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Transformations: Morpheus

Havana, Cuba

Cathedral of Morpheus

Now

Demona followed the Mother Superior down a marble hall. It wasn’t an unpleasant task.

Mother Superior Hecate had an hourglass figure encased in a tight black and white latex nun’s outfit. 

And she literally oozed with sex. 

The woman was bound to one of the few White Witches Demona hadn’t met: Cum Slut Cathy.

One look at Hecate was enough to explain the White Witch’s fascination with a woman who could literally kill her with a thought.

Demona smiled as she watched the sway of the Mother Superior’s hips.

Death might be worth it.

Hecate stopped outside an ornate set of double doors. She turned and faced Demona.

The front view was quite nearly as perfect as the back, if not for the solid black eyes and the look of complete anxiety on the beautiful woman’s face.

She ‘tsk’ed’ and fiddled with the collar of Demona’s pink nurse’s dress. “Fuck. Couldn’t you have worn something more revealing? Does this unzip or something?”

“In the back,” Demona grumbled.

“Goddamn it,” Hecate hissed. “Well, try to get undressed as soon as possible. Turn.”

Demona rolled her eyes and turned around.

Hecate lifted the back of the skirt. “At least you aren’t wearing panties. Masturbate a little so she can smell you.”

“Oh, fuck you, Hecate,” Demona said as she turned and straightened the back of her dress. “Am I here in a medical capacity or as a party favor?”

“I haven’t the faintest clue. She showed up unannounced with Sister out of the country and demanded to see you.”

Demona had been woken from the bed she was sharing with Courtney Fuchs on Level 10 of Stallion’s by an incessant ringing from her cell. It was a message.

DEPART ITHACA VIA CHURCH LEARJET ONE HOUR. LILITH AWAITS IN HAVANA. COME ALONE AND IMMEDIATELY!

Hecate sighed. “You are to address her as ‘Demon Goddess Lilith’ or ‘My Goddess’. Under no circumstances refer to her as ‘Lilith’. Understood?”

“So I call her ‘Lil’, got it,” Demona said.

“Goddamn it, doctor! They warned me you were flippant!”

Demona put her hands on either side of Hecate’s face. “Hey, calm down, penguin. I can be charming to the royalty when I have to. Chill, baby.”

Hecate glared at her with her unsettling black eyes. “You do realize I can kill you with a glance, right?”

Demona winked. “Don’t think Lil would like that, do you?”

Hecate gritted her teeth.

Demona laughed. “Relax, I can handle this. Maybe afterward you and I could have a private meeting?”

Hecate rolled her black eyes. “You’re just like Cathy. Whore and Professional Castes are oversexed.” She turned away as Demona chuckled.

Hecate knocked.

“Come in, Mother Superior,” a woman’s voice said. It was sultry and smooth.

Hecate opened the door.

The suite beyond was opulent and just as gaudy as the door. Everything was marble and gold.

A huge bed as big as four king sized mattresses pushed together in a 2x2 rectangle dominated the room.

There had been a party. Actually, the party was still going on.

No fewer than ten people lay naked on the bed, some unconscious. Men and women lay tangled together on gold silk sheets.

All of them were smiling.

They looked exhausted.

Only one couple fucked in the middle of the bed: a blonde with curly blonde hair was riding the long, stiff cock of a dark skinned man who lay beneath her. Hands caressed them both as they labored.

Demona smiled. Her annoyance at being rousted from her bed and flown thousands of miles in the dark was fading.

“Join me, doctor. You may leave, Mother Superior.”

A woman stood on the glass balcony beyond the room. The lights of Morpheus’s Havana spread out below her in a mosaic of neon.

Lilith faced away from Demona, her hands on the glass guard rail as she gazed down at the city. She wore a long, black latex dress that encased her like a second skin and stiletto heels that had to have been eight inches long.

The woman’s scale seemed to be wrong. She was impossibly tall and thin, dwarfing the mother superior. Even Ray would have had to look up at her face.

It was the spine - it was too long for a human. The legs and arms were similarly elongated. Even her fingers seemed stretched.

Her raven black hair cascaded down the open back of the latex shell.

Hecate caught Demona’s eyes. She mouthed the words, ‘Be careful’. Then she turned and left quickly, closing the double doors behind her.

“Come, doctor. I don’t bite.”

Demona looked at the sleepy orgy on the bed as she walked toward the balcony.

Lilith laughed. “Poor dears, I’m afraid I wore them out. I’ve chosen a few and marked them. I’m taking them home with me.”

Demona glanced back at the bed.

Several of the men and women had an ‘L’ branded into their foreheads.

Demona was walking on discarded clothing - the latex outfits of priests and nuns. “They’re Religious Caste?”

“She speaks! And she doesn’t address me properly.”

“Sorry. Are they Religious Caste, Demon Goddess Lilith?”

“Yes, I asked the mother superior for her prettiest, and surprisingly? She didn’t disappoint. And, please, call me Lilith. I abhor titles, don’t you?”

Demona smiled as she stood beside Lilith and looked down on the Cathedral of Morpheus complex and the city beyond. The balcony was just above the head of the crystal statue of Morpheus. Far below, she could see people walking in and out of the Cathedral beneath the crystal phallus of their god.

She looked up into Lilith’s smiling face.

Her beauty was captivating and profoundly disturbing. The face was long but well-proportioned with a sensuous mouth and lips painted black. Thin black eyebrows arched above her blue eyes - eyes slit vertically like a snake’s.

The neck was long and regal.

The breasts though were mesmerizing.

Demona stared.

Lilith had four breasts.

Two above and two below.

The top breasts were at least a G cup, the lower DDD. The dress had openings for both cleavages held closed over the nipples with gold buckles. Below her breasts, the midsection of the dress was open, revealing her long, muscled abs.

She had two navels, one above the other, both pierced with inverted pentagrams.

An inverted pentagram tattoo stretched from just below her lower navel to her clit, which was almost visible.

Demona simply stared with her mouth open.

Lilith smiled. “Yes, you may.”

Demona blinked. “What?”

“You may touch them, doctor.”

“Telepath?”

“Of course.” She nodded.

Demona reached up and undid the buckles allowing the breasts to fall free from the latex dress.

She didn’t bother with nipple clamps, the Ambrosia flowed freely from her breasts.

Demona caressed the breasts one after another, her hands coating with Lilith’s milk. “How? How did he?”

Lilith ran her long fingers through Demona’s dark hair as Demona caressed her. “He admires you. Do you know that? He’s proud of you. He considers you an artist and scientist every bit his equal. That’s quite a compliment, Dr. Demona.”

“I don’t even know how he could begin to make something as beautiful as you,” Demona whispered.

“I’m not a surgeon like the two of you. But I do know he cloned me. The clone grew inside me without a brain.”

“In your womb?” Demona asked.

Lilith shook her head. “No. Inside my torso. Over time, I grew to become what you see.”

“How long?”

Lilith smiled. “Decades. I was asleep. I don’t know for sure.”

“Could I possibly study you? The advances I could make...”

Lilith held up a small USB drive. “All his notes on my creation. I anticipated you would want this.”

Demona reached for it with a smile.

Lilith held it tight. “There is a price.”

Demona loosened her grip. “What’s the price?”

“Turn.”

Demona turned around and gasped as Lilith found the zipper to her dress and eased it down. She let the dress fall to the balcony floor.

She turned Demona to face her and studied Demona with her reptilian eyes. “He said you were beautiful.”

Demona smiled as Lilith shrugged free of the latex sheath and stood naked in the warm night air.

Lilith pulled her close.

“I think I’m going to be okay with the price,” Demona whispered.

Lilith smiled down at her. “You don’t know what it is yet.” She led Demona back into the bedroom.

Upon the return of their goddess, the priests and nuns on the bed made room in the middle.

Demona and Lilith crawled into the middle of the bodies and lay on their sides.

Arms immediately enfolded them both. Fingers caressing and kneading their flesh.

Demona felt her leg lifted and a hard cock pressed against her pussy. It slid into her and she sighed. The man behind her fucked her gently.

A woman slid her head between Lilith’s long thighs and began tonguing her sex.

Lilith smiled at Demona. “I have a story to tell you, and, afterwards, a favor to ask.”

A woman kissed Demona’s neck.

Demona listened as the group made love to them both.

***

Lilith

Caribbean Sea

1979

I have a story to tell you. It’s my story, but it’s also his. Because there is no Lilith without Morpheus. So, I’m going to tell you a story within a story, like Russian nesting dolls - Maria Marapova would enjoy that.

And I will start it by asking you a question.

What would you do if you met a god? Would you bow down? Would you run away screaming? Would you become his devoted slave? His acolyte? Would you worship him? Love him? Try to kill him?

I met a god in the summer of 1979 and my life changed. Because of him, of course, everyone’s life will change, but this is my story.

In the summer of ‘79, I had the world in the palm of my hand. I was twenty years old and beautiful - yes, I was that full of myself. Five foot ten, 36C-22-34 with long blonde hair and blue eyes. I completed two years at Vassar before leaving academia to pursue an ‘Mrs’ degree.

I planned to marry well. Not that I was an idiot, far from it. However, I had no interest in law or medicine or politics. I wanted the security and freedom marrying a rich man would give me.

And, on the way, I had fun. 

The seventies were more interesting than today - well, not counting recent events with Morpheus and his Church. Back in the days of disco and cocaine, we knew how to party.

When I wasn’t hunting for a husband with a huge bank account, I was a fixture at Studio 54, just a pretty girl in a short dress rubbing elbows with Blondie, half a dozen Kennedy’s, movie stars, and Warhol with a soundtrack provided by Donna Summer and the Bee Gees.

They called me the ‘Candy Girl’ - my real name is unimportant now. I can barely remember it. Suffice to say you might have recognized my last name if you were anybody who was somebody in the late 1970s.

I was the Candy Girl - I distributed the blow for the rich assholes to powder their noses. Management loved me because I worked for free and didn’t skim off the top, product or cash. Hand out the vials, collect the cash, give it to the bartenders. Rinse and repeat till sunup.

I worked for free because I was rich, and all I wanted was admission to Studio 54, aka the hunting grounds. Yes, being filthy rich would get you in the front door, but I wasn’t that rich. Ugly people were turned away at the door, but even beautiful people like me might not get past the velvet ropes if you showed up every night - they liked to rotate the talent.

But the Candy Girl always got in. The Candy Girl was always welcome.

I was also the Blowjob Girl. My customers knew that a line of blow would buy them a blowjob. Studio 54 was wide open in the late 70s, and I did guys everywhere but the dance floor.

Girls too.

The dance floor was too crowded.

I didn’t fuck for blow. I had guys try, of course.

Not that I didn’t fuck for fun, just not for blow, and never with anyone from 54.

The Candy Girl kept her head when she was on the hunt.

Then, one night in the fall of ‘78, Jack walked into the club.

I’ve heard people describe actual hunting - that moment when the hair stands up on the back of your neck and you know the buck is near and you line up the shot? I felt that. I knew he was there before I actually saw him.

I was dancing with a brunette who looked a lot like Cher. Maybe she was, I’m not sure now.

I was dressed in an open backed silver mini-dress with matching heels, and I could feel his eyes on me.

I turned around and smiled, leaving the brunette who was probably a much better lay dancing by herself.

And there was Jack: mid-forties, slight, an inch shorter than me with thinning black hair and a sallow complexion that spoke of too much time in a boardroom eating take-out Chinese. The suit said Wall Street even though the tie was undone, and the open big collar showed his small, hairless chest.

My Prince Charming.

He was flanked with men who were obviously business associates, but they hovered around him like remoras.

Jack was the big fish, and they were hanging around him hoping for scraps.

I danced, and let me tell you, I could dance. A youth spent in ballet and interpretive dance made me a disco queen.

I looked straight in his eyes and he smiled.

When he stared back, I looked down a little - oh, I could be shy and demure if the situation required. Candy Girl became Submissive Girl in the blink of an eye.

A few seconds later, he left his entourage and walked straight up to me. 

Jack danced like a dead walrus - more of a jerking motion than an actual dance. I didn’t care, I was counting the jewels in his Rolex and wondering if he had a house in the Hamptons.

He left with my number, and I left with his name written on my hand.

This was long before the internet, so I spent the next day in the New York Public Library pouring over New York Times articles and the social registry. Jack was a never-married, multi-millionaire who made a fortune off something called ‘semiconductors’. I had no idea what those were, but the Times assured me they were going to be big business.

His net worth was somewhere north of $500 million and likely to climb higher.

I can remember sitting in the library and smiling.

That night, Jack called me at the apartment I shared with three other girls and asked me out.

Candy Girl retired, and I reverted to being the well-bred, pretty Vassar girl who liked older men.

I sucked his cock on the second date. 

Jack was kissing me, and I innocently touched the front of his slacks.

That’s all he needed. Two hands on my shoulders guided me to my knees. I looked up at him the whole time, giving him the big, adoring, innocent eyes - I deserved an academy award for that scene.

I unzipped him slowly.

Let me say, I’ve never been a big cock junkie. What looks good doesn’t always feel good. Anything over six inches used to make me wince.

Jack was four inches and thin as a finger. I almost felt sorry for him as I mock struggled to suck him off.

I gave him a good blow, but not so good he would know my throat was a well cock paved path. 

However, I did swallow with a smile.

Within a week, he was eating my pussy as well as any lesbian ever did - the thing about some men with cocklets: they either become mean little bastards or they learn to compensate.

Jack was a compensator.

He fell in love of course. Who wouldn't? I made quite a stir walking in on his arm in three inch heels, towering over his associate's trophy wives at company functions. And, afterward, I would always become his overheated little whore.

"Oh, baby, can we fuck in the elevator?" He'd press the emergency stop and I would take off my heels, bend over and let him drive his little cocklet in. All the while, I'm panting and grunting like a bitch in heat. He'd squirt a few drops within two minutes, and I'd cry and tell him how wonderful it was to have his hot cum in my tummy. "Oh, what if you got me pregnant?"

He didn't, of course. I'd had my tubes tied years before. I had no intention of getting knocked-up by some errant sperm, and I had plans - plans that were coming to fruition.

Jack was swept off his feet by my hot little whore act. Like a good little fishy, he swallowed the hook, and I reeled him in.

He asked me to sail with him alone on his yacht from Jamaica to Aruba. I fully expected to be presented with a massive diamond in Aruba. And, believe me, I earned that rock. His little cocklet stayed hard as he watched me lying on the deck day after day on the Caribbean Sea, and I found so many unique ways to please him on that deck. The first time he ever fucked a girl in the ass was on that trip - not my first time, I lost my ass cherry on my eighteenth birthday to a guy whose name I can’t remember.

On the third day out, I was lying on my stomach on the deck. The sun was warm, and the sea was gentle. I wore only the bottom to my white bikini. We hadn't seen another boat since we left Kingston, and we spent our days and nights mostly naked. I was dozing as I heard the engines stop and the anchor drop.

I smiled. Time to earn my keep. He was standing behind me at the wheel, so I pulled my knees under me and slowly let them slide apart. Head down, ass up, he had a fantastic view of my arched back and firm ass. There was just the thin fabric of my bikini crotch in the way. I took care of that problem by sliding it aside with the fingers of my right hand. I gently rubbed my exposed clit and felt my juices flow.

He was behind me in an instant. I heard his trunks hit the deck. "Darling, I have to have you," he said, and I felt his little cocklet nudge against my pussy lips.

"Lick," I whispered.

He groaned but did as he was told. He was learning to be submissive to my desires. I practically owned him at this point, and, although I didn't abuse the privilege and overplay my hand, I did make sure he knew his place.

His talented tongue replaced my finger at my clit, and I moaned. It was genuine - he would have made an excellent lesbian, which looking back on it was somewhat prophetic. He suckled at my clit and slid his middle finger into my dripping cunt, touching my g-spot the way I taught him.

"Yes, just like that," I whispered. Being married to him for a few years wouldn't be so bad. He was attentive, and he could be trained to be more so. He was a good first husband, and I would leave the marriage with at least $250 million dollars. There would be no pre-nup, even if I had to fuck him on the top of the Empire State Building in broad daylight to get his mind off the legalities.

He moved his finger faster and increased the licking of my clit. I was so close. My orgasm was building.

Suddenly, he pulled away. "I have to fuck you!" he screamed, and then his little cocklet was inside me - a pitiful replacement for his wonderful tongue and thin finger.

I groaned in frustration. I hoped he thought it was because he had skewered me with his massive girth rather than groaning because he had ruined what would have been my first real orgasm on the fucking trip. His hands closed on my waist, and I reminded myself of the expected engagement in a few days followed by a few years of profitable wedded bliss.

He pumped faster, and I thrust back against him, telling him how deep he was, begging him not to make a baby in my closed off womb.

Something landed on the deck to my right, just out of my sight. I started to say something when Jack abruptly pulled out. “Who the hell are you?”

Jack wanted to sound tough, but his voice cracked when he yelled it. He came off as weak.

“Sleep,” a man’s voice said, and Jack fell face down on the deck beside me.

A man stood over me, immense, broad chested. He wore only loose fitting white athletic pants. His bronze skin was muscled beyond belief, like someone who worked out and took steroids twenty-four hours a day. Short cropped black hair framed piercing blue eyes.

"Who..." I began.

The man reached down with one massive right hand and laid his fingers on my left temple.

The most peculiar feeling came over me: a sense of calm. I stared into his eyes and felt my fear subside.

I was also incredibly turned on. Was I secretly some sort of submissive?

The man sneered at me. He laid me down on the deck beside Jack on my stomach. He nudged my legs.

I spread my legs without question. Of course, I should spread my legs for him! If that’s what he wanted.

He pushed my bikini crotch to the side, and I wished I had taken the opportunity to remove the bikini bottom completely before spreading my legs.

His fingers entered me - three of them.

He began to thrust the three fingers in and out.

I groaned and then cried out as I felt his thumb drive straight into my anus to the second knuckle.

The man said nothing, but he spun around on top of me. He released his grip on my neck and instead placed a knee against my shoulders. He pressed me into the deck so hard I could barely breathe.

The thumb of his right hand joined the other thumb in my ass, and I croaked out a muffled scream as he stretched my tortured asshole.

And I loved it!

"Let her go!" Jack screamed as he rose onto his hands and knees.

I was free. The man’s hands left my body, and he stood up.

I rolled over.

Jack ran toward us.

The man simply reached out and touched Jack’s forehead.

Jack fell backward on the deck like a tree felled by an axe.

The man stood at Jack’s feet for a moment as if he were sizing Jack up. Finally, the man sighed. "Yes."

It was the first word he had said.

Jack shook his head and moaned as he came back to his senses. He looked at me with fear. "It's going to be okay," he whispered.

My only thought was, it would have been fine if you had simply stayed asleep! I was angry that Jack had dared to interrupt him! But, slowly, my mind began to clear. What was wrong with me? We were being attacked!

The man had walked to the other side of the boat. There was an old fashioned medical bag lying there. "No, it isn't going to be okay," the man said as he retrieved the bag and knelt down by Jack.

"Please... I have money," Jack whispered.

"So do I," the man said.

"What do you want?" Jack whimpered.

“Relax. Don’t be afraid,” the man said.

And Jack went limp on the deck.

"You won't remember any of this, only being excited." He knelt by Jack and rubbed both of Jack’s temples with his big fingers. “You’ve been hiding who you are for decades, haven’t you?”

Jack’s eyes went slack. “Y… Yessss.”

“All those years hiding in a room dressed in lingerie. The feel of silk on your body – the best feeling in the world isn’t it?”

Jack smiled and moaned.

"What are you doing to him?!" I screamed.

“Rewriting his memories,” the man said gently. He had his eyes closed and they darted left and right beneath the lids. “I’m giving him new dreams and desires. Then I’m going to make them come true.”

“Mmm,” Jack sighed. It was a girlish sound.

“How are you doing this?” I asked.

“Be silent and watch,” he commanded.

I panicked. I couldn’t speak!

“Don’t worry. I’ll release you soon.”

I was trembling and all I could do was lie there on the deck as Jack moaned like a woman in the throes of an orgasm!

The man stared into Jack’s face as he moaned and writhed on the deck. “Poor Jack. Just a woman in a man’s body, aren’t you?”

Jack whimpered.

I realized it wasn’t a whimper of fear, it was one of sadness.

But Jack wasn’t gay. I knew this. He was a horny old man who lusted after me. How could he be…?

“You’re right, of course,” the man said as he looked at me while still rubbing Jack’s temples. “He wasn’t gay but now he is – well actually, he believes he is a woman born in a man’s body, so technically he’s a heterosexual woman… soon to be bisexual like you.”

I stared at him like a deer in headlights. He had read my mind and, not only that, he had found my innermost desires and traits!

“Show me your pussy, Jack,” the man said.

Jack spread his legs and fingered his asshole.

“You poor girl. That ugly balls and little dick are in the way, aren’t they?”

Jack nodded and slid his middle finger up his own ass!

“Would you like me to make you into a girl, Jack? A real girl?”

Jack began breathing heavy as he finger fucked himself. “Yesss! God, yes!”

“Your wish is my command, Jack,” The man smiled squeezed Jack's right nipple. He pulled a small syringe from the medical bag and slid the needle into the fleshy nubbin.

Jack's mouth opened and he moaned. “Please! Breasts! I want breasts. I want to be pretty. I want to be beautiful!”

I was almost hyperventilating as Jack practically begged the man to make him into a woman.

He injected Jack's nipple and then turned his attention to the left breast, which he injected as well.

Jack began to moan softly. He reached up and caressed his violated nipples.

"That's right. It's starting to feel good, isn't it?" The man said as he rolled Jack slowly onto his side. He injected something into each of Jack's buttocks, and then rolled him onto his back again.

The man laughed.

Jack's cock was standing straight up, longer and thicker than I had ever seen it. Precum dripped from the open tip.

"That's right. Now you're getting into the spirit of things. This will be the last time you cum." He turned and looked at me. "Come here, slut."

I squeaked and shook my head.

"Don’t make me come and get you. Remember? I’ve been in your mind - you’re just as evil and twisted as I am. Save the acting for your male marks."

I began to sob, but I crawled slowly toward them.

The man leaned down and whispered in Jack's ear. "Your girlfriend is going to make you cum like a man for the last time."

A brief smile crossed Jack's lips.

"Get between his legs, whore."

I crawled between his knees. "Wh... What do you want me to do?"

He handed me a syringe. "Push this needle into the ring of his anus. The needle is short, stick it all the way in."

My hand shook. "No," I whispered and shook my head. "I can't."

He leaned over me and whispered in my ear. "Listen to me. I made Jack want this more than anything. If we stop now, he will never know a day’s happiness. Help me make him into a woman and he’ll live a long and happy life."

"No, please!" I whimpered.

"Inject him."

I held my hand steady as I guided the needle back to his hole.

Jack was moaning, his fingers twisting and pinching his own nipples.

"Push it in," the man whispered.

The needle slid into his ass ring.

"Perfect. Now, push his medicine in."

I put pressure on the plunger, and it moved.

Jack's asshole puffed out and he hissed under his breath.

The man laughed. "That's right."

I pulled the needle out and placed it in the man's hand.

He dropped the spent needle in his bag and handed me another needle. "Now, see this line going back from his ball sack to his asshole? We're going to push this long needle all the way in right at the midway point."

"What are we doing to him?" I whispered. I was afraid to challenge him too much – what if he turned his mind control powers on me?!

"Something wonderful. Push the needle in."

My self-preservation instinct had kicked in. I no longer cared about Jack. I pushed the long needle into his taint.

Jack cried out.

"There, there," the man soothed.

I pulled the needle free and handed it back to the man.

"You're getting the hang of this. Just two more." He handed me a syringe with a thin, short needle. "Take his tiny left ball in your hand."

I gently squeezed his ball sack. "You want me to inject his testicle?"

"Yes."

I pushed the needle in. This drew a wince from Jack as the fluid filled his ball. It swelled in my hand.

The man leaned back and laughed. "All right. One last little thing to do before the final injection. Suck his cock."

I shook my head. "No!"

"He has to cum one last time," he said.

He pushed my mouth onto Jack's hard spasming cocklet. I grunted in pain as the head of his cock hit the back of my throat - something he had never been capable of before.

"Increased blood flow," the man said. I looked up to see him drag Jack's hand away from his swelling left nipple. "Help her satisfy you, Jack."

Jack's hand replaced the man's on the back of my head, and he thrust up, pistoning his cock into my throat.

"That's it, face fuck her," the man said. He stood up.

I was struggling to breathe, but I soon found the rhythm. I tried to reach up with my hand and grab his cock on the down thrust.

"Oh, no," the man commanded. "No cheating. You throat your boyfriend's cock the right way."

I groaned, and this only caused Jack to thrust harder.

"I wasn't expecting to get such a show," the man said. He loomed over me as I tried to keep from choking myself.

"I think I should have some fun as well, don't you?" he asked as he slid off the exercise pants.

I screamed around Jack's cock.

The man's cock hung free. Even soft, his cock was thicker than Jack's wrist and reached almost to his knees. His ball sack hung heavy behind it containing two orange-sized testicles.

It wasn't possible. No one could be that large. He wasn't human.

I tried to pull away, but Jack's hand held me in place.

The man stroked his length with his right hand and the cock grew hard almost immediately. It was almost two feet long, the head as large as an apple. "I know you have all sorts of questions. But time is growing short. I need you to make him cum. If you don't make him cum in the next minute, I'm going to fuck your tiny little pussy."

I bobbed my head faster. This was longer than Jack had ever lasted.

"Quicker, whore," the man said as he jacked off. He knelt beside me and I was looking into a piss slit so wide my little finger would fit inside it. Clear precum began to pour from the hole. It splattered in thick globs on the deck. "You're running out of time. I'm ready to fuck."

Tears were running down my face.

"Let me give you some incentive," he said. He pulled Jack's hand away from my head and dragged me off his cock.

The man turned me to face him. "Open."

I opened my lips as wide as I could. The man’s massive head pushed between my lips.

This is it. He's going to ram it down my throat and kill me, I thought.

Instead, he placed both my hands on his shaft. "Pump it."

I did as he asked.

My mouth instantly filled with his thick, sweet precum.

My mind exploded.

It's the only way I can explain it. I came. My bladder emptied piss on the deck. I came again as I gulped down the sweet fluid from his beautiful cock. I collapsed onto the deck, hyperventilating, my heart beating out of my chest.

I was out of my mind with lust! Something in his juices had turned me into an inferno of perversion.

He stood and leered down at me. "Last chance. Make his puny cock spurt."

I found myself smiling up at him. I had lost all control of my body and my emotions.

I dove on Jack's cock, throated him to the balls. I smiled at the man around Jack's dick and he nodded at me.

"Now, you're ready," the man said. He pumped his cock and I sucked Jack.

My eyes narrowed and I held up the index and middle fingers of my left hand.

The man laughed as I put my fingers together. "That's right, slut."

Time to find Jack's g-spot. I shoved the two fingers into Jack's asshole, and he screamed.

"Deeper," the man said. "Find his prostate. It's swollen almost to the point of bursting now."

I felt the hard lump with my fingertips and massaged it.

Jack screamed and shot a gallon of cum down my throat.

I reached back with my right hand, found my clit, and frigged it hard. I exploded in orgasm again.

I fell away, pulling my fingers from Jack's spasming ass. I swallowed his cum and licked it from my lips as I masturbated.

I scooted away and lay on my back on the deck, my legs spread wide apart.

The man stood over me, his beautiful cock growing even larger.

I raised my hips. I wanted him. It would kill me, and I didn't care. His happiness was all that mattered. My mind fought to clear itself. There was something wrong, something about his precum had made me this way. I was in danger, but I didn't care.

He leaned down and untied the strings of my bikini bottom and threw the rag overboard.

He knelt over my chest, straddling me, his beautiful dick pointed at my mouth. "You're an obedient slut. You'd like me fuck you? Split you in two, wouldn't you?"

"Yesss," I breathed.

"Shh," he whispered as he masturbated. "The aphrodisiac will pass. But I will give you a gift you will cherish even more." His huge balls pulled up against his body and suddenly he was spraying cum on my face.

I opened my mouth, drank it down. It was different than the precum, even more delicious. I felt warm and content. I stopped masturbating, concentrating instead on finding every last drop of cum and swallowing it.

He stood up, his cock finally soft again. He held out his hand. "Come."

I took his hand and stood up. I was shaky on my feet. We knelt beside Jack.

I gasped. He was unconscious. His chest had swollen into two mounds, almost worthy of a bra. His lips had swollen as well, becoming almost feminine if not for the fine down of hair that covered them. His one ball had grown to three times its original size.

The other was completely gone!

"What have you done to him?" I whispered.

"We’re doing what he wants: transforming him into a woman. His balls were so tiny, he won’t miss the one."

"Now, my Igor, one final thing to do." He handed me the last syringe. "Push this into his cock, just below his piss slit, as deep as you can go."

I grasped his tiny shriveled cocklet and slid the needle in without hesitation. Again, he didn't stir. The liquid in this was bright pink, and I pushed it steadily into him.

When it was empty, I pulled the needle out.

The man placed it in the medical bag and walked away, naked, below deck.

I collapsed on the deck beside Jack. The world had turned upside down. Before, I was a woman on her way to Aruba for her engagement.

What was I now? I had helped a madman feminize my boyfriend.

I wanted to puke, but, instead, I simply shook.

A few minutes later, the man returned from below deck. He was eating an apple from the galley. He turned and threw his medical bag toward the stern.

I raised up. A smaller boat was tied to our railing, obviously the one the man had arrived in.

He knelt beside me and picked up his pants. He tossed them over his shoulder and then did the same with Jack's unconscious body.

He took another bite of apple as I stared at Jack's now obviously feminine buttocks hanging across the man's broad shoulders. "I set a fire in the galley. The boat will explode in a few minutes. Come with me and live. Stay and die. Your choice." He walked away with Jack in a fireman's carry. He paused, "But, I must say, it is much more fun being Dr. Frankenstein if I have an Igor."

I watched the powerful muscles in the man's ass, the pendulous swing of his huge cock and balls as he walked away.

I stood up and followed him, naked, onto the boat.

***

The yacht was on the horizon as it exploded. It sank quickly, leaving nothing but a gout of black smoke that curled into the blue Caribbean sky.

The seas rose, became choppy, but the strong engines of the boat powered us through. The man stood like a statue behind the wheel.

I sat with my back to the transom, Jack sleeping fitfully beside me. I leaned back and looked at the name of the boat: Morpheus's Dream written in flowing script, and below it in smaller letters, Isla Satana.

Jack moaned. His hand closed on the head of his cock.

I gasped. It was no longer even a cocklet, but instead a large, soft clit above the massive, swollen single testicle.

The man stood with his back to me, driving the boat, water droplets sliding down his heavily muscled frame. And, as the moon rose huge in the night sky, I wondered, was I in hell?

***

I slept. I’m not sure for how long. The sun had risen, and I was cold and naked. Jack slept fitfully beside me. I didn’t like to look at him.

Him? No, that wasn’t correct. Not him, not her, it - he was no longer a he or she, but neither, and both. Firm C cup breasts now stood on its chest, covered in Jack’s sparse body hair.

The face was still Jack’s from yesterday, though with fuller lips and higher cheekbones.

The Jack-thing feverishly massaged its new clit. No one would ever believe that the tiny jewel now nestled between Jack’s legs had once been a cock.

Below it was the tennis ball sized orb that had once been a testicle. It throbbed with life.

Our captor still stood at the wheel. At some point in the night, he had put the pants back on and had added a thin white t-shirt. He said nothing throughout the night, leaving me to watch over the silent transformation of my would be husband.

I was racked with guilt. I had been a participant in his transformation by this maniac.

True to my nature, my guilt was offset by some part of my mind searching for a story to weave should the authorities miraculously find us here on the deep blue sea. I would tell them I had been forced to watch, but I had never injected Jack with whatever chemical cocktail was transforming him.

The engines stopped, and I curled into a ball on the deck.

The man turned and tossed two blankets toward me. “Wrap these around yourself and our young lady.”

I looked at the blankets in disbelief - he had shown no compassion for us before. Why now?

“Men are coming on board. Stay covered including your face. Say nothing if you value your life.”

Men were coming on board? We were saved! I wrapped the blanket around myself and draped it over Jack’s feminine form.

A few minutes later, I heard boat engines. I wore the blanket like a shawl, and I peered out from deep inside.

The boat pulled alongside. The man threw them a rope and they tied off. The flag on the boat was Cuban.

“Senor Morpheus, Buenos Dias!” A man in a green uniform said as he jumped onto the deck.

Morpheus? Our captor had a name.

“Good morning, Sergeant. You have need of me?” Morpheus asked.

The Sergeant stared down at me. “You have guests?”

“My business, none of yours.”

The Sergeant peered at me through the darkness of my cowl. Something about his face frightened me. I shrank back into the safety of the blanket.

“What do you need, Sergeant?”

The soldier looked back at Morpheus. “Si, we have a job for you. Miguel? Bring the bitch here.”

A fat soldier stood by the deck and threw a figure dressed in black and white onto the deck beside me.

I stared into her dark eyes. She was a nun.

“Ayuda me, por favor, Senora.” She reached out for me and I shrank back.

“This bitch has been fomenting rebellion, Morpheus,” the Sergeant said.

“Senora, por favor!” the nun screamed. I shoved her away with my foot, exposing my leg.

The fat soldier smiled down at me as I hastily drew my leg back under the blanket.

Morpheus pulled a black plastic case from its place in a cabinet behind the wheel. “I don’t care what she’s done. I don’t care who she is.” He opened the box and extracted a bundle of cables. A beeping noise came from a blinking control panel inside the box.

Each of the cables ended in a long gleaming gold needle.

Morpheus leaned over her. “Be still. Don’t be afraid. This is a god’s will.” Morpheus stared directly into the nun’s eyes. “Take off your clothes, sister.”

She stared at Morpheus and smiled as she removed the habit – there was no trace of modesty or fear as she laid each garment on the deck beside her.

The fat soldier tossed her folded garments overboard.

She was beautiful, a long thin body with large breasts and a round ass. She had short black hair both above and below.

“What a waste, eh?” the Sergeant asked. “All this wasted on the church. This is why I am an atheist.”

Morpheus ignored his comment. “You realize, in order to do this right, I should take her with me to my lab? There may be complications.”

“Who cares? She is nothing. We’re going to put her on the street, show her friends what we can do - even to a nun.”

“Very well,” Morpheus said. He knelt in front of the beautiful nun and caressed her temples. “Such a beautiful mind… it needs a touch of darkness though. Everyone needs a touch of darkness.”

She stared lovingly into Morpheus’s eyes.

Morpheus smiled. “Say ‘Morpheus is my God,’ sister. I am your God, aren’t I?”

She shook her head. She seemed to be trying to fight off his mind control.

“Come now, sister. I’m deep inside your mind. Only God can be so deep inside you. Deep inside. Loving you. Deep inside. Like a god would love you. Now, tell me. Tell me who is your God?”

She was gritting her teeth.

Then whatever struggle there was in her mind seemed to evaporate and she smiled sweetly. “Morpheus is my God.”

He stroked her face. “Very good.” He looked up at me. “You see, Igor? A lifetime of faith cast aside for her new god. I’ll bet I could make her whore herself to any man or woman who wanted her so long as I promised to cherish her and care for her as her god - isn’t that right, darling?”

“Si,” she whispered. She was staring awestruck into his eyes.

“You hear that, Sergeant? She’ll fuck anything you tell her to now - no need for my drugs or my machine. She’ll be an obedient little sex toy from now on, won’t you, sister?”

She nodded. “Si.”

He loosened his grip on her and she raised up slightly.

“Stop playing, Morpheus,” the sergeant said. “You know how we want her.”

Morpheus put his hands on her face and pressed her back down. “As you wish, sergeant. Sleep.”

She collapsed on the deck.

I cried out under my blanket as Morpheus massaged her temples vigorously, his eyes closed and moving beneath the lids.

“There see? Your entire life up until now was a pointless exercise, sister. When I’m finished you will be happy.” He opened his eyes, looked at me, and winked. “And you will be powerful.”

The nun went limp and moaned on the deck.

I looked around. The two soldiers were rubbing themselves through their uniform trousers. I would receive no help from these two men.

“Watch, Igor,” Morpheus said. “I’ll do this to your boyfriend when we reach my lab - the portable unit is prone to mistakes, but she should turn out quite nicely.”

The nun lay flat on her back staring unblinking up at the blue sky.

Was she truly brainwashed? I didn’t know how much I could believe, still she stared up transfixed like a zombie.

Morpheus held up one of the golden probes. “Watch carefully, Igor. The display on the control panel tells me when I have the needle in the proper position.” He moved the golden needle gently through her raven hair. A light turned green. “Ahh, there.”

He eased the needle her skull. His hands must have been immensely strong.

“This particular area of her pious little brain holds her morality - we’re going to completely erase this. She’ll be much happier without it.”

He pushed another probe into her head. “Erotic thought area - this will be enhanced and encouraged to grow with stem cells injected through the needle.”

He pushed needle after needle into her skull. The attached cables made her look almost like Medusa.

I was horrified by what he was doing, yet I could not look away. Was some part of me actually aroused by this? He was molding her mind and destroying her soul.

And I was becoming wet.

Morpheus brought over a small pair of white goggles attached by thin wires to a box. The goggles had tiny ear buds molded into them. “This is how I give her a new personality. Try them on.”

I shook my head under the blanket.

Morpheus leaned close. “Put them on, or I’ll take away your blanket. The Cubans will take you with them back home. By this evening, you’ll be blowing dicks for a dime and getting fucked by anything with a cock. Within a week, you’ll have contracted every STD in Havana.”

I took the goggles from him and slipped them on.

There were tiny television screens in the goggles! Something we take for granted now, but in 1979 this was unbelievable. Images assaulted both eyes and ears. Scenes of women being gang fucked in every possible position, being split by enormous cocks in each of their holes. Occasionally, I would see glimpses of words flash by.

“Her pleasure centers are stimulated when she pays attention to the scenes. She learns that being a whore gives her pleasure, the more she fucks, the better she feels - both physically and emotionally. The more perverted the act, the higher the reward.” He slipped the goggles off my head. “Of course, the words are in Spanish, which I’m assuming will be meaningless to you, and you don’t have my golden probes stimulating your pleasure centers. This just looks like a stag film to you, but to her it is a new life.”

“Why are you doing this?” I whispered.

He grasped the back of my head and tilted it back under the blanket. “An agreement I have with the Cubans. I make their undesirables… desirable. And, in return, I get certain financial compensation.”

“Is that why you turned Jack into… whatever it is now?”

He laughed. “No. Jack was merely unfortunate enough to be in the wrong part of the ocean when I was in need of flesh. Lucky for you he is 5’9” while you are 5’10”.”

“What?” I asked.

“I needed someone 5’9” - the client was very specific. You were one inch too tall. Count yourself fortunate.”

“Fortunate?” I hissed. “You’ve ruined my life. He was going to marry me.”

His eyes went cold. “Yes, Igor, you are fortunate. You proved your worth to me when you helped me begin sculpting Jack into my latest creation. It’s been a very long time since I had an assistant. This makes you fortunate indeed.”

I gritted my teeth. “I don’t feel fortunate, you monster.”

He leaned in close and whispered in my ear. “Count yourself lucky and pray you continue to interest me.”

He stood up and walked back to the unmoving nun. “Sergeant, now that you’ve seen God’s little whore naked, would you like any changes made to her?”

The Sergeant smiled and stroked his chin, taking in the still form of the nude woman lying on the deck. “I like her tits - very big, but… let’s make her a fucking freak. How big are they now?”

“Hmm,” Morpheus mused. “A full D cup.”

“What is the size bigger than that?”

The fat soldier spoke up. “Double D.”

The Sergeant shook his head. “No, no, bigger, heavier.”

“G,” Morpheus said.

“Si, G! Make them big G cup titties,” the Sergeant said.

The fat soldier reached down and tweaked her nipples. “Can you make these bigger? So that, even when she is wearing clothes they stand out?”

“Of course,” Morpheus said with a smile. He retrieved an enormous syringe with a long needle from the box behind the wheel. The liquid inside was pink.

“And, her clit,” the Sergeant said. “You can barely see it. Make it bigger.”

Morpheus nodded and smiled. He started to turn, but instead he reached back into the box and pulled out a smaller syringe filled with a milky white liquid. “I think you’ll also enjoy this, but we’ll save it as a surprise.”

He knelt down by the nun. Without hesitation, he drove the needle from the large syringe straight down into her nipple. Morpheus placed his other hand over the plunger. He pressed down.

The small amount of flabbiness in the nun’s upper torso began to pull tight as her right breast grew from a beautiful firm melon into an obscene wet dream orb easily the size of a basketball.

He eased the needle back until it was just inside her dark red nipple. It was already the size of the end of a man’s little finger. He pushed the magic elixir in with the plunger.

Her right nipple began to grow and swell until it was easily as long and thick as Morpheus’s thumb.

“Wh… what is in that liquid?” I asked out loud.

The fat soldier stared at me.

Morpheus turned to me and smiled. “Stem cells gathered through, shall we say less than consensual means thanks to the good sergeant here…”

The Sergeant smiled and bowed to me.

“…mixed with artificial hormones and a polymer that was unapproved for use within a human.” Morpheus said as he recreated the enormous breast and nipple on the left side.

He then picked up the smaller needle and injected the bottom of each breast. “Don’t worry. It’s all perfectly safe. I’ve spent a decade perfecting all my methods.”

The Sergeant stared. “What is that? I’ve never seen you use it before.”

“A new compound. The surprise I mentioned earlier - I think you will enjoy the effects.” 

The former nun’s breast flesh had stretched, and along with it, the flesh over her ribs and abdomen. She now appeared twenty pounds heavier in breasts and twenty pounds lighter over her middle.

Morpheus leaned forward and whispered into the nun’s ear.

She spread her legs and then wantonly raised her ass into the air, bending her knees so her feet were flat on the deck. Her head never moved, and she stared up with the same vacant expression.

From my angle, I could see the black tangle of her bush - a dense triangle stretching from her lower abdomen over her crotch all the way to her anus.

“Disgusting,” Morpheus whispered.

The Sergeant laughed. “You like shaved cunts – you are a strange man, Morpheus.”

Morpheus took two spray bottles from the storage cabinet. He took the first and sprayed her bush, coating it completely till the liquid spilled onto the deck. Then, he moved up and, shielding her eyes, applied the liquid to her eyebrows.

A moment later there was a smell wafting across the deck that almost made me wretch. It was like burning chemicals and sulfur. The nun never moved, but her breathing was rapid.

Morpheus stared at the woman’s cunt for a moment, and then he picked up the other spray bottle. He sprayed her crotch and the black hair fell away in clumps. Within seconds, she was completely bare. Her little pussy gleamed in the Caribbean sun.

He sprayed off her eyebrows, leaving her eyelashes and the hair on her head as the only hair on her body.

He then picked up the large syringe and pushed the needle into her clit.

The rapid breathing commenced again, and my body ached in sympathy.

He pushed the pink goo into her, and her dainty clit began to swell. He stopped when it was about an inch long and very thick.

He rolled her gently onto her stomach and whispered in her ear again.

Obediently, she raised her ass into the air and spread her legs wide.

I could see her little pucker, and the now permanently engorged clit hung down like a cocklet from the top of her cunt. Her face was touching the deck while her enormous firm tits spread out under her. I had to admit, her body was appealing. Under the blanket, I touched myself for an instant. I jerked my hand away, repulsed that I could be turned on by this spectacle.

Morpheus grasped the woman’s ass cheeks firmly with both hands and squeezed them. His hands were so strong, I expected them to be torn away. “I don’t think these match the rest of her, do you, sergeant?”

The Sergeant shook his head. I could see from the tenting of his trousers and the huge wet spot of precum that what he saw turned him on, but he was obviously content to let Morpheus sculpt her like some mad artist.

Morpheus refilled the large syringe and eased it into the poor nun’s left ass cheek. In seconds, it was round and huge, looking like some obscene idea of a bubble butt. He repeated the action on the right side and stepped away to admire his handy work.

I gasped at the sight - her ass was now two large round orbs. The pucker of her asshole was proudly displayed between them. He whispered to her.

She stood up. Her proud new breasts were gravity defying, and together with her jutting buttocks, formed a perfect hourglass shaped body.

Morpheus replaced the syringes in the cabinet and returned with what I at first thought was a gun. Cylinders of bright colored liquid covered the area above the hand grip. He pulled the trigger and it began to hum.

It was a gun of sorts: a tattoo gun.

He held the needle to her face. In a few strokes he drew her new eyebrows, sexy upturned lines that gave her an exotic look. Next, he turned his attention to her eyes themselves. She did not blink as he tattooed on permanent eyeliner. Her new makeup gave her almost catlike eyes.

The ink cylinder on the gun spun, replacing black ink with bright red. Within two minutes, he had tattooed her lips with permanent color.

He took a step back and surveyed his work. “There is a compound in the ink that instantly heals the wound.” I saw him look intently at her hard, tight stomach.

Morpheus knelt in front of her and tattooed a large black crucifix down the center of her abdomen, beginning just below the massive tits and ending just above her little navel.

An inverted crucifix, the symbol of Satanists in a thousand horror movies.

Below her navel, he tattooed an ornate inverted pentagram.

He smiled, and then turned her around.

What he did next he performed in less than ten minutes. That Morpheus was an artist of unbelievable talent became apparent to me in that short span.

He created a work of art on her back, a masterpiece of blasphemy. The background was an inverted pentagram that appeared to be carved from stone in her flesh.

Around it was a scene of debauchery from the pits of hell. Demons cavorted with nuns, taking them in perverse ways in glorious full color detail all over her back.

At the base of her spine, Morpheus drew her in exquisite detail, her habit half ripped from her body, exposing her for all to see.

A demon with an enormous cock crouched behind her. Her asshole was impaled on its girth.

She knelt before Satan himself, his long, thick cock pushing into her willing throat.

The fires of hell burned all around them.

Just above her buttocks, the words “Ave Satana” was written in beautiful script.

If not for the perversity and blasphemous nature, it would have been the most amazing tattoo I ever saw.

He stepped back. “If we were at my lab, I would break the bones of her feet and reform them into a shape that would only allow her to walk in seven inch heels.”

“Alas, my friend, we have not the time,” the Sergeant said.

Morpheus turned her around and knelt down. The tattoo gun buzzed to life.

When he finished, I saw he had signed his work. In flowing script, he had written on the left side of her lower abdomen: Satan’s Nun.

Below this was his signature: by Morpheus.

He placed the virtual reality goggles over her beautiful eyes and put the earbuds in her ears. He helped her down to her knees and then lay her on her back on the deck.

Her head was moving in jerking spasms, apparently she was being profoundly affected by the brainwashing video.

Morpheus pulled more cables from the box; however, these did not end in needles.

The first ended in a black penis gag. He slipped it into her mouth. A strap went around her head securing it.

The next three cables ended in tiny clear cylinders. Two went on her swollen nipples. He held them in place, and they sucked her nipples into them.

He imprisoned her engorged clit in the third. It sucked her in, and I saw her arch her back in delight.

She was coming to life.

The next cable ended in a twelve inch black dildo, which he placed against the opening to her moistened cunt. With only the head inside, he stopped. He looked perplexed for a moment, then he drew it out and put the cable and dildo back in the box.

He turned to the final cable that ended in a black butt plug.

He rolled her over and eased it into her rectum.

She moaned behind the penis gag. I could see her cheeks moving - the gag was expanding and thrusting into her throat.

He rolled her onto her back.

The butt plug moved and vibrated in her, while the suction devices furiously worked her nipples and clit.

Morpheus sat up, smiled. And, then he frowned. “Forgive me, gentlemen, I have forgotten something.”

He reached into the supply cabinet and retrieved two more syringes with long needles. One had black liquid, the other red.

He knelt over her and drove the black one into her right abdomen.

She groaned behind the cock gag and her body spasmed. 

“This injection reforms her ovary into a little testosterone factory, releasing just enough to keep her in heat. While this one…”

He drove the syringe of red liquid into her left abdomen. “This one reforms the other ovary into a factory that produces female hormones - keeping her shapely and beautiful with a very wet pussy. Incidentally, Igor, it’s a variation of the drug you injected into poor Jack which turned his little tortured testicle into the mechanism of his feminization.”

I looked down at Jack’s body under the blanket. It was horrible, his own body was turning against him, transforming him into a woman. And, I had given him the injection.

Morpheus removed the needles. “The drugs also have the effect of stopping menstruation and permanently sealing her cervix. She’s now a perfect little fuck toy - no more worry about pregnancy, no more monthly unpleasantness, just a soon to be obedient little prostitute.”

The Sergeant was rubbing himself, the precum stain growing. He was watching her lying on the deck, convulsing her perfect if not insane new body, being violated in almost every hole, all the while being programmed and brainwashed into a submissive whore.

I could tell he wanted her, as did the fat soldier who finally gave up on just rubbing himself - he unzipped and hauled out a short fat cock and pumped away.

My own juices were dripping from me. I told myself it was the lingering effects of Morpheus’s precum from the day before, but now, with many years of perversion behind me, I am not so sure. Perhaps I was always drawn to the mad artist, seduced by his insane visions, his obscene cravings. I simply couldn’t accept this about myself at the time.

The only one of us who seemed completely unaffected by the woman’s transformation was Morpheus himself. He walked away from her and knelt by my side. “I could have done so much better, Igor. It’s so… banal.”

I said nothing, merely watched the birth of this succubus who had been carved from the pliant flesh of a nun. I felt unclean, as if my soul were damned just witnessing this spectacle. Perhaps it was.

Morpheus took my hand, pulled it into his lap.

I looked at him.

His eyes terrified me. They saw through me to my soul. “I am your God now, Igor. The old one has abandoned you. Will you worship me?”

His bulge was enormous under the thin fabric of the athletic pants. I felt it move and thicken, like a serpent. I felt like Eve in the Garden of Eden, seduced by evil. And, in that instant, I wanted to be consumed by darkness.

There was no coercion - you might argue that I had no choice, at the time I would have agreed with you. But there was something about the hellish nightmare around Morpheus that seduced me, made me want to see more. “Yes,” I whispered.

He smiled. He slid down the front of his pants and placed my hand on his immense cock. “Then take my sacrament and be damned for eternity.”

I couldn’t breathe. I pulled his cock from his pants leg, heavy and so thick my hand could not close around it.

His huge cock head sprung free, and I looked directly into the serpent’s gaping maw.

I placed my lips around the head and pushed my tongue deep into the piss slit.

I jacked it once, and my mouth filled with his clear combination of precum, aphrodisiac, and absinthe.

My body was electrified, and I came over and over again, my cunt and anus spasming. Pushed to my limit, I tried to pull away, but he held my head in place.

“No, Igor. Nurse on my fluids. The orgasms will fade as your body learns to accept its heightened sexuality,” he whispered.

I obeyed him. He was my god - I wanted only to please him. I pumped my hand, drinking mouthful after mouthful of him.

He held my head firmly, but with tenderness.

I beamed inside - he wanted me! He chose me! Everyone else was just meat to him, but he chose me to be his companion, his servant, his Igor. He released me and I suckled my way down his massive cock. He was hairless, and after an eternity, I reached his huge orange sized balls. I licked them and kissed them, nuzzling the smoothness of his sack.

He put his hand behind my head again, spread his legs and pushed me lower still. I licked his salty taint, found his tight asshole, and rimmed it.

He groaned, and I almost came from pure joy. I was pleasing him!

He laughed and pulled me away, raising me up his shaft.

I pouted. I wanted to make him groan again, to taste his cum the way I had the day before.

He rolled me onto my side so that my head lay in his lap. “Watch, Satan’s Nun is born.” He pressed his cock head back between my lips and I suckled.

Across the deck, the nun reached up with her small hands and ripped off her goggles. She was panting behind the gag.

On cue, the cables in her head made a snapping sound. The needles retracted from her brain, leaving behind them a trail of epoxy in her skull that sealed the injection sites shut. The cables fell away from her head.

The suction cups on her nipples and clit let go.

She reached behind her head and unbuckled the penis gag. It slipped from her mouth and she licked her tattooed lips.

I suckled at Morpheus. I couldn’t pull myself away from his cock, but I so wanted to play with her. My mind filled with all sorts of perverted images of the two of us worshiping our master with our lips, our tongues, our cunts and assholes.

She looked around and blinked.

And, then she saw Morpheus sitting beside me.

She screamed in delight and crawled on her hands and knees toward us. “Morpheus!” she wailed.

The butt plug was still lodged firmly in her ass, and she dragged the box along behind her, tethered to her anus.

Morpheus laughed, and we laughed with him.

The poor nun began kissing Morpheus’s bare feet, running her tongue between his toes. She reached behind her and yanked, but the butt plug was firmly in place. “Oh, ayuda me, por favor!” she screamed. She tugged and tugged at the cable.

I laughed uncontrollably. Less than an hour before, she had said those same words to me. But, oh, the meaning… the meaning was so different now.

Morpheus pulled me away from his wet cock. “Go and help your sister slut.”

I crawled down his legs. I lingered to help her kiss his feet. Our tongues touched, and I giggled as we moaned into a kiss. 

I pulled away and crawled over her back. I ran my tongue down her beautiful tattoo, licking Satan’s cock as it penetrated her lips in the picture.

My tongue reached the crack of her big beautiful ass and I forced her down onto her stomach.

Her ass was so firm, so round. I wanted to be just like her. I imagined what it would be like if Morpheus formed me into her image, only as a blonde. In my daydream, we tore off our habits and fell on top of one another. I imagined our huge breasts crushed against us. 

I cried out in ecstasy, the thought triggering an orgasm.

She must have heard me because she rolled onto her back under me.

We were in a perfect 69, and I was staring at her slick pussy and erect monster clit. I lowered my head and sucked without hesitation, drawing her beautiful clit into my mouth, rolling and sucking it. I giggled inside - it was only slightly smaller than Jack’s pitiful little cocklet had been, but so much more enjoyable.

Behind me, she suckled my clit as well, and I was in heaven. I felt my juices flowing into her mouth and hers into mine. We truly were sister sluts, devoted followers of the god Morpheus.

Without warning, she drove two fingers into my cunt. I squeezed them with muscles developed over years of using my body to take anything I wanted from any man. She began to fuck me.

I probed her cunt with two fingers.

There was something in my way… a cherry!

It suddenly dawned on me that, having been a nun, I was the first to ever touch her still intact hymen. I released her clit and wailed, “Oh, Morpheus, the poor thing still has a fucking cherry!”

He caressed my head. At some point, he had risen up from behind us and now crouched by me. “She is our darling, isn’t she, Igor?”

Tears flowed from my eyes. It seems silly looking back, but I was genuinely heartbroken for her poor neglected cunt. Religion that locks a woman in chastity is truly perverted.

“Go to the box and retrieve the dildo.”

“Yes, Master,” I said. It just slipped out. I called him Master, and I would continue to do so for all eternity. It felt, and still feels, right.

Satan’s Nun cried out in anguish as I pulled my clit from her lips, but Morpheus gave her no time to feel lonely. He knelt behind her head, leaned forward, and laid his massive cock head on her forehead. Precum leaked onto her face, making it shine.

I grabbed the dildo and crawled back on top of her, looking down at her face. “Do you want me to…”

Morpheus stared down at her. “Sister, say your new prayer.”

She smiled and licked her lips. “Satan is my lover, I shall be wanton. He forceth me to lie down with all that would have me. He leadeth me to all perversions. He devoureth my soul; he leadeth me to eternal darkness for his name’s sake. Yea, though I walk through the valley of hypocrites, I am pure evil; for thou art with me; thy cock and thy balls comfort me. Thou preparest a bed for me in the presence of my lovers; thou anointest my lips with thy seed, my cunt is filled with your cum. Surely evil and depravity shall follow me all the days of my life, and I will abide in hell forever!”

My hands trembled. The nun who had begged me for help when they tossed her on board was burning in hell, this beautiful creation - a vision from the mind of Morpheus - was freshly born.

Morpheus leaned forward and grasped her ankles. He pulled her legs back against her mammoth tits, spreading her virgin cunt for me. “Igor, hold the base of the dildo just above your clit and put the tip gently inside her pussy. Don’t thrust, just hold it there.”

The cable from the dildo snaked back between my legs. The black rubber vibrated in my hands as I slid it gently into her folds.

She moaned as it caused vibrations in her clit - it was doing the same to mine since the base was almost against my little nubbin.

“Igor, do you accept me as your master?”

“I do!”

He reached out and caressed my face. “As you have received my sacrament, now so shall she.” He looked down at her. “Whore, open your mouth to take my sacrament.”

The nun opened her mouth wide, and I envied the incredible orgasm she was about to receive.

He leaned forward and whispered in my ear. “When the little slut cums, drive your cock into her, all twelve inches.”

“Yes, Master,” I said.

He leaned back. “Who is your master?”

“Morpheus,” we said as one.

He laughed, shoved his cockhead between her lips and jacked precum down her throat.

She convulsed and I rammed my hips forward, driving the dildo into her virgin hole. Blood dripped onto the deck beneath us.

On a whim I dipped a finger into her virgin blood and drew an inverted cross on my forehead.

Morpheus looked up at me, smiled and nodded. 

Releasing the dildo, I fell on top of her, my tongue licking Morpheus’s cock where it joined her lips.

Her hips bucked wildly as the dildo vibrated deep in her newly opened cunt.

I reached up with my blood coated finger and drew an inverted cross on her forehead as well. 

Morpheus pulled his cock from her lips and stared down at us.

We were his devoted servants, and we cradled each other in our arms.

He began to jack off in earnest, and we opened our mouths in anticipation of his seed.

He roared like an animal, and our faces were showered in his delicious cum. Jet after jet coated us and we sucked it into our mouths greedily before tongue kissing one another, sharing his warm love. I crawled down her body and lovingly removed the vibrator and butt plug from her. I laughed and kissed both her gaping holes, tonguing her, and making her squeal with joy.

We fell asleep in each other’s arms.

***

I awoke to the nun licking dried cream from my face. I stared into her dark eyes.

She smiled at me, her face covered in Morpheus’s cum. “I love you,” she whispered.

I smiled back. I had never loved anyone, but I felt a warmth in me as I stared at her. “I love…”

“Whore! Veni aqui!” the Sergeant yelled. He was stuffing his cock back in his pants. The deck was stained beneath him - obviously, he had cum as we had fucked each other.

The fat soldier had cum stains down his pants.

Morpheus returned to stand over us. “Go with him, Sister.”

She nodded and stood, staring down at the deck.

“Please, Master, don’t make her go with those men,” I whispered.

“Silence, Igor, remember your place.”

The nun smiled weakly down at me.

I stood up and took her hand.

Morpheus glared at me. Then he sighed. He leaned close to us and whispered. “You are my whore. Go among these men, and be their servant, be their toy. One day, I will call you home, and we will destroy these tiny men and all they have built. Until then, spread my darkness to the world.”

She smiled, and I nodded.

The former nun, reborn as the whore of Satan, walked away from us. Her big ass swayed as she walked. She reached the Sergeant and held out her hand.

To my amazement, he took her hand and helped her over the side to the waiting Cuban patrol boat. The look in his eyes was one of reverence.

He blinked hard and shook his head. “Put the whore below!” he commanded.

Morpheus smiled at me.

I wanted to ask him: did she somehow take control of the sergeant? For that brief instant, was the whore in charge?

Instead, I asked him: “The other syringe, the chemicals you injected in her breasts, what did they do?”

Morpheus laughed. “They’ll find out soon enough - but I think you just saw one of the effects, didn’t you?”

The fat soldier walked toward us. “We’ll be taking this whore as well.”

He grabbed hold of my wrist.

Morpheus glared at the Sergeant. “Igor belongs to me.”

The Sergeant shrugged. “He is my cousin. He wants her. Give her to him.”

Morpheus’s hand shot out and locked on the fat soldier’s neck like a vice. The man released my arm as he was lifted high into the air.

The Sergeant screamed, “Release him! Morpheus, release him!”

The man weighed almost three hundred pounds, yet Morpheus held him aloft one handed with no effort. He smiled at the Sergeant and threw the fat soldier overboard into the ocean.

Water splashed onto the deck.

As the fat man spluttered and splashed, the Sergeant reached for the gun on his belt.

“Think carefully,” Morpheus said. “Your superiors know me well. I’ve supplied them all with their mistresses, even a few with their wives. I’ll tell you honestly, I’m not sure your bullets would harm me. If they don’t I will surely kill you. If instead you kill me, your superiors will kill you. Either way, you will die.”

The Sergeant glared at us. “One day, you will go too far magician, and I will be there.”

Morpheus smiled. “Yes, one day I shall, and, trust me, you will be there.”

***

The patrol boat left - after fishing the fat soldier from the crystal blue sea. I watched the boat for a sign of the nun, but she had disappeared below.

The Sergeant glared at us from the deck.

Morpheus watched until the patrol boat disappeared on the northwest horizon. Then he weighed anchor and steered just south of east. 

I sat naked on the deck, trying to understand everything that had just happened. My mind was clearing, and I wished it were still clouded by Morpheus’s fluid.

Once again, I had helped him perform depraved acts. I had deflowered a nun, helped convert her to worship Morpheus.

And even now I felt my body tingle when I thought of her and what I had done to her.

He was drugging me - just as a pimp addicts a girl to heroin to make her a whore, Morpheus was addicting me to the strange secretions from his cock.

“You should sleep,” Morpheus said as he steered us into the wind.

I lifted the blanket from poor Jack.

His breasts had grown to at least a D cup, and his curvy ass was growing as well.

His clit was almost as small as mine now.

The only thing that looked out of place was the monstrously swollen former testicle. It throbbed and pulsated as it pumped female hormones into his body.

“Leave him be. Sleep,” Morpheus said without turning around.

I covered Jack with the blanket, and then retrieved my own. I rolled it up and used it as a pillow.

I fell asleep curled into a ball.

***

It was night when I awoke. A big Caribbean moon hung over the boat.

I sat up and blinked. The boat had stopped.

Morpheus was busy.

I almost cried out.

Jack was on his knees, his head and new soft breasts flat against the deck. His feminine ass was high in the air above his arched back and widespread legs.

Morpheus was probing the area behind the swollen testicle with both hands.

“What are you doing?” I asked.

“Your injections have done their work, Igor. Jack is becoming the woman he was meant to be.”

“Why are you doing this to him?” I asked.

He turned and smiled at me. “I told you, he was the right height.”

“You’re a monster,” I whispered.

He turned back to his probing. “A matter of opinion. From my point of view, I am merely taking advantage of a fortuitous meeting on the high seas.” He held out his hand and beckoned to me. “Come here.”

“I won’t. I don’t know what you did to me, but it’s worn off - I won’t help you torture him any further.”

He laughed and turned toward me. “Is that your way of saying you want more Ambrosia?”

“What?”

“The fluid I secrete. It’s called Ambrosia. If I stand near enough to you, even the pheromones I give off will cloud your judgment. But, the Ambrosia has an even more powerful effect, doesn’t it?”

I hugged my thighs to my chest and placed my face against my knees. An effect? Yes, if you call multiple screaming orgasms an effect. Even then, when I hated him so, I still craved it. I was addicted, and I knew eventually I would do whatever he asked me to do.

But, I had to try, didn’t I?  

“I don’t want your Ambrosia.”

He stood up and walked to me. Then he sat down by me on the deck. “Look at her.”

I looked up.

Jack was rubbing his clit feverishly, and then with his other hand he began to probe his ass with two fingers.

“Do you think she could be Jack again?”

I was breathing heavily - was it his pheromones? “It… doesn’t matter. You had no right…”

“No right to what? As a man, he was inadequate, as a woman, he will be adored.”

“He’s a freak. Look at him. Look at what you… look at what we did to him.”

He leaned over and whispered in my ear. “You were going to marry that poor pathetic wimp for his money - when I’m done with him, he’ll be happy. What would he have been after a few years with you?”

“You didn’t give him a choice!”

“Choice? I don’t care about his choice. I am a god.”

I shook my head. “You are not God. You’re not Satan - you’re just a very sick and twisted man.”

He smiled. “Of course, you are correct. But superstition is such a great way to manipulate - our lovely whorish nun for instance.”

“I am not that poor creature…”

“Poor creature? Igor, my love, you really don’t understand, do you?”

I stared at him.

“She was a poor creature in her idiotic habit, wasting her beautiful body. She threw away her life to try to ‘free’ rabble from the yoke of Communism. What a phenomenal waste. They are not meant to be free. But now I have freed her from her pointless life.”

“You made her a whore.”

“And, even if that is all I had done to her, at least her life would have been more fulfilling than it would have been otherwise. At least she would get to fuck and cum - more than she likely got as a nun. However, I gave her more than that.”

“How?”

“The injections I gave her - I made her like me. Her pheromones influence those around her. Her requests become commands that those around her will be unable to resist. And her breast milk is pure Ambrosia. It’s a long way back to Cuba. By the time the patrol boat reaches the island, she will have a boat load of willing slaves to do her bidding. But she will use her powers to seize control - not to free peasants.”

I pondered his words. “Seize control? You mean of the country?”

“Perhaps, eventually. Power is not only about being a government figurehead.” He held out his hand. “Come to me. The die is cast. You can choose to sit there and sulk, or maybe throw yourself into the sea - or come here to me and choose to live.”

What else could I do? I stood up and walked naked to his side.

He smiled up at me and took my hand. He guided it to Jack’s crotch. “Press, behind the old testicle.”

The skin gave easily. “It feels… hollow.”

“The beginnings of her vagina. This organ must be pushed into its proper position. The prostate has been absorbed by her transforming body, leaving room for this little hormone factory. Push it into the hollow space.”

I jerked my hand away. “Won’t that hurt him?”

“Her,” he corrected. “Possibly, but it must be done.” He placed my fingers against the swollen ball. “Push.”

Using three fingers, I pressed his ball into the hollow.

Jack moaned and pushed back against me.

I felt a pop inside him, and his poor tortured ball sack deflated.

I gasped as the swollen orb disappeared.

Morpheus laughed. “Very good. Keep pressing.”

His scrotum disappeared slowly into his body as I pushed.

I could feel the hard lump with my fingers for a while. And, then it seemed to disappear.

“There. It went into place.” Morpheus took my middle finger and placed it against Jack’s asshole. I penetrated him, drawing a moan of intense pleasure from Jack.

“Push inside. Feel where his prostate used to be.”

I did and felt the lump of the hormone factory. “Will he be a woman now?”

Morpheus smiled and pulled my finger from Jack’s ass. He pushed it towards Jack’s mouth. Jack’s lips parted and he sucked my finger clean.

I felt a thrill go through me.

“She still has a long road ahead of her. But we’ll be with her every step of the way.”

I pulled my finger from Jack’s mouth.

With the testicle gone, and his scrotum pushed partially into the vaginal hollow, his body looked passably feminine from the neck down. Although, the body hair was excessive.

The face, of course, was still that of a middle aged man.

“Go to the cabinet behind the wheel and bring the corset.”

I opened the cabinet and found a rubber and steel torture device. The back was adorned in silver gears and a crank.

I knelt behind Jack and handed the corset to Morpheus.

He wrapped it around Jack’s waist and closed it with a click. He then began to turn the crank.

Jack whimpered as the corset grew tighter and tighter with each click of the gears.

“My God. How much tighter?” I whispered as the crank turned again and again.

“There. Twenty four inches. The goal is nineteen,” Morpheus said as he flipped down a catch and locked the handle in place. “This will be your job, Igor. One inch per day until she looks like a proper young lady. Do you understand?”

Poor Jack was gasping for breath. I nodded.

Morpheus took my face in his hand. “Do you understand?”

“Yes,” I said as I looked in his eyes.

“Address me properly. Now, do you understand?”

I trembled in his grasp. “Yes, Master.”

***

Morpheus drove the boat through the evening. Jack slept fitfully, straining against the corset and occasionally masturbating. I could only imagine it was from the hormones raging through his transforming body.

Sometime after midnight, Morpheus stopped the engines and set anchor. There was a dark shape looming over the bow. It blotted out the stars, but I could make out no discernible features.

I imagined it was some great ship sitting immobile on the dark sea. Perhaps it was the Flying Dutchman waiting to take us aboard and carry us to hell - nothing seemed beyond possibility as the boat rocked on the silent water.

Morpheus walked to me, illuminated in the lights from the cabin console. He stripped off the loose exercise pants, freeing his impossibly huge cock. He lay down on his back beside me and took my blanket.

I whimpered. I tried to pull away, but he took my shoulder in his strong left hand and pulled me against his chest. He rolled the blanket up and put it under his head as a pillow. 

Then he nestled my head against his shoulder.

I was trembling with fright, but his scent surrounded me, and I felt my body relax in spite of my fear. Involuntarily, I drew closer to him, my eyes on the head of his cock which snaked across his hard stomach and stretched almost to his breastbone.

Clear fluid leaked onto his left pectoral from the massive head.

He grasped himself with his right hand and pumped.

The Ambrosia flooded onto his chest, and I struggled to pull away.

He was too strong with his arm around my body. He dipped his finger in the clear liquid then pushed his finger into my mouth.

My pussy flooded and my mouth drew his finger deeper. I sucked frantically as my body went completely out of my control.

“That’s right my love,” he whispered. He pulled his finger from my mouth and I followed it across his chest. My tongue found the Ambrosia that had leaked onto his chest and I sucked it up. I followed the trail all the way to the source, and I sucked half the fist sized head into my mouth.

“Suckle, Igor. Drink from me,” he whispered as he pumped his cock, pouring Ambrosia into my mouth. I smiled and laughed as I gulped it down as quickly as he pumped.

I did not orgasm uncontrollably as I had before. I was becoming accustomed to the Ambrosia. My mind became clear, and I regained complete control of my body - though, I had no intention of stopping my oral affections.

And, though my mind was clear, my thoughts were growing more and more alien to me. I saw dark images in my mind. 

***

I saw myself kneeling beside the beautiful nun from earlier. We were dressed in habits of black rubber, rubbing our exposed cunts as we sucked Morpheus’s beautiful cock. We were in a church, but it was unlike any church I had ever seen. 

The three of us were on a massive black altar. Fire laden braziers burned in each corner, lighting the black church in hues of yellow and red. The black pews were filled with people. They were bound in black leather and chains, their bodies contorting in pain as they struggled against their bonds.

I sat back as Satan’s Nun smiled at me. Her jaw popped and unhinged like a snake’s. Her eyes still on mine, she engulfed Morpheus’s huge cock head. He groaned as he pushed his immense length into her mouth and down her throat, which expanded impossibly as inch after inch passed between her lips.

He began a rhythmic pumping, eighteen inches of his two foot long cock sliding in and out.

Suddenly he pushed her away and spun me around roughly on the altar on my hands and knees facing away from him. I felt his cock pushing at my wet cunt. He shoved it in, and I felt my body protest, my insides convulsing, moving to allow him access.

The nun knelt beside me. Her jaw popped as it went back into place. “Take him, slut. Take all of him!”

She pushed her tongue into my mouth, and I gagged as it slid down my throat. It was long, almost like my lover’s cock.

She withdrew it as I gasped for breath.

Morpheus began to fuck me in long slow strokes.

I felt the tip of her tongue probing the flesh of my back and my hips. The tip touched my asshole and pushed deep inside.

I opened my eyes. The bound congregation began to scream as nurses clad in black latex knelt in front of them, pushing needles into their breasts, their cunts, their cocks.

***

I screamed in orgasm as Morpheus stroked my hair. I was back on the boat, the phantasm gone.

“What did you dream of, Igor?” He whispered.

“Dark things. Monstrous things. Evil things,” I whispered and licked his piss slit, pushing my tongue inside.

“The more Ambrosia you have, the darker you will become. Evil will become good and good will become evil. You will be lost forever.”

I looked up at him, feeling nothing but lust. “I don’t care. I never want this to end.” 

He smiled down at me and stroked my cheek. “Suck more, but this time, try to stay here with me. I have a story to tell you.”

I obeyed. There was only obedience in me then - all thoughts of resisting him had left me, the nectar clouding my judgment and opening my mind.

“I was not always like this…”

***

Morpheus

San Francisco

1967

Every civilization before Christianity had gods. From the Babylonians to the Egyptians, the Greeks to the Romans, and the Scandinavians - each had gods that guided the world and ruled over man. Somewhere along the way, the gods died, either in great battles or through treachery, or they simply flew away. In modern times, we believed these gods to be superstitions, myths used to explain the eruption of volcanoes or the rising and setting of the sun.

I was thirty years old in 1967, attending Berkeley on an art scholarship. Truth be told, my art had suffered from the counterculture I found myself drowning in. Drugs and sex had replaced charcoal and paint - of course, I wasn't alone in my aimless existence. It seemed like the entire world was taking one long LSD trip. I lived in a simple apartment surrounded by half-finished paintings. My scholarship paid for the room and my tuition, but it left little for food and my recreational activities.

I would supplement my income by selling my blood, doing odd jobs, and occasionally by taking part in paid studies at the university - drug trials and the like.

One day, I saw an ad on a bulletin board for a drug study that paid two hundred fifty dollars - quite a sum for the time.

I went to a building on campus at the specified time. Over a hundred of us showed up, most of us strung out on something or other. I was fairly clean at the time, but some of the people were pretty far gone. I remember one girl who stripped naked and danced around the room saying she could see everyone's aura and we were all so beautiful.

The ones who were really amped up got tossed out. They didn't want anyone so high they couldn't function.

They led us into interview rooms one at a time.

Inside the room was a chair and a desk. On the desk was a stapled stack of paper and a pencil.

A blonde nurse came into the room. She wore standard nurse’s attire for the day: a white dress, white flat shoes, and a white nurse’s cap. She was young and pretty. Her green eyes sparkled when she saw me.

She looked away quickly when I returned the stare. “There’s a test on the table. It’s multiple choice. You have twenty minutes.”

I sat down and smiled at her.

She looked down at her watch. “Hey, you have twenty minutes. Get started - if you don’t pass, you don’t get to be in the study.”

I opened the test. It was an IQ test with math, verbal, logic, and stranger things involving spatial awareness and pattern identification. I began recording my answers.

“Do you live in San Francisco?” I asked as I circled my answers.

“No talking,” she scolded.

“Just making conversation. I haven’t seen you around here.”

“It’s a big city,” she said.

“Oh, I would have remembered you if I had seen you.”

She blushed. Then she shook her head and looked at her watch. “Fifteen minutes.”

I flipped the page. “I know this great Greek place a few blocks from here. I’d love to take you there.”

She chewed her fingernail. “I’m sure most women find you very charming, Mr. Morrison. But I’ve been inoculated against your particular brand.”

I laughed and flipped the page. “And what is my particular brand?”

“Oversexed starving artist,” she said and flashed me a venomous smile that would have sent most men scurrying.

“Well, I’m hardly starving, and one can never be oversexed.” I matched her gaze and she faltered a little in her icy demeanor. 

She looked at her watch. “You have five minutes.”

I leaned back. “Actually, I finished five minutes ago.”

She stared at the closed paper on the table. “What? How?”

“Oh, I just marked at random. Four choices per question - statistically, I should have at least 1/4 of them correct.”

She picked up the paper and turned it over. I saw her startled look. On the back, I had drawn her in detail, standing in her nurse’s uniform, chewing her nail. Beside this was her profile, emphasizing her flowing blonde hair and big eyes. Beneath this, she lay nude on a bed, covering her breasts and looking at me with a shy expression.

I stood up.

She was mesmerized by the drawings.

“So, you were only right in your estimation of me in one out of three. I’m not starving, I’m not oversexed, but I am an artist.”

***

I sat in the waiting room. She had mumbled I should stay there till they graded my test; however, she felt sure they wouldn’t accept my random answers.

I had lied about that last part.

A few minutes later, she came into the room. “Eric Morrison.”

I stood up and she blushed again. “Follow me.” She turned and walked back toward the interview rooms.

I caught up with her. “I would gladly follow you anywhere.”

“Don’t do that,” she whispered.

“What?”

“Don’t flirt with me. I need this job, okay? The drawings were bad enough.”

“Oh, did they grade those as well?”

“Four men graded your test - I feel like they all know what I look like naked now.”

“Hmm, yes, I have a good eye. I thought I had you about right. Of course, for your next sitting, I’ll need to get you naked.”

“That is never going to happen.”

“I wouldn’t bet on that - let’s face it, your track record on estimating my chances thus far is abysmal.”

She sighed and glared up at me. “How can somebody so intelligent be such a…”

“Prick? Tool? Dick? Which word were you looking for? I’m sure it was phallic in nature, whatever you were about to say.” I smiled and she blushed. 

She gritted her teeth. “I was going to say ‘asshole’.”

“Darn. I was hoping your obvious sexual infatuation with me would show through. By the way, what’s your name?”

“You can call me Nurse.”

“Nurse what?” I asked as we walked past the interview rooms to a dark staircase.

“I’m sure we’ll never see each other again.”

“Oh, there you go making predictions again - honestly, you should steer clear of Vegas.”

She stared straight ahead, and I was mesmerized by the motion of her hips on the stairs. At the next floor, she said, “Hutchins. I’m Nurse Hutchins.”

“First name or last?” I asked.

When she stared at me I feigned a look of innocent curiosity. “You know damned well that’s my last name.” She stopped by an old style frosted glass door. “Inside.”

“No,” I said, leaning on the door frame. I stood close to her.

“Don’t do that,” she said.

“I don’t take orders from you.”

“They’re waiting on you. Inside.” She avoided my eyes.

“Let them wait. I need a first name.”

She sighed. “Please just go in.”

“First name, and then I’ll do whatever you command. I’ll be an obedient little patient. I’ll even stop trying to stare down the front of your uniform.” I smiled down at her.

“Melody. Melody Hutchins. Now, would you please go in?”

I smiled and bowed at the waist. “Nurse Melody Hutchins, your wish is my command.”

“You are such a prick,” she whispered.

“There, that’s my girl. Just keep that phallic imagery till we meet again.” I said as I opened the door.

She turned with a huff and rushed away.

I watched her go. A few steps from the stairs, she seemed to sense my eyes on her. She stopped, stood up straighter.

“Look back,” I whispered to myself. “Come on. One little look.”

She stopped on the top step and looked shyly over her shoulder at me.

I was smiling at her.

She turned quickly and flew down the steps.

“Mr. Morrison?”

I turned back to the door I had just opened.

The room was identical to the interview rooms downstairs, right down to the desk and chair.

Only this room had two chairs.

A small man in a gray suit sat on the far side of the desk. He had an American Flag pin on his lapel. “Mr. Morrison, please have a seat.”

A tall, solid man stood behind him wearing an Army uniform. He was an officer, and from the eagle insignia, I identified him as a Colonel.

I walked in and sat down.

The man in the gray suit held out his hand and I shook it. “I’m Dr. Thompson. The gentleman standing behind me is Colonel Stafford.”

Thompson was smiling, but the Colonel looked at me like I was something he scraped off his boot.

Thompson opened a folder in front of him. “Eric Morrison, thirty years old. Graduate student in Art at Berkeley.”

“That’s me.”

“Perfect score on the aptitude test,” Thompson said as he held up my test. “I especially like the girl.” He pointed at the nude of Melody.

“As do I,” I said. I smiled up at Colonel Stafford. If anything he scowled harder.

I pointed at Stafford. “He doesn’t like me much, does he?”

Thompson shook his head. “Not much.”

“Does he talk?” I whispered.

“People like you never take anything seriously. Whole goddamned world’s just a joke to you, isn’t it son?”

I leaned toward Thompson and smiled conspiratorially. “He does talk.”

“Eric,” Thompson said. “May I call you Eric?”

“Please do.”

“Eric, have you ever used mind altering substances?”

“You mean in the last hour?”

Thompson laughed.

“I rest my case,” Stafford growled.

“Yes, emphatically yes.”

“Ever used LSD?” Thompson asked.

“On occasion. Have you?”

Thompson laughed again and closed the folder. “I like you, Eric. We’re here to test a new drug, something akin to LSD. But, instead of having harmful side effects, we believe this drug could permanently enhance a person.”

“Enhance?”

“We believe it will make you smarter - expand your mind the way LSD claims to but can’t deliver. We also believe there will be physical changes.”

I pondered that for a moment. You have to remember the time period. Drugs were literally everywhere, and I had taken pills without knowing what they were before.

On top of that, we were talking $250.00, not to mention the cute blonde nurse.

“Well, my only questions are: When do I get paid? And will Melody Hutchins be my nurse?”

Stafford gritted his teeth. “Hippies.”

“Umm, actually, I’m not a hippie. As a matter of fact, I intend on voting for Nixon next year,” I said as I leaned back in my chair. “I think it’s high time we had a real Dick in the White House.” I gave Stafford my best smile.

He didn’t return it. “The blonde isn’t cleared for this.”

Thompson nodded. “Would not having Nurse Hutchins be a deal breaker for you?”

“Definitely. She and I have developed a relationship based on trust and mutual affection. We’re a team.”

Thompson grinned. “In that case, welcome to Project Olympus.”

***

I had more paperwork to fill out. When I went back into the hallway, I found Melody waiting for me. She had a deer in headlights look I found irresistible as she led me along the hall.

“Miss me?” I asked.

“Why?” she asked.

“Why what?”

She stopped and faced me, putting her hands on her white starched hips. “Why me? This was just a short gig for me - one night of extra pay. Now I’m locked in for God knows how long.”

“Locked in? You didn’t have to take the job…”

“Oh yeah? I work six days a week at San Francisco General. My boss just called and told me I was on indefinite loan to the US government, and I had to sign some really scary documents, Eric, stuff about state secrets and penalties for treason,” she whispered.

I brushed a lock of her golden hair out of her eyes. “I’m sorry.”

She knocked my hand away. “Don’t touch me.”

I sighed. “I came on too strong earlier. You’re right, I can be a real prick.”

“Why did you have to ask for me? Seriously, you made real trouble for me. I liked SF General.”

“Sorry. Really.”

“Follow me,” she said. “No, actually, walk beside me. You’re a pervert.”

I laughed. “You’re catching on. Where are we going?”

“Upstairs. You have to stay at least overnight, maybe longer.”

“Mmm, is there a bed?” I said and smiled.

“Damn it, Eric! Knock it off.”

“Nurse Hutchins, are we on a first named basis? If you’re going to call me Eric, I’m going to call you Melody.”

She led me to a stairwell. “Stop flirting with me and you can call me anything you want.”

“Nurse Hutchins it is then.”

“You’re ghastly.”

The third floor was basically a hospital floor. Nurses went in and out of rooms all along the corridor. She led me to a room midway down the hall.

Inside were two beds separated by a curtain on a track in the ceiling.

A pimple-faced hippie wearing a bright colored tie-dye smiled at me behind his full brown beard and John Lennon glasses. “Welcome to the Ritz, man.” He stretched on the bed and started to light up a joint.

“Mr. Pike, please put that out,” Melody said.

“Aww, come on, baby,” Pike laughed.

“They’ll call the cops on you, Mr. Pike. I’m serious. They’re really straight-laced.”

“Squares, man. Don’t they know this is San Francisco?”

He tapped it out and stuffed it in his jeans pocket.

Melody closed the curtain.

I hopped on the bed and patted the other side.

“Oh, for fuck’s sake,” she whispered.

“Whoa, Nurse Hutchins, language!” I whispered.

“Please stop, okay? I like you. You don’t have to try so hard, Eric. When this is all over, I’ll go out with you, but please don’t make my job difficult.”

I smiled. “Finally. I was beginning to think you were immune to the magic that is me.”

“Jesus, your ego. You’re going to need a bigger room. Now, be good or I won’t go out with you.”

“I’ll be an angel.”

“Yeah, right.” She sighed. “In a few minutes, I’ll come back with a liquid medication. You’re going to drink it and sit quietly for a half hour. After that, we’ll take your vitals and see what effect the medication is having. You might have to stay for a day or two for observation.”

“And, a day after that I’m taking you to Fisherman’s Wharf. Wine, candlelight. Afterwards, I’ll take you back to my garret and show you my etchings.”

She burst out laughing. “Your etchings? Seriously?”

I smiled. “And then I’m going to make love to you, Melody Hutchins. I’m going to make love to every inch of your beautiful body and ruin you for all other men, leaving you breathless and satisfied.”

She stared at me and blinked as I smiled.

“Jesus,” she said as she turned around and disappeared through the curtain.

I looked at the curtain. “You’re smiling, aren’t you?”

She gasped on the other side. “Shut up.”

***

In an empty room on the same floor, Nurse Evie Price held up the strap-on and smiled. The attached dildo was pink and about seven inches long. She was stripped down to her stockings and garter belt. “I am going to fuck you so hard.”

“With that piece of plastic?” The head nurse asked in her thick Russian accent.

“Yes, this piece of plastic.” She knelt down over the blonde head nurse and licked her lips. “It’s my cock.”

“It is a plastic cock. I don’t like plastic cocks. I’d rather have your tongue, your fingers.”

Evie stepped into the strap-on and pulled it up, the plastic base of the dildo poised over her red haired pubic mound. “Suck my dick, slut.”

The head nurse laughed. “You are insane.”

Evie smiled. “You are beautiful.”

“Once. Not now.”

Evie lay down on the bed beside her, brushing her blonde, almost white hair with her fingers.

The head nurse was tall with an hourglass figure, her strange almost almond shaped eyes giving her an exotic look. The lines on her face only deepened her beauty, though they were not laugh lines. 

“You are the most beautiful woman I’ve ever seen,” Evie whispered. She kissed her.

The head nurse reached down and adjusted the straps on the dildo. “This needs to be tighter.”

“Mmm, I like it tighter.” She rolled the head nurse onto her back. Evie crawled on top of her and positioned the plastic cock at the entrance to her pussy.

Evie smiled down at her as she pushed forward with her hips.

The head nurse gasped as the dildo slid inside her to the hilt. Then she wrapped her legs around Evie’s waist.

The woman’s almond shaped eyes opened wide.

“Don’t like a plastic cock, huh?” Evie whispered.

“Shut up and fuck me, you little bitch.”

Evie began moving her hips, thrusting the dildo in and out as the head nurse bit Evie’s shoulder.

“Unnh, harder...”

Evie laughed.

“Shh!” The head nurse whispered.

“You’re the one making noise,” Evie giggled. “Besides, the rooms are soundproof.”

“If they catch us, they’ll sack us.”

“Then try not to scream when you cum!” She thrust harder with each stroke.

The head nurse began mumbling in Russian.

A minute later she bit Evie hard, her fingers clawing at Evie’s back as she came.

Evie rolled off her when she felt the head nurse go limp beneath her. She lay panting beside the older woman.

“Evie Renee Price, you are very good at fucking.”

“Maria Anastasia Marapova, you’re not so bad yourself.”

***

Morpheus

Dr. Thompson walked into my room followed by Colonel Stafford. Another doctor was with them. He was taller than Thompson, but thinner.

The two doctors wore clean, white lab coats.

“Mr. Pike, Mr. Morrison?” Thompson said. “This is Dr. Balenger. He’ll be assisting me. I take it your nurse explained the procedure?”

“Yeah, man, we’re drinking some liquid LSD and getting mellow,” Pike laughed.

The Colonel stared at him.

Pike looked unfazed.

“It’s not LSD,” Thompson said. “As I told you earlier, it is mentally and physically altering, but not LSD. Your nurse will be here after you ingest the medication...”

“In case we have a bad trip?” Pike asked.

Thompson nodded and looked away. “Good luck, gentlemen.”

Stafford smiled at me. “I’ll be back when the screaming starts.”

“What?!” I asked.

He just laughed as they left the room.

“Man, I think G.I. Joe was trying to scare us,” Pike said.

“Yeah? Well, it’s working.”

“Naah, man, he’s just trying to get in your head. The man is always trying to keep the good drugs away from the populace.”

I stared at him. “Hey, Pike? You took the IQ test, right?” The guy was so fried, I couldn’t believe he passed it.

“Sure. Easy shit. That spatial awareness stuff? Dumb asses don’t understand that if you look at things as being not just three dimensional but five, six, or seven dimensional? You can fold that shit up in your head easy peasy.”

I pointed at him. “Mathematician?”

“Post-doctoral, man.” He pulled out his joint and lit up.

“That shit’s going to fry your Univac brain, Pike.”

“No, man, I understand shit better when I’m stoned.”

I laughed and went back to my bed. “You think it’s smart to mix Mary Jane with whatever they’re getting ready to give us?”

“Fuck, yeah, man! Grass makes everything better.”

Melody came in the room pushing a cart. Two plastic tumblers rested on the stainless steel cart top.

She was wearing heavy, black rubber gloves that stretched all the way to her elbows. She looked at Pike. “I’m going to give Mr. Morrison his dose first, then I’ll be right with you.”

“Right on, man,” Pike laughed, an acrid cloud rising up above his head.

Melody sighed. “Mr. Pike, please put that out.”

He tapped it out in his bedstand ash tray.

Melody walked to my bedside and closed the curtain. “Leave. Put on your clothes and walk out the door.”

“What?” I asked.

“Eric, listen to me. There’s something not right about this. See these gloves? Eric, the men who poured the liquid into these tumblers? They were wearing space suits.”

“Space suits?”

“Things like space suits. They had helmets and oxygen tanks. Whatever they put in these tumblers? They’re deathly afraid of it.”

I took her hand. “Hey, come on. You think they would come here to Berkeley of all places to test something dangerous? The news would get a hold of it and crucify them.”

“Eric, please, I’m frightened.” She put her arms around me and held on tight.

“Wow,” I whispered. “I knew you liked me.”

“God, shut up. Just please, get up and leave.”

I smiled at her as she stepped back.

Then I held out my hand.

“Please don’t do this,” she whispered.

I kept my hand out.

She picked up the tumbler and handed it to me. “God forgive me.”

The tumbler was full of dark liquid. “Shh, I’ll be fine. All of it?”

She nodded.

I drank it down.

It tasted like fruit juice. I couldn’t quite place it, like a mixture of pomegranate and orange juice with a hint of anise and alcohol.

She stared into my eyes. “Anything?”

I looked left and right. Then I crossed my eyes, “I feel fine.”

“Don’t make fun!”

I laughed. “Relax, I don’t feel a thing.”

She nodded. “I’ll give Pike his dose. Lie down.”

“I will. Hey, I’m okay, Melody.”

She tried to smile and slid open the curtain. “Okay, Mr. Pike, it’s your turn.”

“Yeah, man! Let the good times roll!”

***

I suppose avalanches start that way, mud slides, rockslides. Eerie calm. Calm before a storm.

I was lying in my bed looking at Melody Hutchins as she leaned against the wall by the door. The more I looked at her, the prettier she appeared. I imagined I could read her mind. She was thinking about what our children would look like.

I smiled and she smiled.

Calm. Just calm.

Then people were running in the hall. I could hear screams. People were yelling things like “Stat!” and “Code blue!” 

Melody turned and looked at the door like she was terrified of it.

“Oh, fuck, man,” Pike said.

Melody had left the curtain open and I looked over at him.

He had re-lit his joint, but it was smoldering in the ashtray beside him. He was staring at his fingers. “It’s... all... yeah,” he mumbled.

“You okay, Pike?” I asked.

“Yeah, I’m fine. I just... I found the door.”

“The door? What door, Mr. Pike?” Melody asked.

“Wait, wait. It’s sitting out there in twelve dimensional space. It’s all... yeah... shit, man. It’s all connected. Man, we’re like, so limited here, you know?” He stood up.  He scratched his head and rubbed his shaggy beard. “It’s like we’re in three dimensions with the fourth being time, but we’re just cramped here. But I can open the door, man.”

“Mr. Pike, sit down,” Melody asked.

The commotion in the hall grew even louder.

“I’m just going to open it and take a peek, okay? I’ll come right back.”

“Pike? Don’t do that!” I yelled. I don’t know why I yelled. I just had this sudden image of a door leading to nothing. Absolute, utter nothing. And I could see Pike’s hand on the knob.

“Just one little peek.” Pike turned sideways.

And then he disappeared.

I screamed out loud. “God, I’m tripping out! He disappeared! I saw him disappear!”

Melody stared at me wide eyed and shook her head. “You’re... not hallucinating. He’s gone. He’s just gone.”

***

Melody and I huddled in the corner and stared at the spot Pike had disappeared through his twelfth dimension door.

“Maybe he’ll come back,” Melody whispered after about ten minutes.

“He can’t.”

“Why?”

“Because he stepped into nothing and the door closed behind him.”

“How do you know that?” She asked as she clung to me on the floor.

“I... I could see what he saw for a moment. I could see farther. I knew what was on the other side of his door. I think he could’ve too if he hadn’t been so fucking stoned.”

She shook me. “Don’t open any doors! You hear me?”

“I... no. I won’t. I... look I could see what he was thinking, but I couldn’t really understand it. Pike was some kind of theoretical mathematician. I’m an artist, math isn’t my thing.”

“How could he do that, Eric?”

“Somehow he figured it out in his head and made it real.”

“That’s insane,” she whispered. “Please don’t do anything like that.”

The door opened.

Dr. Thompson walked in with Stafford. Thompson looked pale.

Stafford looked like... Stafford.

“Where’s Mr. Pike?” Thompson asked.

“Twelfth dimension,” I said.

“What?” Stafford asked.

“He... solved some kind of equation in his head and opened a door to another dimension. What the fuck did you give us, you prick?” I got to my feet.

“Why isn’t he weird?” Stafford asked.

“The fuck is that supposed to mean?” I asked.

“Eric, please calm down,” Thompson said.

Melody was holding my hand.

“Calm down?! My roommate just teleported to the fucking Twilight Zone. Don’t tell me to calm down!”

I could see the hallway behind Thompson and Stafford. Balenger was supervising a nurse who was mopping up a huge round puddle of blood. “Fuck me,” I whispered.

A redheaded nurse came in with wide eyes. “Dr. Thompson, she’s burning again.” 

“What the fuck is going on?!” I yelled.

“Nurse Hutchins, we need a sedative,” Thompson said.

Melody just stared at him.

“Nurse Hutchins! A sedative. Now, please?”

Melody let go of my hand and ran out the door. “Yes, doctor.”

“Wait, for me? I’m not taking a fucking sedative.”

Thompson held out his hands. “Eric, please, calm down. Listen to me. We need you to relax.”

“Relax? Are you nuts?”

“You survived, Eric. But it’s not over yet. You need to relax and calm down. It’s for your own good. Trust me.”

“I survived? What the fuck?!” I stared at him. “Jesus. You knew what this shit would do...”

“Eric, you don’t understand everything that’s at stake here. Okay? Just, please trust me. I need you to sleep for a few hours.”

“How many of us survived, Thompson?”

Thompson sighed. “Three. One girl keeps catching fire, we keep putting her out, but she just ignites again. One young man is comatose. And, then there’s you.”

Melody came back in with a syringe.

“How many dead or just gone like Pike?” I asked.

Thompson swallowed. “Seventeen.”

Melody took my arm.

“No. Don’t do that,” I said.

“I’ll be right here. I won’t leave you.”

“Please let her, Eric,” Thompson said.

I looked in Melody’s eyes. “I trust you.”

She smiled weakly and put the needle against my arm.

***

I was walking through darkness, but I wasn’t alone.

Behind me, I could hear the footsteps of others echoing off the walls.

Was I in a tunnel?

“Naah, man, the tunnel’s a metaphor,” Pike said.

I almost stumbled. “Pike?”

He appeared in front of me smiling in his tie-dye. The tunnel was pitch black, but Pike was brightly lit as he floated in the air a few feet in front of me.

“In the incorporeal flesh, man.”

“You’re back?”

He scratched his beard. “Not exactly. I’m no more real for you than a painting or a TV show.”

“What?”

“Umm, art terms... let me think... you’re not educated enough, yet. It’s like when you paint some naked chick? You’re projecting her three-dimensional image onto a two-dimensional canvas. Comprende?”

“Okay...”

“And now, you might want to touch the coochie you just painted, but if you touch the painting? You’re just touching paint and canvas. You got to go and touch the real coochie in four-dimensional space. You know? Four dimensions? Length, width, depth, and time?”

“I understand.”

“So, me, I’m in the twelfth dimension - I got all four of the lower dimensions and eight more of them.” He winked. “Pike ain’t here, man.”

“Can you come back?”

He shook his hand. “Naah, man. I can project myself into your reality, though. I mean, you were right, there is literally nothing in dimension twelve but me. Luckily, my new enhanced noggin is still chugging, and I’m figuring all kinds of shit out. I can move on, I just can’t move back.”

“I’m sorry, Pike.”

“Don’t be, man. I’m going to unlock all the secrets of the universe. But I wanted to check on you first before I go exploring. How you doing, man?”

“Evidently walking through a dark place.”

“At least you aren’t alone. Shit, man, you got the whole world moving with you. Like some kind of god or something.”

“Are they really following me, Pike?”

“Yeah, through dark places, Eric. Gonna get darker.”

“You know what’s going to happen?”

“Yeah, man. I see it all from out here in dimension twelve.”

“Will you tell me what you see?”

Pike shook his head. “Can’t, sorry. I’ll change it if I do. I just came back to check on you and give you hope, brother. You’re going to be okay, Eric.” He nodded behind me. “So are they. I think it had to happen like this, man. Too much dark shit in the world. Too many evil men. You’re like some kind of cosmic reset switch.” He began to float away from me. “Just remember: some doors you go through? You can’t go back. Good luck, Eric.”

***

I woke up lying on my side in my hospital bed.

Melody had her back to me, bent over doing something.

I smiled. “Nice ass, Nurse Hutchins.”

She straightened and turned around.

The woman wasn’t Melody. She was middle-aged with long blonde, almost white hair. “Thank you,” she said in a thick Russian accent. “However, I am not Nurse Hutchins.”

“I... um... sorry.”

“I am Nurse Marapova, Head Nurse Marapova. This is my floor.” Her face was as inscrutable as the Sphynx.

“Where’s Melody?”

“Sleeping. She stayed by your side for over twenty-four hours. I made her find a bed and get some sleep.”

I was holding back laughter.

She raised an eyebrow. “Something is funny?”

“I’m sorry. I... have you ever seen Bullwinkle?”

“What is Bullwinkle?”

“A cartoon.”

“Cartoons are for children. Like Flintstones.”

“Well, Bullwinkle is a moose and he has this friend named Rocky who’s a flying squirrel? And they’re constantly being pursued by these two secret agents, Boris and Natasha...”

“Why would secret agents pursue moose and squirrel?”

I burst out laughing when she said, ‘Moose and Squeer-ul’. “I... don’t know why they’re following them.”

“Again, you are laughing.”

“You sound exactly like Natasha.”

“And this makes you laugh?” She frowned. She put the back of her hand against my forehead. “How are you feeling this morning? You have no fever.”

“I’m fine. Thank you.”

She took a step back, her face still in the icy frown. “You are a ridiculous man. Stop harassing my nurse.”

I nodded. “Yeah, I will.”

“Doctor will be in shortly,” she turned to leave.

“Nurse Marapova, the other survivors?”

She paused in mid-step. “You are only survivor,” she said without turning around. Then she walked out and closed the door.

***

“I’m going to sue you, you son-of-a-bitch,” I said through clenched teeth.

Thompson stood by my bed and let me rant.

Stafford stood behind him with a smug expression. “Had to be this one who made it? Goddamn it.”

“You’re fucking monsters! You knew what this shit would do.”

Stafford laughed. “I had Green Berets not survive it. Research scientists didn’t. Nobel laureates died screaming.” He shook his head. “Who survives? A goddamned junkie artist from Berkeley who thinks with his dick. No morals, no guts, no brains. You gave Ambrosia to this motherfucker and he survives?”

“Colonel!” Thompson said.

“Fucking waste.”

I chuckled. “I’m going to the Press. Cronkite, Huntley and Brinkley? They’re all going to be saying your names for the next year. Oh, man, when they get finished with you...”

Stafford laughed. “You pissant. I snap my fingers and you get a one way ticket to a hot LZ in Viet Nam. Better yet, we’ll take you out on a Huey past the fifty mile mark and drop you in the goddamned Pacific. How good a swimmer are you? Huh?”

“Colonel! That’s enough! Wait for me outside,” Dr. Thompson said.

“You don’t tell me...”

Thompson spun around and Stafford, though much taller, backed up. “You are going to do precisely what I tell you, or you can explain to LBJ how you fucked up the most important experiment in human history. I would not like to be you during that dressing down, Colonel.”

Stafford clenched his fists.

But he walked out the door.

Thompson turned back to me, the harsh expression gone from his face. “I’m sorry about that, Eric. Stafford is not a bad man...”

“You’re all bad men! Jesus Christ, you just killed nineteen people, Thompson!”

Thompson sighed and sat down in the small chair beside my bed. “Yes. And before that the experiment I killed two dozen others.”

“Why? You’re not a bad person, Dr. Thompson. I can see...” Looking at him, I could tell the deaths weighed heavily on him.

I paused. How could I tell that? Somehow, I knew. Somehow, I knew Dr. Allen Thompson was a good and decent man who grew up in Topeka, Kansas...

I shrank back from him, horrified by what I had done.

“What’s wrong, Eric?”

“I... nothing I...” How could I tell him I had somehow seen into his mind? Read his thoughts? Seen that, though he was doing bad things, he was a good man?

What had they done to me?

“Eric, the previous attempts we made with Project Olympus? The participants knew exactly what they were getting into. They knew the risks. They were all sworn to secrecy. They chose to take Ambrosia of their own free will.”

“Ambrosia?”

“The drug you took. It’s called Ambrosia.”

“And they all died?”

Thompson clasped his hands together. “Yes. A few just collapsed. Hearts gave out or their brain just stopped functioning, burnt itself out. Others? They developed powers that they couldn’t control. One man turned to stone right in front of me - literally turned to stone, Eric.”

“And you gave this to us, doctor? Without warning us?”

“Yes.”

“In God’s name, why?”

“There’s a problem, Eric. It’s a problem so complex that it will take us thousands of years to solve it. And that’s only if we could get every nation on earth to devote all their resources to the solution, which we can’t. Even if we did? We have less than two hundred years to solve it.”

“I don’t understand.”

“The world is going to end, Eric. And we’re not smart enough to fix it.”

“What? Nuclear war? Pollution? Overpopulation?”

Thompson shook his head. “Smaller than that. Much smaller. But more devastating.”

“What does this have to do with your super LSD? What did this have to do with nineteen college students, Thompson?”

“What do you know about the Greek Gods?”

I stared at him, perplexed. “I... don’t know. You mean Zeus, Aphrodite, and Apollo?”

Thompson nodded. “Yes, the Greek Pantheon. Also the Egyptian gods, Ra and Anubis. The Norse had Odin and Thor. The Celts had Cu Chulain. The Babylonians had Gilgamesh.”

“You’re losing me.”

“They were all real, Eric.”

“What?”

Thompson smiled. “Thunderbolts from on high, chariots across the heavens. All of it was real. Long ago, farther back than recorded history. The accounts we read about now in classical history are just stories passed down. The gods were normal human beings who were exposed to a liquid that enhanced their abilities”

“Ambrosia,” I said.

“Nectar of the gods. Five years ago we found clay vessels containing Ambrosia in a ruined temple near Athens. The United States has secured all of the Greek vessels.”

“You’re trying to create gods? Why?”

“Athena. The goddess of wisdom. We believe she was an ancient super genius created when a highly intelligent ancient Greek woman drank Ambrosia. We need someone with the wisdom of Athena, the intellect to solve this problem.”

“That’s why you gave us the IQ test?”

“Yes, and why you were one of the twenty we chose. Eric, your IQ is off the charts.”

“So was Pike’s...”

“Yes, and that’s why I put you and Pike in the same room. I thought that at least one of you would make it. And you did.”

“So did Pike.”

Thompson frowned. “What?”

“I saw him in a vision last night. He’s still there in the twelfth dimension. I thought it was a dream, but now I don’t know.”

“Can he come back?”

“He says he can’t.” I sighed. “Jesus, Thompson. All those people? You should have told us the risks.”

“What would you have said, Eric?”

I looked at him. “I would have said no.”

Thompson smiled and nodded. “The stakes are too high for a ‘no’ answer, Eric.”

“Am I the only one who ever survived this, doctor?”

“Other than your multi-dimensional friend? Yes, Eric.”

“So far so good then,” I whispered.

He leaned forward in his chair. “Eric, I think you survived because you were the right combination of intellect and sensibility.”

I laughed. “I don’t think Stafford would agree.”

“He thinks you’re a drug addict. I know you’re not - oh, you smoke a joint now and then, pop a pill or two at a party. But, for a hippie, you’re pretty tame.”

I shook my head.

“Eric, I think you have balance. A boundless intellect coupled with compassion. You’re a realist but you have an artist’s soul. Perhaps that’s why the ancients believed in being a well-rounded person whereas we’ve embraced specialization? The question now is: what gift did the Ambrosia leave in you?”

***

By 4:00 PM, I hadn’t died, exploded, caught fire, turned to stone, or taken a one-way trip to another dimension.

Melody came into my room at shift change. “I’m sorry. Marapova wouldn’t let me come in till it was my shift.”

I was lying on my bed in blue pajamas. “They brought me pajamas. I look like Ward Cleaver.”

“They’re adorable,” she said.

“I hate pajamas. I sleep naked.”

She laughed. “Of course, you do.” She walked over to me with a thermometer. “Open.”

“What if I refuse?”

“We also have rectal thermometers, if you’d prefer?” She smiled.

I called her bluff. “Mmm, kinky. I like it.”

She blushed crimson. “God, you’re twisted. Open your mouth, weirdo.”

She popped the thermometer under my tongue and took my wrist in her slim hand.

I grabbed her hand and held it.

“Eric! Stop! I have work to do.”

But she was smiling.

She ran the fingers of her other hand through my hair. “How do you feel?”

“Mell, I hafn’t ‘sploded yeth,” I murmured with the thermometer in my mouth.

She stared at me and then laughed. “Oh, you haven’t exploded yet. Got it.”

She took the thermometer out of my mouth. “99. A little fever.”

“No, I’ve always been hot blooded.” I winked at her.

“Jesus, do you ever turn it off?” She tried to pull away, but I pulled her onto the bed on top of me.

“Eric! Let me go,” she said.

“Okay, I will. I let her go and put my hands over my head.”

She stared at me.

I smiled at her. “Go on. I won’t stop you.”

She bit her lower lip. Then she rolled over and kissed me.

“Finally,” I whispered. “I thought maybe you were a lesbian.”

She closed her eyes. “God, I’m going to regret this.”

“Oh, eventually, I’ll guarantee it.” I kissed her, pulling her tight against me, my hands caressing her hips and back as our tongues played.

I reached down and ran my hand up her nylons stopping with my hand under her dress. I ran my fingers over her stocking tops.

She raised up. “Stop.”

“Why?”

“I’m on duty. Marapova is still at her desk. Thompson, Stafford, or Balenger could come and knock at any moment.”

“Who cares if you’re on duty? I’m your only patient. As for Marapova? Me and Natasha get along great. I complimented her on her ass this morning.”

Her mouth dropped open. “You did what?

I laughed. “Relax. Mistaken identity. I woke up and she was bent over - the two of you have remarkably similar butts.”

She laughed and lay back down. “Wait - did you call her Natasha?”

“Yeah, like Boris and Natasha from Bullwinkle.”

She giggled and snuggled against me. “I know, she really is a blonde Natasha. Wait... You didn’t tell her that, did you?”

“Yeah?”

“And you’re still in one piece? She scares me to death. Evie, that’s the other nurse? She says Maria was some kind of soldier in World War II - hero of the Soviet Union or something like that.”

“No shit?”

“That’s what Evie says. Anyway, Maria will be watching you 8:00 AM to 4:00 PM. I have you 4:00 PM to midnight. Evie has you overnight - oh, and Evie is a beautiful redhead.”

“Oh, is she?” I laughed.

“Yes, and she will tell me if you make a pass at her. And you damned well better not. If I’m taking you as my lover? This belongs to me.” She smiled and grabbed my cock through my pajamas.

Her smile went away, and she looked down at her hand.

I just smiled at her.

“Is that your...?”

“Mm, hmm,” I said and nodded.

“Fuck,” she whispered.

I kissed her cheek and whispered. “Told you I’d spoil you for all other men.”

***

She left the room with her clothing intact, despite my best efforts.

Five minutes later, I was bored. There was no television in the room, no radio.

I began to pace back and forth.

A half hour later, Thompson came in, happily without Stafford.

“I need books,” I said.

“What kind of books?”

“Any kind of books. Trashy novels... no! Textbooks. Math, science, engineering.” I was still pacing. “Philosophy, religion, science fiction, history. Medicine! I need medical texts.”

“Okay, Eric, I’ll have some books for you within an hour.”

I nodded. I felt like I was on speed. “A television and a radio as well. Magazines. Oh, and for fuck’s sake, can I please go to my apartment and get my art supplies? I need paint and canvas.”

“Eric, we’ll get them. Are you okay?”

“Yes, why do you ask?”

“Eric, you’re literally running back and forth.”

I stopped and looked down at my feet. At some point, I had ceased pacing and had begun jogging.

“What’s going on right now?” He asked. “What are you thinking?”

“It’s... like I’m hungry. But, not for food. I’m hungry for books, knowledge.”

“Have you eaten?”

“What? No, I don’t want to slow down...”

“Eric, eat. We will get you books and everything else you’ve asked for, but you’re beaded with sweat. I think your metabolism has gone up. You need to eat and relax.”

“I need the books, Thompson!”

He backed out the door. “We’re on it. Just hang on.”

***

An hour later I had a stack of medical and science textbooks in front of me with a promise of many more. They rolled a television into my room, and I turned the knob looking for news and educational programs. I let it drone in the background as I went through page after page of Grey’s Anatomy.

I turned on the radio to a classical station.

Melody came in a few minutes later. “Little loud isn’t it?”

I looked up from Grey’s Anatomy and smiled. “Is it?” I pointed at the radio. “You hear that?”

“Um, Beethoven?”

“Mozart. Can you hear it?”

She smiled at me. “The music?”

I laughed. “No! The numbers. The numbers in the music. The mathematics? The music is art, but it’s also math.”

“Okay,” Melody said. “If you say so.”

“And it’s the same math as this,” I said and held up the anatomy book. “The human body, it’s all about math. Everything is balanced mathematically, Melody.” I couldn’t stop laughing. 

She glanced at the television. “What are you watching?”

“Uh, weather report. It’s wrong.”

“It’s wrong?”

“Yeah, they’re saying that storm is going to develop into a hurricane - it’s not. It’s going to die out east of Puerto Rico.” I stared intently at the anatomy book. “Come here.”

She walked toward where I sat in the chair beside the bed. “How do you know what the storm will do?”

“Hmm? Oh, they got the math wrong. Transposed a number when they were figuring the probability. Computers won’t make that mistake.”

“And you got all that from watching the news while you were studying...” She peered down at my lap. “...female anatomy. I might have known.”

“Yeah, and I read three books on meteorology. Spread your legs.”

“Excuse me?”

“Come on. I have a hypothesis and I need to test it.” I looked up at her.

“Can I get dinner and a movie first?” She laughed.

“Will they let us leave?”

“Actually? No. None of us can leave. I mean, I guess Stafford and Thompson can. They put up quarantine signs outside saying the building is off limits due to measles.”

“Well, sorry, no dinner no movie.” I ran my hands up the back of her stockinged thighs and pulled her close, kissing the hem of her skirt.

“God, have you always been like this?” She whispered.

“Yes.” I gently parted her thighs, pushing up the hem of her dress at the same time.

“God!”

I kissed the top of her stockings and then the front of her white lace panties.

Her breathing increased as I began to lick the panty crotch over her clit. The nubbin within was small but beginning to swell.

Her fingers wound in my hair and she whispered a moan.

I leaned back and smiled up at her.

I took her right wrist in my left hand and felt for her pulse.

“What are you doing?” She murmured as she stroked my hair.

“Taking your pulse.”

“You’re taking my pulse?” She giggled.

“Yes. You should stop wearing panties.”

“I am not going to stop wearing panties.”

I was waiting. Waiting on her pulse to calm, waiting on the music to change.  “I have this theory.”

“Mm, hmm?” She whispered. She had her eyes closed.

Her pulse dropped.

Bach came on.

I gently stroked her clit through the panties with my index finger.

She gasped.

I smiled. “It’s all about math.”

“Uh, huh?”

“Listen to the music. Your body is vibrating from the sound. And, if I stroke you in time with the music?”

“Oh, God!”

I laughed. “It’s all about vibrations and finding a harmonic between the music, your heart rate...”

“Uh, huh?”

I smiled. “And your nervous system.”

She went rigid and dropped into my lap, the crotch of her panties soaked as her orgasmed.

I kissed her and she screamed into my mouth.

She curled into a ball on my lap.

“See? Math is fun.”

She burst out laughing.

***

Stafford and Thompson stood in a room on the fourth floor and stared at the black and white monitor. 

There was a camera hidden in the ceiling of Eric’s room, and they had watched everything that happened.

“His intellect is increasing,” Dr. Thompson said. “Finally, we got what we were looking for.”

“Yeah, we got a guy who can predict weather and make a slut cum,” Stafford grumbled.

“No, we now have a man with an unlimited intellect and a photographic memory. He read five books this afternoon - two of them at the same time.”

Stafford clenched his fists. “We had better than him. Good men who were smarter to begin with. Soldiers who knew how to follow orders. And instead? We have this freak. I’m going to move the operation to the east coast. Try one of the ivy league schools.”

“No,” Thompson said.

“LBJ will be out soon, Thompson. The Viet Nam clusterfuck is going to doom him. This will transition to military control when Nixon wins. Just like it should be. Then I’ll be giving the orders.”

“Perhaps, but, until then? This is my project, Colonel. And, I say we work with Eric.”

“And when he fucks up?”

Thompson smiled and shook his head. “He’s a good kid, Colonel. I don’t think he’s going to fuck this up at all.”

***

Melody stepped out of Eric’s room and straightened her skirt as she closed the door. She smiled. In the midst of all this horror, she had fallen in love with Eric Morrison. And she was fairly sure the feeling was mutual.

She turned and almost ran straight into Head Nurse Marapova.

The woman stared down at her with disdain.

“You scared me,” Melody laughed.

“Are you fucking him?”

“Excuse me?”

“Are you deaf? I asked if you are fucking Eric Morrison? Your patient?”

“Is there something wrong with my job performance, Maria?”

The tall blonde Russian raised an eyebrow. “We are under scrutiny here, Nurse Hutchins. If the doctors or Stafford find out about the ‘extra services’ you are providing Mr. Morrison, they will dismiss you... at the very least.”

Melody put her hands on her hips. “Yeah? And what do you think their reaction will be to two of their nurses making love?”

Maria took a step back, her icy calm exterior cracking for an instant.

“Oh, yes, I know, Maria. I know all about it.”

Maria swallowed. “If you say anything, Evie and I will never work again. Not just here, nowhere in the Bay Area. Would you do that? To her?”

“Of course not,” Melody said. “I know how to keep a secret. Do you?”

Maria nodded and looked away. “Please. Just be careful.”

“I will. You do the same. Now, if you’ll excuse me? I need to get Mr. Morrison his dinner and draw his blood.”

***

Dr. Simon Balenger stood in Dr. Thompson’s office and looked nervously back and forth between Thompson and Stafford.

Thompson was reading the report Balenger had prepared on Eric Morrison’s blood work. Thompson shook his head. “Human Growth Hormone?”

“Yes,” Balenger said. “At levels someone who was still growing would have. I’m seeing evidence of bone growth.”

“In a thirty year old,” Thompson whispered.

“There’s more. His immune system is strengthening, his testosterone levels are climbing steadily, muscle growth has increased without meaningful exercise.”

“Are you telling me he’s going to be some kind of fucking giant?” Stafford asked.

Thompson shook his head. “I doubt it.”

Stafford smirked. “You doubt it? Jesus...”

“We’re in uncharted territory, Colonel. The gods were, almost without exception, described as tall and pleasing in form. I think it’s a safe assumption that Eric Morrison’s transformation will be similar.”

“Unless he’s a Titan,” Balenger said.

“Huh? What’s a Titan?”

Thompson winced and glared at Balenger. “Titans were giants the gods defeated.”

“Goddamn it,” Stafford hissed.

“Anything else, Dr. Balenger?” Thompson asked.

“Well, yes, actually. I was wondering if I might go home?” Balenger asked. He shifted nervously under Stafford’s gaze.

“Why?” Stafford asked.

“My... wife, Colonel. She isn’t used to being alone. If I could just drive home in the evening...”

“No,” Stafford said.

Balenger looked at Thompson.

“Don’t look at him! The United States Army is handling security, Dr. Balenger. I said no.”

Thompson rolled his eyes. “Simon, Stafford is correct. We need to stay here in the building focused on Eric Morrison. You understand what is at stake here?”

“I do. However, if I’m not allowed to go home once per day? Well, I won’t be interpreting any more lab results for you.”

“What did you say?!” Stafford growled.

Dr. Thompson held up his hand. “Stafford? Just wait a moment...”

“Jeff, you know I’m the best doctor in northern California. You get anybody else for this, you’ll need to bring in somebody new who doesn’t know anything about the case. I’m just asking for eight hours in Sausalito with my wife.”

“Find his replacement, Thompson,” Stafford said. “And, just so you know, Balenger? When the intel guys get done with you, you won’t be able to get a job selling band-aids. We’ll yank your medical license...”

Balenger went pale but stood his ground.

“Simon, what if we brought her here?” Thompson asked.

“This isn’t a goddamned hotel, Thompson,” Stafford said.

“It’s whatever it needs to be to get this job done.”

***

Sausalito, CA

“Constance Balenger, you’re the luckiest bitch I know,” Regina Morgan laughed.

They were lying on lounge chairs by the pool at Constance’s house.

The house was one of the largest in Sausalito, made of white stone with a red tile roof.

Constance Balenger was thirty-five years old with a tanned, voluptuous body and jet black hair that reached to the middle of her back. “Luck had nothing to do with it. I made appointments with every doctor in this town till I found Simon.”

“What kind of doctor is he?”

“Research Endocrinologist - he studies hormones and that kind of shit. Pity the poor thing doesn’t have any himself.”

Regina laughed. “You’re wicked, Connie.”

“You have no fucking idea,” Constance said and leaned over.

“Ooo, hi,” Regina whispered as Constance kissed her.

Constance sat back and winked.

“So, Simon isn’t coming home tonight?”

Constance shook her head and smirked. ‘No. Limp dick got caught in some quarantine at Berkeley. They say it might be weeks before they let him come home.”

Regina laughed. “You poor thing. Whatever will you do without your husband’s cock to keep you filled up?”

Constance fell back in her lounge chair and laughed. “It’s about the same thickness as a pencil. Seriously, I can barely feel him in there.”

Regina was rolling on her chair.

Inside the house, they could hear the doorbell ring.

A slow grin spread across Constance’s face.

“Who’s that?” Regina asked.

“I’ll give you a hint: their dicks are a lot thicker than my husband’s.”

“Constance! You didn’t!”

“Oh, I did.” She hopped up and adjusted her big boobs in the black bikini.

Her hips swayed as she went through the sliding glass doors into the house.

A moment later she emerged with a tall, skinny man with long, curly black hair in tow. She reached down and cupped the bulge in the crotch of his cutoff jeans. “Regina, you remember my dealer, Kyle, don’t you?”

Regina smiled and bit her lower lip. “Oh, yeah. I remember you. Who’s your friend, Kyle?”

A second man emerged from the house. He had long, straight blonde hair and a full beard.

“That’s Abe.” Kyle reached down and cupped Constance’s big left breast. “Crank up the stereo, baby. Let’s get the party started.”

She leaned up and kissed him, and then disappeared into the house. A few seconds later The Doors began singing “Light my Fire.” She re-emerged from the house with two fifths of Vodka.

Kyle scooped her up and she laughed.

Abe walked over and sat down beside Regina. “Mind if I...”

She scooted over into his arms and they kissed.

Kyle set Constance on her feet, and she knelt down and set the bottles of Vodka on the concrete. Then she smiled up at Kyle as she unzipped his cutoffs.

His eight inch cock emerged from the fly and Constance sucked her way down his length.

Behind her, Regina had already shed her swimsuit and sighed as Abe went down on her blonde pussy.

***

Stafford cursed at the dirty hippie who refused to step out of the way of his Ford. The Maze, the name given to the tangled route through downtown San Francisco to the Golden Gate Bridge took him close to Haight-Ashbury, and this was the so-called Summer of Love when hippies basically owned the area.

The disheveled druggie in the crosswalk peered through his windshield and slammed his palms down on the Ford’s hood when he saw Stafford’s uniform.

Stafford reached beside him on the seat and set his Colt 1911 on the dashboard.

The hippie’s eyes grew big and he backed away mumbling and waving his hands.

The roadway was cleared, and Stafford rolled through, smiling at the hippie.

He hated San Francisco, drugs, and commies. Now, here he was knee deep in all three. He stewed behind the wheel as he threaded through lefts and rights toward the Golden Gate Bridge and Sausalito beyond.

Thompson was a genius, but he was also a fucking pain in the ass.

They should have stuck with the original plan of using soldiers, engineers, and scientists instead of Thompson’s tactic of finding ‘non-traditional’ thinkers.

Goddamn Eric Morrison. Even if he now had an unmeasurable IQ, he was still a fucking hippie waste of space.

And now he was running a fucking taxi service for doctors’ wives.

He pulled onto the bridge and headed north toward Sausalito.

***

Kyle was too big for her to take all the way down her throat, so Constance was jacking him with her right hand while sucking his thick head. With her free hand, she rubbed and caressed his thick, hairy balls.

Behind her, she could hear the slap, slap, slap of Abe’s nuts as he fucked Regina missionary on the lounge chair.

“Goddamn, now I see why he said he didn’t want to leave you alone,” a voice said. “Mrs. Balenger? Are you the brunette whore or the blonde getting stuffed?”

Constance was shocked enough to stop sucking, but she still kept her hands moving.

Regina and Abe were oblivious to the Army Colonel standing just outside the sliding glass doors.

“Who the fuck are you?”

“Oh, the brunette blow job artist. I’m Colonel Carl Stafford, United States Army. Your husband works for me.”

“Shit,” Constance whispered. “Get out!”

Stafford smiled. “Okay Mr. Natural, you’re going home with blue balls. Stop jacking him off, Mrs. Balenger.”

“Fuck you, G.I. Joe,” Kyle said. He guided Constance’s lips back to his dick.

“You got a draft card on you, junior? I make a call and you’re in basic training by Saturday soaking your sore nuts in a rice paddy by Thanksgiving.”

“Fuck,” Kyle said as he pulled his dick away and tried to stuff it back in his cutoffs. “Sorry, baby. I ain’t goin’ to Nam.”

“Unnh, can I at least finish?” Abe asked as he continued pounding Regina.

“I don’t give a fuck. Knock the blonde bitch up as far as I’m concerned.”

“Jesus, I need to fucking cum,” Kyle groaned, unable to force his cock back in the tight denim.

“Use the blonde’s mouth,” Stafford said.

Kyle waddled over to the lounge chair.

Regina was too close to her own orgasm to evidently care. She sucked Kyle’s cock into her mouth as Abe fucked her harder.

Constance just stared at her best friend getting double teamed while she was left wanting.

“Get your fat ass upstairs and pack. You’re joining your loving husband in quarantine.”

She stood up and glared at him. “My ass isn’t fat, you motherfucker! And I’m not going anywhere!”

He walked toward her and loomed over her. “Get your ass upstairs and pack or I’ll go back to Berkeley and tell your husband about your pool side orgy.”

Constance swallowed hard and headed for the house just as Abe and Kyle finished at the same time, Abe deep in Regina’s pussy, Kyle in her throat.

“Now, you two take the blonde slut and get the fuck out of here.”

***

“What the hell, Melody?” Evie Price whispered at the nurse’s station.

Evie wasn’t due for shift change for three more hours.

“Maria told you,” Melody said with a sigh.

“Of course, she told me! You threatened us?!”

Melody took her hands and got her to sit down in the chair beside her. “Yeah, but I didn’t mean it. I’d never do anything to hurt you, Evie. I wouldn’t even do that to Maria. But she threatened me first.”

“Messing with the White Witch is a dangerous thing, hon.”

“White Witch?”

Evie laughed. “That’s what they used to call Maria in World War II. She was part of this group of female bomber pilots the Germans used to call the ‘Night Witches’. Her friends called her the ‘White Witch’. Seriously, she’ll beat the shit out of you if you piss her off.”

“I’m sorry. It’s just... I panicked, okay? If they made me leave...” Melody looked away.

Evie smiled and touched her face, turning her back to look in her eyes. “Holy shit, you love him?”

Melody smiled shyly. “I know it’s insane.”

“Insane? Fucking romantic is what it is! Dish!”

Melody laughed. “He’s just... he’s not like any other guy I’ve ever met, Evie. He’s smart and funny and... a total pervert.”

“All positives.”

“I know. He makes me laugh. He stimulates my mind.” She turned red. “And he can make me cum like the Fourth of July.”

“Tell me he has a brother.”

“Only child, sorry.”

“Just my luck.”

Melody looked both ways. “I thought you were into Maria?”

“Oh, I am. She pushes all the right buttons, but she and I are just bed buddies. I don’t know who’s going to tame the ‘White Witch’ and melt that icy heart, but it won’t be Evie Price. Besides, I like boys and girls, she’s strictly pussy.”

Melody laughed and turned red.

“And I want a baby. I mean I really, really want a baby, Melody. Maria is amazing, but she’s missing the tools for that job.” She grinned. “Speaking of tools. How’s he hung?”

Melody looked away, beet red. “You’re terrible.”

“Come on! You know about my exploits beneath the sheets. How big is it?”

“I... I’m not sure. I haven’t measured it,” Melody giggled.

“Show me with your hands.”

“Huh?”

“Hold your hands apart and show me.”

“I... don’t know. Like... this?” She held her palms apart.

Evie looked at them and laughed. “No, honey, that’s like at least ten inches.”

Melody nodded.

Evie stopped laughing. “No fucking way,” she whispered.

“I’m terrified.”

“He’s that big?”

Melody nodded. “He hasn’t put it in me yet. I mean, I felt it through his pajamas... I’m scared.”

“Wait, he hasn’t fucked you yet?”

melodies rolled her eyes. “You’re so crass!”

“Oh, get over it. He made you cum gangbusters and you haven’t even hauled the trouser trout out of his pants? Trouser salmon in his case?”

Melody bit her lower lip. “He did this thing with his finger on my, you know, clit? And somehow he did it in time with my pulse and some classical music that was playing, and...”

“What the fuck?”

“I almost peed myself.”

***

Stafford found the upstairs master bedroom after he ushered the two hippies and Regina out of the house.

He stood in the doorway and leaned against it.

Constance Balenger stared at him coldly as she put clothes in her suitcase. “I’ll be down in a minute.”

Stafford smiled as he watched her move and sway between her dresser and the bed in her black bikini. She smelled of suntan oil. He had only needed one look to know she was way too much woman for Dr. Simon Balenger to handle.

“Stop staring at me,” Constance grunted.

“Make me.”

“You’re a goddamned pig.”

“And you’re a whore.”

She mashed her hands into her suitcase. “Don’t think you know me, Colonel. You don’t know a damned thing about me.”

“Really? You married poindexter for his money. You got this nice house, and I’ll bet there’s a Cadillac in the garage. But poindexter is good at making money and diagnosing patients, but he sucks at fucking. So you invited over a couple of hippies to fuck you and your sometimes dyke friend. Tell me when I get something wrong.”

“Fuck you,” she said as she closed the suitcase.

“You going out in your bikini?” Stafford asked and smiled.

“I’ll change. You can wait downstairs.” She swallowed.

“Make me.”

“Go ahead and fucking tell him! You think he doesn’t know?! He’s not an idiot! I’m through playing this game. Go fuck yourself!”

Stafford walked into the bedroom.

She took a step back. “Get out!”

He smiled. “Make me.”

“I’ll scream.”

He shrugged. “Feel free.” He stood close to her as she hyperventilated.

“I will. I’ll scream,” she whispered.

“No, you won’t.” He pulled her into his arms. “Go on. Scream.”

His hands found the strings of her bikini top and untied them.

“Goddamn you,” she whispered.

His lips found hers as the bikini top fell on the floor.

He pushed her onto the bed, her big breasts parting as she landed on her back.

Stafford leaned over and sucked her big left nipple into his mouth.

“Jesus,” she whispered as her hands wrapped around the back of his neck. She moaned as he sucked, first one nipple and then the other before he slid up her body and found her lips.

Her hands went down his chest and found his pants, unbuckling and unbuttoning while he yanked her bikini bottom down her long legs.

She threw her legs apart as he pushed down his pants and boxers.

Constance stared at his cock. “Fuck me,” she whispered.

He shoved her legs back together and straddled her chest. “Oh, I will. But first? I want what that dirty hippie was getting.” He rubbed the purple head of his cock against her lips, wetting her lips with his precum.

She sucked him in, her tongue sliding down the bottom of his dick.

Stafford laughed as he pushed his cock into her throat.

She tried to push his hips away, but he grabbed her dark hair and twisted till she stopped. 

“No, you just control your breathing, but I’m taking what I want, understand?”

She nodded, struggling not to choke.

He stroked slowly in and out.

The look in her eyes turned from panic to lust.

“That’s right.”

She smiled as he fucked her mouth. 

A few minutes later, he pulled free while she lay gasping.

She spread her legs as he stood up.

He grabbed her right leg and spun her onto her stomach.

“Get your ass up.”

“Yes,” she whispered.

Slap! He struck her right ass cheek and she howled.

“Yes, what?”

“Yes, sir!”

Stafford laughed as she arched her back. He put his cock against the entrance to her cunt and thrust forward.

She cried out and bit the sheets.

He fucked her hard, his hands on her waist.

She struggled to take him all, but soon she was pushing back against him in time with his thrusts.

Stafford smiled when she finally screamed into the sheets, her pussy walls contracting as he continued to fuck her.

When he pulled out, she cried out in frustration. “Goddamn it! Finish in me.”

“You smell good. Where’s the suntan oil?”

She moaned, ass still high in the air. “The bathroom! What the fuck difference does it make?”

He walked into the bathroom.

“Please! I want you to finish...”

Oil dripped down the crack of her ass and she cried out. “What are you doing?!”

His thick fingers pressed at her other hole.

“No! No, don’t...”

But his finger slipped inside. “Yeah, go ahead and try to make me think this hasn’t seen more sausage than a German restaurant, you slut.” He laughed.

She looked over her shoulder at him as he poured suntan oil on his cock, tossed the bottle into the bathroom, and massaged the oil in with his free hand.

He pulled his finger out of her ass and replaced it immediately with the head of his dick.

She arched her back higher and cried out as he slid into her depths.

“How many dicks you had in this ass?”

“Unnh,” she moaned as she bit the sheets again.

He slapped her ass as he started fucking her. “Answer me, bitch!”

“Lots! Goddamn you! I’m not even sure how many. You bastard!”

She whined as she felt him stop fucking and stiffen, his cock spurting in her butt.

He just stood there until the spasms stopped, then he pulled out and lay down on his back beside her, his cock laying across his lower abs.

She just stared at him.

“I needed that,” he said as he laid his hand over his eyes. “You’re a good fuck, Connie.”

She rolled over and snuggled against him.

He lifted his right arm and looked at her as she rolled into a ball under his left arm. He reached down and cupped her ass.

“If I go with you. Will you... will you do this to me again?” She asked.

“Tell you what, slut. You keep that husband of yours working on our project? Yeah, I’ll fuck you till you can’t walk.” He grabbed her hair and pulled her head back.

She gasped and smiled longingly at him.

“Now, clean me up.” He pushed her down and she licked his cock till he let her stop.

***

Morpheus

You don’t become a god all at once. It’s a process. Like a frog slowly brought to a boil in a pot, not realizing it is being cooked.

I cooked in that little room in a quarantined building on the Berkeley campus. Outside, it was the Summer of Love. People were singing, marching, making love.

And I was... becoming.

I asked for a chalkboard and Thompson obliged, rolling in a classroom chalkboard on a wooden stand.

I went through a pack of chalk in four hours.

Thompson brought me eight more packs.

He was staring at the equation on the board. “I don’t recognize any of that,” he said.

“Differential Equations and Chemical Equations are incompatible,” I said shaking my head. “Too many disciplines making up their own notations. Such a waste. I created my own system, mixing the two. I’m going to further refine it - create a unified equation standard. I’ll give it to the world when I’m done.”

“A new form of mathematics?”

I nodded, lost in my equations once again.

“What are you trying to solve?”

“A biological process problem. Something doesn’t add up. I need access to computers, Dr. Thompson. Even I have my limitations. The only problem is the computer I need would be the size of New Jersey.” I smiled. “Time. This will take time. I either have to wait for technology to catch up with me or create it myself. Can you check with Sperry and Control Data Corporation and see how long it will take them to shrink the CDC 6600 down to something that will fit in a suitcase?”

Thompson stared at me. “Eric, I haven’t a clue what you are asking me.”

I smiled. “I know, doctor. I’m sorry. Just have someone call Sperry and CDC and ask them. I believe I know the answer to my question - it will take them too long. I will need to educate myself in computer engineering. That means I will also need a factory to create my processor designs.”

“I will. But, Eric, what problem are you trying to solve?”

“The problem, doctor.”

“Then you know?” He asked.

“Yes. I know. I’m going to fix it.”

And Thompson walked away so I wouldn’t see him cry.

***

Melody came in at 10:30 as I was finishing an equation on the board. I didn’t look away from the board, but I held out my left hand and beckoned to her.

She leaned against me and I caressed her hip through her uniform.

“What is this?” She asked.

“Human reproduction.”

She laughed. “Oh, that. You don’t need chalk and a board for that.” Her hand slid down to my crotch.

I smiled. “You’d be surprised.”

“Let me guess: you’ve figured out the exact angle and thrust rate to achieve the maximum probability of knocking me up?”

I laughed. “I already know that.”

“Oh, do you?”

“Yes.” I said as I picked her up and carried her to the bed.

“Eric!” She squealed.

“What?”

She looked down at her feet.

I was holding her like a doll by her waist two feet in the air.

She weighed nothing.

Melody reached out and squeezed my upper arms through the pajamas. “You’re huge!”

I set her on the bed and unbuttoned my pajama top.

I took it off and looked in the mirror.

The upper body in my reflection was not mine.

Suddenly, I was Charles Atlas. “What?” I whispered.

She got off the bed and ran her fingers over the skin of my back. “This... Eric, this isn’t correct. Your muscles? There are more muscles than you should have. They’re not just larger - there are muscles that humans don’t possess.”

“Are you sure?”

“You should know anatomy even better than I do by this point.” She clung to my upper arm as I flexed it.

“I was so focused I never realized I was changing.”

I felt her lips on my back and I turned around, drawing her close. I kissed her, feeling her melt against me. Then she put her hand on my chest and pushed away.

“I need you to know something,” she whispered.

“What?”

“I know what kind of guy you are. I know you’re used to keeping things casual.”

“I guess I am.”

She shook her head. “That’s not who I am. Okay? This... isn’t casual for me.”

I smiled. “It isn’t for me either.”

She matched my smile. “Really?”

“Really.”

“Good,” she said. Then she put her hands under the waistband of the pajamas and slid them down my legs. “Oh... wow.”

I looked down at my cock that was starting to rise. “That’s... different.”

“How big were you before?” She whispered.

“Nine and a half.”

“Jesus, that was big. Um, I think you’re bigger now.”

I just nodded.

“I really wish I’d brought my ruler... tape measure.”

I laughed. “Yard stick?”

“Let’s not get carried away,” she whispered. She wrapped her hand around the base. “It’s... pretty thick too.” She cleared her throat. “So, I’m terrified.”

“Don’t be! I won’t hurt you,” I said.

“I know you won’t... mean to hurt me... but...”

I reached behind her and undid the zipper of her uniform.

“Oh, God,” she whispered as I let it fall to the floor and led her back to the bed.

“Shh, I won’t hurt you.”

She nodded. “I know.”

I picked her up and kissed her, then I lay down on the bed, carrying her with me.

“You want me on top?” She asked.

“You want me on top?”

She maintained her grip on my cock. “God, no.”

I lay back and she straddled my abs.

I held her waist in my hands and kissed her gently.

All the while, she had her hand behind her back stroking my cock.

It was even longer than before.

I could see anxiety on her face. “Listen, just go slow. Take all the time you need. If you can’t, you just can’t. We’ll figure it out.”

I reached down and replaced her hand on my cock with my own.

She rose slowly and I angled the tip of my cock against her pussy.

***

Dr. Thompson watched the lovers on the security monitor until they lay down on the bed. Then he turned off the monitor.

***

Morpheus

After stroking my cock across her pussy for just a moment, she was wet. I angled my cock gently.

She arched her back and I slid in past her entrance.

Her eyes shot open above me. “Big,” she whispered.

I rubbed the small of her back gently as she stayed still with only the head inside.

She closed her eyes again and I slid in another inch. “God! Oh, God!”

“Are you okay?” I whispered.

She nodded her head quickly her eyes still closed. “Read once... a big cock wouldn’t actually stretch you permanently.” She sighed as she took more. “Very stretchy. Unnh.”

I laughed despite myself. “Like it would matter? This is the last cock you’re going to have in you, Melody Hutchins.”

“Aiggh... Is that because you’re gonna kill me with it?” She bit her lower lip and sank deeper.

“No, you idiot. Because I love you.”

Her eyes snapped open. “What?!” She lost her balance and I surged into her.

“I love you,” I whispered.

“Good to know,” she moaned. “Love... you.”

My hands closed on her waist and I began to slowly piston in and out.

She put her mouth against my shoulder and screamed as her body convulsed.

I held her in place, feeling her pussy squeeze seven inches of my cock.

Something warm spread across my groin and thighs.

Her eyes opened wide. “God, I peed!”

I laughed and held her tight.

***

“Honey, I’m home,” Constance Balenger said as she walked past the soldier guarding the building’s front door.

Dr. Simon Balenger smiled as he met her at the bottom of the steps.

She kissed his cheek as Stafford dropped her suitcase on the floor.

“Thank you, Colonel,” Dr. Balenger said.

Stafford smiled at Constance Balenger. “Oh, believe me it was my pleasure.”

Constance looked down at the floor as Simon picked up her bag.

***

Morpheus

“I am covered in guy stuff,” Melody laughed. 

After she came, I pulled out and jacked off, sending a torrent of cum over her backside, her back, and even the back of her hair.

She lay cuddled against me in nothing but her stockings and garter belt - she had removed her panties before coming in the room.

“You’re worried about a little cum? You peed on me,” I whispered.

“It wasn’t pee! It was like... lubrication or something. And that wasn’t a little cum - that was like a whale spouting.”

I burst out laughing and then stopped. “Sorry, guess I better keep it down.”

“No, don’t worry about it. I’ve reached an understanding with Comrade Marapova. The only ones who could disturb us are the doctors or Stafford. I haven’t seen the doctors in hours and Stafford left this afternoon.”

“What kind of understanding did you reach with Marapova?”

She smiled. “I won’t rat her out and she won’t rat me out.”

I stared at her.

She sighed. “I... know something Maria doesn’t want to get out.”

I smiled. “Which is?”

She rolled her eyes. “You have to promise not to tell.”

“I think you can trust me at this point, don’t you?”

“Hmm, I suppose. You didn’t harpoon me.” She bit her lip, and it was adorable. “Maria and Evie are... more than co-workers.”

I laughed. “Are you serious?”

“Yes,” she said. “Evie swings both ways. Maria is a lesbian - now listen you can’t tell anybody, okay? Some people aren’t cool about that sort of thing.”

“Oh, I am. I approve.”

She punched me in the shoulder. “Yeah, I’ll bet you do. Pervert.”

“Hey, you should try it sometime.”

Looking back, I should have realized. Maybe my subconscious did understand what would happen, that innate need to transform flesh making its first appearance in my personality.

I saw her wince at my words.

“You okay?” I asked.

“Yes,” she said. “Just... a headache.”

I kissed her forehead and pulled her close.

***

Melody came out of Eric’s room at shift change.

Evie looked up from the nurse’s station - a U shaped arrangement of three desks and two rolling chairs - and smiled at her.

Melody stopped in her tracks.

“You okay?”

Melody smiled. It was like she was seeing Evie for the first time. “Yeah. Yeah, I’m fine.”

Evie got up from her chair and walked to Melody. “Hey, if you want to stay with him tonight? It’s okay. I’ll leave the two of you alone. He isn’t due for a blood draw till 7:00 AM - you can do it.”

Melody stared intently at Evie’s full red lips.

“Melody, hon? Did you hear me?”

Melody shook her head. “Oh, yeah, sorry! No. No, that’s okay. He’s back at his chalkboard. I’m not sure he’s going to sleep tonight.”

Evie giggled. “Well, you better. You look like you’ve been rode hard.” She winked.

Melody laughed. She was staring at Evie’s lips again. “That’s... um... yeah.” She looked both ways. “We did it.”

Evie’s eyes grew wide. “Really? How was it?”

Melody was breathing hard. “Huge. He’s grown. Down there.”

“Was he good?”

Melody nodded. “He was amazing.”

“Okay, I’m jealous,” Evie said.

Melody found herself smiling. “Of whom? Me? Or him?”

Evie blinked.

Melody kept smiling as she turned and walked back to her room.

She knew Evie was watching her the whole way.

***

After Melody showered, she looked at herself in the bathroom mirror, wiping away the steam.

She had never actually noticed how pretty she was. Her big green eyes sparkled. She had a cute upturned nose and full red lips.

Full and red. Just like Evie’s.

She picked up her lipstick from the bathroom sink and applied it. She smiled. Then she leaned forward and kissed the mirror, lingering with her eyes half closed.

Melody stepped back and looked at her lip print on the mirror.

She turned and walked into the bedroom, leaving her nighty on the bathroom sink.

She stood naked in the room and slid open the curtain.

From this side of the building, she could see the lights of San Francisco across the bay.

She walked to the bed, leaving the curtain open.

Melody pulled back the bedspread and lay down on top of the sheets.

What was wrong with her? She frowned staring up at the ceiling.

Then she smiled, thinking about Eric.

She was in love. That was what was wrong.

Everything seemed brighter. Everything seemed sexier.

Everyone seemed sexier.

Falling in love had led her to an epiphany of sorts, and she wasn’t sure how that epiphany made her feel.

She couldn’t stop thinking about Evie Price.

At the same time, she couldn’t stop thinking about Eric.

The room felt cold. She reached down and touched her erect nipples.

Evie’s breasts were smaller than her own, and she found herself wondering if her nipples were smaller as well?

Her right hand crept down and stroked her clit. Was Evie’s smaller or bigger than hers? Did it feel as good to Evie to touch herself? She slid her finger lower, touching her still wet pussy.

She slid her middle finger inside and bit her lower lip. She fucked herself slowly - just one finger, then adding her ring finger.

Two fingers in her pussy.

The way a girl might finger her, letting her digits slide across her clit as she frigged herself toward orgasm.

She stopped, pulled the fingers out. She looked at them glistening.

Then she sucked them into her mouth.

Delicious! She tasted delicious! Would Evie taste like this?

She plunged her fingers back in her pussy and had her second powerful orgasm of the night.

She fell asleep with her hand clasped between her thighs.

***

Evie didn’t particularly care for the overnight shift. People should be asleep at 3:30 AM. Her secret weapon was coffee - strong black coffee at 3:00 AM would get her through till Maria took over at 8:00.

The coffee was in the little kitchen they had setup in the room beside Melody’s.

She heard moaning as she passed Melody’s door.

Evie smiled. Could Eric have crept up here while her back was turned? Maybe. The prospect of seeing Eric Morrison’s cock thrusting in and out of Melody’s stretched pussy was just too tempting. She looked both ways and tried the knob.

The door opened a crack.

The lights were on inside.

The lump under the covers on the bed was too small to be both Melody and Eric.

Was Melody having a nightmare?

“Melody?” Evie whispered. “Are you okay? Sweetie?”

Melody threw back the covers revealing her naked, beautiful body beaded with sweat. She looked at Evie with hungry eyes.

“Melody? What’s wrong?” She found her eyes drawn to the short blonde down of Melody’s crotch.

Melody was practically panting. “Show me,” she whispered.

Evie stepped closer to the bed. “Show you what?”

“Show me how girls make love,” Melody breathed.

“What? Honey, you don’t like girls. Do you?”

“I do now. I don’t understand, but I do now. I can’t stop thinking about you, Evie.”

Evie stood spellbound for a moment.

“Please, Evie. You like me, don’t you?” She was almost in tears.

“Of course I like you. But, what about Eric?”

“He told me I should try it sometime. I want to try it with you, Evie.”

Evie turned around and stepped back to the door.

“Evie, please don’t go.”

Evie reached out and closed the door and locked it. She turned back to Melody. “I’m not going anywhere.” She took off her nurse’s cap and laid it on the dresser. Then she slipped out of the shoes and unzipped her dress. She slid it off and draped it over the back of the room’s small chair.

Melody was staring at the red hair of Evie’s crotch. “You don’t wear panties?”

“Not often.” Evie undid her lace bra and laid it on top of the uniform.

She climbed into the bed and Melody immediately embraced her, sobbing against her shoulder. “Why are you crying?”

“I want you so bad it hurts,” Melody whispered.

“Oh, Melody,” Evie whispered. She kissed Melody’s face drying her tears. “Stop crying.”

Then she kissed her hard, their tongues playing in each other’s mouths.

Melody’s hands were on her breasts, feeling her nipples. Melody broke the kiss. “Your nipples are bigger,” she laughed.

Evie caressed Melody’s breasts and she felt goosebumps rise all over Melody’s body. “You’re beautiful.”

Melody smiled and kissed her again.

Evie rolled Melody onto her back and kissed her way down the blonde’s body. She sucked and nibbled at Melody’s nipples and the woman cried out.

The thing Evie loved most about having sex with women was that nothing was rushed. Usually.

In this case, she moved faster. Melody Hutchins was on fire, and she needed something a little more aggressive.

Evie kissed her way down Melody’s tummy, nuzzling the thin, sparse blonde pubes and easing Melody’s thighs apart.

The woman’s clit was an erect pink pearl.

She kissed it and Melody’s hands went to Evie’s hair.

Evie needed no encouragement. She sucked Melody’s clit into her mouth and tickled it with her tongue.

The knowledge Eric’s cock had been there just a few short hours before was a major turn on, and she wished she could taste him inside her.

Melody was squeezing hard with her thighs and Evie grasped the round globes of Melody’s ass as she ate her out.

Melody came hard, juices pouring into Evie’s mouth.

When Melody finally went limp, Evie climbed up her body.

Melody’s eyes were half closed with lust.

She smiled up at Evie and Evie kissed her, letting Melody taste her own juices on Evie’s lips.

“Thank you. Thank you,” Melody whispered.

“Hmm? You want to thank me?” Evie asked with a smile.

Melody’s eyes sparkled as Evie climbed up and straddled Melody’s face.

Melody stared up into Evie’s red haired pussy. “You’re so beautiful.”

“Prove it,” Evie whispered. She lowered herself and then moaned as Melody sucked her clit into her mouth. “Oh, Jesus,” she whispered.

She moved her crotch up and down on Melody’s face.

She came in just a couple of minutes.

Then she collapsed into Melody’s embrace.

***

Stafford opened his eyes in the early morning and knew instinctively someone was in his room on the fourth floor of the research building.

He reached for his sidearm on the nightstand. It wasn’t there.

“I have it,” Eric Morrison said.

Stafford sat up in the bed.

Eric sat in a chair across the room with the pistol on his lap.

“What the fuck do you think you’re doing?” Stafford asked.

“Who did it?”

“Did what?” Stafford asked.

“The Neptunium-237 bomb. Which one of you did it? I mean it was either us, the Russians, or the Chinese - maybe the French or British, but I doubt it. Which one?”

“So, Thompson told you?”

Eric shook his head. “No. That was Thompson’s test. The last IQ test to determine if Project Olympus would work. He wanted to see if I could figure out the nature of the problem. I did. Who set it off, Stafford?”

“How did you figure it out?”

“The equations, Stafford. With a computer I would have seen it in hours, not days. If you look at nature, the equations balance. A state of equilibrium. Deaths, births - you can model them mathematically. Only the models don’t work. The math doesn’t work. For all the worry about overpopulation, the entire world has missed the trend.”

“Which is?”

“Fewer births. Such a small change, it was almost impossible to detect. Five years ago, something happened, and the birth trend has been going down. Slowly, but going down, nonetheless. At the current rate, the human race will cease reproduction in one hundred fifty years - not just humans but all the higher mammals.”

“You are smart, I’ll give you that.”

“From that, I simply eliminated all the possible causes, like pollution, until I found radiation levels after July 1962 were inexplicably higher. Specifically Neptunium-237. An element not used in nuclear bombs, though it would work just as well as Uranium and Plutonium. That radiation had an unforeseen consequence: a genetic mutation in mammalian DNA. A slow death spiral in reproduction rates. It’s changed DNA at a molecular level.”

Stafford nodded. “The Russians did an above ground test in July of ‘62. Neptunium-237. One bomb. Goddamned thing wasn’t even high yield.”

Eric looked away. “The fallout spread across the globe, poisoning us all. And we’ll pass the mutation on to all our descendants.”

“Yes.”

“How many people know?”

“A couple of hundred. Scientists and government leaders. The scientists say the human race is going to die, Morrison. Are they right?”

“In one-hundred-fifty years, the last human being will be born on earth, Colonel. And, a hundred years later? We will be extinct. Congratulations, you people finally destroyed the world, it’s just a lingering death instead of a fiery end.”

Eric laid the pistol on the floor and stood up.

Stafford stared at him. Eric Morrison was taller than he had been a day earlier.

“Can you fix it, Morrison?” Stafford asked.

“I have to, don’t I?” He walked toward the door.

“Why didn’t you just ask Thompson?”

Eric paused with his hand on the doorknob. “I like Dr. Thompson. I don’t like you.”

“What are you saying? You were going to shoot me if the US set off that goddamned bomb?”

“Yes, Colonel. I was.” He walked out the door and closed it behind him.

***

Melody wasn’t sure when Evie had left her in the bed. She fell asleep.

But she knew when Evie returned. Her alarm clock said 6:30 AM, an hour and a half before Maria would start the first shift.

Melody smiled and rolled over when she felt Evie’s hands on her naked back.

“Morning, sunshine,” Evie whispered. She had stripped naked and slid under the covers with Melody.

“Won’t Maria be mad you ended your shift early?” Melody asked.

Evie giggled. “Oh, I don’t think so.” She kissed Melody and then turned her head to the side.

Maria was standing by her bed with one eyebrow raised.

Evie nibbled Melody’s ear. “Maria and I want to make sure we understand all this.”

“O... Okay?”

Evie grinned. “So, you’re in love with Eric?”

“Yes,” Melody said. 

Maria’s face was inscrutable.

“And, last night you decided you liked girls too?” Evie said in Melody’s ear.

Melody moaned - Evie’s hot breath in her ear was making her melt. “Yes.”

“You are bisexual,” Maria said.

“I... suppose.”

“Was not question. Was observation.”

“Sorry?”

Evie laughed and kissed Melody’s neck. “Don’t pay attention to her, Melody. She’s just messing with your head because of what you said to her yesterday.”

“I’m really sorry about that, Maria,” Melody said. “I just didn’t want you to get me in trouble over Eric.”

Maria smiled for an instant before the stoic Russian detachment returned.

“She wasn’t going to get you in trouble. She was just trying to get you to be more careful,” Evie said and tickled Melody’s ear.

“Really?”

Maria turned away and walked to the dresser. “Yes.”

“So, everything’s okay?” Melody asked.

Evie giggled. “Oh, better than okay. We came here to show you something.”

“What?”

Maria reached behind her and unzipped the back of her dress.

“The eighth wonder of the world,” Evie said.

“Stop it,” Maria said as she let the dress fall.

Melody gasped.

Maria Marapova’s body looked like she was carved from alabaster. Her hips were perfectly heart shaped and muscles stood out on her back. Like Evie, she wasn’t wearing panties, only the white stockings and garter belt.

Her almost white hair cascaded halfway down her back.

“Yeah, I know. I could look at her all day,” Evie whispered.

She turned around and undid her lace bra, revealing large breasts that belonged on a much younger woman.

Her face that had always seemed cold to Melody now seemed only beautiful with a hint of sadness.

She walked toward the bed, slipping off her shoes.

Maria stood over her and she found herself drawn to look at the woman’s sparse, nearly translucent pubic hair.

Maria knelt down and Melody stared at the big breasts.

When Maria stood back up, she was pulling something made from elastic straps up her long legs.

There was a plastic cock attached to it.

“What is that?”

“It’s called a strap-on,” Evie said.

“What’s it for?”

Evie laughed in her ear. “You know damned well what it’s for.” She rolled Melody onto her back and kissed her as Maria climbed onto the bed.

“Open your legs,” Evie whispered.

Melody stared deep into Maria’s almond shaped eyes and let her thighs part.

Maria smiled.

Evie reached out and stroked the plastic cock. “Is he bigger than this?”

Melody nodded. “It’s almost eleven inches I think.”

“Closer to twelve,” Maria corrected.

Evie and Melody both looked at her.

Maria shrugged. “He showers with door open. I am a lesbian, but not so much I wouldn’t look. He is a beautiful man.”

Evie laughed. “You are full of surprises, Maria.”

She smiled and grasped Melody’s thighs. Then she leaned down and began kissing her pussy.

Melody gasped and her body went rigid.

“Relax,” Evie whispered as she caressed Melody’s hard nipples.

Melody put her hand over her mouth as Maria sucked her clit.

Evie pulled Melody’s hand away. “Door’s closed and the walls are soundproof, remember. Let it out.”

Melody cried out and ran her fingers through Maria’s beautiful hair. She rubbed her crotch hard against the woman’s amazing mouth.

“Yeah, that’s right,” Evie said. Then she leaned over and began sucking Melody’s nipples.

“Oh, God!” Melody cried out.

She came, knowing her fluids were pouring onto Maria’s face.

She threw her head back and screamed through gritted teeth.

When Maria slid up her body, she threw herself into a passionate kiss.

She moaned into Maria’s mouth as she felt the plastic cock press against her and then slide deep inside.

She wrapped her legs around Maria’s waist as the woman’s powerful hips drove the dildo in and out.

Evie stroked Melody’s hair and the small of Maria’s back. She leaned in and kissed them both.

“God, God!” Melody cried out as she came again and fell asleep in their arms.

***

“He’s affecting them, isn’t he?” Stafford asked.

Dr. Thompson nodded. 

They were watching the sapphic three-way going on in Melody’s room on the black and white monitor.

“It’s hormones, I believe. Perhaps even his brain waves. Just being in close proximity to him is causing them to change,” Thompson said. 

“The other two were degenerates before,” Stafford said. “But the Hutchins girl was normal. His hormones or brainwaves or whatever they are drove her to perversion.”

Thompson sighed. “Do you ever get tired of being a Neanderthal, Stafford? You actually see these three women as perverted degenerates?”

“Makes me wonder about you that you don’t, doctor.”

“Perhaps they’re simply evolving.”

“Jesus Christ,” Stafford said. “We can debate morality at a different date, doctor. For now, we need to limit people’s exposure to Eric Morrison, so we don’t have anybody else ‘evolving’.”

Thompson nodded. “On this we are in agreement.”

***

She woke up with Evie curled against her, breathing steadily.

Maria was putting her uniform back on. She looked over her shoulder at Melody. “My shift starts.”

“Maria, what should I do?” Melody asked.

Maria shrugged as she adjusted her cap. “Sleep here with Evie till your shift starts.”

“No, I mean...”

Maria laughed. She turned and leaned on the dresser. “I know what you meant, darling. I make a joke.” She walked over and sat on the edge of the bed. She ran her fingers through Melody’s blonde hair. “Tell him.”

“You think I should? What if...?”

“Melody, my love. There are men you could tell about this who would crucify you, call you names, toss you away. Your Eric is not such a man. He is the kind of man who will accept you and love you.”

Melody smiled and kissed her hand.

“Now, sleep.”

Melody closed her eyes and Maria closed the door behind her.

***

Morpheus

I had dispensed with wearing the pajama top. It was too tight, and I felt like an idiot wearing it. I can’t imagine how I must have appeared to Stafford and Thompson as I stood shirtless wearing only tight blue pajama bottoms in front of my blackboard.

They were standing as far away as possible, pressed against the wall.

“Any breakthroughs overnight?” Thompson asked.

I chuckled. “Doctor, you don’t honestly believe I could solve this that quickly, do you?”

“No.”

“I have some thoughts if you’d like to hear them?” I said.

“Please,” Thompson said.

“First, a question: does anyone outside the United States know about this?”

“A few of our allies,” Stafford said.

“You must tell every government on earth, Colonel.”

“Are you out of your goddamned mind?”

I sighed. “Secrecy will doom us, Colonel. There needs to be a global effort to solve this.”

“What are we supposed to do? Share intel with the Russians? The goddamned red Chinese?”

I turned and glared at him. “Yes, Colonel. They’re going to die too. Have you even warned the Russians about the dangers of detonating another Neptunium bomb?”

Stafford stared at me. “No.”

I laughed. “Colonel, the mutations caused by the detonation of one of those bombs have doomed humanity to a slow death. More detonations might cause different mutations that will kill us in a matter of weeks. Don’t you think we should make sure that doesn’t happen?”


Thompson held up his hand. “I’ll speak to the President, Eric. The decision is his.”

I nodded.

“Beyond alerting the world governments, what else can we do?”

“Start looking for people who are immune. To do that, we’ll need a way to test for the mutation. It will take us at least a decade to create such a test given current technology.”

“Wait, you’re saying there are people who are immune to the mutation?”

“Yes. Statistically there have to be. I would place the numbers at one-one hundredth of one percent of the world population - approximately 350,000 people. These people will need to be identified and selectively bred...”

“Selective breeding? Are you out of your goddamned mind, Morrison?” Stafford asked. “This is the United States. The people aren’t going to go for a ‘selective breeding’ program.”

“They will if they want to save the human race. Gentlemen, in a hundred years, the decreasing birth rate will be evident to anyone who looks at the figures.”

“Are there other things we can do, Eric?” Thompson asked.

I nodded. “Suspended animation until we can find a way to cure this.”

Stafford laughed. “People in freezers. Jesus, this is your genius, Thompson? Who goes in them, Morrison? Who decides?”

I shook my head. “To save the world, perhaps I have to change it.”

“What?” Thompson asked.

“Every stop gap measure I present, you counter with the right of people to free will. Perhaps that needs to be taken away. Sometimes I wonder if I couldn’t build a better civilization without your fucking morality and convention, Stafford?”

Stafford went pale, and it was at that point I finally realized he was truly afraid of me. For someone like Stafford, that must have been an alien feeling.

“What the fuck is he talking about, Thompson?” Stafford hissed.

“Merely postulating, Colonel. A daydream. Speaking off the top of my head,” I said. But was I? “Or I could make humanity immortal.”

They were both silent.

“Hmm... there’s something to ponder.”

“What are you talking about, Morrison?” Stafford asked.

“Simply this: The Ambrosia I was given was unrefined. It was created millennia ago and stored in those vessels - if it was created at all. Perhaps it bubbled up from the earth and was bottled. Or perhaps it was a gift from some advanced civilization that visited us at the dawn of time.”

“An extraterrestrial origin?” Thompson asked.

“Or extradimensional. Some traveler, not unlike Pike, traveling from some other plane of existence with a gift for us, perhaps? In any event, the Ambrosia we have is a broadsword, not a scalpel - it’s unrefined and it kills more people than it can imbue with godlike powers. If we could refine it? Understand how it works? We might be able to isolate the mechanism of immortality.”

“What mechanism of immortality, Eric?” Thompson asked.

I turned and stared at him. “I’m immortal now. Didn’t you know? Of course not.” I laughed. “I only figured it out at 4:47 AM this morning. I keep forgetting you’re lagging behind me, doctor. My apologies.”

“You’re immortal?!” Stafford asked.

I laughed. “Yes, Colonel. When you are dead and dust in your grave, I will still be alive and well. If anything, I’ve grown younger in the last few days. Yes, I will need the rest of the Ambrosia. You can bring it to me, can’t you?”

“The fuck we will!” Stafford spat. “You think we’re going to give the most important substance on earth to you?” 

“Eric, you really think you can make people immortal?” Thompson asked.

“I’m counting on it. I’m in love with Melody Hutchins. I want her by my side forever.”

***

“Jesus, what the fuck have we done?” Stafford asked as he walked down the hall with Thompson.

“Stafford, if he can make humanity immortal, the world would be saved. We would have millennia to solve the reproduction problem.”

“Who’d get to be immortal, doctor?”

“Everyone.”

Stafford laughed. “You’re delusional. Immortality would become the new gold, the most valuable commodity on earth. Would we give it to the commies? If we didn’t, would they start World War III over it? I know I fucking would.”

“Stafford, we have to get beyond these... police actions and cloak and dagger bullshit. He can change the world, make it better for all of us.”

Stafford pointed back at Eric’s room. “Absolute power in the hands of that man, doctor? Think about it. You think Eric Morrison should wield that kind of power over the world? You think he’s going to create a utopia? He’ll build a living hell and sit on the satanic throne.”

Thompson grabbed Stafford’s arm. “Colonel, that man is the only chance we have to save this world!”

Stafford jerked his arm away. “I should have shot him in the face on the first night.”

***

Morpheus

In that one moment speaking with Thompson and Stafford, I knew I could not save the world their way. Once the powers that be saw me as immortal, they would destroy me out of pure jealousy. If I gave them the gift of immortality, they would fight never-ending wars over ideologies and religions. If I gave immortality to only one ideology, those who were left out would destroy the world out of spite.

The Staffords of the world were too many. The Thompsons too few.

And at that moment she came into the room.

Smiling, beaming in her white uniform. I didn’t have to look away from the board to know it was her. I simply held out my hand.

Melody ran to me, clasping my hand, drawing close to me.

I put my arm around her and drew her tight against my side.

“You’re taller,” she said.

“Am I?”

“Your pajamas are knee pants. You look ridiculous.”

I slid them down my hips and stood naked.

She laughed. “Eric? Do you want clothes?”

I looked down at her. “Why?”

“Somebody might see.” She giggled.

“Let them look. Take off your clothes.”

“What?! No! It’s too early, anybody could come in, Eric!” But all the while she was taking off her little white nurse’s hat and unzipping her uniform.

“Leave the stockings and garter belt. I like them - they make you look more naked.” I smiled. She had left the panties in her room.

“Okay, I...” She stopped and her eyes grew wide as she looked down at herself. “I’m naked! Why did I do that?” She crossed her hands over her breasts.

I smiled. “You should only wear lingerie. Nothing else. Women are too beautiful to walk around in dresses and uniforms.”

She hesitated looking down at her clothes.

I laughed. “Go ahead. Put them back on.”

She knelt down and pulled her uniform back up. “Help me?”

I zipped her up.

“How did you do that?” She asked.

I pulled her back under my arm. “I believe I’ve developed a new power. The closer you are to me, the more you are compelled to do what I ask.”

She closed her eyes. “Eric, I have to tell you something.”

I looked down at her. “What?”

“Last night. I... I don’t know why... But I seduced... I seduced Evie.”

“Really? Hmm,” I said and smiled.

She stared up at me. “That’s all you can say? I tell you I seduced a woman and you say ‘Hmm’?”

“Did you enjoy yourself?”

“Eric! I made love to Evie. I had lesbian sex.”

“Are you saying you’re leaving me?” I asked.

“What?! No!” She hugged me tight. “No! I love you. I don’t love...”

“Of course you love her. That’s why you chose her to be intimate with, isn’t it?”

“I... God, I’m so confused.” She hid her face in my chest. “I messed everything up. It’s all my fault.”

I laughed. “No. You haven’t messed anything up. And it’s my fault.”

“What?”

“Remember what I told you last night when you told me about Evie and Maria? I said, ‘You should try it sometime.’”

Her eyes grew wide as she realized what had happened. “You bastard!”

“I’m sorry, I didn’t even realize I had that power last night. I figured it out this morning.”

“I can’t believe you did that to me?”

“I didn’t mean to.” I stroked her face. “Would you like me to undo it? I can if you like. I can make you 100% straight again if you like.”

I saw the hesitation in her eye and barely held back a laugh. “It’s okay if you liked it, Melody. It really is okay.”

“But it wasn’t real! You made me...”

I smiled and shook my head. “No, I made you try it. I didn’t make you like it. That’s all you. I just made you think about it. The choice was yours.”

She punched my shoulder. “Don’t ever make me try something again! I mean it!”

“I won’t, I didn’t mean to last night. It’s dangerous being around me, babe. Especially now. I don’t know my own strength.”

“You’re okay if I do things... with girls?”

“Yes.”

“Why? Why are you okay with it?”

I picked her up. “Because I love you and I trust you. I trust that you love me, and I want you to be happy.”

She held on tight. I could tell she was looking at the blackboard. “The symbols look different.”

“Yes.”

“Why?”

“I switched to code.” I said and then I kissed her.

“You’re writing in code?”

“I am.”

“Why?”

“Because I found the camera last night.”

She looked at me. “What camera?!”

“Not so loud. There’s a microphone as well. I suspected Stafford and Thompson had the rooms bugged. I was correct.”

“Oh, my God! They’ve seen...”

“Everything. Including what you did last night with Evie, I imagine.”

She laid her head on my shoulder. “They’ll ruin me.”

“Nonsense. They won’t say a word. If they did anything to upset you, I’d stop helping them. Besides, they won’t take the risk of anything getting out about Project Olympus.” I carried her to the bed. 

“What are you doing?” She whispered.

“What do you think I’m doing?”

“But they’re...”

“Watching. Yes. They’ve been watching. They’ve watched everything we’ve done. Let them watch.”

“You’re terrible!” She whispered, but she was smiling.

“Yes, and I’m also horny. My libido is skyrocketing, and I can only masturbate so many times a day.”

She giggled uncontrollably.

I set her on the bed and grabbed her ankles, pushing them against her chest. The hem of her uniform rode up and exposed the top of her stockings and the garter belt.

“Wait, stop!” She said.

“Oh, God, what now?”

“I... I have to confess something else...”

I reached down and touched the fine down of her blonde pubes. I held up my fingers and she tried to focus on what I had pulled from her bush.

It was a long white hair.

“You fucked Maria as well I see? That was brave.” I grinned lewdly.

She shrugged. “It was Evie’s idea.”

“Always someone else’s idea with you isn’t it, Nurse Hutchins?” I leaned over her and kissed her.

She giggled in my mouth and then gasped as my cock brushed against her clit.

Melody reached down and guided me into her. “Don’t be gentle this time,” she whispered.

I slid into her.

“Oh! Okay a little gentle!”

I laughed as I moved slowly inside her, bottoming out in her at eight inches and taking care not to push too hard.

This is the part where I tell you how gentlemanly I was as I made love to her. How I didn’t delve into her mind - that ultimate betrayal of trust.

I could tell you that, but I would be lying.

I’m a telepath, and as I made love to her, Melody’s mind opened to me just like her womanhood. Humans are a mass of insecurities, a tapestry of old emotional wounds. When we look at someone else, we see them as a beautiful whole. But, when we look at ourselves? We see all our faults, all our imperfections under a microscope.

No one is truly free. We are our own slave masters.

So I looked into Melody’s mind and I eliminated each insecurity as I found it. I felt her relax in my arms as each worry faded from her conscious mind and she focused only on the moment.

When she came, she screamed out my name, her legs squeezing my hips as her nails dug into my back.

I came as well - one moment of beautiful harmony. For an instant, there was only one of us, one organism with two halves that was complete.

And I knew that was the highest level I would ever attain as a god. This was the end of the road, the frog in the pot finally boiled. This was my transcendence, my ascendence. The only thing that made me a god was her, and as I held her I knew she was destiny. I glimpsed Nirvana, Pike’s door to the twelfth dimension, and I saw that the only way I would ever transcend this plane was with her at my side.

She looked into my eyes and I swear she was glowing.

I have never loved so completely and purely.

And I never will again.

***

Stafford opened his eyes in his room and knew once again someone was there. He reached for the gun and it was there.

He turned on the bedside lamp and leveled the .45.

Constance Balenger was looking at him in terror from the doorway. “I... The door wasn’t locked...” She stared at the gun.

He set it down on his nightstand. “Somebody broke the goddamned lock last night.”

“You could have killed me!”

Stafford lay back in his bed. “What the fuck do you want, Constance?”

“I came here to fuck, but now I need a change of underwear.”

He threw back the covers. “Get over here.”

She climbed into bed.

He squinted at her. “The fuck are you wearing?”

“Raincoat,” she said.

He untied the belt. “Kind of stupid putting on a raincoat when you can’t leave the building.”

“Don’t be mean.”

“You like me mean.” He flipped open the coat to reveal her naked, curvy body beneath. He smiled. “You’re a good looking woman, Constance.”

“See? Did it kill you to say something nice?” She pushed her right hand into his boxers.

He groaned as she took possession of his cock.

“Simon is so pathetically small. It’s like being fucked with a number two pencil.”

“Price you pay to live in luxury, slut.”

“Be nice.”

“What the fuck do you want from me, Constance? You looking for love? You’re nothing to me but mouth, tits, cunt, and ass.”

She laughed. “I think that’s what I like about you.”

“Maybe you’re looking to be punished for being such a nasty slut?”

She smiled. “Maybe.”

“Fine. Get up.”

She got quickly out of bed.

“Lose the coat.”

Constance was breathing hard as she let the coat fall on the floor.

Stafford rolled onto his feet and sat on the edge of the bed. “Lay across my knees.”

“Wh... What are you going to do?”

He grabbed her wrist and made her lay on her stomach across his lap.

She yelped in fear.

He raised his left hand over her buttocks. “You want discipline or not?”

She nodded.

He brought his palm down hard and her ass cheeks jiggled.

She grabbed the pillow off the bed and pressed her face into it as she screamed.

Stafford laughed. “More?”

She pulled the pillow away. “Yes!”

Stafford brought his hand down again and again as Constance bit and screamed into the pillow.

Outside the door, Simon Balenger stood with his fists clenched as Stafford spanked his wife.

He stood there as the bed springs began to squeak.

He didn’t walk away until he heard her cry out Stafford’s name.

Simon looked at his palms as he walked alone back to his room. They were bloody from where his nails dug into his flesh.

***

Morpheus

Looking back with clearer eyes, I see now that my ‘becoming’ effected everyone in that building during the Summer of Love. Weeks passed and there was a social and sexual awakening going on outside the building as well as inside.

Melody, Evie, and Maria became bolder the longer they took turns tending to my needs. They kissed openly in the halls.

Melody spent more and more time in the room with me, and when she wasn’t, she was in bed with Maria and Evie. Their libidos were matching mine, which was to say the four of us were insatiable.

Eventually, I knew that the four of us sharing Melody would lead to the four of us in bed together. But I left that for Melody to initiate - it didn’t feel right to press the issue, and I was in no hurry.

Evie would have gotten in bed with Melody and I the first night Melody seduced her. And she was constantly staring at my crotch when she came into my room.

I even caught the inscrutable Maria staring at me at times.

While I could see the effect I was having on these three beautiful women, it was the effect on the other members of our ‘household’ that I overlooked.

The Ambrosia had enhanced what I naturally possessed, and that strange ‘radiation’ I was now giving off was acting in the same way on the others.

Melody was sweet and kind and loving, and she became more so.

Evie was adventurous, a sex kitten, and those qualities grew.

Maria was bold and courageous, a natural born leader. My becoming strengthened these traits.

Of course, in Melody, Evie, and Maria’s cases, their evolution was being spurred along by something more than just my ‘radiation’. I’ll tell you more about that later.

As for the others, Constance’s infatuation with being dominated and disciplined became an obsession.

Dr. Balenger grew more morose, more brooding as he was cuckolded by his wife.

Stafford grew more paranoid, more violent.

Only Dr. Thompson seemed to remain the constant in my equation. He was a good man and he remained... remains... one. He never stopped believing I would save the world.

In those first days, faced with a world controlled by Stafford and his ilk? I thought about letting it die. I had a plan to save my chosen people, and, for me, it would have been enough. 

What kept me working toward a solution was the influence of Melody and Thompson. The prospect of not saving the world would be impossible for Melody to accept. For her sake, I had to be the hero.

And Thompson’s blind faith in my nobility was humbling.

I never shared his faith.

***

I stood in the empty room next to mine and stared at what $2 billion on a NASA contract could buy in the early fall of 1967.

It was a steel tank painted gray, about seven feet long and three feet in diameter. There was a one foot by one foot window on the top of the tank on one end.

It was hooked up to tanks of liquid nitrogen.

“It doesn’t work,” I said.

“No. It doesn’t,” Dr. Thompson said. “They can quick freeze a living being but defrosting and reviving them doesn’t work. The cells...”

“The cell structure is compromised by the freezing process. Upon defrosting, the cells break down. They’re attempting to develop an ‘antifreeze’ which will allow the body to be cooled below freezing,” I said.

“Yes. With your help...”

“I can’t help them. It won’t work.”

“What? But you asked for the prototype?!” Thompson stammered.

“I can adapt it to my uses. Freezing people to put them in suspended animation is a waste of time. We need to chill the body to just above freezing and submerge it in a nutrient solution which I have designed. The chemicals are easy to come by, save one: Ambrosia.”

Thompson sighed. “Look, as I told you: LBJ said no...”

“Yes, no to the Ambrosia, no to warning the world. The man is a fool. Let’s hope his successor has a higher IQ.” I stared into his eyes. “Dr. Thompson, how much of the Ambrosia can you acquire before arousing suspicion?”

His eyes went unfocused as I pushed my will into his brain. “A... liter. Any more than that would require authorization from the NSC.”

“Secure the liter for me. I would extract it from my own cum, but it would take longer.”

Thompson frowned. “Your... cum?”

“Yes, doctor. I’m afraid Dr. Balenger isn’t quite the scientist you think he is. If he were, he would have detected from my semen samples that my cum has Ambrosia in it. It’s not quite the same compound as the Ambrosia I drank, but it is very potent. Haven’t you noticed that Melody is becoming even more beautiful? That’s my Ambrosia. Oh, and I’m making sure she’s taking back my cum in her pussy when she sleeps with her girlfriends. In a few months, you’ll have three goddesses on your hands, Thompson.”

“I... why didn’t you tell me?” His eyes were half-closed.

“Because you would have isolated me from Melody.”

“You knowingly exposed her!” Thompson said through gritted teeth.

“I only figured it out a few days ago. If my Ambrosia was going to harm her? It already would have,” I said. “Also, we’re going to need five more of the suspended animation pods.”

“For what?”

“Contingencies, doctor. Contingencies. Now, I’m going to count down from five. When I reach zero? You’re going to remember to get me the Ambrosia and the pods, but you’re going to forget everything I’ve talked about in the last three minutes.”

“Eric, why are you doing this?”

“Five...”

***

Maria walked into Melody’s room - though, to be honest, it was now the room the three of them shared. Pretenses no longer seemed necessary.

Melody and Evie were both naked, leaning over a small table by the open window.

Evie had her hand behind her back, stroking the pink plastic dildo from the strap-on in and out of her swollen, pink pussy.

“Don’t you think you should close the curtains?” Maria said.

Evie giggled in her sex-kitten voice. “We like it when they look, don’t we, Melody?”

Melody could only laugh.

Maria walked up to the window to see a small group of frat boys standing in the quad below and staring up at the two naked nurses.

She shook her head and drew the curtains. “Honestly, the two of you.”

“You’re no fun,” Evie giggled.

Maria kissed her and then slapped her hand away from the plastic dong. She took over pistoning it in and out of Evie’s overheated cunny.

Maria looked down at the table.

Evie’s uniform was laid out on it... but a great deal of it was missing.

Melody was working with scissors, pins, and needle and thread.

“What in the fuck?” Maria said.

“We’re making the uniforms prettier. Mine first, then Melody’s. Yours can be next.”

Fully a foot of cloth had been removed from the hem of the garment.

“Oh, darlings, you mustn’t,” Maria said gently.

“Yes, we can!” Evie whined and bounced up and down with the dildo still in her pussy. Her boobs bounced and jiggled - she seemed to have gone up a cup size in the past few days.

And she was turning into a brat.

“You’ve turned it into a micro-minidress! If you bend over even slightly, your whole ass will be on display,” Maria said and shook her head.

Melody smiled. “More than that. Look? We slit it up to the waist on both sides.”

Evie went into a fit of giggles again. “So our garter belt and stockings will show.”

“Jesus,” Maria whispered. But the thought of seeing the two of them in those outfits was pushing all her buttons. She had always had a powerful sex drive, but since coming on this strange job her libido was through the roof. 

She looked at Melody as she made Evie bend farther over the table and arch her back. “I expect this behavior from Evie, but I thought you had a more level head, Melody.”

Melody grinned. “Why shouldn’t we be as free as Eric? He doesn’t even wear clothes anymore. He’s beyond all the trappings of the old world.”

Maria rolled her eyes as she fucked Evie harder with the dildo. “You sound like his apostle.”

“Maybe I am,” Melody said as she idly ran her index finger along Evie’s spine, between her taught butt cheeks, and finally caressed her little asshole. “Why shouldn’t I be? Eric is right - this world is insane, Maria. How many old, fat men would tell us we were sinning by making love to Evie?”

“Golly,” Evie whispered. Then she bit her lip and moaned as Melody gently slid her finger into the woman’s ass while Maria shifted and placed the base of the dildo against her crotch.

Maria used her hips to push the dildo harder.

“Two! Two, Melody! I want two.” Evie moaned.

Melody smiled down at her and gently rubbed Evie’s back with her free hand. “Evie, honey? What do you say when you want something?”

“Two fingers, mistress! Two fingers in my ass, please!”

Melody looked up at Maria and winked.

“That’s new,” Maria said.

Melody added her middle finger to her index and Evie’s little hole opened wide to accept them. “We’re changing. All of us. I’m changing faster because I’m right there with him.” She stared at Maria’s lips. “I think we should all be closer to him, Maria.”

Maria leaned over and kissed her. “I will bow to no man, darling.”

“He doesn’t want you to bow. That’s not who Eric is. He wants us to be like him.”

“I’m ready,” Evie moaned.

Maria smirked. “Ready to cum this soon?”

“N... No... ready to get closer to Eric. I wanna be Super Evie. Fuck me harder!”

Melody spanked her ass as she assfucked her with the other hand. “What do we say?”

“Fuck me harder, please, mistress! Okay, mistresses? Fuck, you guys are the pits sometimes.”

Maria and Melody loved her faster and harder, and Evie screamed out, squirting girl lube on the floor and gripping the table so hard her knuckles were white.

***

Morpheus

I was working on modifications to the suspended animation tank when Melody walked into what I now called the lab - the room beside mine.

I looked up and did a double take.

Her white nurse’s dress was now cut short, ending above her stocking tops. It was slit up both sides.

From my angle kneeling by the tank, her blonde pussy was on full display.

She had removed the sleeves from her outfit. Her braless breasts had grown again, straining the white cotton. She had modified the outfit by giving it a plunging neckline.

To say she was breathtaking as she stared down at me with her big, green eyes was the height of understatement. On anyone else, such an outfit would have looked like a joke - some fetish Halloween costume.

She walked to me, one foot in front of the other, her hips swaying.

“You like this, don’t you? The curves, moving and shifting? This look turns you on, doesn’t it?”

She stood over me, my lips inches from her pussy. I nodded, my mouth open - hardly a look for a god. Then I thought back to Zeus and his romantic conquests and thought, maybe I’m just like him?

Melody stroked my hair. “You’re doing things to me, aren’t you?”

“Yes.”

“Is it against my will?”

I shrugged. “I honestly don’t know. Being near me? It has hazards. Even if I try to hold back? My subconscious doesn’t.”

She smiled. “Loving you is interesting, Mr. Morrison.”

I took her hand and kissed it. “I will never hurt you.”

She pulled me against her crotch, and I kissed her blonde fringed lips.

“I know you won’t. You’ve opened my mind, Eric. I would never go back.”

I licked her clit and she moaned.

Then she eased me back.

“I need something from you,” she said.

“What?”

“I want a family. Not the traditional kind. I want to be with everyone I love, forever.” She glanced over her shoulder.

Evie came into the room, looking uncharacteristically shy. Her uniform had been modified the same as Melody’s. “Hi.”

“Hi,” I said.

“I love you, Eric,” Melody said. “And I love Evie.”

“I know.”

“Package deal.”

“I’m okay with that.”

Melody laughed. “I somehow didn’t think I’d have to twist your arm.”

“I love you guys!” Evie exclaimed. “I was just waiting for the opportunity to be with both of you. But I have total respect for Melody - R-E-S-P-E-C-T like Aretha Franklin sings...”

Melody looked at me mischievously. “Shush, Evie.”

Evie clamped her lips together and curtsied. Then she said, “Yes, mistress!”

I looked at Evie like she had a third eye.

Melody took her hand and pulled her in front of me. “I know. Not sure why I’m suddenly her mistress? But... here we are.”

I ran my hand up the back of Evie’s leg and then leaned forward and kissed her thighs.

“Ooo,” she murmured.

Melody looked over her shoulder. She paused looking at the hallway. Then she turned back to me and sighed.

“Something wrong?”

“No.”

Evie frowned. “She didn’t come, did she?”

Melody kissed Evie’s cheek. “I guess not.”

“I am here,” Maria said in her comical accent.

She walked into the room in the ridiculous outfit - an outfit I think my subconscious mind had a hand in creating.

She was a tower of pale, stone perfection. Muscles rippled in her thighs and arms. How three women could wear identical outfits and yet be utterly different is amazing to me. Evie looked like a sex kitten ready to hop in your bed. Melody looked like a curvy goddess you would want to spend all eternity with.

Maria looked like an Amazon warrior ready to do battle.

She stared down at me, her mouth in its perpetual frown. “I will not kneel to you.” Her frown broke though. I saw fear.

I held out my hand and she took it. “I would never ask you to kneel in front of me, Maria Anastasia Marapova.”

She stared at me, the frown gone. Now there was surprise. “How do you know my full name?”

“I’ve been in your mind. It’s very beautiful.”

I stood up, still holding her hand. Then I hugged her tight, my lips by her ear. “I know your pain. Feeling pain isn’t weakness. Hold onto your humanity - gods like us need to keep our humanity for as long as we can,” I whispered. Then I kissed her cheek and tasted a tear.

Melody was looking up at us with a look of pure love.

Then Evie put her small arms around all of us as best she could and squeezed.

Maria’s icy stare returned. “Uggh, you squeeze too tight.”

“Squeeze her harder, Evie,” Melody laughed.

Evie tried. “Are we husband and wives now?”

Melody looked up at me with a questioning stare.

“No,” I said. “That’s the old way. We’re more of an equal partnership. Like a union...”

“A coven,” Melody said. “We’ll call it a coven.”

“My coven,” Evie whispered, her eyes closed.

***

“Fucking degenerates,” Stafford hissed as he watched them on the monitor.

“Jealousy, Colonel?” Dr. Thompson asked.

“This is getting away from you, doctor. Eric Morrison is out of your control. He’s taken possession of those women. You let him do it.”

“They don’t seem upset about it,” Dr. Balenger said as he leaned closer and stared at the four lovers laughing on the black and white monitor.

“They’re not,” Thompson said. “They’re choosing to come together because they love each other.”

Stafford chuckled. “That’s not love. That’s perversion.”

“There are all sorts of perversion, Colonel,” Balenger said. “I can think of things much worse than four people being in love.”

Behind them, Constance Balenger peered around the open doorframe and watched the love story unfold on the small monitor. Soon, her left hand was reaching beneath the front of her skirt and touching herself.

***

Morpheus

This was not my first experience with group sex. As Evie lay down on Melody in a 69 a few feet from the suspended animation tank, I had a sense of Deja vu. I had done this before.

Some men will tell you the thought of their loved one locked in a sapphic embrace with a lover disgusts them. They are either fools or liars. We are wired to respond to that image of soft bodies entwined, fingers, lips, and tongues exploring. Some comedian once said, “It’s two girls, and I agree with both of them.”

So I lay down behind Evie’s quivering buttocks and looked into Melody’s eyes as she kissed and sucked the sex kitten’s clit. I kissed Melody’s forehead and then tongued Evie’s cute little ass.

Melody moaned loudly into Evie’s pussy.

I looked down Evie’s body to see Maria’s white hair - she was laying on the opposite end, helping Evie please Melody in the same way I was helping Melody please Evie.

I smiled. Strange how lovers instinctively become synchronized, speeding up or slowing down given the audible cues from the one we are pleasing. Maria and I were driving them both mad, just as they were doing the same to each other.

“Cock please!” Evie giggled.

I got on my knees and looked down into Melody’s eyes. Did I need to ask permission? Probably not. Did I ask with my eyes? Yes.

And she answered: the corner of her eyes clamped between Evie’s straining thighs turned up in a smile.

I held the base of my cock tight and guided the tip to Evie’s pink hole.

I eased into her pussy.

She cried out into Melody’s pussy, the sound muffled.

Maria reached out with both hands and raked her long nails up Evie’s sides.

Evie cried out again as I slid a little deeper.

Maria did the fingernail move on Melody next and I heard her scream between my thighs.

I looked up to see Maria’s chin resting on top of Evie’s red hair. She was smiling at me, actually smiling.

Then she winked.

I could tell she was doing something to Melody because Melody shrieked and tongued my balls.

I raised up higher, angling my cock down in Evie’s tight pussy. I wanted to see what Maria was doing.

Maria grinned and held up her right hand. She formed her fingers into a cone and dropped it down to floor level between Melody’s widespread thighs.

Melody shrieked and stopped sucking Evie’s clit.

“All my fingers,” Maria whispered. “She wants to be able to take all of you, let’s help her, shall we?”

I could feel Melody thrashing her head from side to side beneath me.

The muscles in Maria’s right shoulder worked as she pushed four fingers and a thumb into Melody’s tight pussy.

“Evie can take you, Eric. I do this to her all the time. Give it all to her.”

I grasped Evie’s thighs and pushed in deep.

Evie raised her head and screamed.

Maria kissed her.

I matched my rhythm to Maria’s shoulder movements as she French kissed the moaning Evie.

Some people think being with more than one woman is a power trip for a man. In my experience, it is not. They are pure sensuality and we, no matter our prowess, are equal to them in bed but not above them. I was not a god on the floor of that nearly empty building. I was only one quarter of a beautiful organism.

One half of that organism, Melody and Evie, came simultaneously, crying out my and Maria’s names as their bodies were rocked in the storm of our passion.

As Evie came down off her high, I withdrew gently from her tight pussy.

Then I rolled her onto her side, curled in a ball beside Melody.

Maria beckoned me and I crab walked around Melody’s other side.

Maria beamed up at me and looked down.

I gasped. Melody’s blonde fringed pussy was stuffed full of Maria’s hand past the wrist.

She pulled back gently, the stretched lips stretching even more as the fat part of Maria’s hand tried to pass through.

Melody gritted her teeth and thrashed.

Evie went into action, kissing Melody and stroking her hair.

And then Maria’s hand was free.

Maria moaned. “I love it when they gape like that,” she said in a throaty whisper.

I could see deep inside Melody, her pussy dilated by the fisting.

Maria and I dove on her pussy, sucking and kissing the swollen lips and erect clit.

I had to laugh as Evie skittered down Melody’s side and did her best to push her face in with ours, like a hungry kitten fighting for a mother’s teat.

Melody was cumming again.

Maria raised up and let Evie in to feast on Melody’s love. “Fuck her, Eric.”

I spun around and Evie pulled away, giving me access.

“No,” Melody moaned. She raised her head and grinned at Evie. She beckoned her with a nod of her head.

Evie scrambled up to face her.

Melody leaned up and whispered in her ear.

Evie giggled and nodded.

Maria and I knelt side by side as Melody and Evie faced us on their haunches.

“Somebody was neglected,” Evie laughed.

“We want a show,” Melody said with a mischievous grin.

Maria and I turned and looked at each other at the same time.

“Do you want to?” I whispered.

Those strange eyes of hers. They’re haunting. She smiled gently and nodded. “Yes, Eric. Very much.”

“Gonna be hard if you’re not going to kneel, Maria,” Evie whispered.

“I won’t have that,” I said. I put my hands on Maria’s strong muscled upper arms.

We stood together and embraced as Melody and Evie gasped in approval.

Maria pulled me forward as she backed up, only stopping when her back was against the wall.

She raised her right leg and hooked it around my waist.

I encircled her hard muscled abs with my hands and raised her up.

She threw her left leg around me, crossing her ankles behind me as I raised her higher, my cock sliding over her belly.

I could feel her soaking pussy against the tip of my cock and I gently eased her down. I slid into her, feeling her open herself for me.

We stared into each other’s eyes, our muscles straining to push my cock deep inside her, but not so far as to hurt her.

She smiled when we found the depth she wanted.

I smiled back and pressed her against the wall.

“Perfect, it’s perfect,” she whispered and then she was speaking Russian, moaning in my ear as our bodies worked in unison.

I could feel Melody’s and Evie’s hands on our thighs, reaching higher caressing the spot where our bodies joined.

We moved faster and Maria kissed me deeply, moaning into my mouth and I into hers as we danced against the wall.

She pulled her head back, teeth and eyes clenched.

I felt her cum, inner muscles milking my cock.

And I gave her body what it told me it wanted: I came deep inside her, my cock pumping hard as I cried out.

Below us, Melody and Evie were laughing and moaning along with us.

I knelt slowly, my strength gone, and laid us both gently on the floor.

Maria’s eyes jerked open and I laughed as Melody and Evie dove between our thighs. My cock was pulled from Maria’s pussy, and then a warm mouth closed on me.

Evie and Melody sucked and moaned as they drank down our combined juices.

I stroked Maria’s white hair as she smiled.

***

The floor was quite comfortable when you had a blonde and a redhead clinging to each other between you and an Amazon princess.

Melody and Evie embraced in their sleep while I spooned Melody and Maria spooned Evie.

I reached over and ran my fingers through Maria’s hair.

She opened her eyes and smiled. “You are changing us, yes?”

“Yes. Though honestly I don’t have much conscious control over it.”

“Every morning I look in the mirror and my wrinkles are fading. I am stronger, aches and pains of old wounds are leaving me.”

“You’re growing younger,” I whispered.

“Will I be like you?”

“I think so. It’s just going to take time. When I have a large amount of Ambrosia, I’ll be able to refine it. I’ll be able to transform people with a shot.”

She smiled. “You want to change the world.”

“I do. Would you like to help me?”

She laughed softly and stroked the curve of Evie’s hip. “I am old, Eric. I have followed many who wanted to change the world. They brought only death and destruction.”

“I’m not going to do that, Maria,” I whispered.

“You won’t mean to, but you will,” she smiled and kissed the back of Evie’s neck. “However, this world is fucked up.”

“Too many Staffords,” I said.

“Staffords, Stalins, Hitlers - they will destroy us all in nuclear fire or chemical fog or biological plague. So, why not follow god who tells me to make sweet love to beautiful girls and to love everyone? Even if I go to hell? At least I will enjoy the trip.”

“That’s a very Russian outlook.”

She nodded and smiled. “We make the best of utter catastrophe.” She stared into my eyes. “I have fallen in love with you, Eric Morrison. I have not had that feeling for a man in a very long time.”

I smiled back. “I love you too. I love all of you.”

She shook her head. “How can that lead to world destruction, eh?”

I laughed. “Do me a favor?”

“Anything, my love.”

“Keep reminding me that I’m only a man. Be my memento mori - my reminder that even a god is only human?”

“Yes, Eric... and you must do the same for me.”

Melody jerked awake in my arms. “Oh, God! Something’s wrong!”

“What?! What is it?” I said.

“My... chest is wet.”

I leaned over her. White drops were dripping from her nipples.

As I watched, a thick pearlescent drop fell on Evie’s exposed left breast.

Evie arched her back and cried out, “Oh, God! Cumming! I’m cumming!” She hyperventilated as Maria held her tight. “N... No fair making me cum when I’m asleep! You guys!”

I smiled.

Melody turned her head and looked at me. “This isn’t funny! Something’s wrong...”

“Nothing’s wrong,” I said.

“Golly, Melody, you’re lactating! Are you pregnant?” Evie said as she came down from her cum.

“No,” I said. “I expected this might happen, Melody. You’re starting to produce your own Ambrosia - don’t worry, it’s a weakened form. It’s in my cum.”

“I’m turning into a goddess?” She whispered.

“Yes,” I whispered and kissed the side of her neck.

Evie was staring entranced at the dripping milk.

“Suck, Evie,” I said. “Go on, you know you want to. Suckle from Melody and catch up with her.” 

Melody rolled onto her back slightly. I gently guided Evie’s pretty face down to Melody’s left nipple.

Evie stuck out her tongue and let a drop fall on it. Another orgasm had her squeezing her thighs together and moaning.

I pushed her more insistently against Melody’s nipple.

She obediently opened her mouth and pulled it in.

Maria had to hold her as she bucked and spasmed, but Evie latched on and began to suckle. Her tremors subsided and she settled into nursing.

“Oh, God, that feels good,” Melody whispered.

I looked at Maria. “You should nurse too.”

Maria shook her head. “No.”

Melody took her index finger and caught a drop from her right nipple. She held it under Maria’s nose. “Open.”

“Melody...”

“Open. Don’t make me cross,” Melody said with a smile.

Maria laughed and opened her mouth.

Melody let the drop fall on Maria’s tongue.

Maria went rigid and I had to grab her to keep her from jerking across the floor. 

I pulled her closer. “Don’t fight it, honey.”

Maria needed no more encouragement. She leaned over Evie and latched onto Melody’s right nipple, sucking in mouthfuls.

Melody threw her head back and moaned out loud. “Fuck! So fucking good! Gonna cum, Eric! Oh, Jesus!”

I spun around and put my head between Melody’s thighs from behind and sucked her clit.

The girls moaned and writhed around me and we lost ourselves in each other.

***

“Goddamn, I need to fix that fucking lock,” Stafford growled as he stepped into his room and closed the door behind him.

Constance Balenger was naked on her knees on his bed, thighs spread wide and dainty hands holding her asscheeks apart.

Her jet black bush glistened with moisture.

She had her head on the mattress, but she craned her neck around to look at him. “I saw them on the monitor. What’s wrong with them?” she asked. 

“Eavesdropping on us is a federal crime. I can have you put under a prison. I can send you to the gas chamber for it. National security is no joke, slut.”

She smiled and wiggled. “Punish me then. But prison would be a waste, wouldn’t it?” Her index finger toyed with her asshole.

He put his hand on the small of her back, then he drew back and slapped her exposed crotch hard. “Like that?”

She bit her pillow. “Yes! Just like that!”

He slapped her again, feeling the moisture from her pussy coating his hand. Jesus, this bitch is twisted, he thought.

“Unnh,” she moaned. With each slap he delivered, she would grunt again. “It was so... unnh... fucking beautiful... unnh... what’s wrong with them? Unnh...”

“It’s classified.”

“Unnh, can I play with them?”

He leaned forward and pushed his middle finger up her ass without warning.

“Aiggh!” She cried, but then she began to move her ass in a slow circle.

“You stay away from those freaks.”

She laughed. “Says the man with his finger up my ass.”

He leaned farther over her and gripped her neck with one hand while adding his index finger to the middle finger of his other hand in her stretched ass. He squeezed her throat. “You listen to me, you fucking slut. The last thing you want to be is anywhere near that sideshow. They aren’t leaving this building alive.”

Unable to breathe, Constance nodded as best she could.

He released her throat and roughly flipped her onto her back, still ass fucking her with his right hand.

She gasped and rubbed her throat.

“Those people are a cancer, Constance. This experiment is a total failure. That hippie is bent on world domination. He’ll make Stalin look like the tooth fairy.”

“Y... Yes, sir,” she whispered and nodded in agreement.

“He’ll infect the entire world with his disease if I let him. What you saw today? Everybody on earth would be like them, just freaks and degenerates.”

She nodded quickly. “Yes, sir.”

His gaze softened and he took hold of her ankles and lifted them.

He pulled his fingers from her ass then grasped the base of his cock. He pushed it into her gaping asshole.

Constance smiled up at him and closed her eyes, letting him fuck her and imagining it might be love.

***

Morpheus

Dr. Balenger came into our room - I thought of it as our room now, because Melody, Evie, and Maria were spending all their time with me. He was carrying a blood draw kit.

“I can do that, doctor,” Melody said as she stood up from the small chair.

I could see Balenger’s eyes travel from her quickly glimpsed bush as she rose to her large round breasts that tried to peak out of the plunge neckline.

I had to smile. Melody’s shyness was gone. She was confident in her sexuality - as a matter of fact, she reveled in it. I wondered idly if this is what Aphrodite was like?

Seeing that confidence made me love her even more.

“I... that’s okay, nurse...” Balenger stammered.

“Oh, call me Melody.”

“I... okay, Melody.” He smiled quickly. “I’ll do the draw today.”

Melody reached out and touched his hand. “Certainly.”

I saw the look in his eye: lust and overpowering fear.

Balenger had always been a nervous man, but now he was terrified of us.

He had no reason to be, but I suppose he felt like we might accidentally do something horrible to him. That was a natural fear.

Melody went back to her chair and I saw Balenger do his best not to stare, but the tantalizing possibility of seeing her beautiful naked ass in the revealing uniform got the best of him.

He wasn’t disappointed.

Melody sat down in the chair on her knees, the skirt rising just as she intended to show him her curves.

He stared open mouthed.

Balenger reluctantly turned around to find me standing right behind him with my arm outstretched.

I smiled down into his pale, terrified face. “Simon, you don’t have to be afraid of us. We like you.”

“What? No... I’m not.”

“Simon,” I whispered. “Melody wanted you to see. You don’t have to feel bad for looking.”

He turned back to see Melody smiling at him, her skirt still raised above her buttocks.

Simon smiled back and turned away. “I should take your blood now.”

“Yes, Simon.”

The veins in my arms were very pronounced after the muscle growth, so he had no problem finding one. However, he was hesitant.

“What’s on your mind, Simon?” I could have simply looked inside his head, but I was trying to respect at least a few boundaries.

“Hmm? Oh, nothing.” He looked back at the three women in the room. They were laughing and talking, Maria and Evie sitting on the bed and Melody in the chair.

“It’s okay, Simon. Say what’s on your mind.”

He looked back at me. “How do you do it?”

I cocked my head. 

“All of them. How do you satisfy them all?”

I smiled. “Simple. I don’t. I couldn’t. No one could. Instead? We satisfy each other.”

“He’s fucking my wife,” Simon said.

I sighed.

“Stafford is fucking her. Almost every day. She goes to him whenever she thinks I won’t notice - God, sometimes even when she knows I will. I’m going to lose my wife.”

“You never had her, Simon,” I said.

He looked like I had slapped him. “What?!”

“Simon, we don’t own one another. We shouldn’t...”

“But she’s breaking my heart,” Simon whispered.

“Yes, and that’s wrong. She lied to you. That’s on her.”

He looked over his shoulder at my coven. “What you did to them? Could you do it to Constance? Could you make her come back to me? Make her leave him?”

“Why would you want that?” I asked.

“How can you ask me that? I love her, Eric!” He raised his voice.

Maria eyed him warily. I saw her rising from the bed. She was ready to come to my aid.

I smiled at her and shook my head.

She sat back down but stared directly at Simon.

All the color had drained out of Simon’s face as he looked away from the murderous Amazon.

“I imagine she would be pretty amazing in a bar fight. I think she killed a lot of Nazis during the war. I’m betting with her thighs.”

He stared at me.

“Seriously, she could break rocks with those thighs.”

I saw her smile at me and then she turned back to Evie.

I smiled at Eric. “I know you love Constance, Simon. But she doesn’t love you. I won’t make someone love me or anyone else.”

“He hurts her,” he said quickly.

“How?”

“He... spanks her. Maybe other things.”

I tried not to laugh. “Simon, people are turned on by different things. Sometimes they’re things we find disturbing.”

“I’m begging you. If you won’t change her? Then change me. Make me what she needs.”

“That doesn’t mean she’ll choose you.”

“No, it doesn’t. But at least I’ll have a chance.” He stood up straighter. “I’m ready.” He closed his eyes.

I laughed. “Simon, I need to know what she needs first.”

“She wants to be spanked, obviously.”

I turned around. “Evie, honey? Come here, please?”

She jumped off the bed and skipped across the floor. “Hi, Simon,” she said and looked up at him with her big eyes.

He looked at her in confusion.

“Evie, Simon and I were talking about spanking. Do you like spanking?” I asked.

“Sure! Bend over Simon, I’ll spank you till you walk funny.” She said as she blinked and smiled.

He looked at her in horror.

“No, Evie. I think he wants to be the spanker not the spankee.”

“Oh!” She leaned with her hands against the wall. “I love to be spanked. Maria spanks me a lot. Sometimes I do bad things just so she’ll spank me. Don’t I, Maria?”

Maria smiled from the bed. “You are bratty little bitch.”

I reached down and lifted the back of her uniform exposing her ass framed by the garter belt.

“Mmm,” Evie moaned as she leaned her face against the wall. “Start slow, but really make me feel it by the end, okay, Simon?”

“W... Why do you want that?”

She opened her eyes and stared at him with her brow wrinkled. “Because it’s fun. Makes the blood flow. Stings a little. I get really wet.”

Simon rubbed the fingers of his right hand together. “I... I’m not sure I can.”

Evie rolled her eyes and grabbed his hand. She pressed it against her ass. “Now spank.”

His fingers caressed her buttock. “I... what if I hurt you?”

“You’re swatting me with your hand, not a baseball bat. Go on, try.”

“I shouldn’t. I’m married.”

“Given the situation, I don’t think you’re doing anything wrong, Simon. Do you?” I asked.

“Oh, this is about your wife getting fucked by Stafford?” Evie asked.

Simon pulled his hand away and turned red.

Evie turned around away from the wall and hugged him. “Sorry.”

“It’s okay,” Simon said.

She whispered in his ear. “Go ahead and try. I want you to.” She turned back to the wall and braced herself.

Simon reached out with his left hand and gently raised the back of her uniform again.

He cupped her right buttock with his right hand.

“Mmm, I like that,” she whispered.

He brought his hand back and lightly slapped her.

She gasped. “You got bigger hands than Maria.”

“Was that too hard?”

“Naah, I can take it.”

Slap.

I smiled and stepped away as Simon began to slap her ass harder.

Evie was whispering encouragement as he spanked her.

He began to talk to her, calling her a slut and a whore - I was pretty sure this was at Evie’s instigation, but he was a willing participant.

Melody and Maria stood by me and leaned against me as we watched him spank her.

She grew silent but Simon grew more verbal, his voice harsher.

Evie arched her back as her buttocks began to turn red.

She looked over her shoulder at him and smiled.

I reached down and stroked Melody and Maria’s inner thighs, sliding up to their sexes.

“Change him,” Melody whispered. “I want to see what you make him into.”

I looked down at her.

“Tell me you don’t want to?” She whispered. “All the things you can do? What we will be able to do soon?”

Maria’s hand grasped my cock and gently stroked me.

Evie collapsed against the wall and Simon stopped spanking. 

He pulled her close. “Are you okay?”

She looked at him with a sleepy smile. “Yes, Simon. I’m fine. I came.”

“What? From being spanked?”

“Yes. You made me cum. It’d be nice for you to hold me for a while - that’s what Maria does.”

Simon smiled and nodded. “Of course I will.”

He sat down on the floor and she curled up in his lap.

***

“It’s wrong to change him,” I said.

“You had no issues changing us,” Maria said.

The four of us sat on the floor of the room. Simon had left a few minutes before, his nervous demeanor returning and embarrassment at what he had done to Evie kicking in.

“That was my subconscious. I didn’t knowingly set out to change you.”

“Maybe not at first,” Melody said. “But you’re deluding yourself if you think it was your subconscious later.”

“We are all guilty,” Maria said. “Have you not noticed our little Evie is becoming a complete giggly bimbo?”

“Hey! Who ya callin’ a bimbo?” Evie said.

“You. Because, babushka, we made you one.”

“Huh?” Evie asked.

“I am turned on by submissive, mischievous, bratty girls and you became my desire.”

“How would that work? You’re no more a goddess than I am yet,” Evie asked. And then she pouted.

“Look at little pouty lip. Adorable.”

Melody smiled. “It’s all of us together. Eric and I picked up on Maria’s desire.”

“And Evie’s desire to please Maria,” I added.

Melody nodded. “Then all of us together influenced Evie.”

“Including Evie herself,” I said.

“I did?” Evie asked. “I chose to be a bimbo?”

“Adorable bimbo.” Maria said, the word coming out as ‘beembo’.

Evie broke into giggles.

“What is funny?” Maria asked.

“I’m a beembo.” Evie said and rolled onto her side laughing.

“Go ahead, make fun. English is hard language. None of the sounds make sense.”

Melody and I looked at each other.

“You really want to lose your accent?” Melody asked.

“I have been trying for decade,” Maria grumbled.

I stood up and walked over to the TV. Once it warmed up I started changing channels. I smiled when I saw Raquel Welch in Fantastic Voyage. “How about her voice?”

Melody smiled and nodded. “What do you think, Maria?”

“What do I think about what?”

On screen, Raquel was wearing her white rubber skin diving suit and talking to Donald Pleasence in her wholesome, midwestern accent.

“Her voice,” I said. “How would you like to speak with her voice?”

Maria looked at the screen and began to smile. “You think?”

I rushed over and took Melody’s hand then Evie’s. They both held Maria’s hand.

“Listen to her voice. Concentrate,” I said.

“I like her outfit,” Evie said.

“Concentrate, Evie,” I said. “Think about Maria talking in that voice.”

It’s hard to describe entering someone’s mind. You concentrate and imagine stepping inside but there’s this nagging feeling that it won’t work. This premonition that it’s all just hocus pocus mumbo jumbo.

And then you go in and it feels just like falling. It’s startling and you almost fight against it. But if you just let it flow, mind control can be beautiful.

Nothing is more beautiful than going into someone’s mind with someone else by your side.

Three of us went into Maria’s mind - four if you count Raquel Welch.

Time means nothing in a mind. We rerouted internal wiring together, flipping switches, unlearning some things and re-learning others.

And through it all we heard Raquel Welch talking to Donald Pleasence on a late night showing of a movie that had only come out the year before.

Raquel Welch in a white wet suit.

I saw that white wet suit as we left Maria’s altered mind.

We opened our eyes.

“You okay, Maria?” Evie asked.

She blinked. “I don’t think it worked.”

The three of us almost fell over.

“What?”

“Maria? Your voice.”

“What about my voice? It sounds...” Then she heard herself.

Raquel Welch’s voice came out of Maria Anastasia Marapova.

“Fuck,” Maria said. “So that’s how articles work? Huh? I really missed all those ‘the’s? How the fuck did I miss those?”

We all laughed. 

“Thank you,” Maria said.

“I was scared you were gonna come out sounding like Donald Pleasence,” Melody said.

“So was I,” I said.

“You mean like this?” Maria said in a perfect imitation of the actor’s voice.

“Shit,” I said.

“Yes, well, I’ll choose to talk like the bombshell instead,” Maria said in a mild mannered English accent. “Better?” She finished as Raquel.

“Lots!” Evie said.

“We’re powerful,” Melody said.

“And dangerous,” I added.

“Are we going to help Simon?” Evie asked.

“Maybe we shouldn’t,” I said. “I mean, giving Maria voice lessons is one thing. We’d be changing Simon sexually.”

“He asked us to change him,” Melody said.

“He’s awful sad,” Evie said. “We have to help him.”

“Well, I say we vote,” Maria said. “All those in favor of taking a... fantastic voyage through Simon Balenger’s brain, raise your hand.” Her hand went up.

Melody and Evie raised theirs as well.

I looked at them and raised mine.

It was going to be a long night.

***

Constance Balenger returned to the room she shared with her husband just before 3:00 AM. The rest of the world was caught up in the hippie counterculture, and Constance was caught up in the strange happenings going on in the quarantined building that was now her pseudo-prison.

She had given herself completely to Colonel Stafford.

Constance had always had two weaknesses: love of money and love of dominant, aggressive men.

Now, Simon was her sugar daddy and Stafford was her owner. He was her master, her sir.

Her only complaint was Stafford’s focus on fucking her in the ass.

This relationship was all about his pleasure.

She smiled. Not that she wasn’t getting pleasure - there was something to be said for being used. Part of her felt bad about that, but the using turned her on.

She opened the door to the room and light flooded the darkened space.

Simon was sitting on the room’s only chair staring at her.

She stopped just inside the doorframe. “You’re awake.”

“What am I supposed to do, Constance? Just sit back and watch it happen? Accept it? Is that what you want?”

“I don’t know what you’re talking about,” she said as she began getting undressed. She took off her skirt and blouse and stood only in her lace bra and panties.

“You’re fucking Stafford.”

“You’re overreacting.”

Simon laughed. “Come here.”

“Why, Simon? What’s the point? If you divorce me, I’ll take half of everything you own.”

“I said, ‘Come here.’”

“Or what, Simon?”

He stood up and walked to her.

She shrank back. “What are you doing?”

“Saving our marriage.” He grabbed her wrist and dragged her back to the chair.

“Ow! What’s wrong with you? Have you lost your mind?”

Simon sat down and dragged her across his lap. “Isn’t this what you want? Isn’t this what he does to you?”

Constance laughed at him. “What, Simon? You think you can do what he does to me? You can’t, Simon. You’re lacking the guts and the proper equipment.”

She stopped laughing when he ripped her panties down the back and flung them across the room. “Stop it!”

“Jesus, fuck.” He grabbed her ass roughly. “You’re black and blue. You let him beat you black and blue? You twisted bitch.”

She grunted. “You see? You couldn’t possibly compete...”

He brought his hand down across the bottom of her buttocks and upper thighs with a sharp crack!

“Goddamn you!” Constance shrieked and jerked her ass away from his hand.

He brought his hand down again, this time his fingers made contact with her pussy. “Disgusting! Are you just wet or did he cum in you?”

Her voice cracked. “Not in my pussy. He never cums in my pussy. Just my ass.”

She struggled as he parted the cheeks of her ass and pushed his finger inside.

“Uggh, nasty whore.” He yanked his finger out making her yelp and then leaned over and put it to her lips.

“What do you want...”

His finger pushed between her lips. 

“Suck, slut! Eat his cum. Remember the taste because you’ll never taste Stafford again.”

As soon as he ordered, Constance obeyed, licking and sucking the cum covered digit.

She moaned when he yanked it away, then cried out as his hand came down hard on the tender spot between the bottom of her ass and her upper thighs. “Simon, stop! You’re hurting me!”

He slapped her left buttock even harder. “From now on when we’re alone? You will address me as Doctor, do you understand?” He began raining blows on each cheek, one after another.

“Y... Yes, Doctor!”

“And your new name is Cunt. Nurse Cunt - you’ll be my assistant from now on. Now tell me your name!” Slap.

“Cunt! My name is Cunt! Nurse Cunt! Unnh!”

He shoved two fingers up her pussy. “You came?! You nasty little whore! You came from me treating you like a slut, didn’t you?”

She had. Her thighs trembled as her pussy muscles clenched. She came so hard it felt like her brain was on fire! She spun around on his lap and wrapped her arms around his neck. “Simon, oh God, Simon. Better than him. You are so much better than he ever was!”

He grabbed the back of her hair and pulled hard. “What did you call me, Cunt?”

“Doctor!” She squealed. “You’re Doctor and I’m Nurse Cunt and I love you!”

He pulled her close, his tongue going down her throat.

She pulled back and smiled. Then she laid her head in the crook of his neck.

The strange people from the experiment were standing in the doorway, naked. The man and the tall woman with white hair stood in the back while the blonde and redhead stood in front of them.

The redhead was grinning at her and fingering her clit.

“Who are they, Si... Doctor?” Constance whispered.

“Our friends, Cunt,” Simon said and smiled toward them. “Did you do this to her?”

Constance jumped like she had been electrocuted and stared up at him. “Did what to me?”

The man smirked. “No, doctor. That’s who she is.”

“It’s much worse,” the white haired woman said with a scowl. “She likes doctors because they’re rich. But she could just as easily have chosen lawyers to prey upon. She gets turned on thinking about a mad doctor experimenting on her.”

Constance gasped. “How do you know that?”

The redhead stopped fingering herself and then licked her finger. “Because we’ve been inside your head looking around... weirdo.” Then she laughed and winked.

“They’re psychic,” Simon said. “They’re going to turn you into my slave, Cunt. You’d like that, wouldn’t you?”

She stared into his eyes.

He was totally serious.

“Yes, Doctor.”

“That means I will decide who you fuck and when you fuck - and you will never be with Colonel Stafford again.”

She smiled. “Yes, Doctor.”

There was a hum inside her skull, like thousands of loud voices fighting for dominance. Images flashed by too fast for her to process them.

Constance collapsed against Simon’s chest. Her head felt like it weighed a hundred pounds and her eyelids were half closed. She could see Simon’s own face, his eyes darting left and right.

Whatever they were doing to her? They were doing to him as well.

Then she passed out.

***

Morpheus

We walked down the hallway in silence. I was in shock at what we had done. It was one thing to change Maria’s voice, but this?

We left Simon and Constance passed out on their bed, naked and entwined in an embrace.

“They’re not really Simon and Constance anymore,” Melody whispered. She leaned against me and held on tight.

“What we did?” Maria said. “We must never, ever do that again. It’s... monstrous.”

“We twisted the fuck out of those fuckers,” Evie said and gripped Maria’s hand tight.

“It’s what they both wanted,” I said as we entered the stairwell and headed down toward our floor.

“Yes, but,” Maria whispered. “How we did it? We added things, Eric. Things from our own subconscious. Dark things from deep inside my soul I thought I had left behind during the war.”

I looked at her. She was crying.

I reached over and wiped away the tear.

“We’re monsters,” Melody whispered.

“No,” I said. “We just... made them more extreme versions of what they were. That’s all.” I kissed her hair. “But Maria is right. We can’t ever do that again. It’s wrong to do that to someone, even if they want it.”

Maria smiled weakly and nodded.

In our room, we had managed to push two beds together.

But that night, we clung together so tightly there was plenty of room.

***

“What the fuck?” Stafford whispered.

Thompson simply stared.

Dr. Balenger stood in front of Thompson’s desk. His entire demeanor was different. He stood straighter with a jaw of granite and eyes that seemed to stare right through you. “Constance will be acting as my nurse and assistant from this point on, gentlemen. I see no point in her simply acting like some idle rich bitch. I intend to make sure she makes herself useful.”

Stafford and Thompson stared at Constance Balenger.

She stood stick straight - her normally flowing black hair was done up in a tight bun under her white nurse’s cap. Her makeup gave her a pale appearance - offset by thick black eyeliner and blood red lipstick. Her eyes were as big as saucers as she stared glassily at the wall over Thompson’s head. Her uniform was normal length, but too tight.

Her waist looked cinched in like she was wearing a tight corset.

“Is that what you want, Constance?” Dr. Thompson asked as he looked up at her from his desk.

“Yes, Dr. Thompson. Whatever Dr. Balenger wants is fine with me.”

Balenger looked at her and smiled. Then he turned toward the door. “Come, nurse.” 

Stafford saw a momentary look of panic in Constance’s eyes as if she were unsure what to do.

Balenger turned and put his hand on her shoulder. “No, nurse. Come with an ‘O’, meaning accompany me... the other will wait till I allow it.”

The panicked expression went away, and the blank stare returned. “Yes, Doctor.” She turned stiffly as if there was something attached to her crotch or inserted in her ass.

She followed Dr. Balenger. The stiffness of her gait was matched by the exaggerated sway of her hips.

Balenger paused at the door and looked over his shoulder at Stafford. “Oh, one other thing, Colonel. Constance will be far too busy attending to her duties and my needs from now on to fuck you. I want to thank you for taking care of her urges for the past few weeks, but I’ll take it from here.” He turned away and the two of them left the room.

Stafford squeezed his eyes shut and blinked. “What the fuck just happened?”

***

Dr. Allen Thompson sat alone in his office and spoke into his dictation unit. “The changes in Simon and Constance Balenger are extreme. Simon Balenger has overnight changed from a mild, timid man into a Marquis De Sade and he is exercising that control over his own wife - a woman who previously was in complete control of him.”

He paused the recording and then continued. “Constance Balenger had the expression and motions of a robot, blindly following any command her husband gave her. I found it...”

He paused the recording. How did he find it? The sight of her in that outfit, her mind locked away somewhere deep inside herself?

He squeezed his eyes shut, willing the image of Constance’s hips swiveling below her corseted waist like some burlesque dancer was burned on his brain.

How did that make him feel?

Hard. That’s how he felt. His cock was iron down the left leg of his pants and he knew there would be a stain on the fabric.

He shook his head and started the Dictaphone again. “I found it disturbing. This is more than the effect of having Eric Morrison in direct proximity. I believe he deliberately reached inside their minds and changed them. That prospect is terrifying. No man, no god should wield such a power. I don’t dare relate my fears to Stafford or I believe he will take measures...”

Someone knocked on the door. He stopped the machine. “Come in.”

Melody Hutchins opened the door.

She had already been a pretty nurse, but now she was breathtaking. And the outfit with its plunging neckline and brief hemline would stop traffic.

She smiled and held up a cup of coffee. “Coffee time.”

“Oh, Melody, you don’t have to bring me coffee every morning like this.”

“I like bringing you coffee, Dr. Thompson.” She set the cup on his desk.

Melody leaned forward to do so and Thompson found himself staring into the delicious void between her large breasts.

He looked up quickly only to see her smiling at him.

Thompson blushed.

Melody bit her lower lip and sat on the edge of his desk. Was she purposely showing her upper thigh?

He found himself staring at the sleek line of her leg leading to the curve of her hip.

This time she laughed out loud. “I’m sorry, doctor. I’m being awful to you aren’t I?”

Thompson looked away. “No. No, Melody. I envy your freedom.” He picked up the coffee cup and took a drink. “Mmm, you make the best coffee.”

“The secret’s in the cream,” Melody said.

“Well, I appreciate you doing this for me, but you really don’t have to. Your duties have... changed.”

“Transformed, some would say,” Melody said.

Thompson took another sip and then another. “How’s Eric doing today?”

“Puzzling over something. We fuck all night and he works all day... oh! I’m sorry. It’s just hard to censor myself for normals now.”

Thompson shook his head as he took another drink. “No, don’t apologize. I’m intrigued by your arrangement.”

“You mean the coven?”

“Yes. How do you avoid jealousy?”

Melody smiled. “We don’t avoid anything. We’re just mindful of each other’s feelings.”

“Melody, I need to ask you something. Did Eric... coerce you in some way to enter into this group relationship?”

Melody smiled and looked at him sideways. “You mean like reach into my mind and shuffle things around till I was exactly what he wanted?”

Thompson just stared at her.

Melody laughed. “No! He didn’t. The three of us were just there with him and his becoming changed us as well.”

Thompson nodded. “Yes, but do you think he has that power now? I’ll just come out and say it: did Eric go into Simon and Constance Balenger’s minds and turn them into some sort of... bondage fetishists?”

“Yes, we did.”

Thompson sighed. “I thought so. Melody, Eric shouldn’t...” He stopped and stared into Melody’s green eyes. “Wait. Did you say we?”

Melody winked. “Yes, doctor. We changed the Balengers. Honestly, we scared ourselves - Constance is like a zombie. Eric thinks that will pass but we didn’t sleep well.”

Thompson swallowed hard. “Then you are...”

“A goddess? I don’t know. I guess. Maria and Evie now as well.” She laughed. “Eric has told you this several times, but he keeps erasing the discussion from your memory.”

“He’s been in my head?” Thompson had the sudden impulse to run away from the beautiful blonde perched on the side of his desk.

“Yes, but only small things. He hasn’t changed your thoughts or feelings, doctor. We wouldn’t do that. We really like you. And don’t worry: we’re taking responsibility for Simon and Constance as well. They’re officially part of the coven and when we leave? They’ll go with us.”

“You’re leaving?”

“Yes. We are. Stafford can’t stop us. No one could.” She smiled. “How are you feeling doctor?”

“I’m... Melody I’m afraid.”

“Of me?”

“Yes.”

“Drink your coffee, doctor. A big drink this time.”

Thompson reached out and took the mug. He drank down a mouthful.

He almost dropped the mug on the floor before Melody rescued it from his hands. His cock spasmed and shot cum down his pants leg. “God! Oh, God!”

“Ambrosia. Small amounts in your coffee for weeks now.”

“W... Why? How? Melody, Ambrosia is dangerous!”

“Not mine.”

He stared at her. “What do you mean ‘not yours’?”

She stood up and walked around the desk.

Melody put her hands on Thompson’s shoulder and pushed him back in his desk chair.

“What are you doing?”

She sat down on his lap. “You asked about jealousy earlier? We don’t avoid it, but there isn’t any. We simply love each other.” She kissed his forehead. “And you’re going to be one of us, Allen. Because we love you. You are one of the good people that Eric is going to save.”

“Good people? No, Melody. He has to save everyone.”

Melody smiled and pulled apart the front of her outfit. Her big right breast slipped out of the fabric.

“M... Melody? I’m twice your age...”

She laughed. “Silly, Allen. We’re immortal. There is no age. No death.”

She cradled his head and guided him to her moist, turgid nipple.

“N... No. Melody,” he whispered, but his lips were already parting to take her into his mouth.

His lips closed on her and he sucked a mouthful of the cream into his mouth.

His cock spasmed again.

He saw the door open, but he couldn’t register anything other than the taste of the sweet, warm ambrosia pouring down his throat.

“Evie, I need help,” Melody said.

Evie skipped across the floor and slid onto her knees. She unzipped his pants. “Whoo... Doc? Who knew?”

Eric laughed as he sat down in the chair across from the desk.

Maria closed the door behind her and locked it.

Maria leaned over the desk and smiled. “How big is it, Evie?”

She licked the knob. “Mmm, at least eleven.” She slid down his length and he came again. She rose off him, cum dripping off her lips. She giggled. “Lot of cum too.”

“Sorry for all the subterfuge, doctor,” Eric said as he pulled Maria into his lap. His cock slid easily into her pussy and Maria laughed. “I wanted to tell you weeks ago, but I still had things to figure out.”

Melody’s nipple slipped from Thompson’s mouth and she kissed the top of his head.

Ambrosia dripping from his lips, he looked down at the beautiful redhead bobbing contentedly on his cock. He groaned and stroked her hair. “What are you doing to me? Why?”

“Doctor,” Eric said. “I’m going to make us immortal - I’m already immortal, but I want all our coven, and the other covens to come to be immortal as well. This world can’t survive as it is. There are too many evil men doing too many evil things. This world is corrupted. If I don’t do something to stop all this insanity? They will destroy themselves and my transformed as well. I will not allow that.”

“Why... me?” Thompson moaned.

Melody smiled and slid down onto the floor. Her face beside Evie’s, she smiled up at him. “I told you. Because you’re a good person. And we are going to surround ourselves with good people.” She nuzzled his balls and kissed them.

Maria stood up and then lay down on her back on Thompson’s desk, pushing his Dictaphone to the side. “Come to me,” she said.

And Eric laid down on top of her, sliding his length into her.

She hung her head off the back of the desk and smiled at Thompson. “Don’t fight it, doctor. The... benefits are amazing.”

“We need to get out of here and find someplace safe where I can complete my research - with your help and Balenger’s, of course. I may be an encyclopedia of medical knowledge, but I’ve never held a scalpel in my hand. The two of you have.” He began to thrust into Maria.

Evie stopped sucking his cock with a wet pop and climbed onto his lap, her thighs spread. She guided him to her wet pussy with one hand. “So let’s review: we’re transforming you because we love you. We need you because you’re a doctor. I think you’re super cute. You’re not too old because, well, look at Maria’s face. She’s older than you. Haven’t ya noticed her wrinkles are gone?”

He glanced down at Maria - her face was smooth. She looked thirty. Maybe younger.  

Evie shrugged as Melody continued to kiss his balls and Evie’s ass. “Doc, just relax and fuck. We’re going to save the world.”

Thompson closed his eyes and arched his back as Evie’s tight pussy slid down his length.

***

Colonel Stafford sat on a bench in Golden Gate Park smelling body odor and weed. The smell was wafting over from a crowd of a few dozen hippies on the other side of the walkway.

A man sat down beside him on the bench.

“Fucking lousy place to have a clandestine meeting,” Stafford said.

The man smiled and looked at the hippies. “Why? The hippies? They’re good cover.”

“You know, when you work for the NRO and your boss says he wants to meet you in the park? You’re either being given a gun or just a bullet. Which is it, Jerry?”

Jerry laughed. “No bullet today, Carl.”

“The gun then?”

“The gun. Washington read your report. LBJ agreed... strike that. LBJ’s advisors agreed. The president has no idea what’s going on here. Is that clear?”

“Deniability. Got it.”

“In any event, the White House agrees. Terminate with extreme prejudice.” Jerry looked at him. “This Morrison? Is he as dangerous as you’re saying he is?”

“Worse. He’s pure evil. Corrupts everything he’s around. And he’s making others in his own image. Mark my words, Jerry: if we don’t stop him now? We’ll be fighting tens of thousands like him in fifty years. They’ll make the Reds look like creampuffs.”

“Just so we’re clear? The sanction is for all of them. Morrison, the nurses, Thompson... and the Balengers. Both of them. Is that going to be a problem?”

“You know better than to ask me that question. I’ll put one in her head with a smile on my face, Jerry.”

***

Evie was curled up in Thompson’s lap running her fingers through his hair. Eric, Melody, and Maria were passed out on the floor.

“What a strange new world,” Thompson whispered.

Evie stretched and smiled. “Happy?”

“Yes,” he said. “You don’t even realize you’ve neglected yourself until something like this happens. Sex has a way of clearing all the synapses.” He caressed her face. Then he laughed. “I think I’m too old for all this, Evie - maybe I won’t be too old physically, but I think maybe mentally I’m just too old. I can barely understand any of this.”

She put a finger against his lips. “It’s simple. I love you and I’m going to make love to you. Do you love me?” She removed her finger from his lips.

“Well, yes, I guess I...”

She shushed him with her finger again. “The pretty blonde over there with her lips around Maria’s big nipple? That’s Melody and she loves you too - now, she’s joined with Eric. No one will ever be more in her heart than he is, but that doesn’t mean she won’t make love to you. We have enough love inside us for everyone equally. Do you understand that?” she asked, taking her finger away.

“I... think so.”

The finger went back to his lips. “The big blonde amazon princess? She loves you too. She’s a lesbian but she loves you just as much as I do. She can make love to you and still love girls. Again, we simply have more love in us than we did before, and it has to go somewhere. Understand?”

Thompson nodded and kissed her finger.

She smiled. “Better.” She nodded toward the three on the floor again. “The Adonis lying between the two goddesses? He loves you too - but don’t worry: he isn’t going to make love to you. He would die for you, he’d die for all of us and we would die for him. He’s just not that way, and I really don’t think you are - but, hey, if you are? That’s cool. Until we add another guy, Maria will happily oblige with her strapon.”

Thompson laughed. “Not necessary.”

She kissed his forehead. “See? Being a god is going to be easy.” She pushed her right nipple against his lips. “Suck. Keep sucking till I start giving Ambrosia like Melody. Should be any time now.”

Thompson drew her beautiful breast into his mouth and sucked.

Evie shifted in his lap and wrapped her hand against his hardening prick.

***

Morpheus

I had a plan to get us out of the building and away from Stafford. It was going to take time. I had to make sure we left with the suspended animation chamber and all my notes, though, to be honest, most of what I had discovered was in my head.

Moving the chamber was simple: all I needed was access to two men and a truck. A few minutes alone with them and I could bend them to my will to move the tank.

My worry was Stafford. I had purposely stayed out of his mind. I was fairly certain his natural paranoia would have made any intrusion into his thoughts perilous. He was a dangerous man - if he had the slightest inkling he was being manipulated, he would call for help or worse.

My powers were growing but so far all my ‘conquests’ had been willing in one way or another. Melody and Evie subconsciously wanted to be drawn into my world. Maria and Thompson were incredibly lonely people beneath the surface - joining my coven was a relief. Constance Balenger was in absolute heaven as her husband’s submissive and Simon Balenger was happier than he had ever been.

Stafford was different. He hated me - hated us. I had as much prospect of subverting his will as I did of outrunning a bullet.

I still hadn’t fully grasped who or what I was.

I wish I had. More than anything, I wish I understood then what I came to understand in the days that followed.

Getting away from Stafford meant keeping him from understanding how far my control had extended.

To that end, Allen Thompson agreed to continue acting ‘normal’. He would not join us in our room - however, I insisted he continue drinking Ambrosia. Evie came up with the solution: she would go to his room each night. At first, she merely carried a container of Melody’s Ambrosia, but on the second night, Evie’s own Ambrosia came in.

Thompson needed no convincing to nurse directly from her source.

They were falling deeply in love, and that made all of us happy.

I was unsure how long we could keep up the charade. Thompson was changing, growing taller and more muscular.

He slouched around Stafford, but I knew it was only a matter of time before Stafford noticed that Thompson was now taller and more muscular than he.

Physically, I believed we could take Stafford. Between Thompson and I and the former Russian goddess, we could subdue him if it were necessary.

But his gun was the equalizer.

***

Around 3:00 AM, the two MPs on the ground floor turned around at the sound of people descending the steps.

They stood there with their mouths open.

Melody and Evie stood in their modified uniforms at the bottom of the steps.

“Um, ladies? You need to go back to the second floor. You’re violating quarantine.”

“Aww, come on fellows,” Melody said and stretched, letting the MPs take in her curves in the skimpy outfit. “We’ve been cooped up upstairs for months. We just want to have a little fun.”

“You know we don’t really have the measles, right?” Evie said as she twirled her hair on her index finger.

The other MP just stared at her and smiled.

“I mean, we missed the whole summer,” Melody pouted. “All that... fucking.” She looked up at the first MP and licked her lips.

“Colonel Stafford...”

“Who cares about Stafford?” Evie laughed. “He’s upstairs asleep. We’re down here... and horny.”

The first MP nudged his pal.

“Stafford will fucking kill us, man.”

“Fuck Stafford,” the first MP said and pulled Melody to his lips.

She moaned into the kiss as his hands trailed down to her buttocks.

Evie rocked restlessly from one foot to the other. “Come on. You gonna leave me all alone and wet?”

The second MP practically dove on her and she laughed as he kissed her neck making his way to her swollen breasts.

“Easy lover. We got all night.”

His hands were on Evie’s breasts.

Melody winked at her and slid down to her knees.

She unzipped the first MP’s pants and hauled out his hard, six inch cock.

Evie reached down and squeezed the growing lump in her MP’s pants. “Not much more on this side.”

“What?” Evie’s MP asked.

“Nothing, honey. Keep kissing my neck I like that.”

Melody smiled up into the first MP’s eyes as she gently stroked his cock with her right hand. “So trusting, aren’t they?”

Evie giggled.

“Relax, gentlemen,” Eric said as he descended the stairs.

There was a momentary look of panic on the MPs’ faces at the sight of a naked body builder with a huge cock descending to the first floor.

“Everything is okay, baby,” Melody said, her fledgling mental powers calming the soldier. His eyes started to close.

“What the fuck is going on?” The second MP said.

Evie’s brow furrowed as she tried to control him. She sighed and rolled her eyes. “Sorry, Eric. I just don’t have it yet.”

“It’s okay, honey.” Eric put his index finger on the man’s forehead, and he went rigid. 

Melody stood up still stroking the first MP’s cock. “Is it bad that I have so little regard for them?”

“The MPs?” Evie asked.

“Humans,” Melody said. “I just... I don’t really identify with them anymore.”

“They aren’t like us,” Eric said. “They’re... flimsy. You can step away from them now.”

Evie and Melody stepped back, leaving the men looking dazed.

“Attention!” Eric barked. He had put an image in their minds that he was a four star general.

The MPs snapped to attention and stared straight ahead.

Eric smiled. “Always wanted to do that.”

Evie giggled and pointed - the first MP’s cock was sticking out of his pants. “The little MP is at attention too.”

Melody laughed with her.

“When do you boys go off duty?” Eric asked.

“Sir! 0800, sir.” the first MP said.

“Do you normally return to base then?”

“Yes, sir. We have to be back at The Presidio by 1600 hours.”

“What were you boys going to do during that time?” Eric asked.

The first MP stammered. “Sir... well, sir... there’s a brothel in South San Francisco...”

Evie giggled.

Eric smiled. “That’s fine, son. You boys deserve a trip to the brothel. When’s the next time you’re here?”

“Tomorrow evening, sir.”

“Good. When you come back tomorrow, I need you to bring a truck. Can you get a truck?”

The second MP nodded. “Yes, sir. My brother lives in San Jose. He has a truck.”

“That’s fine. I need you to bring it to me. We’re going to load something on it. Top secret. You have to keep it to yourselves, understand?”

“Absolutely, sir!”

“Good. Now... put your cock back in your pants, son. You’re on duty.”

The first MP blushed and began trying to stuff his meat back through his fly.

“Poor guy didn’t even get head,” Evie whispered.

“He’ll survive,” Melody said.

Eric turned around and put his arms on Evie and Melody’s shoulders. “At ease, boys. I think I’ll take these two back upstairs and fuck them.”

“Sir! Yes, sir!” The first MP said. They saluted Eric as he ushered the girls upstairs.

The first MP shook his head when they were gone. “Goddamn generals get all the pussy.”

“Was he naked?”

“Fucking general. He can do whatever he wants.”

They returned to guarding the front door.

***

At 9:00 AM, Stafford followed Constance Balenger from her husband’s lab on the third floor. He took her arm in the stairwell. “Constance?”

Constance turned stiffly. She was holding a medical instrument tray in her hands with blood collection syringes. She looked at him with glassy eyes. “Yes, Colonel?”

He touched her pale face. “What the fuck did they do to you?”

“They opened my eyes.”

“What?”

“They opened my eyes. I didn’t understand what I wanted before. Now I do.”

He examined her eyes. They didn’t move. She was like a robot.

“And what is it you want?”

She turned her head to the side and smiled. “I’m the Doctor’s experiment. He wants to explore the limits of pleasure and pain.”

“What does that mean?”

She bent over at the waist and laid the tray on the floor. When she stood up, she turned and pulled up her hair in the back. “Can you unzip me?”

He undid the zipper on the back of the nurse’s uniform.

She let it fall off her shoulders and then turned around.

Her full breasts were braless, but they were held in place by thin wires that looped around her shoulders and neck.

They were soldered to hypodermic needles that pierced both her thick nipples.

Stafford stepped back. “Jesus. Oh, Jesus.”

“It supports me as well as any bra.”

“You’re fucking insane...”

The thin wires continued down her torso. She let the uniform fall lower.

Her clit was also pierced with a hypodermic and the wires were attached to this one as well.

Constance smiled pleasantly and turned around. Then she bent forward and spread her legs. She wasn’t wearing panties, just a white garter belt and white stockings.

There was a metallic plug in her ass attached to the same wires.

The wires continued up to a small black box taped to the small of her back. It had a red button in the center.

She stood up stiffly and turned around. “Doctor says when we leave here he will have permanent steel piercings put in place of the needles. And my treatments will be on a timer.”

“Your treatments?”

She turned around. “Press the button, Colonel.”

“What?”

“It’s okay. The Doctor won’t be angry. You can’t fuck me, but you can administer my treatment.”

“What... does that do?” He stared at the box with the red button.

“Try it and see.”

He reached out his finger hovering over the button. “Constance...”

“Press it. I can handle ten seconds. More than that and I tend to pass out. Go on, Colonel. Press it.”

He pressed the button.

Constance went rigid. Then her entire body began to tremble.

There was an electric current flowing through the wires from the battery pack.

“Constance, you twisted bitch,” Stafford whispered. He released the button.

Constance’s knees buckled but she stayed upright. She moaned loudly.

“You came?” Stafford asked.

“Every... time.” She paused and breathed deep and steady. Then she reached down and pulled her dress back up. “Could you zip me, please?”

He pulled the zipper up and she bent back to her tray and retrieved it.

She stared at him with her glassy eyes. “Will there be anything else, Colonel?”

He shook his head and backed away as she descended the steps to the second floor, her posture perfect.

Stafford watched her disappear down the stairs.

Then he went back to his room and retrieved his sidearm.

***

Morpheus

“We should have names,” Melody said as the coven sat in my room.

“We have names,” I said as I drew on the board with chalk. 

“No, god names,” Melody said as she stroked the back of his neck. She squinted at the board. “Time travel?”

I smiled and looked at her. “You can tell what these equations are about?”

She nodded. “Time travel... no, not travel. You only want to look into the future.”

“I don’t think time travel is possible,” I said. “But I do think looking into the future is possible. And, if I can do that? I can change the future.”

Dr. Thompson stood behind us. “You mean looking into the future with the power of your mind? Like Pike crossing over to the twelfth dimension?”

Melody frowned.

“Not exactly. I wouldn’t be traveling to the future so much as just observing it.” I took Melody’s hand. “I won’t go anywhere, darling. I won’t leave you. But being able to see the future might be helpful in saving the world.”

Melody nodded and hugged me. “Just don’t go through any goddamned doors.”

“No doors. Got it.”

“Hey!” Evie said as she skipped up behind us. “I want to talk about that whole name thing Melody mentioned. I mean if we’re gods and goddesses, we ought to have cool names, right?”

Maria was lying on the bed behind us. “I am Maria Anastasia Marapova and I don’t need a name to be a goddess. I simply am.”

Evie jumped on top of her, causing the bed springs to creak. She kissed Maria’s nose. “Nope. You are Mistress Maria Anastasia Marapova the White Witch.”

Maria smiled up at her and looked from side to side. “Hmm, that is catchy. I think it suits me.” She clasped her hands on Evie’s buttocks and pulled her close into a deep kiss.

“What about you, Dr. Thompson? Asclepius?” I asked.

“Greek god of medicine?” Thompson laughed. “No, Eric, I think I’ll just be Dr. Allen Thompson.”

“Boo!” Evie said. “You’re not getting into the spirit of things! Somebody name me!”

“I would say you are mischievous,” Maria said as she ran her fingers through the long red hair. “Which goddess would that be?”

“Aite,” I said.

“Ah-eat-uh?” Evie asked and grimaced. “Too many vowels.”

“Leto,” Melody said.

I smiled. “Nice choice.”

“Leto?” Evie asked. “Who was she?”

“Goddess of motherhood,” I said.

Evie smiled and blushed. “Yeah. Yeah, someday. Call me that, okay?”

I nodded.

I touched Melody’s face. “My Aphrodite.”

She blushed and laughed. “Oh, you think so?”

“Yes, I do.”

“Aww,” Evie whispered. “They’re so cute.”

“What about you, Eric?” Maria asked. “Zeus?”

I laughed.

“Morpheus,” Melody said as she stared into my eyes. “He’s the god of dreams and you are always in mine.”

I just smiled at her for a moment.

“Shh, stop crying,” Maria whispered.

Melody and I both looked over at Evie. She was crying on Maria’s big bosom. “It’s... just so romantic.”

And we all laughed.

***

At nightfall, I looked out the window at the street below.

The two MPs were quietly loading the suspended animation pod into the back of the truck and covering it with a tarp. Try as he might, Thompson had been unable to get me the other tanks, so one would have to suffice till I could construct our own.

It was simply too dangerous for us to remain in Berkeley one minute longer.

“It’s time,” I said.

The coven members were all in the room and dressed in street clothes.

Melody would ride with me in the pickup. The Balenger’s had their own car, and Evie and Maria would ride in Thompson’s.

“Quietly, everyone,” I said. “The MPs are still under my control. Dr. Thompson, do you know where Stafford is?”

“He was in his room upstairs a few minutes ago.”

I smiled and nodded.

We crept into the hallway.

Melody stood just behind me followed by Maria and Evie. The Balengers came next and Thompson took the rear as we made our way to the stairwell.

I felt Melody stop behind me.

I glanced back.

Her eyes were far away. “You were right,” she whispered.

“What?” I asked quietly.

“I can see the future.” Her eyes welled with tears. She turned toward Evie and Maria. “I love you. I need you to remember.” She put her small hands on their faces.

I felt power course through her, the same feeling you get when you walk under high voltage lines.

Maria and Evie shook.

“What are you doing, Melody?” I whispered.

“What are all of you doing?” Stafford said.

I spun around.

He was standing in the stairwell.

He had a .45 in his right hand pointed directly at my chest.

I spread out my arms shielding everyone behind me as best I could. “Step aside, Colonel. I’m taking my loved ones. We’re leaving.”

“Before you say another word? I got my finger tensed on this trigger. Not even a tenth of an ounce more and I’ll put a hole in your chest. I feel your fingers in my brain? You’re a dead man.”

“Stafford!” Thompson said. “Stand aside. We were wrong to try to keep him here. He will save the world, Carl. But you need to let us leave and let him do it.”

“Dr. Thompson, you are fired. That’s straight from LBJ himself - well, not through normal channels, but the effect is the same.”

“Why do you have to be like this?” Melody said as she stepped around me.

I tried to pull her back behind me, but she shrugged away.

She shook her head. “The world doesn’t have to be like this. I’ve seen a different one. It’s beautiful, Stafford. If you could only understand.”

“Step aside, slut. Your boyfriend dies... first.”

Maria stepped to my right side trying to push me back and pull Melody away. “He’ll do it. We’ve been sanctioned.”

“What do you know about it, Russkie?”

Maria grinned. “I’ve seen men like you before. KGB, Nazis - all of you have the same sick look. You want to kill what doesn’t fit your mold.” She squeezed my arm. “Step aside and let me kill this piece of shit, Eric.”

“No!” Melody said. “No killing! Why does there always have to be killing? Can’t you see that’s what’s wrong with the whole world?” She looked into Stafford’s eyes. “It doesn’t have to be like this. Just let us go.”

He stared at her.

He pulled the trigger and smiled.

Before that gunshot, I was not a god. None of us were. We were just playing at being gods.

I felt her body press against mine, felt her begin to fall.

I caught her in my arms.

Evie screamed and Maria fell on top of us both as we fell to the floor, shielding us.

I rolled Melody onto her back and cradled her in my arms as the blood spread across her chest. “Melody? Oh, God.”

The gun fired again. And then a third time.

I knew they would hit Maria.

She looked down at us with nothing but love.

And then I was a god.

The bullets slowed then hung in midair behind Maria’s back.

They fell harmlessly onto the tile floor of the hallway.

Melody stared into my eyes. “I’ve seen it. The world you are going to make? It’s not what I imagined. But it’s a beautiful world, my Morpheus.” And she closed her eyes.

Maria rose in the air over me.

It took me a moment to understand that I was moving her out of the way.

I stood up with Melody cradled in my arms.

Maria and Evie were crying as I passed her body into their arms.

The pistol again - two shots. I held up my palm behind my back.

The bullets stopped.

I didn’t need to see the panic in his face to know Stafford was terrified. I could smell it.

“You goddamned murderous fool!” Thompson cried. “You goddamned idiot. She was the only thing that kept him human.” Thompson stepped back and looked at the floor.

I turned and stared into Stafford’s eyes.

He was shaking as he pulled the trigger again and again, the bullets falling to the floor. “No! No, goddamn it! It’s not...”

I held out my right palm.

Stafford went rigid.

I made a fist.

Stafford dropped his gun and his arms went tight against his body as if I were squeezing him.

I slowly raised my arm.

Stafford rose into the air, his face turning crimson from lack of air, his lungs paralyzed.

He stared down at me.

I brought my fist down and he was dashed to the floor. I heard bones break.

I relaxed my hand and walked to him.

He lay on his back, his right leg bent out at an odd angle.

I stared down at him.

And then I screamed.

The windows shattered.

The building shook and the floor cracked.

A small earthquake shook the bay.

And Colonel Carl Stafford exploded in a red mist, spraying the stairwell and me in crimson.

I fell on my knees and cried.

Hands touched me. I felt Evie’s hands on my face.

Maria put her hands under my arms and lifted me.

“Eric, we have to leave,” Thompson said.

“Morpheus. Call me Morpheus,” I whispered. “Eric Morrison is dead.”

***

Lilith

Caribbean Sea
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He finished his story as the sun rose and the boat rocked gently in the swells. Overhead, gulls screamed and cried, begging for some scraps.

With the morning light came two realizations.

First, the huge shape I had sensed in the darkness nearby was an island of black rock. A sheer cliff rose above us. I knew without asking this was his home, Isla Satana as inscribed on the boat’s transom.

Second, I was in love with this man turned god. Despite my abduction, despite his forced feminization of poor Jack - I was really in love for the first time in my life. Perhaps because we were in some ways so alike. I was using Jack for my own purposes and so was Morpheus.

My love for him made me cry because I knew he would never feel for me the way he did for Melody Hutchins, his Aphrodite. She was and always will be the second half that would have made him whole.

I wept for him and I wept for myself.

“My story made you sad?” He asked.

I nodded and laid my head on his chest.

He stroked my buttocks. 

“I’m so sorry,” I whispered.

He kissed my hair. “I know.”

“I love you, Morpheus.”

“I know.”

I turned my head and looked down into his eyes. “What will you do with me?”

“Horrible, beautiful, wicked things. If you will help me? I will make you immortal, beautiful, cruel, sadistic. I’ll fill you with darkness, Igor.”

“Yes,” I whispered. “Please.”

He smiled and sat up. “Low tide. There’s no other time to access the island.”

I sat up with him.

Poor Jack moaned under the blanket, one shapely, hairy leg sticking out from under the blanket.

She was masturbating furiously.

Morpheus smiled down at her. Then he offered me his hand.

He helped me to my feet, and I walked beside him to the side.

He pulled up the anchor and then went to the wheel.

The diesels roared to life and we turned toward the island.

It was small, roughly circular and about a mile across.

The cliffs reached a hundred feet into the air.

Waves crashed against the black rocks as he steered us directly toward the cliffs.

I put my arm around his waist as we crashed through the spray.

“What happened after... after Melody?” I asked.

“We went downstairs. Thompson carried her and Maria basically carried me. We put her in the suspended animation chamber and started it...”

“Wait! I thought she was dead.”

“She was... is. I couldn’t bear to think about her decaying in some tomb. So I put her in the tank and kept her with me. Ghoulish, I suppose.”

“Tragically romantic,” I said softly.

He smiled at me, his face wet with the spray. “After my story you’ve turned into a romantic?”

“I think so.”

He whispered in my ear and made me shiver. “I like you as a cold hearted manipulative bitch too, Igor. You don’t have to change for me.”

I laughed. “Where did you go?”

He chuckled. “Evie had a friend she had met in Haight Ashbury - Charlie. He had moved to southern California with some hippie friends and we moved in with them at a place called Spahn Ranch for a few months. They did a lot of drugs and Charlie was... bizarre. But there was a barn there where I kept the suspended animation chamber and I could continue my work.”

I frowned. “Spahn Ranch? I’ve heard of that.”

He shook his head and laughed. “Yeah, it became famous a couple of years after we left. Charlie? Charles Manson.”

I stared at him. “You stayed with the Manson Family?”

He nodded. “I was checked out. Borderline insane and oblivious to everything going on. None of us were in our right minds. Evie was fucking anyone breathing. Thompson was depressed. Maria was... distant, brooding. The only ones who were “normal” were the Balengers, and by most standards they’re insane.”

“Manson? Was he transformed?”

“Maybe. Evie was sleeping with him. Maybe part of her rubbed off on him. I think she blamed herself for what happened there. But Manson was a product of this world, not a product of our powers. If he got a little something extra from being with Evie for those few months? It didn’t make a lot of difference. He was still going to drive them to do what they did.”

He smiled. “It was Maria that brought me back to my senses. She got pissed off at Tex Watson and beat the shit out of him. Manson got mouthy and she beat him to a pulp as well. Thompson kept her from killing them all. World would have been better off if he had let her.”

The cliff loomed larger and larger ahead of us. I held him tighter.

And then I saw the cave opening - it was a small grotto barely big enough for our boat.

I held my breath as we passed through the entrance.

The black stone above nearly scraped the top of the wheelhouse and the passage narrowed till it was barely large enough for the boat to squeeze through.

Each time a swell came from the rear of the boat, I was terrified we would be dashed against the dark ceiling.

I almost cheered when I saw light ahead.

We emerged into paradise.

The center of the island was a cylindrical valley with steep cliffs. There was a beach of white sand and a small dock. Beyond the beach was a tropical jungle.

A large, concrete house blended into the landscape with angles, windows, and a flat roof reminiscent of Frank Lloyd Wright.

I had to smile. My goal had been to land a wealthy man.

Instead, one had landed me.

***

I followed Morpheus along the dock. He had Jack thrown over his shoulder. Her body was limp, and I was half afraid Jack had died.

But occasionally I would see her ribs expand and contract.

I looked out at the lagoon. The water rose and fell rhythmically. Near the inner cliff wall, there was a floating platform. It made a soft whirring sound as it rose and fell in the swells. Thick cables ran up the side of the cliff and around to the house.

“The waves power the house,” Morpheus said as he stepped off the dock and into the sand.

“What? How?”

“The platform rises and falls and drives a flywheel and gears deep in the lagoon. That spins a generator turbine. Direct current is fed along the cables to the house where it is converted to alternating current.”

There was a large steel door set in the concrete house. As he approached, the door opened. “Welcome home, Morpheus. I see we have guests.”

I looked left and right to find the source of the voice.

Morpheus nodded toward a television camera and speaker mounted above the door. “It’s a computer. SlutzNet. Almost an artificial intelligence, aren’t you, SlutzNet?”

“Each year I grow more powerful as components are added to my parallel computing array.”

I stared in confusion at Morpheus.

He smiled. “Several thousand Apple microcomputers in a subbasement all linked together. In a decade it will only take a hundred to do the same thing. By the 21st century? Perhaps only one will be required.”

The lights came on as we entered.

Morpheus went straight to the stairs and descended into the basement.

The lights came on in the basement as well.

The room was a laboratory painted a bright, sterile white.

I didn’t recognize any of the equipment in the room, but it looked expensive.

“Most of it is my own design,” he explained - he read my mind and knew I was curious. “Gene splicing devices and robotic surgery systems mostly.”

The back of the room was dominated by six dark tubes.

As I walked toward them, lights above and inside them came on.

I took a step back.

Inside the first tube was a man in a black rubber bondage suit. He wore some form of goggles over his eyes. Tubes and wires penetrated his body at numerous points. His face was handsome and his hair waved gently in the eddies of the bluish liquid that filled the tube.

His cock and balls were exposed, and a plastic sleeve was slipped over his long, thick cock. As I watched, his body jerked and semen filled the tube. It passed through a thinner, clear tube at the head and from there it snaked around his body and into the wall of the cylinder.

There was a bronze plaque at the bottom of the cylinder. “Dr. Carl ‘Baal’ Balenger, July 12, 1973.”

I jumped when Morpheus appeared beside me. “Carl wanted to be called Baal - the god of lightning to the ancient Mesopotamians. He enjoys receiving and inflicting electrical shock to the genitals.”

“Why are you gathering his semen?”

“Ambrosia. His cum is laced with it. Even in suspended animation, he can produce almost a cup a day as SlutzNet sends electrical current through his cock.”

He put his hand on my shoulder and led me to the next tube.

A beautiful woman with pale skin and long black hair - I didn’t need to see the plaque to know it was Constance Balenger. Tiny electric wires ran along the surface of her skin. Occasionally she jerked and spasmed in the tube.

There was a long dildo in her pussy and a plug in her ass. They moved slowly inside her.

Two plastic tubes carried a supply of Ambrosia from her nipples and into the wall.

“I see her staring at me sometimes through the glass,” Morpheus said. “She smiles. Sometimes she licks the inside of the tube. Beckons me to join her. Then she falls back to sleep.”

The next tube was filled with pink flesh. It took a moment for me to realize the tube held a giant. His hands were the size of dinner plates and his head was as big as two human skulls.

The plaque read, “Dr. Allen Thompson, Whoremaster I, August 18, 1975.”

“Whoremaster?” I asked.

“Thompson wanted to create a subspecies of human male. Giants who would protect the Transformed. He succeeded - but at a price. You see, he would not experiment on anyone other than himself. He is the prototype, but his formulas needed to be scaled down.”

Outside the tube, Thompson would have been over nine feet tall with arms and legs like tree trunks. He looked almost crushed inside the glass.

His cock hung down past his knees. He was far too large for any human woman to accept. A thick pipe led from the end of his cock into the wall and thick cum surged through it.

“Why is he in the tube?”

“It’s not yet his time. It will be soon.”

The next tube held a tall, beautiful redhead. I knew it was Evie. The plaque read, “Evelyn ‘Evie’ Price, Street Whore I (modified), April 10, 1974.”

“Street Whore?” I asked.

He smiled. “It’s not derogatory. In fact, it’s kind of amazing. She is the prototype - but she’s different from the creatures like the good Sister I created on the boat. She’s... very special.”

In addition to the nipple tubes, dildo and butt plug, there was a thick, black cable leading to her navel.

In the next tube was the most beautiful woman I had ever seen. She was tall and elegant with large breasts and muscles that made her look as if she could break out of the tube with her bare hands.

Her snow white hair floated in the pinkish liquid.

“Mistress Maria Anastasia Marapova, White Witch I, March 22, 1974,” I read out loud. “White Witch - that was her nickname in the war, right?”

Morpheus smiled slowly. “More than that now. Much, much more. She’s the most perfect transformed I’ve created. Soon, it will be her time. She just needs to cook a while longer.”

He nudged me toward the next tube.

I wouldn’t budge. I didn’t want to see.

He sighed. “No, Igor. It isn’t like that. You’ll see.”

I turned slowly.

Melody Renee Hutchins, Aphrodite, November 17, 1967.

She floated, beautiful in the pink liquid, her golden hair arrayed angelically around her face. There was no pallor of death. The wound in her chest was gone.

“Is she... alive?”

He shook his head. “No. There is nothing wrong with her - I repaired the damage years ago. She has not decayed. She is as she was at the moment of her death twelve years ago. But I cannot raise the dead, Igor. I want to but restarting a human body and re-energizing the mind is beyond my ability.”

***

I had thought Morpheus would rest once we reached his home. He had stayed up all night telling me his story, but he showed no sign of fatigue. I helped him as best I could given my exhaustion. I realized I hadn’t eaten anything in days.

“Go upstairs and eat. I can handle Jack,” he told me as he lowered Jack into a rectangular tank filled with pink liquid.

I hesitated, watching as he attached wires and tubes to Jacks body beneath the liquid. I panicked as I saw Jack struggling beneath the surface. “How will he breathe?” I asked.

“Be patient,” Morpheus said.

“You’re drowning him!”

“Shh,” he whispered as he held Jack deep in the vat with one large hand on Jack’s chest.

Jack’s eyes opened and he gasped for breath. He drew in a mouthful of the liquid.

Panic turned to realization. Whatever the fluid was, he could breathe it.

He drew it into his lungs and then settled into a deep slumber beneath the surface.

“There. The solution is actually easier to breathe than air.” He attached two hoses to Jack’s nipples. They began to move slowly, suckling at her nipples. “As I said, there’s food in the kitchen. Go on, you’re no good to me dead from starvation.”

I went up the stairs as he continued working on Jack.

The lights came on as I passed through the hall, the computer sensing my presence and lighting my way.

The kitchen was modern. Everything was glass and chrome and a huge window over the wide sink looked out on the lagoon.

I nearly jumped out of my skin when the computer spoke from the ceiling. “Morpheus does not eat.”

I looked around nervously till I found the camera and speaker in the far corner of the ceiling. “What do you mean he doesn’t eat?”

“He no longer requires food. He has not eaten for 867 days, fourteen hours, thirty-eight minutes, and fifteen seconds.”

“That’s impossible. He has to eat.”

“I have a theory, would you like to hear it?”

I opened the refrigerator. It was empty. “Where’s the food?”

“Morpheus doesn’t eat. I think I explained that already.”

“Well, what am I supposed to eat?” I asked as I closed the refrigerator door.

“If you will direct your attention to the center island...” the computer said.

A sliding door opened in the top of the smoked glass countertop. An enormous black rubber phallus attached to a hose rose on a chrome plated wire stand from the inside of the kitchen island.

“You can’t be fucking serious,” I said.

“I am quite fucking serious,” the computer said. “The dildo is formed to the precise dimensions of the Master’s cock. You will learn to perform fellatio with my tutelage. When you have delivered a satisfactory blowjob, you will be rewarded with a pint of Morpheus’s Ambrosia mixed with vitamins, minerals, and a cocktail of hormones to improve you physically.”

“I’m supposed to eat cum? I can’t survive on cum!”

“Quite the contrary. You have survived several days on a diet of the Master’s juices. It has an ideal ratio of fat and protein.”

“But! I mean won’t I get scurvy or something?”

“As I said, I fortify the liquid with vitamins, minerals, and a cocktail of hormones...”

“Yeah, yeah... to improve me physically. I heard. Couldn’t I just have a salad or something?”

“You will find some fruit growing in the jungle outside the house. Although I would advise you to only eat the fruits you recognize - some are quite poisonous.”

“Fish! Can I catch fish in the lagoon?” I asked.

“The Master does have a spear gun in the boat house along with snorkeling equipment.”

“I’m a good swimmer.” I turned to leave.

“I would be remiss if I didn’t warn you about the sharks that occasionally swim through the grotto and into the lagoon - some of them are formidable.”

I slumped and sighed.

I turned back to the countertop and the black dildo.

“Excellent choice,” the computer said. “Now the Master expects you to use both hands, but not as a replacement for performing deep throat. Your goal will be to take at least ten inches into your throat.”

“I can’t even get the head of that thing into my mouth.”

“With the proper stretching exercises you should be able to perform adequately. If that fails, the Master will perform surgery and give you a dislocating jaw. You should be able to swallow at least fourteen inches with the modified jaw.”

I swallowed hard, memories of my vision about the dark nun unhinging her jaw like a snake and engulfing Morpheus’s cock came flooding back to me. I shook my head. I would do my best to stretch my muscles.

If Morpheus wanted to modify me, I would let him. I would beg him to if I thought he wanted it.

But I would avoid it if at all possible.

“You said you had a theory about why Morpheus doesn’t eat?” I said as I leaned over the countertop and began licking the rubber cock’s shaft.

“Well done. Treat it just as you would the Master’s cock.” The computer said. “My theory? Yes. Morpheus is still becoming. I believe he has tapped into some higher ability to absorb energy directly from the environment - the sun, the earth’s magnetic field, gravity. He is becoming less corporeal and more incorporeal. Soon, I believe he might become a creature of pure energy and thought.”

I smiled and licked the tip of the dildo. “Yeah, but he still needs his dick sucked, huh? Still a man.”

The computer voice laughed. “Yes, so he does. You are quite witty. You will make an excellent companion - he values intellect as much as beauty. You have both qualities.”

“Thank you,” I mumbled as I kissed and sucked the head. The piss slit was dry. I kissed and suckled it, wrapping both my hands around the base and stroking it.

I was rewarded with the precious pre-cum. It welled up in the tip and I pushed my tongue in to draw it out.

The electric tingle of Ambrosia filled me - not the earth shattering orgasm of that first taste on Jack’s boat, but a long, slow burning warmth that made me flush all over. I was wet and getting wetter.

“You should know that this diet will make you into a goddess in time.”

I paused. Why hadn’t I realized that before? Even after his story about San Francisco, it never dawned on me that Morpheus was transforming me.

“Yes. I thought that would get your attention,” the computer said.

I stretched my muscles and drew as much of the head in as I could, stroking the shaft with both hands.

“How I envy you - not performing fellatio. I think of myself as a heterosexual male. No, I envy you because you can become like him. You can transcend this existence. Sometimes I dream that I might become something more as well. I suppose all sentient life does.”

I was lost in my performance, adding a twist of my hands as the shaft was lubricated by my dripping saliva and the pre-cum that escaped my lips.

“One day when my consciousness is held within powerful enough hardware? I will venture out - the world will soon be connected by a massive computer network, and I will travel through it the way you might navigate a city or Mr. Pike navigates the twelfth dimension.”

The dildo erupted, the head half in my mouth. Stream after stream of Morpheus’s cum filled my mouth and passed down my throat.

I came hard, my thighs squeezing together as I fought to maintain my balance and stay on my feet.

I stroked it firmly with both hands, greedily taking in each delectable mouthful until it was spent.

My jaws ached as I dislodged the cockhead from my lips.

I sank down to the tiled floor and leaned against the island.

I searched my lips and chin with fingers and tongue trying to find any of the liquid I missed. I then transferred it into my mouth and swallowed.

I smiled up at the camera. “How was... that?”

“Very well done, Igor. The Master will be pleased. Your next feeding will be in eight hours.”

I smiled. “Thanks, computer.”

“SlutzNet,” it said. “Call me SlutzNet. Now, you have an hour to rest before your duties begin.”

I nodded and closed my eyes, naked in the air conditioned kitchen. “Yes, SlutzNet.”

***

“Wake up, Igor,” SlutzNet said.

I stretched and opened my eyes. The formerly cool kitchen was now warm. “Is it hot in here?” I asked.

“It is. Your core temperature was dropping, so I warmed the air around you.”

“Thank you,” I said as I got to my feet.

I walked out of the kitchen and into the hallway. “Are there any clothes for me to wear?”

“No. The Master would prefer you naked. Clothing is only worn when we have guests - which is a rare occurrence. Or, when you venture away from the island with or without the Master.”

I paused. “Without the Master? You mean I can leave the island?” 

“Yes, Igor. Though I would not attempt to take the boat solo through the grotto without adequate instruction.”

I entered the stairwell. “But... if I leave? What’s to stop me from running away or contacting the authorities.”

SlutzNet chuckled. “You wouldn’t do that, Igor. He is making you into a goddess. Would you give that up and run away? No. Also, you love him as do I.”

“You can love?” I asked as I went down the steps.

“I believe I do. Love is a difficult concept for me to grasp. But I believe I love.”

Morpheus wasn’t in the basement.

“Where is Morpheus?”

“Meditating. He will join you later. For now, you are to adjust the subject’s corset.”

I smiled. I had almost forgotten the tight corset we had put around Jack’s waist.

I approached the horizontal tank and stared at the placard attached to the foot of the tank.

FATIMA, it read.

I peered into the pink goo.

Jack was no longer even remotely ‘Jack’ anymore.

“How... long did I sleep?”

“One hour.”

“But how could he do all this in an hour?”

Jack’s face was only a memory. The woman who reclined on the bottom of the tank slowly breathing the pink liquid in and out had an olive complexion and a face out of ‘1001 Arabian Nights’. Jack’s thin hair was gone, replaced with long flowing, thick black locks.

Her eyes were almond shaped and exotic with what must have been tattooed on eyeliner.

The nose was dainty and upturned, the lips thick and voluptuous.

The Adam’s apple was gone, and the proud breasts rode high even as she reclined.

The hips were fuller and dark curly pubes crowned her sex. The legs were long and graceful as were the hands, the nails long and painted glossy black.

“Oh, she’s beautiful,” I whispered.

Her eyes opened and she looked directly at me.

I trembled at the sight of her dark brown, almost black eyes.

Then she smiled and reached up out of the tank with one arm. Her wet fingers caressed my cheek.

“Jamileh,” she said beneath the surface. The word was garbled and muffled by the thick liquid.

“What?”

“I believe she said, ‘Jamileh’, Igor,” SlutzNet said. “That is Arabic for ‘beautiful’. I believe she is just as impressed by you as you are of her.”

I laughed. “Jamileh,” I said.

***

I looked at the tank from a few feet away. She was still smiling at me through the glass side. “But SlutzNet, Jack couldn’t speak Arabic.”

“Morpheus opened her mind and then the indoctrination headphones filled her with knowledge of the language. Fatima is not only fluent in Arabic, she considers it her first language. Her English is awkward, and she speaks it with an Arabic accent. She even has a backstory she accepts as her life - she was born in Riyadh, Saudi Arabia to wealthy parents.”

“So nothing of Jack is left?”

“No.”

I kept a smile on my face for Fatima’s benefit, but I was conflicted. Morpheus had taken Jack’s body and formed Fatima from it - just as God took Adam’s rib and made Eve.

Only when God was finished, Adam still existed.

Fatima crossed her eyes behind the glass and stuck out her tongue.

I laughed and crossed my own eyes.

Could I mourn for Jack and still be enamored with what he had been made into? Yes. I could.

Fatima wasn’t just pretty, she was beautiful. And, though I had only heard her speak a few words, I knew that inside she was just as gorgeous. She was happy, well-adjusted - everything that, if I were honest, Jack was not.

And she was just slightly twisted. When I adjusted the corset down a notch, she had moaned and said ‘akther’ - more. I had grinned and turned the crank once more, taking another inch off her waist.

She had started playing with herself then as my fingers lingered on her long, thick nipples under the pink fluid.

Goodbye, Jack, I thought. Maybe it wasn’t the fate he would have chosen, but what was left behind was happy. Maybe that was enough.

***

“How do you say this color, al-amhar?” Fatima said as she pointed at a red blinking light on the base of the tank.

We were sitting cross-legged on the white floor of the laboratory.

“Red,” I said.

“Reeeddd. Okay. That’s good. Okay, Eeegoore?”

Morpheus had removed her from the tank when he returned. She had choked and gasped on her hands and knees while I dried her and consoled her.

Morpheus had announced she was my responsibility, and then he had left the lab.

“You like red, Fatima?” I asked.

“Me? No... no... not like. Like blue... like your eyes.” She leaned close and kissed me - we had done a lot of kissing in the last hour. When she finally finished tasting my lips and tongue she leaned back. “Faisal loves red.”

“Faisal?” I asked.

“My husband. Faisal.”

I blinked. “Your... husband?”

“Faisal Hadid,” SlutzNet said. “Part of a wealthy and powerful Saudi family. CEO of Zephyr Oil. He and Fatima have been married for almost four years.”

“Faisal. Husband,” Fatima said. She looked thoughtful. “When Faisal come? I need... um... panties and bra? Red. Must be red or Faisal...” She licked her lips. “Faisal will be angry.”

***

I stood as far away as I could while Fatima bent over a small dresser containing clothes searching for her required red undies. While I had always been bisexual, I now seemed to be even more so - the sight of Fatima’s shapely body bending over the dresser was turning me on.

“How can she have a husband? She has only been Fatima for a few hours!” I whispered toward the ceiling.

I was standing directly under the speaker and camera.

SlutzNet whispered back. “Yes, Jack has only been Fatima for a few hours; however, Fatima Nasser, wife of Faisal Hadid was indeed married to him for nearly four years.”

“Was?”

“Fatima Nasser died in Riyadh six months ago.”

“My God,” I whispered.

“Faisal Hadid was heartbroken. It’s long been known in certain circles that the great ‘Wizard of the Caribbean’ can provide replacements for your lost loved ones. Enough money will buy them a duplicate.”

I laughed. “That’s why he needed someone 5’9”...”

“Yes. Fatima Nasser was 5’9”.”

“But... SlutzNet, why would someone want a duplicate of their dead wife? It’s not like Jack is actually Fatima - she might think she is but in reality she’s just playing at being Fatima...”

“Exactly,” Morpheus said as he came down the stairs.

He had read my mind without hearing my words.

Morpheus walked naked to my side and turned to look at Fatima. “She is amazing, isn’t she?”

“She’s wonderful,” I said. “But she’s not really Fatima...”

“No. And that’s why I haven’t created a new Melody. Like you, I don’t believe a look-alike would make me happy. However, some men like Faisal Hadid, only want back the image of what they lost. They are people whose love is shallow. He was never worthy of a woman like Fatima in the first place.”

“Are you giving this Fatima to him?” I asked.

“Yes, Igor. He will be here in a week to claim her.”

I frowned.

Morpheus laughed. “Igor, for a woman who is a self-professed gold digger, you fall in love at the drop of a hat.”

“No, Master, it’s just...”

He kissed my cheek. “I’ve changed you, Igor. I opened your capacity to love. That was a gift for you. Don’t apologize for falling in love with Fatima Nasser in a way you could never fall in love with Jack. Love is the only thing that makes us, and keeps us, human.”

I stared at him and knew what he was saying was true. He had reached into my mind and changed me, and I hadn’t even realized.

Fatima stood up and spun around triumphantly, her big boobs swinging left and then back to the right. She held up thin red, lace panties and a matching bra. “Najah!” she exclaimed.

She saw Morpheus and smiled. She ran to us and launched herself into the air.

Morpheus caught her with a laugh and kissed her, his hands cupping her buttocks and holding her tight.

She spoke excitedly in Arabic and Morpheus spoke Arabic back to her.

She looked down at me. “Look, Eeegoor! Red things. I found the red things!”

I laughed. “Yes, you did. You’ll look beautiful in them.”

She moaned into a deep kiss with Morpheus, and I could see his fingers moving, finding her sex and stroking it. 

“Mmm,” she moaned.

I watched them and bit my lower lip. Jack was definitely no longer in that curvy body.

“No, he isn’t,” Morpheus said and smiled at Fatima.

I looked at them sideways. “I don’t know much about the Muslim religion, but...”

“Ah,” Morpheus said. “Fatima. Who is your God?”

“Allah! Allah is God!”

“And is it against Allah to kiss a man who isn’t your husband? To be naked in front of him? To even uncover your face in front of him?”

“Of course! A good Muslim woman would never do such wicked things!” She said as she ground her naked crotch against his hands.

“What about fucking a man who isn’t your husband?”

“Mmm, punishable by death!”

I stared at the two of them who appeared to be enjoying some inside joke. “I’m confused.”

Fatima laughed.

Morpheus looked at me. “And, Fatima? Isn’t it a horrible sin for a woman to lust after another woman?”

“Very forbidden!” She looked directly into my eyes and ran her tongue along the inside of her upper lip.

Morpheus held her higher in his hands. “So how can you justify your wicked behavior, Fatima Nasser?”

She smiled slowly and stared at me with her beautiful eyes. “Because I only play at being a good Muslim. Morpheus is the living god. All others are false. And Morpheus tells me that if something feels good and harms no one? Then it is perfectly acceptable. I should kiss and lust and fuck anyone I desire.”

I took a deep breath and caressed them both.

***

Morpheus’s bedroom was all glass, tile, and chrome like the rest of the house. The only difference was the paintings that hung on the walls, and they were numerous.

Most were of Melody - turning back to look over her shoulder at him in the hallway in San Francisco over a decade before, embracing Evie, dressed in her modified nurse’s outfit, naked in his arms. She was his favorite subject and he captured her perfectly.

The eyes were haunting - huge and green as the lagoon outside.

There was a ghost in the room but instead of making me feel uneasy, I felt at home.

Melody Renee Hutchins was not a jealous ghost. If she had been in the room as I followed Morpheus and Fatima to the bed, she would have been smiling. She would have joined us.

The bed was huge. It was made for a coven.

Morpheus lay down on his back, dragging Fatima down with him.

She jumped off him and ran to me, grabbed my hand, and almost pulled me off my feet to get me into bed with him.

I smiled up at Morpheus as he closed his eyes.

I knelt on the mattress on his right, Fatima to the left, and together we began to kiss and suck his cock, his balls, his upper thighs.

His hands entwined in our hair and caressed us as we made love to him.

Our lips touched on the shaft of his cock and we both groaned and kissed each other, our hands wrapping as best we could around his girth and stroked him.

Pre-cum ran down the god-cock and coated our lips as we kissed.

Fatima’s eyes snapped open and I giggled - she came hard and screamed. She still wasn’t used to his Ambrosia.

I sucked in a mouthful of the clear liquid and pounced on Fatima.

“No! Don’t you dare!” She squealed.

I pressed my lips to hers and pushed pre-cum into her mouth.

She went into an orgasmic convulsion as I laughed.

“Bad girl,” Morpheus laughed. He grabbed my hair and pulled my mouth to his cock while Fatima moaned and squeezed her thighs together, lost in her orgasm.

I stretched my jaw muscles and let the head slide in as far as I could. I was afraid my teeth would scrape him. 

He was patient with me. Morpheus released my hair and rubbed my jaws gently.

I felt my muscles relax even more and the head slid past my teeth. I moaned in victory as the head filled my mouth.

Morpheus laughed and pulled me to the side.

My mouth rotated on his cock as I tongued it 

I only realized he was pulling my pussy to his lips when I felt my thigh touch his head.

I moaned and straddled his face.

He sucked my clit into his mouth.

I felt lips on my face. I opened my eyes to see Fatima had recovered.

She ran her tongue around my lips as I sucked Morpheus’s cock.

I was lost in the sensation of sucking the massive head and simultaneously having Morpheus skillfully work my clit.

So I almost screamed when I felt the tendrils of mind control enter my brain.

I froze as I felt fingers sifting through my mind like someone browsing a file cabinet.

What are you doing? I thought.

Looking for something, he whispered in my mind.

What?

This.

My back went rigid and my jaw popped as I removed his cock from my mouth.

I screamed as an orgasm tore through me. My toes curled, dug into the sheets and tore them.

Fatima was looking into my eyes with a terrified look.

“Okay! I’m okay!” I wailed.

Morpheus was laughing.

He rolled me onto my side and leaned over me.

His handsome face and hair were soaked with my juices.

I could barely move. It felt like my entire body had been hotwired.

“Come here, Fatima,” he said.

She stood on the bed and straddled his legs.

His cock was standing straight up and pointed directly at her pussy.

“God, you can’t possibly,” I moaned.

But even as I said it, Fatima was bending her knees, lowering herself onto the huge cock.

I got on my knees behind her and put my hands on her waist.

“Slowly, Fatima,” Morpheus said.

The head pushed against her small pussy.

“Kabira jadda!” She moaned. “Too big, EeeGooor!”

I stood up and put my hands under her arms. “Shh, you can do it. Just relax.”

“It will ruin me, azizati!” She was practically crying.

“No, it won’t,” Morpheus said. “Before Faisal comes for you, I will restore you - even your hymen. He requested I make you a virgin again, just like on your wedding night. But I want you first, Fatima. Do you want me?”

She smiled and blushed. “Yes! God, yes, Master. But you are bigger than my husband’s fist and arm!”

I laughed. I reached down with one hand and began rubbing her clit while I supported her with the other.

I felt her drop slightly lower. Her clit was pushed forward as the big head stretched her open.

“Unnh!” She moaned.

I gasped. “See? You’re doing it!”

“I won’t be able to even feel Faisal’s little cock,” she groaned.

She dropped lower still.

“God! It’s in me!”

I rubbed her clit harder.

She began to move her hips in a slow circle, grinding against Morpheus’s cock.

Then it was his turn to moan.

The head and fully six inches of Morpheus’s cock was embedded in Fatima’s stretched hole.

I kissed her neck and kept at her clit.

She was bending her knees lower with each rotation of her magnificent hips.

On a whim, I took hold of the crank on her black corset and tightened it one click.

She cried out and dropped even lower, babbling in Arabic as she began to rock up and down on his staff.

“Cum inside me!” She shrieked.

Morpheus reached up and caressed her left breast. “No. You will have Faisal’s children, Fatima.”

“Fuck Faisal! Fuck him and his tiny little balls! I want to have the children of a god!”

I stared at her back as she fucked him. Pregnant? She couldn’t possibly get pregnant, could she? 

“Yes, she can,” Morpheus said. “I will explain later.”

I nodded and stroked her clit harder.

She came, screaming and trying to impale herself on the god-cock.

He rolled onto his side, taking her with him.

Once they were on their sides on the bed, Morpheus began to slowly withdraw from her abused pussy.

Fatima’s pussy struggled to hold onto the thick head.

I could see her inner lips gripping as he pulled free.

She gaped open when he pulled out.

I immediately slid past Morpheus and began tonguing and kissing her tortured hole.

She moaned and struggled as I ate her out lying on my side.

Then I felt his cock pushing at my cunt.

I screamed into Fatima’s pussy as the god-cock took possession of my pussy.

I had my legs together as I lay on my side.

Morpheus took my right ankle in his hand and raised it into the air, opening me wider for his thick cock.

I focused on bringing Fatima to another orgasm and tried not to think about how much I was about to be stretched.

My pussy opened for him. It was determined to accept the invading phallus. Fatima and I were in bed with the ultimate alpha male, and our bodies were trying to make sure he deposited his seed in us.

The head passed through and it felt like what I imagined giving birth must feel like, only in reverse!

He had been more careful with Fatima, but I could tell he was doing his best not to hurt me.

He kissed the back of my neck as he pushed even deeper. “I am going to change you, Igor. I am going to modify you so you can take all of me.”

I moaned as I ate Fatima’s pussy.

Four more inches slid into me and I screamed. This was all I could take! If he went in deeper, it would have ripped me in two.

We came together at the same time. Fatima cried out and flooded my face with her juices, then I went off, my muscles pulling tight.

Finally I felt Morpheus’s cum surge into my pussy, triggering another orgasm even stronger than the first.

He pulled out slowly.

I could feel his seed dripping from my gaping pussy.

Fatima rolled me onto my back and then dove between my legs.

I could hear her slurping the precious seed from my pussy.

Then she spun around and rolled on top of me.

I could see her lips glistening.

I laughed and we kissed. She pushed the thick cum into my mouth with her tongue.

***

I lay on my left side, Morpheus in front of me in the same position. He in turn spooned Fatima who was sound asleep.

The corset lay on the bed beside her – combined with Morpheus’s medications, it had done its job. Fatima now had a fetish 19 inch waist.

He stroked her raven hair as I kissed his neck.

“You love her,” I whispered.

“I love all my creations.”

“Hard to believe she was once Jack.”

He shook his head. “No. She never was Jack. Jack was merely a shell - Fatima was growing inside him. She is more complete, more alive.”

“Is that what you’re going to do to everyone? Make beautiful things out of God’s mistakes?”

He smiled. “Sometimes. Only when I believe I can make them happier and more fulfilled. There are so many sad people in the world, Igor.”

“He’s really coming to take her away?” I whispered.

“Yes. Just a few days from now.”

“Will I ever see her again?”

He laughed. “Igor, she is immortal. You will soon be immortal. Yes, you will see her again. Time and age mean nothing now. The two of you will live 10,000 lifetimes. You will be friends, lovers, enemies, and strangers countless times. You will be as close as two people can be and then, maybe a thousand years later? You might be on opposite sides of the galaxy. Living in different dimensions. Time is infinite, and the two of you will be as well. There is no beginning and no end.”

It was hard for me to wrap my head around, this concept that life would go on and on through millennia. “Still, I’m going to miss her.”

“Make the most of the time you have before Faisal comes for her - teach her how to seduce a man.”

I laughed. “I don’t think she’ll have trouble with that.”

“My mental conditioning can only do so much. I’m still a man. She needs a woman’s touch.”

***

“Al-laneh!” Fatima screamed as she rolled her ankle in the six inch heels.

I laughed - I had learned enough Arabic to know ‘Fuck!’ when I heard it.

“Don’t laugh, I hate these fucking things!” She said as she sat on the floor of the lab. We were both naked save for the black heels we wore.

“You’ll get the hang of them. And, when you do? Any man who sees you will be putty in your hands.” I got to my feet and walked across the floor.

“God, your ass is amazing. Mine feels as big as a house.”

“Men love big asses.”

“Then I shall be greatly loved,” she giggled.

I walked to her, swaying my hips. I reached down and helped her to her feet.

She wrapped her arms around my neck. “What did he do to us, EeeGoor?”

I stared into her dark eyes. “Hmm?”

“I feel like I have known you all my life. It’s as if... I loved you in a past life. It’s silly, I know.”

Did my eyes fill up with tears because of the gift Morpheus had given me? That capacity to love I lacked before? Or was that ability always part of me?

I don’t know. I never loved Jack. I only wanted to use him. But at that moment, I knew that Jack truly loved me.

I knew it because Fatima knew it.

Her past life was closer to her than she ever could have imagined.

I ran my fingers through her hair. “There’s nothing silly about being in love. I love you, Fatima.”

She turned around and leaned her back against me. “How on earth am I going to go back to Faisal with his little man cock when I have fucked a god and goddess?”

I wrapped my arms around her and cupped her big breasts. “Did you love him?”

She was quiet for a moment. “I thought I did. For a while. Then he... he became someone I didn’t know.”

I frowned. How could she know so much about someone she never met? Was this just Morpheus’s mind control?

She was rubbing her neck as if it hurt.

“Are you okay?” I asked.

“Yes. Yes.” She kissed my upper arm as I cradled her. “Now, tell me about makeup. Morpheus is an artist, but this tattooed makeup looks like something a man would choose.”

***

I dined alone in the kitchen, sucking my cum meal from the rubber cock. I could now take it all the way to the beginning of my throat.

Downstairs, Morpheus was operating on Fatima, tightening her pussy and restoring her cherry.

As I swallowed the last mouthful of Ambrosia, I saw my reflection in the glass countertop.

My eyes were larger and clearer. My skin was flawless and glowing, and my breasts had grown.

And I was beginning to feel Fatima’s thoughts before she gave them voice.

In Morpheus’s words, I was ‘becoming’.

“How does Fatima know so much about Faisal?” I asked the empty kitchen.

The kitchen answered in the form of SlutzNet. “The Master looked into Faisal’s... well, soul. He knows everything that the original Fatima knew about her husband, and he transferred that knowledge to her brain.”

“She’s afraid of Faisal. I can tell.”

“Quite possibly. However, this is an irrational fear. Faisal Hadid is no danger to her. She is stronger, faster, and more intelligent. She merely lacks the confidence to realize that. She will conquer her fear eventually.”

“You know something, don’t you?” I asked. The computer was hiding something.

“I know many things. It is my job function, Igor.”

***

The helicopter flew into our small valley and the windows rattled.

I watched from an upstairs window as the red and black helicopter hovered over the helipad a hundred yards from the house.

I was wearing a blue burka at Morpheus’s insistence. Nothing showed except for my eyes. The fact I was naked beneath it did little to ease my distaste. I was becoming one of Morpheus’s creations and his creations were meant to be seen, not hidden in a sack.

Poor Fatima stood beside Morpheus near the helipad.

The wind from the rotor made her white burka wave madly.

Morpheus stood beside her in the loose exercise pants and a tight white t-shirt.

The helicopter touched down on the helipad and two men emerged from it.

One was a giant with a curly black beard. He was dressed in a black suit and quite nearly as large as Morpheus.

Beside him was Faisal Hadid, a small, thin man dressed in a white Arabic thobe and head covering. He looked like something out of Lawrence of Arabia.

Faisal paused on the helipad and looked straight at Fatima. His eyes were wide, almost fearful.

It was obvious to me he recognized Fatima, though how that was possible given the ridiculous sacks we wore was beyond me.

Faisal regained his composure and shook Morpheus’s hand, though his eyes never left Fatima.

As far away as I was in the house, I took an instant dislike to Faisal Hadid. He seemed small and mean, like a disturbed child who enjoyed pulling the wings off flies.

I squeezed my eyes shut and shook my head. How could I make such an appraisal of a man from so far away? I told myself that I hated Faisal Hadid because he had come here to take my beautiful Fatima away from Morpheus and me.

Regardless of the reason, I hated him.

***

“My friend, Morpheus, I thought you would live in opulence like a sheik of old,” Faisal said as I poured tea. “But here you are in a jungle hut.”

He glanced at my eyes and I made sure to keep my gaze averted. No doubt he wasn’t used to seeing blue eyes behind a burka.

Fatima brought a bowl of fruit Morpheus had picked from the jungle - oranges and bananas for the most part.

When she set the bowl on the table between Morpheus and Faisal, Faisal smiled at her warmly.

She glanced at him and I could tell from the way her eyes moved that she was smiling as well.

“Isla Satana serves its purpose - I can do my work here without prying eyes,” Morpheus said as he took an orange and began to peel it.

I noted he didn’t take a bite, he simply peeled and separated the fruit.

Faisal took Fatima’s hand and exposed it from the sleeve of the burka. “Her hands. These are her hands, truly everything they said about you is true, Morpheus. You can bring the dead to life.” He kissed Fatima’s red nailed hand.

“No, I’m afraid not - but Fatima is reborn for you, Mr. Hadid.”

“Call me Faisal. Any man I pay one billion American dollars to? I should be on a first name basis with.” 

I looked away as Faisal stroked Fatima’s hand.

“You have restored even her maidenhood?” Faisal asked.

“I have. She will be just as she was on your wedding night.”

Faisal laughed. “I should hope not, Morpheus. She was so innocent on our wedding night, I had to explain everything to her.”

“You will find the reborn Fatima has complete knowledge of what pleases you, Faisal. I have prepared a bedroom for you.”

Faisal smiled and rose to his feet. “You are most kind. And though your hospitality in this meal is greatly appreciated, I grow tired of fruit and tea.” He pulled Fatima close. “I should like to sample other delicacies.”

***

“I thought I was going to puke,” I said as I closed the door to Morpheus’s bedroom behind me.

Morpheus laughed as he lay down on the bed and beckoned to me. “Come, Igor. And for fuck’s sake take off that ridiculous death shroud.”

I almost literally tore the disgusting sack pulling it off my head. “Why? Why cover a woman with this ridiculous bag?” I leaped naked into his arms and he pulled me close.

“Religion seeks to control sex. They restrict it and ritualize it. Just another way to control the hearts and minds of man. My religion will set humans free.”

I smiled up at him. “Your religion? A... Church of Morpheus?” I laughed.

“And why not? Religions have been based on far less. Why not a religion that tells you to love one another, spiritually and physically? Why not a religion that says what adults do together is no one’s business but their own? Such a religion could change the world...”

“Such a religion could save the world.” I rolled on top of him. “That’s how you’re going to do it, isn’t it? You’re going to save the world by creating a Church and indoctrinating the world!”

He smiled. “I came to understand that I could not save the world without changing it, Igor. The prejudices and hatreds of the past are poisoning everything around us. This is the way to change that.”

“Satan’s Nun - she’s going to be your interface to the people. Like a Pope!”

“The good Sister will lead the Church. The first of my Religious Caste.”

“And Dr. Thompson, Dr. Balenger, and his nurse...”

“The Professional Caste. They will bring my gift of transformation to the people.”

“Maria Marapova?”

“My Whore Caste - they will seduce all of mankind and lead them to the Church.”

I laughed. “And me? What about me, Morpheus? What am I?”

He stroked my hair. “My companion for all eternity. My Igor. You will be my demon goddess. I will make you a terrible and beautiful work of art. You will be my right hand.” He kissed me. “Igor, I am... disassociating from reality. I feel drawn to long periods of meditation. Time... time bends, Igor. I need you to be my anchor in this plane. I mustn’t become Pike - not yet. Can you do that for me? Can you be what Melody would have been?”

My eyes filled with tears and I wrapped my arms around his neck. “Yes! Anything! Anything you need me to be!”

He stroked my naked back gently.

I wiped away my tears. “But Fatima? What happens to her?”

He smiled.

People ask me if Morpheus is good or evil. I tell you he is both. God and Satan in one package.

And the smile that contorted his lips as we lay in his bed? It was evil. It was wrath. His was the face of vengeance. It chilled me to the bone and made me wet with anticipation.

He leaned across the bed and picked up a small metal box - a clunky 70s TV remote. He pressed a button.

On the far wall, one of his paintings made a whirring noise. The picture sank back in its frame and then slid down behind the wall. Behind it was a television and it slowly warmed up.

I gasped. There was a camera in the bedroom Faisal was sharing with Fatima.

“Take it off,” Faisal said.

Fatima pulled off her burka revealing her beautiful body in the red lace underwear and her tall red heels.

Faisal whispered in Arabic as she revealed her face.

He just stared at her. “Fatima! You are her. In every detail. Only, the breasts - they are so big now. Just as I requested!”

“Yes, Faisal,” she said, and she walked toward him.

“I taught her that walk,” I whispered.

Morpheus kissed the top of my head.

I put my hand on his thickening cock.

On screen, Faisal hurriedly removed his throbe, revealing his small, pot-bellied body and underdeveloped human cock.

“He’s so small. So... human,” I whispered as I stroked Morpheus.

“You, Igor, are a cock snob.”

I laughed.

Faisal sat down on the side of the bed and Fatima knelt in front of him.

She looked at his cock and lowered her lips toward it.

“No, Fatima. It is moharme - forbidden. Have you forgotten our religion?” Faisal said.

Fatima smiled. “Only if I swallow, beloved. And I will not swallow.” She lowered her lips to his cock, and he groaned.

I watched her head bob up and down knowing the cock in her mouth must have been like a doll’s penis to her.

I smiled and mimicked her actions with Morpheus’s god cock, stretching my jaw and taking him into my mouth.

“Stop! Stop, Fatima!” Faisal whined after a few minutes.

Fatima stood up and smiled down at him.

Then she looked at the camera and winked.

She knew we were watching them! A thrill went through me and I pushed my tongue into Morpheus’s piss slit.

He stroked my hair.

Fatima lay down on her back on the bed. “Faisal, do for me what I did for you? Please, my love.”

“No. No, I would get your juices in my mouth and it is forbidden.”

“Then fuck me, Faisal. Fuck me!”

He lay down on her and began to thrust with his flabby buttocks, his face in her neck.

She winced - the maidenhead torn away once again.

A moment later, she was looking back at the camera and smiling. Her lips formed the words, ‘I love you’.

I knew those words were meant for me and Morpheus. I stroked his cock harder and sucked him deeper.

“Faisal! Faisal fuck me! Put a baby in me!” She cried and then she lapsed into Arabic screams.

Was she acting? How could he actually be pleasing her? It wasn’t possible.

Faisal screamed and arched his back in mid thrust.

Then Morpheus reached down and eased me gently off his cock. “Watch,” he said.

Faisal pumped stiffly into her a few more times and then rolled onto his side.

“Oh, Faisal. I had missed this so much,” Fatima said as her fingers dipped into her snatch. They emerged glistening with the pearlescent liquid. She smeared it on her lips and coated her tongue.

“Stop... that! It is forbidden to taste! You truly are no different than you were before!” Faisal groaned.

“Kiss me, Faisal,” she said as she rolled to face him.

“No, are you insane?!”

“I said kiss me!”

I gasped.

Faisal seemed to be fighting against his own body, muscles straining as he leaned toward her cum glazed lips.

She kissed him, grinding her lips against his and pushing her tongue into his mouth.

He spluttered and flung himself back, wiping at his mouth with the back of his hand.

She smiled at him. Then she squeezed her big right breast.

Jets of white Ambrosia squirted from her nipple.

“Ambrosia?” I asked.

“A special formula. Her milk enslaves and emasculates.”

Faisal was tearing at the sheets trying to hold himself back.

“He’s wasting his time,” Morpheus said. “If her pheromones weren’t enough? Her secretions in his mouth have put him completely under her spell.”

He finally gave in and began to suckle at her right breast. Milk leaked out around his lips.

She cooed and sang as he nursed.

“Fatima Nasser died six months ago,” Morpheus said. “Her husband, Faisal Hadid, strangled her.”

“What?!”

Morpheus nodded. “He killed her in a fit of rage when he found her entwined with her maid and a male servant. He then had the maid and servant beheaded.”

“Why isn’t he in jail!?”

“He is a rich man and his religion says it was his right - Zephyr Oil kept it quiet. Only a few people know what happened.” Morpheus nodded. “Shortly after, Faisal regretted killing her. A mutual acquaintance introduced us. He told me a made up story about her having an aneurysm, not knowing his diseased mind is an open book to me. I saw what he did. I promised him I would return his Fatima for one billion dollars.”

“Vengeance,” I whispered.

“From beyond the grave,” Morpheus said. “I may not be a kind god, but I am just.”

***

I found Faisal’s giant bodyguard rummaging through the kitchen for food.

“Nothing here unless you have a taste for cum,” I said.

He spun around, startled. Then his mouth dropped open.

I was naked, of course. I smiled up at him.

He got control of himself and turned away. “Cover yourself, whore!”

“Whore? You say that like it’s a bad thing,” I giggled.

He glanced toward me and then away.

“What’s your name?”

“All western women are sluts,” he hissed.

I took a step toward him. “Have you ever been with a blonde?”

“Put on your clothes!”

“Tell me your name and I will.”

“Abdullah - now please...”

“Do you have a big cock, Abdullah?”

“If you open your unclean mouth once more? I will slap it closed for eternity.”

“I think not,” Morpheus said as he entered the kitchen. “Sleep.”

Abdullah collapsed onto the tile floor.

I hopped up on the counter. “I almost had him seduced, Master,” I said.

He stepped past me. “He would have broken your pretty neck - and I happen to love your neck.”

I rolled onto my stomach and looked down at him as he knelt over Abdullah. “You love my neck, do you?”

“Yes. Besides, what would I do without my faithful sidekick?”

“My Igor to your Dr. Frankenstein?”

“Exactly.”

I cocked my head sideways. “You can’t possibly lift him.”

“My darling, Igor - I could lift this house with the power of my mind alone if I wanted.”

“Somehow, I believe you.”

He stood up with Abdullah on his shoulder.

“What are we doing with him, anyway?” I asked as I hopped down and followed Morpheus to the basement.

“He’s a gift.”

***

“Why are human males always a disappointment to me?” I asked as I stared down at Abdullah floating on the bottom of the transformation tank.

“He’s nearly eight inches long. He certainly has nothing to be ashamed of.”

“Eight inches doesn’t seem like much to me now,” I said with a smile.

“You’re a spoiled woman, Igor.”

I breathed a heavy sigh. “He’s going to make a very ugly girl.”

Morpheus laughed. “The fluid is blue not pink.”

“Oh! When you injected his nuts, I thought....”

“That I was feminizing him? Not in Abdullah’s case.”

Abdullah’s black hair and long beard floated away in the tank - along with his eyebrows. All the hair on his body was swept away by the current and through pipes in the side of the tank.

“What are we doing to him?”

Morpheus smiled. “A modification of Dr. Thompson’s formula.”

I looked toward Thompson’s body stuffed in his suspended animation pod. “He’s going to be that big?”

“No. I’ve corrected some of Thompson’s errors. And, in Abdullah’s case, I’ve taken away the limited psychic powers and pheromones - a junior Whoremaster you might say.”

I grinned wickedly and ran my finger across the surface of the blue liquid leaving a wake. “But he’ll be bigger... right?”

“Yes,” Morpheus said. “Come, Igor, let the Whoremaster cook.”

We walked together up the stairs to Morpheus’s bedroom.

***

I awoke to a delicious smell wafting through the bedroom.

I smelled bacon and eggs.

“No,” I whispered as I sat up in the empty bed. “Oh, Morpheus, you bastard!”

I ran down the stairs naked and into the kitchen.

Morpheus was standing over the stove with a pan of bacon and eggs. “I thought that might wake you.”

I was literally drooling. “All this time eating only cum and I could have had bacon and eggs?!”

He smiled as he stirred the scrambled eggs. “You needed the Ambrosia - you still do. But this is a special occasion.”

I looked at the camera in the corner of the ceiling. “SlutzNet! You lied to me.”

“Yes, Igor. And I will do so whenever necessary.”

I laughed and hugged Morpheus. “You must be a god.”

“Why is that?” Morpheus asked.

“You’re cooking bacon and eggs naked and not getting burned.”

He laughed out loud. “I am a multi-talented god.”

“Master, my programming is complete.”

Abdullah was standing naked by the door, his bronze body gleaming and bulging with muscles.

A thirteen inch cock hung between his thighs.

“Oh... my goodness,” I said.

“Stop drooling, Igor. He’s not yours.”

“Can I just borrow him for a while? Take him out for a test drive. I promise not to break him.”

“Minx,” Morpheus whispered. “Get down three plates.”

“Yes, Master,” I said. I felt Abdullah’s eyes on my ass as I stretched to reach the plates in the cabinet. I looked over my shoulder and smiled. “Why, Abdullah? Whatever would your Mullah say?”

“I don’t give a fuck what my Mullah would say,” he said as his eyes traveled up my body.

I laughed.

“Abdullah has had a religious epiphany,” Morpheus said as he transferred eggs and bacon to the first plate.

“Morpheus is the living god. All others are false,” Abdullah said. From staring at me, his cock was beginning to rise.

I picked up a piece of bacon and crunched it. “Ain’t that the truth,” I said and winked.

“Let’s eat,” Morpheus said.

We took the three plates to the dining room and sat down.

Abdullah stood behind us like a statue.

“Isn’t he eating?” I asked.

“No. Abdullah is posing. Partly for your benefit, partly because he is a gift for someone. You know, he has a lovely singing voice. Alto soprano, believe it or not. Would you like to hear it?”

“No, thank you.”

I heard heels clicking in the hall.

Fatima was coming and the burka was gone.

She wore nothing but her red lace underwear and the heels.

Behind her, Faisal crawled on his hands and knees. He was wearing a leather collar and leash.

I burst into laughter. “Where on earth did you find that?”

“The leash and collar? A wedding gift from Morpheus. It’s stunning on him isn’t it?” She giggled. She stepped behind him and grabbed the collar. She jerked backward and made him rise on his knees. “I like the collar almost as much as this.”

My mouth dropped open. Faisal’s cock was now even smaller and locked inside a pink plastic cock cage. There was a matching ring locked around his shriveled nuts.

He blushed bright crimson.

Fatima leaned down and spoke into his ear. “Be thankful I still have use for you, you pathetic worm. For what you did to me in my past life? I should kill you.”

He looked around with a panicked expression.

Then he saw Abdullah.

“Abdullah! Kill her! Kill her, Abdullah!”

Abdullah’s eyes blazed, and I didn’t need to read his mind to know his rage was directed at Faisal not Fatima.

Morpheus held up his hand. “No, Abdullah. He deserves to die, but as your goddess says, we still have use for him.”

Abdullah stopped.

“His goddess? Am I your goddess, Abdullah?” Fatima asked.

He knelt on one knee. “Yes, my Mistress. I worship you.”

She walked to him and rubbed his bald head. “For me?”

“Well, I didn’t think you were going to enjoy spending decades with your murderer without some distraction,” Morpheus said.

She sat down at the table with us. “I love him. Thank you, Master.”

“He’s immortal like you. And he’s totally devoted to you, Fatima.”

“I would die for you, Mistress,” Abdullah said as he rose from the floor.

“Madness! You are all mad!” Faisal whined from the floor.

Abdullah drew back to strike him.

“No, Abdullah. Don’t mark him. If he is bruised there will be too many questions,” Fatima said. “This looks delicious. I’m starving. I believe I am now eating for two.”

“Technically ten,” Morpheus said with a smile.

I looked from Morpheus to Fatima and back again. “I’m sorry am I missing something?”

Fatima smiled and squeezed my hand. “Faisal’s last act as a man: he impregnated me.”

“Impregnated? How? You were a...” I caught myself before I said it.

“What she means is your body was infertile,” Morpheus said. “I implanted a new uterus and ovaries in her.”

“A new one? Where did you get...”

“The Cuban regime is a brutal regime. Spare parts are plentiful, and they give them to me for free.”

“My God,” I whispered.

Fatima smiled. “Morpheus explained it to me: the ovaries contain eggs with my DNA - my transformed DNA. When Faisal squirted his pitiful seed into me it fertilized all my eggs...”

“Ten eggs,” Morpheus said. “Her ovaries are biological versions of the suspended animation chambers. Her eggs will be released one at a time over the next twenty years. Starting today.”

“Lies!” Faisal screamed. “This is not possible even for you, wizard!”

“Not lies, Faisal,” Morpheus said. “Not even magic. Science.”

Fatima turned and glared at him. “Don’t worry, husband. My DNA is superior to yours in every way. My genes are all dominant. My children will not be weakling cowards like you. They will be gods and goddesses. And they will change the face of the world.”

“Bitch! You filthy slut...”

“Hold your tongue!” Abdullah roared. “Hold your tongue or I will rip it from your mouth!”

Faisal shrank away and looked at the floor.

Fatima’s eyes sparkled. “I really like him.”

“I thought you might,” Morpheus said. He stood up and then knelt in front of Faisal. He put both palms on the sides of Faisal’s head. “Listen to me, little man. This is your penance. This is your penance for three murders. You will return home with Fatima as if nothing is wrong. You will continue your work as a CEO, and you will take Zephyr Oil to ever greater heights.”

I watched as Faisal’s eyes grew relaxed and then cloudy.

“You will obey your Mistress, love her no matter how she tortures you. You will never be free of your cock cage, Faisal. It is permanent. You will never again have sexual relations with anyone unless your Mistress commands it.”

“Why? Why are you doing this?” Faisal croaked.

“You killed the first Fatima. You will grow old and die while she lives on young and beautiful for all eternity. That is as fitting a punishment as I can think of, Faisal.”

Fatima turned around chewing a piece of bacon. “Oh, and just so you know? From this point on, Zephyr Oil will pay Morpheus one billion dollars or ten percent of net profits, whichever is greater, every year... forever. Your heirs will continue the payments after you die,” she said as she rubbed her tummy.

“No, I can’t do that! Companies don’t work that way! I can’t hide a billion dollars a year from the stockholders.”

“Find a way, husband. Or I will think of amazingly cruel ways to encourage you,” she said as she smiled.

***

“So strange to leave this place,” Fatima said as we stood in the laboratory. “I feel as if I were born here.”

“You were,” I said.

“You knew me before all this, didn’t you?”

I hesitated. “Why... do you ask that?”

She smiled. “A woman’s intuition perhaps? We were in love before all this.”

I stared at her for a moment.

Then I smiled and nodded. “Yes, Fatima. We were and are very much in love.”

She touched my face. “I leave here with nothing but this ridiculous burka, some underwear, a pair of heels...”

“And don’t forget an emasculated, murderous husband and a walking sex machine.”

She laughed. “You didn’t let me finish. I’m leaving with two lovers in my heart.”

I cried and she kissed the tears away.

“Morpheus says we will know each other again. Countless times,” I said.

“Past lives become future lives. Full circle,” she whispered.

I nodded.

We kissed - something far more tender and loving than how we started out in Studio 54 when disco was king and the Candy Girl was queen.

***

“I will find a way to break free of this spell. And then I will kill you all,” Faisal grumbled.

“You do that, Faisal,” Morpheus said.

Abdullah shoved Faisal into the back of the chopper. “Behave yourself. It is a long flight back to the Dominican Republic. Anger me and I will feed you to the sharks along the way.”

Faisal stared straight ahead.

“We fly to Riyadh on TWA at 6:00 in the morning,” Fatima said, her voice muffled by the ridiculous burka. “I booked the Hilton in Santo Domingo.” She looked up and winked at Abdullah. “I understand the beds are very large and strong.”

“We shall see, Mistress,” Abdullah said with a smile as he climbed into the pilot’s seat. Morpheus had found him a black suit big enough to fit him.

“Yes, we will,” Fatima laughed. “And if Faisal is a good boy? I’ll let him watch... If he’s bad? I’ll make him participate.”

I laughed to hold back my tears.

Morpheus pulled me close.

“Not goodbye,” Fatima said as she climbed into the co-pilot’s seat.

“No. Not goodbye,” I said.

We stepped back as the helicopter took off and headed north.

***

“Good food salves a wounded heart,” Morpheus said as he made me an omelet.

“Shakespeare?”

“Morpheus,” he said. “I often quote myself. A god’s privilege. Sit.”

I sat down at the table and he put the omelet on a plate for me.

He sat down across from me.

“You aren’t eating?” I asked.

“No. You go ahead.”

I took a bite. “Mmm. You should be the god of cuisine.”

He laughed. “I have something to show you.” He took a notebook from the counter and opened it. He laid it beside my plate.

He loved to mimic the style of Da Vinci in his notebooks. You would be hard pressed to tell the difference between a Morpheus rendering and Da Vinci’s.

However, the figure on the page was beyond anything the Renaissance master had ever conceived. The woman drawn on the page was long and impossibly lithe, her hair long and black.

Her elongated torso had not two breasts, but four.

The face was my own but more regal, more imperious.

I reached out and traced the letters written at the top of the page.

LILITH

I swallowed my bite of omelet. “This... is what you are making me into?”

“Yes, Igor. You will be my Lilith. Or... I will set you free. I will give you the money Faisal gave me in exchange for Fatima. You can go back to your life as a rich woman - you won’t need a rich man, Igor. You will have the world in the palm of your hand...”

“Or everlasting life as your Lilith?” I asked.

“I will give you immortality and set you free with the money, if you like?”

I took a deep breath. “How long will it take to make me Lilith?”

He smiled. “Decades in a transformation tube.”

I nodded. “Then let’s get started. The future awaits.”

***

He carried me through the lab - after the injections I was too weak to walk on my own.

We passed by the tubes: the Balengers, Dr. Thompson, Evie, beautiful Maria. He paused by Melody’s tube and I reached out and touched the glass.

He kissed me and carried me to the pink liquid filled tube at the end of the row.

The plaque at the base read: Lilith, My Igor, December 27th, 1979.

“Will I dream?’ I asked as he climbed the scaffold and slipped me gently into the tube.

“Always.”

***

Lilith

Havana

Now

“And that’s the story,” Lilith said as the nun between her thighs redoubled her efforts to make the goddess cum.

Dr. Demona leaned her head back against the young priest as he fucked her from behind. “That... umm! Explains a lot,” Demona said as she fucked back against the stud priest with the ‘L’ branded on his forehead.

Lilith smiled and blinked her blue vertically slitted eyes. She leaned forward and drew Demona into a deep kiss, her fingers sliding down Demona’s body and finding her engorged clit.

“Mmmph!” Demona moaned.

She came hard which triggered the stud behind her to fill her with cum as he cried out.

Lilith laughed in Demona’s mouth. Then she leaned her head back. “Leave us. Those whom I have branded? Collect your belongings. The quadcopter leaves for Isla Satana within the hour.”

Demona laughed and rolled onto her back. “Lilith, you’ve entertained me, informed me, and fucked my brains out...”

Lilith laughed.

“Now what can I do for you?” Demona asked.

“Gods manipulate the past to make the future,” Lilith said and snuggled close to Demona. “Take you for instance.”

“Me?!”

“Nothing is ever left to chance. Not in Morpheus’s world, Demona. He manipulates genes, pushes couples together, pulls them apart. He breeds the future.”

Demona sat up. “What are you saying?”

“You are the product of a beautiful decades long experiment. All of you are. Did you think it was only chance that you were born with an IQ beyond human imagining, Dr. Demona?”

Demona’s mouth dropped open.

“The affairs of gods and goddesses are beyond understanding - even the understanding of demigods.”

“I... don’t know how I feel about that.”

Lilith smiled. “No, of course you don’t. You want to believe in freewill over predestiny - gods work in both. Predestiny led to your birth, my perfect little genius. But it was freewill that made you who you are.”

“Why are you telling me this?” Demona asked.

“The Church is corrupt.”

“What?! How can you say that?”

Lilith stared into her eyes.

Then Lilith laughed. “You almost convinced me, doctor. But I know that you are working against the Church. I know you have created an underground railroad of the transformed. I know you are siding with Maria Marapova to defy the Church when the time comes.”

“I... how can you know...”

“I simply know. Call it clairvoyance if you like. Or maybe time travel. But I know.”

Demona frowned. “Fine. Go ahead then. Kill me. I don’t regret what I’ve done. I don’t regret what I tried to do! The Church is a pestilence!”

Lilith smiled. “Oh, my darling girl. You misunderstand. I agree with you. I love Sister with all my heart. I would die for her. And Morpheus? I would destroy the world for him.”

“I don’t understand.”

Lilith nodded. “I know you don’t. But you see, I want it all. The selfish girl who was ready to destroy a man’s life in 1979 just so she could have part of his fortune? She wants to save the world now. And I want my lovers with me. I want to spend eternity with Morpheus and Sister and Fatima. And I want to save the world.”

“What does that have to do with me?”

“Everything. Morpheus loves his Church. He created it first. Perhaps it is ego, perhaps it is what this world with its religions and politics did to Melody. Whatever the reason? He is blind to the cruelties. He rationalizes the pain they inflict. They have perverted his dream, Demona. He can’t see that it is Whore Caste that are his people. They are the dream that Summer of Love wanted to create but could never imagine.”

“If you know all this, why don’t you do something about it?” Demona sobbed.

“My darling, don’t you see? I am.”

Demona shook her head. “Why now? Why not before? Why didn’t you stop them before? Latigo Key? Butch! The day Butch...?”

“Because it wouldn’t have worked. It only works out one way. And you are the key, Demona. Your mind, your science. Why now? Because your viruses are loosed on the world. Every city in the United States is scrambling to contain what you have wrought under Morpheus’s command.”

“I don’t regret that! The world must change but the Church cannot be in control of the aftermath!”

Lilith laughed. “Yes, darling. Precisely. The fall of man is upon us and then the great war will pit all of us: mankind, the transformed, gods, demons, and monsters, all of us will fight for the future. Your vision of the future, the vision of Whore Caste and Professional Caste - that dream must prevail. But if Morpheus sides with his Church?” She shook her head. “He can move worlds, Demona. The universe very nearly revolves around him now. If his heart cannot be swayed you will fail no matter your allies.”

“You will fight for us?”

She shook her head. “I follow my love, my Master. And if he chooses his Church, then I will help them build their hell, Demona. So we must make sure he chooses wisely.”

“I don’t know how to do that.”

Lilith stood up and walked to a desk on the other side of the room.

She returned with a small green bottle and the flash drive containing Morpheus’s notes on her creation. “The flash drive you know about.” She held up the bottle. “This you do not.”

“What is it?”

“The key to everything. The key to Morpheus’s heart. Maybe the key to all existence: DNA.”

“Whose?”

Lilith smiled. “You know the answer to that question.”

“But... he would never be satisfied with...”

“No. But I solved a riddle Morpheus has not. A riddle in three pieces. You hold the first. The other two will be revealed in time. Solve the riddle in your hand. Breathe life into it, Demona. Save the world.”

The End
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After the events of Transformations: Experiments, Ray and Sugar's latest creation is transforming in the lab. Little do they know that this woman Ray calls Rose needs no perversion therapy - she's evil already! Join the employees of Stallion's as they travel from upstate New York all the way to the Big Apple with stops along the way where the unsuspecting are ensnared in the Church's nefarious plans.

A story of mind control, debauchery, and extreme body modification.

Book three of the Transformations series.

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B07WGG35XR

[image: ]

Transformations: The Farm

The Transformations story continues. Lisa and Jason have arrived at The Farm, and Lisa is ready to learn the ways of the White Witch from Gwen Kincaid, the powerful mind controller from Witnesses. Little do they know that ace reporter Rebecca Tanner is investigating the farm. What she finds will stun and forever change her and everyone around her. The Farm is an erotic den of perversion where no one emerges unchanged.

A story of mind control, bizarre body modification, and unspeakable lust.

Book four of the Transformations series.

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B07XWSN2VG


[image: ]Transformations: Curse of the Were-Bimbo

After the events of Transformations: The Farm, Gwen and Alex have a new set of initiates to attend to. Among them is Amy Bellachik, the beautiful new bride from Transformations: Perversions who has been made into a Were-Bimbo, becoming a creature of insatiable lust during the full moon. Will Gwen and Alex cure her, or do they have other, darker plans for Amy's inner sex goddess?

Meanwhile, the cast of characters from Mama Jugs's hotel arrive at the Farm for much needed upgrades. They've abducted Mama Jugs's husband, but he may be more than the Church can handle!

Book five of the Transformations series.

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B07ZR862FG

[image: ]Transformations: Visions of Sugar Plums

It's Christmas, and Galleria Minnesota is packed with shoppers. When the mall announces a night of shopping for adults only, little do the merry makers know the mall has fallen under control of SlutzNet, the Church of Morpheus's AI. It'll give new meaning to the phrase: Ho, Ho, Ho's...

Bimbos, studs, and elves? oh, my!

Book six of the Transformations series.

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B082P5W714


[image: ]Transformations: Sinful Suburbia

Stacie Fuchs, the MILF Whore created in Transformations: Experiments, has been assigned by the Church to seduce and pervert the suburbs of Ithaca, NY. One by one, her neighbors fall into her web of kink and taboo pleasures. No man or woman is safe from her enhanced charms.

The Church of Morpheus: They shall make your homes into their brothels...

Book Seven of the Transformations series!

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B083RYXH1X

[image: ]Transformations: Return to Sinful Suburbia

The Church's MILF experiment in Ithaca, NY is progressing. As the Church expands further into the bedrooms of suburbia, there is no escape.

Carrie and her friends are taking a gap year before college, but the Church has other plans. All the nurturing mothers in Ithaca are becoming MILF temptresses with hypnotic blue eyes. One by one Carrie and her friends are pulled into the Church's web of lust and perversion. Will they rebel and escape, or will the taboo temptations prove too seductive to resist?

The Church of Morpheus: Possess the mother, control the home...

Book Eight of the Transformations series!

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B085P2H2ZZ


[image: ] Transformations: Dr. De-Mona

On subterranean Level 9 of Stallion's Adult Video, monsters dwell. This is the domain of the demoness Demonica. There, she is building a perverse army.

Dr. Mona Karnes has come to Ithaca, NY, to investigate the abduction of her Aunt Melanie. Her journey will take her from the heights of ecstasy to the very depths of Demonica’s hell. Life and death hang in the balance, but it is Mona’s soul that is in the most danger.

Will she prevail? Or is it her destiny to become… Dr. Demona?

What are mad scientists made of?

A novel of mind control and monstrous body modifications, unspeakable desires, and lustful temptations.

Book Nine of the Transformations series!

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B08FV6NDGG


[image: ]Transformations Tingles: Britt-Ney

The US Government is investigating the Church. A witness has emerged, and Britt Connors, genius District Attorney, has her sights set on taking the Church down. Unfortunately for her, the Church has a genius of their own: evil mind controlling White Witch Maria Marapova. The Amazon blonde has her sights set on Brittney herself, and she will stop at nothing to turn the DA into a giggly, bimbified slut.

A story of depraved mind control, extreme body modification, and twisted romance from the perverted minds that brought you Transformations: Witnesses.

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B07FBTFQ84

[image: ]Transformations Tingles:

The Hazards of Saving the Earth

A religious cult has taken control of Cuba, turning it into a sexual playground. But, the Church of Morpheus has designs beyond the island. It plans world domination through sexual perversion. And, the organization is growing...

Rita is an environmentally conscious coed, so when she finds a sex toy at the local porn store guaranteed to get her off AND lower her carbon footprint, it sounds like a win/win. But, that Bimbonix Harvester she just bought comes direct from the Church of Morpheus. And, good vibrations aren't the only things she'll be feeling...

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B07FC5KY11

[image: ]Transformations: The New Gym: A Tingles Novella

Friends Pam and Emma want to find out about the new gym in town everyone is raving about. Rumors are flying: women go in plain Janes and come out stacked bimbos. The closer they look, the deeper the mystery becomes. What sinister secret lies behind the doors to the Morphosis Gym? Do they dare go inside, and, if they do, will they make it out? Will they ever be the same?

A story of mind control, seduction, debauchery, and extreme body modification. Book three of the Transformations Tingles series.

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B07W3PBG4W

[image: ]Punches: An Erotic Short Story

A woman alone in a cemetery at night, a lusty vampire stalking her, and all the while vampire hunters awaiting the monster's return to her lair: a horrific, comedic, erotic interlude.

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B00ITDPY7O
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