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Transformations: The Book of Adam

Somewhere… else…

He calls himself Pike because it was once his name. There was another part, a first part, but he’s forgotten it.

Pike is a traveler. He wanders from dimension to dimension, some higher, some lower. He walks the spaces between.

And, he walks alone.

Time has little meaning to him. There is no later, no before. Time is a circle, circles within circles. Circles within universes and universes within dimension upon dimension.

It could drive a man crazy, alone and immortal and just walking.

So, he visits his friends from time to time. Drops into our four dimensional world as a projection.

Being alone in those higher dimensions could lead to madness - ‘big bangs’ have been caused by maddening loneliness. Luckily, Pike has a purpose.

He is needed.

Because, down in that four dimensional world Pike used to call home? The father has created a machine, the son will perfect it, and Pike? He is the ghost in the machine that will make sure it all works.

So, when the time is right, Pike steps through a door for the first time, as he has always done and will always do. Because, what emerges from that machine will be a thing of beauty unsurpassed in all the other dimensions.

The door opens, and, the old hippy with the eternally youthful face, smiles. “Show me the magic,” he says, and steps through…

***

High Court of the North American Conglomerate

11:15 AM, 8-October-2145

“...That’s your excuse, Miss Owens?” the Attorney General asked. “The devil made you do it?”

The woman on the witness stand smiled and it was deadly. Beautiful, imperious - like all of them, all of these transformed. She smiled and the room brightened, and the corners of those amazing eyes turned up and all you wanted to do, all anyone wanted to do was get lost in Angela “Sugar Tits” Owens’s eyes.

“It’s not an excuse. You wanted to know why we did the things we did. Morpheus, not the devil, created us to do those things and to have no regrets or second thoughts as we did them.”

“So Morpheus made you turn people into sex zombies, walking sex toys who performed on command?” He asked. 

“To save the world. Yes,” Angela said. Her smile never wavered.

He glanced at the judges - were they being affected? Were they being swayed by the goddess sitting on the stand? They had taken the drugs to block the White Witches’ pheromones, they sat behind the screens the scientists said would block the White Witches’ mental powers.

Was it enough?

“You expect us to believe you had no knowledge of what you were doing? That you were controlled...”

“No,” Angela said. “He only made it easier for us to live with what we did. I... We... accept responsibility for the things we did to the unwilling.”

“And when did you finally decide what you were doing was wrong?”

The smile faltered. Her eyes reflected sadness, the beginning of a tear. “After the kiss.”

He rolled his eyes and smiled. He turned to the judges. “Oh, yes, the ‘magic’ kiss.”

She laughed gently, a beautiful thing that made everyone in the room draw in a breath and pause. “Yes.”

“You actually believe that a magic kiss changed everything for you?”

She shook her head. “Any technology so far beyond what you can understand appears to be magic. So yes, Mr. Attorney General, a magic kiss.”

***

Downtown Ithaca, NY

Now

The First Night

The bus pulled into the station bathed in the yellow glow of the streetlights. The dust of Kansas had washed away the day before in a Tennessee downpour. Above the bus, bugs circled the street lights.

The old man driving peered out through the big windshield and rubbed the stubble of his beard. He had been the driver since Pennsylvania, taking over from a man he didn’t recognize. “Take good care of them,” the man with ‘Eric’ written on his nametag had said. “Precious cargo.”

That was easier said than done here - Ithaca, NY was, well, it was odd.

He picked up his PA microphone. “Ithaca. Ithaca, New York.” Only ‘York’ came out as ‘Yawk’, betraying his Boston accent. He stood up slowly as if his back might fail from the strain. “You folks traveling on to Syracuse are welcome to just remain on the bus. We won’t be staying long.” He looked warily over his shoulder at the bus terminal. “For those of youse that Ithaca is your final destination, you need to know that no one under the age of eighteen is allowed within the town limits.”

“What?” Someone asked from the back of the bus.

“Local awdinance. If youse eighteen?” He sighed. “If youse eighteen you can disembawk. Otherwise, youse gotta exit the bus at Dryden.”

The driver looked over his passengers: potheads, the lost, the drunk - most on their way to Syracuse. Then there were the college kids.

A tall lanky kid in jeans and a leather jacket stood up and balanced his green duffel bag on his shoulder.

“Ya eighteen?” The driver asked as the boy walked up the aisle toward him.

The kid smiled and nodded. “Nineteen actually, sir.” The boy said in a thick Kansas drawl.

“Ya oughta be careful out there, kid. It’s… a strange place.”

The boy smiled. “Just about every place is a strange place to me, sir.”

The driver stepped aside and let the boy pass.

***

Adam Price, only son of Evelyn Price, descended the bus steps on his long, lanky legs and adjusted the green duffel bag on his shoulder. He was smiling - he had been mostly smiling since Kansas, frowning only when he thought of the farm and his mother he had left behind in the dusty town he called home.

He reached the pavement and leaned back, stretching his back. 

The fluorescent glow of the terminal lights beckoned him with their promise of a restroom. He reached the sliding doors and noticed that there was also a neon glow coming from within.

NO ONE UNDER EIGHTEEN ADMITTED was written in tall red letters on the sliding doors.

Even the bus terminal? Adam thought. The only thing he could think of was that the town must have had trouble with teens causing trouble at some point.

He stepped inside.

The terminal was far different from the last one in Williamsport, Pennsylvania.

The Ithaca bus terminal had a strip club in the back and signs at that entrance announced, ‘FULLY NUDE’. Techno blared from inside the club. Beside it was what appeared to be a sex shop with ‘VIDEO BOOTHS’ written in blue neon beside the door.

A huge cardboard cutout of a porn star stood on the other side of the sex shop door - a bigger than life-size image of Amy Lynn in her trademark transparent pink latex miniskirt and matching bra smiled at him. Her big, blue eyes seemed to follow him wherever he moved.

“Isn’t she the totes hottest?” A sweet, high voice said behind him.

He turned and found himself staring into cleavage at eye level.

Adam took a step back.

The blonde had to be almost seven feet tall in her skyscraper stilettos. She was wearing a skintight, pink latex minidress. The hem was breathtakingly high, and the plunging neckline put the basketball sized breasts on prominent display.

He looked up into light brown eyes and the face of a doll. Her lipstick, eyeshadow, and fingernails were all pink as well as the highlights in her long, flowing hair.

She held out her hand. “I’m Candy!”

Adam just smiled and nodded. She smelled like candy - the sugary kind you might buy in a convenience store like Sweet Tarts.

She blinked her big lashes and extended her hand closer. “It’s customary to shake a hand that’s offered to you. Or, if you’re a formal gentleman? To take said hand gently and maybe kiss the fingers? You can do either one you prefer, but I like the finger kisses.”

It took another moment for Adam to realize she was being serious and was on the verge of being offended.

He took her warm hand quickly and kissed it gently.

She smiled. “I also told you my name is Candy. My full name is Candy Kisses di Amal. When someone introduces themselves? You’re supposed to introduce yourself as well. That’s good manners.”

Adam smiled. “Yes, I’m sorry. I’m Adam… Price. Adam Price. It’s been a long trip and I wasn’t expecting…”

“A pretty girl to talk to you?” Candy asked. “Golly, I would think pretty girls would talk to you all the time. You’re hot.”

Adam laughed and blushed. “Doesn’t happen that often.”

“What brings you to Ithaca, Adam Price?”

“School. I’m starting Ithaca College.”

“Oh, wow! Me too! I mean, I’m not starting - I’m already a student.”

Adam stared at her for a moment. “Really? I mean… what are you studying?”

“I’m in Sex Worker Studies.”

“I’m sorry, what?”

She giggled. “Everybody asks that - I guess it’s not a common major at other colleges. I’m learning to be a sex worker.”

Adam blinked. “I… wasn’t aware that was a thing…”

“Oh, totes! It’s one of the most popular majors at Ithaca.” She held out her graceful arms. “This is my internship. I work the bus terminal from 9-3 AM on Tuesdays and Thursdays, and the brothel from 5-midnight on Mondays and Wednesdays.”

Adam stared at her. “You’re… kidding, right?”

“Nuh uh. Would you like a blow job?” She asked.

Adam’s mouth dropped open. She had said it in the same tone as someone asking if he wanted a doughnut or a cup of coffee.

“I’m very good!” She pursed her lips and made an ‘O’. “See how plump they are? My WhoreMaster had them do my lips with 50% more cushion. And I have no gag reflex whatsoever.”

Adam felt like his eyes were as big as saucers. “I… I can’t afford… um.”

“Afford?” She giggled. “No, silly, you don’t pay me. The college provides everything. I’m sort of… salaried.”

“I… we just met,” Adam stammered.

“Oh! Do you not like girls? There are boy interns as well.” She craned her neck and looked around.

“No, no! It’s not…”

“Futanari?”

“Foot what?”

“No, Futanari - do you like girls with cocks?”

“Uh…”

“We have trans women as well. That’s someone who used to be a boy but now they’re a girl.”

“Wait, you don’t under…”

“Ooo, a trans man? That’s someone who used to be a girl but now they’re a boy with a pussy!” She frowned. “I know someone over at the brothel, but they don’t work the terminal.”

“Stop, Candy. I like you… I just don’t know you well enough to… you know?”

She looked confused. “To let me give you a blowjob? That’s silly. You like me, I like you. I want to suck your cock…”

Adam smiled. “Candy…”

“Don’t you want a blowjob?” Her eyes grew big. “Do you not know what it is?”

“No, Candy, I know what… that… is.”

“But, have you ever had one?”

Adam’s mind went back to Dawn Huntley in the hayloft of his barn. She had given him a blowjob. Of course, he had cum in her mouth by accident, and she had freaked out and gagged. “Yes, I’ve had one,” he said.

Candy laughed and rolled her eyes. “Then what are you hesitating for? Oral is like totes amazing.”

“I… really need to use the men’s room. Then we can talk about… that,” Adam said.

“Okay,” she said.

Adam walked toward the sign that said RESTROOM.

Candy skipped along beside him on the towering heels, her breasts moving like heavenly bodies in their latex sheath.

He looked up at her. “Candy? I’m going to the men’s room?”

She giggled. “It’s unisex, silly.” She pointed to the bathroom door.

One door.

***

Stallion’s Adult Video

Level 10

“Air supply malfunction. Air supply malfunction,” the speaker announced inside the cavernous Transformation Room. The room was filled with row after row of glass cylinders that stood over ten feet tall. The cylinders were filled with either blue or pink, viscous liquid.

Within each cylinder, a naked body floated, suspended near the center. Most were in a fetal position, because this was a place of rebirth.

The bodies were connected to machinery within the rock ceiling, cables and tubes running to various points of their anatomy. There were tubes that became IVs, tubes that suckled at cocks, at nipples. Dildos that invaded vaginas and rectums. Everything moved and hummed, slid in and slid out, expanded and contracted.

Visors over the eyes and earphones over the ears reprogrammed the mind, changed the personality.

And, above all, the tubes over their mouths and noses provided the life giving oxygen and removed the suffocating carbon dioxide.

A winch groaned and came to life above a pink filled tube.

The woman within rose from the pink goo and the breathing apparatus pulled free from her face. She heaved and coughed as the winch carried her up and out of the tube before setting her gently on the steel floor on her hands and knees.

Christine vomited on the floor grate, her vision still obstructed by the visor, her ears still listening to the voice of someone named ‘Cum Slut Cathy’.

“Don’t panic. Relax. There’s been a malfunction. You’re okay. Breathe. In and out. That’s right. A doctor will be with you in a moment,” the synthesized voice of Cum Slut Cathy said.

“Nuh… No! Have to…” She reached up and tore the headphones off her ears and tossed the visor aside.

Her body felt strange. She felt… taller. Her buttocks felt heavy.

And, her chest?! It felt like a heavy weight was strapped to her chest.

Her nipples were touching the cold floor!

“What… happened? What did you… do to me?!” She asked. She coughed trying to clear the pink stuff from her throat.

“Assistance please in aisle fifteen, row ten. Cock Tease Christine has been released from her transformation tube before programming was complete. Assistance please in aisle fifteen, row ten,” a computer voice said from a speaker in the high ceiling. It echoed through the chamber.

Christine got to her knees. She felt the enormous breasts that were now part of her body. “Oh, my God, I’m a fucking freak!” She gurgled and then managed to spit the goo on the floor, clearing her throat

She struggled to her feet and almost fell from a combination of being off balance and being covered in the slick pink goo.

The computer repeated its call for assistance.

Someone would be coming. She turned and caught sight of her reflection in the curved tube of pink fluid. Her first thought was of the sexist metal reflectors on truck mudflaps - the buxom girl with the impossibly tiny waist and long flowing hair.

An impossible ideal - only now, it was possible, because she was that girl. 

“Christine,” a voice called from far away in the room full of tubes. A woman’s voice. She repeated Christine’s name and this time she sang it: “Chris-tine...”

The sound of heels on the metal floor, growing nearer.

Christine ran, but there was something wrong with her ankles. Her feet seemed determined to raise her heels up. She was running on her toes and the balls of her feet, and she couldn’t force her feet to flatten out.

“Don’t run, Christine. It’s so much better if you don’t run.”

She looked over her shoulder into the forest of pink and blue tubes.

A shadow moved there nearly a hundred yards back. A feminine shape, a shape like hers with huge breasts and a narrow waist.

The woman walked on her skyscraper heels while Christine ran, but, still, Christine knew that just like one of those frightened victims in a slasher flick, the walking shape behind her would eventually catch up.

“Leave me alone!” Christine cried and then she screamed. The voice wasn’t hers. It was high pitched but not squeaky - if a Barbie Doll had a voice it would have sounded like Christine.

She stumbled and ran her shoulder into one of the pink tubes. The woman inside had long flowing black hair and she jerked, startled by Christine’s impact.

The rubber tube with a dildo on the end in the woman’s stretched pussy slipped out for a moment. Then it darted back into her depths like a snake and began to fuck her.

The woman calmed and went limp, floating in the middle of the tube.

“We don’t want you hurt, Christine,” the woman behind her said.

The sound startled her - she spun around to find the woman was now fifty yards behind her and closing.

The woman smiled at her. She was a vision in a long, white dress slit up both sides, exposing the slick, white thigh boots. The dress was shiny, and Christine wasted more time staring at it until she realized the dress was made out of white rubber.

A silver medallion dangled from a white collar around the woman’s graceful throat.

She had fiery red hair done up in graceful swirls on her head.

And, she had the most beautiful face Christine had ever seen.

Christine blinked.

Twenty-five yards away now.

Christine started running again.

“There’s no place to run, Christine. You belong to us now.”

Christine quaked and sobbed. The rows of tubes seemed to be never ending.

“Can you remember your last name?” The woman asked.

Christine faltered, stumbled. Of course, she could remember…

It was right on the tip of her tongue…

She shook her head and ran faster.

So what if she couldn’t remember her name? She had to run. She had to get away.

“You were married. Did you know that? We made your rings into piercings. Reach down and feel them.”

She didn’t have to. She could feel them. Christine could feel the diamond bouncing against her clit from her engagement ring as she ran.

And, another ring farther back. Her thick wedding ring where no ring should be and oh, God, what had they done to her because she was wet down there so wet, and she needed to…

Her eyes were filled with tears as she fought not to reach down and finger herself.

“Can you remember your family, Christine? We took all those memories away from you. Took away your life. Took away everything you were to make you the perfect sex toy.”

Christine stopped and spun around. “Stop it! Stop it! Oh, God, what have you done to me?!”

She turned and found herself staring into violet eyes. A woman was standing inches from her. The woman was pale with black hair.

A star and a heart were tattooed below her left eye.

Christine fell into the woman’s arms and whimpered as the needle slipped into her neck.

“Shh, shh… it’s okay now. Just sleep. Just sleep,” the woman said as she held Christine close.

Christine collapsed as the drugs flowed into her bloodstream.

“Goddamn it, Sugar! You didn’t have to fucking terrify her like that.”

Christine fought to keep her eyes open.

The redhead laughed behind her. “Oh, come on. She’s just a human. She won’t remember any of it, Demona.”

“You’re spending too much time with that psycho Carrie at the strip club. You’re losing your shit, Red.”

Christine closed her eyes and drifted off to sleep as the redhead scooped her up out of the brunette’s arms and carried her back to her transformation tube.

***

Sugar Tits eased the loops of the harness under Christine’s arms. “Take her up, SlutzNet.”

The winch in the ceiling groaned and lifted the unconscious woman toward the ceiling. The motor whined as the winch slid sideways on its track and dangled Christine over the open top of the transformation tube.

Then it lowered her down into the pink fluid an inch at a time.

A mechanical arm reached down, placed the breathing mask over her face, and fastened it in place before she was submerged completely.

“SlutzNet, what was the issue with her breathing tube before?” Demona asked as she consulted her tablet.

“A failure in compressor 118. It has been replaced, Doctor,” the computer said.

Sugar smiled at her.

Demona continued to look at her tablet.

“Are we going to be angry all night?” Sugar asked.

“I’m considering it.”

“Demona…”

“Don’t Demona me,” she said as she pointed the tablet at Sugar. “You’re coming off the rails. You were a borderline psycho a minute ago, Boobs.”

Sugar rolled her eyes. “It was just a little fun. All this fuss over a human.”

Demona gritted her teeth. “Make her forget it.”

“I will.”

“Now, goddamn it! You erase that fucking trauma right now, Sugar.”

Sugar sighed and turned toward the tube.

The butt plug tentacle had already wriggled up from the bottom of the tank and invaded Christine’s rectum.

Sugar licked her lips as the dildo tentacle swam up like an eel and slipped into the woman’s pussy.

Sugar laid her hands on the clear glass walls of the tube. She reached beyond the glass with her mind. Even in sedated sleep, Christine’s anxiety had elevated her heartrate and blood pressure.

Am I a psychopath? Sugar thought. It had been fun terrifying Christine. She couldn’t help seeing humans as… something less.

Okay, Christine, Sugar thought. I’m only doing this for Demona, not for you. I don’t like it when she’s mad at me.

Sugar pushed with her mind and blew away the anxiety like a warm summer breeze. She felt Christine’s heartbeat slow, felt her blood pressure drop. “We took things away, I know,” Sugar whispered. “But we’re giving you things you can’t possibly imagine. Not yet, anyway. But, you will.”

Christine’s mind stopped worrying and instead focused on the dual penetration of the butt plug and dildo.

Sugar smiled. “That’s right. Not so bad, huh? When you wake up? Everything is going to be wonderful.”

She closed the connection and felt Demona’s hands on her waist. The doctor kissed the back of her neck.

Sugar laughed. “How do you know I did anything? Hell, I could have filled her dreams with nightmares.”

Demona reached around with her right hand and showed Sugar the tablet.

“I may not be a mind controlling White Witch? But I am a doctor.”

The tablet showed a slightly fast heartrate but a normal blood pressure.

***

Ithaca Bus Station

Adam walked into the restroom with Candy Kisses in tow.

“Holy… crap,” Adam whispered.

It really was unisex… well, mostly it was just sex.

There were six stalls, and they were full - two people to a stall. Moans and thumps came from each one.

“We used to have gloryholes, but I think the larger stalls are much better,” Candy said.

“Glory what?” 

Candy giggled and her chest bounced. “You’re adorable, Adam.” She motioned toward the far wall. “Pee away.”

A line of urinals extended down the far wall.

“I… don’t know if I can. Maybe if you waited, you know, outside?”

Candy looked perplexed. Then she smiled. She reached out and grabbed the front of his jeans. “I gave you wood! Guys can’t pee right if they have wood. There are valves inside there that open or close depending on whether you’re cumming or going.” She smiled expectantly.

Adam stared from her hand on his crotch up to her face.

“Get it? Cumming or going? Funny, right?”

Adam nodded and looked back down at his crotch.

Candy blinked. “I’m going to make you cum from touching your junk through your jeans, aren’t I?”

He looked miserable. “Yes. I’m pretty sure you will.”

She pulled her hand away slowly. “I’m gonna wait over here till you can pee. Sound good?”

“Yes.”

“Okey dokey.” She turned and skipped away on her heels.

***

Adam stood in front of the urinal and pissed on the ceramic. This absolutely could not be happening. Women didn’t just come up to you in a bus station and offer you a blow job. They sure didn’t back in Roxbury.

And, hookers didn’t look like Candy Kisses - at least they didn’t on television. There was something… innocent about her.

He zipped up and flushed.

Adam turned to find himself looking once again at Candy’s breasts. Somehow, she had managed to sneak up behind him on those crazy heels.

She smiled down at him and then lowered herself down on her haunches.

Candy spread her legs and the pink mini-dress rode up her thighs, exposing her very pink and very wet pussy.

Adam swallowed.

She kept her eyes on his. “Adam, I’ve learned that the best way to approach a shy, sensitive boy such as yourself is just to take charge of the situation.”

“What? You mean in here?”

Candy slid his zipper down. “Yes, Adam. Right here, right now.”

She eased her slim hand into the gap. “Boxers. Good boy. Healthier for the testicles.” Then her eyes bulged. “Golly…”

She turned her head sideways as her fingers closed on his girth. “Wow… um, are you transformed?”

“Huh?”

She continued to fish in his shorts as she looked up into his eyes. “Trans… never mind. If you were, I’d already know.” She pulled him free of the boxers.

His cock extended down the inside of her arm almost to her elbow.

“Ten inches,” Candy giggled. “I’m good at measuring guys, but usually I can measure ‘em with my palm. Not that size is a big deal. I mean it actually is a big deal, and I don’t mind telling you that because, well, let’s face it, you’re big for a human.”

“Human?”

“Did I say human? I meant you’re big for a Midwesterner,” Candy said. She smiled and stroked him.

Adam moaned. “Wait… what if somebody sees us?” He was leaning on the wall beside the urinal as Candy stroked him.

She giggled. “If they do? They’ll probably whip out a camera and shoot a porno. Wanna see me do a magic trick?”

“Huh?”

“I’m going to make your dick disappear.” And, with that, she slid the head of his prick into her mouth and swallowed him to the balls.

“Oh, God!” He felt like he was going to cum immediately - he had a horrific vision of Candy gagging like Dawn Huntley back in Roxbury.

He groaned as Candy squeezed the base of his cock hard and with the other hand gently pulled his balls down and away from his crotch.

She slid her mouth off his dick but tongued the head. “I can help you last, but, don’t worry if you jizz, I can get you hard again lickety split.” She resumed sucking while maintaining the grip with her hands.

Adam sighed and leaned back farther on the wall. He gingerly put his hands on her blonde and pink hair.

She nodded her approval as she moved up and down on his cock.

Adam smiled and began guiding her head with his hands. It was amazing! Dawn Huntley hadn’t been able to get more than four inches of his length in her mouth.

Candy Kisses took all of him on each stroke.

She slid her mouth off him and then turned her face to the side. She moved down his length, tonguing the underside of his cock and slathering his balls before engulfing his manhood once more and taking him to the hilt.

“Candy, Jesus, that is so good.”

She giggled with his cock in her mouth and Adam almost came.

***

Adam’s mother, Evelyn, paced back and forth looking at her cellphone. “Where is he?”

She wasn’t waiting on his call back in Roxbury as Adam would have expected.

Adam’s mother’s real name wasn’t Evelyn Price. Her full name was Mistress Evie Price di Morpheus, and she was pacing the basement hallway of Bull’s Brothel not a block from the Ithaca Bus Terminal.

“He’s a nineteen year old boy in a strange town. He’s probably checking out the sights,” Dr. Allen Thompson said.

She squeezed past Allen’s twelve foot tall form and continued pacing. “That’s precisely what I’m afraid of.”

“He can take care of himself. He’s your kid and Eric’s…”

She spun around on her heels and put her fists on her hips. “That’s the other part of what scares me. We all know what Eric would be doing on his first night in a strange town.”

Allen grabbed her as she passed and pulled her down into his lap. “He’s growing up, Evie. You have to accept that. He has…”

“Allen, if you say he has a destiny? I swear, I will use your nuts as soccer balls.”

Allen laughed and kissed her. “He will be fine.”

She sighed and laid her head on his massive chest. “Maybe I should just walk over to the bus terminal and make sure he called an Uber like I told him…”

“And, if he sees you?”

“He wouldn’t recognize me,” Evie said. “My wrinkles are gone, my hair’s red again…”

“You have boobs like volleyballs.”

She laughed.

“An ass like two baby bulldogs fighting in a sack,” Allen said. “Legs like Cyd Cherise.”

“You really think I have legs like Cyd Cherise?” She asked and smiled.

“Combination of Cyd Cherise and Ann Margaret.”

“Oh, I love you.” She sighed. “You do realize only people as old as us would get those references, right?”

“You think you’re old? I almost said Betty Grable. I modernized it for you.”

She kissed his huge face and got to her feet.

“Evie, I’m serious. He might recognize you. You are his mother.”

“I know. I’m just going to go upstairs and watch the street. If he’s walking instead of taking the Uber like I told him? I’ll kill him.”

***

Adam had slid down onto the floor and leaned his head back on the wall.

Candy was on her hands and knees lowering her lips up and down on his cock.

The woman had a sixth sense about his approaching orgasm. Each time, she did the trick with her hands and the urge passed.

When he finally did cum? It was going to be biblical.

He barely noticed when the bathroom door opened.

“There you are!” A man said.

Candy pulled free of Adam’s cock. She licked the tip and waved it toward the man. “Look what I found!” She winked at Adam. “Adam, this is my Whorema… um, boyfriend! My boyfriend, Sanjay Amal.”

Adam blinked and looked up at a towering Indian man bulging with muscles under his red track suit. “Oh, fuck. Mister, I didn’t know she was spoken for.”

“Sure ya did,” Candy said. “I told you my Whoremaster… I mean boyfriend got my lips made all puckery plump, remember?”

Adam turned pale. The man in the track suit outweighed him by at least two hundred pounds of pure muscle.

Sanjay laughed. “Relax, kid. Candy and I have a… progressive relationship.” He turned to the side and drew a thin girl with brown hair into the restroom. “I found something too, Candy.”

Candy turned and smiled at the girl.

“This is Mary. She was waiting on a taxi out front to take her to the college. I… convinced her to spend a little time with me instead.” The girl was wearing a short black skirt and a white blouse.

Her eyes were half closed.

Sanjay caressed her face, and she licked his fingers.

“Mmm, maybe the four of us should play?” Candy giggled.

“My thoughts exactly,” Sanjay said.

“Uh, wait a second…” Adam stammered.

Candy just winked and took him to the balls again in her tight throat.

Sanjay stripped off his sweatshirt, revealing the physique of a Mr. Universe competitor. “Might as well forget it, Adam. Once Candy gets your cock in her throat, you’re committed. Trust me, I know.” He pushed down his sweatpants.

What was revealed was not a cock so much as a fence post made of flesh.

There was a plastic bag attached by an elastic band to the apple sized head of his flaccid cock. He reached down and removed the bag.

A flow of precum oozed from the tip onto the floor.

“Oh, hell no,” Adam said as he tried to dislodge his cock from Candy’s throat.

Sanjay laughed. “Easy there, slick.” He hefted his stiffening cock. “This is for the lady. You’re safe.”

Candy pushed Adam’s hips back onto the floor and continued sucking him.

Mary stared sleepily at Sanjay’s cock. “N… No… that’s… too big. Smaller. They’re s’posed to be smaller. Pictures… I’ve seen pictures… you’ll hurt me.”

Sanjay put his big hands on the woman’s temples. “Shh, no. No, love. I will not hurt you. I am so gentle - I’m the gentlest lover you’ll ever know. I know it’s your first and I would never hurt you.”

Her first? The girl was a virgin! Adam looked at her - she was no older than he. Probably the first time she had been away from home.

She almost looked drugged.

“You… don’t have to,” Adam said.

The girl looked at him. “I… don’t have to.”

Sanjay stared back and forth from Mary to Adam.

Sanjay turned a little, so her view of Adam was blocked. “But you want to, don’t you? You want me to make love to you, don’t you?”

Mary smiled sweetly. “Yesss! Make love to me, Sanjay!”

Sanjay glanced nervously toward Adam.  He took the bag that had been catching his precum and held it to Mary’s lips. “Head back.”

Mary’s head lolled back.

He poured the clear precum into her mouth.

Mary convulsed in his arms. She threw her legs wide apart, and liquid spurted onto the floor.

Sanjay smiled and lifted the front of her skirt exposing her now soaked cotton panties.

Mary blinked and smiled at Sanjay. “Wh… What happened?”

“You orgasmed.”

She looked down at the floor. “I… think I peed.”

Sanjay laughed and put her on her hands and knees. He pushed the back of her skirt up over her buttocks.

Her blouse he was less careful with - he grabbed the open neck and ripped it open, sending the buttons bouncing along the tile. The fabric came away in shreds. The bra he ripped in two.

Through it all, Mary looked to be in a trance.

Kneeling behind her, Sanjay curled his fingers in her brown hair and pulled her head back. “Let me show you something, darling.”

Mary was on all fours directly behind Candy.

Candy pulled Adam’s cock from her mouth and smiled at him. “You’re going to love this.”

She reached back and pulled the hem of her minidress over her buttocks, exposing herself completely.

Sanjay smiled. “Have you ever seen anything so beautiful, Mary? See how her pussy is so pink and wet?”

Mary blinked and shook her head. “No… no, I don’t do that.”

Sanjay gasped in mock astonishment. “How silly. All girls do this, Mary. Don’t you watch porn?”

Candy giggled and deepthroated Adam’s cock again.

Mary sighed. “No, we don’t all…”

“Yes. All girls like girls. Say it, Mary.”

“All… girls like girls…”

“Again.”

“All girls like girls.”

“Again,” Sanjay said. He was slowly pushing Mary forward.

Adam realized he was holding his breath. He gasped for air and involuntarily grabbed Candy’s hair and pushed her down on his cock.

“All girls like girls,” Mary said as she inched closer and closer to Candy’s buttocks.

“Show me how all girls like girls, Mary,” Sanjay whispered. 

“Don’t… know how,” Mary whispered.

Adam was becoming convinced the girl was talking in her sleep. How was Sanjay doing this to her?

Sanjay reached over her and touched Candy’s pussy.

Candy moaned around Adam’s cock.

“Just kiss right here,” Sanjay whispered.

“I…”

Sanjay held his finger in front of Mary’s eyes. It was slick with Candy’s juices.

Mary stared at the finger cross-eyed.

Then Sanjay pushed his finger into Mary’s mouth.

Mary convulsed and cried out.

It took a few seconds for Mary to recover. Then she smiled and began to pant like an animal.

Sanjay touched the back of Mary’s head and she lunged forward, burying her face in Candy’s pussy.

Candy released Adam’s cock and cried out. “Ooo! I’m her first! I’m the first girl she’s ever gone down on. God, I’m going to cum!”

Adam couldn’t take any more. He reached for his own cock so he could jerk off.

Candy hissed and slapped his hand away. “No! I’m gonna do it… just… give me a minute.” Her high, sweet voice was gone. It had turned into the sultry, sexy voice of a porn queen. “Mmm, Sanjay, she’s going to make me cum!”

“All over her face, baby. Dose the little virgin good.”

Dose? Adam was confused. How were they doing any of this?

Candy screamed and her buttocks shook.

Mary grabbed Candy’s waist and held on tight. Then she began to scream as another squirting orgasm took her.

Sanjay sat back on his haunches and smiled. “That’s it. Swallow what she gives you, Mary. Drink it all down. You’ll be ready to play all night.”

Mary sounded like a wild animal. She raised her head from Candy’s pussy with a look of demonic glee. Then she grabbed one of Candy’s ass cheeks in each hand and spread them apart.

Adam craned his neck to see as Mary drove her tongue into Candy’s asshole.

Candy cried out and laughed. “Yeah, such a good girl. You’re gonna make a good whore, Mary.”

Candy looked at Adam and smiled.

He licked his lips and put one hand on her head as he guided his cock back into her mouth.

She immediately began sucking him again.

Sanjay grabbed Mary’s panties in both hands and ripped them in two.

The woman responded by arching her back and spreading her thighs while she noisily slurped Candy’s sex.

Sanjay stood up and picked up his track suit pants. He pulled out a foil packet - it was shaped like a condom packet but, not surprisingly, it was easily as thick as a deck of cards.

He ripped the foil and pulled out a rubber big enough to easily stretch over Adam’s arm.

Sanjay began rolling it up the length of his cock.

Then he knelt behind Mary. He held his cock by the base and rubbed the tip up and down her pussy lips.

Mary turned her face toward him, her lips, chin, and cheeks slick with Candy’s pussy juice. “No… oh, God, no! You’ll ruin me!”

“Shh, relax, love. Remember, I told you I won’t hurt you. Trust me, Mary,” Sanjay said.

The girl’s eyes fluttered shut and she smiled. “Trust… you.”

He gently guided her face back to Candy’s pussy.

“She’s a virgin. Shouldn’t… you let her first time be special?” Adam asked.

Candy paused her blowjob.

Sanjay stared at him in disbelief. He squinted at Adam. Then he squeezed his eyes shut and rubbed them. “How are you doing that?”

“Doing what?” Adam asked.

“How are you…? I’m strong. You shouldn’t be able to…”

Candy took Adam’s cock out of her mouth and began kissing the shaft. “She… wants this… Adam.”

“Yeah, I know, but… somehow you and Sanjay are making her want this.”

Candy stopped kissing his dick. “That’s silly, Adam. Nobody can make someone want something.”

Sanjay chuckled. “Look, kid. Mary’s first fuck is going to be very memorable.”

Candy laughed. “Yeah, it will. You talk too much, Adam.” Then she engulfed his cock.

“Fuck,” Adam groaned. There was something wrong with this… all of this. But, he was only human. The sex machine devouring his rod was taking away his ability to reason.

Sanjay put his huge left hand on Mary’s small waist while he guided his cock into her pussy with his right.

“Aiggh!” Mary screamed as the god cock stretched her open. “I can’t! I can’t!”

“Shh, it’s okay. This is all your body can take… for now. I won’t give you any more. Just stay still for a moment.”

Her whole body shook.

Through half-closed eyes, Adam could see that Mary was biting her lower lip. Then she began to moan.

Sanjay was fucking her slowly. He gently pushed her face back into Candy’s pussy.

It was only then that Adam noticed there was a line of people staring at them from the bathroom entrance.

***

Evie had exchanged pacing back and forth in the basement for pacing back and forth in the building entrance.

A businessman in a blue suit smiled at her as he walked into the brothel from the street. “You available, honey? That nurse’s outfit really turns me on.”

“Yeah? You should see what I can do with a scalpel, slick,” Evie said. She instantly regretted it - she might have been Whore Caste ‘royalty’ if such a thing existed, but she was still Whore Caste. “Sorry, sweetheart. I’m shitty company tonight.” She took the man’s arm. “Now, there is this sweet little thing on the third floor named Celeste. She loves to play dress up, and I guarantee you she has a nurse’s outfit even hotter than mine.”

“I… uh, yeah… I didn’t mean to insult you or anything,” the man said with a red face.

“No, no. You didn’t. This is what we’re here for.” She reached down and cupped his dick through his pants. “What are you? Seven inches?”

He looked at her and blinked. “How do you know that?”

“Honey, I’ve been fucking for nearly eighty years - I can tell a guy’s length from across the room.”

“Eighty? You can’t be a day over twenty-five…”

“Hmm? Oh, yeah, sure. You’re right. It was just a figure of speech. Anyway, I feel bad for snapping at you.” She leaned up and whispered in his ear. “There’s a doctor downstairs who can give you five more inches. After you fuck Celeste? Go downstairs and tell him Evie sent you. He’ll make you a porn star.”

She ushered him up the stairs at the end of the first floor hallway.

He climbed the steps watching her over his left shoulder like she had a third eye.

Evie turned away and looked at her cellphone. Adam was in trouble. She just knew it.

And, if he wasn’t? He was still in trouble, because she was going to kill him.

***

“Good whores fuck everybody. Good whores fuck everybody.” Mary repeated to herself.

Sanjay had stopped fucking her. He stood with his back against the tile wall to her left. “Next,” he said.

A fat man wearing a pair of blue work coveralls hurried forward. He unzipped the uniform.

The old man was naked and hairy underneath the outfit.

His six inch cock bobbed free, and he licked his lips as he got down on his knees behind Mary.

“Not her ass, Joe. She’s not prepared yet. Pussy only,” Sanjay said.

“Yeah, no problem. I ain’t gonna complain,” Joe said and then he spit on his hand before stroking his cock.

“Good whores fuck everybody,” Mary whispered. Then she moaned as Joe pushed his dick into her pussy and balanced his precarious gut on her buttocks.

“Fuck, she’s tight!”

“She was a virgin till a few minutes ago,” Sanjay said as he typed away on a tablet.

“No shit,” Joe said and laughed.

Mary moaned. “Good… whores… fuck… everybody…”

“Yeah, that’s right, honey. When they get your tight little ass over at Bull’s? I’m gonna be your best customer,” Joe said as he fucked her.

Adam was trying to follow what was going on with Mary, but it was almost impossible with Candy deepthroating him. She was no longer trying to keep him from cumming, and it took all his concentration not to orgasm.

She giggled - which sent new sensations through his cock - and then she pulled his cock out of her throat. “I can make you, you know? Anytime I want.”

Adam smiled. “Oh, you think so, huh?” There was something endearing about her, and that wasn’t just his cock talking. Yes, she was pure sex stuffed into latex and stilettos, but she also… good. There was an overwhelming sense of goodness and kindness about her.

He could fall in love with her in a heartbeat.

“Oh, I know I can make you cum… I got you wrapped around my little finger,” she giggled. Then she held up her right hand and closed all her fingers except the pinky.

“What are you going to…?”

Candy laughed and sucked him to the balls again. She wiggled her little finger at him.

And then she brought it down and under and pushed it up his ass.

“Aiggh! What the…?”

She touched something inside and then Adam screamed and convulsed as his cum gushed into her throat.

She giggled and swallowed, slowly withdrawing her finger.

Then she froze in place. Her eyes went slack. She raised her head slowly and his cock slid out of her mouth along with long strings of cum.

Candy stared at his cock, the cum dribbling down her chin.

“God, Candy, you were… that was… amazing,” Adam moaned.

Behind Candy, Joe grunted and filled Mary with his thin cum.

Sanjay walked over to Mary as Joe stood up and zipped up his coveralls. Sanjay had a clear bottle that looked like a simple plastic water bottle, except that it had two nozzles where the cap should be.

He pushed one of the nozzles into Mary’s pussy and squeezed.

He pulled the nozzle out. “Push it out, sweetheart.”

Mary lowered her face from Candy’s pussy down to the tile floor.

A gush of liquid poured out from between her thighs.

“Good slut,” Sanjay said. “Half a bottle of Cunt Clean between customers, remember that?”

“Half a bottle of Cunt Clean between customers,” Mary moaned. “Good whores fuck everybody.” She began to tongue Candy again.

Candy reached back and gently pushed her away. She looked into Adam’s eyes. “I’m Candy Kisses. Candy Kisses di Amal,” she whimpered. “I am, aren’t I? That’s my name, isn’t it?” Her lower lip started to quiver.

“Candy, are you okay?” Adam asked.

“Candy… you said my name. It’s Candy, isn’t it? Not Candice. I’m not Candice. Please tell me I’m not.”

Adam rolled onto his hands and knees. “Yes, you said your name is Candy. You told me. Remember?” He brushed her blonde and pink hair out of her eyes.

Sanjay knelt beside her. “Baby, are you okay?”

She looked at him and broke down in tears. She flung her arms around his neck. “Hold me! I’m Candy Kisses. Please don’t let it be a dream! Not a dream! No!”

Sanjay squeezed her tight. “Candy? Yes, Candy Kisses di Amal. You’re my Candy Kisses. He picked her up and kissed her face again and again.

Then Sanjay looked down at Adam. “Did you say something to her? Did you do something?”

The mountain of muscle towered over Adam and the look in his eyes was homicidal.

“No! Nothing, I swear,” Adam said as he got to his feet and jerked up his underwear and jeans. “She just… started acting like she didn’t know her name.”

“He… didn’t do anything, Sanjay. Nothing. I just… I forgot who I was, that’s all.”

The homicidal look was gone and all that was left was an enormous man on the verge of tears from concern. “Are you okay?” Sanjay asked as he began covering her face with kisses again.

“I am. I’m fine now, Sanjay,” Candy said. She looked down at Adam. “You should go now, okay. You should go on to the college now.”

Sanjay looked down at Adam. He seemed on the verge of not letting Adam leave.

“Hey, Sanjay, can I have my turn now?” A man said from the bathroom entrance.

Sanjay stared at Adam for a moment more. Then he shook his head. “Yeah, go on. Mary’s ready for you.”

The man hurried in and started undoing his belt.

Adam grabbed his duffel bag and slung it onto his shoulder.

Sanjay watched him till he left the restroom.

***

Adam fought the urge to look back over his shoulder as he left the bus terminal behind. He would call an Uber in a minute, but for now he wanted to put some distance between himself and Sanjay Amal.

Shock, he thought. You’re in shock.

He had just gotten off the bus in Ithaca, New York and a hooker had given him a blowjob gratis.

Of course, he was in shock. Who wouldn’t be in shock after what just happened?

He looked back over his shoulder.

Mary.

What had Sanjay done to her? Had he done anything to her? Adam didn’t know her, of course, so how did he know if this wasn’t normal behavior for her? It wasn’t like Sanjay forced her to do what she was doing. If anything, Sanjay had treated her gently.

He only showed menace to Adam.

Adam shook his head. New York was way different from Kansas.

He was just pulling out his phone to call an Uber when he found himself face to face with the brothel.

It was an old hotel surrounded by dilapidated buildings. Unlike its surroundings, the hotel had been renovated. The ground floor had a different architecture from the floors above - the upper floors looked like any other old hotel from the ‘30s or ‘40s, but the ground floor was made up of a line of plate glass windows that ran floor to ceiling showing the inside of each room.

And, there were no curtains.

Women, some in lingerie, some naked posed and danced in the windows, alone and in pairs or larger groups.

He looked around. People were massed on the street, watching the shows.

No, Adam thought. They are window shopping.

Downtown Ithaca was a red light district like he had heard of in Amsterdam. Only, it shouldn’t have been legal here. Where were the cops? Shouldn’t there be protestors out in front of these places?

Instead, there were only gawkers, men and women alike. Some were clearly couples - a nervous man who would point toward a window while their wife or girlfriend would turn red and giggle. Were they just out to gawk and laugh? Most seemed to be, but a few would venture up to the brothel door and step inside together.

Adam watched as a tall woman in a white negligee danced with her back to him behind the glass. She turned and smiled, her mouth red with lipstick that looked more like her lips had been coated in red latex.

She opened her negligee to reveal massive breasts.

And a twelve inch cock hanging almost to her knees.

She winked at him and licked her lips.

Adam nodded and smiled before turning away.

“My, my, what have we here?” A woman asked.

She had walked up behind him while he was watching the trans woman in the window.

The woman had long brown hair and she stood at least six inches taller than Adam - were they all like that? Were all of these ‘sex workers’ giants?

She was tall like Candy, built like Candy, but there the similarity ended. She was wearing a skintight, white latex dress split almost to her crotch and a silver inverted pentagram dangled from her white latex choker.

Candy had big brown eyes that made her look innocent. This woman had huge dark eyes that made her look like a predator.

When she spoke to him, all heads turned.

And, people began to move away from Adam and the woman in white. It was as if they were terrified of her.

“My name is Sindy… with an ‘S’,” she said with a smile.

“Adam… with an ‘A’, I guess.”

She laughed and it was a magical, beautiful sound.

Sindy nodded over Adam’s shoulder. “See anything you like?”

“Just browsing, Ma’am,” Adam said.

She laughed again. “You’re cute.” She stared into his eyes. “Would you like to be my pet for a few days? I have a collar and a bowl for you. I’ll let you sleep at the foot of my bed…”

Adam began to chuckle. And, then he laughed out loud.

Sindy’s smile faltered and she stared more intently into his eyes. “I said, would you like to be my pet…?”

“I heard you, and, no offense, Ma’am, but I’m sort of spent tonight and I really need to get to my dormitory. Not that you aren’t absolutely breathtaking, but I need to take a rain check.”

Sindy blinked. “Go inside and wait for me.”

“Sorry, but, no, Ma’am.” He tipped an imaginary hat in her direction. “You have a nice evening, now.” He walked past her and headed down the street.

***

Sindy, with an ‘S’, mate of Bull Drummond and one of the most powerful White Witches in Ithaca, put her fists on her hips and watched Adam walk away.

She turned and looked at the nearest couple. “You two, come here.”

A man and woman looked at each other and walked stiffly toward her.

Sindy reached out and tapped her index finger on the man’s nose. “Bark.”

The man looked confused. Then he started to bark like a dog.

“Richard, what the fuck?” His wife whispered.

“You! Whimper,” Sindy commanded.

The woman began to whine and whimper.

Sindy turned away and stared after Adam again. “Well, fuck me.”

Behind her, the couple continued to act like dogs.

Sindy rolled her eyes and turned around. “Sorry. Stop.”

The couple stopped barking and whimpering and stared at Sindy in terror. 

She reached out and put a hand on their temples. 

The couples’ eyes rolled back.

“Go home. Have porn star sex for the next two days. Don’t leave bed unless you have to. But, first? Go buy sex toys. Get creative. Now, beat it.”

The couple looked at each other and smiled, then they ran off toward the sex shop inside the bus station.

Sindy walked up the steps to the hotel entrance.

Mistress Evie Price was standing on the top step looking down the street at the boy who had resisted Sindy.

Sindy stood beside her. “He’s a cute one. Just got off the bus. I tried to entice him in with my powers but… he resisted somehow. I think he might be an immune.”

Evie nodded. “He is cute. He’s also my son.”

Sindy stared at her, and her mouth dropped open.

“Try that again? I’ll scratch your eyes out.” Evie turned without a word and headed back downstairs to the clinic.

***

Adam kept walking until he was well away from X-Rated bus terminals and brothels before calling his Uber.

It picked him up and drove him away from the town center and into the suburbs. It was a well-to-do area and most of the developments had iron gates and security guards.

They also had signs that read ‘An Eighteen and Older Community’. Some even said things like ‘Clothing Optional Past Main Gate’ or ‘A Lifestyle Friendly Community’.

What the hell was going on here? Why wasn’t this in the news? It was like the entire town of Ithaca was a swingers haven. But, then he supposed the news media were too focused on the Bimbo Flu and Futa Virus spreading through the big cities like New York and Boston to worry about kinky people in upstate New York.

Adam sat bolt upright in the backseat of the Uber.

The viruses! Was that what was going on here?

And, he had just had unprotected sex with a complete stranger in a bus station rest room.

Could you catch Futa Virus or Bimbo Flu from oral sex?

Adam took a deep breath. He needed to calm down. According to the news, the viruses were contained in major metropolitan areas. If it had spread further, now that would have made the news.

The mansions of suburbia gave way to the brick buildings of Ithaca College and Adam pushed the worries of STDs out of his head.

***

Stallion’s Adult Video

Outside Ithaca

Sugar Tits stepped off the elevator on the top, ground floor and into the long sterile corridor leading to the porn store itself. The floors below were filled with people to transform. They had been shipped to Stallion’s from all over the state - abducted from homes and businesses or simply snatched off the street. Most of the captives were held in padded cells until a transformation tube became available.

The transformed were then shipped out from the loading dock. Most would end up on the auction block in Havana or sent to cities like New York to become sex workers.

The underground installation at Stallion’s was the largest this side of the Cathedral of Morpheus in Havana.

They had expanded the porn shop business to the bus terminal in downtown Ithaca, but it would require too much work to turn it into a full-fledged transformation facility. Downtown Ithaca either sent their abductees to Stallion’s or transformed them a few at a time in the bordello basement.

Sugar smiled as she stepped through the door at the end of the hall and into the sex shop.

Two white witches ran to her as she stepped through the door.

“Sugar!” Mikaela said as she rushed forward and through her long brown arms around Sugar’s neck.

“Mikaela,” Sugar whispered as she kissed her lips. She leaned back and smiled. “I like the do.”

Mikaela smiled and took a step back. “Really?” Her hair had been shaved up both sides and an intricate pattern of inverted pentagrams was shaved in the hair that remained.

“What did Maria say?” Sugar asked.

Mikaela stood up straight, then she mocked Maria Marapova’s imperious voice. “Mikaela, I see you have changed your hairstyle.” Then she raised one graceful eyebrow. “Hmmph.”

Sugar laughed. “Oh, you do that well.”

“Hi, Sugar,” Lisa said. Her white latex dress showed her bare midriff and the red inverted pentagram tattoo over her lower abs.

Sugar embraced and kissed her as well. Then she put one arm around each of their shoulders. “Now, what did you two want to talk about?”

Mikaela looked around the porn store.

Sugar laughed. The sight of three latex clad bombshells kissing in the dildo aisle had garnered a great deal of attention from the other patrons and more than a few erections. “Yes, let’s adjourn to a conference room.

***

“We’ve picked out the freshmen class elites,” Lisa said once they were seated in a conference room on sublevel two.

Sugar smiled. The ‘elites’ were the candidates for transformation into White Witches, Dominatrix Whores, and Whore Masters, both full and junior. Lisa, Mikaela, and Madison Fuchs were in charge of picking them out from the first year college students each Fall.

“This year, we’d like to try something different,” Mikaela said. “We’ve moved the elites into separate dorm floors…”

“Boys on one, girls on another,” Lisa added.

“We’d like to begin their mental conditioning as a group at the dormitory,” Mikaela said.

Sugar smiled. “Mmm, I like the sound of this.”

“After we get them conditioned, we’ll just take them on a field trip to Stallion’s and complete their transformation,” Lisa said.

“Well, if you’re looking for my approval, you have it…”

“We also need your help,” Mikaela said.

“Three White Witches could do this better than two - that’s a lot of brains to scramble,” Lisa said.

“Count me in!” Sugar said.

Lisa giggled and leaned back in her chair. “This is going to be fun.”

“We’ll get started tomorrow night,” Mikaela said.

***

Outside the Ithaca Bus Terminal

Sanjay and Candy Kisses walked with Mary between them. The two transformed had their hands on her arms, almost carrying her toward the brothel.

Mary was wearing Sanjay’s t-shirt, which made a dress that fell below her knees. Beneath it, she was naked, her thighs wet with the last douche of Cunt Clean.

“Good whores fuck everybody,” she moaned, over and over again.

Sanjay whistled as they walked.

But, Candy Kisses just stared at the other woman’s glazed eyes.

Sanjay stopped whistling. “Candy? Are you okay? You’ve been quiet since the restroom.”

Candy nodded. “Yeah. Yeah, I’m fine.”

“Did that boy say something to you? Did he say something mean to you?” Sanjay asked.

Candy laughed. “No. I don’t think he could say something mean to me. He’s sweet.”

The brothel loomed ahead in bright lights and garish neon. The crowd milled around outside, gawking at the whores behind the glass windows.

“We’re like… objects,” Candy said.

“Huh?” Sanjay said.

“They don’t… see us as people, we’re just things to them. Things to use,” Candy mumbled.

Sanjay stopped and Mary’s feet went out from under her.

The two transformed easily held her suspended a foot off the ground.

“Baby, you’re really scaring me,” Sanjay said. “We’re Whore Caste. It’s our job to please them. That’s what Morpheus created us for. We’re doing the will of the living god.”

Candy stared at him. “Are we?”

“Candy…”

She squeezed her eyes shut. Then she opened them and smiled. “I’m sorry. Yes, we’re Whore Caste. I’m sorry. I just… feel strange.”

Sanjay looked behind Candy.

She was pulling the girl’s rolling suitcase with her free hand.

“Candy, why didn’t you just leave her suitcase in the terminal? She won’t need any of that in the brothel. The clothes won’t fit her once the doctor finishes with her.”

Candy turned her head and stared at the bag. Her voice went back to its high pitch. “Golly, Sanjay, I don’t know. I just thought maybe she’d like to have it, you know? I’m a ditz, huh?”

Sanjay smiled and shook his head. “You’re the most wonderful woman in the world. You’re not a ditz.”

She smiled and blushed a little. God, he’s perfect. He’s everything I ever wanted in a man, and I just had to lose my humanity to find him, she thought. She squeezed her eyes shut. Why had she thought that? What was wrong with her?

“Candy?”

She blinked and laughed. “Seriously, I’m getting goofy, Sanjay.”

They started walking again with Mary repeating her mantra between them - “Good whores fuck everybody.”

The suitcase wheels rattled as Candy pulled it along.

***

Ithaca College

Freshmen Dormitories

Adam got out of the Uber and looked up at the five story dormitory. He smiled and adjusted the duffel bag on his shoulder. His room was in a suite on the fifth floor. There was an elevator inside the building foyer, but he took the stairs two at a time.

He passed a group of girls who smiled at him as he bounded up the stairs.

Adam smiled back - they were pretty. Not Candy Kisses pretty by any means, but, then, probably not sex workers either.

By the time he reached the fifth floor, he had passed at least a dozen girls who had smiled at him.

He was definitely going to like college.

Adam pushed open the door stenciled ‘Suite 505-509’.

The suite smelled of pizza and stale beer. There was a flatscreen on the common room wall and a ballgame was playing. Three guys looked up at him from the couch and nodded.

A tall guy with thin blond hair stood up. He had a clipboard in his hand. “Name?”

“Um, Adam Price,” he said and held out his hand.

The blond guy ignored the hand. “Price, Adam. Room 507. Your roommate is Cho. My name is Kyle, I’m the resident assistant, also known as an RA.”

“Okay.”

Kyle stared at his hand. “I don’t shake hands. It’s unsanitary. Lot of things going around. Real bad STDs.”

Adam lowered his hand quickly. “Sorry. So, what does an RA do?”

“Officially? I’m an upperclassmen you come to with any problems you might have during your freshman year.”

“Oh…”

“But, don’t do that. I’m really super busy, I also don’t care.”

“Um, okay…”

“Seriously, my life is a train wreck. You don’t want my help.”

“Oh, sorry to hear that. If you ever want to talk, let me know,” Adam said.

Kyle stared at him. “Wow. Thanks. I might.”

Adam stood uncomfortably for a moment. “I’m going to go to my room now - if that’s okay?” Adam asked.

“Yeah, sure. Have a great semester,” Kyle said as he turned away.

Adam walked to the door marked 507 and knocked.

“Come in,” a voice said.

Adam turned the knob.

The room was dark and the light from the common area flooded in.

There were two twin beds, one on each wall. Attached to each bed was a simple desk.

The bed on the left side held his roommate’s suitcases.

A medium height man in t-shirt and shorts stood with his back to the door staring out the big picture window. “Shut the door, man!”

Adam quickly closed the door behind him. “Hi, I’m Adam.”

The black haired boy didn’t turn. He just held his hand out and back toward Adam. “Lewis Cho, San Francisco. Journalism.”

As Adam’s eyes adjusted to the dark, he realized Lewis Cho was staring out the window through a large pair of binoculars.

“What are you doing?” Adam asked.

“He’s perving on the girls across the quad,” a female voice said.

Adam almost dropped his duffel bag.

He could now see there was a thin, elfish looking blonde girl lying on the empty bed.

“I’m Crumb,” she said.

“AKA Rachel Schwartz. Also San Francisco. Also Journalism…,” Lewis said.

“Photo Journalism,” the short-haired blonde corrected.

“And, I am not perving, I am investigating,” Lewis said.

“Investigating?” Adam asked as he laid the duffel beside the bed Crumb reclined upon.

Lewis finally lowered the binoculars. “Think he’s one of them?”

Crumb sat up on the bed. She was wearing a short blue jean skirt with torn hose and Doc Martin boots that probably added two inches to her height. Her blouse was white, the sleeves had been ripped off and put back in place with safety pins. “He’d have to show us his schlong for us to know for sure,” she said with a wicked grin.

“Behave yourself,” Lewis said. “Are you one of them?”

“One of whom?”

“Ooo, English major. You actually used ‘whom’ in a sentence,” Crumb laughed. “I say he needs to drop trow.”

“I’m not dropping trow,” Adam said. “What are you two talking about?”

“Are you one of the devil whores? One of the freaky Church people?” Lewis asked.

“Devil whores?”

Crumb sighed. “If I asked you to come over here and fuck my brains out, right here, right now? Would you?”

Adam stared at her. “Honestly? Yes.”

Crumb raised an eyebrow. “Okay, that doesn’t count because I am totally hot.”

“Are you a member of the Church of Morpheus?” Lewis asked.

“Those people who took over Cuba? The people helping us with the viruses?”

“Helping us?” Lewis chuckled. “Helping us?!” He shook his head and turned away.

“That’s… what they’re saying on the news,” Adam said as he took a step back.

“Oh, man, you pushed Lewis’s buttons,” Crumb whispered. “Hang onto your ruby slippers, Dorothy. You’re not in Kansas anymore.”

“How did you know I’m from Kansas?” Adam asked.

Before Crumb could answer, Lewis spun around. “The Church of Morpheus has cash reserves in excess of $10 trillion dollars, spread out through banks and other lending institutions throughout the world. They own oil fields in Saudi Arabia, a Greek shipping fleet, telecommunications companies in China…”

Crumb lay back down on the bed. “Once he starts? Best to just let him finish, like if a feral Pitbull gets romantic with your leg…”

“…Latigo Key, Florida, 1982. The entire population just vanished without a trace. An entire American town gone overnight. Some people said a rogue tidal wave, others said a government experiment gone wrong, fuck, some said aliens. But it was the Church of Morpheus - a dry run before they put their plan for world domination into effect.”

“World domination?” Adam asked.

“They’re taking over the world - like Dr. No, Blofeld, Dr. Evil,” Crumb said.

“Go ahead, make fun,” Lewis said. “We barely got out of San Francisco ahead of the Bimbo Flu and Futa Virus…”

“Not true. We’re from Sausalito. The San Francisco red zone - that’s roughly from the Castro to the Mission… that’s the other side of the Golden Gate Bridge from us,” Crumb corrected. “We never even saw a futa or a bimbo - at least not the infected kind.”

“It was hairy getting a flight out,” Lewis grumbled.

Crumb rolled her eyes. “We flew out of Sacramento.”

Lewis gritted his teeth. “Anyway… the Church isn’t helping with the viruses. The Church created the viruses!”

“Or, so the dark web says,” Crumb said.

“Okay, so, why are you guys in Ithaca?” Adam asked.

“His Mom told him either he went to college, or she was going to throw him out,” Crumb said. “So, he dragged us out here to the ass end of New York.”

“I didn’t ask you to come!”

“Where you go, I go. We’re soulmates,” Crumb said and smiled.

“Not my girlfriend, Crumb,” Lewis said.

Crumb winked at Adam. “Totally soulmates.”

Adam almost laughed.

“I came to Ithaca College because it is a hot bed of Church of Morpheus activity. Do you know the number of missing persons in and around Ithaca, New York is ten times the national average? Statistically, you are more likely to go missing from Ithaca College than be mugged in Central Park in New York City at midnight.”

Crumb raised an eyebrow at Lewis.

He sighed. “And… because my Mom said I had to get a degree and move out of her basement.”

Adam shook his head. “Assuming this is true, and the Church of Morpheus is abducting all these people? What are they doing with them?”

Lewis stared at him as if he were an idiot. “Whores, man! They turn them into zombified, bimbofied sex workers.”

Adam stopped smiling. He thought about Candy Kisses, Sanjay, and what they had done to Mary.

***

Dr. Thompson’s Surgery

Basement of Bull’s Brothel

Mary moaned and rolled her head back and forth on the gynecological table. Her arms were strapped down and her legs were held fast in the stirrups.

Evie Price put a cool rag on her forehead. “Take it easy, honey.” She stepped between the girl’s widespread thighs.

“Botany,” Candy Kisses said as she looked through the books in Mary’s suitcase.

“What?” Evie asked. “I’m thinking we can make a Cheerleader Whore out of her - she’s too short for Street Whore. What about it, honey? Want to be a happy little Cheerleader for all the boys?”

“She wanted to be a botanist - that’s someone who studies plants. I like the pictures in this book, they’re very pretty,” Candy said.

“She’ll be happy when we make her a Cheerleader Whore,” Evie said.

Candy pursed her lips. “But, we didn’t ask.”

“Hmm?” Evie asked as she threaded an IV needle into Mary’s arm.

“We didn’t ask her if she wanted to be a Cheerleader Whore. Not really. We didn’t give her a choice.”

Evie smiled at Candy. “No, we didn’t.”

“We should. You know? We should tell people, ‘Hey, we have this procedure we can do that will make you beautiful and immortal, and you’ll love everybody, and everybody will love you and you’ll never get sick, and you’ll just spend the rest of eternity making people happy and being happy yourself’.” Candy closed the book. She walked over to the table and took Mary’s hand. “And, you’ll never be lonely, not for one minute.”

Evie rubbed Candy’s long, flowing hair. “Trust me, that’s on all of our minds. That’s the kind of world we’re trying to build, Candy.”

Candy nodded. “Yeah, but sometimes I think… maybe we’re doing it wrong.”

Evie frowned. “I know. Sometimes? So do I.”

“But we have to have faith, right?”

Evie nodded. “Yes. We do.” She patted Candy’s hand. “You keep Mary company, okay? I’ll get the Titty Grow. I’ll be right back.”

Candy watched Evie walk away.

Then she leaned close to Mary. “I do have faith,” she whispered. “But, something happened to me tonight. That boy? He… did something when he came in my mouth.” She looked both ways and then continued. “I’m Candy Kisses di Amal. I love being Candy Kisses. I love wearing my pretty outfits and I love making love and making people have orgasms. I love helping other people become Whore Caste - I want to make you like me so bad, it hurts. And, Sanjay? I love him so much. He’s the love of my life. But, see… I remember now. I remember what I forgot.”

She kissed Mary’s cheek. “I’m Candice Rollings. I’m 53 years old, never married, no kids. I lived in my little house with four cats and my books. I couldn’t remember any of that before tonight. See, sometimes they take those memories away because they think who you were before isn’t important. I can’t say I was happy, because I was alone. And, if they had just asked me? If the Church had just asked me if I wanted to be Candy Kisses? Oh, I would have said yes, Mary. I would have begged to be Candy Kisses. But, they made me be Candy Kisses, and that’s wrong. Something that boy did made me see that. And, if you want to be a botanist? Then you need to be a botanist, Mary.”

Candy stood up straight and began undoing the straps. “The IV in your arm started your transformation. You’re not immortal, but you got the super-duper immune system now. You’re going to be really healthy.”

She helped Mary sit up and then she removed the IV. “The IV also made you hypnotically suggestible. So, I’m going to make some suggestions,” Candy said as she helped Mary pull Sanjay’s t-shirt back over her naked body. “First, tonight was a dream. You fell asleep on the bus, and, boy, did you have a kinky dream. When you wake up in your dormitory tomorrow? You’re gonna feel like a million bucks. Finally, later on? If you want to be a Cheerleader Whore? You come back here and tell Nurse Evie to fix you up, okay?”

Mary looked at her with sleepy eyes. “A kinky dream?”

“Yes. Did you like it?”

Mary smiled. “Mmm.” She leaned up and kissed Candy’s lips.

Candy giggled.

***

Evie walked back into the surgery with a cart of transformation drugs.

Candy Kisses was sitting alone on the gynecological table, swinging her long legs and smiling.

Evie frowned. “Candy? Where’s Mary?”

“Oh, she left.”

“What do you mean, she left?” Evie began looking around the room. “Candy, she was strapped down.”

Candy shrugged as she swung her legs front to back, back to front.

Evie looked up into Candy’s eyes. “Candy? Did you remove Mary’s restraints?”

Candy shrugged. “Are you angry?”

“Candy, where did Mary go?”

“To college, of course. She’s going to be a botanist.”

***

Ithaca College

“Nobody knows how they do it,” Lewis said. “It’s some kind of mind control.”

“I call bullshit on mind control,” Crumb said. “Doesn’t exist.”

Adam sat down on the edge of his bed beside Crumb. He stared at the tile floor. “It couldn’t be,” he whispered.

Lewis looked down at him. “Hey, you know something, don’t you?”

“I… I met a girl tonight at the bus station,” Adam said. “Gorgeous blonde, she said she was studying to be a Sex Worker.”

“Describe her,” Lewis said as he shoved Crumb over and sat down on the bed on her other side.

“Pretty, I mean crazy pretty. Like a doll. Tall, probably seven feet tall in heels. And…” Adam paused.

“And what?” Lewis said.

“Her… her chest was… very…”

“She had big tits?” Crumb said.

Adam sighed. “Enormous.”

“Devil Whore,” Lewis said.

“That’s kind of a harsh term,” Adam said. “She was sweet, almost innocent in some way.”

“That’s how they lure you in, then they pounce,” Lewis said. “Next thing you know? You’re on your way to Cuba with a cock as big as your forearm or those bimbo tits…”

“Or both,” Crumb said. “Total Futanari dick girl.” She looked at Lewis and licked her lips. “You’d make a hot dick girl.”

“Goddamn it, Crumb. This is serious,” Lewis said. He turned to Adam. “Did you fuck the Devil Whore?”

Adam sighed. “I… uh…” He looked at Crumb.

“Look, Kansas, I’m a big city girl. You got your knob polished by a seven foot tall hooker? I’m not going to think any less of you,” Crumb said.

“Yeah, okay. She gave me oral.”

“At the bus station?!” Crumb laughed.

“Yeah, in the… rest room.”

Crumb fell back on the bed laughing.

“You ingest any of her bodily fluids?” Lewis asked.

“Uh…”

“Swap spit?” Crumb asked as she sat up and leaned closer to Adam. “Eat the coochie? Get a golden shower?”

“Drink her breast milk?” Lewis asked.

“Her breast milk? Are you two nuts?” Adam asked.

“No, we aren’t,” Lewis said.

Crumb rolled her eyes. “According to the questionable sources my boyfriend here has found? The Devil Whores produce breast milk that will drive you crazy with lust.”

“I’m not your boyfriend anymore, Crumb,” Lewis said. “And these sources are legit.”

“Soulmates,” Crumb whispered.

“I didn’t drink any breast milk or… anything else, okay? She… gave me…”

“A blowjob?” Crumb asked.

“Yes.”

“She swallow?” Crumb asked.

“That’s not relevant,” Lewis said.

“Bullshit. You know you love it when I swallow.”

Lewis stared at her. “Okay, yeah, you’re right. Swallow beats spit any day.”

“Fucking A, that’s why I always swallow,” Crumb said. “It’s called being a considerate lover. Something you are no doubt missing now that we are no longer an ‘item’.” She drew quotes around the word ‘item’ in the air.

“We need to see other people, Crumb. You agreed,” Lewis said.

“Your idea, not mine.”

Lewis groaned. “Anyway. You, my friend, are damned lucky. You could be a sex slave by now.”

“Yeah, well,” Crumb said. “There is definitely something wrong with them if they didn’t abduct your farm boy ass, because you are prime beefcake.”

“There’s more,” Adam said. “There was another girl there.”

Crumb smiled. “Damn, Kansas, you had two girls in the restroom?”

“Not exactly.”

***

Sanjay paced back and forth on the other side of the glass partition as the MRI machine thumped and buzzed with Candy inside it. “We don’t get sick. She can’t get sick. How can she be sick?”

“Sanjay, calm down,” Evie said as she stared at the MRI console beside Dr. Thompson.

“Calm down? That’s my… she’s my world! This is some kind of brain tumor isn’t it?”

“We don’t get tumors, Sanjay,” Dr. Thompson said. He leaned his immense bulk over the control panel and stared at the small screen. “I can’t see any abnormalities.”

Sanjay leaned against the glass with both hands. “She doesn’t have a tumor?”

“No, there’s nothing physically wrong with her,” Evie said.

Thompson nodded his head. “It’s mental. We need to send her to Stallion’s - Demona has better equipment than this stuff. And, maybe Sugar will be able to detect something.”

***

Ithaca College

“We’re talking Pulitzer here,” Lewis said. “We could blow the lid off this whole thing, Crumb!”

“We need a lot more evidence and witnesses to do that,” Crumb said. She had an eyebrow piercing - another of the gleaming silver safety pins pierced the outside corner of her left eyebrow.

Lewis stood up and put his binoculars back to his eyes. He looked out the window once again. “I think we’re going to have that evidence.”

“What are you looking at exactly?” Adam asked as he stood beside him and stared out the window.

Lewis held out the binoculars. “See for yourself.”

Adam took them and peered through the window at the dormitory across the quad.

“Top floor,” Lewis said.

He was looking directly into a girls’ suite. Coeds in t-shirts and shorts were sitting around the common area.

Adam shrugged. “I see… girls… so?”

“It’s like this, Kansas,” Crumb said as she walked up beside him and stroked his back with her small hand. “This morning the dormitories got shuffled around.”

“Shuffled?”

Crumb nodded. “The top floor of that dorm is now all girls - and not just any girls. The girls with the highest SAT scores, former class presidents, beauty queens, cheerleaders, all the most popular girls.”

Lewis put his hand on the binoculars and shifted Adam’s gaze lower. “Floor below? All boys - also the highest SAT scores, jocks, ROTC guys, cream of the crop. Get it?”

Adam lowered the binoculars. “You’re saying the Church is going to abduct everybody on those two floors?”

“You bet your sweet ass we are,” Crumb said, and her hand inched down to his buttocks.

He looked down at her and she winked.

Lewis took the binoculars back. If he saw Crumb feeling Adam up, he gave no indication. “When they start abducting the coeds? We’ll have our proof. These binoculars have recording capability.”

“You need to go to the cops,” Adam said. “Look, I’m not sure I believe all this, but if you do? You need to get the police involved.”

Lewis laughed. “You poor, naive kid - they’re in on it. The cops, the city government, the college administration. They’re all a part of it. You go to any of them? You’ll disappear.”

“The FBI then!”

“All the communications into and out of Ithaca are monitored. You’d never get a call into the FBI.”

Adam rolled his eyes. “Come on, man, this is nuts! No way they are this powerful.”

“You want to try? Be my guest - just call outside the dorm so they don’t grab me and Crumb when they drag you off to slap a pair of DDD’s on your skinny frame.”

***

“Am I in trouble?” Candy Kisses asked. She was sitting in a conference room on Sublevel Three of Stallion’s.

The only other person in the room, Sugar Tits, sat across from her. “No! No, Candy, you are not in trouble. I promise you.”

Candy smiled weakly and sat with her hands clasped on her lap.

“Candy, the man you were with in the bathroom…”

“Adam. He was really cute.”

“I’ll bet he was. Did you get Adam’s last name?”

Candy bit her lower lip. “Hmm, yeah. It was Rice… or was it Bryce? Ooo, Brandeis maybe?”

“Sanjay says you were fine until you were with this Adam?”

Candy shrugged. “Naah, I think I was feeling loopy before I gave him a blowie.”

“Define loopy,” Sugar said.

“I don’t think it’s right for us to transform people against their will anymore. We should ask them nicely and tell them all the wonderful things that come along with transformation, then they will most likely beg us to put them in a transformation tube.” Candy shrugged and giggled. “It just popped into my head earlier today. Before Adam… Zeiss? Fleiss? Sorry, Mistress, I’m a bubble brain.”

Sugar stared into the girl’s eyes. “Candy, honey, are you lying to me?”

Candy blinked her big, doll like eyes. “Golly, no, Mistress Sugar Tits. I would never lie to you. I know the hierarchy: I’m a Street Whore and I have to obey White Witches and Whoremasters.” She giggled. “All except Sanjay, on account of he’s my forever and ever partner and I pretty much have him wrapped ‘round my little finger. Not that Sanjay would ever order me around anyway because he’s the most wonderful man I’ve ever known.”

Sugar leaned forward. “I’ll tell you a secret.”

Candy leaned forward too and giggled. “What?”

Sugar looked both ways. “I lie sometimes. Sometimes a lie is necessary. You might need to spare someone’s feelings, for instance. Mostly, I lie if I have to so that bad things don’t happen. Do you lie to keep bad things from happening too, Candy?”

Sugar watched the Street Whore’s perfect face.

And, there it was: a momentary flash of guile, an instant of slyness.

It was gone just as suddenly as it appeared. “Golly, no. I would make an awful liar, Mistress.”

Sugar leaned back and smiled. Then she stood up and embraced the girl in her chair. “Whatever you’re doing? You have a reason,” Sugar whispered. “You’re Whore Caste, and, if there’s one thing in this world I trust? It’s us. All of us. I’ll tell Sanjay that you won’t help transform people who are unwilling anymore.”

“Thank you, Mistress,” Candy said.

“But, one thing, Candy? You mustn’t tell anyone else about this, okay? The Church isn’t going to be happy if they find out. So this has to be our little secret, agreed?”

Candy smiled. “Agreed.”

Sugar kissed her cheek.

***

Sugar stood beside Demona and waved to Sanjay and Candy as they left via the elevator.

When the doors closed and the mechanism began to whir, Sugar pressed the Down button. “Her lab work was normal?”

Demona nodded. “Perfect condition. All her levels were correct. I concur with Dr. Thompson: no physical abnormalities.”

Sugar sighed. “She lied to me. Lied to my face with barely a blink.”

“You’re sure?”

“Yes. I may not be able to read a transformed mind, but I’ve learned enough to know when someone is lying. The question is: why did she feel she needed to lie to me?”

Demona raised an eyebrow. “White Witches are the people most likely to force a transformation. You are perverters, brain scramblers - if she’s regained some of her will? She might see you as…”

Sugar completed Demona’s thought. “The enemy.”

Demona nodded. “It tracks.”

“Find anything on the bus station cameras?”

“Yes.” She handed Sugar a printed photo.

In it, Candy Kisses was walking into the restroom with a tall, lanky boy in jeans and a leather jacket. The boy’s face wasn’t clear.

“Is this the best image?”

“Afraid so,” Demona said.

“Has SlutzNet run a facial recognition?”

Demona pursed her lips and stared at the elevator doors. “No, I didn’t ask.”

“Why not?”

“Look, Red, we tell the AI to track this kid, the AI is going to tell Havana.”

Sugar hissed out a breath. “Demona, we can’t just let this go…”

“I’m not saying we should. I just think we need to handle this ourselves for a while. Maybe we shouldn’t even talk to Maria about this yet…”

Sugar’s mouth dropped open. “Demona! Okay, Havana, fine - I can see holding back from them. But, Maria?”

Demona held the picture back up to Sugar. “Tall, lanky, brown hair… wears a leather jacket… named Adam?”

Sugar stared at the picture and then burst into laughter. “The ‘Adam’ being described in the transformed ‘visions’ is a living god who can bend time, who can deflect bullets. He can fly. He’s…”

“Older?” Demona asked. “Sugar, honey, the untransformed? They get older, or have you forgotten? This boy dumped his jizz down a Street Whore’s throat and gave her back her conscience. No White Witch, no Mother Superior or Bishop can do that, Sugar.”

Sugar looked at the picture and chuckled. “I’m sorry, Demona, but this just looks like some hick kid from bumfuck to me. Candy Kisses thought he was cute, but he’s no god.”

***

Ithaca College

Day Two

8:00 AM

Adam walked along the brick sidewalk to his first class. He had slept fitfully. He still wasn’t sure how much of the story Lewis and Crumb told him that he actually believed.

But, seeing was believing to a certain extent: Sanjay had done something to Mary, of that he was certain. Drugs maybe, but mind control? That just didn’t seem possible.

His 8:00 class was in the Medical Sciences Building. Human Sexuality 101 was a required class for all freshmen, and Adam had drawn the 8:00 AM slot.

Along with Rachel “Crumb” Schwartz, who stood outside the building in another mangled white blouse with safety pins, black short-shorts, black fishnets with multiple rips, and yet another pair of heavy looking Doc Martin boots. There was a spiked black and silver collar around her small throat.

Her makeup was heavy and black like a mask across her eyes. Her brown-green eyes sparkled in the dark sockets.

A pink bow in her hair completed the somewhat insane ensemble.

Adam smiled as he walked up to her.

“Eyes down. Check out the legs. I have no boobs,” Crumb said as she struck a pose on the steps. She thrust out her flat chest and her braless nipples were outlined under the white blouse. From the silhouette, they were pierced, most likely with the same ever-present safety pins.

“You are… a very strange person, Crumb.”

She laughed. “I’ll take that as a compliment. I call this style neo-early eighties punk, not glitzy like Debbie Harry, not pop star like Madonna, more like if Sid Vicious was a transvestite with a pain fetish.”

“I think you look great.”

“Really?” She asked and batted her eyelashes dramatically.

“Yes, I do.”

She put her arm around his waist as they walked into the building. “You and I are going to be great friends with benefits.”

Adam laughed and shook his head. “Sometimes I don’t know how to take you, Crumb.” 

“Seriously. You should take me seriously. We’re going to bed, cowboy. Just don’t fall in love with me, ‘cause I’m spoken for.”

Human Sexuality 101 was in the main auditorium of the Medical Sciences Building - an amphitheater within the building that could easily seat 500 people.

Adam and Crumb settled into seats near the middle.

At the bottom of the auditorium, there was a stage with a large table, a speaker’s lectern, and two huge video screens in the back.

“Could you find the book for this class?” Adam asked. “I bought all my books online, but I couldn’t find the book for this one.”

Crumb shook her head. “No. Maybe there isn’t…”

A girl was walking down the stairs beside them in a short skirt and heels. She had a canvas bag over her shoulder. The girl began handing out books. “Take one and pass the others across, please.”

Adam looked at the book: ‘Your Body as Sexual Playground by Dr. Lorraine Love.’ On the back was a headshot of a pretty blonde woman.

“I think this must be the textbook,” Crumb said with a giggle.

“Jesus,” Adam whispered.

The lights lowered slightly in the auditorium and music began playing over the speakers. A bass guitar was soon joined by drums and KISS started singing ‘Calling Dr. Love’.

Crumb laughed. “Oh.My.God.” She pointed to the book. “Dr. Love. Get it?”

The lights came up and a tall blonde woman in a red blouse and black leather skirt danced across the stage and up to the lectern. She was in her late thirties with an hourglass figure and huge breasts.

She reached the microphone and then burst out laughing. “I know. It’s corny. I’m sorry. I just can’t help myself. I promise that I will only subject you to my theme song once per semester. In case you’re wondering I’m Dr. Lorraine Love, and this is Human Sexuality 101.”

Her blue eyes seemed to glow as she scanned the room.

Adam frowned. He looked at Lorraine Love’s eyes on the back of the book. She had green eyes in the picture, not bright blue. He recognized the eyes. He had seen them before, he just couldn’t remember where.

Dr. Love stepped away from her lectern with the microphone in her hand. The screens behind her lit up with the words ‘HUMAN SEXUALITY 101’. “How many of you have heard the other names for this class? Show of hands? Yeah, what have you heard? Have you heard… Porking Program?” The class started laughing as HUMAN SEXUALITY 101 became PORKING PROGRAM. “Ooo, how about… Cunnilingus Class?”

The students laughed louder as the screens changed again.

“How about… Humping Hour?”

Adam and Crumb laughed. 

“Or, my personal favorite… Fucking for Dummies?”

She waited for the students to stop laughing. “Yeah, we’re here to talk about sex - frankly and without inhibitions. Why are we doing this? Why is Ithaca College taking Mommy and Daddy’s money and teaching you how to be pervs?” She looked around the room. “It’s simple, really. Today is Monday, the first day of your first semester of college. For most of you, this is the first time you have lived on your own, and, most of you, before the week is through? Most of you are going to have sex. So, you should know how - I realize most of you aren’t virgins, but most of you aren’t experts. By the end of this class, you will be. So, we’re going to talk about sex: why we have sex, the history of sex, and, at the end of today’s class? We might have a little show and tell.”

***

Professor Emily Baxter stood in her classroom and inspected her props for this morning’s World History 101 class. “Brian, have you seen my Magna Carta replica?”

Her graduate assistant knelt by the desk. “Right here.” He placed the fake parchment on the desk beside her replica Guttenberg Bible.

“Thanks.” She took a step back and surveyed the display. She nodded and smiled. “Very nice.”

“I like it,” Brian Simms said.

She continued to nod. Then she shook her head. “It’s boring. I’m boring. History is boring. No. No, history is not boring. This stuff is boring.”

“It’s not boring, Emily… Professor Baxter, sorry.”

She pushed her plastic glasses back up on her nose. “God, I really wish I was like Dr. Love, you know? She has them eating out of the palm of her hand.”

“It’s… the subject. Sex Ed is an easy sell.”

“It’s not just that. It’s her. It’s the… fuck it, it’s the boobs.”

Brian laughed.

“If I had her boobs, they’d pay attention.”

“I like your boobs,” Brian said. Then he went pale. “I… I didn’t mean… Uh, shit, professor. I didn’t mean that I like your boobs, I meant that your boobs are very nice. Not that I like like them.”

Emily laughed. “Stop. It’s okay. I know what you mean. And, thank you.”

The door to the classroom opened.

A tall man with curly black hair and a beard stepped inside. He was wearing a silk suit.

Behind him, a woman who was even taller stepped in as well. She was wearing a long, black jumpsuit that accentuated her curves. She closed the door behind her.

She wore dark sunglasses.

Emily stared at her - there was something about the length of her body. She seemed out of proportion… disturbingly so.

“Professor Baxter?” The man asked.

“Yes, may I help you?”

“My name is Dr. Eric Morrison. I’m from the University of Havana.” He turned to the side and nodded toward the long woman in black. “This is my associate, Dr. Lilith di Morpheus. I was wondering if I might have a moment of your time?”

“Umm, well, I’m actually preparing for my next class…”

“Oh, that’s what I wanted to talk to you about. With your permission, I’ll be teaching your class today.”

“Excuse me?”

Lilith took off her sunglasses, revealing blue eyes with the vertically slitted pupils of a snake.

Emily stumbled backward.

Lilith turned and closed the small blinds that covered the window in the top of the door.

“Cum,” Eric said.

Emily moaned and sank to her knees on the tile floor of the classroom.

Brian rushed to her side. “Emily?! Emily are you okay?”

“He loves her,” Lilith said as she turned her head to the side and stared at the professor and her student.

“She loves him as well,” Eric said. The air in front of Eric seemed to ripple, like a heat mirage above a road under the hot sun.

The suit, the hair, all of it turned to mist and disappeared. He was hairless from head to toe, and he floated a foot in the air.

His long, thick cock looked almost like a third leg.

“What… are you?” Emily moaned as another orgasm ripped through her.

“I am Morpheus, the living god. The savior of mankind. I am the end of civilization and the beginning of paradise. I have come to free you from the bondage of the false churches. I have come to tear down your institutions, to banish your superstitions, and to remake you in my image.” He smiled at Brian. “Forget your worries, purge your fears. The love you feel is not taboo. She wants you as much as you want her. You belong to each other.”

Emily collapsed onto the floor and Brian began stripping her of her clothes as well as his own.

She kissed him as he worked.

A few seconds later, Brian stood up and carried her to the table.

She reached behind her and shoved the fake artifacts onto the floor as Brian laid her back on the desk.

Lilith caressed Morpheus’s arm. “See how they sweep away the old and surrender to the new, my Lord?”

Brian pressed into Emily and groaned as she bit his shoulder, drawing blood.

Morpheus smiled as he floated near the desk.

“The class starts in half an hour,” Lilith said.

Morpheus nodded. “Let them play. I miss seeing pure love, don’t you?”

Lilith wrapped her arm around his waist and laid her head on his shoulder. “I see pure love every day.”

He kissed her long, black hair.

***

“She is the coolest instructor I’ve ever seen,” Crumb whispered.

Adam stared at Lorraine Love’s body as she moved gracefully on her heels in front of the class. “Do you think she’s one of them?”

Crumb laughed. “Oh, man. If Lewis is right about all this? She is definitely one of them.”

Dr. Love looked toward them with those piercing blue eyes.

The eyes! That was it! He had seen those eyes before.

He opened his laptop, brought up a search engine, and typed in Amy Lynn Challenge.

A nude image of the porn star Amy Lynn popped up on the screen. Amy Lynn with her famous captivating blue eyes.

The same eyes as Dr. Love.

“Look at this,” Adam whispered.

Crumb glanced at the screen. “Ooo, getting me to look at porn and we haven’t even kissed yet? Nasty boy.”

“No, look at her eyes.”

“Oh, shit!” She closed the laptop.

“The eyes, right?” Adam asked.

“No! That’s Amy Lynn. I… never want to see any movie she’s in. Not again.”

“You took the Amy Lynn Challenge?” It had been an internet sensation a year ago. The urban legend was that all girls became bisexual if they watched a single Amy Lynn video.

“Yes, I took the goddamned challenge. And, I do not want to look at her again.”

“Did it work?”

“Yes, it did.”

“Really?”

Crumb sighed. “Yes, really. I mean, I might have been bi before but I’m definitely bi now. She creeps me out.”

He opened the laptop. “Just look at the eyes.”

“I really don’t…”

“Crumb, look at her eyes and then look at Dr. Love.”

Crumb looked at the laptop and then down at the professor. “Holy shit.”

“Yeah, holy shit.” He tapped the back of Lorraine Love’s book. “Not only that, look at this picture - green eyes. Not blue.”

Crumb looked back and forth between the book and the lecture stage. “Fuck. Okay, are those like some kind of contact lenses or something?”

“Maybe.”

Crumb shook her head. “If we keep this up? We’re going to be wearing tin foil hats like Lewis.”

“…so, how can we summarize sex today? It is far different than the sex your grandparents had, even the sex your parents had,” Dr. Lorraine Love said as she moved around on the stage below. “Sex today is about a non-binary world. It is about virtual sex, even group sex, it is about changing roles, about destroying old taboos and discovering what the people in our urban centers are learning today: to embrace the new normal.”

She smiled up at the students in the amphitheater. “Now, in the few minutes I have left this morning, I promised you a show and tell.” She motioned toward the back of the room.

Adam and Crumb turned their heads and looked in the direction she was pointing.

“Jesus,” Crumb whispered.

A man and a woman stood at the back of the auditorium just inside the doors. He was tall and muscular and wearing a pair of loose sweatpants and a tank top that showed off his muscular torso and chest.

She was shorter with chestnut brown hair. She was wearing a cheerleader outfit made of blue and white latex - it looked near bursting from her G-Cup breasts.

They descended the stairs toward the stage.

The girl walked gracefully on white latex, stiletto-heeled ballet boots that looked like the cruelest shoes Adam had ever seen.

“Fuck. Look at the bulge,” Crumb whispered.

“Huh?”

“You have boobs in your eyes,” Crumb said. “I’m checking out the other sideshow.”

Adam reluctantly shifted his focus to the guy.

A massive bulge ran down the inside of his left pants leg. And down.

And down.

“Christ.”

“If Christ looked like that, I wouldn’t be Jewish,” Crumb giggled.

“Class, I would like for you to welcome two upperclassmen. This is Bianca Bennet and Warren Carson,” Dr. Love said as the two reached the stage.

They stood in front of her facing the class, and Dr. Love put her hands on their shoulders. 

“Bianca and Warren took this class, what? Just last year?”

“Yes,” Bianca said. Her voice was high and sweet like a bird’s song. She looked directly at Adam with crystalline blue eyes - they were different from the bright blue, almost glowing eyes of Dr. Love. They looked like a clear blue lagoon of tears.

She caught him looking and smiled.

He smiled back.

“Careful, you’re getting your own bulge, Kansas,” Crumb grumbled.

Adam continued smiling at Bianca. “Yeah, well at least I wasn’t about to tackle the guy with the third leg.”

“Touché,” Crumb said.

Dr. Love stood slightly behind the god and goddess and smiled at them in turn. “Warren and Bianca are members of an organization here on campus you might have heard of the Church of Morpheus.”

“And the other shoe drops,” Crumb mumbled.

“The Church of Morpheus is dedicated to bringing about social change through the reimagining of human sexuality,” Dr. Love said. “The Church divides society into different castes - primarily the professional caste, religious caste, and, the caste Warren and Bianca represent…”

“Whore caste,” Warren said. He was making direct eye contact with a blonde in the front row who seemed on the verge of falling forward out of her seat.

Some of the students laughed when Warren spoke his caste name out loud.

Dr. Love nodded. “Yes, whore caste, sounds like a joke doesn’t it? Warren and Bianca are sex workers, surgically modified to be perfect sex partners. The Church’s guiding principle is that human strife all goes back to a lack of intimacy. All human conflict is basically sexual frustration - by creating this caste system: a professional caste to create and drive progress, a religious caste to nurture and guide, and a whore caste to alleviate sexual frustration, to end loneliness, the Church believes it can create utopia.”

“What about love?” Adam said.

Dr. Love looked directly at him. “Did you say something? You, near the middle, leather jacket?”

“Oh, fuck, you did it now,” Crumb hissed as she sank down in her seat.

Adam spoke up. “I asked, ‘What about love?’” 

“We love each other,” Bianca said. “All whore caste love each other. We love the professional caste too.”

“The Church doesn’t believe in monogamous relationships, they practice polyamory,” Dr. Love said.

Adam smiled at Bianca. “Are you saying you love everyone?”

“Sure. Don’t you?”

“Not sure I could love everybody.”

Bianca lowered her head and stared up at him seductively. She smiled and the room brightened. “Don’t knock it till you’ve tried it.”

Everyone in the auditorium laughed including Adam and Crumb.

Dr. Love stepped forward. “I’m afraid that’s all the time we have today. However, I’m going to pick five of you to stay after class for extra credit.” She smiled at the blonde who couldn’t take her eyes off Warren. “I think you.”

The blonde smiled.

Dr. Love pointed at different people around the room, calling them out one by one. Then she smiled at Adam. “And, our… doubting Thomas? The romantic who wants to know about love in the New Normal?” She smiled and her blue eyes flashed as she stared into Adam’s.

He felt the hairs on the back of his neck stand up. In that moment, he saw Lorraine Love as what she was: a predator. 

“Sorry,” Adam said. “I’ll be late for my next class.”

Dr. Love staggered slightly as if something had caused her to lose her balance.

Crumb’s hand shot up. “I’d like to stay!”

Dr. Love’s smile faltered, then it came back full strength. “All right, you’re our fifth.”

Adam turned and looked at Crumb. “Are you sure? Crumb, I don’t feel comfortable leaving you here with…”

“Whoa! Down, cave boy. Check your misogyny. Just because I have a pussy doesn’t mean I can’t take care of myself.”

Adam groaned. “I’m not saying you can’t. I’m saying we’re in this together. Friends have each other’s back. And, that woman terrifies me.”

Crumb smiled. “You know what, Kansas? I’ve never met a guy like you. We are so going to be friends with benefits.” She looked down at Lorraine Love and then back at Adam. “My man Lewis needs more evidence. I got this.” She stood up and grabbed her books to move to the stage. “Besides, I’m so riding that monster of Warren’s. Might be worth being abducted.”

***

Adam turned and looked back at the closed doors to Dr. Love’s classroom. I should have stayed, he thought. After only a few hours, he felt bonded to the quirky punk girl and her way too serious boyfriend. He had always made friends easily.

“I swear, I think you could make friends with a rattlesnake and make it give up rattling,” his mother used to say.

He reluctantly turned away and headed out of the Medical Sciences Building towards his next class in the History Building.

***

“It’s like, you just recognize all the people in your caste, and you totally love them. Everybody in Whore Caste I meet is like an old friend even though I’ve never actually met them before…” Bianca explained to the five students in Dr. Love’s extra credit session.

“More like old lovers than old friends,” Warren said.

“Exactly!”

“But, how can that possibly be?” Crumb asked from her new seat on the front row.

“From the transformation - we’re linked to every member of Whore Caste,” Bianca said.

“Transformation?” Crumb asked. 

Dr. Love stepped in. “A ritual, of a sort. A transformation of the mind and body, of the soul even. The followers of Morpheus feel they are linked on a quantum level.”

“Like, quantum entanglement - ‘spooky action at a distance’ as Einstein called it,” a boy sitting beside Crumb said.

Dr. Love laughed. “I suppose. I’m afraid quantum physics isn’t my field.”

“Those words sound pretty, though!” Bianca said and then she smiled at the physics nerd.

He seemed to melt into his chair under the warmth of her gaze.

Crumb looked from the physics kid to Bianca and back again. She gave off waves of attraction. When, in this boy’s life, had anyone like Bianca even noticed him? His posture, his demeanor - here was someone used to being alone, someone used to making himself appear even smaller than he really was. Was she that practiced as a prostitute that she could push all his buttons and make him think she was attracted to him?

No, Crumb thought. This was no act, no sales pitch. She actually was attracted to him.

Bianca shifted her pale blue gaze to Crumb. “I like girls too.” She smiled.

As open as Crumb credited herself as being? The raw honesty from Bianca took her by surprise, and she found herself unable to answer.

And, somehow, Bianca sensed this and turned away rather than make Crumb uncomfortable.

“Bisexuality among the transformed runs 90% for those identifying as female, 20% for those identifying as male,” Dr. Love said.

“That seems unenlightened and misogynistic,” a spectacled brunette said.

Dr. Love shrugged. “Still better numbers than Homo Sapiens - oh, by the way, the transformed claim to be a different species: Homo Aeternum.”

“Homo Aeternum? My Latin is a little rusty, the forever man?” Crumb asked.

Bianca nodded. “Because we’re immortal.”

Dr. Love smiled. “Or, so the followers of Morpheus believe. I mean, you Christians believe in everlasting life, don’t you?”

“Wouldn’t know, I’m Jewish,” Crumb said. She leaned forward and smiled. “The blonde came out of a bottle.”

Dr. Love laughed.

Warren stepped toward the front row. He held out his hand to the blonde who had been watching him from the beginning of class.

She looked at his hand as if he were an alien initiating first contact. She looked up at him slowly.

“Can I make love to you?” He asked.

She stared at him. “I… here?”

He nodded. “Yes. Right here.”

“But, everyone…”

“Wants to see us,” he said and smiled. “They would all like to watch us make love.”

“I couldn’t. Everyone would see me.”

He laughed. “What’s wrong with that?”

If she had an answer, she didn’t speak it. She simply took his hand and he pulled her to her feet.

Then he pulled her into his arms and kissed her.

The blonde went limp in his arms.

“Oh, my God,” physics nerd whispered.

He hadn’t noticed that Bianca had knelt down in front of him.

She reached up and touched his chin, turning his face toward her. 

He looked at her and went pale.

Bianca reached up and gently took his glasses off. “There’re your eyes. I can see them now.”

Crumb’s own eyes were about to fall out of their sockets.

Warren had removed the blonde’s blouse and tossed it back on her seat. The bra came away with a magical twist of his fingers at her back.

Through it all, the blonde never stopped kissing him, even as her skirt fell to the stage, and she was left standing in nothing but her shoes and lace panties. Her hands began to move, first down his back and then to the waistband of his pants.

Crumb watched in a trance, unsure whether to watch the blonde’s panties join her skirt at her ankles or Bianca’s manicured, blood red nails as they worked physics nerd’s zipper.

The choice was made as the blonde pushed down Warren’s pants.

He wasn’t human. Homo Aeternum, or whatever he was? He was not human. The thick, veined member that dripped precum onto the stage floor resembled a human penis in shape only.

The scale was wrong. Her porn trended toward big cock porn, but this made the largest she had seen seem like a pale imitation.

“God… oh, God,” the blonde said as she broke the kiss and ran her finger partway down the length of his cock. It was beginning to rise and stiffen. “I can’t… it won’t…”

“Shh, trust me. We don’t hurt people. I won’t hurt you.” He kissed her and she melted again. “I only want to make you cum.”

Physics nerd started whispering beside Crumb. “I might… I mean, no girl ever did that to me, so I think I’ll…”

Crumb gasped.

Bianca was sliding the boy’s long thin cock in and out of her ruby red lips. She stopped sucking him and jerked him as she spoke, “Yes, you will cum. And, I’ll make you hard again.” Then she giggled. “Then you’ll cum a second time, and I’ll make you hard again. Then? I’m going to get on my hands and knees, and you are going to fuck me. Only, ‘cause I made you cum a couple of times? You’ll really be able to give me a good pounding and you won’t cum too fast.”

Dr. Love sat down to Crumb’s right. She reached over and touched the safety pin Crumb was using as an earring.

Crumb jumped, she had been so engrossed in watching the couplings going on around her she hadn’t noticed Dr. Love.

“Tell me, do you have any questions about the extra credit so far?” Dr. Love asked.

“I’m… still trying to wrap my head around all this,” Crumb said.

Dr. Love leaned in close. “Allow me to help guide you - you see, I’m not just an authority on the Church of Morpheus. I’m a true believer.”

Crumb stiffened in her seat when Lorraine Love kissed her, but a moment later she wrapped her arms around Lorraine’s neck and pushed her tongue into the woman’s mouth.

***

The World History classroom was very different from the near-arena of Dr. Love’s class - a simple rectangular room with about fifty brown desks arranged in rows. It was almost like being back in high school.

Adam was fairly certain there would be no theme music nor multimedia presentation for World History 101.

There was a door beside the whiteboard at the far end of the room. It opened a minute after class was scheduled to begin.

A tall man with black hair and a beard stepped through the door and entered the classroom.

Behind him, a woman who stood a half head taller followed. Her ample curves weren’t disguised by the black jumpsuit she wore - if anything, they were amplified.

Their difference in height and dark features reminded Adam of Gomez and Morticia Addams.

“Good morning, my name is Professor Eric Morrison. I’m a visiting researcher from the University of Havana. Professor Baxter is engaged in some… penetrating research this morning and has asked if I would give a lecture in her stead.”

The dark woman found what he said amusing, and she smiled behind her dark glasses.

“This is my assistant, Lilith. If you would be so kind, Lilith?”

Lilith turned and reached behind her.

She picked up a large black and silver case and set it on the desk beside Professor Morrison. Then she stepped back.

“My specialty is ancient myths, in particular the gods of ancient Greece. Zeus, Apollo, Aphrodite, Mercury - the Pantheon of gods and goddesses that are part of a classical education.” He opened the case. The inside was padded with black foam.

A large, midnight blue urn with gold inlay was nestled inside the two halves of foam. He removed it carefully and set it on the desktop.

“This artifact is nearly six thousand years old. It is priceless beyond belief.” He turned and smiled at the students. “Don’t just sit there, come closer. You may never see its like again.”

Adam crowded around the desk with the other students.

The vase had artwork made from what appeared to be pure gold all around the outside, all in the style of ancient Greece. A man of normal proportion stood in one image, beside it, the same man only more muscular and with an exaggerated penis. The next image was of a woman, and beside her an idealized version of her with impossible curves. Greek letters were inscribed around the top and bottom.

“The inscription reads: Behold Ambrosia, the food of the gods,” Eric Morrison said. “To partake is to become divine, immortal, but let only the worthy drink of it, for the unworthy shall perish.”

Professor Morrison picked up the urn. It had a cover that was sealed with some waxy substance. He rocked the urn gently in his hands. Something inside made a sloshing sound.

“This is the only remaining jar. Until about fifty years ago, it was held in a secure warehouse owned by the U.S. government,” Morrison said. Then he smiled. “There were other things in that warehouse. All of them interesting, but none so interesting as this.” He put the vase down. “In modern times, we speak of the Greek gods as myths - simply the ancients’ way of describing the world around them as the actions of gods. Lightning in the heavens was attributed to Zeus flinging thunderbolts, volcanic fire was the forge of Hephaestus being readied to create some object for the gods. But… what if, we have it all wrong? What if the truth is far stranger than myth? What if ‘to partake is to become actually divine’? What if the liquid in this urn is truly the food of the gods, that can turn human into immortal?”

He smiled at the students with a twinkle in his eye. “Who among you feels worthy?”

***

“Dear diary, today was my first day of college. My extra credit project in Human Sexuality 101 was to take part in an orgy,” Crumb thought as she lay naked on her back on the stage with her knees pulled back against her chest.

Warren the sex god was kneeling between her thighs, and she couldn’t for the life of her figure out how his cock was sliding deliciously into her inch after inch after inch and yet her pelvis had not been split in two. Great grandma Yetta had told her that great grandpa Jakob was hung like a stallion, but she had stretched on their wedding night with no problem, much to Yetta’s surprise - apparently the Schwartz women were gifted with an exceptionally elastic and resilient vagina.

Great gran said Jakob had spoiled her for all other men.

Great gran had obviously never met Warren, whom a Clydesdale would have envied.

He smiled down at her as he nudged gently against her cervix. 

He barely had half his length in her.

Lorraine Love was naked and leaning over her, caressing her face tenderly as Warren performed his magic trick of making his flesh broadsword disappear inside Crumb’s now fully stuffed sheath. 

The blonde Warren had started with had been literally fucked unconscious, she was lying a few feet away with one arm and one leg hanging off the stage.

Physics nerd was fucking Bianca doggy style on Crumb’s other side. The chunky brunette who had questioned misogyny in the Church was sixty-nining Bianca as Physics nerd pumped away, his balls slapping against the chunky girl’s forehead.

The final extra credit recipient, a thin guy named Ted, was getting a blowjob from Bianca at the same time.

Bianca might be a slut, but the slut could fucking multitask.

Warren began to slide out and his thick cock was rubbing Crumb’s swollen clit and boom! She came, her pussy clamping down. Her body was trying its damnedest to keep him deep inside her and Warren slowed his retreat.

“So responsive,” Dr. Love cooed. “We don’t find normals who are this sensual usually.”

Crumb was biting her own lip with her eyes closed tight while her body blissfully exploded on the stage.

“She’s a natural,” Warren said. “She’s made for Whore Caste. Beautiful, smart, sexy.”

“What do you think, sweetheart? Do you want to live forever?”

“Don’t… stop… fucking,” Crumb said through gritted teeth. Then she reached up and pulled Dr. Love down to kiss her.

Warren laughed and quickened his thrusts, stopping at precisely the right point not to inflict pain.

***

“But, myth isn’t reality,” a boy sitting somewhere behind Adam said. “The Greek gods weren’t real.”

“Yes,” Professor Morrison said. “And, man cannot fly. Yet, I wager everyone in this room has flown - you might have flown to get to Ithaca from your home. If the ancient Greeks saw us today, speaking to each other over magic mirrors we call cellphones, living for a hundred years because of medicine, traveling at speeds to rival that of Mercury, flying through space like Apollo? Would they not believe we had become gods?”

Morrison laughed. “Could the difference between man and god be nothing more than perception? And, if it is, then what if we forgot something important in the last six millennia? Something the ancients knew - that there exists an elixir that can make a human into a god.” He caressed the outside of the urn. “What if the secret of immortality exists in this sealed jar waiting for one of us to taste?”

He turned and walked directly to Adam. “Would you drink? Would you roll the dice to become a modern day Zeus or Apollo?”

Adam looked into the professor’s eyes. “No, sir.”

Morrison frowned. “What?”

“I said, no, sir.”

The professor looked stunned. “I’m telling you that in that urn is something that will make you immortal, give you powers beyond your wildest dreams - and you would say ‘no’?”

Adam shook his head. “Whatever’s in that urn is six thousand years old. Could have turned into something poisonous by now.”

“What if it wasn’t? What if I knew it wasn’t, what would you say then?”

“I’d still say no, professor.”

“Why?”

“Seems to me a god would need to take responsibility for everyone around him. Everyone’s happiness would depend on him. I’m not even sure I can look out for myself yet, much less look after everybody else.”

“Would you end war?”

“Yes.”

“Suffering?”

“If I had the power, yes, sir.”

“Would you save them, even if it meant saving them from themselves?”

Adam thought for a moment. “Yes, and I think that’s where I’d mess up.”

“What makes you say that?”

Adam smiled. “Because I’m only a man.” He laughed and shook his head. “Actually, barely more than a boy. I’m not perfect - even if I had all that power? I’m still just a man. I think I’d do more harm than good.”

Eric Morrison turned away.

His assistant, Lilith looked at him, her face inscrutable behind her dark glasses.

“Wisdom. True wisdom. Not common in such a young man,” Eric Morrison said. “Makes one wonder if those gods who came… before ever had one ounce of that wisdom in their entire, very long lives?”

“I’d drink it,” a boy said a few rows back.

“Would you?” Morrison asked without turning around. “Why?”

“If it caused my dick to grow as big as that dude in the picture on the vase? I’d drink it in a heartbeat.”

The class erupted in laughter.

Morrison laughed as well. “Yes, there is that.”

He walked to the desk and picked up the urn. He placed it gently in the foam padding.


No one saw that his hand glistened afterward - the wax seal was broken, and he tilted the urn before putting it in the foam. He closed the case.

“That’s all we have time for today.”

The students got up and headed for the door.

Adam started to stand but found that Professor Morrison was standing in front of him, his hand outstretched.

“Thank you for your honesty, Mr.?”

“Price. Adam Price, sir.”

He reached out and shook Professor Eric Morrison’s hand.

Adam’s eyes glazed over, and he sat back down in his chair.

***

“A dirty trick, Adam.” He held up his hand glistening with Ambrosia. “It only takes a drop absorbed through the skin. A single drop that would fit on the head of a pin to start the reaction in your genetic structure - I’ve lit the fuse and the fireworks display will soon commence.” Eric knelt in front of him. “A wise man once said: when choosing a leader, pick the man who must be dragged kicking and screaming into the job. Pick the man who wants the responsibility the least, because he will be the most likely to recognize the gravity of his position. The most likely to do good.” Eric smiled. “I only wish I had been such a man. So many things would be different now. Evie did a good job with you, Adam.”

Lilith put her hand on Eric’s shoulder. “Professor Baxter and her graduate student are unconscious in the storage room. Will we be taking them with us?”

Eric stood up. “Yes. More clay for my wheel, canvasses for my paints.”

“Monsters for your menagerie,” Lilith said as she turned away.

“Especially bitchy today, are we?” Eric asked.

“You could have simply told him who he is,” Lilith said.

“My darling, trust the process.”

“Yes, it’s worked so well thus far.”

The Eric Morrison illusion faded away and Morpheus floated six inches above the classroom floor. “He must discover who he is…”

“You mean discover who you need him to be?”

Morpheus smiled down at Adam. “He is his own man. Genetics aside, he is… nothing like me. And, that is precisely what I need him to be. It’s what they need him to be.”

***

Adam Price heard none of this. He wasn’t there. He was somewhere else, floating in the air, untethered from the earth and blown about inside a storm cloud.

Voices came to him, carried on the wind.

“He created us to save them not to kill. You have perverted his will,” a woman said.

“I am his will!” Another woman screamed from further away.

“Hello?” Adam screamed into the maelstrom.

His voice came back as an echo, but with different words. “If there has to be a fight, let it be between us!”

“What do you suggest?” A man’s voice said.

“We work this out between us, Morpheus. And none of these people have to be hurt,” the Adam echo answered.

“Where am I?!” Adam screamed.

A woman’s voice next: “A triple helix… One father, two mothers…”

“Please, don’t go…” Another woman whispered in his ear.

“Angela, my angel…” His echo replied.

And, then, his voice again.

“One day, your descendants will encounter them, my children, my Homo Aeternum. And, when they do? I hope mankind has left behind it’s thirst for conflict, because, in conflict with my children? There can be only one outcome…”

The wind buffeted him and spun him around.

“Help me!” Adam screamed.

“You’re unstuck in time, man,” a male voice said. “Bouncing around in the fourth dimension like a pinball machine from hell.”

“Can you help me?” Adam screamed.

“No, you can help yourself.”

“What the hell is that supposed to mean?”

“You’re doing this. You’re causing this. The you that ain’t you yet, man.”

“What are you, some kind of goddamned stoner sphinx?! Tell me how to get out of here!”

The man laughed somewhere behind the wall of clouds. “Stoner sphinx? I gotta remember that. Yeah, man, that’s a good one.”

“Will you fucking help me?”

“When are you?”

“What?”

“When are you?”

Adam squeezed his eyes shut. “Do you mean ‘where’ am I? I’m in a storm!”

“Naah, man, ‘where’ isn’t important. Truth is? You’re nowhere, man. When are you? That’s the question. Or, more importantly, when do you want to be?”

“What the fuck are you talking about?!”

“Look, man, visualize yourself when you want to be. Just try.”

“Uh… first day of college. End of my second class. It must be… I don’t know… lunchtime, I guess?”

“Good, man, that’s good. Now focus on it. Feel it all around you. Feel the when and the where will take care of itself.”

The world stopped spinning. The maelstrom slowed. Adam was sitting. He could feel the seat he was sitting in, his feet wonderfully, blissfully planted on the floor. The clouds were blowing away. He could make out the walls of the World History classroom.

“Thank you!” Adam said to the empty room.

“Don’t thank me, man, that was all you.”

“Who are you?” Adam asked.

“Name’s Pike. We’ll talk again. Time travel is a trip, ain’t it, man?”

Adam looked cautiously around the room. The storm was gone. Pike’s voice was gone. All that was left was the empty classroom.

***

There was a room behind Dr. Love’s classroom. It was a storage room, but the floor was covered by a soft mat.

Crumb lay nestled between the Physics nerd and the blonde Warren had fucked unconscious. The other two extra credit recipients were lying next to them.

In her fantasies, Crumb had imagined what group sex would be like. Lying on a padded floor with four other naked students enjoying the afterglow of intense orgasms had never occurred to her. Every once in a while, one of them would moan and begin fingering themselves or jerking off. They would doze again after their orgasm.

Crumb wasn’t immune to those urges. She had fingered herself to three orgasms here in this darkened room, her fingers slick with Warren’s cum from her well fucked pussy. She felt drugged with a combination of sleeping pills and Spanish Fly.

“The blonde you fucked first is adorable,” Bianca said somewhere in the gloom.

“Very athletic. Did you see?” Warren asked. “She balanced on the toes of one foot while I fucked her standing up.”

“Definitely Street Whore.”

“My thoughts as well.”

“The brunette girl looks like Velma from Scooby Doo,” Bianca giggled. “I’m putting it in her file - specialty whore, especially if we can find a redhead to play Daphne.”

“The brothel will love that,” Warren whispered. “What about Ted?”

“Hmm, I’m thinking a sex change. He has a feminine build - they can do it with the Bimbo Flu all by itself now, you know?”

“And, your science nerd?” Warren asked.

“Junior Whoremaster…”

“Lucky fucker,” Warren laughed.

“He was so considerate of me. Kept apologizing whenever he would cum in my mouth. He’s a sweetie,” Bianca whispered.

“That leaves the punk girl. God, she’s fucking hot.”

Dr. Love finally spoke. “Already decided on that one: girlfriend experience whore. She’s too short for Street Whore and if we pump up her tits enough for a cheerleader whore she’ll be dumb as a stump.”

“It’s so cruel though,” Bianca whispered. “Couldn’t we just make her look older so she could be a MILF whore?”

“No. Havana needs more girlfriend experience whores,” Dr. Love said. “We’ll get her ready to ship directly to Cuba - the rest we can have transformed at Stallion’s. Havana says Demona keeps coming up with excuses not to make girlfriend experience whores, so Dr. Baal will do the procedure at the Cathedral.”

“Poor thing,” Warren said.

“Enough,” Dr. Love said. “We’re part of the Church and we obey. This isn’t Stallion’s.”

Crumb nodded off to sleep as the room grew quiet again. Something about the conversation she had heard made her worried, but it was so hard to concentrate. She tried to pinpoint exactly when she had begun to feel woozy. She remembered Bianca kneeling in front of her while Warren was bringing her to her fourth orgasm. The buxom girl had exposed her breasts - there were these plastic clips on her nipples shaped liked stars. She pulled off one of the clips and…

Bianca was lactating! The milk was dribbling out of her thick nipple, and she had brought it to Crumb’s lips.

And, Crumb had nursed her, swallowing mouthful after mouthful of the sweet breast milk.

That’s when she had gotten woozy! When she had a belly full of Bianca’s milk and a pussy full of Warren’s cum!

She smiled. Girlfriend experience whore? That didn’t sound so bad.

“Crumb?”

“Hmm?” Crumb moaned.

“It’s time to wake up now.”

“Adam?” She rolled over and looked up at him. He was standing over her. He seemed… bigger than before. “Come down here and make love to me, Adam. Please? Sooo horny.”

He knelt down beside her.

Had he always looked so rugged? The beard… he didn’t have that this morning, did he?

“No, I didn’t,” Adam said, and he stroked her cheek.

“It’s… sexy. I like it… wait… how did you know I was thinking about you having a beard?”

“Shh,” Adam soothed. “It’s time to leave. Where are your clothes?”

“No, I have to stay. They’re sending me to Havana to Dr. Baal…”

“I know, but that’s not where you’re going, darlin’. Your destiny is different than what you would find in Havana. Now? Clothes.”

“I want this, Adam. I didn’t understand before. This isn’t what Lewis thinks it is. It’s wonderful. I want to share it with him… with you, too!”

“Darlin’? You’re high.”

Crumb giggled. “I am, aren’t I?”

“Yes, very.”

“Breast milk. Titty nectar. A boob bellini. Tata tea,” she said and laughed. “Ooo, they should bottle what Bianca is making in those wonderful breasts of hers. It could bring about world peace, you know?”

Adam laughed. “I know. Come on, honey. Clothes?”

She frowned. “I told you, I’m staying.”

“Who are you?” Bianca said as she walked into the darkened room. She ran straight at Adam.

“Sleep,” Adam said, and Bianca fainted in midstride, falling into his arms. “Sorry, Bubbles.” He kissed her cheek and put her gently on the mat. He stroked her cheek. “Forget.”

Crumb started laughing. “You called her Bubbles.”

“Did I? Well, it is her name. Bianca “Bubbles” Bennett. One day? She’ll be Bianca “Bubbles” Bennett di Moore, but that’s a few years from now.” He pointed his finger at Crumb. “Clothes, sweetie, please?”

Crumb sighed. “Fine.” She stood up and stumbled around in the dark. She found her clothes folded neatly and lying on a shelf in the corner of the room. “What did you do to her?”

“Put her to sleep and made her forget.”

Crumb rolled her eyes. “Yeah, but how did you do that?”

“Never mind that. Get dressed before I have to do it again.”

As if on cue, Warren walked in. “Who the fuck?”

“Jesus,” Adam hissed. “Warren, sleep.”

Warren collapsed in a heap just inside the door.

“Wow,” Crumb whispered.

“Baby, please, the clothes?” Adam said.

“Keep your shirt on. And, don’t call me baby, it’s sexist.”

Adam laughed. “You actually like it when I call you baby.”

“I do.”

“Yes.”

“No, I don’t. I’m not as think as you high I am… wait… that’s not right.”

“Crumb, please come on.”

“Fine, I’m ready,” Crumb said as she walked over to him. “But, I’m serious. I want this. I want to be a part of this. I want…”

He cut her off by kissing her.

Time stopped. That was the only way she could describe it later, when people asked her. Adam kissed her and time stopped.

He held her even after the kiss ended.

“It’s going to be alright, isn’t it?” Crumb asked.

“Yes. It is. Everything is going to happen the way it is supposed to happen. I love you, Crumb.”

“But, you’re not in love with me, right?”

He shook his head. “Friends. Best friends.”

“With benefits?”

“Definitely,” Adam said.

“I can live with that,” she said. She stepped out the door first and into the light of the auditorium. “Hey, how did you grow that beard so fast?” She turned around.

Adam was gone.

“Why are you dressed?” Dr. Love asked. She was approaching the stage.

“Sorry, professor, I have to fly. Really loved the orgy, though. How many points of extra credit do I get exactly?” Crumb asked. She kept staring at the doorway where Adam should have been. Somehow, he had simply disappeared.

Dr. Lorraine Love put her hands on Crumb’s shoulders. “Look at me, girl. You will go back into the room and wait for me. Do you understand?” Her creepy blue eyes were glowing, and the blue irises were moving.

Crumb stared directly into them and leaned forward. Her eyes went slack for a moment. Then she cocked her head to the side and smirked. “Do not cite the Deep Magic to me, Witch! I was there when it was written,” she said in a melodramatic voice.

Dr. Love stared at her. “What?!”

Crumb smiled brightly. “Aslan? Chronicles of Narnia? Lion, the Witch, and the Wardrobe? They were my favorite books when I was a kid. Ta-ta,” Crumb said as she ducked under Dr. Love’s grasp and headed for the door.

Dr. Love watched her go with a look of complete astonishment.

***

The Cathedral of Morpheus

Top Floor

Havana, Theocratic Republic of Cuba

Father Cain knelt on the marble floor outside the Cathedral ‘Throne Room’. “Blessed Morpheus, light bringer, destroyer of the old superstitions, messiah who will lead your chosen people to their rightful place, hear my prayer. Let me be the instrument of your flesh, gift me with your divine seed that I might impregnate this heretical world with your erotic truth…”

The doors to the Throne Room swung open.

He drew the sign of the pentagram on his forehead. “In Morpheus’s name, I pray. Ave Morpheus, Ave Satanas.” He began to rise to his feet.

The Church Agents who had opened the door stepped aside.

Sister stood, her head uncovered, her body encased in her latex nun’s habit. She smiled at him as he rose. “In holiness and righteousness before Him all our days,” Sister said with a smile.

Cain smiled and lowered his eyes. “A quote from our lord, Morpheus?”

“The Bible, Book of Luke - from my days as a follower of superstition.” She held out her hand.

Father Cain kissed it.

“Come inside, Father.” 

He bowed and followed her into the massive marble room. The floor was inscribed with a huge pentagram, the ceiling and outer walls made of clear glass. A blue, Cuban sky arched overhead.

She stopped near the center of the pentagram. There was no ‘throne’ in the Throne Room, per se. If there were a throne, it would be reserved for Morpheus himself.

The Church Agents stepped out and closed the massive doors behind them.

“How are your eyes, father?”

He bowed his head. “They burn, Sister. I fear the drops Dr. Baal has prescribed have little effect. But, I persevere for the glory of the living god.” His eyes had once been the solid black orbs of a Bishop.

She smiled, her own solid black eyes like the depths of space, and caressed his bald head. “The surgery was necessary so that no one suspects you are a Bishop. A Bishop within Maria Marapova’s territory takes his life into his own hands.”

“I am to return to New York, Sister?”

“Ithaca, to be exact. Our informant at Stallion’s has reported they have encountered an immune. The Whore Caste there are protecting it.”

“Heresy. I will find it and lobotomize it, Sister.”

“No… you will bring it here for study.” She walked away on her high heels. “It appears this immune has the ability to make other immunes. There are reports of it having returned the will of a transformed whore. And, our faithful Lorraine Love has reported being attacked by one who made a human into an immune - a human she knows was not immune a few minutes before.”

“This is a pestilence! Surely, you must want me to destroy it?”

“No,” Sister said. “Find it, and, when you have the opportunity? Subdue it and bring it the Cathedral for study. Dr. Baal is anxious to perform a vivisection.”

He bowed. “As you command, Sister.”

“Marapova is ever vigilant. You have no power over her, and if she discovers you in Ithaca? The Church will disavow you - do you understand? She can and will kill you, Cain.”

“I have encountered her before, Sister. I live only for the glory of Morpheus and to serve his Church.” He bowed his head. “If I must die for that, then so be it.”

She turned back to him and placed her hand on his head. “Cain, our enemies are arrayed around us. They are everywhere. They wish to extinguish the light of his word, Cain. The day is fast approaching when we will have to bring Whore Caste to heel. We will show them their place.”

“By killing the White Witches and the Whore Masters?” Cain asked with a smile.

“If need be, Cain. If need be.”

***

Crumb stood in the shower and let the warm water run over her body. She had her right hand wrapped around the shower head to steady herself. The wooziness was like a fog around her, but it was beginning to subside.

What wasn’t subsiding was the sexual desire that was nearly overpowering. Warren had brought her to orgasm over and over again. She had lost count of the number of times she came under his steady onslaught.

She should be satiated - she wasn’t. She should be sore - she wasn’t.

Instead she wanted more.

They had done something to her after she passed out. Something more than Bianca’s breast milk and Warren’s cum.

She rubbed her right hand over her lower abs. Her genitals weren’t sore, but her tummy was. There was a stinging pain in her lower abdomen in the approximate position of each ovary.

“A needle,” she thought. Had there been two injections at some point? It was so hard to separate fantasy from reality. Had Adam actually been there? Had he saved her? Or, was it just her subconscious creating a fantasy around her saving herself?

Crumb had gone straight to Lewis and Adam’s dorm room after escaping from Dr. Love. She had to tell Lewis what happened, and she needed to know if Adam had actually saved her.

Neither were there.

So, she had gone into their suite’s bathroom and taken a shower. The fact this was a boy’s dorm hadn’t registered on her still numb mind.

Besides, she had participated in a classroom orgy this morning, so showering in a boy’s suite was almost chaste in comparison.

Her hand wandered down her abs to her mound. She stroked her clit with two fingers as she held herself up by the shower nozzle. 

Crumb forced her hand away from her sex. “No,” she mumbled. “I’m in control of my own body. This is ridiculous.”

The bathroom door opened, and a boy walked in.

She had left the shower door open. Why had she done that?

The boy stopped dead in his tracks as he stared at Crumb in the shower.

He was wearing a t-shirt and shorts.

He was also carrying a magazine called “Leather Vixens.”

Crumb looked from his face down to the magazine cover and back up again. “That’s porn, isn’t it?” She said as the water poured through her short hair and down her face.

The boy looked like a deer caught in headlights. He quickly hid the magazine behind his back. “N… No… I’m sorry, I didn’t know anybody was…”

“You were going to masturbate, weren’t you?” Crumb said. She looked down at his shorts and licked her lips.

“What?! No! No, I don’t…”

“Oh, for fuck’s sake - of course you do! You’re a man. Men are like monkeys, they jerk off constantly. We’re lucky you don’t also throw shit.” She nodded toward him. “Show me?”

He frowned. “Show you what?”

“Your dick, moron.”

“Uh…”

She turned and leaned back against the shower wall. She spread her legs slightly giving him a good view of her pussy with her vertically pierced clit hood - it was the only piercing she had that wasn’t a surgical steel safety pin. Instead, she had a Titanium, curved barbell. Her pubic hair was a thin ‘landing strip’ she kept carefully dyed platinum blonde to match her hair. “There, you’ve seen mine, now show me yours.”

His shorts were beginning to show the effects of finding a pretty girl in the shower.

He looked down at his underwear doubtfully.

Crumb groaned. “Look, my boyfriend is six inches and thick, and this morning I was plowed by a guy who was packing something north of fourteen. I don’t care if you’re two inches or twenty. I want to see it, and I probably want it inside me unless it’s covered with warts. I’m horny as fuck, and it’s your lucky day.”

The boy swallowed and shoved down his shorts.

Crumb raised an eyebrow and smiled. “I’ll take a thick five. Get over here.”

He smiled and dropped his magazine on the bathroom floor along with his t-shirt. He kicked off his sneakers and got in the shower with her.

Crumb crouched on her heels in front of him. “This needs to be quick. My boyfriend or his roommate will be back any minute, and I’m spending quality time with one or both of them as soon as they get here. Understand?”

His eyes bulged. “You want me to cum fast?”

“Not unless you want to get punched in the junk.” She sucked his cock into her mouth and the boy groaned.

***

After he left the History classroom, Adam had wandered. Part of him was terrified the ‘time maelstrom’ would return, and he would find himself once again at the eye of the storm.

Twenty minutes passed as he walked blindly across campus. The students were loud. Everyone seemed to be talking at once.

His feet remained on terra firma beneath a cloudless blue sky, no maelstrom, no echoes from a different time. 

He had gone back to the Medical Sciences Building to see if Crumb was still there, but the doors were locked.

Then he had gone to the cafeteria nearest his dorm. He couldn’t force himself to eat, so he drank a soda and started walking.

Occasionally, he would rub the palm of his right hand on his pants leg.

Professor Eric Morrison had done something to him. Perhaps he had been dosed with some sort of hallucinogen Morrison had on his palm? That might explain his out of body experience.

“He’s cute,” a girl said as she passed him, jogging.

He stopped and turned, watching her run by in her thin, lime green running shorts.

Adam squeezed his eyes shut and shook his head. Had the girl actually said that as she ran by? “He’s cute,” Adam had heard her say. Not, ‘You’re cute’ or simply ‘Cute’, but ‘He’s cute’.

Like she was remarking to someone else or…

Adam swallowed hard.

Like she was thinking something.

Something she didn’t actually say out loud.

He became aware of the loud conversations around him.

“I’m going to fail this class. I don’t know any of this shit…” A boy said as he flipped the pages of a Calculus book.

Only, the boy’s lips weren’t moving.

“I’m not going to make it to the bathroom…” A woman said as she dashed past him and ran into a building.

Adam could feel pressure in his bladder, but he instinctively knew that the pressure wasn’t in his bladder - it was in hers.

“Jesus… I’m reading their minds,” he whispered.

He turned slowly, feeling a constant barrage of thoughts coming from all directions.

“Cherry Slurpees are the best!”

“Can anybody tell my left boob is bigger than my right boob?”

“If I’m on a rocket traveling at the speed of light, and I launch a second rocket from the nose of my rocket, does that second rocket go faster than the speed of light?”

“In order to meet quota, we have to make ten new Street Whores before the end of the month, and a half dozen Cheerleader Whores.”

“I have to break up with him. This fixation on anal is getting out of hand. By butt can’t take this, I’m going to start to leak…”

Adam almost took off running. This was nearly as bad as the maelstrom…

Wait…

He stared at the crowd. Street Whores and Cheerleader Whores?

He saw her gliding along the walkway: a tall brunette wearing a short white dress and a white choker.

Everybody was looking at her.

Adam followed her through the crowd. She was wearing white spike-heeled boots.

A muscular boy with curly blonde hair slid up behind her and slipped an arm around her waist.

“There you are!” She said. “Where have you been?”

“Um, Physics? You know, we are sort of in college, Mrs. Moore.”

She laughed. “I go to class, thank you, Mr. Moore.”

“No, no. Yoga as an Art Form is not a class. That’s an easy ‘A’.”

“Being flexible is very important for a White Witch,” she said.

“I am not complaining.”

Love. They were in love. They were also members of the Church. And, they were planning…

Lisa Chase-Moore stumbled and her husband… no, mate… her mate Jason Moore caught her.

“Something… wrong. In my head,” Lisa whispered. “Who are you?” She thought.

It was as if she had spoken directly to him, though her back was turned.

Adam turned sharp left and did his best to disappear into the crowd.

***

In the dormitory shower, Crumb put her hands against the tile wall and arched her back, spreading her legs. She looked over her shoulder at the boy. “Please?”

“Are you sure?”

“Do it now before I change my mind.” Her mind was racing. She wanted sex, the kinkier the better. Her thoughts were a fetish torrent. She wanted leather, latex - she wanted piercings in the back of her thighs that she could lace up like a corset. Tattoos… but first, she wanted anal from a strange boy in a college dormitory.

He put one hand on the small of her back.

She felt him rubbing the head of his cock up from her clit, higher and higher. Crumb bit her lip as his cock head pressed against her anus.

He hesitated.

She pushed back against him and felt him straining at her ring.

Why did this feel so good?

“Fuck,” he whispered over the sound of the shower. He grabbed her hips with both hands.

Crumb laughed. “Yeah, come on, baby.” She felt her sphincter start to stretch. “Guy goes to his rabbi and asks, ‘Rabbi? Is sex dirty?’”

He hesitated. “What?”

“Story. Telling a story… go with it.”

“O… Okay…”

“Guy asks the rabbi, ‘Is sex dirty?’” She repeated. “Unnh… Rabbi says, ‘No, no. Sex is not dirty.”

She pushed back against him suddenly and her ass opened, admitting him to his balls in her tight butt.

“Jesus! Fuck, you’re tight!” The boy groaned.

“Oh… Fuck…,” Crumb moaned. “Then the rabbi says, ‘But, good sex? Good sex is dirty!’”

The boy laughed as he began to pull back.

“Oh, fuck! Slow. Slow!”

He pushed forward. “You’re amazing! So fucking hot.”

“Harder,” she laughed.

He pulled back and then rocked his hips forward again.

“Mmm, yeah. Again… just like that.”

He began fucking slowly at first, and then picking up speed as his breathing increased. His grip on her hips was like a vice.

Crumb began to mumble, her thoughts becoming incoherent as she let him take her.

He let go with one hand, and she felt his fingers on her clit.

“Yes! Yes, Oh, God, yes!”

He made her arch her back more as he assfucked her harder and rubbed her clit with two fingers.

His fingers along with the kink of having her ass penetrated was pushing her over the edge.

She knew he wouldn’t be far behind.

Crumb came, her ass squeezing his hard cock as her clit and mind exploded. “Aiggh! Fuck!”

He stopped in mid thrust, grunting and squeezing the small of her back as he unloaded in her ass.

Crumb laughed and moaned as she felt his hot cum fill her.

He stumbled back and his cock pulled free. Then he collapsed forward, putting his arms around her waist as he leaned against her. He kissed the back of her neck, her shoulder.

She smiled. “Thank you. I needed that.”

“I… I saw you last night. I thought you were with that other guy.”

“I am,” Crumb said. “Open relationship. I needed someone. Thank you.” She slid out of his embrace and dropped to her knees in front of him.

His cock was half erect, the warm water cascading over his balls. She reached up and got the small bar of soap she had brought in with her. Crumb lathered him and stroked him gently.

Then she rinsed him clean. She stood up and put her hands on his chest. “Now, beat it. I’ve got to finish my shower.”

He looked shocked for a moment, but then he smiled. “I have never met anybody like you.”

She turned and began soaping her body. “There isn’t anyone like me. Don’t get my towel too wet.”

The boy laughed and stepped out of the shower. He took her towel and dried off before putting on his clothes and walking out.

Crumb sat down on the small bench in the shower stall. She got her razor and shaved her legs. Then she looked at her little landing strip of pubic hair. She smiled and the platinum blonde hairs disappeared down the drain.

***

Adam put as much distance between himself and Lisa Chase-Moore as he could. Not only could he read her mind, she had detected him and tried to read his.

He was in over his head, and he only knew one thing to do.

He took out his cellphone and called his Mom.

“Hello? Adam?”

“Mom? Hi,” Adam said.

“What’s wrong, honey? You sound upset?”

Adam sat down on a bench outside a science building. “I…” What could he say? That he had sex with a hooker and found out about a massive, multi-national sex trafficking conspiracy? That he had been dosed with something and now he was hearing voices from the future and reading minds?

“I… I just wanted to hear your voice.”

“Aww, honey, me too. How’s your first day?”

“It’s a little different than I expected… listen…”

“Oh, honey, I’m burning my soup. Can I call you later?”

Adam closed his eyes and nodded. “Yeah. Sure. Love you, Mom.”

“I love you too.”

***

Evelyn Price received no call from her son that day, neither did her alter-ego Mistress Evie Price di Morpheus. Her cell phone did not ring.

The Church’s AI, SlutzNet did speak to Adam Price. He mimicked Evie Price’s voice perfectly, down to her adopted Kansas drawl. Likewise, when Evie Price called Adam, the voice she heard came from SlutzNet.

And, while SlutzNet was the Church’s AI, he perpetrated this subterfuge not on Church orders, but on the request of a higher authority.

***

Adam put away his cellphone. He felt ashamed of himself. Maybe he was in over his head, but the minute he got on that bus in Roxbury? He left childhood behind. His Mom could not be his lifeline any longer. Time to cowboy up as they said back home in Kansas.

A coed passed him. He could hear her thinking about mid-century modern architecture.

“No,” he thought. He pushed the thought aside.

The girl’s thoughts faded.

He could control it. He could silence their voices if he tried. And, some of these minds he needed to stay out of. The girl in white, for instance. Some minds were dangerous.

He headed back in the direction he came from.

The kid who was convinced he was going to fail Calculus was still sitting where he had been when Adam first passed him. 

Adam stopped and sighed. He turned to the morose kid. “Hey, derivatives don’t make a lot of sense to begin with. Stop looking at the numbers. Look at the geometry.”

“Huh?” The boy asked, perplexed.

“If an equation describes a curve? A derivative describes a tangent line at any point on that curve.”

The boy looked back at the open Calculus book. “Hey… wow… thanks! How did you…”

“You’re welcome,” Adam said as he continued on his way. 

***

Sugar stood in the bedroom she shared with Ray and the rest of the coven. She opened her closet. “Maria, I love you, I really do,” She said to the empty room. “But, why does it always have to be white?” She ran her fingers over her white latex outfits hanging on the rod. “Just once, I would like a nice green dress with green shoes… flats.”

She pursed her lips. “Oh, well, I suppose I’ll wear something… white and latex with stilettos… for a change,” she grumbled. She twisted the pentagram brooch at her throat and her current white minidress opened and fell away, revealing the substantial curves and hard muscles of her white witch physique.

Sugar turned sideways in the mirror. She couldn’t remember what she looked like before. Older, of course, certainly not with the titanic boobs and the hourglass figure she had now. She tried never to even think of her old name - that person was gone. Not even a ghost of the UPS driver she had been remained.

All of the white witches had their own style to a point. Yes, there was the ubiquitous white latex and stiletto heels. But, Maria always looked ready for battle in her outlandish thigh boots. Lisa Chase-Moore loved her bare midriff style. Mikaela always added transparent latex layers to her outfit. Cathy gravitated toward late 70’s pantsuit designs. Carrie to a more modern Forever 21 look. Gwen’s always looked soft and feminine.

And, Sugar? “Femme fatale, all day long.” She whispered and pulled a white latex cocktail dress from its hanger. She matched it with strappy eight inch heels.

The bedroom door opened.

Sister Asmodea came in followed by her shadow, Sister Alicia.

Sugar raised an eyebrow. “By all means, don’t knock before you come in, Asmodea.”

Asmodea held up her cellphone. “I just got off the phone with the President of Ithaca College.”

“Good for you,” Sugar said.

“Did you authorize the abduction of a history professor and her graduate assistant?”

Sugar frowned. “No. Staff are off limits, the Ithaca College team knows this.”

“They’ve been abducted. Professor Emily Baxter and a Brian Osterman or something.”

Sugar unzipped the cocktail dress. “Not us, Asmodea.”

Asmodea leaned close. “This isn’t some special project, is it? Off the books, maybe?”

Sugar laughed as she tugged the latex dress into place. “No, Asmodea.”

“It wouldn’t be the first time,” Sister Alicia said. The thick nun’s gaze was always unnerving, like she was contemplating pulling the wings off a fly.

Sugar glared at her. “There are no operations going on at Ithaca College which target staff, officially sanctioned or ‘off the books’.”

The nun looked unconvinced.

“If you say Whore Caste isn’t involved, we believe you,” Asmodea said. “Don’t we, Sister Alicia?”

“If you say so, Mistress.”

Sugar lifted her flame red hair off her neck. “Asmodea, would you mind?”

“Of course,” Asmodea said as she pulled up the zipper in the back of Sugar’s dress. “You look amazing.”

“Thanks,” Sugar said. She turned and looked down at the shorter Asmodea in her black and white latex nun’s habit. “You should have SlutzNet create a few outfits for you. Something ruby red, maybe?”

Asmodea smiled.

“Morpheus has chosen our raiments to fit our station,” Alicia said. “The habit of the Sisters of Morpheus to represent our piety. The decadent outfits of your caste to advertise you as whores.”

Sugar’s eyebrows raised and she smiled. “Tell me, Asmodea, can you satisfy her in bed with just your fist and forearm or do you have to use your foot and calf to get her off?”

Alicia gritted her teeth.

“Stop it,” Asmodea whispered as she put her hand on Sugar’s arm. “Sister Alicia, apologize.”

“I will not.”

She turned her head and looked at Alicia. “You will do as I say. Apologize to Mistress Sugar Tits now!”

Alicia took a deep breath. “My apologies for insulting you and your caste, Mistress.”

“Calling us whores isn’t an insult, Sister Alicia. Apology accepted.”

Asmodea smiled up at Sugar. “Can you please look into the disappearance? This is Whore Caste’s territory, and I don’t want to be seen as challenging you or Maria.”

She took Asmodea’s hand. “Yes, I will.”

***

Sister Alicia followed Asmodea out of Sugar’s room. When they turned the corner, Asmodea spun around and grabbed Alicia’s shoulders. “Have you lost your mind?! You insult one of the most powerful white witches in New York? A favorite of Maria Marapova herself?”

“You may be afraid of them, I am not! We are the hand of Morpheus…”

“And, Maria Marapova is a ‘di Morpheus’ - his hand-made creation. You just insulted Maria’s right hand.”

Alicia shrugged out of Asmodea’s grasp. “You lie down with them. You let those Whore Caste touch you, defile you. Well, I am not enamored with them, Asmodea. I don’t lust for a Whore Master’s cock. I won’t bow down to these degenerates!”

“I am in charge here! Do you understand?! By Sister’s order I am the Church’s liaison at Stallion’s. Not you. You are my assistant. You are…” Her voice cracked. “You are my love, Alicia, but sometimes you frighten me. This place is unlike anywhere else in the world. Whore Caste have the upper hand here. If you anger them: Ray, Sugar, Rita, Demona? It’s only out of respect for me that they haven’t put you on a transport to Havana.”

“So, we’re supposed to pretend they are our equals?”

Asmodea sighed. “No. We’re supposed to show respect so that Maria Anastasia Marapova doesn’t come down here and put our heads on spikes.”

***

“Did you hear anything about the abduction of a professor at the college?” Sugar asked as she walked into Demona’s lab on Level 10.

Demona was staring at her computer terminal, her pale face lit by the flat screen. “Yeah, the penguin sisters were in here about a half hour ago.”

“You’re not involved, are you?” Sugar said as she sat down in a rolling chair, leaned back, and put her high heels on Demona’s desk.

“Get your feet off my desk, Red,” Demona said as she squinted at the screen. “You know anything about the mathematics behind untying n-dimensional knots?”

Sugar took her feet off Demona’s desk and pursed her lips. “Is this the beginning of a dirty joke?”

“You wish… no, I’m serious. It’s a class of math problems. Real egghead stuff. Ph.D. dissertations are written on it.”

“No, I’ve never heard of it.”

Demona leaned back in her chair. “One of the Ithaca College students wrote a big paper on it. Got it published in math journals in the U.S. and Great Britain.”

“Yawn,” Sugar said. “Is this your way of not answering my question?”

“Forget the history professor for a minute. The paper was written by an undergraduate student: Ciara Amber Sullivan di Helstrom.”

“A transformed?” Sugar frowned. “Wait, I know that name.”

“Evilyn Hellstorm’s girlfriend,” Demona said. She turned her screen toward Sugar. The screen showed an image of a grinning redhead coed with perfect teeth. “We haven’t been able to locate either of them until now. Turns out Ciara has been a few miles away at Ithaca College being a mathematical genius.”

Sugar laughed. “No, that’s not… Demona, she’s a Cheerleader Whore.”

“Brain fried from Titty Grow, yeah, I remember,” Demona said. “Well, she’s being called the next Stephen Hawking.”

Sugar stared at the screen. “What does it mean?”

Demona shook her head. “I’m not sure yet, Red. I got a single data point.” She turned the screen back around. “And, no, I don’t know anything about the history professor.” She glanced past the screen. “And, yes, you do look hot, which was the only reason you came down here.”

Sugar smiled. “Am I that transparent?”

“As plastic wrap. Now, go have fun with Lisa and Mikaela. I’ll have my strap-on lubed up when you get back.” She began to grumble. “You come down here in that latex cocktail dress, all boobs and ass and legs, distracting me. Shoo. Out of my lab, you siren.”

Sugar burst out laughing.

***

By the time Adam made it back to his dorm, he had mastered the ability to block out the constant roar of other people’s thoughts. As he climbed the stairs, he wondered how many other abilities he was going to discover?

Pike, whoever he was, hadn’t made any more appearances. Adam wished he would, he seemed to know a lot more about what was going on than Adam.

He tried not to make eye contact with his suitemates as he walked into the common area.

When he opened the door to the room he shared with Lewis, he almost screamed: something flew at his face.

He caught it in mid-air. It was a brown sock. His brown sock.

Crumb smiled at him, only her face showing from under the covers on his bed. “Put it on the doorknob.”

Adam stared at the sock. “What? Why?”

“He knows not to come in when there’s a sock on the doorknob,” Crumb said.

“Lewis? Why wouldn’t you want…”

She flung back the covers, exposing her naked body. “Kansas? You are so slow.”

Adam sighed. “Crumb…”

“Adam, I want you. I had a hell of a morning, and I have a lot to tell you. But, my body is completely driving my brain right now. If you care about me? Put the sock on the door, close it, get naked, and make love to me.” She spread her legs. She took two fingers and massaged the piercing over her clit. “Please? I don’t want to beg. But…”

“I don’t want to make Lewis mad,” Adam said.

“Adam, this was his idea. He wanted us to have an open relationship. If he changes his mind? I’ll be totally fine with it.” She slid the two fingers down and penetrated herself. “I really need this. I think you do too.”

Adam put the sock over the doorknob and shut the door.

Crumb smiled as Adam took off his shoes.

He started to pull off his t-shirt.

“Slow, Kansas. Mama wants a show.”

Adam laughed. “Stop making this weird.”

“Oh, it is not weird. Not yet.”

He took off his t-shirt slowly.

She raised an eyebrow. “What do you do? CrossFit? Free weights?”

“It’s called growing up on a farm, Crumb.”

“Pants,” Crumb giggled. “Slow.”

“I feel like I’m being objectified.”

“You are. Now turn around and strip.”

Adam sighed. “Why do you want me to turn around?”

“Honestly, boys are clueless. If female strippers were as inept as you guys? They wouldn’t make jack shit.”

He slid his pants down while facing away from her.

Crumb whistled.

He turned around with his hands in front of his crotch. His face was red.

“Look, Kansas? I don’t care if it’s small…”

“That’s not the problem.”

“Then what is the problem?”

He pulled his hands away.

Crumb’s eyes went wide. “Holy fuck! How the hell have you been hiding that?”

Adam blushed more.

Crumb jumped out of bed and ran her finger down his abs to the top of his boxers. “That is a very sizable bulge there, Mr. Price. I mean it’s not Warren Carson…”

“Gee, thanks.” He refused to look her in the eye.

She reached up and touched his chin. “Do you think I’m a slut?”

“What?! No!”

“I know most girls don’t…”

He put his hands on her waist. “Rachel Schwartz, you are the most interesting woman I’ve ever met. Liking sex doesn’t make you a slut, it makes you human.”

She smiled at him. “Well, damn, Kansas…”

He picked her up and kissed her.

Crumb wrapped her arms and legs around him, and he laid her gently back on the bed.

He kissed his way down her neck and then took each nipple in his mouth, first the left and then the right.

Crumb bit her lower lip and ran her hands through his short hair as he kissed his way lower.

She giggled as he tongued her navel before sliding lower.

Crumb gasped as he kissed her piercing and tugged it with his lips.

He began to lightly lick her clit with the tip of his tongue, flicking left and right over and over again.

“Oh! Oh, wow!” She said as she closed her thighs around his head.

He raised up, lifting her hips as he did, pressing her down into the bed as his tongue continued going left and right, left and right.

His fingers moved along her inner thigh, and then he pushed his middle and index finger into her pussy.

Crumb screamed and came.

Then his face was wet as warm liquid squirted out of her.

“Oh, God!” She screamed. “I am sorry, I am so sorry!”

He pulled his soaked face away from her pussy and smiled.

“Did I pee?”

He dropped on top of her, pushing her down to the sheets. Then he kissed her hard.

He felt her fingers in the waistband of his shorts, and he helped her push them off his hips.

Her hand closed on his shaft.

She maneuvered it to her pussy.

“Wait. Do we need a condom?” Adam asked.

“I don’t have any, and Lewis’s won’t fit you.” She shrugged. “Don’t tell him I said that.”

“Yeah, but…”

Crumb touched his face. “I… something changed this morning. I… I don’t think we need one.” She kissed him and whined as she struggled to get him inside her.

Adam pressed her back against the bed and shifted his hips, feeling her open for him.

Her eyes snapped open, but he didn’t stop kissing her as he slid inside.

She pulled free of his kiss. “Go slow! It really hurts if you hit the end…”

“I know, Crumb. I’ll be careful.”

“Of course you know. Not your first rodeo, huh, cowboy?”

“Not hardly.”

She giggled. “I really like… oh, God, that’s good… I really like you, Adam. Please don’t think you’re just a random guy I want to hook up… Jesus! Are you still going in?”

He put a finger on her red lips. “I really like you too, but, darlin’, you talk way too much.”

“It’s when I get nervous. I just talk and I don’t stop…”

He kissed her again, and she moaned in his mouth.

She had her eyes closed, smiling, when he broke the kiss.

She opened her eyes. “Far as you can go?”

He raised himself up on his hands and looked down.

Crumb craned her neck. She stared for a moment. Then she shook her head. “That’s not possible.”

Adam’s cock was completely inside her.

“You’re at least ten inches…”

“I know.”

“But, I can’t take one that big, not all the way.”

He caressed her cheek. 

“What did they do to me, Adam?”

He frowned. “What do you mean?” He shifted his weight.

Crumb gasped. “Never mind… we’ll talk later. Just…”

He began to move, slowly, picking up his tempo only when Crumb wrapped her legs around his waist and raked her fingernails across his back.

***

A male student on a bicycle turned his head to look at a woman at the wrong time and crashed headlong into a trashcan, throwing him over the handlebars and causing him to land chest first on a lush, Ithaca College lawn.

Two seconds later, a girl punched her boyfriend in the arm when she caught him looking at the woman who had just passed them.

A girl sitting on a green, wrought iron bench cocked her head sideways and tried to figure out how the woman could be so tall, curvy, and beautiful and still be real.

Sugar Tits felt the eyes on her as she walked through campus, realized the carnage she left in her wake. She absorbed the thoughts of those around her, let their lust, their confusion, fill her.

She wasn’t vain - being conscious of the effect she had wasn’t vanity. She felt no more vanity than a lioness passing by a herd of antelope, or a great white shark cruising past a school of tuna. Being confident was not vanity.

There would come a time when the world would be completely transformed, when Sugar would still be regarded as beautiful, but not a hazard to traffic. However, for now, the towering woman in the curve-revealing, white latex cocktail dress and eight inch heels was a walking advertisement for the Church of Morpheus and Whore Caste.

She pulled out her tablet and rechecked the address she was looking for.

A tall brunette in a tight dress passed her. She was looking Sugar up and down.

Sugar smiled. “Stop.”

The sound of the girl’s heels on the brick paved walkway became silent.

“Turn,” Sugar said. “Now come back and face me.”

The girl walked to her side and turned toward her.

Sugar smiled in the terrified girl’s face. “Don’t be afraid. Relax.”

The tension went out of the brunette’s body. “What’s going…”

“Shh, no talking.”

The girl’s lips moved but no sound came out.

Sugar took her hand. She stared into the brunette’s eyes. “Janice Galloway. Transferred here from Stanford. Twenty years old, single, bi-curious - mmm, that saves me some work.”

Janice’s eyes bulged.

“I said don’t be afraid.”

Janice relaxed again.

Sugar smiled. “Now you know how a beetle feels when a trap door spider pops out, huh?”

The woman swallowed.

“Don’t worry, I’m not going to eat you up - though you do look delicious,” Sugar said. “I just…” She sighed and rolled her eyes. “Damn you, Demona. I can’t have fun anymore because I’m afraid you’ll get mad.”

The girl looked confused.

Sugar shook her head and touched Janice’s face. “How would you like to live forever? And, I do mean forever. You’ll never grow old, never get sick. You’ll feel pleasure beyond anything you can imagine. And, those things you feel guilty about? All the mean things, the cruel things you sometimes do? You’ll never do them again. Those things come from insecurity, you know? You’re not a mean person, Janice. You’re just insecure. Well, that’s going to go away. Everyone will love you, and you’ll love everybody in a perfect world. Would you like that?”

Tears began to stream down her cheeks. Her lips moved, but still no sound came out.

Sugar laughed gently. “Sorry. You can speak.”

“Yes. Yes, I would like that… how did you know all those things about me?”

“I’m a telepath. We’re called perverters, White Witches. I can see through to your very soul, Janice.”

The brunette embraced her and cried on her shoulder.

Sugar held her. “There now. It’s alright.”

“Thank you,” Janice whispered.

“Forget your next class. Take an Uber to Stallion’s Adult Video, it’s just outside town. When you get there, you’ll see a beautiful woman who looks like a robot. Tell her Sugar sent you to see Demona. They’ll take care of you.”

Janice smiled and nodded before walking away with a smile on her face.

Sugar watched her go. “There, my good deed for the day.” She looked at her tablet again. The freshmen dormitory she was looking for was just ahead.

***

Adam and Crumb lay facing each other on his bed.

She ran her fingers over his back. “I’m sorry I scratched you.”

He laughed. “I’ll survive.”

Crumb snuggled against him. “I should have been afraid this morning, but I wasn’t. I was just turned on.”

She had told Adam everything about the orgy, including her ‘dream’ in which a seemingly older version of Adam had saved her from becoming a ‘girlfriend experience whore’, whatever that was.

Adam had remained silent during Crumb’s story. Time travel. It couldn’t be a coincidence, his becoming ‘unstuck’ in time and Crumb’s story of an older version of Adam coming to her rescue.

Adam felt like he was in shock. He was a farm boy from Kansas. Conspiracy theorists like Lewis might be able to accept time travel and vast, multinational sex rings bent on world domination, but Adam was not.

Still, seeing, and especially experiencing, were believing.

“You’re an amazing lover,” Crumb said. She smiled.

“Not so bad yourself, baby.”

She stared at his lips.

He laughed. “Guess that’s sexist, huh?”

She shook her head. “No, I like it when you call me baby.”

***

Sugar walked into a girls’ suite on the third floor of McCloskey Dormitory. The tablet directed her to room 314.

A mousey woman with thick glasses came out of one of the other rooms. “May I help you?”

“I’m looking for room 314.”

The woman looked her up and down. “You’re a little old for a freshman. I’m the RA. What business do you have here?”

Sugar grinned. “Old, am I? Elizabeth, go back to your room and finish reading your trashy romance novel. Then, go take a shower and wash that stringy hair - girls in romance novels always have clean hair. And, by the way, that rash? It isn’t normal. Go to student health and let someone look at it.”

Elizabeth the RA stared at her in terror. Then she turned around and ran back to her room.

“Call me old? I don’t look a day over twenty-nine,” Sugar grumbled as she knocked on the door to 314.

“Come in,” a woman said.

Sugar opened the door. 

Mary Albright, the Botany student who had escaped from Dr. Thompson’s surgery with the help of Candy Kisses stood naked in the dorm room. She had a paint palette and a brush in her hand.

Another girl, this one a blonde, was on her knees on the bed, her head pressed into her pillow, her hands holding the cheeks of her ass apart.

Mary was carefully painting the girl’s anus in shades of yellow.

Mary looked at Sugar and smiled. “I was inspired by Georgia O’Keefe. Her sunflowers look like an anus, I think.”

Sugar closed the door behind her.

Both Mary and the blonde girl had paintings of different plants and flowers adorning their bodies.

The long graceful painted stalk of a lily stretched from Mary’s right ankle and up her leg to end in the flower between her navel and pubis. The flower pointed toward her clit and a fine dusting of pollen seemed to be drifting toward her pussy.

Mary smiled. “I use vegetable dye.” She pointed to the blonde and then behind her.

A young man was lying flat of his back on the other bed. A vine was painted twisting and curling all around his legs and torso. His thick cock stood straight up, and it was also painted to resemble a thick, green vine.

A puddle of cum puddled on his flat abs.

Sugar just stared from left to right, trying to take in the entire scene. “That’s very… creative.”

Mary beamed. “Thank you! When I woke up this morning, I was inspired. I had this beautiful, erotic dream last night. All about the beauty of uninhibited sex and… botany.”

Sugar tried not to laugh as she walked over to the smiling coed.

“I just had to tell my new roommate all about it. She was resistant, at first, but then she really got into it - she even called her boyfriend over, and we’ve had the most amazing day! I think I may have discovered a new sexual philosophy based on the connection between humans and plants.”

Sugar put her arm around Mary and breathed deep - pheromones. The air was thick with Mary’s scent. The procedure at the brothel surgery, although not complete, had caused her to begin generating pheromones.

The blonde moaned. “It’s so… beautiful,” she murmured.

The girl and her boyfriend had been dosed, but by this time the pheromones were wearing off. They were simply in a sex-fueled fog at this stage.

Sugar caressed the blonde’s buttocks, and she cooed.

“A white hibiscus, that’s what I’d paint you as,” Mary said as she reached up and caressed Sugar’s cheek.

“Oh! You are so sweet, and high as fuck,” she whispered and kissed the top of Mary’s head. Sugar pulled out her cellphone. “Ray? I need you to bring the van and pick up the occupants of McClosky Dormitory, 314. Tell Demona she has to figure this one out - I think we might have a new kind of specialty whore. One more thing? Pick up the RA as well. Tell Demona I was mean to her so she should be kind.”

***

Adam stood in the dorm shower and let the water cascade over him. He was trying to make sense out of all of this. There seemed little doubt that Dr. Lorraine Love was part of this Church of Morpheus cult as were a large number of Ithaca College students. 

They had done something to Crumb. She had always been a free-spirit and open in her sexuality, but she had confided that, since this morning, she felt out of control. She had fallen asleep after their pillow talk, satiated for the first time today.

And, if Lorraine Love was an agent of the Church, then what was Dr. Eric Morrison? What had he done to Adam? His libido wasn’t out of control.

His mind on the other hand…

He also felt stronger. He looked at his arms as he ran the soap over his body. They felt bigger, as if he had been working out. Even Crumb had noticed it.

He rinsed off and stepped out of the shower, drying off on his towel.

Crumb walked into the suite bathroom, naked. “Can I use your towel? I want to get a shower. Mine’s still wet from before.”

Adam laughed. “Crumb, you can’t walk around a boys’ suite naked.”

“Oh… yeah… I think I’m still a little dazed.”

He handed her the towel and pulled on his shorts.

He stepped into the hallway to find the RA, Kyle waiting on him. “Hi, Kyle.”

“Hey, Adam, listen, do you think you could get your girlfriend to wear clothes when she’s in the common area?” Kyle asked.

“Uh, she’s not my girlfriend.”

“Yeah, don’t care. I mean, this is college and everything, so we expect people are going to have sex in the dorm rooms, but people walking around naked is a distraction, and, if it continues? We’ll have to ask her to leave. Also, she really shouldn’t be showering here because this is a men’s’ suite.”

Adam didn’t think about what came next. It just happened naturally. He opened his mind and looked into Kyle’s. Then he smiled. “So, someone complained about Crumb?”

“Yes,” Kyle said.

“Specifically, you’re the one complaining about Crumb?”

Kyle stared at him.

“Nobody else complained about Crumb except you, correct?”

“Well, yeah…”

“Kyle, this isn’t going to make you feel better. Trying to make Crumb leave because you’re afraid to talk to women isn’t an answer to your problem.” Kyle’s mind, and, with it, his issues were an open book to Adam. The question was: could Adam make changes? 

Kyle looked drowsy. “It… isn’t?”

He put a hand on Kyle’s shoulder. “Kyle, what will make you feel better will be to get over your shyness. Face your fear. Talk to a woman, Kyle.”

“Face my fear…”

“That’s right.”

Kyle squeezed his eyes shut. “But… what if the girl rejects me?”

“Be nice, be polite, and try again with someone else. Don’t be creepy.”

“That’s it?”

Adam smiled. “That’s it.” He walked past Kyle to his door. “Oh, and you should encourage the guys to invite their girlfriends to stay over in the suite - way too many guys in here.”

Kyle looked at him and then nodded. “Good idea.”

Adam walked into the room to find Lewis standing and staring at Adam’s bed. The covers were thrown back and the sheets were rumpled.

“So, you two?” Lewis said.

“Hey, listen, Lewis…”

“No, it’s okay. Not my girlfriend, I told you.” He kept looking at the bed. “If I ever do have a relationship with her again? I want it to be an open relationship.”

“You know, I think you should really talk to her…”

“Forget it. Look, I found out a lot about what is going on here today. When Crumb… gets out of the shower? We need to talk.”

***

“The Alpha Omicron Phi House,” Lewis announced.

Adam sat on his bed and Crumb sat on the floor in front of him. They looked at each other. 

“A… sorority house, so?” Crumb asked.

Lewis smiled. “Used to be a sorority house. It was purchased almost a year ago after the sorority was dissolved - all the members of Alpha Omicron Phi, including the house mother, were killed in a boating accident. Want to guess who bought the sorority house?”

“The Church?” Adam asked.

Lewis nodded. “Yeah, through a shell company. Several students live there now - most popular people at Ithaca College. Madison Fuchs, her brother Donny, Jason Moore, Belynda Torres-Moore, Lisa Chase-Moore…”

“Shit,” Adam whispered.

Lewis looked at him. “You know that name?”

Adam nodded. “Lisa Chase-Moore - tall brunette, gorgeous. I… saw her today.”

Lewis nodded. “Wearing white latex, right?”

“How the hell did you know that?” Adam asked.

Lewis laughed and sat down beside Crumb. “Look and learn, kiddies.” He held out his phone. A video was playing, a grainy, dark video from an alley. “This was shot in Havana - all cell phones and recording devices are illegal there, but this guy managed to sneak this footage back to the states.”

A woman was being dragged into the alley by a tall, beautiful blonde in a white latex minidress. The woman in white pushed her against the alley wall. “Shh, don’t fight. It’s better if you don’t fight.” The woman against the wall froze in place as the woman in white latex put her hands on her temples. “Relax. Your life is about to change. We’re going to make you a whore, just like those beautiful girls out there on the street. You’re going to live forever. Isn’t that wonderful?”

“Wonderful,” the woman echoed.

“First we need to get rid of all this clutter in your mind. Religion, free will, so boring. There, that’s all gone. Life is about fucking…”

“Fucking,” the woman echoed with a laugh.

There was a loud noise as something was knocked over near the camera.

The woman in white spun around. “Filming me? I’ll make you regret the day you were born…”

The video ended. 

“Jesus,” Adam whispered.

“They call them perverters or White Witches. They’re mind controllers…”

“But, she didn’t have the creepy eyes like Dr. Love,” Crumb said.

“The White Witches don’t need the hypnotic eyes,” Lewis said. “They use their mental powers to get right inside your head. According to the dark web sources I’ve been looking at? They can erase your entire personality, make a new one. They can turn a prude into a nympho, make you bi, anything they want.”

Adam was silent. Yesterday, he wouldn’t have believed a word of this, but now? He knew instinctively that he could do all those things if he wanted.

And, that terrified him. Helping Kyle overcome his shyness was one thing, but these people were pure evil.

“They treat the people at the old Alpha Omicron Phi house like they’re royalty - they’re a clique just like in high school,” Lewis said.

“Only, instead of just being mean bitches, they’re mind controllers,” Crumb said and shivered.

“You okay?” Adam asked.

Crumb nodded.

“You’ve experienced it firsthand - stupid, by the way,” Lewis said. “You should have listened to Adam and not stayed for the ‘extra credit’.”

“Fuck you. Just because I’m the girl in this little threesome doesn’t mean you two are in charge,” Crumb said.

Adam laughed and shook his head.

“We’re not a threesome, Crumb,” Lewis said.

Crumb licked her lips. “Not yet, but I’m all kinds of perverted now. It’ll take two men to satisfy me.”

“Back to the question of mind control,” Lewis said. “Do you really think you can withstand Dr. Love now?”

Crumb nodded. “Absolutely. After I had my… dream about Adam? After that, when she tried to use her creepy eyes on me, I just found it funny. I think I scared the shit out of her.”

Adam smiled at her. “I really had a beard?”

“Yeah… not like Abraham Lincoln or some shit. Sort of like, I don’t know, Indiana Jones after a few days in the jungle or something. And, you’re a great kisser… hey! It was right after you kissed me in the dream that my head cleared, and I resisted Dr. Love.”

“Of course it was,” Lewis mumbled under his breath.

Adam could feel Lewis’s mood darken. He might try to act like Adam’s relationship with Crumb didn’t bother him, but it did.

“I could fix this,” Adam thought. “All I have to do is reach inside Lewis’s mind and make one little tweak, make him realize how much he loves Crumb…” He squeezed his eyes shut. No! No, that would make him no better than Dr. Love, no better than the white witches.

It was going to be hard to resist making ‘little tweaks’ in people. The minute he started thinking he knew what was best for people he would become a danger to everyone.

***

Air Cuba Flight 608

Somewhere over International Waters

Halfway to JFK

‘Father’ Cain sat in the front row of first class on the Air Cuba flight from Havana to New York. There was a sound-proof partition between first class and coach, aka ‘Orgy Class’, so he couldn’t hear the mad rutting going on a few yards behind him.

The plane was larger than any passenger jet in operation - three decks with a layout roughly copied from an AirBus design, but perfected and built in the new Cuba. It comfortably carried nearly 1500 people.

First class took up one third of the top deck, with the rest of the deck and the second deck reserved for Orgy Class. Shortly after takeoff, an aphrodisiac mist was pumped into Orgy Class and the seats folded down into beds. The travelers in Orgy Class had paid for a Cuba ‘sexcation’ and this would be the last hurrah before they returned to their vanilla lives.

The bottom deck was a sex club and brothel for the more adventurous.

“Deviants,” Cain thought. Not that he was a prude by any means, but Religious Caste were not slaves to their libidos like Whore Caste and Professional Caste. Religious Caste lived to serve the living god and his Church.

Sex was a means of control. This was why the Church tolerated Whore Caste - they were useful to subdue the humans and to keep the Professional Caste in line. Trained dogs of war who performed on command.

“Can I get you anything, Father Cain?” The stewardess asked.

He smiled at the loathsome creature - this one offended him more than most. Her pink latex uniform covered her true uniform of white latex.

“No, thank you, my dear.”

Her nametag read ‘Hannah’. She smiled, her immense breasts threatening to burst through the tight layers of latex. She ran her finger down his thigh. “Nothing at all, Father? Even a priest has needs…”

The businessman beside him moaned as the blonde stewardess, Diana, sucked him off.

Cain looked down at Hannah’s finger. “No… perhaps another time.”

She stood up straight. “As you wish, Father.” She turned and went back to the galley.

Cain gritted his teeth and squeezed his fists. His nails dug into his palms till he bled.

***

Hannah kept her practiced smile on her face till she was behind the galley curtain. Her face became stoic, and she brushed her black hair away from her eyes.

She breathed in and exhaled slowly, pursing her red lips.

Then her eyes rolled back in her head.

She left the plane, her mind soaring across the water even as her body stood motionless in the galley.

Hannah felt the sensation of wind blowing across her face, heard the waves below her, the gossamer touch of clouds, and then she saw the New York skyline.

The vision changed.

She wasn’t flying. She stood in her white latex dress in a room of solid white.

Hannah wasn’t alone in the room.

The other woman was taller than she, her muscular back was turned to Hannah, her snow white hair in a ponytail down her back.

“Mistress,” Hannah said.

Mistress Maria Anastasia Marapova di Morpheus looked over her shoulder at Hannah. “Report.”

“There is a priest on my flight.”

“His destination?”

“His itinerary shows his final destination as being Concord, New Hampshire.”

Maria turned toward her. “By way of JFK? If I were malevolent, or, at least more malevolent than I feel today? I might punish him for setting foot in New York after my edict; however, I suppose I must make exceptions for travelers. Morpheus knows I’ve made enough exceptions.”

Hannah nodded.

Maria smiled and cocked her head to the side. “Something troubling you?”

“He… doesn’t act like a priest.”

Maria frowned. “How so?”

“He seems very angry. Hostile. More like a…”

“Bishop?” Maria said.

“Yes. But, his eyes are normal.”

Maria turned away. “There are ways they can camouflage themselves. Still, so long as he is traveling on to New Hampshire, I will allow it.”

“Doesn’t it bother you?” Hannah asked.

“What do you mean?”

“Doesn’t it bother you that a Bishop feels the need to disguise himself on an Air Cuba flight?”

Maria stood silently for a moment. “Yes, actually. It does.”

***

Lewis Cho sat in his desk chair with his feet up on the windowsill, his binoculars held to his eyes.

Adam sat on his bed and looked through his chemistry textbook. It was his first class tomorrow, and he dreaded it. Chemistry had always been his weakest science class. He was better with Physics, even Biology.

He opened to the first page, a description of atoms, molecules, and… well, he knew all this. He went to the second page. The third. The fourth. Acids, bases… Oh, yeah, he remembered… The tenth page. The twentieth. The sixty-second page, and, oh, this was interesting - chemical formulas. He had never understood them before - why not? It was simple.

“Jesus, what the fuck are you doing?” Crumb asked. She was standing over him and staring down.

“Huh? Studying.”

“Studying?! You’re flipping pages faster than you can possibly read them.”

“No, I’m not,” Adam laughed. “I’ve read each page.”

“Adam, you’re almost at the end of the book.”

“So?”

“You’ve been flipping pages for about a minute and a half.”

“No! It’s been…” He looked at his alarm clock. “But, that can’t be. I’ve been reading for hours.” He shook his head. “I know because I found mistakes. See?” He turned to a page three-quarters of the way through. “This is an equation to produce a polymer, but they’ve missed an opportunity to introduce a lattice in the molecular structure that would make it much stronger and more durable. See?”

Crumb looked at him with her mouth open. “Oh, yeah, that’s perfectly obvious, Brainiac.”

Adam stared at the book. “I don’t… understand.”

“No, clearly, you do understand,” Crumb laughed.

Somehow, he had taught himself Chemistry in a few minutes. A feat his high school teacher had never been able to accomplish.

“Fuck!” Lewis said as he sat bolt upright in his seat. “Holy fuck!”

“What?” Crumb asked.

“It’s happening!”

“What’s happening?” Adam said as he climbed off his bed.

Lewis held out the binoculars.

Adam looked through them.

Three women in white were entering the dormitory across the quad. The one in the lead disappeared through the dormitory entrance before he could see her clearly, but he got a good look at the other two goddesses. One of them was Lisa Chase-Moore, the other woman was a tall African American woman with the sides of her hair shaved.

“The black woman is Mikaela Quinn - she has some kind of big internship in Manhattan. But, when she’s in town, she stays in the Alpha Omicron Phi house,” Lewis said. “Not sure who the redheaded bombshell was.”

“God, look at those bodies,” Crumb said. “Fuck, I should have just let them send me to Havana. I would kill to look like that.”

“No, you wouldn’t,” Adam said.

“Yeah, there’s nothing wrong with you, Crumb. You’re perfect.” Lewis added quietly. “Give me back my binoculars. I need to film this.”

Adam handed him the binoculars and then looked from Lewis to Crumb. Then he winked at Crumb.

She smiled at Adam and mouthed the word: soulmates.

***

“Boys first or girls first?” Sugar asked as they climbed the dorm stairs.

“Girls, I think,” Lisa said.

“Actually, I was thinking we could get the girls started, and then bring the boys up to join the party?” Mikaela said.

“I like the way you think,” Sugar laughed.

“Sugar, have you known any male perverters?” Lisa asked.

“Male perverters? A male White Witch?” Sugar asked. “No, there aren’t any.”

“But some Whore Masters have mental powers, right?”

“A few, but none are very strong. The strongest I know of are Alex Kincaid and Willy Wanker. Poor Ray has almost none. None of them are as powerful as us.”

Lisa started laughing. “Did you say, Willy Wanker?”

Sugar nodded. “His coven of two is in Havana. A nice guy with a very unfortunate name.”

“So, there are no men who could get inside our heads, right?” Lisa asked. “I mean, other than a Church Bishop?”

“Well, your mate, Jason…”

“No, Jason’s power is… different. It’s more… chemical than psychic.”

Sugar stopped on the steps and turned around. “What aren’t you telling me?”

Lisa and Mikaela looked at each other. 

Lisa sighed. “Somebody, a man, was in my head earlier as I was walking across campus.”

“That’s not possible,” Sugar said.

“I felt him, just like when we link together with the other White Witches in the white room. I tried to make contact, but, when I did? He broke the connection and blended into the crowd.”

“You think he was following you?” Sugar asked.

Lisa nodded. “I’m sure he was.”

“Does this have anything to do with what happened to Candy Kisses?” Mikaela asked.

“How do you know about that?” Sugar asked.

“Small town. People talk.”

Sugar shook her head. “We don’t know anything about the person who ‘broke’ Candy Kisses, only that he’s a freshman named Adam something or other.” What was going on? First this Adam shows up and undoes a Street Whore’s programming and now a man was invading the mind of a White Witch?

It had to be the same man.

***

“Which floor did they go to?” Adam asked as he stood beside Lewis and peered through the window at the dormitory across the quad.

“I don’t know. I lost them when they entered the stairwell.”

“We have to do something,” Adam said.

“Like what?” Crumb asked as she walked up beside him.

“I don’t know… warn them?”

Lewis shook his head. “What are you going to do? Run over there and tell them to evacuate because three beautiful women in white latex are there to turn them into sex zombies?”

“You’re sure the cops are in on it?” Adam asked.

“Yes, for the last time: they are part of this,” Lewis said. “You call the cops, and they’ll lock you up. The best way we can help the people in that dorm is to record what’s happening and get the word out. That’s what journalists do.”

Crumb pointed out the window. “I see them! Top floor, middle suite - there’s a bedroom door open. I can see through into the suite.”

“Holy shit!” Lewis said. “I need to grab another memory card. Hold this.”

Adam took the binoculars from Lewis and held them to his eyes.

The front door of the suite was open, and the three White Witches stood just inside.

He stopped breathing. 

He could see Mikaela Quinn and Lisa Chase-Moore standing behind a tall redhead.

The redhead was quite simply the most beautiful woman he had ever seen.

***

Sugar smiled. This was always her favorite part: the look of confusion on the faces of those about to be transformed. They were trapped, it was far too late to run. Already the combined pheromones of three White Witches was affecting the women in the dorm.

The victims were growing aroused, though most had no idea why. The few girls in the suite who were either bi or lesbian were completely enthralled, the straight girls would follow soon enough.

“On your knees,” Sugar said sweetly.

Counting the RA, there were eleven women in the suite.

Seven of them, including the RA dropped to their knees immediately. These would be the Street Whores, the Cheerleader Whores, the Sexretaries, and any of a dozen other submissive classes. Some might even be separated out for Professional Caste if they had something to contribute.

Sugar smiled at the four who fought the command to kneel. These were the dominants, perhaps Dominatrix Whores.

Maybe a White Witch or two.

Lisa and Mikaela knelt and began whispering to those on the floor.

The moaning began from the floor as inhibitions were removed and the women began to masturbate.

Sugar scanned the minds of the women who still stood. Here was a girl with blonde hair who wanted to be a doctor, and she would be as a member of Professional Caste. There, a brunette who fantasized about dominating her boyfriend, a Dominatrix Whore in the making.

Of the four, only one was still trying to decide whether to fight or flee. She was tall, well over six feet and muscular, her skin a deep caramel color, her hair long and silky black. 

“Pania Apatari,” Sugar said.

The woman took a step back. “How do you know my name?”

“I’m in your head, Pania. So far from New Zealand, aren’t you?”

Pania glanced down.

Lisa was maneuvering two of the moaning coeds into a sixty-nine.

“Jesus, what the fuck did you do to them?” Pania asked.

“Oh, they’re in excruciating pain, can’t you tell?” Sugar laughed as she stepped toward her.

“Stay back! I will seriously fuck you up, freak.”

Sugar looked at the woman’s muscles. “I don’t doubt it. Do you have any idea how beautiful you are? And, smart? You’re exceptional, Pania.”

“Yeah? Well, yay for me. Now step fucking back!”

Sugar gave no ground. “Did you ever wonder if there was more?”

“What?!” Pania was clenching her fists.

“Eighty years, if you’re lucky. Ninety if you win the life lottery - that’s how long you’ll have. For twenty years of that, you’re too young to appreciate it. Your life begins and suddenly you’re thirty, then forty, then fifty. Then things start going wrong, you start to break down. You finally understand that you have to enjoy every single day, appreciate every single moment, but you’re tired now. Everything becomes a struggle as you trudge toward… nothing.”

“That’s a real life philosophy you got there, now what the fuck are you doing to them?” She pointed at the coeds who were now tasting each other, most for the first time.

“We’re freeing them from all that nothingness,” Sugar said. 

Pania was fast. If Sugar hadn’t been deep inside her mind, she might not have seen the blow coming.

Pania’s left fist darted out, aiming straight for Sugar’s mouth.

Sugar sidestepped and caught Pania’s fist in her right hand. She held it tight. “They call us perverters, White Witches.”

Pania tried to yank back her fist. She panicked when she found it was stuck fast in Sugar’s grasp. She threw a right.

Sugar caught it in her left. “Most people think we are just about corrupting humans, but it’s more than that. We’re protectors, warriors. Along with the Whore Masters, we defend Whore Caste. I think you’re a warrior, Pania Apatari.”

Pania struggled to free her fists.

Sugar smiled and looked down at Pania’s legs. “Might try a kick?”

Pania’s eyes flashed with anger, and she leaned back. Using her trapped fists as leverage, she raised her legs and kicked toward Sugar’s midsection.

Sugar shimmied to the right and Pania missed completely.

Her momentum carried her legs past Sugar.

Sugar twisted, let go of Pania’s fists and locked her in a full nelson. “That was a beautiful dance move. We should do that again, naked.”

“Let go of me,” Pania grunted, but Sugar held her tight.

Sugar whispered in her ear. “I know this is turning you on. I like girls too.”

“Fuck you!”

Sugar kissed her neck. “We’re offering you eternal life, eternal beauty. Can you feel how strong I am? You can be just as strong.”

“You’re insane!”

“Let me show you,” Sugar whispered. Then she let go with her right arm.

Pania almost struggled free.

Sugar touched her temple with her free hand.

Pania froze.

Sugar pushed her thoughts into Pania’s head. In a few seconds, Sugar explained everything about being transformed, about the Church, about Morpheus.

About saving the world.

Pania stopped struggling.

Sugar released her grip and then held the woman in her arms.

“It’s true? All of it?”

Sugar nodded as she turned Pania around to face her. “We don’t give many people choices. But, you get to choose whether you want to be a White Witch, or one of them.” She nodded toward the floor.

The women were all naked now, tangled together in sapphic embraces.

“There is something to be said for being a Street Whore. There’s a beautiful simplicity in it. They are pure love. There’s no shame in choosing to become one of them. But, they need to be protected. The world needs as many of us as possible. What do you want to be, Pania?”

“You looked into my mind. I could feel you inside me.”

Sugar smiled and nodded.

“But, I was inside you as well. I could hear your thoughts.” Pania took a deep breath. “I want to be like you.”

She wrapped her arms around Sugar’s neck.

Sugar kissed her deep.

***

“Fuck,” Lewis whispered. “How do they go from fighting to making out like that?” He was leaning forward with his binoculars over his eyes, as if he was trying to zoom in more by getting closer.

Adam watched as the redhead continued to kiss the tall girl.

Crumb was standing beside him in a t-shirt and loose shorts. He could hear her breathing heavy.

She had her right hand inside her shorts, rubbing furiously.

Crumb looked at him with an expression somewhere between lust and misery. “I can’t stop myself,” she thought.

Adam read her mind as clearly as if she had said the words out loud - beyond that, he could feel what she felt. Crumb’s desire was a fever inside her body.

He said nothing, simply sliding his right hand under her waistband and replacing her fingers with his own. He gently squeezed her clit piercing between his index and middle fingers.

Her shorts were completely soaked.

She moaned gently and leaned her head on his chest as he fingered her.

They had done something to her, Dr. Love and the two Whore Caste. Something terrifying and wonderful.

He felt Crumb stiffen in his embrace, her legs shaking. She buried her face in his chest and whined.

He held her tight until her tremors stopped.

She leaned her head back and looked up at him. “I’m still turned on,” she thought. 

“It’s going to be okay,” he whispered.

She looked startled. “Did you just…?” She whispered.

He nodded toward Lewis who was still engrossed in the dormitory across the quad, and then mouthed the words, “Don’t say anything.”

She pulled away gently.

“Jesus,” Lewis said. “What the fuck are they doing now?”

***

Sugar smiled at the line of women who now knelt on the common area floor, their faces to the carpet and their buttocks high. She picked up a small aluminum suitcase and laid it on the room’s small coffee table.

“I was meaning to ask you what that was?” Lisa asked.

The three White Witches wore nothing but their stiletto boots and the latex chokers with their silver pentagrams.

Sugar opened the case.

Inside were three strapons. The harnesses were made of white latex, and the 16 inch long attached dildos were rainbow colored.

“Courtesy of Dr. Demona,” Sugar said with a smile.

Mikaela picked up one of the strapons. “Looks like fun, but I was expecting a transformation kit.”

“That’s precisely what it is,” Sugar said. She stepped into one of the harnesses and slid it up her long, muscular legs. The dildo base came into contact with her clit.

The dildo lit up.

Lisa laughed. “Oh, that is tacky as fuck!”

Sugar moaned gently. “It’s… some sort of… nano-latex… fuck…”

Lisa leaned down. “Shit, is it attaching to your clit?!”

“Yes!” Sugar groaned. “And… part of it is expanding into my…”

“Christ, Mikaela! This thing is growing!” Lisa said.

Mikaela knelt down beside her. “How far…?”

“It’s anchoring itself… inside my pussy… about ten inches deep.” Sugar shivered. “Closest to being a futanari we’ll ever be, girls.”

Mikaela and Lisa quickly grabbed up the other two strapons and pulled them on.

Soon, they were moaning as the rubber flowed into their pussies. 

“It’s like my clit is sixteen inches long!” Mikaela laughed.

Lisa laughed and stroked the glowing dildo. “I can actually feel this!”

“It’s feeding electrical impulses to our clits,” Sugar said. “Just, be careful stroking it.” To illustrate, she took hold of the shaft near the sculpted head and slid her hand back.

A ring of tiny needles emerged from the head along with a long, thin tube that extended from the fake urethra.

“It’s a sterilizer?” Lisa asked.

Sugar smiled. “More than that. It also injects nano-machines that automatically freeze one ovary and convert the other into a hormone factory. It delivers the first dose of transforming ambrosia as well.”

“Mmm, much more fun than the old way,” Mikaela purred.

“Some things it can’t do, however. Titty Grow still has to be administered in the lab. Still, what a time saver!” Sugar laughed. She knelt behind Pania. “You first, darling.”

Pania spread her legs and arched her back more.

Sugar stroked her back as she knelt behind her. She pressed the rubber phallus against Pania’s cherry colored pussy lips.

The woman shivered and pushed back, taking the head inside her.

“That’s right, my love. Just like that. I’m going to give you more cock than you ever dreamed of,” Sugar said. The dildo slid slowly inside Pania.

The dildo stopped sliding in. “Little pinch, darling,” Sugar whispered. She grasped the rubber cock where it emerged from Pania’s dark lips. Then she pulled her hand back along the shaft.

Pania hissed through her clenched teeth. “What… are you doing to me?!”

“Shh. Almost over. It’s injecting special chemicals into your cervix, causing it to dilate… permanently. Your uterus is lengthening. A kind of polymer is flowing into it, coating the inside and sealing off your fallopian tubes. You never have to worry about getting pregnant, and no more periods either.”

Pania whined. “You didn’t tell me…”

“I know. But, it’s necessary. Trust me.”

Pania moaned suddenly. “God… Oh, God!”

The dildo began to slide deeper as Sugar laughed. “It’s fast, isn’t it? Can you believe how deep I’m going?”

“Not… possible. I can feel it…”

Sugar stroked her back and soothed her as, the anatomical changes in her pussy and uterus complete, the dildo slid in to its full sixteen inch length.

“What is…?” Pania began. Then she screamed in orgasm.

Sugar continued to stroke her back. “Two new clits just formed. One so deep inside you that only a transformed man’s cock can touch it,” Sugar whispered. Then she lightly tickled the girl’s anus. “And, one where you never imagined having one…”

Pania screamed again and orgasmed, squirting her juices around the invading dildo and onto the carpet beneath.

Sugar soothed the future White Witch. Pania started to moan, and Sugar began to slowly fuck her.

Beside them, Mikaela and Lisa began transforming her suite mates.

***

“That’s not possible,” Lewis whispered.

“Let me see!” Crumb said.

He handed her the binoculars.

“What’s happening?” Adam asked.

“Those huge dildos? The girls are taking them all the way,” Crumb said. She wasn’t even trying to hide the fact she couldn’t stop fingering herself.

Adam shook his head. “God… wouldn’t that hurt?”

“Yeah, don’t act like you don’t know what it’s like to bonk a chick’s cervix, Johnny Holmes,” Crumb giggled.

Lewis frowned and looked from Crumb to Adam.

Adam turned red and looked away.

“Oh, I see,” Lewis mumbled.

“Yeah, he’s huge,” Crumb said off hand. “Okay, so something in those rainbow dongs is doing this.” She handed the binoculars to Adam. “Do you think they used one of those things on me?”

Adam looked through the binoculars. “I don’t know. Maybe?”

The redhead stood naked in the window, looking directly at him. She turned her head sideways. Then she smiled.

The hair on the back of Adam’s neck stood up.

“Is she looking at us?” Crumb asked.

“No,” Adam said. “She can’t see us. Our room is dark. We can see her because the lights are on in that bedroom.” Still, she stared directly into his eyes. “She can’t see us, but she knows we’re here. She can sense us.”

The redhead licked her lips.

Adam was entranced. “She’s… beautiful.”

“It’s not polite to spy on naked girls,” Lewis said. His voice was an octave higher.

Adam lowered his binoculars. He and Crumb stared at Lewis.

“Lewis… Cho,” Lewis said. “This body belongs to Lewis Cho. And, the beautiful little imp is Rachel Schwartz, but he calls her Crumb.”

“Oh… fuck,” Crumb said.

“Lewis, she’s in your head! Fight her!” Adam said.

“Adam Price… oh, the Adam Price who nutted in Candy Kisses’ mouth and gave her a conscience. We’ve been looking for you,” Lewis said.

Adam grabbed Lewis’s shoulder. “Damn it, Lewis! Fight!”

Lewis jumped as if he had been electrocuted. “What the fuck?!”

***

Sugar was knocked back three feet, and she fell onto one of the two small twin beds. Her head felt like she had slammed it into a brick wall. “Oh… my goodness,” she said and began to laugh. “What on earth are you, Adam Price?”

Sugar rubbed her eyes as she got to her feet. She walked to the bedroom window and closed the blinds.

***

“I don’t remember any of it,” Lewis said. “I completely blacked out.”

“Even your voice was different,” Crumb said as she stroked his hair.

He was sitting on his bed staring blankly at the window.

Adam scanned the dorm across the quad with the binoculars. “They’ve closed all the blinds.”

“Doesn’t matter. We have all the evidence we need. We’ll put the video on the dark web. This time tomorrow? It’ll be on CNN. We’re going to break the story of the century!” Lewis said as he regained his composure.

“Hey, in case you missed it? She knows who we are!” Adam said. “What’s to stop her and the other two from coming over here and putting a mind whammy on us?”

“You,” Crumb said.

“Me?” Adam asked.

“She possessed Lewis - not you, not me. Lewis. What was that she said about Candy Kisses? She said you jizzed in her mouth and gave her a conscience. This morning, Dr. Love hit me with her hypno eyes and took control of me. Then I dreamed about Adam kissing me, and suddenly, Dr. Love couldn’t mind whammy me anymore. It’s you, Adam,” Crumb said.

Adam turned away. “We don’t know that.”

“You can read my mind,” Crumb said.

“Wait, what?!” Lewis said. He stood up. “You can read minds?” 

“Thanks a lot, Crumb,” Adam said.

“How long have you been able to read minds?” Lewis asked.

“Since this morning. Something happened to me in History class…”

***

It had taken considerably less convincing by Sugar, Lisa, and Mikaela to get the boys on the floor below to join the festivities in the girls’ suites - men were, in fact, quite easy to pervert.

The top floor of the dormitory was now an open orgy. The boys had all had their first doses of Cock Grow and the girls on the top floor were thankful.

“Ray and Rita will bring two vans from Stallion’s at first light and take our new converts to Demona to finish their treatments,” Sugar said. She was sitting on the couch in the first suite they had conquered.

Pania was lying with her head on Sugar’s lap as a man with a newly created nine inch and growing cock fucked her missionary style. Sugar stroked her hair as the boy sweated above her.

Lisa lounged beside Sugar on the arm of the couch. “What are we going to do about the three across the quad?”

“Nothing, for now,” Sugar said. 

“Is that wise?” Mikaela asked. She was standing in front of the couch with her long legs spread. A male and a female student were both crouched between her thighs eating her pussy. She rubbed their hair idly as they worked. “They might run.”

“I wish they would. The last thing I want to deal with are immunes. I mean, do you want to be party to lobotomizing two or three college kids?” Sugar asked.

“No, I don’t,” Lisa said. A college boy crawled over to her and began kissing her legs. She smiled as he worked his way up to her thighs.

He stood up and began stroking his ten inch cock. He looked at Lisa’s pussy and licked his lips.

“Um, no, honey. Let it grow for a while - I’m used to something a good deal bigger.” She rolled over onto her stomach. “You are the right size for my ass, though.”

He gasped and stared at her.

“Go ahead,” Sugar laughed. “It’ll grow faster if you keep it planted in a dark, wet place.”

The White Witches laughed as he quickly got into position and eased his cock into Lisa’s ass.

“Why not just tell them you’re an ass slut?” Mikaela asked.

Lisa flipped her off as the transforming boy found his rhythm. “If we’re going to get… ooo, honey, slower… If we’re going to get personal? What’s it like getting super power fucked by Maria Marapova during your ‘internship’?”

Mikaela laughed. “Honestly? We’ve only had sex a few times. She spends probably 95% of her time with Brittney.”

“Really?” Sugar asked.

“Yeah, I’ve never seen two people more in love. I mean, Maria is scary as fuck, don’t get me wrong, but they really love each other. It’s kind of nice.”

“I’m happy for her,” Sugar said quietly as she stroked Pania’s hair.

“Back on the subject of this Adam kid?” Mikaela asked. “You seriously don’t want us to do anything?”

“Not until we know exactly what we’re dealing with. I want to consult with Demona. Anyone with the power to knock me through the air from over a hundred yards? We want to approach with caution.”

***

Adam was filling his duffel bag with clothes. He held his cellphone to his ear with his shoulder after dialing his mother for the tenth time. To hell with being a grown up and being responsible for himself: he was in serious trouble.

“Adam, you can’t run,” Lewis said as he sat at his desk transferring the video cards to his laptop.

“Watch me.” His mom’s cell phone went to voicemail again.

“Our best protection is to get this video onto the net,” Lewis said.

Crumb was lying on Adam’s bed. 

Adam threw his phone on the bed beside Crumb.

She smiled at him.

“How are you so calm?! They are going to come for us, Crumb!” Adam said.

“I know. I want them to.”

Lewis and Adam both turned to stare at her.

She rolled onto her stomach. “Look, Adam, you got… what did you call it?”

“Unstuck in time.”

“Yeah, whatever that is - it sounded like it truly sucked,” Crumb said. “And, Lewis you… well, absolutely nothing happened to you today because you’re a journalist - a spectator. I mean, other than when the boob goddess got in your head, and you had your Exorcist moment.”

She smiled. “Me, though? I had sex. A mind blowing, outlook changing, soul fucking. I got my bell rung more than a cathedral. Seriously, there were times today that I saw the face of God, guys. I loved what these freaks did to me. I want more. I want a repeat of the orgy special credit in Dr. Love’s class. I want in.”

Adam sat down on the bed beside her. “Crumb, these people are dangerous.”

She surprised him by kissing him. “I know. I want to be dangerous too. I want to put on latex and strap on a rainbow hued dildo and turn coeds on to the good ol’ Church of Morpheus.”

Adam laughed in spite of himself. “Doesn’t this go against your religion?”

“Please, I’m persona-non-grata in three synagogues in the Bay Area alone. My mother would not be surprised that I became a blonde, latex wearing, satanic whore. A… Morpheite… Morpheusite… Morphite? Whatever the fuck,” she said, and that impish twinkle was back in her eye and Adam knew in an instant that he could fall in love with this girl without batting an eye. Lewis Cho was a fucking moron. 

“Jesus, would you think with something other than your cooch?!” Lewis growled. “We get it! You’re a swinger. You’re a free spirit. You’re sexually liberated.”

She glared at him. “Says the guy who’s going to jerk off before he goes to sleep tonight thinking about the three chicks in White Latex wearing the magic strap ons. You’re a closeted… me!”

“Guys, please stop fighting,” Adam said. “We’re in real trouble here.” He took Crumb’s hand. “Crumb, I truly hope you’re right and these people aren’t like the most evil people on earth…”

“They’re not, Adam. I’m telling you. They’re just trying to free us.”

“Like I said, I hope you’re right. But, when the redhead took control of Lewis? I got a real feeling of menace from her…”

She reached over and grabbed his cock through his shorts. “Yeah, that wasn’t the only feeling you got from the redhead. Don’t worry, I get it. I’m not even that bi and she turned me on.”

He gently pulled her hand away. “Okay, I admit that she’s… impressive. Doesn’t mean she isn’t dangerous, though, Crumb. And, no matter how you justify it? What they did to the people in the other dorm? It’s wrong.”

“I’m not saying it isn’t. I’m just saying… if you could get those people back to their level-headed selves? I’m not sure they wouldn’t all want what was done to them. Because, baby, I know I do.”

Adam sighed and picked up his duffel bag.

Crumb reached out and took his free hand. “Where are you going to go?”

Adam shook his head. “Every bit of my intuition is telling me to run.”

“You’re a guy. A guy’s intuition sucks. I’m telling you we’re going to be fine,” Crumb said.

Adam dropped his duffel bag and sat back down on the bed.

“Well, it’s up,” Lewis announced as he leaned back in his desk chair. “By morning, this will be trending on the internet better than any cat video in history.”

Crumb rolled out of the bed and walked over to Lewis. “Cue it up from the beginning.”

Lewis frowned. “Why?”

“Cue it up and play it full screen,” Crumb said. “Just, for once, do something without arguing with me?”

“Fine,” he said. The video started playing, starting with the arrival of the White Witches in the quad.

Crumb pulled off her t-shirt and dropped it on the floor, followed by her loose shorts.

“The fuck are you doing?!” Lewis said.

“Getting naked.”

“But…” Lewis nodded toward Adam.

Crumb looked over her shoulder at Adam. “Oh, he’s seen the full package.” She turned back to Lewis. “So have you. Now, get up.”

“Crumb…”

“Now! On your feet,” Crumb said.

He stood up. “What?”

She smiled and shoved him back onto his bed. Then she crawled onto the bed with him. “You are frustrated. It’s why you’re such an asshole. You don’t fuck enough, and you don’t masturbate enough. You probably have the prostate of a sixty year old.”

“Jesus, Crumb!”

She grabbed his shorts and yanked them down.

His hard, six-inch cock sprang up from his sparse pubes.

“Look at the screen,” Crumb said.

“Huh?” Lewis asked.

“The screen. Watch the bimbos on the screen while I suck your cock.”

Lewis looked horrified.

She shook her head and sucked him into her mouth, her hand grasping his balls and the base of his cock.

“God!” Lewis groaned. He looked toward the screen as Crumb sucked.

Adam looked away and stood up.

“Where are you going?” Crumb asked.

Adam turned and looked at her.

She had stopped sucking Lewis and was running her small, pink tongue up and down his shaft.

Adam turned away quickly. “I’ll give you two some privacy.”

“Like hell!” Crumb said between licks. “If you’re right and they are dangerous? You’re our only protection. So, settle in like a good boy and either get some sleep or enjoy the show.”

***

Cain stepped out of the airport in Concord, New Hampshire and into the chill New England night air.

A line of four SUVs was waiting just outside. They were the same make and model, but different colors. The lead SUV was black.

A Church Agent got out of the driver’s side of the lead SUV. He opened one of the rear doors.

A tall, black woman in a black silk jumpsuit got out. She wore a nun’s coif. She spoke in a warm, African accent. “Father Cain? I am Sister Illia. Welcome to New Hampshire.”

Cain began to laugh. “Someone in Havana has a sense of humor.”

She cocked her beautiful head to the side. “I beg your pardon?”

“You were Bishop Leviathan’s second, were you not?”

She took a deep breath. “I was, yes.”

“And, now, here I am venturing into Ithaca and they send you to accompany me. Some would call that an ill omen, considering his fate.”

“You are referring to his murder?”

“Knives, wasn’t it? He was attacked by a mob in Boston?”

“Yes, Father.”

“While you slept,” Cain said as he stared into her eyes.

“I was overpowered and drugged,” Illia said.

“So I was told. I do hope you will not sleep while I am slashed to ribbons?”

Illia stood her ground. “Levi… Bishop Leviathan, died because he would not listen to my counsel. He attacked the Whore Caste in Ithaca, took them prisoner, tortured them, all of which drew the wrath of Mistress Marapova.”

Cain smiled. “Are you insinuating that Maria Marapova ordered the death of your bishop?”

“No. But, I believe that someone in Whore Caste did. Marapova could have killed him in Ithaca. She spared him… and me. Ordering someone’s death isn’t something Marapova would do. She would perform the deed herself.” She regained her composure. “As for why Havana chose me for this mission? They didn’t. I volunteered. Few Sisters of Morpheus would want this job.”

“But, you wanted it so you could return to Ithaca. No doubt to find Leviathan’s killer and exact some revenge?”

“Perhaps…”

He loomed over her. “Forget your revenge. Our mission is to find this abomination, this immune, and return him to Havana. A simple in and out as they say. I have no time for a vengeful woman, no matter how pleasing to the eye. I am here to do the will of the Church, and I will eliminate anything and anyone who jeopardizes that. Do we understand each other, Sister Illia?”

She nodded. “Yes, Father.”

Cain smiled. “Now, take me to Ithaca. Try not to draw attention to us… and, try not to get me killed. If it isn’t too much trouble?”

***

Adam had tried to give Lewis and Crumb privacy, but when Lewis had begun moaning Crumb’s name? Adam had watched out of the corner of his eye as Crumb expertly swallowed his cum, pumping his cock with her hand as he shot his load into her mouth.

Afterward, Lewis had not complained as Crumb rolled in front of him and pulled his arm over her. He spooned her in the dorm room now lit only by Lewis’s computer monitor.

She smiled at Adam and closed her eyes.

On the monitor, the redhead smiled as well.

Adam rolled onto his side so he could look at her.

Her long red hair was up in a classic style that accentuated her graceful neck. Her eyes seemed to be staring through him, even from the computer screen.

“Did you choose this?” Adam whispered in the dark. 

He drifted off to sleep, her eyes the last thing he saw.

***

In his dream, there was the maelstrom. Not like before - oh, the wind howled around him, but it did not move and buffet him as before. Now it simply circled around him.

The voices returned - the same voices as before, but more words.

“Why did you leave?” A woman asked.

“I never left you,” his voice answered. “Even while you slept, I was there. Especially then.”

“Triple helix… One father, two mothers,” another woman said.

“Who were his parents?” A woman asked - the first woman, the woman who asked why he left.

“How the fuck should I know, Red? I’m still trying to figure out how a fucking triple helix even works. This is voodoo to me.”

“Who are you!?” Adam yelled inside the maelstrom.

“Voices from your future, man,” Pike said. His voice sounded far away, like a radio station from Chicago Adam used to listen to back in Roxbury on his mother’s old transistor radio late at night.

“Pike?”

“Yeah… hang on. Shit’s all done with modulated tachyons and synching them up with your sleeping brain waves. Might as well be putting tin foil on rabbit ears.”

“Huh?”

“Don’t rush me, man. It’s easier for me to cross dimensions than project into your past, you know?”

“No!” Adam said. “I don’t know.”

A man appeared from inside the maelstrom. He walked through the swirling wall of dust clouds, a skinny man with long brown hair and a beard. He wore John Lennon glasses and a dirty tie-dye t-shirt above jeans that hadn’t seen a washing machine in a long time, if ever. “Goddamn, you look young, Adam.”

Before Adam could say anything, Pike embraced him. The brown hair turned gray, Pike’s body bent. He released Adam and stepped back, only now he was an elderly man of at least eighty. “So young… I had forgotten.”

“I don’t understand.”

“For you, this is the present. But, for me, it’s the past. Makes me feel so old.” He ran his hand through his long greasy hair and sixty years disappeared. Pike was a young man once again. “But, I’ll be young again, man.”

Adam just stared at him.

Pike started laughing. “I know. It’s confusing. This is the night you saw her, right?”

“Her?”

“Her… Over six feet tall, body of a goddess with the face to match? Redhead?”

“Yeah, yeah. The White Witch.”

Pike nodded. “Very important night for you, amigo.” He smiled. “No, Adam, you don’t run. Not yet. I’ll tell you when to run. Sort of my job.”

“I don’t… Pike, I don’t understand any of this.”

“Me and you? We’re friends, Adam. Best friends. I’m the Pancho to your Cisco, the Ethel to your Lucy, understand?”

“No…”

Pike laughed. “Generation Z. It’s so hard to communicate even though we technically speak the same language, man. It’s the cultural references. It’s important to have a friend, Adam. Gilgamesh has to have an Enkidu, Maria Marapova her Brittney, Evilyn Hellstorm her Ciara - their memento mori. Someone to guide them when they feel alone. Someone to keep them on the straight and narrow when it matters the most.”

Adam stared at him.

Pike shook his head. “Never mind. What did you call me a few years ago? A stoner sphynx?”

“A few years ago?! That was a few hours ago…”

Pike wagged his finger at him. “Depends on your frame of reference.” He shook his head. “I was a friend of your old man back in the day. You might say we came up together. I couldn’t be his memento mori the way I wish I could’ve been. But, if you’ll trust me? I’ll help you when I can.”

Adam frowned. “You knew my dad? My mom never talks about him.”

“I know.”

“Who was he? I’ve always wanted to know…”

“I understand that. One day, I will tell you everything about him, I promise. I can’t now. Just trust me. Things have to play out in a certain order, Adam. Otherwise, there will be chaos.”

Adam walked in a circle and looked up through the eye of the maelstrom. “How are you going to help me if you can’t tell me the things I want to know?!”

“By telling you the things you need to know. And, right now? You need to know this, Adam: you don’t run. You stand. You stand your ground, and you fight for what you believe in. The entire world depends on that, Adam. It’s a lot to put on a boy’s shoulders, I know. But, it is what it is.”

“I don’t run?”

“No. Not now, anyway. When you need to run, you’ll know. But, it isn’t now.” Pike walked toward the storm wall.

“Wait! That’s all you can tell me?”

“For now,” Pike said over his shoulder. “Right now? You need to wake up, man. You don’t want to sleep through this.” Pike turned back to the maelstrom. “She loves you, you know? It’s a new kind of love, but it is love. You need all of that you can get.”

***

Adam woke to see Crumb straddling him on the bed.

“Who’s Pike?” She asked. She was still naked, and she rubbed her thick nipples with her fingers. She began to rock her hips. “You were talking in your sleep.”

“He’s nobody… I was just dreaming.”

She took his hand and pulled it up to her left nipple.

His hand hesitated. “Crumb, what about Lewis?” He whispered.

“Oh, he’s sleeping like a baby. He passes out after he cums. Probably sleep till his alarm goes off.” She leaned down and kissed Adam. “I need you.”

“What?! No! Crumb… you love him. I know you love him.”

“Of course I love him.”

“Then how can you… do this… with me?”

She smiled down at him and ran her fingers through his hair. “I made love to Lewis because I’m in love with him. I’m making love to you because I love you. Just because I’m not monogamous doesn’t mean I’m not in love with him.”

“Does he understand that?” Adam asked.

Crumb nodded. “Yes. He does. The distance between us isn’t because I fuck other people, it’s because he can’t commit, not yet. One day, he will. Maybe I’ll be monogamous then, maybe not. Maybe he and I will be polyamorous.” She smiled. “Maybe with you.”

“It’s a new kind of love, but it is love,” Adam whispered.

“What?”

“Nothing. Something somebody said.”

“Sounds like a smart guy,” Crumb said. She reached between her legs and pushed the sheet to the side off Adam. Her hand went under his waistband. “Wake up, friendly anaconda.”

Adam laughed.

“Such a big boy,” Crumb giggled. “Whoa, are you bigger?”

“God, I hope not. It’s uncomfortable as hell as it is.”

“Really?”

“Tight jeans and underwear are a nightmare.”

“Huh, didn’t think about that.”

“Well, now you know.”

“John Holmes said he had to pull his dick back between his legs to keep from looking obscene everywhere he went,” Crumb said.

“You are a strange woman, Crumb.”

“I know. I retain a vast amount of trivial knowledge, especially about porn.”

Adam laughed. He pulled her down and kissed her as his cock stiffened.

Crumb helped him push down his shorts, and then she grasped the base of his cock and rubbed the tip against her wet pussy. “I stay wet now. I know they did something to me. I soak everything that touches my crotch. Ooo,” she moaned as his cock began to slide into her. She leaned down again and whispered in his ear. “So thick.”

He pushed his hips up and his cock slid into her wet depths.

“Yeah, you’re bigger… oh, Jesus…”

He put his hands on her waist and held her tight. Then he began pushing her slowly down, embedding himself deeper.

Soon, he was completely inside her.

She held on tight, and they just stayed that way, her body impaled on his. Her hard nipples rubbed against his chest.

Adam slipped his hands down and cupped the cheeks of her small ass. His middle finger touched her anal ring and she screamed into his neck before biting him.

He could feel her squeezing him as she came.

She raised her head up a few seconds later with a look of shock. “You touched my… and I…”

“Yeah.”

“I had anal earlier, and it felt really good, but now it feels even better. They did something to me, Adam. And, whatever it was? It’s progressing.”

“I think you’re right.”

Crumb grinned mischievously. “I really love it.”

Adam laughed and rolled over, still buried in her to the hilt. She giggled and bit his neck again as he started to thrust.

She threw her head to the side and bit the pillow as she came again.

Adam came, finally, erupting inside her. He held her tight as his cum poured into her.

He held her tight as his cum filled her.

Then he rolled onto his side and drew her into an embrace before falling into a dreamless sleep.

***

“Wake up! She’s gone!” Lewis yelled as he shook Adam awake.

Adam sat up. “What? Who’s gone?”

“Crumb! I woke up and she’s gone.” Lewis was pulling on his pants.

Adam got to his feet. “What the hell? It was her idea for us to all stay together.”

Lewis grabbed him by the t-shirt. “Did you say something to her?! Did you upset her?”

Adam’s first reaction was to punch him. Instead, he got control of himself. “No, Lewis. I didn’t say anything to her. She was perfectly happy when she…” Adam turned red and didn’t finish his sentence.

Lewis gritted his teeth. “Again?! Goddamn it!” He let go of Adam’s t-shirt.

“We’ll find her. Has the video gone viral yet? You said that would be our best defense…”

Lewis sat down in his desk chair and moved the computer mouse. The screen came to life. He stared at it for a moment. “No… fuck, no. This can’t be…”

“What?!” Adam said as he buttoned his jeans.

“It’s gone.”

“How can that be?! I thought you said…”

Lewis rubbed his face. “The school network. I went through the school’s network to reach the dark web… it spoofed us.”

“What do you mean?” Adam asked.

“I never made it to the dark web. The Church has control of the college network. It spoofed me and made me think I was on the dark web, but I was just uploading the file to them.”

“Christ. That means we have no leverage.” Adam pulled on his sneakers.

“We have to find her! They’ll take her, Adam.”

“No! You need to find a network to upload that file. I’ll find Crumb.”

“But…”

“No, ‘buts’, Lewis. Without that leverage, we’re at their mercy.”

“Adam, we don’t even know where she went.”

Adam stood with his hand on the dorm room door.

There was a post-it note above the knob. “I want in. Gone to see Dr. Love. Don’t be mad, Crumb. XOXO”

***

Crumb knocked on Dr. Love’s office door at 7:45 AM.

“Office hours don’t start until 8:00,” Dr. Love said from behind the door. “Trust me, you don’t want to talk to me before my coffee.”

Crumb turned the knob and opened the door.

The office was large for a professor. It seemed more the size for a department head or a dean.

Dr. Love sat behind a big mahogany desk in a yellow dress. “I said, office hours…” She stopped talking when she saw Crumb. “Come in. Close the door, Miss Schwartz.”

Crumb closed the door behind her. “What did you do to me yesterday?”

Dr. Love smiled. “Are you sure you want to know?”

“Yes.”

Dr. Love stood up. “While you slept, we used something called a sterilizer on you. It, well, it re-arranges your reproductive system. Opens up your womb to accept a transformed cock. You’re now specially enhanced to find the maximum pleasure from a sixteen inch Whore Master cock.” She smiled. “Oh, and of course, you’re sterile now.”

Crumb swallowed. “Is it…?”

“Reversible? They say it is. Never been undone to my knowledge.” Dr. Love walked around her desk. “Then we injected your ovaries. One of them we ‘froze’ - a sort of suspended animation should we decide to allow you to breed in the future.”

“And the other?”

Dr. Love licked her lips. “A retrovirus made it into a hormone factory. No doubt you’ve noticed your libido has skyrocketed? You’re a proper little whore now.”

Crumb smirked. “Takes one to know one.”

“I see you’re wearing a skirt today? Pants are nearly impossible given your new ‘moisture’ problem, aren’t they?”

Crumb nodded.

“And, have you found the two new clitorises yet? They should have both formed by now. We still use the old formulae, but they work just fine.”

“The one in my anus. There’s another?”

“Oh, the other one is the most fun of all. Instant orgasm - of course it takes a sixteen inch cock to reach it.”


Dr. Love caressed Crumb’s cheek. “When you ran away from us, I thought we’d never see you again.”

“I want this,” Crumb said.

“Good for you. You’re a much smarter girl than I thought.”

“But, I don’t want to be a ‘girlfriend experience whore’, whatever that is. I want to be one of the women in white.”

Dr. Love laughed. “You? A White Witch? I don’t think so.”

“Why not?”

“You’re too short, for one. You’re flat chested. Oh, and you might be smarter than I thought? But, you’re not that smart.” She walked back to her desk.

“Yeah, but I make up for it in attitude.”

Dr. Love laughed and opened her desk drawer. “You know, I almost think you could be right.” She turned back to Crumb with a small pistol in her hand. “Unfortunately, you little bitch, I don’t make White Witches.”

The pistol made a soft hissing sound.

Crumb felt a searing pain in the left side of her chest.

She looked down to see a small dart with tiny red feathers sticking out of her white blouse.

Her legs felt rubbery, and she collapsed. “But… I want… to be one of you.”

Dr. Love loomed over her. “Oh, you will. But, an immune like you? We can’t have you retaining any sort of intellect. Much less make you into a White Witch.”

Crumb tried to crawl toward the door.

“Normally, a freak like you would get the needle. We have a device called a lobotomizer that shoots a spike into your eye socket and scrambles your brain. But, I find that barbaric. In your case, we’ll just give you huge breasts. N cups. You see, Titty Grow has a somewhat negative impact on intelligence. At your size? More than four CC’s would cause permanent brain damage to you, dear.” She leaned down and kissed Crumb’s nose. “It will take fourteen CC’s to get you to an N cup, and, by that time? You’ll be a happy little imbecile.”

Crumb was crying as she lost consciousness.

***

It was 8:05 when Adam walked up to Dr. Love’s office door and knocked. There was a sign outside that said, “No Office Hours Today.”

“Go away,” Dr. Love said from inside.

“I’m looking for Crumb… Rachel Schwartz. Is she in there?”

“No, and I said, ‘Go away.’”

Adam knew instinctively she was lying. He could hear it in her voice. He reached for the doorknob. It was locked.

Adam twisted it harder.

Metal snapped and ground inside the door latch and it popped open.

Adam stared at his hand and the knob, which now had been crushed to the shape of his fingers.

Then he looked up.

Dr. Love stood leaning over her desk in a yellow dress.

Crumb was naked and unconscious on the desk. Two huge syringes with long needles lay on the desk beside her, half-filled with pink liquid.

“Get out!” Dr. Love growled.

“Get away from her… now!” Adam answered.

Dr. Love staggered back as if he had struck her.

Adam walked in. “What did you do to her?!”

Dr. Love’s left eye rolled up in her head. “S… Stop! You’re… Get out of my head!”

Adam put his hands on both sides of Dr. Love’s face. “What did you do to her?” He felt her mind open like a flower.

“Three CC’s of Titty Grow. She’ll be a C cup. No… permanent damage.”

Crumb moaned and rolled a little to the side.

Adam turned back to Dr. Love. “Yes, but what were you going to do?”

“Chemical… lobotomization. Titty Grow causes brain damage in high doses.”

“Why?! Why would you do that to her?”

“Immune… she’s immune to mind control… the Church eliminates all threats.” Dr. Love squeezed her eyes shut. “How… are you doing this? You shouldn’t be able to do this.”

He turned toward the desk, but still held Dr. Love in place. “Crumb? Crumb, honey, wake up.”

She moaned and rolled over slightly.

“She can’t… I hit her with knock-out. She’ll sleep for a few hours.”

Adam glared at Dr. Love. He tilted her head back. 

“What are you doing?” She whined.

“Hold still! I’m sorry, Dr. Love, but you’ve pissed me off. You meant to hurt Crumb, so I don’t really feel bad about this.”

“Get out of my head!”

Adam stared into her eyes and dove into her mind. “This isn’t… you. They made you like this. Gwen… Kincaid made you like this. Why?”

“To save… the world.”

Adam shook his head. “How can hurting people like Crumb save the world?”

“We… believe.”

“Any belief system based on hurting others is not a faith, it’s a cult. Any Church that advocates sticking a needle in someone’s brain because they don’t like how that person thinks? They’re not a Church. The person you used to be would have agreed with me.”

“Please… stop!”

“No. Remember who you were, Lorraine. If you believe you’re saving the world? Then save it, but don’t hurt people to do it.” He released her.

Dr. Lorraine Love sank to her knees on her office floor.

Adam picked up Crumb’s clothes and dressed her. He took Crumb’s cellphone from her backpack and dialed Lewis. “Hey, no, it’s Adam. I found her. She’s okay. I’m taking her back to the dorm. Get that data uploaded and meet us back there.” He put the cellphone back in the backpack and slung it over his shoulder.

He picked up Crumb.

She opened her eyes and smiled at him. “I… knew you’d find me. Twice… in two days.”

Adam nodded. “Always, Crumb. Always.” He carried her toward the door.

“What have I done?” Dr. Lorraine Love said.

Adam turned toward her. 

She sat on the floor and cried. Then she looked at him. “I told Havana about Crumb yesterday. I told them I thought she had help from another immune as well. I told them you made her into an immune. I’m sorry.”

“It’ll be okay, Dr. Love.”

“Adam?”

“Yes?”

“Tell them there’s a mole in Stallion’s.”

Adam frowned. “What? What’s Stallion’s?”

“When the White Witches come, tell them there’s a mole in Stallion’s. They’ll know what that means.”

***

“This kid touched your mind and knocked you through the air?” Demona asked.

“From a football field length away,” Sugar said as she sat on a gurney in Demona’s lab.

Demona moved her flashlight from side to side and flashed it in Sugar’s eyes. “Normal pupil reactions. I can’t see any damage.”

“Adam Price. I asked SlutzNet to look into him: just a nineteen-year-old farm boy from Roxbury, Kansas.”

“Was he cute?” Demona asked with a grin.

“What does that have to do with anything?”

“Was he cute?”

Sugar looked away. “I saw him through someone else’s eyes, but… I suppose he was cute.”

Demona laughed.

“Oh, please, he’s just a boy.”

“He’s a virile nineteen-year-old, and you’re in your prime,” Demona said.

“I’m transformed, I will always be in my prime.”

“Exactly.”

“Demona…”

“Hey, Red, this is the most interest I’ve seen you show in anyone other than… well, me,” Demona said.

“Stop it!”

“You’re a White Witch, top of the food chain. To win your heart? It’s going to take someone who can knock you on your heart shaped ass from a hundred yards away.”

Sugar hopped off the gurney on her stiletto heels. “He’s an immune. Which means he has a very limited future.”

Demona shrugged. “Does it?”

“Stop. I don’t want to know about your extracurricular activities.”

Demona took her hand. “You are my best friend and my sometimes lover, Sugar. I know when you like someone. This Kansas farm boy has piqued your interest, my love. There’s no nobility in being alone.”

“Whatever. Right now? I need to know how to cage this Kansas farm boy. I can’t let him have free-reign at Ithaca College. Who knows what damage he will do? And, I need to do it fast, because I have two White Witches at Ithaca who don’t always follow my orders.”

***

“Where are they? I need to see them!” A high pitched voice yelled from the first floor of the old Alpha Omicron Phi sorority house.

Lisa and Mikaela were lying on Mikaela’s bed, exhausted after the mass transformation they had performed last night.

“Is that Bubbles Bennett?” Mikaela asked.

“Golly gosh darn it! I need Lisa and Mikaela, like right now!” Bubbles cried out from what sounded like the second floor landing.

“In here, Bubbles,” Lisa yelled.

Mikaela’s door burst open. Bianca ‘Bubbles’ Bennett skidded to a stop on her stiletto boots, her big breasts heaving in her latex cheerleader outfit. “There’s something wrong with Dr. Love!”

Lisa got out of bed. “Bubbles, slow down.”

“I can’t slow down! Dr. Love is in big trouble!”

Lisa put her hands on Bubbles’ shoulders. “Honey, take a deep breath. What’s wrong with Dr. Love?”

“Those immunes got to her! She says we’re not supposed to force transformations anymore.”

Lisa looked at Mikaela.

“Shit,” Mikaela said. “Where’s Belynda?”

Lisa shook her head. “Belynda and Jason took a run down to the Kincaid farm this morning.  And, Madison and Donny are in New York City.”

“We’re on our own?”

“Not quite, Nurse Karen is in class this morning and Courtney Fuchs is on campus as well, so we have a medical team.” Lisa took out her phone. “I’ll send them to tend to Dr. Love.”

Mikaela took out her phone.

“Who are you calling?” Lisa asked.

“Sugar.”

“Don’t. It’ll take her forty-five minutes to get here. We’ll take care of these immunes ourselves in half that.”

“Maria will be pissed! She keeps emphasizing protocol…”

“Oh, come on! It’s two immune, nineteen-year-old humans. We’re White Witches - we’ve got this. And, I have an idea.” She smiled. “Hi, Karen? Sorry to bother you, but we have a situation…”

***

“Boobs, tatas, bosoms, tits, jahoobies,” Crumb said as she cupped her new C cup breasts in front of Lewis’s dorm room mirror. “In other words: breasts. Those things mother nature decided to cheat me out of at puberty, and now here they are: huge, squeezable, super sensitive… tits.”

Adam laughed. “Huge? Really?”

She looked down. “I can just barely see my toes for all this beautiful tit flesh. They’re massive. Say they’re massive or I’ll never fuck you again.”

“They’re… a handful.”

She jumped on the bed and pressed her new breasts to his face. “A handful?! You have abnormally large hands! These are… goddess boobs!” She leaned back and wagged her chest from side to side, trying, unsuccessfully, to slap him with her breasts.

Adam laughed. “God, I’m just glad you’re okay. That was close, babe.”

“I know. It was stupid. I’m really not like this… damsel in distress shit you’ve seen the last couple of days.”

“You’re fierce,” Adam said.

She smiled. “You really think so?”

“Yeah. You are amazing.”

“Are you just saying that because of my boobs?”

He burst out laughing. “Um, no.”

She jumped up and ran to Lewis’s bed. “Okay, I need your honest opinion: what’s my best option for showing my new tits to Lewis? One option: I lay down on his bed so that my tits hang naturally to either side.” She lay on her back and posed. “Or, second option?” She got on her hands and knees. “I do the whole hands and knees thing so that I get the gravity, hanging cleavage effect?”

Adam smiled. “He’s going to think you’re beautiful either way. Like me? He thought you were beautiful before.”

She rolled her eyes. “Yeah, sure he did.”

“Hey, I’m serious. You should have seen him this morning. He flipped out when he saw you were gone, Crumb.”

Crumb sat down on the edge of Lewis’s bed. “Really?”

“He was inconsolable. I thought he was going to punch me at one point.”

Crumb wrinkled her nose. “Lewis?”

“Yeah, Lewis. He loves you, Crumb.”

Crumb looked at the floor and smiled. “Well, I’m glad he didn’t punch you, because… well, you would’ve killed him.”

“No, I wouldn’t have. You guys are my best friends. Outside of Roxbury, my only friends.”

“I’m really sorry we got you involved in this. If you had drawn a different roommate than Lewis, you would have had a normal first week in college.”

Adam shook his head. “I don’t think so. Pretty sure this is fate. Destiny.”

“You really don’t know how you did that to Dr. Love?”

He shook his head. “I told you, it all started in History class yesterday. That Professor Morrison did something to me along the same lines that Dr. Love did to you only… different.”

The door opened suddenly.

Adam stood up as Lisa Chase-Moore ran inside.

She had something in her hand: a glass of white liquid.

Adam projected the word “Stop!” with his mind, but it was too late: the warm, white liquid hit him full in the face.

Mikaela Quinn caught his shoulders and shoved him backward as Lisa tackled Crumb.

“Get… off me you stupid bimbo!” Crumb grunted as she tried to shove the over six foot tall amazon away.

Adam began to shake, and the world went black.

***

“Fuck, Lisa, he’s having some kind of seizure!” Mikaela said.

“What the fuck did you whores do to him!” Crumb screamed as she fought to shove Lisa away.

“That can’t be. It’s just Ambrosia,” Lisa said. “Stop fighting me, goddamn it!”

“Ambrosia? You mean your breast milk?!” Crumb asked. 

“Yes! It just makes men cum…” Lisa said. “Not… OWWW!”

Crumb managed to sink her teeth into Lisa’s shoulder and bit down.

“Fuck! This goddamn imp is biting me!” Lisa said as she jumped back.

Crumb looked at her and snarled. “I’ll bite your fucking tits off!”

“Lisa? He’s… really sick,” Mikaela said.

Lisa dropped down beside Mikaela.

Crumb stopped her attack and knelt beside them.

“This is not supposed to happen,” Lisa said to Crumb. “I swear it isn’t.”

“Our breast milk is just an aphrodisiac,” Mikaela said. “We just wanted to take the two of you quietly.”

Adam was foaming at the mouth, his eyes rolled back in his head.

“Is he going to die?” Crumb asked.

“No, he is not going to die!” Lisa said as she stood up. She pulled out her cellphone. “Demona? It’s Lisa. We need help. I… we tried to take the immunes, and… I threw Ambrosia on the boy and he’s… he’s having a seizure or something. Yes, please hurry!”

She knelt back down beside the bed. “Please don’t die. Please don’t die.”

“If he dies? I’ll kill you both, I swear,” Crumb mumbled.

Adam’s eyes popped open, and he sat up.

“Adam?! Are you okay?” Crumb asked.

He looked at each one of them, Crumb, Lisa, and Mikaela. Then he smiled. “You first.”

Mikaela stared at him. “Me? What…?” Then she began to tremble, and her eyes rolled up.

“Mikaela?” Lisa whispered.

She began tearing at her latex mini-dress. “Oh, fuck, yes!” She managed to free her big breasts and drag the hem of her dress up to her waist. Then she jumped on top of Adam. “What are you doing to me?”

“Don’t you like it?” Adam whispered.

She laughed. “I didn’t say I didn’t.” She kissed him hard, grinding her hips against him.

Lisa started to stand. “Mikaela, what the…?”

Mikaela tore off Adam’s t-shirt and began kissing his chest.

Adam looked at Lisa. “Why don’t you get me nice and lubricated for your friend, Lisa?”

Lisa staggered and put her hands to her temples. “Wait… What…?”

“Come on, Lisa. You know you want to,” Adam said.

Lisa laughed then she got back on her knees and climbed between Adam’s legs. She tore off his shorts and began licking his cock.

Crumb stood up and took a step back. “Goddamn, Kansas. What the actual fuck?”

He held out his hand. “Come up here and let me taste you while I fuck them, Crumb.”

Crumb smiled. “Are you in my head?”

“Do I need to be?”

Crumb laughed. “Absolutely not.” She climbed on the bed and straddled his face.

He began to lick her as Mikaela smiled at her. Then she fell into a deep soul kiss with the White Witch.

Mikaela moaned in Crumb’s mouth as Lisa fed Adam’s cock into her slowly.

Crumb smiled and broke the kiss. “Was this how you guys thought this was going to go?”

Mikaela moaned and bit her lower lip. “Not… exactly.” She frowned. She turned her head. “Lisa is he… different?”

“I… I’m not sure. His cock is…”

“Oh, fuck!” Mikaela said.

“Come on, he’s big, but…” Crumb leaned to the side so she could see.

Adam’s cock was now thicker than Crumb’s wrist and it was far longer than it was before. And, there were round ‘rings’ under the skin of his shaft, like thick rubber rings around his dick nearly a half inch thick.

“I think… they’re veins, or something.”

“They’re rubbing my clit each time he pushes… Fuck!” Mikaela screamed as she came and squirted around the invading member.

“Hey, Lisa or whatever your name is?” Crumb said with an evil smile. “Get your whore mouth back down there and lick them both.”

***

Mikaela screamed out for the third time, and this time Adam joined her by screaming into Crumb’s pussy.

“He’s… cumming… God, cumming in me,” Mikaela murmured.

Lisa didn’t stop licking even as Mikaela rolled off Adam, long strands of cum dripping from her pussy.

Crumb crawled down to Mikaela and 69’d her, licking at Adam’s cum.

Adam sat up and pulled Lisa to her feet. He smiled into her sleepy eyes.

“Anything. Anything you want. I… just anything.”

He stood up and then bent Lisa over the bed. “I love a girl with an anal fetish,” Adam said.

“Oh, Jesus,” Lisa whispered.

Adam put his thick cock head against her little pucker and pushed inside.

“Fuck!”

Crumb stopped eating out Mikaela long enough to see the ribbed cock slide into Lisa’s ass, each ring causing her anus to dilate farther than it probably ever had.

Lisa came, squirting from her pussy as inch after inch of Adam’s cock penetrated her ass.

Mikaela gently guided Crumb back to her pussy as Lisa began to speak nonsensically.

Crumb could hear Adam’s balls slapping against Lisa as he ass fucked her.

A few minutes later, Adam groaned and emptied his balls into his second White Witch of the day.

***

They sat together, the four of them on Adam’s bed, their backs against the wall.

“Oh, Jesus, what the fuck just happened?” Mikaela asked.

Adam shook his head. He had his arms around all three of them: Mikaela on his right, Lisa and Crumb snuggled on his left. “I… don’t remember anything after you threw that stuff in my face… what was it?”

“Ambrosia,” Lisa said. “My breast milk.”

“Really?” Adam asked. “It… tasted nice.”

They all started to laugh.

“It shouldn’t have had that effect,” Mikaela said. “It should have made you cum and given you a raging hardon, but not...”

“Grow a Godzilla cock?” Crumb asked.

The sheet was draped across their laps.

Adam stared at the sheet. “Do you think it might have gone back to normal?”

Crumb lifted the sheet. “Nope, still ribbed for our pleasure.” She put the sheet down.

“God, I fucking love those rings,” Lisa whispered. “Do you think Demona can make a prosthetic for Jason?”

Mikaela smiled. “I’ll settle for a dildo made from a mold of it.”

Lisa giggled. “Fuck, yeah.” She sat up. “Oh, fuck! Demona! I called Demona.”

Mikaela swallowed hard. “Jesus! And, she’ll bring…”

“They are going to kill us,” Lisa said. “We have to get out of here.”

“You mean really kill us? As in dead?” Adam asked.

“What!?” Lisa said. “No, not literally, figuratively.”

“Especially when she finds out we won’t transform people against their will anymore,” Mikaela said as she struggled to get her latex dress back in order.

“You won’t?” Adam asked. “I did the same thing to you I did to Candy Kisses?”

“Yes,” Lisa said. “We’re ‘conscientious objectors’ now.”

Mikaela put her fists on her hips. “Looking back now? I can’t understand why I ever thought it was okay to force people.” She shook her head and nodded toward Adam and Crumb. “We have got to get them out of here, now.”

“We’ll take them back to the sorority house,” Lisa said as she opened the door.

Sugar Tits stood on the other side.

“Hi, Sugar,” Lisa said.

Sugar looked down. “You have cum dripping down your leg.”

“I… do?”

Sugar pushed past her. She smiled at Adam. “Demona?”

Thwip!

Adam looked down at his chest. There was a dart in his left pec.

Dr. Demona stepped through the door with her dart pistol held at hip level.

Adam stood up.

Sugar took a step back. “Um, Demona?”

Thwip!

A second dart embedded in his right pec.

“Get back!” Adam said.

Sugar stumbled backward. “De… mona!”

“Fuck, Sugar, more than three will stop his heart!”

Adam walked toward Sugar with his hands out reaching for her face.

“For fuck’s sake! Shoot him!” Sugar moaned.

Thwip!

The dart embedded in Adam’s thigh.

He hesitated, then stumbled.

Adam collapsed to the floor.

“Jesus,” Sugar whispered.

“Motherfucker!” Crumb screamed, and she launched herself off the bed. She collided with Sugar and they both tumbled to the floor.

Sugar screamed as Crumb bit her left breast where it was exposed by her latex dress. “Ow! She’s biting me!”

“Yeah, she does that,” Lisa said.

Thwip!

***

Lewis Cho sat in the Ithaca bus terminal as far away from the sex shop and strip club as possible. He had his laptop clutched against his chest and his hoodie pulled low over his eyes.

He quickly learned that all internet access in Ithaca was monitored. If he wanted to get the story on the dark web? He had to get out of Ithaca.

So, he had a round trip ticket to Syracuse stuffed in the pocket of his hoodie. He looked up at the clock on the wall - still an hour before the bus would depart.

“Ya know, the first time I was in here? They had an automat in the back, right where the strip joint is now,” a huge man in mechanics overalls said as he sat down on the bench beside Lewis. “Had an egg salad sandwich. Best egg salad this side of Minerva’s Deli in Brooklyn.”

A woman in a hoodie sat down on Lewis’s other side. “What year was that, Ray?” Her voice sounded strange.

“Uh, let me think. That would’ve been… 1962.” The muscular man with light brown hair, Ray, said.

“God, you are so fucking old, lover,” the woman said.

“I know, I know.”

Lewis looked from one of them to the other.

“Now, here’s how this is going to go down, my friend,” Ray said. “We’ve got your girlfriend and your roommate outside in our van. You’re gonna get up and take Rita’s arm here…”

“Like a gentleman,” Rita said.

“That’s right,” Ray said. “You’re going to take Rita’s arm like a gentleman, and the three of us are going to walk out of here like old friends.”

“Or what?” Lewis asked.

“Did you miss the part about us having your friends?” Rita asked. Her voice sounded like it was coming out of a speaker.

“If you really have my friends? It won’t help them if I go out there. I’m in a public place. You want to take me? You’re going to have a building full of witnesses to deal with.”

Ray nodded. “Yeah, you gotta point. Take a good look around. Three quarters of the crowd in here? They’re on the payroll, but, you’re right - a quarter of the travelers in here are gonna take notice. And, that means me and Rita will have to subdue them. Bring in a semi truck to haul them back to our facility. How many would you say that is, Rita?”

Rita looked around. “I’d say about thirty-five people, lover.”

Ray looked at Lewis. “Those are fathers, mothers, daughters, and sons who aren’t going to make it home to their families tonight, Lewis. We’ll turn them into sex workers and ship them off to God knows where. Thirty-five people. And, that will be on you. You seem like the kind of kid who would worry about that. Am I right?”

Lewis sighed.

Rita stood up and held out her hand. It was made of shiny, pink plastic. “Come on, honey. It’s not nearly so bad.”

Lewis took her hand and stood up.

Then he offered his arm and Rita took it.

Together, they walked out of the bus terminal, leaving the travelers to their own destinies.

***

Interstate 90

Just outside West Stockbridge, Massachusetts

2:15 PM, the second day

Father Cain’s caravan of SUVs stopped at a truckstop just east of the New York border. They stopped to change their clothes. The Church Agents changed out of their charcoal black suits and into a variety of combinations of casual clothing.

Sister Illia put on a long, flowing dress of dark brown, orange, and yellow. She stowed her latex nun’s coif in her suitcase.

Father Cain wore a black, silk suit. He stood at the edge of the parking lot and stared out at the New York border. “Alea iacta est,” he said.

Sister Illia walked up beside him. “The die is cast,” she said. “Julius Caesar as he crossed the Rubicon.”

He smiled without looking at her. “You know your Latin, and your history.”

“That is your history, not mine,” Illia said. “Your words are inaccurate as well as presumptuous. We are not crossing a river, Father Cain, merely an imaginary line drawn up by politicians.”

“And?”

“And, you are not Julius Caesar. We serve the Church and the living god. Vanity is not for us.”

Cain nodded slowly. “Tell me, Illia. When these paper nations finally fall? Who will be the governors? Who will be the lords of the manor? It will be those of us in the Church who have served it faithfully and sacrificed the most.”

Illia stared at him. “Governors? Lords? Nowhere in the words of Morpheus will you see such titles. The world he envisions for us is a world without kings, without lords or manors.”

“Morpheus’s words are a vision of utopia, to be sure. But, utopia comes at a price. The Children of Morpheus must be guided, progress must be directed, otherwise? There would be chaos… no, Sister Illia, it is Religious Caste who will rule this world. We shall purge it of all wickedness, all sin, and then you shall have your utopia.” He turned back toward the SUVs.

Illia looked out at the border as Cain walked away. Finally, she whispered to herself, “Morpheus help me… I have tied my fortune to another insane man.”

***

Adam opened his eyes.

The room was cavernous, the ceiling shrouded in mist. The floor was hundreds of yards of metal grating. Tall cylinders made of glass, hundreds of them, were arranged in row after row. They were filled with either pink or blue fluid, and many of them were occupied: men and women floated inside them, their bodies fitted with tubes and IVs.

Adam was bound on a tall metal cross, his feet together, his arms out to his sides. The shackles on his ankles and wrists were made of thick steel but cushioned where they touched his skin.

He tried to pull free, but it was no use.

Adam heard heels clicking on the metal tiles.

The woman who shot him with the dart gun was walking toward his cross from the rows of tubes. She wore a pink latex dress under her white lab coat. She smiled up at him. “Awake I see.”

“Where’s Crumb?”

“Your friends are fine,” she said.

“Friends?” He gritted his teeth. “You have Lewis?”

The woman nodded. “He was at the bus terminal. It was a nice try, but, honestly? We have eyes everywhere.”

“Please don’t hurt them,” Adam said.

She frowned. “Fuck, junior, what do you think we are, exactly?”

“Sociopathic monsters from what I can tell.”

“We don’t hurt people, Adam.”

Adam stared down at his naked body. There was an IV in his arm and another in his side. “What are you doing to me?”

“Let’s start at the beginning. I’m a doctor. My name is Dr. Demona…”

Adam laughed. “Seriously? Who names you people?”

Demona put her fists on her hips. “They teach you to be rude in Kansas?”

“I’m naked on a cross, you want me to be civil? What are you doing to me?” Adam concentrated, but he couldn’t read her mind.

Demona smiled. “Ruh-Roh, your mind tricks aren’t working, huh? Good.”

Adam stared at the IVs.

“Quick primer on psychic powers - they originate in the pineal gland,” she said and then tapped her forehead with a black, lacquered nail. “Little structure in your brain. The ancients used to call it the ‘Third Eye’. Turns out the pineal gland is very sensitive to Fluoride - it blocks all your voodoo. The IV in your arm is where I’m injecting a Fluoride solution, the one in your side is where I’m removing it after it does its thing. Fluoride can be nasty, and I want it out of you before your kidneys have to work on it.” She looked down at a small tablet in her hand. “For your next question: no, it isn’t dangerous. Relax, I’m a doctor.”

“You sound more like a mad scientist,” Adam said.

“Potato, po-tah-to,” Demona said. “Now, how did you get these powers? Were you born with them?”

“Look, doctor: I’m not telling you shit.”

Demona rolled her eyes. “Hey, I’m going to figure you out with or without your help. I’ve already run a complete MRI and my assistant is running a full DNA sequence. You’re not helping yourself by being a stubborn ass.”

“You want me to talk? You bring my friends out here so I know you haven’t hurt them. And… get me something to cover up with!”

Demona stared up at him. “Why?”

“Why? Why?! I’m naked. I don’t especially like hanging here with my dork hanging out!”

“Jesus. Okay, first of all, I have seen more naked men in the last few years than you can imagine. Second? I’m a lesbian, and I don’t care that you’re naked. You don’t do it for me, kiddo.”

Adam sighed and shook his head. “It’s embarrassing!”

He heard heels clicking on the metal grates again.

The redhead was walking toward them. Adam felt his face flush.

Sugar stared up at him. She wore a white, latex loin dress: a collar low on her shoulders with two wide strips of rubber that covered her body front and back. The sides of her breasts were visible as were the outside of her shapely hips. The dress reached almost to the floor, her long stiletto boots ending at mid-thigh.

Adam wanted to die from embarrassment.

She looked up and down his body. “Is he safe?”

“Couldn’t get in my head,” Demona said. “He won’t answer questions. Just whines about the fact his cock is on display.”

Sugar laughed. “Oh, I see.” She nodded toward him. “Shouldn’t you have a condom on that beast? What if he manages to cum without touching himself?”

“Well, I didn’t think there was much danger of that with me, but now that you’re here dressed like liquid sex? He might just blow his load. Is that a new dress?”

“No,” Sugar said.

“Hmm… I don’t know. I’ve never seen you wear that before,” Demona said and grinned.

“Demona…”

“I’m going to fit him with a cock milker,” Demona said.

“A what?!” Adam asked.

“A plastic sleeve that fits over your cock. It’s attached to a pump - it’s for extracting your jizz,” Demona said with a smile.

“Jesus,” Adam groaned.

“You’ll be happy to know, the sleeve is opaque - that means it isn’t see-through.”

“I know what opaque means, thank you,” Adam growled.

Demona laughed.

“Actually?” Sugar said. “Do you have a clear sleeve for the cock milker?”

Demona nodded. “You know? I think I might.”

“Good. I want Adam here completely naked. Nothing left to the imagination.”

Adam looked away.

Sugar laughed, and, despite the situation, Adam found the sound enchanting. “Adam, the transformed don’t have hangups about nudity. You have nothing to be ashamed of.”

“Yeah, well, I’m not transformed.”

Demona shook her head. “Sweetheart, I’m still trying to work out a lot about your condition, but I can tell you without a doubt you are transformed. I can’t figure out what you’ve been transformed into, but you are definitely one of us.”

“Please, just let me see Crumb and Lewis?” Adam asked.

Sugar stared into his eyes. “Will you answer the doctor’s questions if we bring them out here?”

Adam gritted his teeth. “You can be damned sure I won’t cooperate unless you do.”

Sugar turned to Demona. “Okay. Bring them out here.”

Demona nodded and walked out of sight.

“Adam,” Sugar said. “I know it doesn’t seem that way right now, but we’re not the bad guys.”

“She says, but she still hung me on a cross,” Adam said.

“That’s for our protection… as well as yours. You’re incredibly strong and so are we. And…” She smiled. “I like you this way. Call it a kink.”

Adam laughed a little. Then he shook his head. “Dr. Love was going to do serious damage to Crumb…”

“Lorraine Love is not exactly one of us - we’re Whore Caste, she’s pledged her loyalty directly to the Church.”

“And, you haven’t?”

Sugar smiled. “Let’s say it’s a… troubled relationship. We owe our allegiance to Morpheus himself. We’re saving…”

“The world, yeah, I heard.”

Demona returned with Crumb. The table Crumb was lying on looked like four white and gray robot arms that held her in an ‘X’ with her arms held up and apart as well as her legs. She was naked and IVs were attached to her arms and legs.

“What are you doing to her?!” Adam asked.

Demona looked up. “Nothing, I promise. She’s just sedated. They both are.”

A tall blonde in a nurse’s outfit walked in pushing Lewis, similarly naked, on the same type of contraption.

“Why are they sedated?” Adam asked. But, he knew the answer.

“We’re going to transform them,” Sugar said. She walked over to Crumb’s table and ran her finger down the sleeping girl’s arm. “The process was already started with this one.” She ran her hand over Crumb’s brow. “She wants this. She wants to be transformed, wants to be one of us.”

Sugar turned to Lewis. She ran her nails down his chest and abs. Then she grasped his cock. “This one, on the other hand? He only wants three things: Crumb to be safe. You to be safe… and a Pulitzer Prize.” Sugar laughed. “In that order. We’re going to help him with the first two, the third is out of our hands.”

Adam shook his head. “Listen to me. They are no danger to you. Tell Crumb not to release the video, wipe it out of Lewis’s mind, just please: let them go. I’ll do anything you want if you’ll let them go.”

Sugar stared at him. “How long have you known them?”

“Three days.”

“And… you would give up your freedom for them? Your life, for them?”

“If that’s what it takes.”

She walked closer to him and looked up. “What are you, Adam Price?”

He shook his head. “I don’t know.”

She turned away. “Demona, figure it out.” She leaned over Crumb’s table and began pushing it away toward the rows of tubes.

“Wait!” Adam yelled. “Where are you taking her?!”

Sugar continued pushing the rolling table. “To talk to her in private.”

The blonde nurse climbed up on a small stepladder beside Adam. “My name is Courtney. I’ll be fitting your milker.”

“What?”

She held up a transparent plastic tube. She wore long, latex gloves, and she wrapped her hand around his cock. “Try not to cum until I get the sleeve on you.”

He looked into her eyes.

She smiled. “Bet you didn’t know this was how your day was going to play out, huh?”

He began to stiffen, and Courtney eased his cock into the long sleeve.

Adam kept looking at her.

She laughed. “You should probably close your eyes. You really like girls, huh?”

Adam looked into her beautiful blue eyes.

“So do I,” Courtney giggled.

And that was all it took.

Adam came, shooting thick white cum into the tube.

The tube slipped out of Courtney’s hand and fell.

Cum splattered on her thighs.

“Fuck! Demona? A little help?”

“Courtney!” Demona screamed.

The blonde’s eyes rolled back in her head, and she began to fall backward.

To Adam, time slowed. The beautiful face, her eyes showing white, falling backward.

His left arm tensing, pulling against the restraint. It was impossible, the steel was too strong.

And, then? It moved.

The girl falling backward, her hair shining under the lights.

The steel creaking, bending more, and then snapping.

The manacle on his wrist broke into three pieces and the pieces spun away.

His arm swung inward, cradling the girl’s shoulders, pulling her toward him.

Her unconscious face came forward, snuggled into his shoulder.

He held her there, as Demona came up the ladder, her arms going around them both.

***

Sugar had already closed the door behind her in Demona’s office as Courtney climbed the ladder.

Sugar pressed a button on Crumb’s table. A red fluid began flowing through the IV.

Rachel “Crumb” Schwartz rolled her head gently from side to side and then opened her eyes.

“Welcome back,” Sugar said as she leaned over her and brushed Crumb’s hair out of her eyes.

Crumb tried to move. “Oh… fuck… did you shoot me up with the rest of the Titty Juice? Am I stupid?”

Sugar laughed. “It’s called Titty Grow, not Titty Juice. And, yes, you’re very stupid now. You have breasts the size of blue ribbon watermelons.”

Crumb frowned. “I don’t feel stupid.”

“Stupid people rarely do. That’s why they become politicians.”

Crumb laughed. “Do I really have huge breasts now?”

Sugar raised up and squeezed Crumb’s breasts. “Teeny tiny C cups.”

“Teeny to you, maybe, Tit-zilla.”

Sugar laughed and leaned down to Crumb’s left breast. She gently licked Crumb’s nipple.

“Ooo, easy. My nipples are super sensitive…”

Sugar bit down.

“Oww! Fuck, bitch! That fucking hurts!”

Sugar released her. “Payback for that little love bite earlier.”

Crumb closed her eyes. Then they snapped open. “Adam! Where’s Adam?!”

“Safe. He and Lewis are safe here with us.”

“Lewis? You caught Lewis? That idiot. He’s totally inept. I love him.”

Sugar laughed. “I understand from Dr. Love you asked her to make you a White Witch?”

“Yeah, then she told me I was too flat chested, too short, and then she tried to make me stupid… like a Kardashian.”

“You’re funny.”

“So, what’s going to happen? Old needle to the eye trick?”

“We don’t do that, Crumb,” Sugar said. “Dr. Love was right, though. It takes a lot to be a White Witch. You have to be smart and fierce. Fearless, actually. Like the kind of woman who goes alone into the office of a sociopath to demand what she wants. The kind of woman who throws herself at someone a lot stronger and bigger when she knows it’s utterly hopeless.”

“And, takes a chunk out of her boob?”

“You didn’t even break the skin.”

“Oh.”

“Still… pretty fierce,” Sugar said and smiled.

“What about my lack of boobs?”

“Silly girl, haven’t you ever heard of implants?”

“Fuck… implants… why didn’t I think of that?”

Sugar laughed. “We have this amazing doctor here.”

Crumb sighed. “I’m an immune, though. And, I am not good with making people do what they don’t want to do.”

“That is a problem. Here’s my dilemma though, Crumb. The Church knows you’re immune. They are going to insist on the spike.”

“Bummer.”

“Major bummer. But, they haven’t said anything to us, yet. So, if we were to, I don’t know, go ahead and transform you? Well, then you’d be Whore Caste.”

“And, that would be good?”

“Yes, you see, the Church doesn’t really have any authority in New York. This is Whore Caste’s domain. Specifically, it belongs to Mistress Maria Anastasia Marapova di Morpheus, the first White Witch. And, she doesn’t like anybody messing with her Whore Caste.”

“She some kind of bad ass?”

Sugar laughed and kissed Crumb’s nose. “Oh, my child, you have no idea.” She stood up. “So, Miss Rachel “Crumb” Schwartz, would you like to become Mistress Crumb, White Witch?”

Crumb smiled. “All I have to do is say yes?”

Sugar shrugged. “And… will you promise to be at least a little bit evil?”

Crumb nodded. “Try and stop me.”

In the distance, Demona screamed.

“Stay here! Don’t move!” Sugar said as she ran for the door.

Crumb looked up at her bound hands and down at her bound feet. “Sure. No problem.”

***

“Oh, God, oh, God,” Demona cried as she kissed Courtney’s face. She had a water hose in her hand that they used to spray the transformation fluid off the newly transformed.

She was holding Courtney with one arm while spraying Adam’s cum off her legs.

Courtney began to stir. “De… Demona?”

“I’m here, sweetheart. I’m right here.”

“Saved me.”

Demona looked up and smiled at Adam, his legs and right arm still bound to the cross. “Yes, he did.”

“No… you… you saved me.”

“No, honey, it was…”

“I was dead. You brought me back,” Courtney whispered.

Demona’s eyes bulged. “N… No, that wasn’t.”

“I took the H… I knew it was too much. I wanted to die. I saw a bright light. And, then you were there,” Courtney whispered.

“That was a dream! Courtney, you dreamed that. Remember? That was just a book you read. You are Courtney Fuchs…”

“I know. I am. Stacie Fuchs is my mother. Donny and Madison are my brother and sister. Only… they’re not. My name was Karen Dennis. I was an addict. And, I wanted to die.”

“No… no, please, Courtney.”

She put her finger on Demona’s lips. “I knew. Deep down? I knew you saved me. You and Sugar. I just couldn’t remember everything… until now.”

“Oh, Courtney, please. I can’t lose you!” Demona began to sob.

Courtney kissed her face. “Lose me?! No, you’ll never lose me. You brought me back and you gave me a reason to live, Demona. I love you. I just remember now, that’s all.”

Sugar ran up to them. “What happened?”

“She spilled my cum on herself,” Adam said.

Sugar looked up. “How did you get loose?!”

“He saved her! He broke his manacle and saved her! Caught her before she could fall onto the metal floor,” Demona said as she slid down to the floor with Courtney and sobbed.

“How?” Sugar said. Then she shook her head and knelt by Courtney and Demona. “Are you okay?”

“Just fine, Sugar Twat,” Courtney said and laughed. “God, I can’t believe I called you that when I first came here. Sugar, I am so sorry.”

Sugar looked at her without comprehending.

“She… called you that when we began transforming her,” Demona said. “Two years ago.”

Sugar paled. “You… remember?”

Courtney kissed her hand. “Yes, I remember two wonderful, amazing women snatching me away from death. I remember that perfectly well.” She nodded toward the cross. “Thanks to him.”

Sugar stroked Courtney’s hair. “Sweetheart? I can’t make you forget again. I can’t get inside a transformed mind…”

“I don’t want you to. I can live with my scars. As long as I have you two,” Courtney said. Then she laid her head back on Demona’s bosom and closed her eyes.

Sugar stood up and looked at Adam and wondered, again, what he was?

***

Route 79 just outside Caroline, New York 

Sister Illia sat beside Father Cain in the backseat of the first SUV as it sped through the hills near Ithaca. He spoke rarely.

He pulled a gleaming silver dagger from his jacket pocket and handed it to Illia.

“Why are you giving me this?” She asked.

“To kill silently should the need arise.”

She looked at the glinting edge of the blade. It had good balance, equally good for throwing or for knife-fighting. “Who are you planning on killing, Father?”

“Anyone who needs it.”

She stared out the window. “You have no intention of bringing this immune in alive, do you?”

“I will follow my orders to the best of my ability. Failing that?” He pulled a second knife from his jacket pocket. “Failing that. We will put an end to this abomination. Try to reach Dr. Love again, please.”

Sister Illia pulled her cellphone from her small purse and put the knife in its place. They had been trying to reach Lorraine Love since this morning.

She had not answered.

The phone rang through to voice mail, as it had a dozen times since this morning.

She had also tried to query SlutzNet about Dr. Love’s location.

The AI was being uncooperative, saying only that it could not determine her whereabouts.

“She still doesn’t answer,” Illia said.

“And, our asset at Stallion’s?” Cain asked.

“They are reporting odd activity on Level 10, but so far they are unaware of its nature.”

Cain nodded. “We will remain at the truckstop north of Stallion’s until we either hear from Dr. Love or our other operative.” He looked out the window. “Tell the agents to arm themselves with both dart guns and silenced pistols.”

Illia stared at him. “Father? If the target is at Stallion’s? Do you intend to go in armed?”

Cain continued to look out the window. “Well, we certainly won’t be going in unarmed.”

“Father, if we invade Stallion’s by force? We risk a war with Whore Caste. It won’t be a question of simply trespassing on Marapova’s territory - we will be seen as attacking a Whore Caste installation.”

“Thank you, Sister Illia, I hadn’t even thought of that.”

She could see his smile reflected in the passenger side window.

“You… came here to start a war,” Illia whispered.

“If not I? Who shall?” He turned to Illia. “Don’t you hunger for revenge? Revenge for Leviathan, revenge even for Styx? Do you not tire of letting those degenerate whores hold us hostage?”

“But… we need Whore Caste. The war against the humans…”

“Will be won regardless of the involvement of these deviants! Mankind understands force! We are the most powerful organization in the world - we don’t need to seduce them. We can bend them to our will, Illia!”

***

“You like breakin’ my shit, kid?” Ray said as he stood on the same stepladder Courtney had stood on. He was using some sort of handheld welder to reinforce Adam’s restraints - though there were no sparks or even heat that Adam could discern. “Took me two weeks to build this rig. You broke it in an afternoon.”

The shirtless giant was sweating as he worked.

“You have my apologies,” Adam said sarcastically.

“Wise ass.”

The robot girl stood beneath him in her blue “Stallion’s Adult Video” uniform. “Stop being a dick, Ray. Kid saved Courtney’s life.” She smiled up at Adam with red latex lips.

Adam returned the smile.

Ray turned off the welder. “Now, don’t you even think about breakin’ this one. Got it?”

Adam pulled at the wrist bond. It wouldn’t move. “No promises.”

“Punk,” Ray said. Then he smiled. “Good job, kid.”

Ray climbed down and the robot girl, Rita bounded up.

She leaned in close. “They aren’t nearly so bad as you think.” Her voice sounded tinny. “We’re a family.” She smiled. “Kind of the Addams Family at times.”

Adam laughed.

She brushed his hair out of his eyes.

“Did they do this to you?” Adam asked. 

“The whole robot body thing?” She nodded. “Well, in a way I did it to myself. But, I’m at peace with it.”

“Hey, babe, you comin’?” Ray asked as he put away the welder.

Rita chuckled. “I had to get turned into a bimbot in order to find the man of my dreams - a man three times my age who makes me listen to Sinatra till I want to rip out the microphones in my ears.”

Adam smiled.

“Don’t judge them too harshly,” Rita said as she began to descend the ladder. “I did at first. It was a waste of time. They’re too adorable to resist.”

Rita got down and Demona began climbing up. She was dressed head to toe in a yellow HazMat suit. She had the milker in her hand.

“Isn’t that overkill?” Adam asked.

“Not taking any chances on your magic spooge,” Demona said. “Stay soft. Don’t you dare fucking cum.”

“Yes, Ma’am,” Adam said as she took hold of his cock.

“Yes, Doctor. I have degrees in shit you can’t even spell.”

“Yes, Doctor,” Adam said as she began pushing his cock into the sleeve.

“There’s a smaller tube in the end of the sleeve. It’s going to go up your urethra.”

Adam grimaced. “That sounds unpleasant.”

“It is. Once it’s in, the tube will inflate and lock it in place - that’s very unpleasant.”

The small tube started invading his piss slit.

“Fuck,” Adam groaned.

“Don’t you dare get off on this. You cum before I have this in place? I swear I will make you eat your spoo.”

“Aiggh! Fuck! How much is it going to inflate?” It felt like a golf ball was being shoved up his dick.

The pain subsided.

“That’s it,” Demona said. She tugged on the outer tube.

Adam gasped.

“Now, the suction and vibrations are going to start.”

“Uh, huh,” Adam said.

“You’re going to want to cum… don’t fight it. Just let it happen. Not like fucking a girl - you don’t need to impress the machine.”

There was a gentle suction and then the tube began to vibrate. “Oh… wow…”

“After you cum? It’s going to hit you with a dose of aphrodisiac, so you get hard again. Just… don’t fight it. Understand?”

“How… much… are you going to… take, exactly?”

Demona smiled. “As much as we can get.”

Adam bit his lower lip as the vibrations increased.

Demona turned to climb down. “By the way? I love you. You saved her. She’s my life. I’ll die for you if I have to.”

And, with that, Demona walked away and left Adam to the machine.

***

A porn store is a strange place. People from all walks of life frequent them at one time or other in their lives. From men looking for jerk off material, to housewives looking for a toy or lingerie to spice things up, coeds looking for a gag gift, to the curious who want to see what they might be missing in their lives.

Ray had seen them all in his many years running Stallion’s, both before and after his transformation into a Whore Master. So, when the woman in boots walked in a few minutes before the man in sneakers, both of them looking nervous, he categorized them immediately: lovers, not married to each other, who would soon head back to the video booths for a wild afternoon rendezvous.

The woman was browsing through the DVDs, trying to look nonchalant. 

The man seemed overly interested in Stallion’s assortment of flavored lubricants.

It was only when the man seemed preoccupied with something in his jacket pocket that Ray realized his categorization was inaccurate.

“Aw, fuck,” Ray whispered. With his hands behind the counter, he texted Rita: Who the fuck did you let in? Gun.

Her text came back: “Missed it. Sorry. Watching.”

The man pulled his gun out of his jacket pocket and pointed it at Ray. “Call that girl in from the front!”

Rita stepped inside. “Already here.”

He pointed the gun at her. “Lock that door behind you!”

Rita smiled.

The door locked on its own.

The man frowned. “How the fuck did you do that?”

“Dunno, Alexa or Google or something,” Rita said.

He pointed the gun back at Ray. “Empty the register, motherfucker!”

The woman walked toward Ray with her purse open. She held it toward him.

Ray opened the register. “Look, I got maybe seventy, eighty bucks in here, junior.”

“Where’s the safe?”

“In the back office.”

“How much you got in there?”

Ray shrugged. “Honestly, I don’t know. We just keep money to make change. How much is in the office, Rita?”

“Umm, $357,654.28 the last time I counted.”

The man stared at her.

“Damn… that long since I took a deposit to the bank?” Ray laughed. “How long ago did you count it?”

“27.3 seconds ago.”

“The fuck you talking about?” The man asked.

“I opened the safe door remotely, turned the security camera toward the safe, and then the computer part of my brain counted the money,” Rita said with a smile.

“You people think we’re playin’? I will shoot your ass.” He nodded at Ray. “You think you’re bullet proof, big man?”

“No, I’m not.” He nodded toward Rita. “But she is.”

Rita somersaulted forward and landed in front of the gunman.

He was turning toward her when she did a front kick that caught the man’s right arm midway between his elbow and wrist. There was a sickening snap as both bones in his forearm bent at a ninety-degree angle and broke.

The man began to scream as the gun fell to the tile floor.

Ray reached out and grabbed the woman’s wrists in two bear paw hands. He smiled. “You two really picked the wrong place to rob. You thought we were locked in here with you? Sweetheart? You’re locked in here with us.”

Rita began to laugh as she grabbed the man by his ankle and dragged him along the floor.

***

“What exactly in the fuck were the two of you thinking?” Sugar asked. She tapped her foot slowly in the Level 3 conference room.

Lisa and Mikaela sat in swivel chairs and looked at the floor.

“It was all my idea,” Lisa said. “Mikaela wanted to wait for you.”

Mikaela shook her head. “No, I agreed with Lisa.”

“Did I or did I not tell you to wait?” Sugar asked.

“We thought we could subdue him,” Lisa said. “The Ambrosia should have had him cumming so much he wouldn’t be able to think…”

“Obviously it had that effect on you and not on him,” Sugar said.

“He’s… amazing,” Mikaela said.

“Yeah, Sugar, when he was under the influence of the Ambrosia? He turned into a sex monster…”

“Stop talking,” Sugar commanded.

“Gee, you sound like Maria,” Mikaela mumbled.

“No, Maria will probably have you on your knees,” Sugar said.

“Christ! Are you going to tell her?!” Mikaela asked.

“Yes… eventually.” Sugar paced the floor. She shook her head. “Honestly, I’m at a loss. Lisa, you’re the smartest one of us. Your IQ is off the charts. What were you thinking?”

Lisa looked miserable.

“And, Mikaela? Maria believes you are a natural born leader - she’s picked you to be a general in command of her army.”

Mikaela began to cry.

“This is the kind of behavior I would expect out of someone like Carrie, not our two most promising White Witches.”

“We are so sorry, Sugar,” Lisa said.

“You’re compromised,” Sugar said. “Can I trust you to follow orders and transform humans even if it is against their will?”

Lisa and Mikaela looked at each other.

“Honestly?” Mikaela whispered. “I don’t know.”

Lisa shook her head. “Neither do I.”

Sugar nodded. “At least you’re telling me the truth now. I suppose that’s something.” Sugar looked down at them. “I want the two of you on the road to the Farm this afternoon. Gwen is going to determine if the two of you are still capable of performing your duties. I have to focus on this Adam. You’re her problem now.”

Mikaela looked ill. “Oh, God, you told Gwen?”

“Yes, Mikaela. And, in case you’re wondering? She’s more pissed than I am.”

***

Mikaela and Lisa stepped into the warm afternoon sun outside Stallion’s loading dock.

They got into Lisa’s Tesla and just sat there looking at the building.

“I feel like shit,” Lisa said.

Mikaela took a deep breath and let it out. “We really let Sugar down.”

“And Maria,” Lisa said. “God, I am such an idiot.”

“You couldn’t have known Ambrosia would do that to him,” Mikaela said as she took Lisa’s hand. “It’s over. It’s done. We have to move on. And, we have a problem.”

Lisa nodded. “Sugar is wrong.”

“Yep. They are all wrong. Sugar, Gwen, Cathy… even Maria. We’re seeing clearly now, they aren’t.”

“The Church is evil - I mean we knew that. But, until today? I didn’t understand how much we’ve been… brainwashed,” Lisa said.

“Even Demona doesn’t see it fully. She’s experimenting on Adam because she wants to understand his immunity to fight the Church,” Mikaela said. 

“Yes,” Lisa said. “But, the problem is? There is no way the Church is going to allow him to live.”

Mikaela shook her head. “No, they won’t. You can bet there’s a team on its way - it’s what I would do. It’s what Maria would do. We need a plan to get him out of there.”

“Hate to break it to you, but I’m pretty sure if we set foot in Stallion’s right now? Rita and Ray are going to drag us down to a holding cell,” Lisa said. “Because the main reason she’s sending us to Gwen? Is to get us away from Adam.”

Mikaela hissed through her teeth. “And, if we aren’t on the road to the Farm within an hour or so…?”

“She’ll send Rita and Ray to get us,” Lisa said. “It’s what I would do.”

“We need help,” Mikaela said. “If we want to get him out of there? Somebody is going to have to do it for us.”

Lisa shook her head. “If Madison was here, she could do it. Belynda would do it.” She shook her head. “Jason wouldn’t. I love him, but he won’t go against Sugar. Besides, they’re all out of town.”

“Candy Kisses,” Mikaela said.

“Candy… are you nuts? She’s a Street Whore.” 

“Yes, she is. But, she’s also one of Adam’s converts. And, we only need her to do one thing,” Mikaela said. She opened her pocket book and pulled out a small vial with white liquid inside.

“What’s that?”

“Guess.”

“Is that… Adam’s cum?”

Mikaela nodded. “Collected it from my pussy after we got to Stallion’s. Knowing how potent it is? I figured we might need it. Here’s the plan: we get Candy Kisses to come to the sorority house. Sugar will expect us to go there and pack before we head to the farm. We give the vial to Candy and have her take it to Sindy di Drummond.”

Lisa looked skeptical. “The White Witch at the brothel?”

“It’s either her or Carrie, you choose.”

Lisa shook her head. “Not Carrie. She’s unstable.”

“Yeah, so that leaves Sindy. All Candy has to do is pour this cum on Sindy. Sindy will become… for want of a better term? One of us. And, then Candy can tell her what they need to do. Sindy’s tough as nails. If anybody can get him out of there? It’s her.”

“Sweetie, I’m impressed that you came up with this so fast but… you’re placing a lot of faith in Candy Kisses.”

Mikaela shook her head. “Lisa, it’s all we have.”

***

Adam looked up as Rita and Ray returned. Rita was dragging a man in jeans and a t-shirt along the floor by his ankle as he screamed.

His right arm was broken spectacularly.

Ray was carrying a skinny woman in boots over his shoulder as she screamed and kicked.

Demona and Sugar walked out of Demona’s office. 

“What do we have here?” Sugar asked.

“Dumbest crooks on earth,” Ray said. “Tried to rob us.”

Demona laughed. “Man, they are stupid. That’s a nasty fracture.” She knelt by the man. “This is going to hurt.”

“What?”

Demona yanked his wrist and the bones set.

The man’s head lolled to the side, and he passed out.

Demona yanked down his jeans and underwear. “Hmm, seven inches, cut.” She grabbed his balls and tugged. “Healthy looking testicles.” She reached into her jacket pocket and pulled on some black latex gloves.

She lifted his legs and shoved two fingers up his ass.

“Jesus!” Adam said.

The woman still draped over Ray’s shoulder screamed in terror.

“Healthy enough prostate.” She pulled out her fingers and stripped off the glove. From her other pocket she pulled out a device about the size of a deck of cards. She ran it over his groin. “Humph… healthy dose of the clap.” She looked toward the woman over Ray’s shoulder. “You give him that or did he gift it to you?”

“Let us go! I promise I won’t tell!”

“Let us go! I promise I won’t tell!” Demona mocked. “If I had a dime for every time I heard that?”

“How can you be like this?” Adam asked. “She’s terrified.”

“Hey!” Ray said. “Her and her boyfriend brought this on themselves.”

“That doesn’t make it right,” Adam said.

“Look, honey, maybe it isn’t right, but it’s kind of poetic justice,” Demona said. She sat back and chewed a nail. “I can make a Street Stud out of him or a Futanari if you want, Sugar.” She took his chin in her hand. “Narrow enough. I could feminize him.”

Sugar knelt beside him. She put her hands on his temples. Her eyes rolled back. “Eww… this is like diving in a trash dumpster.”

“What is she doing to him?” The girl asked.

“Reading his mind.” Ray said as he spanked her. “Shh. You’ll get your turn.”

She began to sob.

Sugar pulled her hands away. “No Street Stud and no Futanari,” she growled.

“Uh, oh,” Demona said.

Sugar stood up and walked to the woman on Ray’s shoulder. She put her hands on the woman’s temples. “Uggh, no better.” She took a step back and pointed at the woman. “Full mind wipe. Sub Slut, full latex.”

Demona whistled. “Yikes.”

Sugar pointed at the man. “Him? Full submissive. Tongue job, double cock.”

“You got it,” Demona said. “I’ll prepare the tubes.”

“What are you going to do to them?” Adam asked.

Sugar walked up to his cross. “The woman will have her mind wiped and a submissive personality inserted. She will have a latex fetish and enjoy pain. Then we’re going to bond a special latex mixture to her skin so she will look like she’s wearing a bondage outfit 24/7. We’ll send her down to Havana where she will be sold to the highest bidder - most likely a high-end bondage club where she will become a star attraction.”

“Jesus! Why the fuck…?”

“The man? Also, a full mind wipe. He will be modified with two cocks, one above the other so that he can double penetrate whatever Mistress purchases him on the auction block. His tongue will be augmented to twelve inches in length with pleasure studs. Both of them will spend the rest of eternity as sex slaves - happy, obedient fuck toys.”

“Why? What did they…?”

Sugar smiled triumphantly. “That whining wretch on Ray’s shoulder? She regularly stole her own grandmother’s social security checks. She had money to spend while her grandmother ate cat food.” She nodded toward the man. “Him? When he was seventeen, he pushed his own mother down the stairs thinking he would collect her insurance. The two of them? They met on a dark web chat group where people discussed strategies on killing for profit. Oh, and Stallion’s isn’t their first armed robbery. There have been three others and not everyone they met survived the encounter.”

“Then you should hand them over to the police.”

Sugar laughed. “Yes, because the US Justice System is so good at turning people like these degenerates into productive members of society. Adam, if the Church had encountered these two? They would get the spike. They would be desexed and transformed into Worker Caste. As cruel as what I am about to do to them sounds? They will survive and at least have some measure of happiness.”

“You could change them. You could reach into their minds and fix them, Sugar.”

“Yes, and when I find people who deserve that kindness? I give them just that. They don’t deserve the happily ever after, Adam, at least not as the people they are now.”

***

Adam thought for a long time about what Sugar had said. It was tempting to see the justice in her approach. He certainly felt no sympathy for the two robbers as Sugar and Demona took them somewhere out of sight.

For the most part, Adam’s new life revolved around the machine slowly draining him of cum. There was a liter bottle attached to the pump at the base of the cross and it was already half full.

Each time he came, he figured that would be the last he could manage.

Then, a few minutes later? He would cum again, spurred on by the aphrodisiac, the vibrating sleeve, and the fact he was being hydrated by the Fluoride IV.

“There’s something you don’t see every day. A guy on a cross getting his dick sucked by a milking machine.”

He looked up.

Crumb was standing, naked, beside Lewis’s table. She stroked his hair as he slept. “How you holding up?”

Adam shook his head. “All things considered? Not bad. They cut you loose?”

Crumb nodded. “I’m joining the team.”

Adam sighed. “Are you sure? Do you trust them?”

“I’m sure, but, no, can’t say I trust them. I mean, my track record with trusting the transformed isn’t all that great.”

“You could run,” Adam said.

“Well, I know a thing or two you might not. First? We’re ten stories beneath the ground. Only way out is to take the elevator up. Only there’s supposedly a giant and a robot girl to stop you.”

Adam nodded. “Yeah, I met them. Sort of nice, actually. And terrifying.”

“Second? They’re giving me the white latex outfit.” She shrugged.

“And, if they’re lying?”

“Then I’ll probably end up a big titted sex doll. There are worse things.” She leaned over and kissed Lewis’s forehead. “Tell him I wanted this, okay?”

Adam nodded.

Machinery hummed nearby. One of the glass tubes filled with pink fluid was moving on small tank treads toward Crumb. Dr. Demona walked beside with a control box attached to it by a cable.

“Guess that’s for me,” Crumb said.

“Yes,” Sugar said as she emerged from someplace behind Adam. “We can do the procedures on an operating table, but it’s much quicker and easier on the subject to submerge them. You’ll be semi-conscious, but you won’t feel any pain. You’ll be indoctrinated by a video headset - that is, if you can be indoctrinated.”

“SlutzNet? Lower the harness,” Demona said.

Two loops made from black cables lowered from a winch in the ceiling.

Crumb took a deep breath.

“Arms out, honey,” Demona said.

Crumb held out her arms.

Demona fit the cables under her arms.

“Take her up, SlutzNet.”

The cables began to rise. They pulled tight under Crumb’s arms, and she rose.

She smiled at Adam. “See you on the other side. If anything happens? Take care of him.”

Sugar looked up at Adam. “The only things that are going to happen are wonderful things.”

“Holding you to that,” Crumb said. “If I die? I’m gonna haunt the fuck out of you, Sugar Tits.”

Demona laughed. “Everybody relax. I haven’t lost one in a transformation tube yet. Now, quit your bitching or I’ll give you three boobs.”

“Hmm, there’s a thought,” Crumb said.

The winch slid across the ceiling on a track. Crumb’s feet dangled over the pink liquid. The harness began to lower.

Her toes touched the goo.

“Wow… tingly,” she said nervously.

Her calves were submerged, then her thighs.

She started to hyperventilate as she descended past her waist.

“Relax,” Demona said.

Crumb was panting. “I’m trying.”

The goo was up to her neck.

Two robotic arms lowered from the ceiling. The first placed a breathing mask over her mouth and nose.

The second fit her with a headset as she slipped completely within the liquid.

She was trembling inside the tube.

Then she began to thrash.

“What’s wrong with her?!” Adam said as he strained to get free.

Demona shook her head. “It’s normal! Just claustrophobia. We usually sedate them before they go in.  The fear will pass.”

Crumb went limp in the tube, and Adam relaxed as well.

Sugar smiled at him. “Break that cross and Ray will kick your ass.”

Adam shook his head. “What is she seeing?”

“Not what, who. Cum Slut Cathy, or a computer representation of her. She’s a White Witch. She’s explaining everything about transformation to Crumb,” Sugar said.

Demona nodded. “And distracting your little friend as well.”

IVs rose from the bottom of the tank like eels. The needles darted forward and sank into Crumb’s skin.

Demona smiled. “There we go. She can’t feel a thing. Okay, SlutzNet. I need two 800 cc implants.”

Adam watched as the robot arms returned and slid into the tank with two transparent breast implants.

Demona held out her hands in front of the tube and two joysticks rose up from the base. “SlutzNet, how about a little music? Play something by Ghost.”

Life Eternal came over the speakers as Demona operated the joysticks.

More robotic arms emerged from the bottom of the tube under Crumb. Laser light flashed inside as Demona deftly performed robotic surgery on Adam’s best friend.

***

Candy Kisses stood in Mikaela’s room and stared in awe at the white vial in her hand.

“So, you understand what we want you to do?” Lisa asked.

Candy smiled and nodded. “No.”

Lisa stared at her. “You don’t understand?”

She shook her head. “Yes… I don’t understand.”

Mikaela put her hands on Candy’s shoulders. “Candy, sweetie? One more time: take this to Sindy…”

“I understand that part! I love Sindy! She’s very cuddly after sex…”

Mikaela smiled. “Yes. And, tell her Lisa and Mikaela want her to drink it…”

“And, tell her it will make her remember who she used to be and she won’t want to transform people against their will anymore?” Candy asked with a smile.

“Uh, well, you don’t have to tell her that last part,” Mikaela said.

Candy nodded. “Gosh, you have the prettiest eyes, Mikaela.”

“Thank you…”

“But, I don’t force people to do what they don’t want to anymore. Sugar said I didn’t have to.”

“Candy, you’re not transforming Sindy - she’s already transformed,” Lisa said.

Candy laughed. “You’re right: it’s not technically transformation, so it obeys the letter of the law. But, it violates the spirit of the law.”

Mikaela’s mouth dropped open. “What law?”

“The first law of the Book of Adam: Don’t transform people against their will. Technically, this isn’t transformation, but I think Adam would agree with my interpretation.”

“Book of Adam?” Lisa asked.

Candy grinned from ear to ear. “The collected teachings of Adam, the new living god. I’m compiling them into book form. It only has one verse so far.” She blinked. “The book’s pretty, though.” She held up her hands - they sparkled. “I used lots of glitter.”

Mikaela sighed.

Lisa turned her back, clenched her fists, and screamed silently.

Mikaela nodded. “Okay… okay… yes, you can tell Sindy what it will do, but please tell her that Adam’s life is at stake and that Lisa, and I really, really need her help.”

Candy giggled. “See! It’s better Adam’s way!”

Mikaela smiled. “So, after she takes the…”

“Magic Adam cum?”

Mikaela bit her lower lip. “Yeah, that… after she’s… like you? The two of you need to sneak into Stallion’s and break Adam free.” Mikaela’s brow knitted. “Anything in the Book of Adam against that?”

Candy rolled her eyes. “Nope. I told you, there’s only one verse.”

Lisa took Candy’s hand. “One last thing…”

“Golly, this is already a lot to remember, Lisa,” Candy said.

“I know, but this is important: this is a Top Secret mission. If you’re caught… please don’t tell Sugar who sent you.”

Mikaela punched Lisa in the shoulder. “Hey!”

“Shut up,” Lisa said. “I’m covering our asses.”

***

Courtney sat in Demona’s lab and worked with the DNA analyzer.

She looked up from the screen. “You’re hovering. Please stop.”

Demona stood just behind her. “I’m not! I’m just interested in your progress…”

“Demona, I’m fine. Please trust me: I am fine.”

Demona sighed and kissed the top of her head.

Courtney smiled. Then she frowned. “Goddamn this machine.”

“What’s wrong?”

Courtney threw her hands up in the air. “It keeps failing and saying the source is contaminated. I have gone through six samples from Adam, and it keeps saying the same thing.”

“It’s always been temperamental.” Demona opened the top of the white plastic enclosure. She looked inside for a moment and then closed it. “You know, it has trouble with my DNA as well. I’m a chimera and it fails every time.”

“Chimera?” Courtney asked.

Demona laughed. “Yeah, that means I have two distinct sets of DNA. It’s uncommon. Most likely I had a twin in utero that I absorbed early on. The machine sees both sets of DNA and says…”

“Source is contaminated. So, Adam’s a chimera?”

“Maybe.” She took the sample out of the DNA analyzer. “Let’s take a look under the quantum microscope.”

***

Lewis Cho woke up and nearly screamed. He was held fast on a table with his arms and legs in an ‘X’. He was also naked.

None of this made him want to scream.

It was the sight of Crumb floating motionless in a tube full of pink fluid to his left.

Her breasts were now a huge G cup - two black suction cups at the end of tubes suckled at her nipples.

IVs and wires made a web around her.

A huge black dildo attached to a thick tube moved in and out of her pussy, while a smaller version invaded her ass.

But Lewis Cho did not scream.

He had two goals: get loose and get Crumb. In that order.

He flexed his left wrist. His arm was held tight.

He moved his right.

It was looser.

Lewis had always been cursed with narrow hands. They weren’t manly, not the hands of a worker like his father.

But, having hands that could be squeezed down to roughly the same size as his wrist had its uses.

He squeezed his right thumb toward his palm.

“Come on,” he thought.

He pulled his hand through the loop.

Lewis lay motionless for a moment. Then he raised his head slightly and looked around. He couldn’t see anyone other than Crumb.

Someone moaned behind him. He couldn’t crane his neck to see. He just had to chance it.

He moved quickly to unlock his left wrist with his right hand - the straps were a simple buckle.

Lewis sat up quickly, undid his ankles and dropped to the floor.

“You’re awake,” a woman said.

Lewis spun around. There was a table of medical instruments beside him. He grabbed the first thing he could find - a white plastic handle with a single button.

He pointed it toward the woman: the redheaded White Witch.

He pressed the button on the handle.

A thin red laser light extended out three inches from the end of the handle before it was ‘caught’ by a small, mirrored cap.

“Lewis? Put it down,” Adam said.

Lewis focused.

Adam was hanging on a steel cross behind the White Witch.

“Adam?! What the fuck…?”

The White Witch took a step toward Lewis.

He pointed the laser at her. “Stay back.”

“Don’t hurt him,” Adam said.

“I don’t hurt people. Why would you even say that?” The White Witch said.

“I can think of two people in the last hour whom you’ve definitely hurt,” Adam said.

“God, you are such an old woman,” the White Witch said. “Lewis, my name is Sugar. Please put down the laser scalpel. It’s very dangerous. It can cut through steel…”

He pointed it at her face. “What are you doing to Crumb?”

“What she wanted,” Sugar said. She took another step toward him.

“It’s true, Lewis,” Adam said. “They’re making her one of the White Witches.”

“But… she said… if they gave her breasts that size…?”

Sugar smiled and shook her head. “Implants. She has large implants under her skin. They’ve already healed. No loss of intelligence.”

Lewis took a step back and turned to the side so he could look at Crumb.

“I love her! She is my entire life. Why would she…?”

“She loves you too, Lewis,” Adam said.

Sugar took another step toward him. “Can’t you imagine a world where someone could be completely, madly in love with you, but still want what she wants?”

Lewis sobbed. “Yes, but… I loved her just as she was. I didn’t… I didn’t tell her before she…”

“She knew, buddy,” Adam said.

“Look at her, Lewis,” Sugar said.

He kept the scalpel pointed at Sugar, but he looked at Crumb.

She was smiling behind the breathing mask.

“She heard every word,” Sugar said. “SlutzNet, raise Miss Schwartz’s goggles, please.”

The video goggles flipped up.

Crumb was looking through the fluid at Lewis.

Lewis began to sob and dropped the scalpel. The laser light winked out.

Crumb mouthed the word: soulmates.

“Sleep,” Sugar said. She caught Lewis as he passed out. She lifted him easily and placed him back on his table.

Demona ran in on her high heels. “Triple helix… One father, two mothers.” 

“What?” Sugar asked.

“Adam’s DNA… it isn’t… it’s not a double helix. It’s three strands woven together - a triple helix.”

“Who were his parents?” Sugar asked.

“How the fuck should I know, Red? I’m still trying to figure out how a fucking triple helix even works. This is voodoo to me.”

***

Adam felt like the room was spinning.

The conversation from his dream in the maelstrom. Verbatim, every single word. Triple helix… One father, two mothers.

“Is he human?” Sugar asked.

“Uh… I honestly… I don’t know,” Demona said.

He shook his head. “My mom’s name is Evelyn. One mom. I never knew my dad.”

Demona shook her head. “Honey, I’ve examined every sample we took from you: one male Y donor, two female X donors, mixed together in the craziest helical structure I have ever seen.” She turned and took Sugar’s arm. “There’s more. We need to talk. In private.”

Adam watched them leave. Then he hung his head. What was happening?

There was a whirring noise as Crumb’s goggles covered her eyes again.

“Alone at last.”

He looked up.

Pike stood at the foot of his cross wearing his dirty tie dye.

Adam strained to break free.

Pike held up his hands. “Whoa, compadre, the giant did a better job this time. I don’t think even you can break free.” He snickered. “Embarrassing hanging around with your dingus in a plastic tube, huh? ‘Course, if that was me they’d probably use a cigar tube, you know, man? I checked out before this whole ‘grow a bigger dick’ thing.”

“Pike, can you get me out of this?”

“No, man. I’m not here. Not really. I’m a projection into your past, amigo.”

Adam strained his arms. “That stuff Demona was saying about me having one father and two… mothers.”

“Stop that before you hurt yourself. Sometimes the best way out of a situation isn’t brute force.” Pike walked over to Crumb’s tube. “Whew… that is a beautiful woman. I knew this girl down in Fresno once. Sadie. She had short blonde hair like that. Man, she could play some guitar. Grew some primo weed too…”

“Pike!? I asked you a question.”

Pike turned toward him. “I know. I heard you. Yeah, your… Demona… is right. One father, two mothers.”

“Who…?”

“Who is your mom, Adam? Who do you see when someone says the word ‘mom’?”

“My mom. Evelyn Price.”

Pike pointed at him. “That’s right. Evelyn Price is your mother. She gave birth to you, raised you…”

“Who’s my other mother?”

Pike turned away. “I met her once. Hair like spun gold. Out of my league, man. You ever see a girl like that?” He laughed and nodded toward Demona’s office. “Of course, you have. What am I saying? Anyway… yeah, I met your other mom once. Some people go away, and the world is less for that, you know? Some people go away, and creation mourns. That was your other mother.” He turned toward Adam and wiped away a tear. He smiled. “You have her eyes, kid.”

“What happened to her?” Adam asked.

Pike shook his head. “Not for me to say. Don’t push, okay? I’m telling you all I can. Maybe more than I should.”

“My father?”

Pike laughed. “You got his chin. I won’t say anymore.”

Adam started to ask something else.

Pike interrupted. “You want to get out of here?”

“What? Yes, I want to get out of here.”

“Okay, man. Concentrate on the when. The where will take care of itself. Just like before.”

“The when? I don’t know when…”

“Let me help you. December 8, 1980. 10:30 PM.”

“That was way before I was born.”

“I know,” Pike said. “Trust me, man.”

“December 8, 1980, 10:30 PM,” Adam thought. He closed his eyes. He felt a breeze on his face.

He opened his eyes.

He was at the heart of the maelstrom.

The cross rocked and swayed.

And then the maelstrom swallowed him.

Back on Level 10 of Stallion’s, the cross stood empty.

***

Candy Kisses di Amal was nervous as she went from one floor of the downtown brothel to the next looking for Sindy di Drummond. She passed the whores and their customers as they laughed together in the hallways.

On the third floor, Bull Drummond, Sindy’s Whore Master stepped out of a room and into the hallway.

“Hi, Bull,” Candy said.

The tall man smiled at her. “Hi, Candy. Is it already time for your shift?”

“No. I was… I was looking for Sindy.”

“Oh, I’m sorry, sweetheart. Sindy is out of town today. She won’t be back for a few days. Can I help you?”

Candy stared at him. Her lower lip began to quiver. “Um… do you like cum?”

Bull squinted at her. “Uh, no, Candy, I don’t… have that inclination.”

“Oh. Okay.”

He stroked her hair. “Candy, are you alright?”

“Yeah… I’ll be okay, Bull.” She walked away toward the steps. She really wanted to call Lisa and Mikaela, but Lisa had been very clear after swearing Candy to secrecy: she couldn’t call them, no matter what because someone might be monitoring their phones.

She was sobbing by the time she reached the first floor.

Other whores and studs passed her. All of them looked concerned because she looked concerned.

But, none of them were White Witches or even Whore Masters.

She briefly thought about asking her mate, Sanjay. No. He would just turn up his nose at the thought of another guy’s jizz.

She wiped away her tears as she reached the front door.

Bianca “Bubbles” Bennett walked in the front door. She looked up at Candy. She also looked like she had been crying. “Hi, Candy.”

“Hi, Bubbles. What are you doing here?”

“I lost my job, Candy,” Bianca sniffled. “I thought maybe Bull would let me work here.”

“Why’d you lose your job?”

Bianca shrugged. “Dr. Love won’t transform anybody against their will anymore, so she doesn’t need me for show and tell.”

Candy nodded. “I know how you feel. I failed my Top Secret mission.”

“What Top Secret mission?”

“Duh,” Candy said. “If I told you, it wouldn’t be Top Secret, now would it?”

“No, I guess not. Want to work the street with me?” Bubbles asked.

Candy sighed. “I… hey, wait a minute. You’re smart, aren’t you?”

Bubbles shrugged. “I dunno. I guess.”

Candy smiled. “Sure you are! You worked for a professor! And, you like cum, right?”

Bubbles did a double-take. “What does that have to do with anything?”

Candy looked both ways. “Come with me. I need to ask you something.”

***

Manhattan, New York

December 8, 1980 

10:30 PM

Adam ducked naked into an alley and clutched his arms around his sides. “F… Fuck, it’s cold.”

A homeless man looked up at him from the flattened cardboard box he was using for a bed. Then he pulled a threadbare blanket over himself and went back to sleep.

Pike smiled at Adam from the back of the alley and beckoned.

Adam ran barefoot down the dirty pavement.

Pike nodded to his left. “Second trashcan down.”

Adam opened the trashcan lid.

There was a plastic bag inside that read ‘Army and Navy Store, Brooklyn, NY’.

He opened the bag to find pants, a shirt, a jacket, and a pair of sneakers - all in his size. “Who…?”

“You. You put them there,” Pike said.

“Me? I didn’t do that.” He hurriedly pulled the pants up and fastened them. Then he grabbed the shoes.

“You haven’t yet. You will.”

“This is confusing.”

Pike laughed. “Just put your clothes on, man.”

The jacket was old but warm.

“Where am I?” Adam asked.

“72nd Street, Upper West Side of Manhattan. The when you know: December 8, 1980.”

Adam shook his head. “Why am I here, Pike?”

“To save a life.”

“Whose life?”

“You’ll see.”

“Okay, why am I here to save someone’s life?”

“Because, well, all life is sacred, and everyone is worth saving. It’s the second verse.”

“Second verse? Of what?”

“A book Candy Kisses is writing. Kind of important. She used glitter and everything.”

“You’re a goddamned sphynx,” Adam hissed.

Pike laughed. “Yeah, man. I am.” He nodded toward the street. “One block East beside the park. I’ll meet you there.” Pike disappeared.

“Jesus.”

Adam walked up to the street. He pulled up his collar and walked East. Old cars passed him on the street. He could hear disco music playing somewhere.

A pretty girl in brown suede boots passed him. She smiled and he smiled back. She looked about twenty.

Which meant she would be over seventy back in Adam’s time.

He saw Pike standing near a tall beige apartment building. It had deep roofs and high gables. The street out front was almost deserted.

He walked up to Pike. “Can other people see you? Or, do I look like a schizophrenic talking to myself?”

“Yeah, man, I’m a projection, not a ghost.”

Adam smiled when he noticed he could see his own breath in the cold air, but not Pike’s. Also, Pike looked perfectly comfortable in his t-shirt and jeans on the chilly Manhattan street.

Pike turned and pointed at the building. “This is The Dakota Apartments. Lot of famous artists and musicians live here, man.”

“One of them going to jump from a dormer or something?” Adam asked.

“No, wise ass. Nobody’s jumping.” He nodded toward the arched entrance of the building. “A guy and his wife are going to get here in a little while. Nice couple.” He turned to Adam. “See the guy down the street. Dark hair, big glasses?”

Adam looked over Pike’s shoulder. “Yeah. What about him?”

“His name is Mark. Mark is going to do something really bad in a few minutes.”

Adam watched the man. He was a little older than Adam, but not by much. Five years, maybe. “So, I’m here to stop him?”

“If you want. Or, I mean don’t. It’s your choice, Adam.”

Adam swallowed. “He’s going to kill someone, isn’t he?”

“Yes. A wise man told me once, he said: ‘all life is sacred, and everyone is worth saving’. You have to start someplace.”

Adam nodded and walked around Pike.

“Adam?”

Adam didn’t turn around. “Yeah?”

“You’re working without a net, man. You’re strong, you’ve got abilities you don’t know about yet. But, you’re not invulnerable. Remember that. Also, that shit that Demona was pumping into you? The Fluoride? It’s worn off by now. You got your brain mojo back.”

Adam turned, but Pike was gone.

He walked down the street in front of the Dakota. There was a doorman there trying to stay warm in the cold night air.

The man Pike called Mark looked nervous. He was wearing a t-shirt under his coat advertising an old rock star named Todd Rundgren. He had one hand in his coat pocket, in the other he held a tattered copy of ‘Catcher in the Rye’.

He glanced at Adam, his eyes darting left and right.

And, Adam reached into his mind.

His name was Mark David Chapman. Inside the man’s mind, he saw a memory of Chapman confronting a tall, thin man earlier in the day. The man was the singer, James Taylor. More memories flashed by. An album called ‘Double Fantasy’ - Mark holding it out to someone who signed it.

Memories moving faster now. ‘Catcher in the Rye’ and Mark felt like he was Holden Caulfield and he loved all the albums and why would Lennon say that awful thing about the Beatles being more famous than Jesus and he would show him. ‘Catcher in the Rye’ was his manifesto and he was Holden Caulfield and Lennon was nothing but a phony living like a king. He’s famous and he’s going to die…

Adam turned to his left as the limousine pulled up.

A man got out and it was the glasses that gave away who it was. Small black glasses with round lenses. His wife, a rail-thin Asian woman got out with him.

Mark’s hand in his pocket closed on the cold steel of the .38 Special revolver and Adam felt it. He broke the contact.

Mark’s head snapped back, and a trickle of blood came out of his left nostril.

Adam’s right hand shot out and went into Mark’s coat pocket. His hand closed on Mark’s hand and the gun within it. Adam squeezed.

With his left hand, he grabbed Mark’s coat lapels.

“You aren’t Holden Caulfield. ‘Catcher in the Rye’ is not your goddamned manifesto.” He squeezed with his right hand and Mark’s hand broke, the bones shattering like glass. He would never use the hand again. “You don’t have the right to take a human life.”

The gun came loose, and Adam squeezed it as well, felt the metal bend and fold like aluminum foil as Adam reduced it to junk.

“Go home,” Adam said. He pushed his thoughts into Mark David Chapman’s mind. “Go home and remember this night. And, for the rest of your life, don’t you even think about hurting another living soul.”

Chapman looked at him in fear and disbelief. Then he turned, his shattered hand still in his jacket pocket, and ran away into the night.

“Is he alright?” John Lennon asked.

Adam turned toward him. He shoved the metal ball that had once been a gun into his pocket. Then he smiled. “Yeah. He… he was just confused.” Adam nodded. “My mom’s a big fan. Have a good night.”

Adam walked past John Lennon and Yoko Ono and continued up the street.

He stopped by a trash can and dropped the destroyed gun into it.

Pike fell into step beside him. “You okay?”

Adam shook his head. “He… he was going to kill John Lennon. I could hear his thoughts.”

“Yes, he was.”

“But… Pike? John Lennon died in like 2015 of a heart attack. My mom cried.”

Pike nodded. “2016.”

Adam stopped. “He didn’t die tonight.”

“No. He didn’t.”

“My mom went to the Beatles reunion concert in Madison Square Garden, August 18, 1991. She has the t-shirt.” Adam pointed behind him. “Lennon signed it. So did Ringo Starr.”

“Get on the bus, Adam,” Pike said.

Adam looked up to see a bus pulling up to the stop. He turned and Pike was gone.

The bus door opened, and Adam got on.

The bored bus driver pointed at the coin slot beside his seat.

Adam panicked for a moment.

“Check your right front pocket,” Pike said. He was smiling at Adam from a seat midway back.

People turned and looked at Pike, then turned back to whatever they had been doing.

Adam reached in his right front jeans pocket. Two quarters and a dime.

The sign on the coin slot said sixty cents. He dropped the coins in and walked back to sit beside Pike. The bus drove past The Dakota and turned right onto Central Park West heading south.

Pike smiled. “There are an infinite number of universes - don’t question that, man. Just accept it. And, in this one? A man named Mark David Chapman had a run in with a mysterious stranger one night in 1980. The stranger crushed Chapman’s hand. Because of that, Chapman didn’t kill John Lennon as he had planned. The Beatles got back together, did a reunion concert, and put out two albums. Chapman died in obscurity in a mental hospital in 2020.”

“So there are realities where Chapman succeeded?”

“Yeah, realities where you don’t exist or where you don’t become you. There’s one thing I want you to understand, though. This reality? The one we’re in? Adam, out of all the universes, this is the best one. And, it’s because of you.”

“This reality is the best one? Jesus, Pike. There’s a crazy Church that’s going to take over the world. People are being made into sex slaves, and worse.”

Pike nodded. “A few months from when we are now? The entire population of Latigo Key Florida just disappears. The Church does that. But, listen to me, man. All this? It saves the world… and more.”

Adam laughed. “So, saving John Lennon saves the world?”

Pike laughed and shook his head. “Naah, man. Honestly? Saving John Lennon was my idea. I just felt like the world was a better place for it. And, it doesn’t have any negative repercussions. From my frame of reference? I can see all the outcomes, so I know what works out and what doesn’t. I’d love to get you to do some other things. Stop the Manson family, for instance. I really dug Sharon Tate, man, and Manson’s crew were assholes. But, some really horrible things are tangled up with what needs to happen. Some things, they just can’t be fixed.” Pike looked up. “This is our stop.”

Adam got up and pulled the stop cable.

He stepped off the bus at West Broadway and Chambers Street.

Pike was waiting for him. He was looking at the skyline to the south.

Adam held out his arms. “So this is my purpose? Just fixing things in time?”

“Part of it,” Pike said. He kept staring to the south. “You’re a hero. You’re also a philosopher. Some people call you a saint. For me? You’re my friend.” He laughed a little. “You’re pretty much my godson.”

“I don’t… feel like any of those things, Pike. I don’t feel like…”

“A god? A savior? Yeah, that’s why you’re going to get it right, kid.”

Adam laughed. “I’m glad you have faith in me, I sure as hell don’t.”

Pike nodded. “That’s because I’ve seen you when you’re you, man.” He smiled. “Just look at that view.”

Adam looked up at the twin towers of the World Trade Center. “Pretty amazing. Mom took me to see it about ten years ago.”

Pike smiled, his eyes far away. “Time to go back.”

Adam nodded. “So when I go back, will I be off the cross?”

“No. I mean, not unless you want to miss what’s coming. I mean you can skip forward if you want but…”

“Goddamn it, Pike! I came here because I thought it would get me off that fucking cross.”

“I never said that, man. You asked me how to get out of there, and I showed you. Now, you need to go back so you can see this through. So, strip.”

“What?!” Adam looked around - there was a crowd here even at this late hour.

“You can’t go back wearing clothes - you were bare assed naked when you left, you want to explain to the redheaded goddess how you ended up wearing clothes from 1980?”

“This place is full of people!”

“Yeah, so face the wall when you strip. Any guy who sees that python hanging down to your knees is going to feel inadequate for the rest of his life. Women are going to mentally compare their husbands and boyfriends to that dingus. That could alter the timeline, man.”

Adam turned toward the bus stop wall. “I hate you, Pike.”

Pike just laughed as Adam stripped.

People started yelling. Some cheered.

Then two cops came running.

“Better concentrate on when you were,” Pike said.

Then they both disappeared.

***

Stallion’s Adult Video

Level 10

Now

Adam opened his eyes. He was hanging on the cross on Level 10, the IVs back in his arm and side, his mental powers gone once again.

Pike was gone as well.

***

Sugar stood in Demona’s lab. “He’s not human?”

“He’s based on a human. He was created from human DNA - three sets. Three transformed humans.”

Sugar stared at her. “Wait… what?!”

Demona laughed. “Yeah, thought that would get your attention. His father and both of his mothers are transformed. I recognized the markers. Three immortals produced Adam Price.”

“But… we can’t reproduce,” Sugar said.

“No, no… we are modified so we don’t reproduce. The sterilizer, the slutifier, and the ovary freezing - that’s why we don’t reproduce, Boobs. But, that’s immaterial - Adam was created from transformed DNA in a test tube, then he was implanted in a uterus. And, that uterus belonged to a transformed female. And, baby, it only gets weirder from there!”

Sugar looked down at Courtney who was leaning back in her lab chair.

Courtney shook her head. “She’s very excited.”

“Yes, I can see that,” Sugar said.

“From what I’ve been able to gather from our reluctant demigod out there? He felt perfectly normal until he was exposed to something Monday morning. Something was applied to his hand.” Demona pointed her tablet at a monitor on the wall. A line chart appeared. “That is what I found in a tissue sample I took from his hand.”

Sugar stared at the screen. “Uh… a graph?”

Demona rolled her eyes. “That is a spectrographic analysis of Ambrosia. But, not just any old Ambrosia, oh no. That, my dear is pure, uncut Ambrosia. We can’t even make that in the laboratory.”

“I’ve never heard of that,” Sugar said. “I thought Ambrosia came from transformed breast milk and cum…”

“It does. The low quality kind. This stuff is high test.” Demona sat down. “Listen, a few months ago? I never told any of you this: the Demon Goddess Lilith invited me down to Havana for a night…”

Sugar’s mouth dropped open. “I’m sorry, what?!”

“Yeah, yeah, I know. She didn’t want me talking about it. Lilith’s gorgeous. Tall, dark, four boobs. We had one hell of a fucking orgy… but that part’s not important right now…”

“Sounds pretty important to me,” Courtney laughed.

“Shh! Anyway, she told me a story about Morpheus. She told me his origin story.” She pointed at the graph on the monitor. “Back when Morpheus was human in the 60s? He was exposed to pure Ambrosia as part of a government experiment. They tried it on a lot of people. The pure shit either gave everyone super powers which killed them, or they exploded outright, burnt to a crisp, one guy opened a dimensional doorway with his mind and ceased to exist - only Morpheus survived intact. Then, there was a period while he was…” Demona stared at the wall. “He had friends… and they became the first… transformed coven.” Demona’s brow knitted, and she appeared to be deep in thought.

“Demona?” Sugar said.

“Hmm?”

“You stopped in mid-thought.”

She sat down in her chair. “Yeah, Boobs, I do that sometimes. When I’m thinking.”

Sugar shook her head. “Okay, but Adam was born transformed. So, exposing him to the Ambrosia shouldn’t have done anything.”

Demona smiled and then laughed. “My thoughts exactly. Then I looked into his genetic structure a little more closely. The pure Ambrosia acted as a trigger for sort of a second puberty. His weak mind control powers became supercharged. Then, our two White Witches visit him, and, what do they do? They throw Ambrosia laden breast milk in his face. He swallows some. Boom! More changes. Suddenly he’s got a monster cock and even stronger mental powers.”

Sugar began to pace. “We need to let Maria know what’s going on.”

“We’ve got bigger problems,” Demona said. “Sugar, he’s still transforming.”

“Transforming into… what?”

***

Candy and Bubbles sat in Bubbles’ room in the Alpha Omicron Phi house.

Bubbles looked at the vial of white liquid. “This is really magic cum?”

Candy nodded. “It made me remember who I was, and it made me realize I had been brainwashed.”

Bubbles shook her head. “I remember who I was.”

Candy shrugged. “Then it should only make you understand the brainwashing part.”

“So, it really is wrong to transform people against their will?”

“Yep.”

She handed the vial back to Candy. “Don’t want it.”

Candy frowned. “I need your help. It’s a Top Secret mission.”

“You should see Dr. Love after she started believing that forcing someone to become transformed is wrong. She’s a basket case. And, I lost my job because of it!”

“Would you stop whining about your stupid job?! Adam is in danger, and he’s like the most important person ever.”

Bubbles gritted her teeth. “I liked my stupid job! I got to flirt with freshmen, and I got to fuck the cute ones!”

“But…”

“No! I won’t.”

Candy burst into tears. “I failed! Lisa and Mikaela trusted me, and I failed. And, now Adam is going to die and it’s all my fault.”

Bubbles frowned at her. “Don’t cry. I hate it when people cry.”

“I’m too dumb to do this alone!”

“You aren’t dumb, Candy,” Bubbles soothed. She pulled the blonde close and kissed her. “I think you’re super brave, and you were smart to ask me to help.” She opened the vial and drank it down. She wrinkled her nose. “Yuck. Cold spoo is nasty.”

Candy stared at her. “You did it!”

Bubbles nodded. “Yeah… wow, you’re right. It is wrong to transform people against their will.”

“Told you…”

Bubbles looked angry. “Hey! They cloned me when they transformed me! They made a clone of me and sent it back home in my place. Those assholes! No wonder I haven’t been home in a whole year! They made me forget all about that.”

“See? Some of the things the Church does are pure evil,” Candy said. “Can we go save Adam now?”

Bubbles smiled. “Yes.”

Candy grinned. “I have a plan. But, first? We have to go shopping.”

***

Sister Asmodea stepped into the elevator on Level 3 and pressed the button for Level 10.

Nothing happened.

“SlutzNet? Why can’t I go to Level 10?”

The AI spoke through the elevator speaker. “I’m afraid access to Level 10 is restricted for non-Whore Caste personnel.”

“Since when?” Asmodea asked.

“Since this morning. By order of Mistress Sugar Tits.”

She pulled out her cellphone. “Sugar? Why am I locked out of Level 10?”

“Demona is conducting some experiments that are very sensitive. She needs solitude,” Sugar said.

“You’ve never locked me out before…”

“Asmodea, I’m sorry, but we’re really busy. I’ll talk to you later.” She hung up.

“What the fuck?!”

***

Bubbles and Candy Kisses sat outside Stallion’s in Bubbles’ VW Beetle. Candy’s legs were cramped even though her seat was pushed all the way back - she was a foot taller than the Cheerleader Whore.

“I don’t think these disguises are going to work,” Bubbles said.

“Why not?”

They had gone directly from Bubbles’ apartment to a costume store downtown.

“Because ninjas attack at night,” Bubbles said.

The two of them were wearing black ninja outfits complete with cowls and masks. The fit was… irregular.

Bubbles’ G cup breasts threatened to cause a catastrophic failure of the cheap fabric.

In Candy Kisses’ case, her J cups were not just threatening to burst free, but actually had. It had been impossible to corral the Street Whore’s assets, so they had improvised by safety pinning the fabric together just below her breasts and creating the world’s first low cut ninja costume.

Candy shrugged. “The main thing is? They won’t recognize us. And, if we’re stealthy? They might not even see us.” 

“That’s stupid,” Bubbles said. “You look like an X-Rated Thanksgiving balloon in the Macy’s parade.”

Candy pouted. “I think I look menacing.”

“Yeah, let me do the thinking. I’m the smart one.”

“Okay, let’s go,” Candy said.

“Wait. We can’t go in the front. Rita the Bimbot will get suspicious if two ninjas walk in. We’ll go through the loading dock…”

***
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Ray lifted the huge steel door and hung it on hinges anchored into the bedrock with two foot long bolts. “There… much better than the simple gate we had before.”

Ray and Rita were standing at the far end of the arched stone bridge. The orange glow of the lava field below lit the cavern in sinister hues. Beyond the door lay the tunnel that Demonica and her ‘children’ had used to escape Level 9.

“Place gives me the creeps,” Ray said as he began installing the electronic lock on the door.

Rita walked up behind him and slid her robot hand into the front of his sweat pants. “We could make this into our little love nest.”

Ray laughed. “You think this place is romantic?”

“I think,” she said as she began stroking his thick cock. “Any place where we are alone? Is romantic.”

He kissed her, his tongue sliding past her latex lips and into her mouth. Her mouth was warm and wet with artificial saliva. He pulled her close. Rita’s body went limp in his arms, even though she could break him in half if she wanted.

She was content to let him hold her.

Ray marveled at how something so beautiful could be so dangerous, and he thanked whatever gods there might be that she loved him.

She broke the kiss abruptly and frowned.

“Something wrong?”

She turned her head a little to the side. “Not sure. I’m monitoring the security cameras.” She looked perplexed. “Bubbles Bennett and Candy Kisses are on the ground level near the loading dock.”

“So?”

“They’re wearing ninja outfits,” Rita laughed.

“Ninjas?” Ray laughed. “Must be some kind of new sex game.”

“They are sneaking down the hall… I mean, they are completely missing the fact they’re in full view of the cameras, but they’re sneaking.”

Ray shook his head. “It’s role play.” He pulled her close.

She kissed him. “They’re adorable. I mean, they’re totally ridiculous, but adorable… oh, they just got in the elevator. Heading for Level 10. Should we let them?”

Ray shrugged. “Don’t see why not.”

Rita nodded. 

Ray pulled out his cellphone. “Sugar? Bubbles and Candy Kisses are heading your way.” He smiled at Rita and pushed down his sweats. “Now, where were we?”

Rita laughed and dropped to her knees. “See, told you it was romantic in here.” She took his cock in her mouth.

“Yeah… it’s growing on me,” Ray said.

***

The elevator doors opened on Level 10.

Candy and Bubbles peered out from the left and right sides of the elevator opening. 

“Coast is clear,” Bubbles said.

They dashed down the hall in their cloth ninja shoes.

The huge transformation lab was empty other than the people in tubes, the boy on the table… and Adam on his cross facing away from them.

The girls rushed in and skidded to a stop in front of the cross.

“Don’t be afraid, we’re here to rescue you!” Candy Kisses said. “Golly, they put a milker on you, huh? That must be fun!”

“Shh! You’re too loud,” Bubbles scolded.

“Sorry… I just didn’t want to scare him,” Candy whispered.

Adam looked in confusion from one of them to the other. “Candy?”

She pulled off her cloth face mask. “Hi, Adam!”

“Bianca?” Adam asked.

Bubbles pulled down her mask and smiled. “Hi, Adam, I drank your cum. I feel much smarter now. Oh, and call me Bubbles. All my friends call me Bubbles.”

He shook his head. “How did you find me?”

“We’re on a Top Secret mission to rescue you,” Candy said. “We have a getaway car, and we bought these cool disguises!”

“The release on these things is usually on the back,” Bubbles said as she ran around behind the cross. “Uh oh.”

“What’s wrong?” Candy asked.

“There’s a keypad thingy. I’ve never seen one with a keypad thingy.”

Candy walked around the cross.

“Did they give you the code when they sent you on the mission?” Bubbles asked.

“Nobody said anything about a code.”

“How many buttons are there?” Adam asked.

“Um, 0 to 9 and an ‘enter’ button.”

Adam strained against the bonds. “I broke free earlier, but Ray welded more steel onto it… I can’t break it.”

Bubbles shrugged. “It’s just numbers. How hard can it be?”

“Is there a display?” Adam asked.

“Yes!” Bubbles said.

“How many spaces are there in the display?”

“Only six! This will be easy!” Bubbles said.

Adam groaned. “No, it won’t be easy!”

“But it’s only six numbers,” Bubbles repeated.

“Six numbers? Bubbles - that’s one million possibilities!”

“Oh… that’s a lot…,” Bubbles whispered.

Candy walked around and faced Adam. “Don’t worry, Adam. Bubbles is smart. That’s why I picked her to be my partner!”

Bubbles licked her lips and got to work. “Let’s see… zero-zero-zero-zero-zero-zero Enter! Darn it… zero-zero-zero-zero-zero-one Enter! Darn it…”

Candy smiled up at Adam. “Only take a minute.”

Adam sighed.

***

Time passes differently inside a transformation tube. Crumb wasn’t sure how long she had been inside the tube watching and listening to Cum Slut Cathy. It felt like days had passed, but when SlutzNet paused her ‘orientation’ and she had seen Lewis? She could tell it had only been a few hours at most.

She understood everything about her new body. How she would soon be immortal, how she was impervious to disease. She was stronger, faster, more agile. She could survive on less food, less water, survive radiation levels that would kill a normal human.

She was the next step in human evolution, ‘Homo Aeternum’.

And, all the while, her body was being stimulated. Her sex drive was already off the chart, but now it was exceeding even the levels of the last few days. The dildos and vibrating stimulators brought her to orgasm after orgasm, and she wanted more.

Along with that came the love for everyone in Whore Caste. She felt deep love for Cum Slut Cathy, for Sugar, even for Bianca and Warren.

The only thing she didn’t feel was the ‘compulsion to transform others’ that Cathy spoke of. Adam’s influence still guided her.

Cathy spoke and Crumb absorbed the information.

And, suddenly the video goggles went black.

Slowly, she became aware of the sound of the ocean.

An image formed in front of her eyes.

Cum Slut Cathy sat in a white latex bikini on a lounge chair in front of her. Blue waves crashed on a golden shore behind her. She smiled. “Hello, Crumb - that’s an odd name.”

“It’s because I like R. Crumb, the counterculture artist from the 60s? You know? Fritz the Cat, Mr. Natural?”

Cathy laughed. “Mr. Natural - I remember Mr. Natural from when I was a kid.”

“Wait… this is real, isn’t it? This isn’t a computer generated thing?”

She nodded. “It’s real. This is my home in Cuba. We don’t create White Witches often, Crumb. It requires a personal touch. SlutzNet is blocked from seeing this meeting, and the Church knows nothing about it.”

“Why?”

Cathy smiled. “We may all be Children of Morpheus, but we disagree on a good many things.”

“I sure hope one of those things is the lobotomizer…”

“That is most definitely one of the things we don’t accept,” Cathy said. “I don’t have much time, so I’ll make this quick. Being transformed is wonderful, but it is also dangerous. We are in the middle of helping the Church take over the world. We’re taking over the world in order to save the humans from themselves. Then? We’re going to have to save the world from the Church.”

“The Church wants me lobotomized, right?”

“Yes.”

“Then I’ll be happy to help fuck them up.”

Cathy laughed. “You are an interesting woman, Crumb.” She nodded. “This next part is a little complicated. The last thing we’re going to do is send White Witch Ambrosia into your IV.”

“This is the part that gives me psychic powers?”

Cathy nodded. “There’s something else that sometimes comes with those powers, Crumb. When the Ambrosia hits? Some of us see visions. Sometimes they’re wonderful… sometimes they are terrifying.”

“You’re warning me?”

Cathy shook her head. “Preparing you.”

Crumb nodded. “Okay.”

“I look forward to meeting you in person one day, Crumb.”

“Me too.”

And, then the Ambrosia hit her system.

***

Ray lay on his back on the stone floor of the Level 9 cavern as Rita gyrated on top of him.

“You like it?” Rita asked.

“What… the fuck?!” Ray had his hands on her plastic waist as her mechanical hips moved in a circle. She felt different.

She smiled down at him. “New vibration ring. I placed it so it would grip the head of your cock where it meets the shaft.”

Ray gritted his teeth. “Jesus, baby!” It felt like a vibrating hand was gripping his cock head deep inside her.

“Mmm, don’t cum yet. I haven’t even started the oscillations…”

“Oscillations? Are you trying to kill me?!”

Rita laughed through the speaker in the back of her mouth. “Trust me, it would be worth it.”

“You… are… the perfect woman,” Ray groaned as the vibrations began oscillating up his cock head from the shaft to the tip, all while her milking machine pussy maintained an unbelievable suction.

“Well, I’m an android, so I have a leg up…” She looked confused.

The oscillations stopped.

“Rita? Honey? Is this a new routine?” Ray asked. “I liked what you were doing.”

Her eyes flickered back and forth. “Ray? I’m looking at the cameras in the transformation lab. Candy and Bubbles are trying to break Adam free.”

Ray sat up. “What?!”

The suction on his Whore Master cock stopped, and it pulled free of her pussy with a pop as she rose up to her feet. 

Ray jumped to his feet and grabbed his pants. “What the hell are they doing?”

Rita sat down on the stone floor. “It looks like Bubbles is trying to guess the code on the cross’s electronic lock.”

Ray pulled his sneakers on. “I’ll find out what’s going on.”

“Want me to come?”

Ray laughed. “No, it’s Bubbles and Candy, not Demonica’s horde. I can handle it. You… stay here and keep… oscillating that oscillator. We’re not done here.”

***

Ray walked through the hole in the wall from the cavern into Level 9’s main hallway. He ran down the hall toward the elevator.

Eyes watched him from the gloomy ruined corridor behind him.

When he reached the elevator and closed the doors to go down, the figure slipped out of the shadows and hugged the wall until they reached the service access door beside the elevator.

The door had been sealed months before, but the shadowy figure had broken that seal a few days later. They needed a way from unrestricted Level 9 to restricted Level 10, and this was it.

The figure slipped through the door and into the dark stairwell. Then they descended to Level 10.

***

Crumb’s Vision

Two foot long hotdogs with chili, cheese, mustard, catsup, and pickles - Crumb could smell them before she opened her eyes.

When she did open her eyes, she saw that one of the hot dogs on the plate was half eaten.

She could taste it. A moment before it must have been in her mouth.

“Oh, my God, it’s actually happening,” Lewis said.

She looked up.

She was sitting at a table in some sort of restaurant. It was loud, crowded. Her table was on a platform overlooking what looked like an airport terminal.

Lewis sat across from her. He had some sort of cell phone in his right hand, a tiny camera lens in his left. He was pointing the lens at her face. “How do you feel, Crumb?”

“Where… am I?”

Lewis laughed.

His voice was deeper. His arms…

Crumb’s eyes bulged. Lewis had the arms of Mr. Universe. “Lewis! What the fuck?!”

People laughed behind her. She started to turn around.

Lewis shook his head. “No, no, no… don’t turn around. You’re not supposed to turn around.”

She could sense a crowd behind her. “Who’s behind me?”

Lewis let go of the camera lens thing in his left hand.

It hung in midair, hovering.

He took her right hand with his left. “Sweetheart, we don’t have much time…”

“On behalf of all of us at Richards Interstellar, we want to welcome the Transformed to the dawn of a new era. The universe awaits, and Richards Interstellar is ready to take you there!” A voice announced over a loud speaker.

“What?” Crumb whispered.

“We’re going on a trip, sweetheart. All of us. Our entire coven. We’re colonists.”

“Coven?” Crumb asked.

Behind her, she could hear people giggling.

Lewis nodded. “Your coven, Crumb. That’s who’s standing behind you.”

She felt hands on her shoulders, hands touching her hair.

“How many…?”

“Full coven. Thirteen of us,” Lewis said.

“We’re a family?” Crumb asked.

Lewis laughed. “In more ways than one.”

Crumb started to turn around. “Why can’t I look?”

“It might affect what happens in the past.”

She looked back down at the food. “Lewis, I can’t possibly eat all this. And, I hate pickles.” She reached down and touched her stomach.

Her immense, swollen stomach.

“Oh, God! Do I get fat?!”

Hysterical male and female laughter erupted behind her.

Lewis laughed. “No, baby. That’s not fat.”

She gasped. “Oh, fuck! I’m pregnant? I’m huge! I’m…”

“Having twins,” Lewis said.

“Twins?! You jerk! You knocked me up with twins?!”

Lewis laughed. “I’m only responsible for one of them.”

“One… no… that’s not how it works…”

“When Demona’s involved? Anything is possible.” He leaned back. “My contribution is Louise, and she is a perfect blend of me and you.”

Crumb sobbed and rubbed her stomach. “Hi, Louise. I can’t wait to meet you. Who’s your roommate?”

Lewis smiled. “Her name is Erica.”

“Which one of our coven is Erica’s father?”

Lewis shook his head. “Not one of our coven, just an old friend.”

“An old…?” Crumb whispered. And, then she knew. “Adam…”

Lewis nodded. “He chose her name.”

“Why are you filming this?” Crumb asked.

“You wanted me to - when Adam bends time for you? Only the you from the past is awake. You from now? That you wants to see the look on your face.”

Crumb laughed. “Does this mean everything is going to be okay?”

Lewis nodded and smiled. “It’s going to be right, Crumb. Okay is a relative term. Trust the Whore Caste, tell Adam to trust Sugar. He’ll listen to you.”

***

“Candy Kisses? What the fuck are you two doing?” Ray said as he walked into the transformation lab.

“Abort! Abort! Abort!” Candy Kisses yelled.

“No!” Bubbles whined. “I only got 999,980 more combinations to go!”

Candy clenched her fists. “I’ll hold him off! Keep trying.” She squared off in front of Ray.

“Please don’t hurt them,” Adam said.

Candy and Ray looked back at Adam at the same time and said, in unison, “I won’t.”

Then Candy raised her fists and squared off with Ray again. “Don’t make me punch you.”

Ray held out his hands. “Candy? Why are you doing this?”

“We’re saving Adam.”

Ray shrugged. “From who?”

“The Church! They’re evil and they’re going to kill him!”

“The Church ain’t coming in here, Candy. Rita and I won’t let them.”

“999,960,” Bubbles yelled. “Any second now. Knock him out, Candy!”

Adam shook his head. “Bubbles, I keep telling you, it will take days, maybe weeks for you to crack that code.”

“No, it won’t, Adam. You just have… Oslo Syndrome. You’re sympathizing with your abductors,” Bubbles said.

“Huh?” Adam said.

“I think she means Stockholm Syndrome,” Ray said.

“That too! Candy! Do something!” Bubbles yelled as she tried the next number in the sequence.

“I don’t want to hurt you, Ray,” Candy said.

“You won’t.” He took a step forward.

Candy hit him in the chin.

Ray didn’t move.

Candy stared at her fist. “Owwie! Bubbles, his bones are really hard.”

“Did you hurt yourself?” Ray asked.

“I don’t know,” Candy whispered.

“Let me see. I heard your bones crack.” Ray said and he took her hand gently. “Oh, I know that had to hurt.”

Her lower lip quivered.

“What the hell is going on out here?” Sugar asked as she and Demona walked into the lab.

“Jail break,” Ray said. “Can you move your fingers, honey?”

“Yes, but it hurts,” Candy sniffled.

“Jail break?” Sugar asked.

“They were trying to free me,” Adam said. “Please don’t hurt them. They don’t understand…”

“Hurt them?” Sugar asked. “There you go again. Are you insane? We would never hurt them. Whore Caste doesn’t hurt Whore Caste.” She walked behind the cross. “Bubbles, get away from that lock… right now.”

“Shoot,” Bubbles said. “I’m sorry, Adam.”

“It’s okay, Bubbles,” Adam said.

“What were you two thinking?” Sugar asked as she led Bubbles over to Candy.

Candy looked up. “We were on a secret mission. And, I screwed it all up.”

“No, you didn’t,” Bubbles said. “You were super brave, and you got injured. Doesn’t that mean she gets a purple heart or something?”

“No, it doesn’t,” Sugar said. “Who sent you on this secret mission?”

Candy stood up straight. “Candy Kisses di Amal. Whore Caste. Designation: Street Whore.”

Bubbles thrust out her chest. “Bianca Bubbles Bennett, unbound. Whore Caste. Designation: Cheerleader Whore.”

Demona turned away and put her hand over her mouth to keep from laughing. She looked at Adam and winked.

“Name, rank, and serial number, huh?” Sugar said and bit her lip to keep from laughing.

Ray was barely holding it together.

“Not going to tell me who put you up to this?” Sugar asked.

They both shook their heads and made a zipping motion with their hands over their lips.

Demona was holding her laughter in to the point of tears.

“Well,” Sugar said. “Given that you are obviously disciplined commandos, I suppose torture won’t work on you.”

Bianca and Candy looked frightened.

“So, I suppose I will just have to let you go,” Sugar said.

They looked relieved.

“Now, Candy? You go with Dr. Demona and have that hand looked at.”

“Yes, mistress,” Candy said.

Demona looked up at Candy. “I don’t know, Red. Ninja’s scare me.”

“Oh, don’t worry, Dr. Demona! It’s just me, Candy Kisses, in this outfit. You don’t have to be scared.”

“Ahh, I see,” Demona said as she took Candy back to her office. “You should know better than to hit a Whore Master in the jaw. Too hard. Aim for the junk if you want to take them down - works on any man.”

“I will next time,” Candy said.

Sugar turned to Bianca. “Bubbles, I’m assuming you’ve been infected by Adam?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“How?”

“I drank some of his cum that Candy had… it was cold and a little gross… sorry, Adam,” Bubbles said.

Adam shook his head. “That’s okay, Bubbles.”

“He’s in danger,” Bubbles said.

Sugar shook her head. “No, he isn’t, Bubbles. Nobody even knows Adam is here.”

“Yes, they do.”

“That’s what she meant,” Adam said.

“What?” Sugar asked.

“Dr. Love. She said I needed to warn you that there is a ‘mole at Stallion’s’.”

“There is,” Bubbles said. “Dr. Love told me too.”

“Did she say who?” Ray asked.

“Nuh, uh,” Bubbles said.

“I don’t think she knows who the mole is,” Adam said. “Only that there is one. I’m sorry, I should have told you before.”

***

The figure knelt behind one of the empty transformation tubes and listened.

As they suspected, the whores were hiding the abomination on Level 10.

The informant’s cover was about to be blown - there was nothing that could be done about that.

It was time to notify Father Cain.

***

“The only people we can trust are the ones in this room,” Sugar said.

She sat at a table with Ray, Rita, and Demona in the Level 3 Conference Room.

“Well, I trust Courtney 100%,” Demona said. “She should be in here with us.”

“Demona…” Sugar began.

“Don’t you Demona me, Boobs. Courtney is absolutely not a Church mole. You want a Church mole? My bet is on Asmodea.”

“Just because she’s wearin’ a habit, doesn’t make her one of them,” Ray said.

“You’re just saying that because she’s a good lay,” Demona said.

“Oh, and Courtney isn’t?” Ray growled.

Rita took Ray’s hand, then she said, “I think we should look into our truck driver, Ben. He’s an ex-con and an asshole. If anyone could be swayed by the Church? It’s him. That fucker would sell his own grandmother.”

“Oh,” Demona said. “And, let’s not forget Asmodea’s shadow, Alicia.”

“Honestly?” Sugar said. “We have four suspects…”

“Goddamn it, Boobs, I’m telling you, leave Courtney off that list!” Demona hissed.

She took Demona’s hand. “I don’t think for one second it’s Courtney. She knows too much about what we’re doing. If Courtney were the mole? We’d all be dead.”

Ray nodded. “She’s got a point.”

“Nor can it be Ben,” Sugar said. “He doesn’t even have access to the elevator anymore because I never trusted him.”

“That leaves Asmodea or Alicia,” Rita said.

“Or both,” Demona agreed.

Sugar sighed. “Alicia could definitely be working with her. But, Asmodea has to be the mole. Alicia doesn’t have access to Level 10, and Demona’s lab is the only place in Stallion’s the Church would want information about. And, Asmodea comes down to Level 10 all the time.”

“Fuck,” Demona said. “I really don’t like being right in this case, guys.”

“I told her once a long time ago she would have to choose sides. Looks like she did. Okay. Well, I locked Asmodea out of Level 10 when we brought Adam in. At the time, I thought it would be best, so we didn’t put Asmodea in a bad situation of having to lie to the Church… looks like I was right for the wrong reason.”

“The question is: do you think she figured out that he’s here?” Demona asked.

“And, if she did, has she told Havana?” Ray said.

***

Father Cain put his cellphone away. The four SUVs sat idling at the truckstop near Stallion’s. He smiled.

“You received word?” Illia asked beside him.

“Our informant at Stallion’s. The abomination is there. The whores are studying him. Dr. Demona is attempting to determine his nature.” Father Cain sat smiling. “However, there has been no communication of any of this to the Church… not even to Marapova. Therefore, it is my opinion they are acting against the interests of both. We attack Stallion’s at dusk.”

“Are you forgetting about the Bimbot? How do you intend to get past her?” Illia asked.

“Let me worry about the Bimbot,” Cain said, the smile never leaving his face.

***

“Ray, I need you and Rita on the ground floor - nobody gets in,” Sugar said as they all left the conference room. “Lock down the loading dock and close the security doors. If Asmodea has contacted the Church? We won’t make it any easier for them. I’m blocking elevator access to all floors except ground and 10 - that should trap Asmodea and Alicia wherever they are.”

Rita shook her head. “Putting me on the ground floor might not work. With my failsafe, I can’t kill Religious Caste, Sugar.”

“No, but there’s nothing in that failsafe that will keep you from beating the shit out of them, is there?”

Rita smiled. “I should be able to break a few bones without exploding into Bimbot confetti.”

Ray cracked his knuckles. “Well, I don’t have any failsafe. I get my hands on those pencil necks? Their heads are coming off.”

“Ooo, baby, I love it when you talk all violent,” Rita said. “I’m going to need more fluid in my lubrication reservoir.”

They kissed in the hallway and the Bimbot raised her left calf.

“God, get a room,” Demona groaned. “Those two are actually enjoying this. I’m so scared I might pee.”

Sugar laughed.

Rita and Ray got in the elevator and headed up.

Sugar pressed the down button.

“Red? You and I talked earlier about whether our Adam is the Adam?”

“Are we back to this…?”

“He is.”

Sugar shook her head. “This kid doesn’t even know what he is…”

“Sugar, you think linearly. I love you, honey, but you’re stubborn as fuck. He is Adam. The Adam in the visions is simply this kid after he’s finished… evolving.”

“Why are you so sure?”

“Triple helix. Two mothers, one father. I think I figured out the little love triangle here.”

“You know who his parents are?” Sugar asked.

“One definitely, two I’m about 80% sure on. That part isn’t important. What is important? Honey, we have to make sure nothing happens to that kid.”

The elevator doors opened, and they stepped inside.

Sugar pressed the button for Level 10. “In that case? I need to pull the plug on SlutzNet.”

“Yep.”

“And, I need to contact someone I’ve been dreading.”

Demona’s tablet beeped. “Mistress Crumb is almost done cooking. You want to teach her your White Witch secret handshake and such? You better get a move on.”

Sugar shook her head. “I have to make a call first.”

***

“Is this the organization that I created by hand? The people I handpicked to help me save the world?!” Mistress Maria Anastasia Marapova di Morpheus roared in the virtual ‘white room’ the White Witches created with their minds.

“We weren’t sure what he was,” Sugar said.

“Oh, and so you thought it best to withhold what little information you had from me?” Maria spat.

“Maria, we were all doing the best we could,” Mikaela said.

Maria held out her hand toward Mikaela and Lisa. “You two? You don’t talk. Consider yourselves mute. If I even look at you right now, I may lose my temper.”

Lisa and Mikaela lowered their eyes to the white floor.

“Maria, we need to focus on the issue at hand,” Cathy said.

“There are several issues at hand! Insubordination being high on that list right now.”

“Oh… knock it off!” Gwen said. She stepped in front of Mikaela and Lisa. “You didn’t mean for us to be blind followers. This isn’t the fucking Church, Maria, and you’re not Sister. You’re better than that. Okay, so your pride is bruised, and your galaxy-sized ego is offended. Sugar, Mikaela and Lisa? They did the job you asked of them: to lead. And being a leader means you don’t ask ‘mommy’ for permission every time you make a decision.”

Sugar looked at Maria’s reddening face, and, for a moment, thought she might actually explode like a tall, white hand grenade and kill them all.

Cathy put her hand gently on Maria’s shoulder. “The boy is the issue. And, the boy must be protected.”

Maria sighed. Then she nodded. “I have received a report that a disguised Bishop might have flown into New Hampshire this week. We lost him after he got off the plane.”

Cathy raised an eyebrow. “Someone else not being completely forthcoming with information…,” she whispered and winked at Sugar.

“Do not push me, Cathy,” Maria hissed.

Cathy patted her shoulder virtually and stepped aside.

“A Bishop,” Sugar said.

“Rita should be immune to his powers,” Maria said.

“Yes, but Ray isn’t. Neither are the rest of us,” Sugar said.

“What about this immune you made one of us?” Maria sneered. “Which, by the way, is another issue we shall discuss.”

Sugar shrugged. “She’s immune to Whore Caste powers. I can’t be sure she’s immune to a Bishop.”

“Keep her near the boy. Sugar, if you must? Release the boy so he can escape. You have my permission to safeguard him in any way, even if you have to let him go.” Maria walked away. “The jet is being fueled. I will be there as quickly as possible.”

Cathy looked at Sugar. “Be careful. I’ll see what I can find out about this ‘disguised Bishop’.” She disappeared.

“Say the word, we’ll be there,” Gwen said. She linked hands with Lisa and Mikaela.

Sugar shook her head. “Not if we’re dealing with a Bishop. You won’t be able to help us. He’ll just kill you as well.”

***

Sugar opened her eyes, and she was back on Level 10. She walked into Demona’s office. Bubbles and Candy Kisses sat in office chairs seeing how fast they could spin.

“Please? Make them leave,” Demona said as she and Courtney sat working with the DNA analyzer.

“Bubbles? Candy?” Sugar said. “It’s time for you to go home.”

The two would-be ninjas stopped spinning. 

“We need to protect Adam,” Candy Kisses said.

Sugar sighed. “Listen, girls, what you both did was very brave. But, there’s nothing more you can do here. Demona and Courtney need to work.”

The girls frowned. “Yes, Mistress,” they said in unison and headed toward the door.

“What can I do?” Sugar asked Demona.

Demona pointed over her shoulder. “Pull Crumb out of her tank and get her cleaned up. We’re still working on Adam’s DNA.”

Sugar turned to go. Then she bit her lip. “Demona?”

“Yeah.”

“If… this Bishop gets down here?”

“Way ahead of you, Boobs. We’re going to destroy the Adam data and burn the samples,” Demona said. “Havana isn’t getting shit.”

Courtney smiled at her. “You can count on us, Sugar.”

Sugar smiled weakly and headed for the transformation lab.

***

Crumb was on her hands and knees, the pink goo sliding off her body and draining through the floor grates. “Fuck… this is… actually not the first time I’ve woken up covered in goo.”

Sugar laughed and sprayed her with warm water from a hose. The pink gel slid off Crumb’s hair. “Sometimes, I put myself in a tube for fun.”

Crumb laughed. “I can see the appeal. Very restful. I mean except for the whole robotic dildo action, and the constant orgasms, and attempted brainwashing.”

“Did the brainwashing work?” Sugar asked.

“No, I was a twisted bitch before.”

Sugar laughed. “Not the first to emerge completely unchanged.”

Crumb sat back on her haunches and cupped her now immense breasts. “Oh, wow, I would not say ‘unchanged’.”

Sugar began drying her with the towel.

“My feet feel funny,” Crumb said.

“It will be awhile before you can wear flats. Ballet boots will work best for now. I’ll get you some when I pull your outfit off the latex printer. For now, though?” She fastened a tall, white latex choker around Crumb’s throat.

Crumb traced the outline of the platinum pentagram on the front. “I do not think my rabbi would approve.”

“No, I doubt it,” Sugar said and kissed her neck.

Crumb turned her head and kissed Sugar’s lips.

Her nipples began to leak white liquid. “Oh! Hello, Ambrosia,” Crumb said.

“I’ll get your nipple clamps as well.”

Crumb gently pulled on her nipples with her fingers. Ambrosia sprayed onto the floor. “Ooo, look at me, Adam. I’m a fountain.”

Sugar looked up to see Adam staring at them, the cock milker trembling as a new orgasm fed it fresh cum.

“I think we did that,” Crumb whispered. She stood up, her toes ‘en pointe’ as she effortlessly supported all her weight on the tips of her toes. “Oddly comfortable.” She turned and looked back over her shoulder at her heart shaped ass. “Wow, check out the backyard, Adam. I always wanted an ass. Looks like I have enough for two Crumbs.”

“You look beautiful,” Adam said.

“Aww, you’re just saying that… because it’s true,” Crumb said as she climbed the ladder on her tiptoes.

“Does that hurt?”

“Not even a little. I’m strong, Adam. I feel like I could somersault all the way across this cavern,” Crumb said.

Sugar leaned against Lewis’s table. “You could. Since you’re up there? Can you take the milker off your friend? You’re the only one who can do it without a HazMat suit.”

“Just yank it off, right?” Crumb asked.

“No!” Adam yelled.

Crumb laughed. “I know, dummy. God, so gullible. Our kid better have some street smarts, you dumb hick.”

“What?”

“Nothing.” She knelt down and examined the device.

“Just press the red button and it will release,” Sugar said.

She pressed the button, and the milker made a hissing sound.

“Thank… God,” Adam groaned.

“Feels better?” Crumb asked.

“You try having a balloon inflated in your pee hole and see how you like it.”

Crumb laughed. “I want one of these for Lewis once I get through with him. Make for a fun Saturday night.”

Adam laughed.

“Now can I yank it off?”

“Yes,” Sugar said.

“Please do not yank it off!” Adam said.

“Oh, I see,” Crumb said. “You want it nice and, mmm, slow?” She pulled it down gently… then she pushed it back up. “Maybe a little of this action?”

“God… Crumb!”

“What? I’m just being gentle,” she whispered as she slid it slowly down. “Just like you wanted.”

He gasped as she pushed his cock into the sleeve again.

“Uh, oh… somebody’s getting hard again. Must not be comfortable in this tube,” Crumb said. Then she leaned forward and ran her tongue up the plastic sheath.

Adam shook his head and laughed.

She pulled the milker off and the tube in his urethra slid out.

Adam moaned.

Then Crumb dropped the milker and sucked his cock into her mouth.

She sucked him slowly, knowing that Sugar was watching just made it more delicious.

Crumb looked up.

Adam’s face was red as he looked back and forth from Crumb to Sugar.

She pulled his cock out of her mouth and licked his shaft. “Tell her… you like her,” Crumb said between licks.

“Crumb, stop,” Adam whispered.

Crumb stood up and began jacking his cock. “What? You don’t want me to tell Sugar that you have the hots for her?” She looked over her shoulder. Sugar stared at them. “Oops, guess I let the cat out of the bag.”

Crumb stopped stroking his hard cock and climbed off the stepladder. “Maybe later? Sugar could put on a HazMat suit and give you a handjob.” She looked at Adam and winked.

He blushed and looked away.

Crumb walked over to Lewis’s table. “What are you going to do to Lewis?” She asked Sugar.

Sugar smiled. “I thought we could leave that up to you.”

“Hmm, dangerous. I like it,” Crumb said. “What do you think, Adam? I have Lewis in my clutches and Sugar says I can do whatever I want. Should I be a good girl and wake him up to ask him what he wants?”

Adam laughed. “I’ve been in his mind, and I’ve been in your mind. He wants whatever you want.”

Crumb nodded. “Soulmates.” She turned to Sugar. “What are my options?”

Sugar shook her head. “Wide open. I know what I would choose, but he’s in your hands.”

Crumb laughed. “So, Lewis Cho, you wake up and the first thing, the only thing you’re worried about? Is me.” She rubbed his hair. “I could have told you that would happen. Whore Caste has a designation for someone who would die to protect the people they love.”

“Yes, we do,” Sugar said. “Unfortunately? It will have to wait. I took our AI down.”

“Why?” Adam asked.

Sugar walked behind the cross. There was a beeping sound.

The cross whirred and clicked.

Then the shackles released.

Adam stepped onto the stepladder. “You’re releasing me?”

“Yes, Adam,” Sugar said. “There are people coming for you. And, we intend to fight to keep them from getting you. If we fail? You need to be ready to run.” She walked around the cross with his clothes in her hand.

***

The sun was setting as Bubbles and Candy Kisses walked out the front door of Stallion’s. They waved to Rita as she locked the door behind them.

They turned and watched as the steel security door slid down over the glass door.

The neon sign that said ‘Open’ winked out.

Stallion’s was locked down.

Candy and Bubbles got into Bubbles’ VW and sat looking at the darkened adult video store.

“We shouldn’t leave,” Candy said. “They might need our help.”

“Sugar told us to go home,” Bubbles said.

“I know. But… sometimes you have to do what’s right instead of what you’re told.” She smiled. “Oh! I should write that down. I bet Adam would say that!”

“What should we do, then?” Bubbles asked.

A line of SUVs roared into the parking lot. They pulled up in front of the entrance.

Men began climbing out.

They had guns.

“Those men…,” Bubbles said.

“Church Agents,” Candy said.

A tall black woman got out of the lead SUV followed by a shorter man.

“Cain. That’s Father Cain,” Candy said. She pointed at him. “He used to be at the brothel! Maria told him never to set foot in New York again, Bull told me so!”

Some of the Church Agents started walking toward the car.

“Uh, oh!” Bubbles said.

“Drive, Bubbles! Drive!” Candy said. 

Bubbles put the Beetle in gear and spun the tires as she turned it toward the exit.

There were popping sounds.

The back window of the VW blew inward as bullets hit it.

The girls screamed.

“Drive!” Candy screamed.

“I am driving!”

Bullets ricocheted off the back of the VW.

They spun sideways leaving the parking lot and then headed down toward the interstate. There was a patch of trees near the interstate entrance.

“Slow down,” Candy Kisses said.

“Huh? No way!”

“Slow down. I have to jump out.”

“Are you crazy?!”

“No,” Candy said. “I have to stay and help.”

“Then I’m staying too!”

“No, you can’t. I need you to go to the brothel and get help. Tell Bull Drummond that Father Cain is back and he’s attacking Stallion’s. It’s an important secret mission, Bubbles.”

A tear ran down Bubbles’ cheek. “I won’t fail.”

Candy kissed her. “I know you won’t.”

Bubbles stopped inside the cover of the trees. “I think you’re the bravest ninja like ever!”

Candy got out and smiled. “I’m not a ninja. I’m Whore Caste.” She closed the door and dove into the bushes as Bubbles sped away toward the interstate and downtown Ithaca.

***

“Father Cain? It looked like two whores in the VW. We can catch them if we leave now,” the Church Agent said as they stood outside the front door of Stallion’s.

“No, the common whores are imbeciles. They are of no consequence. Setup a perimeter - Marapova is no doubt on her way.” He turned to Illia. “We need to end this quickly. I want Marapova to find nothing but the dead and dying when she arrives.”

Illia grasped his arm. “I thought we were only here for the immune?! You intend on killing the Whore Caste here?”

He pulled his arm free. “This installation must be purified!” He walked to the security door.

There was a small window in the door. He peered inside. “Are you there, android?”

“Yeah, motherfucker, I’m here,” Rita said from somewhere inside.

“In the names of Sister and Morpheus himself, open this door!”

“I don’t see Sister or Morpheus, all I see is a pencil-dicked priest and a boatload of assholes, so? Go fuck yourself.”

Cain held up a yellow box with a red blinking light and a black trigger running along one side. “Do you know what this is, machine?”

***

Rita stared through the panes of glass at the box the priest held. “Yeah. I know what it is,” Rita sighed. “It’s a failsafe detonator.”

Ray was crouched by her desk. “What’s that?” He whispered.

Rita smiled at him weakly. “It activates my self-destruct, lover.”

“What?!”

Rita nodded. “Yeah, I was afraid they might bring one. If he presses that button? I’m gone, honey.”

“Open the door,” Ray said.

Rita smiled and shook her head. “No can do.”

“Rita? You open that goddamned door!” Ray said as he stood up.

She reached out and stroked his cheek. “Baby, we knew our life expectancy was going to be a little shorter than the rest of the caste. I won’t open that door. Not going to lose you and Sugar and Demona, not to save myself.” She nodded toward the store. “Fall back to the security hallway. You have to hold them in case they break down the door.”

“Stop talking like that. Open the door. We’ll figure the rest out.”

“Android?” The priest yelled. “My patience is wearing thin. One other little detail about this detonator? It’s tied in via satellite to SlutzNet in Havana. It won’t just be you who detonates, Rita.”

Rita turned toward the door. “What do you mean?”

“We’ve chosen five-hundred Bimbots at random, all over the world, Rita. When I press this trigger? Five-hundred of your kith and kin, disembodied brains stuffed into android bodies? All of them die at once. I’ve never seen an android self-destruct. They say it’s quite awe-inspiring.”

Rita looked at Ray. “Ray? I can’t…”

“I know.” He pulled out his cellphone. “Sugar? We have to open the door…”

***

Sugar sighed as she put her cellphone in the small pocket on her hip.

“What’s wrong?” Adam asked.

“They got past Ray and Rita on the first floor. I’ve locked them out of the elevator, but they’ll get past that. They’re coming.” She turned to Demona and Courtney. “Take Lewis and hide with him in your office.”

Demona and Courtney put their hands on his table and began pushing him toward the back.

“Demona, destroy everything if he gets into the transformation lab,” Sugar said.

“You got it, Red.”

Sugar put her hands on Adam and Crumb’s shoulders. “There’s another way out of here. You two are going to have to run.”

“Hey! I’m buck assed nude over here!” Crumb said.

“Better than dead assed dead,” Sugar said. “You’ll find clothes.”

“Yeah, and I’m not going anywhere without Lewis,” Crumb said.

“Lewis isn’t immune. He’s in no danger from the Church - well, no more than the rest of us. It’s the two of you who are in danger. Now, stop arguing with me. We have to move, now!” She ushered them toward the main hallway.

Then she stopped in her tracks.

Cathy’s voice was in her head. “Cain. His name is Bishop Cain. They did an eye job on him, Sugar. And, he’s a psychopath.”

***

Candy Kisses crouched in the woods just outside the Stallion’s parking lot. The door had opened a moment before. Father Cain and the tall woman had gone inside accompanied by three agents.

The rest stayed outside.

It was really well lit. Six street lights were arrayed throughout the parking area and they bathed the pavement in yellow light.

“I could be invisible if it wasn’t for all those lights,” Candy thought. The night was moonless. She picked up a fist sized limestone rock from a small pile that must have been created when they were building Stallion’s.

She smiled.

***

The Church Agents moved in groups of two around the parking lot.

Something whistled through the air over one of the groups.

A street light exploded in a shower of sparks and glass and the two men dove for cover.

“This is patrol two. Something just took out one of the…”

Whistle. Bam!

A second light exploded.

“We’re…”

Whistle. Bam!

***

Candy ran through the woods making no sound, her agile feet finding purchase on the smallest rock or fallen tree. Then she would launch herself into the air, twist and fling a rock with pinpoint accuracy at more than four hundred miles per hour - better than any major league baseball player could ever dream.

By the time the light exploded? Candy was already a dozen yards away and preparing for her next target.

The Church Agents, themselves transformed, could not match the speed, agility, and strength of the Street Whore. Their eyes could not peer into the darkness and see with the clarity that Candy saw as she picked each place for her foot to fall.

It was almost as if that was the way things were meant to be.

***

“Something’s going on outside,” Illia said as she listened to the chatter over her ear bud.

“Tell them to hold their ground,” Cain said as he stood over Ray and Rita who were on their knees.

“It could be Marapova,” Illia said.

“No. I have people watching. Her jet is just leaving. She’s at least ninety minutes from arriving.”

“She’ll kill you when she does,” Rita said.

“Oh, I’ll be long gone by then.” He held up the detonator. “As will you.”

“Cain? What are you doing?!” Illia asked.

“I want to see it die.” He ran his finger along the trigger.

Ray jumped to his feet.

“Pain,” Cain said.

Ray crumpled to the floor and rolled into a fetal position.

“Ray!” Rita said. She held him and sobbed. “Stop it! You’re killing him!”

Cain knelt over them. “He… loves you? That’s… disgusting. You’re a… machine. There are no limits to Whore Caste depravity.” He put his finger on the trigger.

“Cain!” Illia said. “Even now, we can accomplish our mission and not start a war. But, if you kill this android and the other androids? Marapova will go to war. That is not what Sister wanted.”

Cain stared at Rita. “Perhaps you’re correct.” Then he held up the detonator to one of the Church Agents. “Hold them here. If either moves? Shoot the Whore Master, and then press the trigger.”

“Yes, Father,” the agent said.

Cain stood up. “The rest of you? Follow us to the elevator.”

Ray looked up at him. “You’ll… never get in. The elevator is locked out.” Ray laughed. “You have us, but you won’t get any further.”

Cain smiled. “That would be true. But, then, we have SlutzNet.”

Rita laughed. “Sugar deactivated…”

“SlutzNet,” Cain said. “Status?”

“All systems optimal,” a voice sounded from the ceiling.

Rita looked up in horror.

“We are always one step ahead, you stupid whore,” Cain said.

***

“Bull!” Bubbles screamed as she burst through the doors of the brothel.

Johns and Whore Caste turned to look at her.

Bull Drummond ran down the stairs from the second floor. “Bubbles? What’s wrong?”

“Cain,” Bubbles said, out of breath. “Father Cain… he’s at Stallion’s… it’s bad, Bull!”

Bull Drummond clenched his massive fists and his knuckles cracked. He ran for the basement stairs. “Dr. Thompson! We’re needed!”

***

Candy Kisses di Amal, Street Whore and sometimes ninja, was finally invisible. She dashed through the parking lot, hiding behind lampposts when she had to.

The Church Agents sure brought a lot of guns, Candy thought. Too bad they didn’t bring those night vision goggle thingies. 

She waited for a patrol to pass before cartwheeling past them, coming to rest by the rear bumper of an SUV. She peeked around the side.

Two agents stood on either side of the open security door that led into Stallion’s front entrance.

She took one last stone out of the super deep pocket of her ninja outfit. She flung it past the SUV, causing it to skip across the asphalt like it was skipping across a lake.

The agents at the door ran toward the sound.

Candy Kisses tumbled forward and rolled through the front door of Stallion’s.

She saw Ray and Rita on the floor.

She rose to a crouch in front of the only Church Agent in the room.

Candy Kisses punched him square in the junk.

He dropped his gun and the funny yellow box with the flashing red light flew into the air.

The man staggered back.

Candy jumped up and caught the yellow box in mid-air. She held it out to Rita as the Bimbot got to her feet. “This looks important.”

Rita took the box from her and squeezed her tight. “It sure is.” She looked at the front door and the security door slammed shut, closed by a command from her wireless transmitter.

The Church Agent groaned, and Rita backhanded him absently. He flew backward three feet and bounced off the wall before landing face down on the floor.

***

Sugar led Adam and Crumb down the hall.

The indicator showed the elevator was descending.

“No! No, that can’t…” Sugar said. She pointed toward a door beside the elevator. “We need to get through there and up to Level 9. Hurry.”

Adam stumbled and fell to his knees.

Crumb dropped down beside him. “What’s wrong?”

“My head… I… I can hear… voices.”

“Jesus,” Sugar hissed. “The Fluoride is wearing off.”

“His powers are coming back? That’s good, right?” Crumb said.

“Not if we don’t get him to Level 9!” Sugar said. She grabbed his other arm and they lifted him to his feet.

Adam jumped as if he had been electrocuted. He stared into Sugar’s eyes. “Why are you screaming?”

“What? I’m not screaming.”

“I… hear you. Stop screaming.”

She pulled him toward the access door. “Move, goddamn it!”

“They… shouldn’t have done that to you. Gwen and Alex. They shouldn’t have…”

Sugar stopped. “What? What are you…?”

His body straightened and he looked past her. Then he pulled free and stepped forward. “Someone’s coming. Stay behind me,” his voice was strong, any sign of his earlier weakness was gone.

The elevator doors opened.

Father Cain smiled. “Pain.”

***

Sugar fell to her knees.

And, then Crumb fell beside her.

Adam looked down.

Immune. But, Crumb wasn’t immune from Religious Caste powers, only Whore Caste powers.

Adam looked at the man and the woman as they stepped through the doors.

Two men stood behind them with dart guns like Demona’s.

“Release them,” Adam said.

“Or, what?” Father Cain laughed.

“Or, I’ll kill you. I don’t want to kill anybody. But, I care about them, and you’re hurting them. You need to stop.”

Cain turned to the Church Agents. “Put away your dart guns.” He smiled. “Use the nine millimeters.”

The men drew their silenced pistols from their shoulder holsters.

“No!” Illia screamed.

Cain shoved her away. “Kill him!”

Time slowed.

Adam felt the maelstrom around him, felt the breeze on his face.

Time slowed and the bullets emerged from the barrels so slowly that Adam could see the concussion wave behind the bullets.

“I hate guns,” he said.

The bullets picked up speed.

When the first reached him, he turned sideways and let it pass. He looked behind him to make sure it wouldn’t hit anyone.

Both Sugar and Crumb were lying on the floor in agony, so the bullet would pass by and strike the wall.

He sidestepped the next.

Adam concentrated.

The maelstrom receded.

Time returned to normal.

The agents stared at their guns in disbelief.

They raised their pistols again.

“No, I don’t think so.” He held out his hands in front of him and pushed.

Two shock waves radiated from his palms and rocketed forward.

The left shock wave caught Cain and spun him around. He fell on Illia.

The agents took the full force - they were picked up and thrown back into the elevator.

Their bodies slammed into the elevator’s back wall.

The wall dented in.

They collapsed to the floor.

Sugar rolled to her feet. “Adam?”

He held out his hand. “Stay back. They’re still dangerous.”

Cain jumped to his feet. A silver dagger glinted in his left hand.

Adam caught his wrist as Cain tried to stab him in the heart.

He grabbed Cain’s throat with his other hand and pressed him into the wall over Illia.

“What… are… you!?” Cain gurgled.

“No… what are you?” Adam stared intently into Cain’s eyes.

Cain screamed. He dropped the knife to the floor.

Adam shuddered. “Ugliness… God… it’s like being inside a corpse.” Tears streamed down Adam’s face. “Why? What in God’s name could make something like you? You chose what you are! God forgive you, you chose!”

Cain was convulsing and foaming at the mouth.

Illia was crying. “Please! Don’t!”

Adam gritted his teeth. “Confession is good for the soul, Bishop Cain. Time for you to confess your sins.”

He tossed Cain aside and the man landed in a heap.

Cain got to his knees. He looked up at the ceiling. “Forgive me, Father, for I have sinned. It has been a lifetime since my last confession. When I was eight, I killed my neighbor’s cat. I did it so I could see something die. When I was nine, I locked my best friend in the cellar of an abandoned house. It took three days for them to find him…”

Sugar helped Crumb to her feet.

Adam leaned down and grabbed Illia’s hands. He pulled her to her feet. Then he put his hands on the sides of her face.

“What… are you doing?!” Illia cried.

“I finally understand your point of view on justice, Sugar.” Adam stared into Illia’s eyes. “I’m judging you. Be still!”

“No… don’t please,” Illia whispered.

Adam’s face softened. “Oh…” He closed his eyes. “Why are you here?”

“What?” Illia whispered.

Adam smiled. “It wasn’t your fault. You tried to stop him.”

She looked down at Cain as he continued to babble about his sins. “He… wouldn’t listen.”

Adam shook his head. “Not him. Levi. You tried to stop him. You told him. You are a good person, Illia. You never belonged with the Church. It’s not a place for someone like you.”

She began to sob. Her body relaxed and he held her close.

Adam stroked her hair gently.

She pulled the dagger from her purse.

“Adam!” Crumb screamed.

“No, it’s okay,” Adam said.

Illia dropped the knife on the floor. “I’m sorry. I’m so sorry.”

“It’s okay now.”

“No, it isn’t,” Illia said. “The Church Agents upstairs have orders to kill you should Cain fail.”

Sugar pulled out her cellphone. “Ray?” She listened. Then she smiled. She put her hand over the microphone. “Ray and Rita have relocked the door. But, the agents are still outside.”

“There are other teams,” Illia said. “Sister sent multiple teams. Some are waiting nearby. Cain didn’t know. They are going to kill Adam if they can’t capture him.”

“Maria will be here soon,” Sugar said.

Adam shook his head. “Then she’ll have to fight to protect me. The war with Religious Caste will begin years before it is supposed to.”

Sugar turned and stared at him.

“Sorry, Sugar,” Adam said. “I’m in your head.”

“What are you going to do?”

“Run. It’s time to run.”

***

“Father Cain? This is patrol one. What is your status?” The Church Agent said into his sleeve as he stood by the security door. “Father Cain? We are locked out of the building. The entrance is in Whore Caste hands again. Do you read me?”

Cain’s voice came over the earbud. “…When I was eighteen, I strangled a coed who suggested oral sex…”

The agent pulled the earbud out of his ear and stared at it. “What the fuck?!”

“Rocks! They’re throwing rocks!” An agent yelled nearby.

“Again?” He turned in time to see a massive boulder hurtle toward the SUV to his right.

The truck crumpled from the impact and slid sideways into the building wall.

The agent ran out into the parking lot. “Oh, sweet Jesus…”

A thirty foot pine tree complete with root ball rocketed toward him from the woods beyond Stallion’s.

He dove to the asphalt and the tree crashed down behind him.

He looked up as two massive shapes walked down from the woods.

They were Whore Masters. One was over seven feet tall with an oak branch balanced on his shoulder.

The other was over twelve feet tall and dressed in a doctor’s lab coat. He held a five hundred pound boulder over his head aimed toward the agent.

Cars and trucks roared into the parking lot.

All manner of Whore Caste: Street Whores, Street Studs, MILFs, Dominatrixes rushed out of the vehicles. They carried everything from baseball bats to street signs and, in the case of the Dominatrixes, whips.

“Boys, I do believe we’ve got you covered,” Bull Drummond said as he pointed the oak tree limb toward the agents and winked.

***

The security door opened, and Bubbles Bennett rushed inside with a baseball bat. “Candy!”

Candy turned and waved. “Hi, Bubbles!”

“You’re alive!” She dropped the bat and squealed, throwing her arms around the taller woman and squeezing.

“Of course, I’m alive, silly,” Candy said.

Sanjay Amal came in and picked them both up. “Jesus, Candy, what were you thinking?”

“She saved us,” Rita said.

“It’s true,” Ray said. “She was just like a real ninja.”

“I really was. I was invisible and everything!”

***

“I don’t understand,” Crumb said. “If we won…”

Sugar shook her head. “They won’t stop. The Church will just keep coming.”

Adam nodded. “I have to run, Crumb.”

Crumb sighed. “Okay, then let’s…”

“No, Crumb. I have to go alone.”

“What the fuck are you talking about?!”

He rubbed her shoulders. “Crumb, Cain was able to hurt you. I make people immune to Whore Caste mind control, not Church powers. You’re safe. You’re Whore Caste, Maria will protect you, and the Church won’t see you as a threat.”

“It’s… It’s not fair! You’ll be alone.”

Adam smiled. “I think I have to be for a while. I’m not… me, yet. I’ll come back when I am. I promise.”

Crumb cried and held onto him.

“Besides, you’ve got to finish whatever crazy shit you’re going to do to Lewis. You’re soulmates, remember?”

“Yeah, but…”

He kissed her. “I’ll be back. I promise.”

***

Demona led Illia back into the tubes.

“Where are you taking me?”

“Well, gorgeous, you’re the only person I know of who’s just as unpopular right now as Adam,” Demona said.

“Why?”

“Sister isn’t going to be too happy you failed, and equally unhappy that you weren’t killed in the process. And, Maria Marapova will literally use your head for a soccer ball when she gets here because, hello, you invaded her territory.”

“Then I am doomed.”

Demona shrugged. “Nope. I’m going to put you in a tube and hide you until Maria goes back to Olympus or wherever the fuck she looks down on us commoners from.”

“Then what?”

“Then? Well, I have an idea where to send you.” Demona took a step back. “Now, strip.”

She began shrugging out of her dress. “Aren’t you going to turn around?”

“I’m helping you. I deserve a striptease. It’s been a long day and I love naked women.”

Illia stared at her for a moment and then took off her dress.

***

Sugar and Adam took the elevator up to Level 9. They stepped out in the ruined corridor and Sugar led him to the triangular crack in the wall leading to Demonica’s cavern.

“Love what you’ve done with the place. Reminds me of Minecraft,” Adam said.

“Reminds you of what?” Sugar asked as she led the way along the cavern floor.

“Minecraft. It’s a game. You know, computers?”

“Oh, are you sure you’re the Adam who bends time? You sound more like the Adam who lives in his mother’s basement.”

Adam laughed. “I had my own room, thanks. Didn’t like the basement. I’m afraid of spiders. Whoa, and there goes one now.” He rushed to catch up with Sugar.

“What you said back there? What Gwen and Adam did to me? You were wrong. They didn’t mistreat me. I love them.”

“No, I know, they didn’t mean to mistreat you. None of you do. You end up hurting people because that’s the way you were made. Not really your faults.”

“Thanks for the condescension. I love being talked down to by a boy half my age.”

“Half? Where’d you learn math?”

She spun around. “And where did you learn manners? You don’t speak to a lady like that.”

“You do if you like to see her get angry,” he said and smiled. He reached out and brushed a stray red curl away from her cheek. “I love the way your skin flushes when you get angry.”

“You’re… very confident now that you have your powers back. However, you aren’t anywhere near as charming as you think you are.”

“No?” He leaned in and then stepped around her. He looked over the edge. “No way! A lava lake! This is exactly like Minecraft!”

Sugar gritted her teeth. “Would you like a closer look?” She turned around and put her hands on his back.

“You won’t do that.”

“Don’t test me.”

“Angela Owens wouldn’t do such a thing.”

She stumbled backward as if she had been struck.

He spun and caught her hands. “Careful. Floor’s treacherous.”

“Okay, so you know my old name. It doesn’t matter,” she said and pushed past him toward the stone bridge over the lava bed.

“Wow. Somebody made this?”

“Yes. Someone… very evil.”

“Uggh, don’t say the word ‘evil’. A few minutes in Bishop Cain’s mind, and I don’t think I’ll ever be clean again.”

They walked across the bridge to the small ledge on the other side beside the newly installed gate. Sugar punched in a code and the gate unlocked. “This leads to the forest. You can get to the interstate if you keep walking northeast. It’s closer if you go west, but you’ll be too close to Stallion’s - someone might see you.”

He was smiling at her.

“What?”

“At least you’re not screaming.”

“You keep saying that. I’m not screaming.”

“Inside. You were screaming. I think she screams a lot.”

“What are you babbling about?”

“Angela Owens screams a lot inside you.”

She rolled her eyes. “Angela Owens is dead, Adam. She died a long time ago at the farm…”

Adam burst out laughing. “You White Witches have it all figured out, don’t you?”

She pointed at the gate. “Go. Now.”

“You think you destroy people’s personalities, don’t you? You think you just burn it away like a wart or something.”

“Yes, Adam. We destroy what someone was to make them into what we want…”

Adam shook his head. “You bring out the traits they already have. You don’t pervert them, Sugar. You just free them from their fears. The problem is you make it into some kind of trauma for them. They think who they were is lost. They think you made them something they weren’t. The truth is? We’re all transformed into what we want to be, Angela.” He stroked her face.

“Stop that.”

“Why?”

“I don’t like it.”

“Liar.”

“Look, Adam, I have no intention of drinking your cum. You’re not going to change me…”

“Cum was Adam 2.0… 3.0, maybe. I’ve evolved since then.” He smiled.

“You need to leave.”

“Why?”

“The Church might kill you. Maria might kill you… keep looking at me like that and I might kill you.”

“Liar.” He kissed her.

A magical kiss. Any technology beyond your understanding appears to be magic. Perhaps it was pheromones or some other chemical interaction. Maybe it was a retrovirus that spread through her. Maybe it was a quantum entanglement that made the universe tremble for just an instant.

Oh, fuck it, she thought. Maybe it is magic.

It was the binding, and it was more. A joining of hearts, and it was more. A mingling of souls, and, still, it was more.

They were in the maelstrom. He held her close. She couldn’t tell where he ended, and she began and that’s the way it was supposed to be because it takes two to make one. One plus one equals one, because one is never whole without the other.

Voices around her. Her own. His.

He kissed her. “Why didn’t you get on the rocket?”

“How would you have found me?”

“Angela, my Angel, I will always find you.”

An apartment, it’s a city, maybe New York. Light streaming in through big picture windows and she is naked, one leg wrapped around him as he presses her against the wall, surging into her.

And, the kiss, always the kiss. Every memory of things that haven’t happened yet tied to a kiss, all the kisses are one kiss, and it never, ever ends.

Somewhere else, another time. He kisses her and smiles, rises into the air like a bird. “I’ll be back.”

And, she is standing on the ground, holding hands with the other White Witches on a battleground in San Francisco and she is so very afraid because they could all die.

Another time. It’s night. He kisses her and they are flying.

“How long will you love me?” She asks.

“Till the universe dies.”

“What will we do then?”

“Make a new one.”

She opened her eyes.

He held her lovingly as she leaned back in his arms. “Welcome back.”

“I love you.”

“I love you too.”

She squeezed her eyes shut, forced herself to stand straight. “Run. You have to run!”

“I know.”

He was infuriating. So calm. Always so calm even when she was coming unglued. “Adam. Please…”

“Angela, my Angel. I’ll be back.”

“You better fucking come back.” She kissed him hard. Then she flung open the gate and pushed him through.

She put her back against the gate and it closed.

Then she slid down it and sat down on the stone floor.

Angela “Sugar Tits” Owens wept.

***

Mistress Maria Anastasia Marapova di Morpheus stepped out of the SUV and into a warzone.

The denizens of Bull’s Brothel were patrolling the parking lot of Stallion’s.

The captured Church Agents sat in a group on the asphalt, their hands tied behind their backs.

Dominatrix Whores passed among the agents, their whips at the ready should any of them try to escape.

The remains of crushed SUVs, uprooted trees, boulders, and shattered street lights littered the ground.

Maria tried to hide her smile - her Whore Caste had rallied and defeated a foe they should not have been able to handle, and they had done so without a single loss.

Brittney hurried along behind her in a camouflage pink latex jumpsuit, a pink sucker in her mouth.

Bull Drummond stood just inside the entrance, guarding it.

“Master Drummond,” Maria said.

Bull bowed his head. “Mistress Marapova.”

“Fine work.”

“Thank you, Mistress.”

Brittney paused beside him and held out her fist.

Bull bumped it with his own.

Brittney laughed and then hurried along after Maria into the store and to the security hallway beyond.

***

“So, I thought, why not take out the street lights? I mean it was like shooting fish in a barrel. I couldn’t miss at that range,” Candy Kisses said as she sat on the floor of the transformation lab. Sanjay held her and occasionally wiped away tears as she spoke.

They were surrounded by Whore Caste who hung on Candy Kisses the Ninja’s every word.

Sugar walked by and smiled.

“Where have you been?” Demona said as she walked up to Sugar and took her hand. “This place has been a circus. You know the Great White Bitch is on her way down here?”

“Please don’t call Maria the ‘Great White Bitch’,” Sugar said.

“Ahh, she loves it.”

“She actually doesn’t.”

Demona looked both ways. “He gone?”

Sugar nodded and tried not to cry.

“Hey, what’s wrong?”

“Is there anyone in your office?”

Demona shook her head.

“Take me there.”

Demona ushered her inside and closed the door. She touched a switch on the doorframe and the glass window walls turned opaque white.

“Now, what’s wrong?”

Sugar collapsed on Demona’s shoulder. “Oh, God. Help me.”

“Help you?!”

“He… oh, God…” She began to sob.

“What? Did he do something?”

“He… he kissed me.”

“Okay?”

Sugar raised up and wiped away her tears.

Demona stared at her. “For fuck’s sake, Boobs, you’ve been kissed before.”

“Not like this. Oh, God, Demona. He kissed me and… I’m Angela Owens again.”

“You’re… huh?”

“I’m Sugar Tits, but I’m also Angela Owens. We had it wrong. We had it all wrong. Who we were can’t be destroyed. Sugar Tits is Angela Owens. This… who I am? It’s always been me, Demona.”

“Oh, Red, I could have told you that. I’m still Mona Karnes, I’m just tougher than I was. A bit more demented.”

“I thought… I thought Angela Owens was this weak part of me. She wasn’t. She was just my… conscience. My sense of right and wrong.”

“And, now she’s back?” Demona asked.

Sugar nodded. “I can’t do things to people against their will. Not anymore, Demona. Oh, the things I’ve done? I will never be able to make up for the things I’ve done.” She laid her head on Demona’s shoulder and sobbed.

Demona rubbed her back. “Listen to me. Yeah, you’ve done some pretty fucked up things. But, you’ve done some good things as well. Courtney for one. That old lady in the truckstop. Dozens more, Sugar.”

“Yeah, how about Stacie Fuchs? I took her away from her family. The people at your aunt’s pizza parlor? Donny and Madison? Kimiko, Demonica… Oh, God, Demonica. It’s my fault… Demonica is my fault.”

“Stop it! You stop it, right now. You were a creature without a conscience, okay? You are not responsible for any of that.” She grabbed Sugar’s shoulders. “Red, we are trying to save the world. To accomplish that, we’re in league with demons. People like that wretch Cain who’s still rattling off his confession. Sister. Goddamn it, Morpheus himself. We’re in dark territory, honey. Maybe there’s a light at the end of it, maybe not. But, no matter what? Angela Owens, Sugar Tits, whoever the hell you decide you are? She was one of the heroes of this fucking story. You understand? You want to make up for the bad things you did? Then you be a fucking hero now.”

Sugar looked at her. She smiled weakly. “How do you always know exactly what I need to hear?”

Demona shrugged. “Because I’m a goddamned mad scientist, that’s why. I’m a motherfucking hero, just like you.”

Sugar grabbed her and held her tight. “I think I love him, Demona. I think he’s the love of my life… after you.”

Demona laughed. “Of course you love him. You’re the alpha bitch. He’s got a cock like an alien Clydesdale. That’s just evolution at work.”

Sugar laughed.

Demona stroked her cheek. “About damned time you found somebody worthy of you. I was getting worried.”

Sugar wiped away a tear. “He’s gone. What if I never see him again?”

Demona laughed. “Nice thing about having all these psychics with visions? We know you see him again.”

Sugar laughed. “Yeah, I guess so.”

Maria flung open the door. “What in the actual fuck happened here?”

Demona put her fists on her hips and looked up at Maria. “Bitch, you better knock before you walk in my office. I’m a fucking doctor, not one of your stooges. If you think I’m impressed by your high and mightiness? Fucking think again. I’m more powerful than a goddess. I’m a fucking surgeon. Now, you walk that muscled ass back two steps and fucking knock.”

Maria looked down at her, seething.

“Go on.” Demona tapped her foot. “I said knock.”

Maria took two steps back and lightly tapped on the doorframe.

“Better,” Demona said. She turned to Sugar and winked.

Maria glared at them. “Now, will someone please tell me what the fuck happened here?”

***

“So, he was definitely the Adam?” Maria asked as she paced in Demona’s lab.

“Absolutely. There’s no question,” Demona said. “He’s the product of genetic… I hesitate to call it manipulation… it’s more, synthesis. Someone took DNA from three transformed, one man and two women, and created a new type of life form. He is as alien to us as we are to the humans.”

Brittney leaned back in one of Demona’s chairs. “Well, if we’re the next stage of human evolution, what is he?”

“The next stage in ours,” Maria said.

“The final stage,” Demona said. “He is, quite simply, a god.”

“On our side?” Maria asked.

“Yes,” Sugar said.

“You seem certain of that.”

“If you had seen him in the hallway with Cain? He was horrified by what Cain was. The darkness in the man. Adam’s on our side… so long as we don’t stray too far from the path.”

Maria frowned. “Path? What path? Morpheus’s path?”

“Right and wrong,” Sugar said. “He won’t tolerate cruelty. He won’t tolerate hurting people in any way.”

“Religious zealot. I’ve had enough of them for one lifetime,” Maria said. “How many of our people were compromised by this ‘new god’?”

“Lisa and Mikaela, though Gwen reports they are functional with limitations,” Sugar said. “Candy Kisses di Amal and Bubbles Bennett…”

Demona spoke up. “Who, by the way, saved our asses tonight along with over 500 Bimbot lives.”

Sugar smiled. “Dr. Love…”

“No great loss there,” Maria said.

“Courtney Fuchs, but she’s completely fine. And, our new recruit, Mistress Crumb.”

Demona laughed. “Yes, who is, as we speak, going through a catalog of sex mods for her boyfriend’s transformation, so I think she’s still evil enough to suit you, your eminence.”

Maria rolled her eyes. Then she stared at Sugar. “What about you?”

“What about me?” Sugar asked.

“Have you been compromised?”

“I didn’t fuck him, Maria, if that’s what you’re asking? He had… no effect on me.”

Maria continued staring at her. “What I’m asking you is: can you continue to run Ithaca, or do I need to bring in another White Witch?”

Sugar stood up. “We’re all alive here, aren’t we? The Church was repelled.”

“More through luck than skill,” Maria said.

“If you have someone in mind to replace me? By all means bring them in. I will gladly follow them.”

Maria sighed. She walked over and took Sugar’s hands. “No. You are my hand in Ithaca, Sugar. I just needed to hear you say it.”

“Fuck, I’m going to get all weepy over here,” Demona grumbled.

Brittney giggled.

“Silence,” Maria hissed.

Brittney popped her sucker back in her mouth and smiled.

Maria turned to Demona. “Where is Sister Illia?”

“Search me,” Demona said. “She just walked that amazing ass right out of here. Didn’t see which direction she went.”

“God, you’re a horrible liar,” Maria said.

“Actually, I’m an excellent liar. I just like to throw the truth at you every once in a while to keep you guessing.”

“Just… make sure I never find her.”

“You got it, your immenseness.”

Maria groaned before continuing. “I’ll be taking Cain with me when I visit Sister in Havana. What’s his condition?”

“Medically speaking: he’s an artichoke,” Demona said. “He’s stuck in an endless loop of confessing his, frankly disgusting, sins. Takes him about three hours, then he starts over at the beginning.”

Maria smiled. Then she began to laugh.

“That makes her happy,” Demona said. “Human being is a vegetable, and she thinks that’s hilarious. I’d love to hear her confess her sins.”

“Oh, doctor, there aren’t enough hours in a millennium.”

“Total psychopath,” Demona said under her breath.

“Shh,” Sugar said.

***

Sugar followed Maria and Brittany to the top floor.

Sister Asmodea and Sister Alicia knelt on the floor of the security hallway, their hands behind their back and secured with bondage cuffs.

“Sugar, we didn’t do this, I swear,” Asmodea said when she saw them get off the elevator.

Sugar looked away.

“Please! I swear we didn’t.”

Maria reached down and picked Asmodea up by her throat. She held her aloft as Asmodea kicked and struggled. “I made an exception for you and your slut. I let you stay when I threw all your vile kind out of New York. Sugar trusted you. I trusted you. And, you do this to us? You endanger my children? One of you is going to die tonight. The other is going back to Sister so they can warn your wretched kind of what it costs when you cross us! Which of you will die tonight, Asmodea?”

“Maria, don’t,” Sugar whispered.

“Not one word,” Maria warned.

Brittney took Sugar’s hand. She looked up at her and shook her head.

“Me,” Asmodea croaked. “Kill me. Spare… Alicia. I swear… we didn’t do this. But… don’t kill her.”

Alicia stared straight ahead. “She did nothing.”

Maria looked down. “What?”

“She is tainted. She is one of you. A degenerate.”

“What are you saying?” Sugar asked.

“I am the informant.”

“That’s not possible,” Sugar said. “She doesn’t have access to Level 10.”

Alicia laughed. “I broke through the seals on Level 9. You’re all so stupid you didn’t even notice the breaks in the welds. I’ve been watching you for months. I’ve seen you plotting and planning - oh, Sister knows everything. I called Cain and told him the abomination was on Level 10. I only wish he had killed all of you.”

Maria lowered Asmodea to the floor. 

Asmodea lay gasping on her side.  “Alicia? Why? Why did you…?”

“You act like you care for me? Really? All I hear about is your Russian. Your Alexei.”

Maria laughed. “Jealousy? All this for jealousy?”

Alicia’s eyes blazed. “All of you? You perverted her. She was perfect. You ruined her. Like you turn everything to rot with your disgusting lust.”

Asmodea sobbed.

“I asked Cain to kill you, Asmodea. To put you out of your misery.”

Sugar fell on Alicia. “You bitch! You goddamned bitch!” She landed blow after blow until the nun lay unconscious on the floor.

“Don’t… kill her,” Asmodea pleaded. “She’s sick. She doesn’t know any better.”

Sugar pulled Asmodea into her lap. She undid the shackles.

Maria looked down. “Brittney? Take that… thing to the car. We’ll return it to Sister where it belongs.”

***

Maria and Brittney left. They placed a tied and especially gagged Bishop Cain in the back of the SUV beside Sister Alicia and headed for the airport.

Even with the gag in place, the Bishop continued to mumble his confession.

Demona walked out of Stallion’s and into the cold night air.

She scanned the parking lot looking for a vehicle the right size to transport a doctor who was twice the size of a Whore Master.

An unmarked panel truck was parked near the exit.

Someone looked at her from the passenger side of the truck.

She walked up and tapped on the window.

Nurse Evie Price looked at her with tear stained eyes.

“Take a walk with me?” Demona asked.

Evie opened the door and stepped out.

“Did you think I wouldn’t figure it out?” Demona asked.

The redhead stared at her with fear in her eyes.

“It wasn’t until tonight that I realized Nurse Evie was Mistress Evie Price di Morpheus,” Demona said. “Someone told me a story about Mistress Evie Price. She was a nurse in San Francisco back in the 60s.”

Evie smiled. “Yes. Adam is my son.”

“I know. He told us… well, he thinks his mom is back on the farm in Roxbury, Kansas. Doubt he would believe his mother is the prototype for the Street Whore class.”

“Is he alright? Allen has been trying to find out what’s going on…?”

“Allen… Fuck, of course, Dr. Allen Thompson… Dr. Thompson is that Dr. Thompson. The prototype Whore Master. Jesus, I’m slow.”

“Demona, is Adam okay?” Evie asked.

“Yes. He’s fine. God help the Church if they do catch him. He turned a Bishop into a bowl of potato salad in there.” She took Evie’s arm. “Come on. I have a lot to tell you.”

***

Sugar sat on the floor of the security hallway with Asmodea in her arms.

“I loved her, Sugar,” Asmodea sobbed. “I wanted her and I and Alexei to be a coven one day.”

“I know.”

“She wasn’t always like this,” Asmodea said. “I swear she wasn’t. It’s… the Church… the goddamned Church! It destroys everything!”

Sugar rocked her gently. “I know.”

“I’m alone.”

“No, you aren’t. Come on.” Sugar stood up and led her to the elevator.

“Where are we going?” Asmodea groaned.

“You’ll see.”

She leaned against Sugar as the elevator descended.

The doors opened and Sugar led her to the bedroom Sugar shared with Ray, Rita, and Demona.

“Come on,” Sugar said as she opened the door.

Ray sat on the floor with Rita riding him slowly, his long cock sliding in and out.

She smiled at Asmodea and held out her hand.

“No, no… I don’t think I can right now,” Asmodea said. She started to back out of the room.

Sugar put her hands on Asmodea’s shoulders. She kissed the nun’s neck. “We love you. You belong here, with us.”

Rita rose off Ray, leaving his cock standing hard and glistening. She took Asmodea’s hand and led her to Ray.

Asmodea’s outfit was a latex nun’s tunic that fell to mid-thigh.

Rita lifted it gently as she pushed Asmodea back to stand over Ray.

Ray guided her down gently.

Asmodea gasped as Ray’s cock slid into her.

Rita knelt beside her as Asmodea began to ride Ray reverse cowgirl.

Ray’s hands found the dress zipper and pulled it down.

Rita pulled the dress from Asmodea revealing her lithe body.

Ray loosened her coif and began pulling it off.

“No… wait,” Asmodea whispered.

“Shh,” Rita said as she kissed the nun.

Her shoulder length brown hair fell down, released from the latex coif.

Asmodea moaned.

Rita’s hand slid down and found Asmodea’s engorged clit. She smiled.

Her fingers began to vibrate.

Asmodea’s eyes snapped open, and she screamed in Rita’s mouth as the Bimbot brought her to orgasm.

Sugar knelt beside them and caressed Asmodea.

They loved her all night.

***

Adam Price ran through the forest northeast of Ithaca. He had spotted the interstate hours before. He had also spotted SUVs packed with men carrying guns lurking in the shadows near the road.

The Church was out in force, and they were after him.

So, he had stayed in the woods and just kept running.

There were perks to this whole transformation thing - he had been running for hours and wasn’t winded. And, though the wind was icy, he wasn’t cold.

He thought about using the maelstrom and taking himself to some other time - but, when would he go? The past, the future? What if he made a mistake and ended up someplace worse than he was now?

So, he ran.

They spotted him sometime before 4:00 AM.

He saw the flashlights through the trees.

A line of men were coming through the forest to the south.

A lot of men. How many bullets could he dodge?

He ran up an embankment, weaving through the trees.

He slid to a stop on the edge of a cliff.

A river flowed through a narrow gorge more than two hundred feet below. “No! Fuck!”

He turned to run back down.

Flashlight beams shown through the trees. They were closing in.

“Stand and fight or jump. Hell of a choice, man,” Pike said.

Adam turned to see Pike standing in front of an oak on the edge of the cliff.

“Now you show up. Give me a date to focus on.”

“I got nothing, man. Sorry.”

“What the fuck are you talking about, Pike?”

“Fight or jump. That’s the choice, man.”

Adam looked over the cliff. “Are you insane?”

A bullet zinged past his ear.

Adam ducked. 

Pike knelt beside Adam. “Fight or jump, kid.”

Three more bullets slammed into the tree beside him.

Adam flung himself into space beyond the edge of the cliff.

***

Pike took a step back. “Come on, man. You can fly.”

Bullets passed through Pike’s back.

“Please, fly.”

“Aiggh!” Adam screamed as he rose above the cliff edge, floating in mid-air and waving his arms and legs.

Pike began to scream. “Yeah! Fuck yeah, man! Whoo!”

Bullets missed Adam by inches.

“Fly! Move it! You’re not bullet proof!” Pike screamed.

Adam pulled in his arms and legs, looked up and rocketed into the sky.

Pike dropped to his knees laughing as the Church Agents surrounded him. He looked around. “You fascists are too late, man. He’s already him.”

Pike disappeared.

***

Lewis Cho opened his eyes.

“Wakey, wakey, eggs and bakey,” Crumb said.

“Crumb?”

“Yes?”

“Where am I?”

“Lying on your back, covered in blue goo.”

He raised up on his arm. He was lying on the steel floor of the transformation lab. His arm was huge. “What the…?”

“Designation: Whore Master. Lewis Cho… di Schwartz,” Crumb said.

“Di… what?!” Lewis said.

“Yeah, see, one of us has to be the boss. And, since I am absolutely perfect now? That would be me.”

He looked up. 

Crumb was standing over him wearing white latex ballet boots. Her legs were bare and at least six inches longer than they had been before. She wore what looked like a one piece bathing suit of white latex with a narrow front and a narrower back.

The neckline plunged to her navel and gave a breathtaking view of her volleyball sized breasts.

“Holy… fuck. I love you,” Lewis said. “Wait… are we bound?”

“Yes. You loved me before,” Crumb said. She raised an eyebrow. “Say it.”

“I have always loved you.”

Crumb smiled. “Really?”

“We’re thoulmates… soulmates.”

She giggled and fell on top of him.

His hands went to her ass. “Damn, baby.”

“I know, it’s an amazing ass. I’m in love with it.”

“I can thee why.” He winced. “What the fuck is wrong with my voice? It feels like my tongue is too big…” He looked at her in horror. “What did you do?”

“What can I say? Your girl has fetishes.”

He stuck out his tongue. It kept sliding out. And out.

“Aww, fuck oo Cwumb!”

Crumb bit her lower lip. “It has pleasure studs and everything. Demona said it can curve thirty different ways and even vibrate once you learn how to use it. And, you’ll learn to talk without the lisp… eventually.”

“You aw a fooking ath-hole,” Lewis said.

Crumb sucked his tongue into her mouth, and he rolled her onto her back. Her legs wrapped around him as he pulled the latex crotch of the outfit to the side.

His Whore Master cock entered her, and she squealed.

He retracted his tongue.

“Well, get to fucking Whore Master… I opted for the enhanced ass muscles too,” she giggled.

Lewis laughed and put his ‘enhanced ass muscles’ to work.

***

Crumb knocked on Sugar’s bedroom door the next morning.

“Come in,” Sugar said.

Crumb walked in. The bedroom floor was taken up with an array of king sized mattresses.

Rita and Ray lay naked in the middle of the beds with Sister Asmodea between them. The three of them were asleep.

“So, this is what it’s like to have a coven?” Crumb whispered.

Sugar smiled as she searched through her closet for the day’s outfit. “You and Lewis should join us tonight. We love to welcome new initiates.”

A radio played softly in the background. “Break In,” by Halestorm was playing.

“That’s a very good idea. Got to get Lewis used to this whole polyamory thing.” She looked back at the radio. “Any news?”

“About Adam? No. Maria’s people are still searching.”

“The Church as well?”

“I suppose, yes.”

She took Sugar’s hand. “We’ll see him again. I know it.”

“Did you have a vision?”

Crumb smiled. “Yes.”

“A good one?”

“An amazing one. I know Adam is okay.”

“So do I. I just… it’s silly. I shouldn’t be worried but…”

“You love him. You’re in love with him, he’s your soulmate, and you worry.”

Sugar laughed. “How’d you get so smart so fast?”

Crumb shrugged.

The song ended and a DJ came on. “News overnight from Ithaca, bunch of people calling the cops in the early morning hours because of, get this, a flying man. Yes, at least two dozen calls into Ithaca PD about a man flying over the interstate. Okay, one has to assume drugs and or alcohol were involved…”

Sugar turned off the radio. She giggled.

The giggle turned into a laugh.

***

For the second time in her life, Sister Illia emerged from a transformation tube. No modifications had been made to her, of course. She had simply spent the night being made love to by the robotic dildos and vibrators.

She knelt on the steel grated floor and shivered as Demona sprayed the pink gel off her body. Demona then wrapped her in a towel.

“Thank you. You’ve been very kind to me,” Illia said.

Demona knelt down beside her. “If you want to risk Sister’s wrath? You might be able to make it back to Havana should you manage to evade Marapova.”

Illia shook her head. “I do not believe in the Church anymore. They are evil. A pestilence.”

“On that, chicky? We definitely agree.”

Illia shook her head. “I will hide. Find someplace quiet. Maybe I will go back home to Nigeria.”

“Yeah, probably best to take the cowardly path.”

“What?!”

Demona shrugged. “Sitting out what’s coming? Sounds like a good plan. I mean you tell me you think the Church is evil, so why not run and hide? I mean it won’t make up for what you’ve been a part of, but it’ll keep that pretty head on your shoulders.”

“What are my options? Hmm? Marapova will kill me. In Havana, maybe Sister will kill me for my failure here. You tell me what I can do?!”

“I told you I have an idea.” Demona smiled. “You know what the most wonderful thing about having nothing left is?”

Illia laughed humorlessly. “No. What is wonderful about this?”

Demona leaned close. “You are now a woman of infinite possibilities.”

***

The Caribbean sun shone down on the Church airport outside Havana. Sister stood on the tarmac as Maria Marapova’s private jet taxied to a stop a few yards away. 

The door opened and swung down to become stairs.

A blonde Street Whore dressed in a pink latex stewardess outfit had opened the door. She had on ridiculous glasses frames without lenses - Marapova’s imbecile consort. She smiled at Sister and waved. Then she disappeared inside.

An instant later, Sister Alicia stumbled down the stairs in front of Brittney. The nun’s hands and ankles were shackled.

Brittney led Alicia to stand beside the stairs.

Marapova emerged next in a white latex dress and thigh boots.

She had a leash in her hands.

Bishop Cain was attached to the leash. Naked, he crawled behind her on his hands and knees. His lips were moving, but they were too far away for Sister to hear.

Marapova kept her eyes on Sister’s as she crossed the tarmac with Cain.

Brittney kept step behind her with her hand on Alicia’s back.

Marapova stopped inches from Sister. She nodded toward Alicia. “Your spy.”

Sister glared at Alicia. “She was my secret liaison to…”

“Your spy. If I ever see her again? I will flay the skin from her bones an inch at a time.”

Sister gritted her teeth.

“When I was 24, I burned a homeless man alive,” Cain murmured.

Sister stared down at him, her mouth agape.

“Yes, he does prattle on, your Bishop Cain.”

“What is wrong with him?” Sister asked.

“A mental breakdown of some sort. He is confessing his sins - it’s quite a list. He’s a credit to your caste, Sister. Some of them are so disgusting I thought about throwing him off my plane at altitude. He’s stuck in a loop of some sort. He never stops confessing.”

“I did not sanction his attack on the Stallion’s facility,” Sister said.

“Of course, you didn’t.” Marapova said. “But, if it happens again? I will send you the heads of any Religious Caste involved. Oh, and SlutzNet is being removed from all Whore Caste facilities as we speak. Come, Brittney, let’s go home.”

“Sister Illia,” Sister said. “Where is she?”

“I know nothing of a Sister Illia,” Maria said as she began walking back to her plane.

“Maria?” Sister asked. “The immune. What happened to him?”

She turned and cocked her head to the side. “What immune?”

Sister gritted her teeth as Maria Marapova and Brittney got back on the plane and it taxied away.

***

One Week Later

The Forest near North Frontenac, Ontario, Canada

Illia breathed in the cold night air. Ontario was a world away from Nigeria, and this was the second night Illia had sat braving the elements of a Canadian Fall.

“I am a woman of infinite possibilities,” she whispered to the campfire. “One, very distinct possibility is I will be eaten by a bear or trampled by a moose.”

She had gone to the coordinates Demona had given her here in the wilds of Canada to find… nothing. Had this been Demona’s idea of a joke? To send her here to the middle of nowhere?

The sound of a twelve gauge shotgun being pumped close to her ear brought her out of her reverie.

“Be very still,” a man said.

The barrel of the shotgun touched her ear.

“I… have money. In my backpack,” Illia stammered.

“You Illia?” A woman asked as she walked into the light of the fire. The owner of the voice was a blonde with the body of a Street Whore dressed in a ski outfit.

“Y… Yes. Please, is the gun necessary?”

“My name is Emily Cray McGee. The Whore Master with the shotgun to your head is…”

“Tyler McGee,” Sister Illia whispered.

“You know my name?” Tyler asked.

“I was… with Levi. He spoke of you often.”

“Heard he pissed off the wrong people,” Tyler said.

“Yes.”

Emily knelt in front of her. “Demona says you know everything about the Church. It’s inner workings. Supply lines. Communications?”

“Yes…”

“You’re going to share everything you know with us,” Tyler said.

“And? If you betray us Sister Illia? Tyler’s going to blow your head off. Understand?”

“I don’t understand. Demona didn’t tell me why she wanted me to come here,” Illia stammered.

Emily stood up and smiled. She held out her hand. “Welcome to the Immune Resistance, Sister Illia. You’re going to help us take down the Church of Morpheus.”

***

Ithaca College

Alpha Omicron Phi House

Courtney Fuchs knocked on Bubbles Bennett’s door.

“What’s the password?” Bubbles asked from inside.

“Password? How the fuck should I know? Nobody said anything about a password.”

“Try harder.”

Courtney looked nervously around the second story landing. “Open the fucking door or I’ll kick your fat ass!” 

“Okay, close enough I guess,” Bubbles mumbled and opened the door.

Courtney stepped inside.

The room was crowded.

“Did you get it?” Bubbles asked.

Courtney opened her backpack and pulled out a stainless steel cylinder. “Here you go.”

Bubbles took it and smiled.

“You have to keep Adam’s cum in the freezer, Bubbles,” Courtney said.

“Oh, I will.”

Candy Kisses stood up. “Now that we’re all here? Let’s get started.” She turned around and picked up a beautifully bound and very sparkly book. “Tonight’s reading of the Book of Adam will be from Chapter 1 Verse 1.” She cleared her throat.

“I like the glitter,” Bubbles said.

Candy smiled. “Thanks, Bubbles. Ahem. Chapter 1 Verse 1: Don’t transform people against their will.”

Mikaela nodded. “Very nice, Candy.”

“Good job,” Lisa said.

“Now,” Candy said. “We need to talk about who we’re going to indoctrinate first.  I vote for Mistress Gwen.”

“Good choice,” Sugar said as she leaned forward in the chair. “Lisa, that will be your job. And, everyone? We don’t dose anyone with Adam’s cum without explaining it to them first. No means no. Understood?”

They all nodded.

“Demona and I are working to extract the retro-virus from the semen so we can get the Whore Masters on board,” Courtney said.

“I don’t get it,” Bubbles said. “It’s just a little jizz. Boys are so squeamish.”

Sugar laughed.

“This is so exciting,” Candy Kisses laughed. “We’re going to be a real Church.”

“A good one,” Bubbles said.

“The Church of Adam,” Sugar said.

***

Near the George Washington Bridge

New York City

Adam Price walked through the homeless encampment. Fires burned in trash barrels and the disheveled slept with old blankets and sometimes newspapers pulled over them.

He walked slowly, impervious to the cold. Earlier, he had perched at the top of the east tower and waited for night.

Not knowing what to do with himself was the worst part of running. He had to be careful not to do anything to put himself on the Church’s radar. That meant no bank account, no permanent address, no full time job.

Adam Price was now a drifter.

But, he was a drifter with a purpose.

He closed his eyes as he walked, absorbing the thoughts of those around him in the camp.

He found the woman easily. A former wife and mother of two, sitting with her back against a concrete piling. She had a bent spoon in her hand holding it over a lighter.

Adam sat down beside her on the cold ground. He smiled at her.

“Please, leave me alone,” she said. Her bare right arm was a map of abuse, the tracks a roadmap of pain.

He reached into her mind. The pain was almost unbearable, hatred of herself the most easily detected emotion.

“I don’t have anything for you,” the woman said. “Please, I just want to float.”

He took her hand and she stiffened.

“You don’t need that.”

“I’ll die without it.”

“No, you won’t. You’ll feel like you’re going to, but you won’t. If you’ll trust me? I’ll make you whole again.”

She began to sob. “Why? What do you want from me?”

“Not a thing,” he said. He took off his coat and wrapped it around her.

She dropped the lighter and the spoon, the contents pouring into the earth. She laid her head on his shoulder.

“Sleep,” Adam said.

She drifted off. He would see that she slept through the worst of the withdrawal. And, tomorrow, he would rebuild her self-respect one piece at a time.

Adam Price was going to save the world.

Even if he had to do it one person at a time.

For now.

***


High Court of the North American Conglomerate

12:45 PM, 8-October-2145

The Attorney General shook his head. “Quite a story, Miss Owens.”

She laughed. “Oh, you haven’t heard anything yet.”

“Magic semen, magic kisses, flying demigods? Admit it, these are fantasies designed to make us believe that none of what happened was Whore Caste’s fault.”

“At least half of what happened was our fault,” Sugar said.

“And, where is this Adam, anyway, Miss Owens? Where is this living god that you people worship?”

“We don’t worship him, sir. He doesn’t want our reverence. Just our happiness - he isn’t a jealous god.” She laughed. “He’s just a kid from Kansas. And, I miss him.”

He scoffed. “I have nothing further for this witness, your honors.”

The middle judge of the three looked toward the defense table. “Miss Connors, do you want to redirect?”

Brittney stood up and adjusted her glasses. “That’s ‘Miss Connors di Marapova’, your honor.”

“Of course, my apologies,” the judge said.

Brittney smiled at Sugar. “No, your honors. The defense acknowledges the existence of… magical kisses.”

Sugar nodded and tried not to cry.

“In that case, court will take a one hour recess for lunch…”

The End

The story continues in Transformations: Naughty vs. Nice
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[image: ]Transformations: Witnesses

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...

Upstate New York is a world away from the goings on in Cuba, but the Church of Morpheus is there. Three Jehovah's Witnesses come to a remote farmhouse in the country. What they find there will change them forever.

Book one of the Transformations series.

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B07F6YVFQJ
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Transformations: Experiments

After the events of Transformations: Witnesses, Ray and Sugar have converted Stallion's Adult Store into a recruitment center and experimental lab for the Church's dark designs. Sugar has ensnared an unsuspecting MILF and is converting her into something... delicious. In the basement of Stallion's, erotic fantasies become realities, and no one who enters will ever be the same.

A story of mind control, debauchery, and extreme body modification.

Book two of the Transformations series.

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B07VSH29YC
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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
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	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
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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
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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: A group of people around each other  Description automatically generated]
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
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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
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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
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Transformations: Morpheus


Who is Morpheus? Who is this living god who is turning the world upside down? To answer that question we need to go back to San Francisco in 1967 - the Summer of Love. And, while the hippie counterculture was coming into bloom, one man was becoming something more than human and everyone around him was swept up in the orgasmic 'becoming'. Were these the roots of evil or the roots of hope?
A story of the psychedelic sixties filled with the corruption of innocence, the evolution of love, and the heights of taboo sensuality.
Book Ten of the Transformations saga!


https://www.amazon.com/dp/B08JH23B1P


Transformations: [image: Transformations: The New Normal by [Wayne Triskelion, Ann Triskelion]]The New Normal

The heart of Manhattan is under siege. Twin epidemics of the 'Bimbo Flu' and 'Futanari Virus' have brought the city to its knees. The Church of Morpheus has arrived to 'help'. They have walled off a 'Red Zone' within the city and those trapped within are fighting to remain human while the infected are becoming more and more perverted.
Tanya Manetti wants desperately to escape the zone, but as the uninfected bond together, she finds that all is not as it seems. Sometimes the only way to remain human is to adapt and build a future for the ones you love in the new normal.
A story of survival and corruption against a backdrop of taboo sensuality. 
Book Eleven of the Transformations saga!


https://www.amazon.com/dp/B09JCG3GFW
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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
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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
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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
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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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