Cyborg...” King's voice was weak. For the first time he sounded like there was a hint of emotion behind the cold, hard facade, and it definitely caught the cyborg's attention. The tall man never talked to him, so Genos couldn't help but listen. King came closer, seemingly having some troubles himself, face washing over with a few unreadable emotions. Genos had never seen the hero this...expressive.
“That man saved my life...” The cyborg perked up, his core skipping a beat.
“...What?” That had come out a little too harsh, and Genos could see King visibly tense up again. The others cold eyes bore deep into his and it let the cyborg mull over what the hero had really just said.
Saitama had saved his life?
“What do you mean by that? When?”
King was glaring at him again, face unwavering with a stoic expression and the cyborg was scared that he had upset the hero. Dammit he needed ans-
What was that...a heartbeat?
Genos's sensors picked up the elevated heartbeat of the other hero, signaling the man's distress. The teen couldn't believe his readings, surely someone as powerful as King would not be this distressed by the younger hero's outburst.
King's heartbeat got faster.
“King, please, listen to me. I need to hear what you just said.”
The man's heart beat was easing up a little, but he still made no motion to answer the question. It was driving the cyborg insane, electricity making his hands shake in anticipation.
Maybe the other was worried that Genos would rat him out to the other heroes. It was commonly believed that Genos loathed Caped Darkness with his entire being. The villain had kidnapped him, held him for ransom, and then damaged his body to a pretty bad degree. It was quite logical, actually.
But they didn't know the other side of the story. Saitama was the world to Genos, and there was finally someone here that knew something about the ordeal.
“...He also saved my life...” Genos trusted his instincts here, no warning bells telling him that he was in danger. Maybe if he shared his side of the story, he could get the other to trust him more.
King seemed to ease on up again, his tense face relaxing a little bit. He looked surprised, and probably for good reason. Genos wasn't known for interacting with any of the heroes, and this was possibly the first form of positive notion he had shared with any of them.
“More than once, too. He really isn't all that...evil...” The man deserved to be treated like a hero, but he was perfectly fine with living a mundane life in a broken down city. It wasn't fair, nothing about it was right, but there was nothing that could really be done against it either. Instead of lashing out at the world, the bald man had accepted his fate, built his own life around the tragedy, and became the man he was today.
“I believe that we are on the same side here...so please, tell me what you know about him.”
King still looked a little frightened, heart beat elevating a little at the request, but the hero quickly calmed down, trying to answer the cyborg's question properly.
“I have seen him fight...many times....” The tall hero had trouble choking that out, and it appeared that Genos would have to take this slow.
This was news to him though. King had seen Caped Darkness fight? Had encountered the bald man in real life and not told the Association about it?
No, King had kept shut about it, and Genos had a hunch that it was because the other hero was just as impressed by Saitama as he was. “He didn't start many of the fights he is blamed for, King. That man deserves so much more than this.”
“....he didn't want to fight us, either.”
The cyborg shut up again, wondering what was on the other hero's mind.
“That man...” King seemed to take some more deep breaths, heartbeat elevating as the other collected his thoughts.
Genos almost felt bad for the man, slightly wondering if King felt like this all the time. A man of his build and strength should have nothing to fear, and it was making Genos question everything he knew about the man.
“He saved you from Amai Mask too, that day...when you were out.”
“What?” A little fire started roaring in Genos's gut, a new heat that he had no control over.
Amai Mask? When had he ever fought with the hero?
“During the confrontation, he attacked the two of you, and he is the reason Darkness lashed out...he was truly ready to give up his villain status...because he really isn't evil, is he?”
Genos was unable to reply, mind running over the others word over and over again. Little bits and pieces formed together in his mind, a story finally making sense.

“Oh yeah, you were totally dead that day...So like, bitch face attacked and it all went to shit, man...

Amai Mask had been the person to trigger the fight?

You should have seen Darkness's face! He was fucking pissed!”

The flame turned to a roaring fire, engines powering up all over his body. A warning flashed before his eyes, but it was too late to calm cyborg, anger instantly reaching a new high and clouding his mind in rage.
A loud growl from the teen startled the other hero, and King fell back, eyes going wide. Genos lost himself, his core spinning wildly within his chest, sensors going crazy and engines roaring with heat. There was a power coursing through him, body glowing, powered solely by his fury.
Genos let out one last, heated breath, and he knew that he had snapped.
Consequences be damned.

“Saitama!”
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A loud growl from the teen startled the other hero, and King fell back, eyes going wide. Genos lost himself, his core spinning wildly within his chest, sensors going crazy and engines roaring with heat. There was a power coursing through him, body glowing, powered solely by his fury.


Genos let out one last, heated breath, and he knew that he had snapped.


Consequences be damned.


 --

 “Saitama.”
No walls could contain this demon, no doors were able to separate him from his one and only goal. He shot down the empty halls of the Association like a missile, blasting through every obstacle in his way. Hunting for the worker that had taken his villain away.
The cyborg could feel the breath that was lodged in his artificial lungs, unable to calm his droning body enough to release it. He was in a pure fit of rage, recklessly abandoning all coherent thoughts. He had never felt so angry:
At the Association.
At the heroes.
At himself.

…and at Saitama.

The villain had surrendered himself, had given up his freedom...and for what? What would he have accomplished? There was absolutely nothing to be gained by getting locked away. Saitama should have fled, shaken off the other heroes and ran far away. He should have taken care of himself before choosing to abandon his freedom. At least that way, they could have just met up again, once Genos was repaired and the tension of the ruse had calmed down.
But no, Saitama had to cave in, had to sink back into those dark thoughts the cyborg had tried so hard to get him out of. And Genos was not going to stand by and watch, as the man he loved was falsely imprisoned, or worse, executed for the crimes he did not commit. The cyborg had promised him, that he was going to do everything under his power to make the Association understand. Understand that Saitama was just like the other heroes, that he was not acting out of malicious intent like they falsely believed.
Saitama deserved to be praised, to be worshiped like the savior he was…but…that wouldn’t happen now. Not like this. Genos didn’t even want to think of all the consequences his actions would entail, knowing fully well that he was giving up life as he knew it, by going against the very foundations of justice…to save the man he loved.
This was going to hurt him just as much as it would his lover, but that didn’t matter. Genos didn’t want to live in a world where this much injustice was present, where the innocent were locked up and twisted men were hailed as heroes. A world where Genos had been so close to gaining back the last little piece left of his humanity, just to have it slip away from under him.
No, he wouldn't let them take Saitama.
‘Damn it all to hell.'
The demon cyborg propelled faster, his jets blasting loudly behind him. His proximity alarm showed that the duo was just a few hallways ahead, a good bit away from the entrance to the lower levels. They hadn’t confined the villain yet, which was good. It meant that they could still leave without causing an even bigger uproar. He could get this over with, leave quickly, unless...
…Saitama didn’t come willingly.
There was no way that he could just force the other to come with him, even in this weakened state.
…so Genos would have to get creative.
The cyborg rounded the final corner, eyes locked on the retreating targets. The two seemed to be far enough away to not notice his roaring engines. Perfect, he had the element of surprise. But he still had to be quick to stun the two men and leave as soon as possible.
The hero’s core spun faster, his body not faltering in its step as he pushed forward. The official finally heard him and turned to see what the hell was coming for them, but Genos couldn’t stop now. He had to act fast.
Saitama finally noticed him too, turning to meet his gaze for the first time in what felt like days. The villain looked shaken, his eyes wide and glued to the blond. Because Genos looked positively murderous, fire and steam erupting along every vent in his body, preparing to fight whatever stood in his way. He couldn’t hear anything over the electricity crackling along his armor, unable to make out what the official was shouting at him, because it didn’t matter. There was only one thing he needed to hear, and it had to be from a beautiful set of lips that belonged to:
Genos
‘Saitama.’ Genos gathered energy from his core and pooled it into his visual systems. ‘I’m here for you.’
“Lightning Eyes!” The Association member immediately shielded his eyes, but it was futile, the beam of energy was too bright, and it rendered both of them momentarily blind. This was his chance. The cyborg moved at a blinding speed towards Saitama, grabbed him and threw him roughly over his shoulder.
“Genos, what the hell?!” The blond didn’t answer, setting his scanners to map out the building. The fastest route out would lead down quite a few corridors, and that could possibly be a problem for them. Too much time would be wasted with running, and there were too many security systems along the halls... but there was another way. The building had been damaged, Saitama's attack had blown a solid hole through the tower. The shell of HQ was deemed 'impenetrable', and Genos didn't stand a chance blasting his way out of here...but the two stories that were between him and the damaged part would be no problem. If he set his blasters on high, he could fire a strong beam of pure fire straight through the steel...
That could work.
Genos's grip on the villain tightened, taking a second to relish in the feel of the others body against him. Warm, secured, and about to be saved by a very furious hero. The cyborg readied his blasters after he finished calculating the direct path and sending his core into overdrive. He aimed his hand towards the ceiling, spread his legs to brace himself, and then fired.
The energy that erupted from his blasters burned bright and powerful. The tempered steel floors were a tough to push through, but after a few seconds, they also caved in sheer destructive force of the Demon Cyborg.
It had been a clean cut, tons of metal incinerated with one, powerful attack.

-70% battery remaining-

Ouch. The blast had taken out a lot of the blond's energy. Genos released a forceful gust of steam, his cooling system turning on to compensate for the intense heat his body had just created. His shoulder and limbs were still in dire need of proper repair, and could probably break off easily if he wasn't careful with getting them back home.
“We're getting out of here.”
“Wait, wha-”
Genos boosted the duo right through the hole, aiming straight for the blue sky outside. The sun was beautiful, something that the blond didn’t think he'd ever miss, but after the tough moments he had gone through today, it was definitely a welcomed sight. He landed on rubble that was still steaming from his incineration, mapping out the city and finding the fastest way to escape.
It would probably be the best idea to go back the way they had traveled before, but a shorter route wouldn't be too bad either. Genos highly doubted that the Association had the man power or funds to chase them through the cities leading to City Z.
But...there was still a chance that their hideout could be found.
The original route would have to do. It would take a little longer to get home, but that would be the safest option.
Genos dashed through the wasteland of City A, completely ignoring Saitama’s squirming. He had more important matters to attend to, like finally getting them home safely, and once they were, then he would deal with the villain’s recklessness.
“Don't move.” He growled out, anger still very evident in his voice.
He could feel the other responding but Genos chose to block everything out. Nothing could stop him now, not after having come so far. The blast of his incinerators would have been heard throughout the tower, which meant that the heroes on duty were looking for the source of the attack. It would be any second now that the first would responder would come find them.
“Genos, where are you taking us?”
“Home.”
“Dude, the heroes will come for y-”
“I don't care.” And he seriously didn't, not at this point.
“What do you mean you don't care?!”
It meant a lot of things, but mostly that Genos would gladly live with the consequences as long as they were together. The cyborg sped up, his body razing through the air, leaving behind a cloud of dust—

“And what do you think you're doing?!”

‘Shit.’ Things flashed by too fast, a green glow engulfed the two before flinging them violently into a large piece of rubble.
It seemed like Genos had underestimated the time he had until the first response. Tatsumaki and Zombieman were heading towards them. The two still looked very much worn out, probably not getting the rest they had been ordered to take…that could work to the cyborg's advantage.
Genos quickly aimed his free hand at the duo, pressurizing the energy inside of him to blast at the two heroes. He wasn't going to hurt them, confident that they were skilled enough to dodge his attack with ease. The cyborg wasn't here to fight anyone, and all he needed was to buy some time!
That should get him a good sec-
A green glow engulfed Genos again, sending him and Saitama flying against another boulder.
The crash had been rough, metal plates cracking and make-shift limbs getting damaged in the process. Genos could feel his body jolt, energy redistributing itself to properly assess the damage. He would have to use something else to stun the two.
“Lightning Eyes!” The attack had worked before, and it could work again. The two heroes immediately tensed up, covering their eyes as best as they could, which Genos took as the opportunity to run away. But he was slowly breaking, bits and pieces of metal cracking off as he launched himself and Saitama forward.
“Genos, shit, are you okay?!” No, he wasn’t.
“Don’t worry, I will get us out of here. Just-”

Bang

Had that just been-
A single bullet zipped past his ear, ‘Shit!’ Genos adjusted his grip on Saitama, cradling the villain against his chest, and wrapping his arms securely under the bald man’s legs and around his back. Using his metal body to shield against the barrage of shots.

“You little shit!”

Genos and Saitama were catapulted into the wreckage of a building again. More bits of metal shattering onto the floor. His alarms were blaring at him, telling him exactly how badly he had damaged, but he couldn't let that stop him. So what if he lost an arm? He could still run, could still do his damn be-
“O-Oi, your arm!”
Genos looked at the villain in his lap. Saitama's tired eyes were wide, and full of worry. There was a lot of damage, definitely enough to stop him half way to City Z, but Genos just didn’t care. He couldn't. Freedom was so close, just two heroes away, and he if he stopped now, they both…
“Hey Demon Cyborg. What is about?”
Genos moved on instinct, pushing Saitama behind him and taking a stance between Zombieman and his villain. There was a gun aimed at him, and he knew he was going to lose if they fought here.
“Zombieman… Caped Darkness is innocent.” Genos could hear Saitama’s quickly beating heart from behind him, giving him all the reason he needed to keep pushing, keep giving his all. He couldn't cave in, not now!
“I know that.”
Wait, what?
Genos gaped at the other, the pale man's expression calm and collected. The gun didn't budge, aimed directly at the Cyborg's head, right in line to hit between the cracks in his skull. If the bullet penetrated the right spot, there was a very good chance that it could crack his metal casing even further, and potentially imbedding itself in his brain. No. there was no way he could fight this.
“But I cannot let you pass, Demon. You broke out a criminal and fought against the Association...you know what that means, right?”
Genos knew exactly what that meant. He could not blame them one bit for their actions, they were just upholding the justice system that they had sworn their allegiance to. A system he went against to save Saitama and it meant that he was now considered a villain.
He had no regrets, knowing that even if he died here, then it was because he stood up for what he believed to be right. He would do it again, gladly. It was the Association that was in the wrong here, and Genos would rather be a villain than stand for that.
“I cannot let you harm this man.”
“Why.”
There were so many reasons, too many for the cyborg to list here. His very being was crying out, telling him to do the right thing, to protect the innocent and uphold the belief he had in justice. But there was another reason, one that Genos knew oh so well. Something deeper that burned his body with passion and filled him with determination. He couldn't lose here, had to complete this mission left that he needed to finish.
“Because I love him.”
Zombieman's eyes widened at the confession, gun wavering for a second as the two stared at each other. Genos must have hit something in the hero, probably catching him off guard with such an unexpected reply. It was ludicrous, but it was true... And he would stand by it.
  “Caped Darkness is not evil, and I’m sure you of all people can see that.”

“Demon...You know I can't-”
“You little piece of-GAH!” Genos's body was surrounded by a familiar green hue, his body lifted entirely off the ground.
“Tatsumaki, you need to stop. He is not-”
“Of course he isn't evil, you brat! Do you think I didn't spend the last three days watching this sorry excuse of a villain with my own eyes! Gah! He is boring as hell! Totally useless!” Tatsumaki was furious, hands gesturing wildly as she spat curses at the teen. She ranted on and on, taking long and deep breaths to finally calm down from her anger. “You two may be just two idiots, but we can't just let you two run away from here, and you know that!”
“You have to let us go!”
“What did I jus-”
“Tatsumaki, I will not let you take-”
“Shut up!” Genos could feel his body moving, the esper’s powers hurling him into another large piece of rubble. This would be the final blow, his body already coming apart at the seams. The cyborg braced himself for the impact, hoping that it would not be enough to destroy him, that he could survive just this one more time.
But the collision never came.
Warm arms suddenly encircled around the blond, dragging his body out of Tatsumaki’s control and dodging the impact altogether. It had all happened so fast. Genos looked up and was greeted by the sight of Saitama hovering over him.
He held the teen securely against his chest, letting the damaged cyborg hang his remaining arm over his shoulder and catch a breath. Genos couldn't stop the sudden jolts from his core, his face pressed into the crook of a perfect neck as the villain confronted the two heroes.
“Were done here.” Saitama shot Zombieman a tired glare, eyes dark and aura menacing. The villain was angry, every fiber screaming out a quick and painful end to anyone that dared to stand against him. It was a chilling feeling, being so close to death and yet so safe at the same time.
“You guys will leave us alone now, understood?”
It seemed that Caped Darkness had finally snapped.
“Yes.” Zombieman answered that, eyes wide in shock and quietly lowering his gun.
Tatsumaki didn't protest either, eyes squinting shut in rage but keeping her thoughts to herself. It was not like her, but it seemed that she knew the outcome of a fight. The green haired lady stood no chance against the villain, and no amount of rage and determination could change that.
The two did not move, bodies very still and not taking a stance to fight against a very murderous Caped Darkness. It seemed to make the bald man relax; Genos feeling the muscles holding him unwind a little with the gesture.
The fight was over. Saitama was going to get them out of there.
Genos could feel his body shake in relief, electricity coursing through from core for one, final move. He needed to get out of here, to be as far away from this place as possible. Soon there would be more heroes coming, some that would be foolish enough to fight Saitama, and try and stop the two villains. No, Genos had had enough. He could feel broken wires and plates pulsing, engines readying him for one last time-
“Don't you dare come ba-”
Genos's shoulders opened up before Tatsumaki could finish, core draining out as much electricity as it could muster, arm tightening around Saitama's frame as a powerful shock-wave blasted the duo away from the scene. It was his last statement, his wish to finally get the villain out of this terrible place.
No, Genos would make sure that they didn't come back.
Would see to it that Saitama got back home to City Z...
...even if it would cost him his life.
–
The blast had carried them all the way to the edge of the forest, and they painfully crashed into a tree. Genos had lost another limb, a leg this time, crushed during the impact and adding another problem to the list. His body was almost entirely damaged at this point, and carrying Saitama home didn't seem like an option. His alarms were blaring at him, body recalibrating after the blast had taken out all of his left over energy, warnings in just about every category.

-10% battery remaining-

Genos was in danger of running out of energy, that much was clear. They would have to hurry, get back home and let the cyborg charge before the two could finally rest tonight. It would be a few hours until they could get back to City Z, and depending on their travel time, he could last-
“Ouch.”
Wait.
The train of thought was lost, all worry forgotten as Genos sat up, glaring down at the strained villain beside him. Saitama was still mentally recovering from the hard landing, rubbing his face vigorously from dirt and fatigue. The teen almost felt bad, he had landed on the other, easing the fall for his mechanical body...but...
He didn't feel too bad.
Genos was still a little angry that Saitama had easily just given up. It was all coming back to him now, emotions finally getting a chance to come out after the tense action they had been in.
Instead of yelling at Saitama, Genos chose the better option of grabbing the villain's throat. Not applying enough pressure to make the man under him feel uncomfortable, just enough to hold his willing captive in place. Pieces of metal chipping off and sprinkling on the ground from the action.
Genos had Saitama's attention, the tired man staring at him with wide brown eyes. The hero had every reason to still be furious, to want to punch the living daylights out of 'Caped Darkness'...but there was something that he would rather do, something much better at letting out his anger.
Genos surged forward, brutally claiming the villain's lips in a desperate kiss. He could feel his hands shake, his whole body shuddering and contracting as his emotional databank let out all the pent up stress that he had been harboring. He could feel Saitama’s pulse pounding right under his fingertips, and it was the most beautiful sensation. He was alive, was free, and here, with the broken cyborg. They were far away from the tower, and they were safe. Genos's anger washed away, hands not shaking in fury anymore, but in relief.
The brush of lips eventually had Saitama joining in as well, hand coming up around the cyborg's neck to gently hold him there. It wasn't the most romantic moment, alarms still blaring at the hero and forcing him to shut off all the sensors. He didn't want them to listen to them right now, not caring about his own well-being and just let himself do as he pleased. There was so much he wanted to do to the villain under him right now, but this would have to do.
He lingered for a while longer, not really needing to deepen the contact. It was enough to know that he had fulfilled his duty, that Saitama was going to be alright, and that they would be going home after this. The hand on the villain's throat moved, gently caressing the strong muscles under the skin, fondly stroking to feel the warm flesh under his fingers. He wanted to see the older man, talk to him like he had yearned to do for the last few days.
“O-Oi Genos, are you alright?”
"...We need̝ to ̓leave̫ here.”̤ His voice box was broken.
“Hey, your eyes are flickering...we could stop by the doc-” Genos leaned back down, resting his forehead against the villain's heart.
“We ᷄need to get ḣome a̭s so̞̼on̂ as p᷊ossible, Sa̩̅̔i̜tama.” Being able to say that name was enough to send a shiver through his wrecked spine, finally allowed to leave the dreaded 'Caped Darkness' behind. He wanted to stay like this, close to his villain, knowing that he had finally saved the elusive love of his...
“Okay...” Saitama still looked unsure, eyes rimmed with a dark shine that reflected the villains stress. The man needed to rest, and they should get a move on, fast. “Will you be good for the ride?”
“...”
Genos couldn't answer that, knowing that they would have to run non-stop if the cyborg were to stand a chance at this point. The silence was enough to answer Saitama's question, he removed himself from under Genos and lifted the teen over his shoulder.
“Hold on tight. I'll get us home”

 –
The sun had set quickly.
Saitama was running faster than he ever could remember, his wobbly legs pushing harder every time he heard another piece of metal hit the ground behind them. He was exhausted, his body beyond stiff and his mind was just as gone, brain activity coming to a screeching halt, only focusing on one thing, the person that hung like a ragdoll over his shoulder.
Genos was in freaking pieces! And he had to hurry and get this reckless kid home before the cyborg crumbled apart in his hands. Saitama looked down at the blond, taking in the situation and letting his eyes rest on the empty, motionless face. Genos was offline, had shut down to conserve energy and instructed the bald man to alert him once they got home. He was in need of some deep repairs, and it made the villain upset to see the cyborg so badly injured.
“You're too reckless, you know that?”
The cyborg's engines turned on, body humming with energy at those words. It felt good against him, to be able to feel the life still coursing beneath his fingers.
"Y᷉es, Saitama.᷀ͦ”
The villain let out a relaxed sigh, launching them faster through the last few trees. The city was hard to spot during the night, a dark and wrecked wasteland with no real sources of light. The perfect place for the two of them to be right now. The Association wouldn't look for them here, and that was all that mattered.
Home, sweet ho-
Genos started vibrating, his body making all kind of weird noises before going very still in Saitama's grip. It was so sudden, his engines stuttering beneath his armor.
“O-Oi, you alright?” The panicked villain lifted the body off of him, darkness concealing all the damage the teen had taken along the way.
  “Sa̴̱itam͎a, ͏I̙̹-” Genos's lights flickered off.

“Wait, what's wrong!”
The cyborg didn't answer, body going incredibly still. The labored whirring of his core completely stopped...had Genos run out of energy?
With the cold chill in the air, Saitama felt like he had been here before, and it dawned on him how bad the situation really was. He didn't have time to waste and had to get a power source as soon as possible. The closest one at this point would be…
Well, his home.
With renew panic, Saitama tightened his grip on the teen and shot forward, his mind completely alert. Genos wouldn't die on him now, no, that couldn't be it.
The villain had never been this scared in his life, unsure what the hell was happening. The cyborg had definitely used up a lot of energy during the fight, but it wasn’t like he had drained himself, right?
But… Genos was destructive enough to do exactly that.
“Shit.”
As the dark apartment came into sight, Saitama didn't waste any time. He launched himself up the stories, pulling the balcony door open and breaking it clean off of its hinges. He would fix it later, right now he had more important things to look for-
Yes! The rod was still there.
Saitama hurried them over to the corner, sitting Genos against the wall and ripping off the dirty shirt from his chest. The core under the teen’s chest plates was like his heart, right? The villain couldn’t waste any more time, his hands easily digging under the thick steel plates and prying them open.
The mail opener was still jammed into the power outlet, and Saitama was almost a little happy that he had been too lazy to take it out. With a sure hand he gripped the metal tightly, resting his free hand on top of Genos's core.
There was an instant buzz, his muscles trembling from the strange feeling of conducting electricity.
Last time Saitama had charged Genos, he had been half asleep, barely registering the weird feeling of the volts traveling along his nerves, but now he sure felt something. The villain's body tensed a little as the current transferred into the small metal core, watching as it began to glow faintly.
Saitama eyed Genos, looking for any sign of movement in the others body. There were sparks that flicked around his ripped off appendages, but so far that seemed to be the extent of it. The hero's face was still just as dark, his black eyes looking straight into Saitama's face with a blank expression.
“Oi, you can wake up now.”
It would be a lie to say that Saitama wasn't scared. He didn't know anything about cyborgs, and man, there was a really good chance that ‘running out’ was not something you could just charge up from…
“S-shit, you brat..” Saitama leaned forward, resting his forehead against Genos and closing is eyes to just listen. He needed something, a sound, a movement, anything to let him know that his engines were working...

Please… give me something.

The villain's ears perked up as a gently hum vibrated under his fingers.
“Genos?”
Saitama couldn’t help the giddiness that coursed through his body and as his hands shook with relief. Things weren't clear yet, but maybe Genos was still in there, somewhere. Maybe all he needed was just a little energy, and that was something that Saitama could definitely give him.
There were more engines turning on, and the villain's breath hitched, HIS body visibly tensing. He really shouldn't be getting his hopes up too quickly, there was still a very good chance that—
Oh screw it.
Saitama leaned forward, pressing his lips to Genos's with all the passion that he could muster. The cyborg’s form beneath him was slowly starting up. “Don’t scare me like that, you idiot!”
Saitama barely had time to register the tattered metal arm that wrapped itselves around his neck, pulling him down to lay flush against a broken chest. He couldn't stop himself from smiling into the kiss, tears forming in the corner of his eyes. He was tired, emotionally exhausted, but there was nothing that he had wanted more than this right now. Everything else could wait, and if his hands hadn't been this occupied, then he would have let them wander all over the stupid cyborg's body, to reassure himself that…
Genos was alive.
The villain couldn't choke back the happy sob as he deepened the kiss, feeling the brat's grip tighten as a hot tongue fought its way into his mouth. ‘Oh god’, he probably tasted gross after three days of incarceration, but who cared? He met Genos halfway, letting their tongues meet and just relishing the feeling of the other right here next to him. There was nothing lustful about it, bodies connected in a very clear sign that the two were okay, very much alive and well.
And more importantly, safe.
Saitama didn't know how long he had just let the other feel him, hold him close with no sign of letting go, but he didn't care. His body felt warm and his eyes closed on their own accord. He was finally coming down from the last three days. The villain pulled away, opening his eyes and looking at golden ones that shimmered in the darkness of the room.
Oh god, they were beautiful.
“…Don't pull that shit again, you hear me?”
“Sͩai̗tama...” The cyborg's eyes glowed brighter, brows furrowing as Saitama was fixed with an angry glare.
The villain was crushed against the cyborg again, lips claiming his again with a new found vigor. Genos's hand was shaking, engines under Saitama's touch vibrating loudly as the teen seemed to get more and more worked up under him. The bald man didn't resist, let himself get possessively pulled closer. Genos probably needed this just as much as he did…
The villain couldn't help but just let out a snort, not in the mind set to have this conversation just yet. There would be a time where they could talk about the wrongs they had done, all the complications and risks that were now here to stay.
“Let's talk about this tomorrow. I just...” Genos pulled the villain closer, letting the tired man rest against the open chest. Saitama was about to fall asleep and could not stop the loud yawn that escaped his lips.
“P̏lease stay clͅo̷̒se.”
Genos's hand let go of his neck, coming to his own body and digging within the cyborg's chest cavity for...something? Saitama just watched as the teen roughly pulled out a cord, one with sparks coming from the end that connected to his core. Genos seemed to have a plan.
“Let g̐o of the ro̠d.”
Oh, so that was it.
Saitama felt a little uneasy letting go of the electric source, his other hand still lightly resting against Genos's core. The end of the cord was barred, metal wire twisted to wrap around the mail opener and sending electricity straight to the teen.
“S̬a̪itama,̉ y̦ou̩ ca̦n r̼est now̋.̰”
Yes, that sounded like a good idea.
With one quick motion, the villain sat up and stretched over to the rolled up futon, grabbing the blanket and pillow for the two. The older man curled up against the hero’s hard chest, pulling the blanket around them to keep the cold out. A strong arm came around the villain’s stomach and pulled him closer, close and secure against Genos, where he desperately needed to be right now.
“S̒aitama̖...I̫ l͘ove yo᷈u...”
Heh.
“Of course you do. I love you too.”
After today there was no denying it anymore. Genos was here to stay, and Saitama couldn't do anything to stop him. They would have to figure out what that meant tomorrow, once the action had calmed and there was a chance to breathe again. The Association wouldn't hunt them down tonight, not after all the damage that they had taken from the duo, and that put Saitama at ease. They would be safe here, alone in this stupid city and away from harm.
Saitama closed his eyes, content smile on his lips as Darkness took over him, mind lulled to sleep by the gentle vibration of Genos's core. The hum eased the stress, little jolts of exhaustion traveling down his spine as he slowly let go of all the worries.
In the end, nothing had changed.
He was still a villain.

...but he wasn't alone anymore.


.





Notes:
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GAAAAAAAAAH!
*incoherent noises*
I can't comment on this, I'm just too happy right now. Gimme a few days. My babies are finally together again!
*deep breath*
And with this chapter...the countdown begins. Three more left! This story is wrapping up!
Aye, Thank you guys so much for reading! I am so hyper right now, you don't even know! This is what I've been waiting on for the last few chapters, and I'M SO HAPPY IT'S FINALLY HERE! :D Please leave a comment! Let me know how corny this shit was. I am so sorry, but it's exactly what I needed right now, so please don't be too mad! The last milestone is out of the way and I'm ready to finish this story, give it the ending it deserves!
Hope you all enjoyed this chapter~!
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Chapter Text

.
‘Mmm…’
It was nice and warm.
After what seemed like eternity of darkness, Saitama could finally feel himself again, his body aching all over...but strangely relaxed. His eyes didn't sting anymore, and the heavy daze was slowly fading away, which made him aware of his uncomfortable position on top of a solid, metal chest.
Saitama didn't really want to get up, he wanted to sleep a little longer, but it seemed like Genos was awake. A warm, metallic finger ghosted over his cheek, and it tickled to a point that he couldn’t ease himself back to sleep. His eyebrows scrunched together, he was unsure whether the weird feeling was pleasant or not.
“You loo̙k cuteͅ wheͅn y͂ou sleep.”
Cute?
Okay, now Saitama could really feel his face sour, eyes cracking open to give the smiling cyborg a dark glare. The bald man felt like shit, as though someone had run him over with a truck, and Genos had called him cute? No. He probably looked as grouchy as he felt, like the true Caped Darkness everyone knew him as.
And yet, Genos looked smug as hell, despite the broken face. His eyebrows even lifting up playfully, and…
Completely relaxed.
The cyborg didn't seem to be teasing the villain, his face softening up to shoot Saitama a warm smile, one that abruptly changed the sour look on the villain's face and made him ease up in the nice embrace. Oh yah, he was still on the floor, his body resting in an awkward angle against Genos's chest and itching to move to a more comfortable position.
...But also he didn't really want to. While the ripped up metal chest didn't make the best option for a bed, the warm and gentle hum underneath all the plating really held him there. Genos was content, and it was making Saitama follow suit, stay exactly where he was, no matter the discomfort.
He could stay like this for a-
Wait a second, how long had he been asleep?
The sun was shining into the room a lot brighter than usual, which meant it was way past morning now. It wasn't all that shocking that he had slept in like this, especially after the hell he had gone through.
“Oi, what time is it?”
“Ab᷅out n͎oon.”
The cyborg traced his finger over the villain's soft cheek, but this time a little more gently. The blonde’s expression filled with a certain fondness that forced Saitama to keep his mouth shut. Genos continued feeling him, mapping out his face like he was finally allowed to explore new territory, and was taking his sweet ass time doing so. It made the Saitama blush a little under the attention, eyes averting away in slight embarrassment.
“O-Oi...” Saitama mumbled, it felt kind of good, but the feeling of someone touching him like this still was very foreign to him.
“May I touch ỵou?” A little too late to ask now.
“I guess.”
The cyborg's fingers fanned out, pads lightly ghosting over Saitama's temple and running down the side of his face, digits vibrating with a hum of energy. Was this one of Genos's sensor things? The teen looked like just about none of his main components would be working after the fight with the green goblin, but-
“Can you feel me?”
“Noţ as much as͈ I want t᷊o, but yes.” Genos cupped the villain's face, forcing Saitama to look straight at him. The teen still had that soft smile, eyes sparking with adoration. His touch tender but firm, as though…
…He wanted to make sure that this wasn't a dream.
Yeah, Genos would be weird enough to think like that, and it made little fuzzy feelings pop up in Saitama's chest. After yesterday...oh man. There had been such a high chance of yesterday ending badly, just one wrong movement...and this would have all been fantasy...
But that's not what happened.
That prospect made the villain quietly thank whatever higher power didn't hate him up there, and he eased himself into the touch, eyes closing to enjoy the cyborg's gentle caresses. He quickly lost himself, his mind fogging over with bliss as he allowed the other to feel him.
Saitama didn't know how much time had passed between them, but he could feel the hazy sleepiness wash back over him. He could pass out here again, his body lulled to sleep by the gentle touches and low vibrations, but...wasn't he supposed to do something?
Suddenly, he was pulled up higher on the cyborg's chest, his head now resting against the crook of Genos's neck, which was much more uncomfortable. He lifted himself up, now fully awake and remembering the urgent business.
Genos needed repairs as soon as possible, and they didn't have all day.
Saitama gave the blond a good once over, taking in the absolute disarray his body was in. They needed to go to Kuseno...and that could be a problem. There was no doubt in the villain's mind that the professor had gotten wind of what had happened yesterday, but in his defense, his role in the chaos had been very involuntary.
Never the less, he had still promised the doctor that he would take care of Genos, and man, he had screwed up royally.

“Just come back in one piece!”

There was a good chance that Genos had a few pieces that were intact, but Saitama wasn't sure how the teen's body would hold up on their journey to City M. The shoulder that Amai had damaged so badly was his main cause of worry, with the socket for the arm still barely holding on to the torn off appendage. If they could put on the other set of battle limbs, then Genos wouldn't look half as bad...maybe even could walk around on his own. It would cut the repair time down a little since the main injuries were only dealt to the teen's torso, and that wouldn't take too long, right?
Well, that problem aside, would Kuseno even want to fix Genos?
Saitama didn't really know what relationship the two had before the incident, but tearing up the whole Association building and defeating heroes certainly didn't seem like something the doctor would approve of. The two had just about broken the tower completely, and yes, while the old man wasn't aligned with the people at HQ, Saitama was positive there would be some definite tension.
Also, now, that they were enemies of the heroes, would Kuseno get in trouble for helping Genos?
The idea of Genos not having anyone able to repair him was quite the scary thought. The kid was still just as reckless as ever; putting his life on the line time and time again. He needed someone to patch him up, make sure that small core kept working, no matter what.
...But it wasn't like Saitama could force the doctor to do it.
The villain could feel his head fry back up again, and dropped the matter. It was too early to be wracking his brain about something like this, and they really didn't have much of an option now, did they? Fact was, that Kuseno was the only one that could fix Genos, and that was all that mattered in the end. If it didn't work out, then he could worry about it later. Why fret about something that he couldn't really change.
“You really should take better care of yourself, Genos.” That was an understatement.
“Sait̡ama you're worryͅing about Kuse᷀no, aren't you?” Genos breathed out as he ran his hand up and down the villain's back lovingly. A brilliant smile still stark against his cracked face. Saitama was surprised at how relaxed he was under the blond’s care. He didn't really know much about the old professor, but if Genos wasn't really afraid, then why should he be? Maybe the affiliation to the Hero Association wasn’t as close knit as he thought.
Come to think of it, the whole Association was a little whack. Heroes attacking other heroes...wasn't that frowned upon?
“Oi- Genos. What did you do to piss off so many heroes by the way?”
“Yo͒u mean Amai Masͦk?”
“Also that Metal Dude. Do heroes usually try to kill you?”
Genos looked a little confused at the question. Saitama had a feeling that the teen didn't really know himself, but after the events that had happened, they would really have to keep that in mind. Genos almost had just as many people coming after him now as Saitama had, and that was saying something!
Heh. Saitama smiled a little as Genos's eyebrows knitted together, going deep in thought. It was kind of cute seeing such a troubled expression on the cyborg’s face. They were in some pretty deep shit now, a wanted duo that was hiding out in a lonely city. They would definitely need to figure things out from here, find a way to get by without getting caught.
Genos got warmer and warmer, and when smoke started rising from his broken shoulder, Saitama finally sat up. Electricity fizzling along the frayed and exposed wires, the shocks doing no damage to the villain, except making him nervous.
“Whoa. Are you okay?”
“I doṅ't know why t̂ḣey would.̠..” Genos seemed to be getting really worked up about Saitama's question, his hands coming up to see if he could find the cause of the malfunction.
“O-oi. It's really not that much to worry about. We can figure things out later.” Genos snapped out of it, eyes looking intently at Saitama. The roaring engines stopped, allowing the bald man to relax again, hand coming up to ruffle through the teen's blond hair.
They could worry about it tomorrow, leave the problems to then.
“I just...c͈an I stay here?”
Saitama snorted. “Do you want to?”
“Ye᷾s.”
“Okay then.” Well, in hind sight, it was Saitama's fault that Genos had ended up here in the first place, so he really didn't have the right...or will to say no.
The teen's face softened, and Saitama found himself lost in the other’s eyes. It was nice to finally see Genos relax. It also kind of felt surreal, after three long days of exhaustion and emotional turmoil...they were finally...free? Sort of.
“Let's get your other limbs back on, okay?
Saitama got up from the ground, groaning as his stiff muscles were forced to work. He took a short second to take off his cape, setting it aside so that he could move around more freely.
The cyborg’s arms and legs were still exactly where they had left them, resting on the couch with a light blanket of dust on them. Well, that was a good sign. At least no one had found their hideout during the time they had been gone.
“Can you, uh...do your thing?” Saitama wasn't sure that all of them would still fit onto Genos, especially his broken shoulder, but there was nothing wrong with trying. He watched the teen disconnect all the old limbs, heavy metal clunking to the ground.
“How do you put them on?” Saitama mentioned as he moved Genos over to the couch, propping him up for the procedure.
Okay, to be fair, Saitama had never actually had to put any of the limbs on before, but it shouldn't be too different from when they had taken them off, right? The villain was pretty bad at mechanics, but was probably capable enough to handle this much.
“Hold them to the ͗sockets. I can᷂ connect them fro᷊m there.” That seemed easy enough.
The whole process didn't seem as hard as the villain had thought, and Genos soon had a full set of limbs back. The black parts definitely looked a lot better on the hero, and Saitama couldn't help but let his hands lightly trace over the new set, reveling in the smooth and untarnished feel of them.
Genos didn't seem like he had any troubles with the new limbs, sitting up and moving his arms around. He still looked very much beat up, chest plates ripped off, face shattered...But hey, at least most of the exposed wires were covered now.
“Is that core of yours going to stay in without the plates?”
“I do not believe that i͒t would fall out, but...It would be᷊ b͊ette͐r if I wore someth͗ing over it.”
“Ah...like a shirt?” They could manage that.
“Yes.”
Well, Saitama had a few that could stretch over Genos's bulky frame. But first, he needed to deal with his own clothing situation. The villain sat between the blond’s legs, motioning to the zipper.
“Well, then let me quickly wash up. Uh...can you open this thing just a little?” A tight leather suit that he needed help out of probably wasn’t the best idea in the world. “H-hey...”
Genos's fingers lovingly slid up his back, very uninterested in complying. It felt a lot different than the gentle petting earlier, and Saitama couldn't help but to sit up straighter as a slight blush erupted on his face. He was still in Genos's lap after all, and that made him painfully aware that the teen was now capable of a lot more than just lying there...a lot more.
The fingers did eventually reach their mark, but Genos was in no hurry. “You᷈ still look so amazing like this, Sait͓ama.”
Amazing? No. Saitama had been locked up for days, with no opportunity to shower. He would be gross to just about everyone, but...Genos didn't seem to care. Well, the villain blamed the teen's broken sensors for that one, but once the zipper was low enough, he stopped inching away from the touch.
They had done this before, not too long ago.
Once his entire suit was opened, the cyborg's hand traveled inside, gently caressing Saitama's tense back muscles. It kind of felt nice to have the warmth ease some of the tension, but it was painfully obvious that it wasn’t just relaxing the villain. The touches were doing a lot more than that, and...
No, not now.
“Oi, this is not the right time, Genos.” Saitama tried to give the teen his best emotionless glare, urging him to stop. While the villain was also getting excited, this was not the time and place for ...well...
Saitama couldn't stop a deep blush from forming on his face, his hands shooting up to cup Genos's cheek between them. The teen looked a little sad, his fingers edging out of the black suit slowly and coming back to rest on Saitama's thighs. It was for the better, even if Genos's pleading eyes made Saitama falter for a second.
“Not like this, anyway...” The villain had troubles choking that out, but he couldn't really deny it. He didn't really mind Genos touching him like this, and had it been different circumstances, then it would have been a whole different story.


“Wha᷄t do you me̟an?'

“Get repaired and we'll talk.” Genos's condition was only one part of it. Saitama didn't really want to do anything without getting properly showered first.
Genos seemed to understand what the villain meant by that, and a smirk spread along the teen's lips as he removed his hands. It was quite distracting, golden eyes burning with a new found determination that Saitama could read oh so well.
“Very w͖el᷆l then.”
‘Crap.’
Saitama sighed as he backed away from the teen. If it was around noon, then they should get going. Kuseno was a few hours away, and Saitama didn't want to drag this whole ordeal out even longer.
“Wait a second while I get clean...then we should be good to go.” With that, Saitama got up and made his way over to the closet, excited to finally pick something that wasn’t skin tight leather. Genos probably needed both a shirt as well as a pair of pants, since the ripped up pair the teen sported were no longer working for the new legs. He found a decent pair of old clothes, and then threw them at the blond, before grabbing his own outfit and heading into the bathroom.
-


The trip over to City M was a lot shorter than Genos remembered; mountains and valleys no problems for his make shift body. The two had moved quickly, and after the cyborg had reassured Saitama about his condition, they had wasted little time on getting to their destination.
The entire journey, Genos had watched the villain, watched as Saitama became more and more tense. The man had hid it well, but the cyborg knew better by now. He had noticed it since Saitama had gotten up, the way he held himself, compared to the relaxed nature he usually moved around with. There was no doubt in the teen's mind the meeting with Kuseno was putting him on edge.
His fears were confirmed when they got to the entrance of the lab, and Saitama's distress became more visible. He wore a light frown on his face, and with signals that Genos could pick up from his body, the man seemed to be getting more and more anxious.
Saitama was not ready for this, that much was clear.
“Sait̾ama, no matter what happ̑ens here...” Genos took the villain’s hand in his own, letting his thumb ghost over the others knuckles in reassuring strokes. It definitely snapped the older man out of his daze, his eyes wide and focused on him.
“I will̓ com͓e back.”
Saitama relaxed, emotionless face hiding the effect that those words had to anyone but Genos. The villain gave him a small smile, warm brown eyes giving the hero all the reason to keep his promise.
He was filled with a new hope, a certainty that this would end well...no matter what.
The two finally made their way inside, and Genos very much eased up at the non-violent welcome. If Kuseno had wanted them out, or even worse, captured, then the brilliant professor would have done so by now. The man had once shown the cyborg all the neat and dangerous defense mechanisms in this facility, and while they would do very little damage against Saitama, they would have undoubtedly done a great deal on him.
Walking through the hallways brought back memories of rage and anger that he could not shake off. Even if the doctor had been the one to save him, back then, things had been different. Genos would still come in for repairs, body torn to pieces over and over again; no matter how many times Kuseno had pleaded him to stop. He had been driven mad by revenge, had lost sight of humanity...
Something that he had finally found again.
Yes, things were a lot different now, even if he still needed some patching up. He had a cause to live for, someone to protect...a man who he didn't want to leave his world. He had done what he had believed in, and there was no shame in that, no shame in doing what was he felt was right.
Genos felt no regret as he entered the lobby with Saitama, fully prepared to shoulder the consequences of his actions. He knew that the doctor would not approve of his decisions, but there was very little that Genos could do about that now.
As they entered the main room, Dr. Kuseno was waiting for them, room filled with an unfamiliar coldness that Genos had never seen before. His dear professor’s expression was uncharacteristically stony, mouth barely sporting a frown. It was not something Genos was used to seeing, and it made him worry. He hadn't given the possibility of failure much thought, the scenario of him never being allowed to come here again.
While Genos had lost a bit of his confidence, it was Saitama who kept pressing forward, walking up to Kuseno without a single crack in his emotionless face. The villain surely was also aware of the tense situation, but somehow refused to give in, refused to let it affect his confidence...because...
He had nothing to lose.
Genos took a deep breath as the villain stopped in front of Dr. Kuseno, not sure what was going through his head. Saitama didn't seem nervous anymore, just a man that had made up his mind, and refused to relent to the professor’s unwavering stare.
“Hey doctor...I need your help here.”
Genos could feel his body surging, sensors raking over the villain's body. Saitama was definitely a lot calmer than before, however, that didn't ease the cyborg one bit. He had seen this look before, the same when Saitama had walked right by him in the tower. He was fighting an internal battle, and there was very little that the hero could do to help.
“I couldn't keep my promise, and now Genos is in a lot of trouble.”
“So I have heard.” Genos was about to protest, to give the doctor a full explanation of his actions, but Saitama pressed on.
“This is my fault.” No it wasn’t.
“Sai͔tama, what are yo-”
“-I screwed up, but I don't want him to have to bear the consequences...so...I need you to fix him.”
Dr. Kuseno's facade wavered a little, his eyes going wide in surprise at the confession. It seemed like a judgment of sorts, and Genos could see how the doctor was thinking long and hard about what to do next. His face was losing its edge, gaining back the tenderness that he knew from his dear friend, a man that was devoted to justice.
There was a long pause in the room, and Genos could feel himself become more and more nervous. His engines roared deep within him, and he was mentally preparing himself for rejection, something he had never expected from the doctor.
But...it never came.
“Okay. I will do it.” Genos was glad to see Saitama visibly relax again. The villain closed his eyes and let out a trapped sigh, much to the cyborg's relief.
“However....you will leave here, Darkness.”
Saitama went oddly silent, not tearing his gaze away from the doctor. The villain seemed calm, like he had expected this answer.
“And you will fix him and send him back...safely?”
“If he wishes to do so, then yes, I will...but I do not want you here.”
“Okay.” Saitama sighed and turned around to Genos, flashing him a small smile. It wasn’t a brilliant, happy one, but at least it was an accepting one. This had not been the worst outcome...but Genos wasn't happy either.
Saitama didn't linger too long, patting Genos on the shoulder one last time and making his way back out of the lobby, footsteps ringing in Genos's ears as he watched the villain go.
That must have hurt Saitama and quite a lot too. The cyborg wanted to protest, to call back the man he loved so much to talk it out with his dear professor, but that would only cause more trouble. It seemed that Saitama was just happy to have Kuseno fix him up, even if it meant to shoulder the whole blame by himself.
But...no. Genos would have to tell the doctor the truth. This wasn't right.
Said man turned around and headed towards the lab, not beckoning Genos to follow. It was strange to see Kuseno act this way, especially since the man was usually a lot more open and friendly with him. It made Genos a little nervous, but he followed anyway, very eager to get fixed and head back home to set things straight.
He didn't dare break the silence between them, walking down the long hallways, always a few steps behind the doctor. Kuseno seemed just as tense and troubled as Genos was, which meant that a lot must have been on his mind.
When they both made it back to the doctor's primary lab, Genos froze in shock. The room was filled with heaps of scraps and parts, all scattered along the floors and tables. Many of them seemed just about finished, but not a single one was completed.
Kuseno made his way over to his main desk, still completely silent with his back turned to Genos. It put the teen on edge, watching one of the people he still had left in this world treat him so coldly.
“Oh Genos...my boy.” The teen almost jumped when the old man slumped down hard into the chair, letting out a loud, tired sigh. The cyborg immediately jumped into action, coming to Kuseno's side to make sure the man wasn't hurt.
No, the doctor was fine, but...
Genos had never seen Kuseno look this tired, face immediately pained as he finally looked at him. The blond had seen that look before, the expression of absolute fatigue that kept one up for days on end. He had the same eyes that Saitama had had, when the cyborg had first seen him in the interrogation room. Dark bags accentuated by the dim light.
“You really got yourself into a mess this time, didn't you?”
“Professor̈́ I-”
Genos was cut short when a hand found its way into his hair, ruffling it slightly. He was completely shocked, eyes going wide when the doctor smiled back at him, tired eyes crinkling at the edges. He could feel himself relax, fears and worries washing away as he smiled back at Kuseno.
“I was...so worried about you, Genos.”
“I apo̘logize, pr͇of͗essor.”
Genos knelt down next to Kuseno, ready to aid him in any way necessary. The man seemed to relax, smile now just as jolly as the teen remembered it to be.
“You guys really did a number on the poor Association, you know? Those sad bastards don't even know what to do anymore...and you...” Kuseno gestured for the teen to sit down on the operation table, which the cyborg quickly did. “You look just as much of a mess as I expected.”
What?
“Professo̟r...you expected me tò show up like ̘this?” Genos removed the shirt he had borrowed from Saitama, laying back against the operation chair.
The old professor let out a good laugh, still sounding as tired as he looked, but with a lot less harshness to him.
“After I heard that your villain had been captured, I figured that something like this would happen.” Kuseno's hands mapped out the cyborg's torso, looking and identifying all the cracks and missing parts to his broken body. “I need to get to your injuries, my boy. I have a lot of things already prepared for this.”
Genos disconnected his limbs to give the doctor better access, letting the older man start the repairs. It would render him helpless, the doctor now having full power over his body, but that was not really what bothered him. He had to process all this new information, not sure how Kuseno had predicted this outcome...was Genos really that easy to read?
A pleasant silence grew between the two, and Genos felt safe for the first time. He watched as the doctor mended bits and pieces all over his body, sometimes scolding him on the injuries he had gotten. A lot of parts would need replacing this time, but it seemed that Kuseno had expected this as well, using the projects scattered all over the lab to fix him.
The pleasant atmosphere let Genos relax again, but there was still something he had to settle.
“Doctor, Saitama really isn't to blame for my injuries...I was the person that chose to break him out.”
“Yes, so the reports say...” Kuseno’s smile faded a little, eyes filling with a soft look that made Genos's hold his breath. “Tell me Genos...was it worth it?”
“Yes.”
The doctor sighed again, meeting the teen's determined eyes with his own.
“Do you still love him?”
“Yes...doctor. He is not the person you think he is...that man...he does not possess a single evil thought within him.” Genos took a long breath and closed his eyes.
“When I heard that he had attacked the heroes, I was quite in shock...but there is a bit more to the story, isn't there?”
“Yes, a lot more.”
The doctor looked genuinely concerned now, working hand momentarily stopping to give Genos a soothing rub on the shoulders.
“Genos...tell me. What are your plans...now that you have stopped being a hero.
Genos went silent; mind coming back to the question he had been dreading. No, he didn't regret his decision to leave the Association behind, but now that the smoke had settled, he would have to find a new purpose in life.
“I still want to hunt down the Mad Cyborg...but...” there was a lot more too it now.
Genos now also wanted to be with Saitama, to stand by his side and live out a more normal life. It would get hard sometimes, living in city Z with heroes trying to hunt the duo down, but he was willing to take the chance, to take back that little bit of humanity that he had lost.
But...
Genos also didn't want to give up on his old life either.
He still wanted to fight monsters, to save the innocent people that needed protection from the crazy world...even if he wouldn't receive recognition for it. His values hadn't changed, and he could still make a difference in the world, providing others with help whenever possible.
And Saitama could too.
Genos sat up straighter when the realization hit him, mind going quiet at the idea of him and his villain fighting monsters together. Just because they were wanted, didn't mean that they couldn't still protect the cities from threats...and if Saitama kept his power in check...
Oh god, Saitama would be...
“Are you okay?” Genos snapped out of his daydream, mind a little hazy from imagining so many different battles.
“I believe I want to still remain a hero...”
“Genos, that will be imp-”
“But I want to fight with Saitama by my side. Not with the Association, but by ourselves.” No, Genos didn't trust the Association anymore.
“Are you sure you really trust him?”
“Yes.”
Dr. Kuseno let out a loud sigh and looked defeated, but a jolly smile made its way back to his face.
“Oh boy, you two are going to have to take it easy on me though. I will not be able to repair you just at any given time, understand Genos?” The cyborg understood the true meaning behind those words, and that they were more directed at him than Saitama. Genos would have to take better care of himself now, stay out of the line of fire and keep himself intact.
Become less reckless.
“I understand”
Genos would have to talk to Saitama about this. If they were to continue fighting monsters, then he would have to make sure that history wouldn't repeat itself. Saitama was the strongest human alive, and it would take only small accident to turn saving into destroying...but...they could work on that. Humans had the ability to change themselves, and that was exactly what Saitama could do.
“Genos, do you think you can guide him?”
Genos leaned back and closed his eyes, mind washing over with all the memories and recordings he had gathered of Caped Darkness. There was no sense of evil in the man, not one bit. From the very start, Saitama had taken care of him, had protected Genos and City Z, and yes, while his morals could be questionable at times, they lacked the very thing that Genos despised. The man had a right sense of justice and the will and interest to help people that needed him...
Yes...in every sense of the word, Saitama was a hero.
“I don't believe I have to.” Genos smiled.
The doctor let out a good laugh and continued with mending the broken cyborg once again, returning the smile. “You two really are hopeless.”
A quiet silence settled in the room, Kuseno working diligently at the broken chest, while Genos's mind couldn't be stilled. His smile grew as he imagined the look on Saitama's face once he got home, maybe shocked to see that Kuseno had kept his word. Genos could finally lavish him in affection, kiss the man of his dreams...and... maybe show him just how much the cyborg appreciated him...
The teen couldn't stop himself from thinking of the black clothed body, the way Saitama had sat in his lap this morning, cupping his face while Genos had touched him.. He had wanted to do so much more to the bald man, had wanted to properly show him just how much Genos wanted to love him...
Wanted to peel that costume off of him and ravish him like the god he was.
Genos's mind quickly stilled, a bad, very immature thought crossing his mind.
Now that they were a duo...could he...
The cyborg looked down at his own body, analyzing it and making up his mind. It wouldn't be too much of a stretch to go through with the procedure, and just a little add on to his current form.
“Professor, thank you very much for your help with repairing my body...but...” Yes Genos was sure.
Kuseno looked up from his work, eyes giving Genos a questioning glare. Genos felt like he asking for a lot here, especially after all the help the doctor had already given him, but this was something he truly desired.
“...Can you do one more thing for me?”
.
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Chapter Text
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Cink.
Once the door closed behind Saitama, the world finally stopped spinning again. He had run all the way back, as fast as he could, but he still didn't feel tired one bit. The villain's mind had been racing right along with him, dark thoughts coming back to haunt him with every step he put between himself and the lab, hoping dearly that the professor would keep his promise.
There were many things that could happen to Genos while he was away, and yes, most of them would mean the end for the blond man that Saitama cared so much about. Could he really trust Kuseno to bring Genos back safely? Even with people like the tin can running around?

“I will come back.”

Well, it was a little late to question the doctor’s integrity now, especially after Genos had put so much faith in the man. If the cyborg trusted Kuseno, then Saitama would too, no matter the dark thoughts that plagued his mind.

'Just...please come home soon…'

Saitama leaned back against the door, closing his eyes and taking deep breaths to will away the tension that was building up in his temples. He had a bad habit of doing this, but he would live...Genos would come home, and everything would be alright...
The villain let his body sink down against the door, propping it up as he looked off into the distance, mind not sure what it should focus on. He could try and busy himself with getting the place cleaned up...maybe fix the door he had ripped off last night...pick up all the scraps of metal laying around everywhere...
Saitama rested his face in his hands, grumbling out a loud sigh and thinking of all the tasks that could help him get his mind off of the matter. He had been through too many emotional events in the last few days, and man, he could really use a break for once...The next few days could make up for that...just doing nothing but enjoy each others presence...once the brat got back...
Saitama quickly got up from the slumped position he had been in, making his way to the main living room. He didn't have the energy to stay depressed for long, even if Kuseno's words kept playing in his mind over and over again. Genos would make it home, and then they would have time to fully talk about the future, about what they could do, now that the Association would be coming after both of them.
Heh, but the heroes might not even be able to come after the duo for quite a while, especially after all the holes Saitama and Genos had blasted through the building. Yeah, the villain still felt bad about some of them, but now that he was finally able to enjoy his freedom, he could also appreciate the consequences of his actions. The tower would take a while to rebuild, and that could mean that the heroes would be busy for the time being. Saitama didn't want to have to fight any of them, now that he got to personally meet some of the S-class heroes.
There was no doubt though that he would meet some of them again, like the green goblin, and that Metal Knight. He would have to work extra hard to keep Genos safe from them, seeing as how the blond would not stand a chance against a few of the heroes...Or well, they could work on that. Now that they were villains, Kuseno probably couldn’t take care of the cyborg as much as he used to, and Saitama would have to get creative in making the reckless teen last longer than a few days... Make him see that his life was important, and that he couldn't just give it up for the sake of someone else...
Yeah, they could work on that.
Saitama sighed and began picking up the metal pieces that had fallen off during the struggle of last night. The metal chest plates and little cables were scattered all over the living room’s floor. The villain considered what to do with all the scraps, since well, they were probably very expensive, and not worth throwing away just yet. Maybe Genos could use them again sometime in the future, fix minor injuries by himself without having to put the doctor at risk.
Little things like that would have to change with them living a dangerous life style, at least for Genos. It was not like any of the heroes could really hurt Saitama, and so he could use his powers to keep them both safe, maybe get them the hell out of dangerous situations, especially if Genos was involved.
Heh, yeah, this wouldn't be too bad after all...
Saitama let his mind go blank, body moving on its own as he tidied up the apartment a bit. He had all the time in the world now, waiting for Genos to come home and reassure him that the cyborg was going to be alright.
The villain didn't know how much time passed, but as the sun was setting on the horizon, he started to feel his dark thoughts creep back up to him.
There was a good chance that he would be alone tonight...maybe even longer than that. Repairs would take time... Hell, there was even a chance that it could take a few days, especially with all the terrible injuries Genos had received. It would be torture to stay put, mind and body restless as the villain failed to get any sleep.
Saitama would just have to wait it out, see if Genos would make it home in the next few days. The thought made him sigh in frustration, feeling a slight head ache building up behind his temples again. There was no way that he would get an ounce of sleep tonight, not with all how late he had slept in this morning...Also, he would miss the heat that Genos had been giving him...he would be alone, in a cold apartment...
Just like in old times.
Saitama let out another loud sigh and finished his task, sitting down on the couch as he finally forced his body to relax. He could probably go cook some food, get some energy back, even if he didn't feel like it. Well, there was also some of the left over snack that Genos had made him that morning, and that would probably be enough for now, at least until he finally got his appetite back.
The villain rubbed his bald head, looking around the room for things to work on, unsure on what to do next. He could watch TV, see how the world was reacting to the mess they had made out of City A, maybe get an idea of how bad-
Wait a second.
Saitama's train of thought halted as he finally noticed his black suit crumpled up on the ground, exactly where he had left it after his shower. He had completely forgotten about it.
Well, now that he had ample time to waste, so why not clean it a little? The villain had sat in that thing for like, three whole days, right? Cleaning leather was a long and tedious process, but it could help him get his mind off of things right now.


–


Well, Saitama had been right about something. He had spent a solid few hours cleaning the damn thing, getting the tight costume to look like new again, even after all the action they had gone through. He was silently happy that it hadn't taken any damage during the battles he had fought against the green haired brat, weirdly surprised that it had survived though the battle.
Saitama had a hard time putting the suit on, not quite able to close it all the way on his own, yet trying none the less. He opted to just secure the cape around the neck without zipping it up fully.
The villain observed himself in the mirror, turning and looking at the way the leather hugged his muscular form, almost like a second skin. It definitely looked nice, and while he still didn't get why Genos had gotten so flustered over him the day he had tried it on for the first time, he could definitely say that it was one of his favorite things to come out of this mess. He looked like a real villain, and the thought still made him smile.
Well, the suit had defiantly served its purpose, intimidating the Association and heroes way more than any of Saitama's other clothes would have. He almost didn't want to think of all the bad things that he now connected with the suit, but that was just about impossible. The last few days could not be erased, and the villain would have to deal with it, realize that he had to overcome the bad situation he had put him and Genos in, and make the best of it.
Saitama let out one last tired sigh, feeling his body go numb again.
He was out of things to do now, and the way his mind was spiraling back into the bad thoughts he had tried so desperately to avoid, it seemed like that would be a reoccurring thing tonight.
Saitama made a move to unhook his cape again, but a faint sliding noise caught his attention.
“So you stayed up after all...”
The villain immediately snapped around, eyes looking for the source of that voice and meeting with...uh...
Red eyes?
The villain was completely dumfounded when the teen stepped through the balcony. Genos’s appearance was completely different.
For starters, the teen was completely repaired. And now, in the light of the living room, Saitama couldn’t help but stare. The cyborg now sported a full head of silky obsidian hair, still kept in his old style, with the exception of a shorter trim around his neck, giving Genos a more wild and playful look...and...That was only half of the changes since now...well...

A light blush spread across Saitama's cheeks as his body tensed up, very much enjoying the blond, now raven’s new appearance. Genos looked very good, completely stunning, and the older man couldn't find the words to express himself anymore.
“Oi...you...”
Genos chuckled smugly as he came over, the strides so confident it made him a little nervous. He didn't know what to expect, but soon there was an arm snaking around his back, pressing him close to the others solid, metal chest. It made Saitama's blush deepen, the pink flushing into a full blown red.
“Do you like it?” the cyborg rasped out, his bewitching red eyes boring down onto Saitama.
The villain couldn't find the words to fully describe how he felt, but his suit started feeling way too tight around him. Was this what Genos had gone through when the teen had seen Saitama in his suit for the first time? The bald man could feel his body reacting to the very nice changes in his partner's look, his hands were itching to cup that lovely face and kiss the daylights out of him.
Saitama didn't know how long he had stood there, silently gazing at the tens' new appearance, but after a while a frown formed on the cyborg's lips.
“I can easily change it if you don't like it.”
“No, ah...it looks...good.”
Saitama’s hands came up to ghost over the cyborg's chest, feeling all the nice details under the teen's shirt. Genos had apparently gotten a change of clothes as well, a nice, black sleeveless shirt stretching across his bulky frame, soft to the touch and very well fitting with the rest of the body.
Genos's face softened, eyes regaining their loving stare which made Saitama's breath hitch. The black and red definitely looked better on the brat, and it made the older man's heart beat faster, his mind still trying to calm from the closeness between them.
“You look lovely as well, Saitama.”
The villain didn't even get a chance to react before his lips got claimed, another hand coming behind his head and holding him close. The grip on his back tightened, and pulled Saitama closer again a metal chest.
The villain ran his fingers over the cyborg's cheeks, returning the kiss with just as much eagerness. He could feel his troubled thoughts melt away as Genos held him like this, body relaxing in the other’s arms and humming with content.
Genos didn't seem to stop there either, and Saitama let out an embarrassing moan once a tongue swiped across his bottom lip. He complied with the request, body heat rising as he met the cyborg half way. The kiss turned a lot more heated once he allowed Genos access, and soon the villain was lifted up, body carried over and against the wall without breaking contact.
Saitama was trapped against the cyborg's chest, and that thought turned him on a lot more than it should. He was strong enough to push Genos away at any moment, but being held so close and pressed up against a wall did something to him, namely creating a coiling heat in his groin that now noticeably pressed against the teen's hard body.
The tongue in his mouth became more aggressive, and soon Saitama was trying his best to keep up the pace, before giving up entirely and letting Genos take what he wanted. It was hot, wet, and it forced a moan out of the villain before he even knew what was happening.
Genos tasted amazing, and it drove the villain almost insane, body easily becoming putty in the others arms.
The kiss ended abruptly though, with a big cloud of steam erupting from the cyborg's shoulders and fogging up the space in between them. Saitama worried for a second, but once he saw the red irises flicker back to life, he smiled.
“You okay there?”
Genos looked lost for a second, averting his eyes and looking anywhere but Saitama.
“That was...” The teen looked flustered, his head coming to rest against the crook of Saitama's neck. The villain ran his hands run up and down Genos's back in reassuring strokes.
Genos let go of his neck, so his hand could fumble across the wall to turn off the lights. The action allowed the cyborg’s glowing red body to illuminate even more brilliantly in the dark.
It was a very nice touch to the cyborg, and Saitama could help but push the teen back a little, let his hands roam over the plates on Genos's chest. The metal under his fingers was warm to the touch, electricity buzzing right under the fabric and making him appreciate the closeness.
The cyborg's hand came back to cup Saitama's face, and he couldn't help but lean into the touch.
“Saitama...may I...” Genos let out little bouts of steam again, red eyes shining brighter with resolve, and it made Saitama's heart skip a few beats, “...touch you...all of you?”
The villain couldn't get himself to answer properly; instead, he gave a small nod. He was very much getting excited here, and the way Genos was handling him made him crave for more, to feel those hot hands on his body again.
“Can you though...take your shirt off?” Saitama could feel himself blush a little deeper, but that didn't stop his hands from tugging at the others black top. He wanted to see the full view of the cyborg's chest, see those red lights completely, uncovered from the thick cloth.
Genos looked up at the villain, smirk forming on those perfect lips again.
“Only if I can take yours off too.” Genos seemed a lot more smug than usual, huh?
Saitama let out a silent huff, smile forming on his own lips as he moved to unhook the cape. He knew that Genos had wanted to take the suit off for quite a while now, and now he had no objections to give anymore.
The villain was released from the wall as Genos stepped back just enough to slide his shirt off, his chest lighting glowing an even brighter crimson. It made Saitama’s breath hitch, but before he could zip the open suit all the way, his hands were replaced by a new pair.
“Allow me.”
Genos pushed up against his chest again, his mouth lightly sucking on Saitama's neck. The hands on his back inched the zipper down slowly, driving the villain crazy with every inch that they touched.
“Come on, hurry up.”
“Impatient, are we?”
Genos chuckled against his neck, making the villain shiver in excitement. The hands on his back made quick work of the tight suit, pulling it down and over his shoulder while also making sure to touch as much skin as possible. Saitama could feel himself getting harder against the cyborg. He helped Genos get the suit over his arms, and soon he found his whole chest exposed to the cold air of the room, making him tense up and inch closer to the heat in front of him.
Genos let out another small cloud of steam, and soon Saitama found himself pressed against the wall again, a mouth against his neck and hands running up and down his sides. It made his blood boil, fire coursing through his chest as he let the cyborg attack him.
“O-Oi, Genos...”
The cyborg stopped his actions, releasing the bruise he had been working on in favor of looking at Saitama. His eyes were till glowing that brilliant ruby again, indicating that the cyborg was very much working at full power.
“...are you sure that you want this?” Saitama didn't know where that came from, but a little voice inside of him wanted to hear the hero's answer, wanted the other to tell him exactly how he felt.
Genos smiled at him, expression a lot less smug than before. The cyborg brought his hands up to cup Saitama's face again, bringing their foreheads together and holding the villain tight.
“I am very sure, Saitama.”
This time it was Saitama's turn to get flustered, cheeks burning a bright red, but thankfully hidden by the darkness in the room. He was sure that Genos could feel the heat from his skin, but the other chose not to comment, bringing their faces even closer until their lips met for a tender moment.
“M-may I show you how much I want this?” Genos's voice failed for a second, indicating exactly how effected the teen was by all of this. The hips pressed between the villain's thighs ground forward, forcing out a soft gasp from the bald man.
“...Please?” Saitama couldn't stop himself from answering, very much eager to continue himself.
Genos's body started roaring louder, metal vibrating with excitement. The teen's eyes flickered again, and before Saitama knew what was happening, he was picked up again and held tightly against the others chest. The cyborg moved them away from the wall, over to the other side of the room and onto the couch. The villain was pushed down into the cushions, with Genos quickly coming to rest between his thighs.
The teen was hot and heavy, and with the way he was licking up and down his neck, Saitama couldn't help but grind his hips up, trying to get as much friction as possible.
“O-Oi, Genos, wait a second.” The bald man could barely catch his breath, erection straining against the tight leather of his suit.
The cyborg stilled against him, sitting up just enough to look at him.
“Do you know how to do this...because I kind of...uh...don't.”
“...I can show you.” Genos seemed to falter in his movement, body shaking a little from...eagerness? Saitama wasn't sure what had gotten into the cyborg, but the hands touching his body were hesitant, almost stopping their movement all together.
“H-hey Genos, you alright there?”
The cyborg stilled, as if not daring to answer the question. Saitama could feel the engines in the teen's chest whirring loudly against his naked skin, telling him exactly how flustered the teen really was.
“Saitama, you're just...” Genos looked at him, eyes half-mast and mouth open to let out little pants, “...so amazing.”
Saitama took in a sharp breath, eyes locked with the man on top of him, unwilling to look away. He could feel his heart pound loudly against his rib cage, a strange tightness giving him difficulties breathing. He felt weak here.
His hands came up to comb through inky hair, coiling soft strands between his fingers and pulling Genos in for a kiss.
His hero responded, hand coming up to cup Saitama's face and angle his head a little, just enough for him to deepen the kiss. The villain didn't squirm, feeling the hot tongue enter his mouth and rub eagerly against his own.
He didn't know how long they stayed like that, just gently holding the other close. Saitama eventually had to part for air, breath now labored and coming out in deep pants.
“S-shit”
Genos seemed to be in the same boat, red eyes flickering brightly as he moved to kiss down Saitama's neck again. The cyborgs hands moved as well, coming to the villain's chest and just feeling the muscles under the flushed skin.
“You feel so good...”
“S-So your sensors are working again?”
Genos purred against his neck, sending little shivers down the villain's spine. “That they are...”
Saitama let out a soft whimper as two fingers found his nipple, teeth grazing over his collarbone. The bald man couldn't stop himself from grinding up against the metal hips, erection straining against the tight leather, it was driving him mad.
“O-oi, let me quickly...get this off.” Saitama felt Genos stiffen above him, stopping all movement and pushing himself off. It gave Saitama enough room to loosen his belt, but before he could push the fabric down further, hands came up and replaced his own.
“May I?”
Saitama suddenly became a little nervous under the teen's heavy gaze, piercing eyes holding him in place as Genos began undressing him.
“...ok.”
Warm metal thumbs hooked under the fabric, and slowly eased the thick material down. Saitama let out a surprised gasp when Genos leaned down, kissing his abdominal muscles at every inch that was slowly being revealed. Black hair tickled his skin as the teen worked his way down.
Genos seemed to get more and more eager as he went on, because once Saitama's boxers fully came off, the rest of the suit was hastily disposed of. The cyborgs patience had run out, and before Saitama could feel embarrassed about being exposed and spread like this, Genos claimed back his old position between the villain's thighs and kissed his way along strong muscles.
Saitama let out a light gasp when the teen's mouth latched on to his sensitive flesh, sucking the skin with a new found vigor and sending little jolts of pleasure directly to his hardening erection. It didn't help when the cyborg's hands started traveling up and down the inside of his thighs, tenderly stroking over the exposed skin with warm hands.
“W-whoa!” Saitama was taken by surprise when Genos let go of his skin, rubbing his lips down the strong muscles and towards his ever growing problem. The cyborg seemed to lose his calm fast, and before Saitama could even realize what was happening, a hot mouth latched on to the side of his shaft, tongue laving over his sensitive organ.
The villain sucked in a sharp breath, hands involuntarily moving to grip Genos's hair for a little stability. He let out a loud moan as the hero moved up his length, a tongue running along the edge of his head with inexperienced, yet sure strokes, making Saitama's legs quiver violently. The cyborg's mouth was hot and so wet, sending Saitama into frenzy of gasps and moans.
Once Genos's mouth closed around the tip, Saitama couldn't hold back anymore. Gasps falling out of his mouth without any inhibition.
“G-Genos, w-wai-” Saitama let out a loud moan when Genos lowered his head down his cock, metal hands coming up to grip his thighs and spread them wider. The villain tried his best to keep his hips from moving, resisting the need to feel more of that hot mouth engulf him.
The teen didn't wait however, moving down and taking him to the hilt, the cock went so deep, Saitama could feel himself hit the back of the raven’s throat. He quickly brought a hand to mouth, biting down as a means to stifle a groan. His whole body was strung so tight and his skin was on fire with all the amazing things the cyborg was doing to him.
It felt like ages until Genos started moving again, mouth coming up and on his shaft and leaving nothing but the tip inside. Saitama could finally open his eyes again, locking gazes with the teen that was seductively sucking him off with every ounce of love and care in the world. It did things to the villain, a feeling of reassurance and trust blossoming in his chest as he finally didn't feel the need to hold back anymore.
He watched as Genos let go of his member before moving up and kissing a trail along his body. Saitama could finally think again, his breath coming out in hot pants as he relaxed underneath the hero. The cyborg's engines humming with energy and releasing little gusts of steam to keep pressure from building up. It seemed like the brat was getting just as flustered as he was, metal hands shaking slightly, yet not releasing the others thighs.
“Saitama...may I...” Genos sat up a bit, face coming to loom over the villain's and staring at him with a pained expression. The teen let out a few more spouts of steam, body working in overdrive to maintain a good core temperature.
“...make you feel good?”
Saitama could feel his face burn again, a deep blush spreading over his cheeks. He couldn't bring himself to answer, voice trapped in his throat as he stared back at the simmering red irises. He wanted it, so he cupped Genos's face between his hands and pulled him in for a kiss.
The cyborg returned the gesture, hands leaving Saitama's thighs for a second to fumble with his own pants.
A few memories shot through the villain's mind as familiar clinking noises filled the room. However, Genos didn't give him time to pay too much attention to it, coming back down and feathering kisses along his neck, and hands stroking along the inside of the villain's things. They were a lot hotter this time, and Saitama could feel his breath hitch when they moved lower, finding their place on his rear, before firmly kneading it.
Saitama didn't know what Genos was up to when he watched the teen suck on a metal finger, as the teen’s other hand gently spread his ass. It sent little shivers down the villain spine, watching as those red eyes looked at him while taking in the digits so well.
The cyborg seemed to be amused with his effect on the villain, eyes narrowing with an evil glint and making Saitama feel hot all over.
When Genos finally released the finger from his mouth he let out a faint chuckle, coming up to claim Saitama's lips in a passionate kiss while letting his slicked up hand position itself back on the villain's ass, the digit finding their way between his cheeks. Saitama let out a startled moan against the other lips, squirming a little as it rubbed up against his entrance with a few experimental strokes.
Saitama didn't really know what to expect, but when the first finger finally stopped teasing him and eased its way inside, he let out a startled gasp. He had never really thought about having...well...anything go up his butt like that. At least there was no pain, but it was also a far cry from comfortable. He whimpered as thick metal fingers pressed against his resisting muscles.
Genos laid his body to rest completely against the villains, tongue finding its way into his mouth while the finger pushed in deeper. Saitama could feel his heart beat getting faster, body confused by what was going on, yet excited at the same time.
Saitama was pretty sure that Genos couldn't hurt him even if he tried, but that was beside the point. It had been a long time since he had felt such a weird pressure from his body, something that stirred up the dull void that he had grown so accustomed to.
Saitama lost his train of thought when the cyborg's other hand released his ass, coming up to stroke along his shaft in rhythm with the lone digit inside. His body ground up against hero, and the moan he let out only seemed to make Genos more eager.
Saitama could feel himself get painfully hard with the lazy strokes on his dick, fingers playing with the sensitive skin and making it hard to keep his voice down. It seemed like Genos was fully intending to torture him, at least that's what the villain told himself, squirming in the others touch. He didn't even fully feel the second finger enter him, at least not until the two digits slid in deeper and made him stretch uncomfortably around the solid metal.
“F-Fuck!” Saitama finally had to pull away for air, breath now coming out in deep pants as he rolled his head back and closed his eyes. He could feel Genos kiss his way down his chin and neck, leaving little bites and licks along the way, and eventually moving down to his chest.
The cyborg eventually pulled one of his nipples into his mouth, and began sucking on it, but that was hardly something that Saitama could focus on right now. The fingers inside of him started moving at a faster pace, sliding in and out with a lewd sound and making the villain bite his own bottom lip to keep quiet. He didn't know at what point the stretching had started feeling good, but with the hand pumping him in sync, a burning pressure began coiling in his groin.
“Y-You feel so amazing, Saitama.” Genos's wheezed out, his voice hoarse and strained “...So tight and hot.”
Was that a good thing? Saitama didn't know, but he didn't care to ask. Genos seemed to enjoy whatever he was doing, so why would he interrupt the cyborg now? The villain was feeling amazing from all the stimulation, and was happy that the brat was having his share of excitement as well.
“a-AH!” What the-
Saitama could feel his voice crack when the hero found a strange place inside of him, and the bolts of pleasure that shot up his spine made him arch his back in surprise. The villain's vision faded for a second, head rolling back and breath stopping deep in his lungs.
There was an evil chuckle, and soon Saitama could feel the two fingers inside of him rub that place again, forcing him to grip the cyborg tight for stability and let out another embarrassing moan, dick twitching with excitement at the amazing feeling.
It all went downhill from there, and once the third finger entered him, the villain lost it. His ass burned from the stretch, slight pain toppling him over the edge. Saitama let out a startled cry as his body suddenly spasmed, his vision going white as he gripped onto Genos tightly and came violently all over the cyborg's hand.
“S-shit...that was...” Embarrassingly fast for any man, that much was true. Saitama could feel his heart threaten to pound out of his chest, as he came down from the high of utter bliss. The villain couldn't exactly remember the last time he had gotten himself off, but holy fuck, it had never felt that good.
“Saitama, may I...” The hand on his dick kept stroking him, completely disregarding his intense orgasm earlier. Saitama was a little too dazed to fully understand what Genos was asking, but when a thick, hard shaft brushed along his scrotum, dipping between his ass, he pieced it together.
Well, uh...he should have seen it coming...
Saitama gulped hard, trying to mentally collect himself. He could feel his body responding to the stimulation with a sense of eagerness. Yeah, he definitely wasn't against this, and with the way Genos was touching him so hotly, there was even a good chance he could come again.
The villain never answered, letting his flustered face rest in the crook of the cyborg's neck and lightly pushing his hips against the other, grinding their bodied together. It earned him a sharp gasp, and Genos's slick hand quickly came up to spread his thighs further apart, hoisting his strong calves over the hero's shoulders
Saitama could feel himself shake a little in anticipation, noticing how the tip of Genos's erection came to rub against his relaxed entrance, teasing the muscle with its head. He didn't hold back the slightly frustrated groan that escaped his lips, especially when the cyborg's hand left his hardening erection to grip his own length tightly.
“A-are you okay?” Saitama didn't know exactly what they were waiting on, but he swore that his patience was wearing thin.
There was a certain wetness against his opening, something that had come from Genos. Saitama let out a surprised moan as the warm slickness spread along his muscle, some of it dipping inside and making him squirm from the weird feeling.
“Genos, what was th- aaaat?!” Saitama's voice failed when he felt his entrance stretch around Genos's length, the hard shaft moving inside with burning languid thrust. The villain couldn't stop the loud moan that escaped him, eyes scrunching shut and hands coming to grip the cyborg’s shoulders tightly.
Wow...
Genos's dick was a lot bigger than the fingers, that much was for sure. The stretch almost hinted on the border of pain, but it was an incredible feeling, his body relaxing to easily let it slide in deeper.
The villain bit his lip and buried his face deep into the crook of Genos's neck, hoping that he could relax soon from all the new sensations. His dick was now definitely getting hard again, rubbing against the cyborg's metal abdomen with the little quivers that wracked through his body. He could feel Genos push in farther, far enough for Saitama to let out a loud groan once the teen was fully sheathed all the way inside. The shaft reached much deeper than the fingers had.
“I-I'm sorry...I just” Genos didn't seem any better off, engines roaring loudly and emitting large amounts of steam into the room. The teen's body was possibly vibrating, electricity making the lights all over the cyborg's body flicker, and hum sending jolts of pleasure deep inside of him.
“It's fine, just...don't stop.” Saitama wanted the hero to move, but it seemed as if Genos wasn't ready for that yet. The villain let go of the others shoulder, threading his fingers into the smooth inky strands of the teen's hair and holding lightly. He needed to feel the other close right now.
He heard Genos take a deep breath, and soon the shaft was pulling out again, movement easing the urging desire for more friction. Saitama didn't really get a chance to see what the cyborg's dick had looked like, but he was silently grateful that it wasn't completely smooth, his insides stretching around the thick length and twitching for more...something...
“You are so tight...just...amazing, Saitama.”
“Shut up, you...Ahh!” The villain couldn't contain his moans anymore, voice becoming labored as Genos started a light pace. The hero didn't pull out too much, always pushing back in and driving Saitama crazy with the slow, shallow thrusts.
The closeness was killing him, the way his insides were stretched so wide and held open by Genos's hard length. The cyborg was still smothered all over him, body pushing the villain into the couch with every move of the teen's hips. Saitama could feel sweat running down his neck from the heat that Genos was emitting, and soon he had to keep his mouth open to gasp for air, body boiling with all the new sensations.
The rocking soon became a little faster, and Saitama groaned when he could feel the teen pull out more. His face was pressed against the others neck and he brought his own legs around Genos's hips, urging the hero to move a little faster with his own strength.
“Genos- come on...” Saitama could take a lot more than the little burn he was feeling, and he wanted Genos to stop holding back. He could feel the way the cyborg was still completely tense against him, trying to control himself.
It seemed like Genos heard his silent wish, hands coming to the villain's hips and pulling him off of the couch, body arching with the lift. It forced Saitama to hold on for dear life, body shaking lightly as he could feel the teen change the angle with the shift.
“Hold onto me...”
The hero didn't give him nearly enough time to process the information, loud moan escaping the villain as he could feel Genos press roughly against his sensitive nerves again with renewed passion.
Saitama groaned when his lips were captured by the cyborg's again, body holding on for dear life as the teen began a brutal pace. His shoulders were pushed further into the cushions with each snap of the others hip, hard shaft rubbing crudely against his nerves and forcing the villain to break the kiss for air. There was nothing stopping the needy moans from escaping Saitama, and soon he could feel a familiar pressure settle deep within his groin.
The amount of steam coming out of Genos's vent told him that the hero was having the same issues apparently, body now shaking with a strange tension that would not last much longer.
“Genos- F-fuck...-I'm close.” Saitama tried his best to speak, voice cracking with every strong thrust against his nerves.
The cyborg's hand left his thigh, snaking its way up to take a strong hold of the villain's leaking member. Genos started to stroke him in clumsy short jerks, hands making the tightening heat in his gut boil over.
“W-wait, don-Ahhhh!”
Saitama let out one last loud moan, body tensing up as he felt himself release.
The world went white for the villain, muscles going completely still from the shock of his orgasm that he didn't even feel the teen's last few deep thrusts, large gusts of steam releasing into the room with the teen's desperate groan. His mind gave out on him, legs releasing the death grip he had around Genos and he could finally feel his body go lax, completely blissed out.
It took him a few second to come back too, shivering slightly from the slick feeling on his stomach, as well as the added wetness deep inside of him.
Instead of urging the teen to pull out, Saitama let his arms come around Genos's shoulders, lightly tracing over the metal back with feather light strokes. He felt completely amazing, body still numb from pleasure and unwilling to move.
“That was...”...indescribable. Saitama hadn't felt this great in years.
It took the villain a moment to fully gather himself again, now finally realizing that Genos had shut down after his release. He could feel all the engines stating back up, as well as the familiar hum against his skin. Once the lights flickered back on, Genos was back again, slowly pulling out and lifting himself off of the villain.
Saitama felt himself blush a little when Genos looked down at him, red eyes raking up and down his spent body with a strange glint of pride.
“You look amazing like this, Saitama.”
Saitama let out a playful snort and ruffled the teen's hair, not giving into the smug comment.
“Oi, come back down here. It's cold.” The sweat on the villain skin was making it worse, the chilly air sending little shivers down Saitama's spine as be pulled the teen back on top of him. The blanket from his futon was sadly put away, and the bald man didn't feel like getting up to grab it either, opting for the better option. Genos would be warm enough to let them sleep on couch tonight, and so there was really no need to get up from this comfortable position.
Saitama just enjoyed the moment, eyes slowly closing in content as he could feel all the worries from earlier leave his body. Genos was back, and would be here to stay...
The villain's eyes wandered down at the burning red irises watching him, shining through the dark with an admiring gaze.
“I know it's a little late to ask, but why did you get your colors changed by the way?'
“Saitama, I...they can easily be changed back if you dislike them...”
“No, uh...don't”
Genos's eyes went wide with Saitama's response, and the villain could feel himself blush. The truth was, that he actually really enjoyed the new red and black accents, the way they complimented his features...
“W-what’s the occasion though?”
Genos looked flustered for a second, eyes averting and darting across the room.
“I...Saitama, may I ask you a question?”
Saitama felt a little nervous when Genos sat back up again, taking both of his hands into his own and fixing the bald man with an unwavering gaze.
“...Would you...continue fighting monsters with me?”
What?
Saitama's eyes went wide at the question, mind completely blank. He had not expected that, not in a million years, and so when Genos refused to look away and nervously waited for his answer, he clamped up.
“What do you mean?”
Neither of them really could fight monsters anymore, especially with the Association coming after them, not to mention the villain's extreme power-
“Saitama, I do not wish to be a hero...not like the one I've been in the past...However, I still want to fight against the evils of this world, and...” Genos took a deep breath.
“...I wish for you to fight by my side.”
Saitama was speechless as Genos brought the villains hands to his lips, kissing the knuckles lightly. The teen seemed to be anticipating the worst, but the bald man couldn't muster up the strength to fully reject his offer.
“...but I am too strong...Genos , I-” Saitama didn't know why he struggled to speak all of a sudden, a warm feeling spreading deep within his chest.
“Saitama, you are no villain. You have saved my life over and over again, and I can see that you have no sense of evil within you.”
Shit, Genos was serious about this, huh?
Saitama leaned his head back and let out a long sigh, trying his best to think of a way to talk the cyborgs out of this.
“I doubt that I can save anyone, let alone a bunch of civilians.”
“You saved me, my hero.”
Saitama tensed up at that shot a glare right at the teen, but his confused eyes met with the others tender ones. Genos looked completely sincere, red irises shining with love as the cyborg placed more kisses along Saitama's knuckles, effectively shutting up every nagging thought.
“What will you do if I say no?”
Genos closed his eyes and let out a quiet sigh, making the villain's heart quell. The teen looked defeated, like Saitama had killed the little glimmer of hope the brat had held on to this entire time.
“I would still wish to rid this world of evil...even if it would cause great damage to me...”
That brat-
Saitama let out a frustrated sigh, using the closeness to the others face to his advantage and pulling the teen back down. He knew that he couldn't let Genos go through with that decision, cursing the fact that the cyborg had probably had this planned all along. No, there was no way that Saitama would let Genos get himself killed, especially now that he had dragged the teen through the mud with him.
Well, in a sense he owed the brat his life, so was it really such a bad thing to fight monsters again?
“We can try it out...but, Genos...promise me you won’t be as reckless if we do.”
Kisses were showered down onto the villain, and soon he was engulfed by the cyborgs strong arms. It was an astounding reply, and Saitama let out a dramatic defeated sigh, letting his own arms snake around the teen's frame and hold him close.
Saitama closed his eyes and felt a smile creep on to his lips, heart a lot lighter than he could ever remember. There was a new found hope, an idea of what to do with the rest of his miserable life, and he would gladly give it to see the hero fulfill his dreams. He would have to work the true kinks out of the agreement, but they could work on that...They had time...
The villain could feel his eyes dropping, hand coming up to ruffle the cyborgs black locks in content.
Yes, they had all the time in the world.
.
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Chapter Text

.
“Jackass!”
Genos readied his blasters, hands moving into a defensive stance as he surveyed the area. The monster they had been fighting had disappeared underground, and while the cyborg could have used his incinerators to discharge a powerful stream of fire into the tunnels the beast had carved, it would have hurt the overall foundation of City B, and potentially wrecking the city even further.
“Shit” The raven ignored the angry glare that was shot his way, a furious S-class hero still hot on his tracks.
This had been so much easier when he had been by himself.
“Oi, Genos, you okay?”
No, he really wasn't okay. Saitama and him, had shown up to defeat a demon level-threat in City B, but an hour into the battle, and the monster had yet to be dealt with. This had been meant to be an easy mission, and Genos had insisted that his partner sit this one out, opting to learn from the battle and strengthen his own abilities with the experience.
What he hadn't anticipated though was...well...
“Yo man! This is my monster, get lost!”
Metal Bat had joined the fight, just when Genos had started gaining the upper hand. The hero decided to take over the battle, using his bat and strength to make the raven's life significantly harder, and forcing him to be more focused on staying out of the line of fire. Now, the cyborg had to avoid the attacks of two opponents, moving around the battlefield nervously, in hopes of minimizing even more damage to the town...and himself.
The hero had dropped in unexpectedly, letting out a startling war-cry as he flung himself down onto the villain, with little success. Genos had been preoccupied with the monster, but his sensor had alerted him in the last second, giving him a chance to dodge the powerful blow and momentarily stun the beast he had been fighting.
The new enemy had made Genos's simple plan a little harder from that point, making halfhearted attempts at the cyborg with his bat, while also trying to take down the humongous worm in front of them. It had almost been like a bad game of some sort, both teens trying their damnedest to land a solid hit on the very agile creature, yet missing regardless.
At one point the two had gotten closer to their target, ignoring each other for just enough time to land a solid blow to the monster. The creature had wailed, embedding itself underground and causing light tremors to rattle under City B. It put the two in a very tense situation, waiting for the beast to come out and attack.
“That piece of shit! Come back out here, you bastard!” Genos had to muse at the childish hero, watching him give up at his halfhearted attempt to taunt the monster back onto the surface. Metal Bat quickly caught himself though, resuming his fight against the Demon Cyborg and making the annoyed villain dodge the powerful attacks.
But now, despite Genos having to fight two powerful opponents, Genos didn't really have anything to be worried about...
Saitama was lazily watching the whole thing unfold, always with a serious eye on his lover. Just because he promised to stay out of the way, didn’t mean he wasn’t going to jump in when Genos was in trouble. They didn't have the option of seeing the doctor for another solid week, and he really didn’t want to have to carry the teen around like a rag doll again.
Genos braced himself when the ground began shaking beneath them. He and Metal Bat readied their weapons, unsure where the giant worm like creature would spire from next.
“Yo, toaster, I think that thing is gonna-”
The two didn't have time to hesitate and had to instantly move away once the ground started crumbling underneath him.
Metal Bat let out a manly yelp, jumping out of range while gripping his bat tightly. He was ready for battle, swinging his weapon with full force as soon as the giant worm appeared before the two teens. His blow was powerful, a little shock-wave rippling through the area and sending little chunks of rubble flying everywhere...
...but not really injuring the beast.

“What the hell!”

Metal Bat tried again, but with just as little success. His attacks were not penetrating the thick skin of the creature, and it was pissing off the hero even more, completing derailing his thought of trying to capture the villains. He had a much bigger fish to fry, well in this case, worm.
“Careful, it's about to come for ya.” Saitama said lazily, just as uninterested as ever, even letting out a loud yawn and paying little attention to anything that wasn't Genos.
The cyborg was ready to react, using his blasters to propel his body midair before aiming his incinerators and expelling a powerful energy beam at the unearthed monster, rousing a screech from it. The creature seemed to be quite affected by the heat, and it soon retreated back into its hole, leaving the two fighters growling in frustration.
“Little, bitch-” Metal Bat ran over to the hole with a pissed off look on his face, his eyes burning with anger. He let out an annoyed sigh before turning to the two villains. “Oi, don't you guys have anything better to do?”
Genos didn't bother to reply to the hero's question, instead scanning the ground for any possible forms of life. He should get this fight over and done with...after all; he had left Saitama waiting for over an hour now. One look at the villain, and he could see how bored the other truly was, leaning back against a large piece of rubble, watching the two teens fight with a slightly amused expression on his face.
“No, not really...Hey, Genos, let's pack up, okay?”
Yes, the cyborg wanted nothing more than to end this fight, and to head back to City Z with his partner. Maybe they two could stop by a good sale along the way, and cook something good for dinner tonight.
“As you wish...”
“Yo, why aren't you fighting too, asshole?”
Saitama perked up at the hero's outburst, but decided not to answer the question. Truth was, the he was very comfortable where he was situated, and there wasn't really a need for him to step in and help. Genos wasn't in any kind of danger, and as long as the pompadoured hero didn't try to start anything, they were good.
“Do not talk about Darkness that way, Metal Bat.” Genos growled out.
“What? He should get his lazy ass up and do something too!”
“Nah, I'm good.” Saitama smiled when he heard the hero let out a truly exasperated huff, turning away from the villain and focusing on finding the worm. He couldn't help but feel a little entertained, especially after watching the two teen's fight for what seemed like forever now. It was nice to see Genos somewhat acting his age for once.
But they really should be going soon. Any more time wasted here, and more of the heroes could show up, potentially hindering their time to get out of here.
“Oi, Genos. It's to your right this time”
Saitama could feel the creature begin to resurface, the earth around them gently vibrating as the armored beast bore its way through the concrete below. It wasn't the most pleasant feeling in the world, and soon the villain had had enough of this whole fight, getting up from his lazy position on the ground.
Something wasn't right.
“Oi, Genos, let's get out of here.”
Saitama couldn't put his finger on what was bugging him, but something was definitely off.
“You worthless humans. Do you really think that you can defeat me?” The worm announced as it finally broke through the surface, the ground around them caving in to make way for its ginormous body.
The two teens tensed up at the monster's entrance, preparing their weapons to fight.
Saitama didn't.
The villain readied his body to jump, only barely listening to the creature boast about its power. He was ready to go home now, maybe stop by a grocery store along the way and find something cheap to make for dinner. It was getting late in the day, and Saitama could really use a shower after they had hopped from city to city, maybe a soak for good measure.
His body left a slight crater as he lifted himself off the ground, flying at a blinding speed towards the creature. The fight was over in less than a second, a single fist obliterating the monsters body with ease and causing rain of grotesque innards.
Saitama moved fast, getting out of the way of the falling gore and coming over to Genos. The punch had barely taken any effort at all, and he was still just as bored as before, face scrunched up in an unenthusiastic frown.
“Oi, let's go.”
The two teens were awestruck, watching the remaining pieces of tissue and other organs covered the ruined part of City B. It was like a gross hail of carnage, one that Saitama was very much used to, but it still amazed his partner every time.
Well, now they would have to watch their step, cause if there was anything that could make Saitama's day worse, it was stepping into nasty monster guts and getting it all over his suit.
“That was amazing!” Genos's expression made Saitama's heart bounce a little, face getting flustered over the stupid compliment that was hardly true. It had taken him literally one punch, how was that 'amazing'?
But the way Genos was smiling at him made Saitama refrain from commenting. He had defeated the monster, and that was basically all that they had set out to do. Now, that the other S-class hero had no more monsters to fight, it was high time to get out before any more showed up.
“Dude, that was supposed to be my bounty!” Saitama snickered as the hero waved his bat angrily at him.
“Careful where you swing that thing...” Heh.
“What was that, bastard?”
“Metal Bat, don't you dar-”
Genos was getting angry again, but the villain let him rage this time, too focused on the weird feeling in his gut. Something wasn't right, and he felt like he should get out of here as fast as possible-
Not that anything could hurt Saitama, but with Genos here, he should really be on high alert.
“Master, are you alright?” Saitama grimaced at the name, and shot Genos an annoyed look. The teen had picked up that title after the two had started fighting in public, as a measure to keep Saitama's name a secret, as well as to make him squirm. At first it had made Saitama laugh, thinking it was a joke, but the cyborg had been dead serious about it. The villain had tried to stop Genos from calling him something that kinky, but the teen found a strange fascination with the way the bald man would react to it, namely becoming a strange mix of cranky and flustered.
“Oi, let's get out of he-” Saitama snapped up, feeling a strong source of power from above.
Was that a flying rock?
Oh shit.
“You Asshole, that was supposed to be my catch!” A familiar high pitched voice rang in the villain's ears, making him tense from surprise.
The green goblin.
The petite lady hovered into area. There was no doubt that she was the one controlling the heavy boulder, and by the looks of it, she was seconds away from hurling it down at them.
Well, almost. The meteor didn't seem to be coming closer, and that let the bald man relax a bit, hopeful that the hero wouldn't change her mind and smash an even bigger hole into City B. That would be pretty much the opposite of what Saitama wanted right now...
“Tatsumaki, you might want to watch what you say about my mas-”
Saitama moved quicker than the speed of light, grabbing the cyborg before the green glow could engulf him fully, and making quick of their escape. Sadly, this wasn't his first rodeo, and he knew how bad the two former co-workers got along. Genos was too smug for his own good, and any second later and the teen would have been hurled into the nearest boulder, again. It was kind of like a promised trip to Dr. Kuseno’s, and Saitama didn't want to deal with that today.

“Come back here, punk!”

The villain didn't hesitate this time, holding Genos tight while fleeing the scene.
“Dammit, Genos...” Saitama didn't give the teen a chance to reply, dodging bits of debris flying at them and running away at the blinding speed of a true coward. He couldn't risk letting Genos getting himself injured over something like this, not after the green goblin had desolated the villain over and over again. They had just come back from a visit from the doctor, and there were only so many spare parts that Saitama could use for the time being. “You need to stop doing that!”
“...my apologies.” The bald man sighed in annoyance.
“We got really lucky...”
Once they were out of harm’s way, Saitama visibly relaxed, even allowing a small relieved smile on his face. It didn't seem like the troublesome heroes would follow them this time, which meant that Genos wouldn't need repairs tonight. Well, that was a first, but also a very much welcomed change. The bald man was getting better and better at keeping the cyborg safe, and that was definitely a positive.
“Well, time to go home... does hot pot sound good?”
“That sounds lovely, Saitama”

 .

 Genos smiled as his sensors completed their processes, ensuring him that the sleeping villain in his arms was very much content, even after his tough battle yesterday. Saitama had fought valiantly against a powerful sea king, had gotten in the line of fire to protect Genos from getting ripped into pieces again, and taken the blunt of some very powerful attacks straight on.
All because Genos had gotten in over his head.
The cyborg had tried his best to fight the monster with everything he had, gathering all the available energy from his body and blasting it at the creature, but the monster had taken little damage from the attack, even beating the teen faster than many other enemies had been ever capable of.
The sea king had toyed with Genos, moving at a surprising immense speed, despite its large physique and taunting the villain to go all out in battle, despite all the warnings his partner had given him. It set the teen off, watching as the beast attacked a civilian shelter, just to watch the people scream in fear. The cyborg's sense of justice had made him go deaf, pushing his body past a dangerous level.
 It had been a bad idea from the start, and Genos had payed dearly.
Saitama had stepped in at the last second, right before the creature had had the chance to rip his arm off. The older man had been pretty pissed at Genos, as well as the monster, and the battle had continued through the bald man's scolding, with the two villain's dodging the powerful blows and barely paying any attention to the enemy. Once Saitama had been done with him, he had made very short work of the sea being, punching him with a sour scowl on his face and taking them home immediately.
Saitama had been mad at the cyborg all night long after that, and it had taken a great deal of reassurance and talking to get the villain to ease up again. Genos knew that he had been reckless that day, had jeopardized his own body in favor of defeating the enemy, and that would have to change. He had told Saitama that he would take better care of himself, that he would try his best to keep that promise he made so long ago, no matter what.
So far he had been pretty bad at doing just that.... he just kept getting himself into needless fights over trivial things.

“...I'm sorry.”

Genos let his fingers trace over the villain's face, delighted at feeling the smooth skin right under his metal fingertips. His touch was gentle, knowing fully well that waking Saitama up would be a bad idea, especially since they had stayed up a little longer last night. And he was also content in just being able to touch him, feel the human warmth seeping into his plating, and relaxing to the sound of Saitama's hypnotically calm breathing.
The villain looked so vulnerable, body completely lax and making him appear a lot less threatening, compared to his normally terrifying image.
“You are beautiful, Saitama” Genos kept his voice barely above a whisper, taking in the sight of his lover's relaxed face. These were his favorite moments, where he could be close to the man, and not have to worry about anything interrupting them. He could touch Saitama all he wanted; hold him close as his body warmed the other through the chilly night.
He remembered back to when he realized how amazing Saitama truly was, also when he had been able to enjoy the others closeness. It had taken the help of the doctor, an attack of a strange enemy, as well as a full set of limbs to truly understand his own feeling for the man, and Genos was thankful that he had gotten the chance to see the villain for who he really was.
A true hero. One worthy of the cyborg's affection, and he would dedicate his life to keeping the man out of harm's way.
Even if Saitama didn't need it.
Genos eased closer, simply enjoying the input of data his sensors were cataloging of his master’s perfect skin. He traced his fingers along the man's ears, his face, the hollow of his neck, and then lastly, his lovely shoulder, watching the sleeping form stir from the attention. Saitama curled against the cyborgs hard chest to seek more of the teen's heat, something that Genos was very willing to give him.
He quickly turned up his body temperature, pulling the villain closer and reveling in the feel of the smaller frame pressed flush against his.
“...So lovely...” Saitama moaned out, his voice that lovely sleep bitten quality that had Genos’s core whirring loudly in his chest. His body practically coursing with electricity at even just the slightest sound from the villain. He was treading on thin ice here, but that didn't stop him touching, making sure that he wouldn't wake Saitama up too fast.
The light started to break through the window, a faint glow illuminating the room while Genos blissfully enjoyed the moment, closing his eyes to fully appreciate the soothing atmosphere.
“G.....eno...”
Well, it seemed like Saitama was waking up after all.
Genos pulled the bald man up a little, placing a kiss upon the others head before lightly letting his lips rest against soft skin. Saitama hated it when the cyborg did that, but these were the moments that the finicky man was most agreeable, which allowed him to indulge in the amazing feeling of having his lover this close.
“...stop that.”
Genos smile, knowing fully well that the demand was halfhearted. Even though Saitama despised his lack of hair, that didn't mean that Genos did, and the cyborg relished in the feeling of having smooth, hairless skin glide along his lips. Nowadays, Saitama wasn't even getting that grouchy anymore, warming up to the cyborg’s touch and letting the other do as he wished.
“Good morning, love.” Genos kept his voice at a whisper, hoping it would accommodate the sleepy man in his arms.
“...Morning.”
The cyborg could feel the heat coming from Saitama's cheeks as he placed one last kiss against his forehead, easing away just enough to look back down. The villain had a grumbling expression, but since he wasn't complaining, there really wasn't anything to keep Genos from continuing.
The cyborg scooted the bald man all the way up, bringing their faces closer together to enjoy the soft puffs of breath hitting his chin.
“What's gotten into you this early in the morning?”
Genos chose not to answer. There were many thoughts going through his head right now, many that would make Saitama blush even further, but this tender moment was hardly the time to express them. No, he was content like this, to just hold his lover in his arms.
Saitama would find out soon enough.
Genos's focused his red eyes on the confused expression of his partner, which made his lips turn into a smile before kissing the man. In the months that they had been together, the villain had never failed to make him giddy like this, make him feel loved and happy by the mere presence of another human.
He wanted to stay like this forever, live in this cozy little apartment, spend his time fighting crime during the day, while cuddling with the most powerful villain in the world at night, and experiencing anything and everything in between.
This was his home now, and Genos wouldn't trade it for the world.
“Saitama, what would you like for breakfast today?”
.
“Whoa, this looks great!”
Genos smiled at the compliment, pulling out his own bento from their backpack.
The two had decided have a lazy today, and try not to start any fights, especially after causing a lot of ruckus with the Association. They would have to lay low for a while, which meant they couldn’t engage any monsters either. Saitama had actually defeated too many of them, which pissed off the Association to no end. While a lot of people were glad for the sudden decline of violence, it took a great deal of funding and motivation out of HQ, and that caused some tension between the two parties.
Especially with Tatsumaki.
Genos snickered at the memory, as the green goblin had swooped down in front of the pair and decimated the monster in an instant, just to turn around and rub it in their face. She had been the one to curse Saitama out, telling him to stop his rampage and leave some of the threats to her. It had caught the villains off guard, but Saitama had somehow understood her request, ushering Genos out of the vicinity of danger.
Genos had not been very fond of the demand, yet after he had promised Saitama that he would be less reckless, he had to give it a rest. Tatsumaki was an opponent that could easily wipe the floor with the cyborg, new weapons be damned, and he would have to stop taunting the heroine completely...
...for Saitama's sake.
Genos let the bitterness go, a smile forming on his lips as he watched as the villain dig into the home made lunch he had prepared. They had settled for a picnic, since the weather had warmed up enough to fully enjoy being outside. The teen had chosen to go to the abandoned high rise they had visited before, one he had itched to return to ever since the last lunch they had shared.
“I hope you enjoy it.” Genos said before they fell into an easy silence, watching the empty landscape in front of them.
They were truly alone here, and it was a great feeling.
“Saitama, do you think that the Association will try and vindicate City Z as they did City A?”
“Hmmm?”
Genos couldn't help but remember the plan he had wished for. That the Association would come in and help the citizens in need here, rebuild the city to its former glory. That was just about the opposite of what he wanted now, especially since the safety of City Z was his top priority. The two had done a great job getting rid of all the threats that arose, never catching the attention of the newly rebuilt HQ, and avoiding confrontation.
Yes, life now was a lot easier. It had taken him a few months to finally acclimate, but with the constant watchful eye of his partner, they had managed to ease into a slower, more carefree life style. It had given Genos a lot of time to reflect on his position here, and his new found goal. He finally felt like he had a purpose, not just blindly trying to project justice onto the world. He lived here now, had a home that he could come back to, and someone that made sure that he did...
“Nevermind.” Genos smiled to himself again before he dug into his own food.
There was a very low chance that the heroes would try claim the area, especially with all the trouble they had rebuilding City A again. They had modified the city, now housing the heroes and aiding the citizens with fast access to other areas. Apparently Metal Knight had chosen this idea, and it put the two villains a lot at ease. If the heroes were now centralized far away from them, there would be no real reason for them to venture out to City Z.
Especially with the condition the city was in.
Genos could still see the clean path that Saitama had plowed through the city, when he had decimated the skeleton crew and 'saved' Genos. It was a location he had gone back to a few times, just for old time’s sakes, and it never failed to fascinate him. That day he had been so close to ending everything, had tried to kill the monsters and Saitama without even considering his own life. That had changed now. With all the fighting they had done in the recent months, Genos had learned to preserve himself, to only engage in dangerous situation if it truly called for him. It gave him a new determination in battle, a new goal.
To live.
Genos shot Saitama an intense stare, watching as the unsuspecting villain happily ate his food. They had been so close to losing this. So very close. Genos leaned in, kissing the startled man on the cheek and enjoying the way his face instantly lit up. Saitama almost seemed to choke on his food, but caught himself in the last minute, and shot the cyborg a confused glare.
“What the hell was that for?”
Genos didn't answer, putting his arms around the clueless villain and pulling him close, just enjoying the warmth against his metal body. It was moments like these that he could truly be thankful for, the ones which made his core hum and glow brilliantly in his chest, imitating the same feeling of a heart thrumming wildly with adoration.
And it was all because of one person.

“Thank you.”

.
“You gluttonous humans are nothing but abominations, polluting the earth with your worthless objects.” The giant monster strode forward, making his way through City Y after wreaking havoc on the surrounding areas. The beast was giant, using its powerful snout to suck away buildings and rubble, everything that was in its path, like it was nothing.
“You shall now boil in the depths of the underworld that spreads below my mighty snout.”
This was going to be easy.
“Target Acquired. Threat level: Dragon” Genos didn't waste any time, turning on the blasters to maximum power while moving a remaining victim out of the monsters vicinity. This monster had been plaguing them for the last hour now, originating in City Z with very little success. The beast caused quite a ruckus, yet ultimately growing bored with the wasteland and heading to find a more populated area.
Genos and Saitama had almost missed it.
Almost, but really… how can one miss a giant pig.

 “Who do we have here?” 

Genos shifted back to inspect the child in his arms, making sure that he hadn't taken any damage.
Negative. The kid seemed relatively fine, staring at the villain with wide eyes.
The cyborg let out a relieved sigh, placing the kid back onto the ground and finishing his initial scanners. The monster had destroyed a large part of City Y, hurting a lot of the civilians in the process, and that really pissed Genos off.
“A great man who is a villain for fun...” Genos announced angrily “...and redemption.”
“A great man?”  The monster was too confident for its own good, lifting its giant pitch fork and aiming to squish the cyborg with a powerful blow.
Suddenly, Genos could hear his core whirr faster, feeling a familiar presence rushing toward him. It was the one he always looked out for, could locate no matter what.
The villain that he could always depend on.
All it took was one punch, and the being’s insides were scattered all over the ruined parts of City Y. Saitama had done it again, taking out another powerful monster without even breaking a sweat, minimizing damage to the area.
“And...his partner.” Saitama added.
Genos watched as the previous kid gazed up at him, admiration shining in his eyes. It was something he could cherish now, and he felt a warm ache of pride as he retreated and headed over to his lover.
Saitama was smiling with an easy look on his face, glancing over as the cyborg came closer.

A truly great man.

“Let’s go home, Genos.”
.

The End





Notes:


I....Uhm. I can't believe it's over. I've been kinda sad all week long, knowing that I'm gonna have to end this story, and that is still not really clicking with me. If you have made it this far, thank you! Thank you so much for tuning in and taking the time to read this story from beginning to end! It's been a wild ride, and so much has happened to these dorks. Lol, this fic was only supposed to be 30k long in the beginning, and so freaking much had happened since then, that I really can't believe how far it's come. Hehehehe, this is my first completed long fic, and I couldn't be more proud. Thank you guys for encouraging me along the way, and keeping me motivated to finish it! 
That being said, I'm gonna take a few days to read this story from beginning to end, and see how silly I've been.  It's been a solid four months now, and I have been dying to see it completed since the beginning. So please, if you have the time, would you tell me what your favorite part was? It would definitely make my day, and I would very much appreciate it. 
Again, thank you guys so much for reading, and I can't wait to start the next story!
:D
Danke.














Notes:

Feel free to hit me up at tumblr.com/blog/iron-cap and tell me what you think about this story. I have a LOT of Villain!AU fan art, and I'm very responsive!
: )




	[image: ]	Saved with Readeck
https://archiveofourown.org/works/5427353?view_full_work=true






OEBPS/nav.xhtml

  
    Table of Contents


    
      		Front Matter


		Chapter 1: The Rude Beginning


		Chapter 2: Dark Horse


		Chapter 3: Ayo Technology


		Chapter 4: At Life's End


		Chapter 5: Surface


		Chapter 6: Say


		Chapter 7: Sunburn


		Chapter 8: Mighty Fall


		Chapter 9: Blackheart


		Chapter 10: Rusted From the Rain


		Chapter 11: Already Gone


		Chapter 12: Hurricane


		Chapter 13: Resistance


		Chapter 14: Hero


		Chapter 15: Break Them


		End Notes & Metadata



    


  
  
    
      		Table of Contents


      		Start of Reading


    


  





OEBPS/Images/icon-VAfcQy14W5rpScKHvGhFPC.ico





