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Foreword

You may be wondering where we’ve been? Ann has been busy with her graphic novels and I, Wayne, have been writing under a different pseudonym.

It’s no excuse. I can and often do work on multiple projects at once and churn out one-two thousand words a day.

The issues are deeper – some I can talk about and some I cannot.

I needed to put out a book under the other pseudonym. It went from an 80,000 word, normal novel to a massive 140k+ endeavor. It’s done and dusted now.

The other major issue involves the very nature of Transformations itself. When we first conceived of Transformations (a long time ago now), we wanted to see if it was possible to take a porn concept and create a big, rambling science fiction saga out of it. If you’re still reading our work at this point? We suppose the answer to that question was ‘yes’.

When we started out, there was an issue we hadn’t considered: as you draw ever closer to the conclusion of a story this big? There’s going to be more story than sex in the climactic erotic novels.

We’ve had to abandon two Transformations stories because they either had too much sex and not enough story or vice versa. We had good story ideas that just had to end up on the cutting room floor.

So here we are with the Second Book of Adam. It’s important for the story as a whole – a continuance of the ‘Hero’s Journey’ if you’re familiar with the concept.

There’s a short list of stories that must be told to bring Transformations home. They are in order (more or less):

Transformations: The Second Book of Adam

Transformations: Hellstorm!

Transformations: The Trial of Dr. Demona

Transformations: Ad Infernum

Transformations: Ad Astra

The Demonica novel we were going to write just doesn’t fit. Yes, it would be a fun departure into my horror writing roots; however, it isn’t necessary for the overall story.

Maria Marapova’s origin story will be included (in abbreviated form) in Ad Infernum. There will be no standalone: Transformations: Maria Marapova, although Ann’s cover with its pseudo-Cyrillic typeface was pretty kick-ass in my opinion. The story will become part of Ad Infernum and should fit nicely.

The Trial of Dr. Demona will be a hell of a lot of fun and I’m chomping at the bit to write it, same with Hellstorm.

Honestly, I would put off Ad Infernum and Ad Astra as long as I could, but that wouldn’t be fair. They are the conclusion to the whole story and that will make them bittersweet – when you live with these characters in your head for over a decade? It’ll be a little like putting them to rest.

There are no massive works in the queue for that other guy who looks like me but writes very different books – at least for the foreseeable future.

We hope you enjoy The Second Book of Adam.

Wayne and Ann Triskelion


Transformations: The Second Book of Adam

By Wayne and Ann Triskelion


Ten Years Ago

The man thrusts into his wife. It is not fucking, it is making love.

David and Helen Pritchard are in love. Their marriage is young, yes, but they feel they have loved one another their whole lives. This is magic, human magic, what every human who’s ever lived hopes for and only a select few actually experience.

He moves within her, filling her, the sound of the Atlantic waves crashing against the Long Island beach keeping rhythm with their dance.

She cums and he feels it, feels her body squeezing him just as tight as her arms encircling his ribs.

He holds back, slows, kissing her lips gently drawing her against him.

David feels the storm in her body quieten.

Then he begins to move again, and she moans. She bites his lip, draws her nails across his back.

It’s so hard to hold back, to make it last. The drive to release inside her warm depths is overpowering.

She locks her legs around his hips. “Inside me. Inside me. Please…”

They’ve been trying to get pregnant, and they miss no opportunity to make their dream a reality.

She laughs as he cums, filling her with his seed for what will be the last time.

Then they collapse into each other’s arms.

***

“Don’t go, it’s too windy,” Helen whispers from the tangled sheets.

He pulls the zipper of his wetsuit up. “That’s the thing about wind surfing - you need wind,” he says with a smile.

“Har, har…” She rolls onto her stomach and smiles. “I could entice you.”

He sits down beside her. “You could definitely entice a sailor from the sea.”

“Hmm,” she whispers. “I hear a but.”

“Just a quick jaunt and I’ll be back.” He touches her face. “We can have lunch in the village.”

She smiles.

***

David slips aways from shore, heading into the breakers. He heads east away from shore, thousands of miles ahead of him is Europe.

A shorter distance to the south lies Cuba where insanity has taken hold - an insanity that will soon spread to the entire world.

But David has no lofty goals of exploration.

A few hundred yards from shore, no more.

And then back to her.

He does not see the wave build, the rogue as tall as a five-story building.

A fluke the locals will say. Something no one could have predicted.

It strikes, a wall of dark green and cold.

David’s world turns upside down as he is driven deep beneath the surface of the Atlantic.

And, in that cold, love dies and even gods may cry.

***


Almost 68,000 Years Later

From the Archives of the First Galactic Empire

Made possible by a grant from the Empress

Retrieved April 10, 70052 AD (Corrected)

Original 21st Century English

Note from the Empress:

I was wrong then. I was so very wrong. We owe them everything.

-EMAM

The Second Book of Adam

Mid 21st Century Earth

Draft Version with Notes

And in those dark days after Akimi Maru di Kincaid was nearly killed, Goddess Maria Marapova sought out treachery within her own Whore Caste. Everyone was suspect, none were above scrutiny. The goddess created a new subcaste: the Femme, a group of totes huge, ‘roided out, bimbos who were her eyes, ears, and muscle at every Whore Caste installation.

(Ed. Note: For the last time, stop saying ‘totes’ and refrain from using slang terms like ‘roided out’ and ‘bimbos’ - refer to the Femme as ‘giantess enforcers’. This is a formal religious text.)

The Femme’s mission was two-fold: First, seek out Whore Caste members working against Maria’s wishes, and second? Find the powerful being named Adam whom she considered a danger both to the will of Morpheus and her own plans.

So it came to pass that a group of Femme came to Stallion’s in Ithaca, New York - a place where, unbeknownst to the Femme, both targeted groups were represented.

For the god Adam loved a woman there as no other man had ever loved a woman. Adam and Sugar were totes in love… like really totes smitten… he, like, couldn’t get enough of that Sugar. He was hitting that coochie hard.

(Ed. Note: Remove the ‘totes’. Also, tone down the sex, it’s vulgar…)

***


Now

The Hills Above Stallion’s Adult Video

Outside Ithaca, New York

It wasn’t like fucking - calling it fucking was like calling the Great Pyramids some rocks in the desert. Sugar had two clits, one outside and one deep on the inside - both were being caressed with each of Adam’s thrusts. Then there was also the way he was somehow doing something to her g-spot as well and that shouldn’t be possible, and oh, sweet fuck! She was cumming again.

Missionary position, of all the crazy, retro… she was on her back on the blanket and that strong body of his was a machine on top of her. She knew at least a thousand better positions but still she was going off like the Fourth of July.

He was staring down at her, smiling, a million stars twinkling in the sky above them through the canopy of pines - this man-god who was less than half her age.

Adam had grown a beard, and he was looking more and more like the Adam who ‘would be’ and she was excited and terrified at the same time… and, Jesus, he was still pounding into her. She felt like she was made of jelly inside.

“C… Can’t… Can’t go any more… You… You’re killing me,” she laughed.

He kissed her. Then he picked her up and rolled over, switching from missionary to cowgirl without pulling out. He squeezed her buttocks as she sank all the way down on him.

“Oh, fuck… that’s not… stopping,” Sugar laughed.

“I love you,” Adam said.

“I love you, but…”

Adam laughed. “There’s always a ‘but’ with you.”

“This is so dangerous.”

“But, oh so worth it.” He pulled her hips down, embedding himself deeper.

“Your Gen-Z libido is burning out my Gen-X body.”

“Stop acting like age matters any longer…”

She stared at him. “Why are you aging? I mean, you’re in your mid-twenties - we look the same age. Shouldn’t you be nineteen forever?”

Adam shrugged. “I think… it’s because I want us to look the same age.”

She shook her head. “So not only do you have free will, your will can control your reality?”

“You sure talk a lot when you fuck, lady.”

She tapped his nose with her index finger. “I’m a White Witch, we can multi-task. Aren’t you even curious about how all this works?”

“We’re immortal. I can fly. I can time travel. We can both reach into people’s heads and fix them. What else do we need to know?”

“How about the ‘why’? And you might fix people but I… oh, I don’t fix them, honey.”

“Angela Owens, you are not evil. Morpheus made you think that, but you are not evil.”

“I’m not evil anymore. You… fixed me.”

“You were going to change on your own eventually, I just pushed…”

She squeezed hard with her inner muscles and Adam groaned. “Do not argue with me.” She began a rhythmic pulsing from the entrance of her pussy deep into her former womb.

Then she gave him the evilest smile she could muster.

“Oh! Miss Owens… you’ve been practicing…” Adam said.

“Yes, I almost ripped off Ray’s cock last week.”

Adam sat up and put his finger to her red lips. “Do not talk about anybody else you’re fucking. I’m evolving but I’m not that evolved.”

She rolled her eyes. “Silly boy. Such a prude. I don’t mind that you fuck other women.”

Adam bit his lower lip and looked away.

She took his chin in her hand and turned him to face her. “Are you serious? Nobody?”

“I… love you, okay.”

“Adam… fucking isn’t just recreation. It’s vital. Like breathing. For the transformed, it’s simply not natural…”

“Maybe I’m not transformed.”

Sugar gave him a shy smile and then moved her hips in a tight circle while simultaneously moving those muscles she had so carefully developed deep inside.

“Oh! Fuck!” Adam said as he trembled beneath her.

“Oh, you’re transformed alright… a human would have had a heart attack from that little move.” She leaned down and kissed his nose. “Or at least cum so hard he felt like he was dying.”

Adam smiled and kissed her deeply. Then he rolled her over onto her back and they both stopped talking.

***

Dr. Demona’s Lab


Lowest Stallion’s Subbasement

The chubby, naked woman lay on her back on Demona’s operating table. The dark ceiling loomed high above while the bright operating theater lights hung only about twelve feet high, bathing areas of the steel floor in circles of white light.

The woman looked straight up.

Ray stood behind her, his huge Whoremaster hands massaging her temples gently. “No worries. No fears. No one here will harm you.”

Dr. Demona watched the Whoremaster work his magic, calming their ‘acquisition’ with gentle words.

The woman was aroused.

Ray had almost no mind control power in comparison to Alex Kincaid or Willy Wanker but he had learned calming techniques over the years. Techniques that were useful when Sugar was AWOL.

“Brenda Sager, thirty-nine years old, unmarried, no kids,” Demona said as she looked down at her tablet. “You’ve worked for that convenience store since you were eighteen?”

The woman raised her head and nodded, her eyes as big as saucers.

Demona smiled.

Ray brushed the woman’s black hair away from her eyes. “Brenda’s shy. I can’t understand why she would be - she’s beautiful.”

Brenda’s eyes clouded for a moment.

Demona knew the woman didn’t believe Ray.

These were the times she needed Sugar beside her - Sugar’s mind control could cut like a knife through depression, fear, even mental illness. Not only could Sugar tell the woman the same words Ray had? She could make Brenda believe them for the rest of her life.

Of course, post Adam, Sugar would only do what she felt was right.

“Thanks, Ray,” Demona said.

“No problem, doc. Just call if you need me,” he said as he walked away.

Brenda watched his naked form walk away into the darkness.

Demona leaned down beside her and followed her gaze. “Yes, that is one of the wonders of the world, right there. And, if you think the view from the back is impressive? The front view is even more so.”

Brenda blushed.

“If you’re into that sort of thing,” Demona said. “I like girls myself. Although… don’t tell him, but, when he fucks me? Oh, I turn bi real quick, know what I’m saying?”

She looked at Demona with her big, nearly black eyes and blinked.

“Not a big talker, huh? That’s good. I get so many chatty Cathy’s down here it’s a nice change of pace. It’s always, ‘Oh, no, please don’t turn me into a sex toy!’ Or, ‘No, please don’t give me breasts that big, I’ll topple over.’”

Brenda continued to blink.

“Let me give you the sales pitch: Brenda, honey, you deserve better than you’ve had in life. Nobody should be this lonely. Now, I don’t know whether it was from a puritanical upbringing or some trauma from back in the day - if my friend Sugar were here, she could find the secret to your shyness in a heartbeat and take it away as easy as I could freeze a wart off your nose…”

Brenda crossed her eyes looking at her own nose.

“No! No, no. Your skin’s perfect,” Demona caressed her cheek. “I represent an organization that wants to help you be the best you that you can imagine. Beautiful, immortal - young forever. You won’t be shy anymore. You’ll be confident, strong, adorable.” She took Brenda’s hand. “Adored.”

Brenda stared into her eyes.

Demona leaned close and whispered. “Once upon a time, we did this without asking permission. In a lot of places, we still do. But, not here, when we can avoid it. So, I’ll give you a choice Brenda. Say the word and we’ll give you amnesia and take you right back to that convenience store. All that will be amiss will be that you lost a few hours of time. Or I can turn you into one of the most amazing creatures who ever walked the earth. Your choice.”

Brenda blinked.

Then she whispered: “I don’t want to go back.”

Demona smiled. “That’s my girl.”

Brenda smiled.

Then Brenda frowned as her eyes focused on something over Demona’s shoulder.

Demona stiffened and stood up straight. “Let me guess, there’s a giant chick behind me, right? Looks kind of like Andre the Giant had a love child with Christie Brinkley? Terrifying but oddly… hot?”

Brenda nodded quickly.

Demona turned around and looked up at the mountain of muscles and golden braids that was Femme Helga.

The woman stared down at her.

“Hiya, tall blonde and gruesome,” Demona said. “Come down here to scare my patients?”

“Where is Mistress Sugar Tits?” The deep voice asked.

Demona shrugged. “Search me. Didn’t know you had misplaced her.”

Helga turned and stalked away.

“Oh!” Demona said. “Check out the caves on the next level. She might be looking at the lava falls.”

Demona watched her go, then she turned back to Brenda. “Gotta take care of something, gorgeous. Don’t go anywhere.”

Demona eased a needle into Brenda’s arm and the woman passed out.

***

“Not inside me,” Sugar moaned into Adam’s ear.

“Sugar, come on. Just once…” He was pumping into her missionary style.

“Too precious. We need it. Whore Caste needs it.”

“I need to be inside you.”

“It’s bigger than us. All of this. Please, Adam,”

He pulled out and she sat up.

Adam stood and Sugar took his hard god cock in both hands.

She rubbed the apple-sized head across her ruby lips.

Sugar looked up at him. “Now, all over these tits, man-god. And, I’ll try very hard not to lick it off like cake icing.”

“Jesus, Sugar,” Adam moaned and then he was cumming across the top her big breasts.

Sugar laughed, milking jet after jet of the pearly white elixir from his cock with her strong hands.

His cum was like white gold and she wasn’t going to waste a drop.

She picked up a clear plastic container from the ground and unscrewed the top. Then she dragged the lip of the container over her coated breasts, collecting the cum.

The first few times when they met here in the woods, she made him cum directly in the jar.

That hadn’t gone over well - Adam felt like it took away from the romance.

Fuck, he could be such a girl sometimes.

Adam collapsed onto the blanket. “You ever heard of ‘basking in the afterglow’… cuddling even?”

Sugar laughed and continued gathering the cum. “Do you realize how important your cum is? Every drop gives a transformed back their will.”

“I can do that with a touch.”

“Yeah, and that would give the Church an opportunity to shoot you in the head. You give a Sermon on the Mount, and they’ll crucify you…”

“Uggh, don’t make those comparisons.”

She screwed the lid on and set it on the blanket. Then she lay down beside him and laid her head on his chest.

Adam put his arm around her and pulled her tight against him.

This was nice. He was warm.

Cuddling was nice.

She could take at least a few minutes to be his girl, couldn’t she?

He kissed her forehead.

“Oh, shit!” A woman said out loud nearby.

Adam slapped both his hands over his bare dick… which didn’t cover it. “Fuck!”

Sugar rolled onto her back and laughed.

Demona was standing a few feet away with her back turned.

“When did you become shy?” Sugar giggled.

“Since… I don’t know… seeing you two together is weird. Find some pants, god-boy.”

“Do you have any concept of privacy?” Adam growled.

“Fuck privacy! Helga’s looking for Sugar and it’s only a matter of time before she starts shaking these bushes.”

“Shit,” Sugar said as she began dragging her white latex dress up her hips.

Adam was hopping on one leg pulling up his jeans.

“Are you decent?” Demona asked.

“Yes,” Sugar said.

Demona hissed. “Not you, Red. I was talking to old python dick.”

“Yes, fuck, I’m dressed.”

Demona turned around. “Of all the idiotic… do you two want to get caught? Is it some kind of fetish?”

“We’re in love, you wouldn’t understand, Dr. Frankenstein,” Adam growled as he put on his leather jacket.

“Ouch! That hurt. I may never recover from the sting of your harsh words,” Demona said sarcastically.

“Harpy.”

“Boy scout.”

Sugar laughed. “Stop it. Both of you. I will not have the two people I love most in this world being mean to each other.”

“Couldn’t you two have, I don’t know, at least flown a few miles away? You can see the neon lights from Stallions,” Demona said as she pointed down the hill.

“I know, I know,” Sugar said. “But, you know how it is - sometimes you gotta get it in there quick, doc.”

Demona craned her neck. “Oh, fuck! They’re coming up.”

Sugar ran to her side.

Four hulking shapes with flashlights were making their way up the hill.

Sugar turned to Adam. “Fly! Now.”

“I don’t want…”

She punched him in the shoulder. “Fuck what you want! Fly, goddamn it!” She kissed him. “This is bigger than us, Adam. Please.”

“Fine. Fuck. I love you.”

He rose into the air and disappeared into the pines above.

“Whoa. That is a neat trick,” Demona said as she followed Adam’s path upward. “Never get tired of that.”

“How do we get down the hill without being seen?” Sugar asked.

Demona looked at her and smiled. “We don’t.”

***

Helga knew the doctor was lying.

Mistress Marapova warned her she did not consider anyone at Stallion’s to be trustworthy, especially Dr. Demona.

The cavern search was a complete waste of time. It didn’t appear anyone (or anything) had been in the caves for years.

A few yards from the top of the hill outside Stallion’s, Helga stopped in mid-stride.

She could hear low moans coming from the bushes ahead.

She held up her left hand and the three other femmes behind her stopped. “Stay here,” Helga said.

Then she stepped through the bushes.

“Fuck, Demona, just like that,” Mistress Sugar Tits moaned.

The doctor knelt between Sugar’s widespread thighs and licked her shaved pussy with abandon. “Goddamn, Red. I could make a meal out of you.”

Sugar rose up on her elbows and smiled up at Helga. “Take off that jumpsuit and get in here. I’ve never been fisted by a femme before.”

Doctor Demona turned toward her. Demona’s lips and chin were glistening with the White Witch’s juices. “You know how to fist, don’t you?” The doctor eased four fingers into Sugar’s pussy, the lips stretching to accommodate her. Then she tucked in her thumb and began easing her fist into Sugar’s hole.

“Fuck, yes! Don’t be gentle, Demona,” Sugar whispered.

Helga stammered. “I… we were looking for you.”

“Mmm? Well, you found me,” Sugar giggled. “Come on. I’ll bet your clit is bigger than a lot of dicks I’ve had.”

Demona slid her fist five inches inside Sugar’s pussy.

“Fuck, fuck, fuck!” Sugar moaned as she ran her hands through her crimson hair.

“What about it, Helga?” Demona said and grinned up at her wickedly. “Ever fucked a White Witch? It’s a one-of-a-kind experience.”

The giantess took a step back and stammered. “I… We all have sex with Mistress Marapova before deployment.”

Demona laughed. “Well, that’s a little like getting screwed by the pope. This is a lot more fun.”

Sugar laughed and rotated her hips against Demona’s fist.

“We… forgive our intrusion, Mistress Sugar Tits. We will leave you to your… activities.” Helga turned and led her entourage of giants down the slope.

***

Demona snickered and started to pull free of Sugar’s pussy.

Sugar grabbed her wrist. “Don’t you dare. You started this, doctor. Now finish me off.”

Demona settled back down and began stroking her arm in and out.

Sugar moaned each time Demona reached the now completely engorged inner clit.

Demona smiled at her. “I would have thought god-boy had you well satisfied.”

“Oh… he did… it’s just… he doesn’t understand us. Not really.”

“He loves you, though.”

Sugar screamed and her pussy squeezed Demona’s arm so hard it almost hurt.

“That’s it, Sugar. So good, huh?” Demona whispered.

Sugar reached down and stroked Demona’s cheek as the doctor carefully pulled her arm free.

“God, I’m such a freak,” Sugar whispered.

“We’re all freaks,” Demona whispered back as she crawled up Sugar’s body and nestled against the White Witch’s massive breasts. “Certified Grade A by Morpheus, Maria Marapova, and the Church.”

“I thought all I wanted was love - one great love,” Sugar said. “Now, I have it and…”

“You’re scared?”

Sugar kissed her raven hair. “Yeah. All the time. He keeps taking stupid chances and I’m so fucking in lust I can’t talk him out of them. He thinks he’s invulnerable, Demona. He’s not. The entire world is gunning for him…”

“I have a feeling he can handle it.”

“Maybe. But I’m not sure I can. If something happens to him, I don’t know how I would survive.”

“I heard a story once about people falling in love with a living god. Didn’t work out too well for any of them.”

Sugar nodded. “That story about Morpheus you told me?”

“Yeah,” Demona said.

Sugar looked away. 

“Hey! Hey, though, this is nothing like that story, Red. I’m telling you. God-boy isn’t dark and brooding and you two are not prisoners of the government back during the Cold War. He’s good. He’s genuinely a good person.”

Sugar smiled and wiped away a tear. “What makes you so sure he’s good?”

Demona frowned. “I… I don’t know. It’s just a feeling.” She had been dosed with his cum with absolutely no effect - she wasn’t a zealous follower like the other Whore Caste became after a single drop.

Sugar caressed her cheek. “He is good. One kiss and I knew, Demona.”

“Then stop worrying.”

“I can’t. Because of that one kiss? I’ll be worrying forever.”

***

Sugar watched Demona descend the hill toward the neon glow of Stallion’s.

Sugar said she was staying behind for a few minutes.

Collecting her thoughts, she said.

That wasn’t the only reason.

“You can come down now,” she said to the silent pines.

He descended as silently as a feather.

“You knew I was up there?” Adam said as his feet touched the ground behind her.

She didn’t turn around. “I like voyeurism as well as the next girl, but you could have joined us instead - once the Femme left, that is.” She picked up the blanket and folded it, brushing away the pine needles.

“I told you: I won’t do that…”

“We need some time apart.”

Adam put his hand on her shoulder, and she turned toward him.

This was where she would falter. This was where she would fail. Looking into his eyes, those eyes that were filling quickly with pain.

“What do you mean, time apart?”

She looked down. “This isn’t working, Adam.” Don’t cry, goddamn it, Sugar, don’t you fucking cry.

“Wait. Wait, I love you, Angela,” Adam said. He stared at her. “And you love me, I can see it… I can see you.”

“Yeah, but you don’t love Sugar Tits, do you?” Sugar said, adding what she hoped would be the proper amount of venom to her tone, holding a frown on her face like ice.

“They are one and the same…”

“No,” Sugar said. “No, one is locked away in here somewhere… the other?” She smiled. “The other is very much alive and horny as fuck. You want the good girl, not the whore. Well, I am literally a whore, Adam. I am not going to give up being Sugar to be your Angela.”

“I’m… not asking you to do that,” Adam said. He reached for her hand, and she pulled away.

“Oh, get real, Adam! You’re literally a Kansas farm boy. A puritanical prude! We have nothing in common. Nothing.” She smiled. “I loved what I did with Demona just now. I think I’ll go down to Stallion’s and let her fist my ass the way she just did my pussy. Maybe we’ll do that while Ray gives me a good, hard fuck? Wanna watch that too?”

Adam stumbled back.

“Look, farm boy. It was good while it lasted but… time for me to move on. Nice job, though, you nearly had me ready to put on a prairie dress and help you raise alfalfa or whatever you people do.”

“Corn,” Adam whispered.

“Fuck’s sake,” Sugar said.

He shook his head. “This is you trying to protect me.”

“Partly,” Sugar said. “But, honestly? You bore me. Take care of yourself, Adam.” She turned away and began walking down the hill.

I’m doing the right thing. I’m doing the right thing. She repeated the mantra over and over to herself. Hold it together. Just a while longer.

She felt the air move behind her as he took to the skies.

A moment later there was a massive boom like a thunderclap as he broke the sound barrier.

Then, and only then, did Sugar Tits, sometimes known as Angela Owens, drop to her knees and sob for almost an hour.

***


The Multi-Dimensional Man

They call him Pike and he walks between the dimensions like an astral hobo.

Time is strange. Sometimes he feels like he only just left the building in San Francisco on the night he ‘became’.

Other times, he feels that millions of years have passed, and he is little more than a fossil left over from the Summer of Love.

It would drive him insane if not for his job.

The boy, now a man - he is Pike’s job.

The boy is a sacred trust. Infinite universes and infinite dimensions within and without those universes depend upon the boy.

And, so, they depend on Pike.

Was he always this? Was he Merlin in some past reality still to come?

He finds himself in the ‘now’. He’s been here before but also for the first time because time isn’t a line, it isn’t a circle, it’s a massive knot tangled and evolving.

But one thing he knows: this now, this time? This is amongst the worst.

He steps out of a cloud, 10,000 feet in the air.

Vertigo. He cannot fall, he knows that, but he still dislikes heights even though he knows the ground will not rush up to meet him.

Adam is there, streaking across the sky.

“Adam,” he says.

The boy slows, tumbles in mid-air and stops, hanging above the mid-New York countryside.

He glares at Pike. “Not now. Goddamn it, Pike. Not now.”

***

“I know it’s difficult, Adam,” Pike said as they stood in the clouds.

“Difficult? Difficult?!” Adam said. He was fighting back tears. “She’s my whole life, Pike.”

“No, she’s your love, Adam. You have a higher purpose…”

“Fuck you and your higher purpose! I am so fucking sick of the ‘higher purpose’. I didn’t ask for any of this.”

“I know, Adam.”

“This is not what my life was supposed to be, Pike. I don’t want this! I don’t want any of it. The farm is gone, Mom’s gone…”

“She’s not gone, Adam.”

“I haven’t been able to reach her for months. Where is she?”

Pike looked away. 

“You’re a great fucking help, Sphinx. You only tell me shit when it suits your purpose.”

“I can’t tell you, Adam. Everything has…”

“To happen in a specific order. Got it. Tell me one thing: did Angela mean what she said? Are we through?”

Pike sighed. He stopped looking like the young, 1960s Pike. Suddenly, he was infinitely old and withered. “Nothing is written in stone, Adam. Reality is fluid.”

“So, you won’t tell me? Not even that one thing that would make all the difference in the world to me?! I’m done, Pike. No more. Find yourself another timeline fixer.”

“Adam, you have a destiny.”

“Fuck my destiny, Pike. Jesus, are you even here? Or are you just some projection into this reality?”

“Always. I’m always here. I always return here. To this now…”

“Well, maybe you should hang it up too, Pike. Let’s give in to the chaos together.”

Pike shook his head. “People will die, Adam. Many people. Innocent people…”

“Yeah? And I’ll bet people will die even if I do what you tell me. Innocent and guilty alike. You tell me why your way is better.”

“I… I can’t… It’s just… It is better, Adam. It will be with your help.”

Adam turned away. “You know what, Pike? I am doing good things… in New York City. I’m making a difference. I’m healing people there. I like that.”

“Yes, what you’re doing is wonderful, but…”

“I’m not cut out for this god shit, Pike. I’ll fix broken people. It’s a simple job and, goddamn it, Pike, I’m a simple man at heart.”

“Adam…”

“I’ll heal the sick, but my days bending time are done. Goodbye, Pike.” He rocketed away to the southeast.

***

They call him Pike. He travels through realities, dimensions, and universes, a wandering hippie from the distant past.

And, the instant, the reality, the universe he hates the most is the one he stands in now in mid-air above mid-state New York.

Pain lives here in this instant.

But all things are born in pain.

***


Outside Almagro, Spain

“Senor Perez, we believe this is, indeed, a miracle,” Father Giovanni said as he ushered the small, fat man out of the simple bedroom.

The girl sat on the bed with the blankets pulled up to her throat. She watched the priest from the Vatican and her father walk into the living room beyond.

The other person in the room sat quietly by the girl’s bed. He smiled, his kind blue eyes watching the facial expressions of the girl on the bed. “You know, I’ve done this many times.”

The girl jumped. She turned and looked at him, her expression making it evident she had forgotten he was there.

Father Richard Miller, his face old and weathered, his hair white, reached out and took the girl’s hand. “You needn’t be afraid, Nina.”

“I… I am not, Padre.”

“Of course you are. But you needn’t be afraid of me.” He turned her hand over and looked at her right palm. “I went to see a boy once. His hands showed stigmata - you know what stigmata are, don’t you?”

“Si, the wounds of Christ. Holes in the palms where the nails were pounded in.”

“Yes, exactly. He was seen by many priests, even a Cardinal, and they all said it was a miracle. But,” Father Miller smiled at her. “In reality? The boy would dig his fingernails into the flesh of his palm and scratch until he created the wounds.”

The girl stared at her own palm in the priest’s hand.

“Tell me, Nina, what do you think of that story? Do you think he was a bad person for doing that?”

Her chin began to tremble, and she nodded.

He could see the beginning of tears welling up in her soft brown eyes.

“Well, he was not a bad person, not at all. He was a good lad, a pious young man. He wanted so much to emulate Christ? I don’t really think he understood he was making his own stigmata.”

The girl began to sob, and Father Miller squeezed her hand, and put his other hand on her shoulder. “Now, now. Everything is going to be just fine. You’re frightened and you prayed so much to the Virgin that your mind found a way to help you, that’s all.”

“Perdona me, por favor, Padre,” Nina sobbed.

“You are forgiven, Nina. Now, tell me, what is his name?”

***

Father Miller left the girl’s bedroom a moment later and walked into the living room.

Nina’s mother was smiling and counting her rosary as the father beamed with pride.

Father Giovanni was also beaming with pride.

And pride cometh before the fall, as the Book said.

Giovanni was chattering. “We will take her immediately to the Vatican. She will have the best of care…”

“There is no miracle,” Father Miller said.

“…there will be an audience with the Pope to be sure…” Giovanni continued.

Nina’s father’s smile was fading as he stared over Giovanni’s shoulder at Father Miller.

“Father Giovanni?” Father Miller said softly. “There is no miracle… well, not a religious miracle in any event, but a natural miracle nonetheless.”

Giovanni turned and looked at him.

Nina’s father’s face was taking on the reddish hue of an overripe beat.

Nina’s mother stopped counting the rosary.

“What do you mean, Father Miller?” Father Giovanni growled. “She is intact!”

“The young man’s name is Ernesto. She met him at uni. They got pregnant the first time they had sex…”

“But she is intact!” Giovanni insisted.

“Yes, well, that would be because Ernesto is, shall we say, somewhat less than blessed by God in the size department. He was unable to break the hymen but, in his youthful ardor, he did manage to… procreate.”

“That’s…”

“Uncommon, yes, but not unheard of,” Miller said. “You’re going to be grandparents, Senor y Senora Perez. And Nina and Ernesto are in love. Nina would have told you herself; however, I think she was terrified of telling you - do you have any idea why that would be, Senor Perez?”

The small man leapt to his feet. “I will kill her! She has brought shame…”

And Father Miller punched him square in the jaw with a left jab that sent the man flying backward into the very seat he occupied only a moment earlier.

Senor Perez stared up in disbelief as he rubbed his jaw.

Father Miller leaned over him. “Listen to me, Senor Perez, and listen very closely. The only thing on God’s earth that matters is family. You have a wife, a daughter, soon you will have a son-in-law, and through the Grace of the almighty God, you will have a grandchild. These are gifts, Senor Perez, no matter the circumstances. You shall not lay one hand in anger on Nina or Ernesto, or God as my witness, I will come back here. Though I am bound by my vows not to kill? I will most happily beat you until you ask for death. Do I make myself clear?”

Perez stared up at him.

“A simple head nod will suffice.”

Perez nodded his head slowly.

Father Miller smiled. “Senor y Senora Perez, we shall be leaving now. Buenas Noches.”

“B… Buenas Noches,” Senora Perez said.

***

“How dare you,” Father Marco Giovanni said as they rode in the back of the cab toward the airport.

“How dare I what?” Miller said. He stared out the window at the Spanish countryside in the moonlight.

“You struck that man.”

“Got my point across. A child should never be afraid of their father. He’ll think twice before raising his hand to her.”

“Nevertheless, you are a priest, and in this capacity, you were representing the Holy Church…”

Miller chuckled. “There was a time when the Holy Church waged war and sometimes not for the most righteous of reasons. I socked a bastard in the jaw to defend a pregnant girl - if you’d like to take my confession?”

“I would not. Your behavior is disgraceful.”

“Fear not, Marco. I am an old man, soon I shall retire, and both you and the Vatican will be rid of me.”

“What will you do then? Box?”

Miller laughed. “Was that a joke? Marco, I didn’t think you had it in you.” He returned to staring out the window. “I shall go back to Brighton when I retire. I think I’ll fish, possibly garden. But I shall not be investigating stigmata or ‘pseudo-virgin’ births again.”

Marco sighed. “This entire trip was a waste of the Church’s time. How many millions do we spend each year on hoaxes?”

“Part of the job, Marco.” Father Miller said, and his phone beeped.

A text message read: “Return to Vatican immediately. Alitalia flight 117, departing Madrid at 2200…”

***


Vatican, 3:00 AM

Father Richard Miller stood in the wide marble hall and watched as Cardinal Burns approached with his entourage.

“Leave us,” Cardinal Burns said, sending his followers away like a farmer shooing away geese.

They scattered, leaving Cardinal Burns alone with Father Miller. “Good to see you, Richard.”

“How are you, Eminence?”

“I’m meeting you at 3:00 in the morning. How do you think I am?”

“That bad, I take it?”

“What do you know about the Church of Morpheus?”

“The ones who took over Cuba? Not much more than I hear on television.”

The Cardinal nodded. “Follow me.”

Father Miller’s footsteps echoed through the wide marble hall as he walked beside the Cardinal.

“We’re at war, Richard. Perhaps it’s the final war the Church will fight.”

“What war is that, Eminence?”

“A war for the very soul of humanity.”

“That’s an old war…”

The Cardinal nodded. “Yes, but we’re now fighting against new false gods.”

He unlocked a door off the side of the hall and ushered Father Miller inside.

The interior looked like a war room.

A huge computer monitor hung on one wall with a world map displayed.

Red hot spots covered areas of the map. The major cities of the world glowed bright red, less so in the rural areas.

“The red areas are spots where the Church of Morpheus holds major influence. Vatican City is free of them; however, Rome is a hotbed. In the United States, every major city is under their thumb - New York is the worst. Their influence there covers almost the entire state.”

“Influence how?” Father Miller asked as he stared at the map.

“A relaxation of morality is the first symptom,” Cardinal Burns chuckled. “Don’t look at me like that, Father. This goes beyond the Free Love movement of the sixties. They are creating a sexual master race.”

“You can’t be serious. Aren’t they the ones who provided a cure for the sexually transmitted pandemics?”

“Yes. We now believe they also engineered the diseases,” Cardinal Burns said and motioned toward a desk. “Have a seat.”

Father Miller sat down, and Cardinal Burns handed him a file folder.

Father Miller opened it.

The first item was a picture of a nun, but not a Catholic nun. This woman was dressed in black and white latex. Her brown hair flowed proudly down across her ample bosom.

The woman’s eyes were obscured by dark sunglasses.

“They call her Sister. She is the spiritual leader of the Church of Morpheus as well as the dictator of the Theocratic Republic of Cuba.”

“Striking,” Father Miller said.

“Yes. And she was one of ours. A Catholic nun working with the CIA in Cuba during the 1970s to overthrow the godless Castro regime.”

“The 1970s? Impossible. This woman is no older than thirty…”

“She is eighty-seven years old.”

Father Miller stared at him.

The Cardinal slid the picture to the side. A faded black and white photograph of a tall, thin nun was revealed.

There was no mistake: the facial structure was the same.

But ‘Sister’ now had the body of a goddess.

“How could they possibly do this?”

“They claim to worship a living god named Morpheus. According to their ‘religion’, Morpheus found a way to make people immortal. Through science, Father. He twists their bodies and, more importantly, their minds in the same way.”

Father Miller shook his head. “It’s astonishing.”

“Terrifying,” the Cardinal said. “There are millions of them now.”

“The pandemics…”

“All different aspects of their science.” He flipped over the pictures to a new image.

A beautiful blonde woman with hair white as snow stared up at him.

“Mistress Maria Anastasia Marapova di Morpheus, one of their generals. We’ve found evidence she was born in the Ukraine over one-hundred twenty years ago.”

Father Miller leaned back in his chair.

Cardinal Burns tapped the picture with his finger. “Not only are these ‘transformed’ individuals beautiful and immortal, they are unbelievably strong and agile.”

“A master race,” Father Miller whispered.

“Yes, and an evil one.”

He uncovered another picture.

It was a picture taken at a distance.

Another beautiful woman.

Except, this one had red skin, bat wings, and onyx horns on her head.

Miller stared at it.

“A demon, yes,” Cardinal Burns said. “Created through Morpheus’ science, but have no doubt, she is just as dark as any succubus created in Hell.”

Father Miller closed the folder. “Why read me into this? I investigate stigmata, demonic possessions, and reported virgin conceptions - not hocus pocus scientific side shows.”

Cardinal Burns sighed. “We have reports of a man in New York City. He lives among the homeless. And he is performing miracles.”

“What sort of miracles?”

“The homeless come to him - drug addicts, alcoholics, mentally ill. He lays his hands on them, and they are made whole again. Does that sound like someone to you, Father Miller?”

Father Miller knew what the cardinal was hinting at, but he took the skeptic’s path. “You believe he is part of the Church of Morpheus? Perhaps this Morpheus himself?”

“Perhaps,” Cardinal Burns said. “Or? Perhaps he is the Second Coming. What if He has come to deliver us from the Church of Morpheus’ evil?”

***


New York City

The lights from the George Washington Bridge twinkled in the distance as Adam walked through the homeless encampment.

The disheveled masses gathered around fires blazing in waste bins.

Many turned and looked as Adam passed.

He was well known to the denizens of J. Hood Wright Park.

Few approached him.

They said he was the cure.

And some people did not want to be cured by the Angel of 176th Street.

Still others didn’t want him curing the masses.

Adam paid no attention to the addicts around him. He was lost in his thoughts.

Part of him knew Angela was doing this to protect him.

He could see inside her and he knew she was in love with him.

Stupid. It was all so stupid and pointless.

All he wanted to be was her lover. He never asked for the rest of this, never asked to be some kind of sick science experiment in time travel and mind control.

It wasn’t fair.

Now she was pushing him away because of it - this was all so much bigger than them.

Well, fuck that! Adam knew he wasn’t some kind of messiah, some Jesus of the transformed here to save them from the Church or whatever the universe wanted.

It was all insane, every bit of it.

And he wanted so desperately to talk to his mother. He wanted her to explain the how and the why of all of this.

Adam was so wrapped up in these thoughts he nearly stepped on the hooker lying motionless in the grass, the thin syringe hanging by the needle from the ruins of her left arm.

He dropped to his knees and pulled the needle from her vein.

He placed the fingers of his left hand on her neck.

Her cold skin was almost like marble, the miniskirt and tank top doing nothing to insulate her against exposure.

Adam searched for a pulse and found none.

Then he placed his right hand against the thin chest, felt her ribs through the too thin skin.

And he willed her heart to beat.

“Come on. Not too cold. Not yet. Not too late,” he whispered.

The homeless surrounded him, watching this young man in a leather jacket willing a dead hooker back to life on a cold New York street. It was impossible and a few said so.

“She’s gone, man.”

“What’s he doing?”

“I seen her here before.”

“Not too late,” Adam chanted. “Not this too. Not tonight. Please, not tonight.”

Then the dead woman opened her eyes and arched her back and drew a breath that sounded like a scream.

And the crowd fell back. Some shook their heads, some cried out and fell to their knees.

“She was… wasn’t she?”

“Did he have one of those injector things?”

“Naah, man, she was stone dead.”

Adam stood up with the small, thin woman in his arms. He turned to the crowd. “You just let her lie here in the cold? You let her die without showing her one ounce of compassion. Do better. All of you? Do better.”

And unknown even by him, everyone within the sound of his voice would ‘do better’ for the rest of their lives, their minds forever changed by the force of Adam’s will.

He walked to the east, across the park and the homeless followed.

He didn’t notice the gang bangers who had been standing ahead of him - they parted as if afraid to go near him.

The building ahead of him across the street from the park was old. At one point it had been Public School 173 but now a simple banner over the decaying stone facade read:

***


David Pritchard Memorial Mission

Dr. Helen Pritchard looked up from the account book - a book that bled red more than black, when someone knocked on her office door.

“Come in,” she called.

T. J. opened the door. “He’s back. He’s found another one.”

She closed the accounting and ran out from behind her desk in her dark blue scrubs. “On my way.”

T. J. ran beside her. “Overdose of H. Female, early twenties. BP is 50 over 20.”

“Jesus,” Helen said as they headed down the corridor to the makeshift surgery.

“Doc, the woman’s temperature? It ain’t humanly possible. I’ve seen warmer corpses.”

Dr. Helen Pritchard was getting used to miracles since Adam Price had walked into her life a few years ago. The man had a way of bringing back the ones that should have been ready for a slab.

They burst through the surgery doors to see Adam leaning over a small, pale form on the table.

“Warm blankets! We need them now,” Helen said.

“On it,” her nurse, Luisa, said as she pulled white blankets from the makeshift warmer.

T. J. stopped just inside the door and began to murmur.

Helen knew he was praying.

She put her hand on Adam’s arm.

His palm was tight against the woman’s chest.

“I need space,” Helen whispered.

“I can’t give you any,” Adam said. He looked into her eyes.

And she understood from experience that, somehow, some way? Adam was keeping this nearly dead woman alive.

“Luisa? Adrenalin,” Helen said without looking away from Adam.

Before she even had the words out of her mouth, the heavy syringe was in her hand.

***


Stallion’s

Sugar stood with her hand on the transformation tube.

The woman within, a middle-aged convenience store clerk with far more bad years behind her than good, floated in the pink liquid.

Sugar shook and cried as she erased countless instances of pain and anguish from the woman’s mind. Through the force of her will, the White Witch made the loneliness within the woman fade.

The woman contracted into a fetal position within the tube, body and mind now shiny and new.

When she emerged, she would be Whore Caste - giggling, hopeful, naive… innocent.

Sugar trembled.

She felt Demona’s hands on her back.

“Don’t you ever sleep, Demona?”

“Not when my best friend is hurting.”

Sugar sobbed. “Oh, God, what have I done, Demona?” She spun around and took the smaller woman in her arms and cried on her shoulder.

“Aww, Red, it’s going to be okay. You’ll see.”

“No. No, it won’t. Oh, Demona, I was so cold to him. I hurt him so bad.”

“You were trying to do the right thing, babe.”

“I’m an idiot. What if I never see him again?”

Demona shook her head. “You will. He can’t stay away from you. No man could.”

“He’s not a man, he’s a god. What have I done? All I ever wanted was someone I could love and who would love me like that. And I… I tossed him aside, Demona.”

“Hey. You’re trying to protect him, Red. You didn’t toss him aside.”

Sugar shook her head. “Was I? Or was I just trying to protect myself?”

“Maybe both,” Demona said. “But there’s nothing wrong with that.”

***


David Pritchard Memorial Mission

“Oh, my God, what time is it?” Helen Pritchard asked. She put her feet up on her desk and kicked off her Crocs.

“Pretty sure I saw the sun peaking through the blinds in the hall,” Adam said as he rubbed his face with his hands.

“How the fuck did you do that?” Helen asked with a smile.

Adam shook his head. “Just… heart massage.”

“God, you are so full of shit you squeak sometimes, Adam.”

He smiled. “I’m a man of mystery.”

“Well, man of mystery, there are some theories.”

“Do tell.”

“Yep, Luisa thinks you are a space alien.”

“Interesting.”

“T. J., on the other hand, keeps talking about the second coming of Christ.”

“Definitely not that.”

“No, I don’t think that either. Pretty sure Jesus wouldn’t show up every few days smelling of expensive perfume.”

Adam looked down at his feet.

Helen frowned. “Oh… struck a nerve with that. Sorry.”

Adam shook his head. “Don’t fret about it. And, uh, I won’t be disappearing so often anymore.”

She stared at him. “Breakup?”

He shrugged. “Sort of.”

“Sorry.”

He nodded. 

“Want some advice? From somebody who’s loved and lost?”

“Not particularly.”

“Tough shit. Don’t give up. Whatever you have? You hold onto it. Nothing lasts forever.” She turned and looked up at a picture on the wall behind her of a younger version of herself standing beside a young, handsome man beside a surfboard.

***


The Temple of Morpheus

Havana, Theocratic Republic of Cuba

Sister stood looking out the huge window of the ‘throne’ room at the lights of the great city below - it was now bigger than Los Angeles, bigger than Hong Kong, bigger than New York City.

Mother Superior Hecate stood expressionless as the ranking Church Agent continued his report.

“Whore Caste appear to be able to move without issue through New York City - both in the Red Zone and outside it. However, any Church Agents we send into the city return… different.”

“Explain ‘different’,” Sister said without turning around.

“They have… forgotten… what they saw there.”

“And these are the agents you sent to find this Adam?”

“Yes, Sister. They return from searching the areas where he is rumored to dwell - homeless encampments, missions. When they return, they cannot remember what they saw or heard. In come cases, they are no longer fit for duty, and we send them back here for lobotomization. In other instances? They do not return at all.”

Hecate stood nearby and she nodded. “Marapova’s doing, perhaps? She has stated New York is hers.”

Sister shook her head. “Not even Marapova can sway one already transformed - not even those partially transformed like an agent.”

“Perhaps this is some breakthrough of Dr. Demona’s?”

Sister looked at Hecate out of the corner of her eye. “That woman is becoming a nuisance. However, I don’t think she has advanced to that level… yet.”

“Then that leaves: Adam.”

Sister grimaced. She waved to the agent. “Leave us.”

The agent bowed and left the room, closing the massive doors behind him.

Sister turned to Hecate. “We are blind in New York City. This is unacceptable.”

“I agree; however, how do we fix it? Marapova remains hostile and this Adam creature is too powerful for our agents. Should I send a mother superior or a bishop?”

Sister laughed. “A bishop? The last we sent to face this Adam is now a raving lunatic.”

“Sister, that leaves us with only one option: a ‘di Morpheus’.”

Sister shook her head. “I will not sacrifice one of our number created by Morpheus himself to gather intelligence on this Adam. Besides, Maria is a ‘di Morpheus’ and she doesn’t appear to be having any more luck in finding this monster than we.” She smiled. “That doesn’t leave us with zero options. There is one other.”

Hecate frowned. “A tactical nuclear device?”

Sister shrugged. “I don’t think this Adam could survive such a strike.”

“Sister, if I may?” Hecate said. “The response to such an attack by the United States would be immediate and apocalyptic. Even if we managed to shift the blame to their historical enemies? The resulting war would be unsurvivable - even for us.”

Sister shook her head. “Hecate, this monster is powerful. He is an existential threat. If he remains unchecked? He will destroy the Church. I would see this world burn before I allow that.”

“Can we not ask for help from Morpheus?”

Sister frowned. “He ignores us. He stays on his island and denies me entry, denies me audience. Not one word does he speak.”

“The Demon Goddess Lilith comes here, doesn’t she? Can you appeal to her?”

Sister laughed. “Don’t you think I’ve tried. She does only her master’s bidding. If there is a plan for dealing with this Adam? She will not share it with me.”

“Then…”

“Then,” Sister said. “We do nothing. Perhaps Marapova will find him and deal with him. Or perhaps he will deal with her. For now, our hands are tied.”

***


High Rise Penthouse Apartment of Maria Marapova

Manhattan

Brittney di Marapova, personal assistant and snuggle bunny for life to her mistress, Maria Anastasia Marapova di Morpheus, eased open the front door and then closed it gently behind her as she entered the apartment.

She winced as the lock clicked.

“Where have you been?” Maria said. She stood naked in the living room, her fists on her hard-muscled hips.

Brittney was in trouble, but the sight of perfection took her breath away. It was like living in the presence of Aphrodite. It was like living in constant view of the Mona Lisa.

“Answer me!” Maria hissed.

It was also a little like living in a lion’s den.

“Downstairs supervising the Femme transformation tubes. That is my job.” The secret with Maria was to not show fear. Brittney pushed her lensless plastic framed glasses higher on her nose and put her fists on her own, far narrower, latex clad hips. She was wearing Maria’s favorite outfit for her: a pink latex halter top and hip hugger pink latex pants that clearly showed the outline of her cootchie.

“At this hour?” Maria had her chin up, looking down at her with those exotic eyes, one eyebrow arched up.

Fuck, she was hot when she was angry.

“At all hours! You think it’s easy being your assistant? Fuck’s sake, Mistress. I gotta keep track of all the flights to and from Cuba, I gotta collate all the data from your billion spies, and I gotta make sure your army of she-goons is snuggled in their test tubes! I’m working my skinny ass to the bone!”

Maria faltered.

In all the world, Brittney was pretty sure she was the only one who could talk to her like that and not end up a transformed pretzel.

There’s power in my pussy! That thought nearly made her lose her composure and giggle.

Maria bit her lip. “I… I woke up alone and I… I didn’t like it.”

Brittney smiled. “Got cold, huh?”

“Worried. I don’t like it when I don’t know where you are.”

Lion tamed.

Brittney walked up to her in her mile high pink stilettos. Still, she had to look up and up at Maria’s perfect face.

She reached up and put her hands on Maria’s shoulders. “I didn’t leave the building. I just went down to the basement lab and checked in, that’s all.”

Maria nodded. “Good. I’m sorry I was cross.”

“An apology? Wow, you really were worried.”

“This Adam creature,” Maria whispered. “I keep worrying you might be turned into one of his followers.”

“Stop it. You are a goddess, my goddess. Nothing he or anybody else did could ever change that.”

Maria sighed. “I don’t suppose there’s any word from my ‘billions of spies’ about him?”

Brittney shook her head.

Maria closed her eyes. “I’m losing control. I feel like I’ve lost control of the city, of Whore Caste…”

“Neither is true.”

“How can a demigod hide in my own fucking city, Brittney?”

Brittney shrugged. She took Maria’s hand. “I know what you need.”

Maria laughed. “You think so?”

“Yes, you need to cum. And, I have just the tongue to do the job.”

Maria reached out and stroked Brittney’s hair. “Don’t leave the building. Not without me. Promise?”

Brittney smiled and crossed her heart. “I promise.”

***


Laguardia Airport

Father Richard Miller flexed his arthritic knees as he entered the terminal. He was too old to be jetting back and forth across God’s blue world. At his age, he should be a bishop, maybe even a cardinal, or at the very least holding Mass at some small church in England or Scotland.

Bishop, who am I kidding? He thought. Half the Church hated him. He was an acquired taste - so those promoted far above him said.

Most never acquired said taste.

“Your problem, Richard, is you never learned to play the game, old boy,” a bishop once told him.

God willing, he never would.

He took the escalator down to baggage claim.

A young man stood there amongst the limo drivers and anxious family members awaiting loved ones. Black suit, white collar, holding a white sign with ‘Father Miller’ written in magic marker.

The problem was, he was holding it upside down.

“Give me strength,” Father Miller whispered to himself.

He smiled at the bottom of the escalator and walked up to the priest who was little more than a boy. “Lucky for you I can read upside down.”

“Sorry?” The priest asked.

“Your sign. Inverted.”

“Oh… Oh!” He flipped it over quickly. “Father Jimmy… James. Father James Patrick.” He stuck out his hand.

Father Miller shook it. “Father Richard Miller, nice to meet you, Father Jimmy.”

“The Diocese sent me to fetch you, father.”

“So, I gathered.”

“We have a room for you, father. I’m sure you must be exhausted…”

“What I am is parched. Take me to the nearest pub with Guinness.”

Father Jimmy blinked. “But… Father? It’s nine in the morning…”

“Not for me it isn’t. Feels like evening. Slept like a log on the plane. Pub, please.”

“Uh, there’s a bar just down the street from the Diocese…”

“As long as it has Guinness I’ll be a happy man. Lead on, McDuff.”

Father Jimmy looked at the baggage carousel. “Your bag, father?”

“Didn’t bring one.” He held up the leather satchel he carried. “I believed it best to travel light.”

“But you can’t possibly have enough clothes…”

“No, but after my pint, you’ll take me to the nearest thrift shop, and I will find clothing.”

Father Jimmy looked horrified. “A thrift shop? Father…”

“I’m going to visit the homeless, my son. I’ll have more luck without a collar than with one.”

***

Father Miller couldn’t help but smile at Father Jimmy’s discomfort as they sat in O’Malley’s bar at 10:00 AM. Father Miller had his pint and Jimmy had his soda.

“You don’t drink, Jimmy?”

“No, father.”

“How old are you?”

“Twenty-two, father.”

“Been in the priesthood since you were…?”

“Eighteen.”

“Heavens. What on earth draws a young man to such a decision at such a young age?”

“I… I was called.”

“By whom?”

Jimmy stared at him.

Father Miller sat stone faced.

Jimmy opened his mouth and then Father Miller burst out laughing. Jimmy sighed.

“The look on your face. Called by God, eh?”

“I suppose.”

“Lack of conviction there.”

Jimmy shook his head. “My mother wanted a priest in the family.”

“Ahh. Afraid of girls or not interested?”

Jimmy gritted his teeth. “Neither.”

Father Miller nodded. “Afraid of your mother. I’ve seen a lot of that.”

“No! I am not…” Jimmy stared at him. “When did you become a priest?”

“I was fifty years old.”

“Fifty?”

Father Miller nodded and smiled. “You see, my wife and daughter died. Car accident.”

“I’m so sorry.”

Miller shook his head. “Long time ago. Didn’t have the heart or the will to start over. Two hundred years ago? I would have joined the French Foreign Legion, gone off to fight in some colony or other. A few hundred years before that? I might have become a Knight Templar - most of them were childless widowers. But, finding both institutions closed down, I chose the Church.”

“Again, I’m sorry…”

Miller raised his glass. “No, no, Jimmy. I am the one who should apologize. I’m old and tired and cranky - that’s why I made light of your vows. Forgive me. I can see you are an upright young…”

The doors to the bar opened.

What stood in the doorframe took a moment for Miller to take in.

The woman had pale, perfect skin. She stood over six feet tall even without the towering stiletto heels, long silky black hair hung in gentle curls across her shoulders. Her cocktail dress was shiny black, made of something akin to latex.

The latex hugged a body composed of curves mathematically calculated to draw the eye.

It was as if God took every beauty ever to grace the centerfold of Playboy, melded them together, and then elongated and emphasized the attributes of the resulting perfection.

But this alone was not what held Father Miller transfixed.

It was the face.

A porcelain face with just enough makeup to highlight the eyes - huge eyes of crystalline blue, they looked to be forever on the verge of tears. The pouting lips were thick, full, and glistening red.

“Holy Mary Mother of God,” Father Miller whispered.

He must have caught her eye because she smiled at him, and it was as if the lights had suddenly grown bright in the dingy bar.

Jimmy turned and looked at her over his shoulder. He turned back to Father Miller. “You’ve never seen one before? I would have thought in London or Rome…”

“What in heaven’s name is she?”

“One of the Church of Morpheus people. A… sex… worker. They are called Whore Caste.”

“To use the word ‘whore’ in describing her should be an affront to God.”

“They aren’t Christians, father.”

“No, but if you can’t see the hand of the Creator in that? You’re not a Christian either.”

He looked back over his shoulder. “No, I do. I… most definitely do.”

“No, no way. You? Out,” the bartender said as he turned and looked at her. “We don’t have none of that in here. You beat it back to the Red Zone.”

She shrugged and the voice that came from those perfect lips was like a song. “I just wanted to look around.”

“You can’t sell what you got in here, sweetheart. City still got laws, ya know?”

She pouted. “Okay. I’ll go.”

She turned around and Father Miller’s gaze dropped far lower than it should have.

She turned her head and smiled at him over her shoulder. “Maybe some other time?”

She opened the door and left the bar.

She seemed to take the light with her.

“You’ve seriously never seen one?” Jimmy asked.

“No. Never. I don’t visit London and, when I’m in Rome? I’m usually whisked from the airport to the Vatican. Are they all like her?”

Jimmy nodded. “You know they don’t charge for their services? It’s putting the ‘normal’ prostitutes out of work. Most of the pimps have left or taken up other occupations. And the police don’t know what to do with the Whore Caste - they’re not charging their clients; therefore, it isn’t technically prostitution. Best the city can do is arrest them for lewd behavior. Doesn’t matter, though: the Church of Morpheus has an army of lawyers and deep pockets. They’re usually out on bail with charges dismissed within hours if not minutes.”

“What a strange new world this is,” Father Miller said. He took a long drink of Guinness. “What do you know of this man performing miracles?”

“The Angel of 176th Street?”

“Is that what they call him?”

“The homeless do, yes. No one from the Diocese has seen him. Our people go to that area and…”

“Often times don’t return?”

“Yes.” Jimmy finished his soda. “You don’t really plan on going there, do you?”

Father Miller chuckled. “Now how am I to do my job if I don’t, Jimmy?”

“I was thinking we could interview the homeless who’ve seen him. I’ve talked to a few but, if we drew them in somehow? We might be able to gather more information.”

Father Miller nodded. “A good thought. However, I prefer to see things for myself.”

“There is danger in this, father.”

“I know. But tell me, the priests who went there? Did they go in collars?”

“Yes…”

“I plan on going in undercover. Just a grizzled old man in shabby clothes. I can find out much more that way.”

“Very well. I’ll buy clothes for myself as well.”

Father Miller shook his head. “You’ll do no such thing.”

“I’m not letting you go in there alone, Father Miller.”

“And I’m not taking a twenty-two-year-old into danger.”

“My age doesn’t have anything to do…”

“It has everything to do with it,” Father Miller said. “Jimmy, I’m old and I am a boil upon the Vatican’s flabby ass. There will be no tears shed for me by the bishops and the cardinals, I can assure you. However, when something bad happens to the young? God Himself weeps…”

***

“You were asking for me?” Adam asked as he walked into the small recovery room.

The woman he saved last night, painfully skinny, her hair matted to her scalp sat swallowed up in the twin bed. Two bags of IV fluids were nearly depleted on the rack beside her.

Her arms were covered in needle marks.

She covered them quickly and sat up straighter. “They said… you saved me.”

“I brought you here to the mission, yes,” Adam said as he sat down on the bed beside her.

Pain. Anguish. She radiated it. The more he became? The more he could sense it.

“That isn’t what the doctor said. She said you saved me.”

“I think the doctor saved you.”

He felt the flood building inside him - energy he knew would burst through the flood gates soon. She was like an empty vessel that must, absolutely must, be filled.

“Why? Why did you?” She whispered.

“Why did I what?” But he knew what she was asking. This was the dance, this was his act each and every time.

“Save me? I’m not worth anything,” and she meant it.

This world was bad. It was rotten to the very core.

And this was why he was here.

He took her hand. “That’s not true.”

The energy, this strange energy he couldn’t even comprehend himself, began to flow. Down his arm, to his hand, into hers. Would she notice how her needle tracks were gone? Would she know the venereal disease that ravaged her body was gone? Old scars, removed, her body made new and whole.

There was scarring in her reproductive organs from years of misuse from people who only wanted to hurt her - swept away by a flood of healing energy.

All these things happened in the blink of an eye, without any interaction required from Adam other than to hold her small hand.

Her mind opened and the true work began.

“You are worth it. Everyone… is worth it. There is not a human being who ever lived or who will ever be born who isn’t worth it.”

She looked at him, her pupils dilating as her mind opened and the ravaging infection within spewed out.

He imagined it burned away and it was.

“Your family is waiting for you.”

“No, no, they hate me.”

“People say things they don’t mean. They didn’t mean them. They were hurt and scared the same as you.”

“How can you know?”

“I see them. I can feel their minds, their thoughts. You carry them with you because you are part of them and they are part of you. You are connected to them. Their thoughts are right beside yours, like different channels on the same broadcast.”

“I don’t understand.”

“You don’t have to. If they were bad, if they meant you ill? I would change them. I would go to them and hold their hand and do for them what I’m doing for you. But I don’t have to because they miss you and they love you.”

“What are you doing to me?”

“A second chance. A way to start over. A way to fix what’s wrong.”

“That’s not possible…”

“Marion, everything’s possible.”

She shook her head. “How do you know my name? I didn’t tell anyone?”

“Marion Alexander, twenty-three years old, born in Philadelphia to Maude and Jacob. You came here to study art, and you lost your way. It’s time you found it again. But first? It’s time to go home.”

“I can’t… I… I’m not strong.”

He took her hand from under the covers and kissed it. “You will be.”

She looked down at her arm. “My arm. The tracks…”

“They’re gone. You will never use drugs again. And, when you tell people you don’t want drugs from them? They won’t be able to tempt you.” Adam laughed. “And, what’s even better? They’ll find they can’t sell them to anyone else.”

He could tell from her expression she knew she would never use drugs again. That was the power. He could change the things he needed to change.

“How are you doing this?”

Adam shook his head. “I don’t know. And you won’t remember what I did, only that I helped you. Nothing more.”

“No! No, I don’t want to forget. People need to know.”

“The people who need me will find me. Just like you found me.”

She squeezed his hand. “Are you Jesus Christ?”

He laughed and shook his head. “Not even close.”

He leaned forward and kissed her forehead. “Now, you go home, Marion Alexander. And you live a life. It can be a big one or a small one. It only matters that you live it.”

He pulled the IV needles from her arm and the wounds closed immediately.

Adam stood up and she held his hand.

He turned away.

Dr. Helen Pritchard was standing in the doorway, her jaw open and her eyes wide.

***

“Okay, what the actual fuck, Adam?!” Helen said as she paced in her office.

“Please calm down.”

“You fucking healed her, Adam! You put your hands on her and healed her needle tracks. I watched her skin go from jaundiced to pink and healthy. Fuck’s sake, she gained three or four pounds of fluid. Her cheeks filled out. And those things you said to her? It was like I could see electricity arcing into her fucking brain… what the fuck are you, goddamn it?”

Sitting in her office chair, Adam put his face in his hands. “Every time. How many times are we going to do this?”

“What the fuck are you talking about?”

He stood up. “You know, for a doctor? You’ve got a real potty mouth.”

“No shit, motherfucker. Now answer my fucking questions.”

He nodded, stood up, and walked over to her. “My mother had sex with somebody. I don’t know him. But… I’m a demigod of some kind.”

“Huh?”

“Yeah, something from my father gave me all these terrible, wonderful, confusing powers.”

“You expect me to believe that?”

He shook his head. “Nope. You never do.”

“What are your talking about?”

He put his hands on her face.

Her eyes relaxed.

Adam smiled down at her. “You are so smart. You catch me doing my thing at least once a week. You’re like a cat, I swear. You don’t make any noise. I just turn around and you’re watching me cure somebody’s drug addiction, alcohol addiction, schizophrenia…” He sighed. “And then I have to make you forget and I hope this isn’t doing some kind of long-term damage…”

“I love you,” she whispered as she stared into his eyes.

He blinked. “No, you don’t.”

“I do. I love you. I can’t stop thinking about you. I don’t know who this woman is you’re fucking? But I was so happy last night when you said you broke up with her.”

“Stop. You… why are you telling me…?”

“I masturbate thinking about you. I’ve burned through three sets of vibrator batteries in the last two weeks. Sometimes I want to kiss you so bad I could just literally die.”

“Why are you saying all this?”

“I don’t know. I just feel like I have to. Are you as big down there as that bulge in your pants makes you look? Because I have never seen a bulge like that. Some days it looks like its trailing down your left leg to your knee. Nobody is that big… are you that big? I know size isn’t supposed to matter but, holy shit, I don’t even care if it hurts, you know?”

“Okay, okay, enough.”

“I love you.”

“You said that already.”

“I wanted to say it again before you do whatever it is that makes me forget, but you need to know even when I do forget? I still fall in love with you and, fuck me, do I stare at that bulge. All the time, Adam.”

She stared up at him expectantly.

“I… okay… wow… a lot to process.”

She nodded, her face still framed by his hands. “Fire away, demigod.”

He nodded. “You’re going to forget what you saw me do for Marion. You’re going to forget this whole conversation we just had.”

“Yes, Adam. Can I still stare at you and be in love with you?”

Adam laughed. “Sure. I mean, you say you just fall in love with me again anyway and stare at my…”

“Bulge. Huge, fucking, bulge…”

***

Adam left Helen sitting in her office. Today was new.

Before she had always simply ‘gone under’ and forgotten.

Somehow, someway, her subconscious was fighting to remember what he kept erasing.

She loved him?

He honestly didn’t know how to digest that.

He loved Angela. He would always love Angela.

Helen was wonderful: smart, caring, beautiful… human.

She would never look at him like he had a third eye because he wouldn’t participate in an orgy. She could understand normal human emotions like jealousy.

Adam walked into his small office and closed the door.

He sat down in his desk chair and leaned back.

Adam had no doubt Angela’s tirade last night had been an act. She was afraid for him.

And, while he wasn’t worried about himself? He was worried about Angela. Had he been selfish to put her in danger? The Church and Maria Marapova were both searching for him, and if they found out Angela was seeing him?

The Church was capable of anything.

And all of Whore Caste were terrified of Maria Marapova.

Maybe this was best for Angela and for him.

Someone knocked on his door.

“Come in.”

Helen Pritchard opened the door and walked in. “The girl from last night? She’s gone - have you seen her?”

Adam was confused for a moment.

Of course, Helen had come out of her hypnosis and immediately gone to check on her patient, not remembering she had seen her just a few minutes before.

Adam smiled. “She went home.”

“Home?! What do you mean: home? She’s still under my care.”

Adam shook his head. “She’s cured.”

Helen stared at him and shook her head. “We don’t even know who she was?”

“Marion Alexander of Philadelphia, twenty-three-years-old. She’s better now and she won’t be back.”

She smiled at him. “What are you?”

He shrugged.

Then he saw the same look in her eye she gave him when she professed her love. Helen’s eyes trailed down his body.

He quickly rolled his chair under the desk.

She looked away. “I have rounds. Later, mystery man.”

He watched her walk to the door. “Helen?”

“Yes?” She said looking back at him over her shoulder.

“Would you like to have dinner with me tonight?”

She smiled. “Yes, Adam, I would.”

“I hear there’s a restaurant that just opened on the top floor of one of the World Trade Center towers. I’ll get us reservations if that’s okay?”

“Wow. Yeah. I’d like that.”

***

Father Richard Miller left the thrift shop with a small collection of khaki pants, threadbare shirts, a pair of old shoes, and a jacket. He picked up a backpack there along with a cheap woolen blanket.

He drew the line at used underwear and socks, those he purchased new at a department store.

He changed at Father Jimmy’s Diocese provided apartment.

Father Miller put his collar in the stuffed full backpack along with his Bible.

He walked out of the bedroom and smiled at Jimmy. “What do you think? Will I pass as one of the homeless?”

Father Jimmy shook his head. “Until you open your mouth, and you sound like a Shakespearean actor on holiday? Yes.”

“Ah, well, you can take the boy out of Oxford, but I fear you can’t take Oxford out of the boy.”

“Father Miller, even beyond the danger of trying to find this man? This is New York and, no offense? But you are not prepared…”

Father Miller took his arm. “Jimmy, I may not talk about it a great deal - I’m old and jaded after investigating so many false miracles. But, I have faith. I believe this is the path I’ve been set on by God. If it is His will that I succeed and survive, then so be it. If not, then I can only pray I serve Him and do some amount of good.”

Jimmy sighed.

***


The Manhattan Red Zone

The man hadn’t fucked in a very long time.

He was nice and all, but Prissy felt a little sorry for him.

His cock wasn’t small for a human. He certainly had nothing to feel embarrassed about.

However, he really wasn’t very good at using it.

Prissy learned just after she was transformed that humans couldn’t satisfy her - she needed a whoremaster or a street stud to fuck her to orgasm.

She was on her hands and knees while the short man stood behind her and pumped away. He was close to cumming.

And this was the difference between a human prostitute and Whore Caste - a human sex worker just wanted it to be over as quickly as possible.

A transformed Street Whore wasn’t just about making someone feel good - she was about making them feel better about themselves.

“Hey, slow down,” Prissy said.

“S… Sorry,” the man stammered.

She leaned forward on her knees and he slid out of her. “No, don’t apologize, baby.”

Prissy turned quickly and deep throated him.

“Oh, God! Oh, fuck! You’re the most beautiful woman I’ve ever seen and you’re sucking my dick.” He was narrating which she knew would cause him to pop too soon.

She slid his seven-inch dick out of her mouth and squeezed the base between her thumb and index finger.

“Jesus!”

She giggled. “Trust me?”

The man laughed. “I thought I was going to cum there…”

“You were. I stopped it. The more you build an orgasm, the better it is when you explode,” Prissy said in her sugar-sweet voice. She couldn’t really remember her old voice.

“I am in your hands, Prissy,” the man gasped.

“Yes, you are. Lie down on your back.”

The man complied.

This next part was hazardous - he was lying on his back looking at her and that usually made men want to cum. She was after all a six-and-a-half-foot tall, brunette sex goddess with breasts like ripe watermelons and watery blue eyes. Prissy felt her eyes were her best feature, though guys liked to argue it was either her tits, ass, or legs.

And pussy of course. She had exceptional internal muscle tone even for a Street Whore.

As soon as he was on his back, she straddled him and guided his ‘big for a human’ cock into her pussy-vice.

She clamped down immediately.

“Fuck!” The man groaned.

“No cumming yet.”

“No, Ma’am.”

She giggled. “When you do cum? I’m gonna feed you some of my breast milk. It’s called Ambrosia.”

His eyes were rolling back in his head. “I’m going to nurse you? How did you know that was one of my kinks?”

“Well, if it wasn’t before? It will be after you get one taste. You’ll get hard again immediately. I can make this last all day if you want.”

She began to rock then, moving her hips in an ‘O’.

His hands shot to her waist, and he moved along with her hips. “Never. I never had… Oh, fuck.”

“Slow. Let it last. Enjoy it.”

Ten minutes later, he came hard inside her and passed out.

Prissy leaned down and kissed his nose.

She would let him sleep. He could nurse from her when he woke up.

She pulled free of his cock and danced away into the apartment bathroom.

Prissy douched, feeling his sperm dissolve instantly as she injected the lukewarm liquid and let it flow into the toilet.

She wiped, then stood up and stretched.

It was a beautiful day.

There was a man standing in the hallway behind her.

Though she was shocked, she smiled. “Hello. The door was locked. Can you tell me how you got in and what you want? I warn you, if you’re here to hurt me or my friend? I am totes strong and I can inflict a lot of pain.” She batted her eyelashes at him as she clenched her fists.

“I’m not here to hurt you,” the man said as he stepped into the light of the bathroom.

Prissy began to tremble. “You. I know you.” She sobbed.

Then she dropped to her knees in front of him. “Adam. I am your servant.”

He reached out and touched her face. “Why do you all do that? I don’t want you to kneel. I don’t want you to be my servant. Stand up, Prissy, please?”

She stood up and smiled. Then she cocked her head to the side. “You look different than I thought…”

He nodded. “That’s because I’m not the Adam from this time. I’m from a time in the future. The Adam of your time is across town. I’ve bent time, Prissy. And this time? I’ve bent it for you.”

“Me? Why me? I’m nobody,” Prissy said.

“Oh, no, you’re somebody, Prissy. Somebody important. I need your help.”

“You need my help?” She stood up straight and thrust out her naked breasts. “I’m at your service, Adam!”

Adam smiled. “I knew you would be. You saw a man earlier today, a priest - do you remember?”

She thought for a second and then smiled wide. “In the bar! Yes! The bartender made me leave but the priests looked very nice. I wanted to talk to them about Martin Luther and the Protestant Reformation. It would be very interesting to get a Catholic viewpoint.”

Adam held back a laugh. “History buff?”

“Oh, yes. Can’t understand where we’re going if we don’t understand where we’ve been!”

Adam shook his head. “He made you all with a touch of genius, didn’t he? I’ll never understand it, but it makes you even more beautiful.”

Prissy beamed. “Thank you, Adam.”

“You’re welcome. Now, Prissy, the older priest you saw this morning?”

She nodded.

“I need you to find him. His name is Father Richard Miller. He’ll be… out of uniform, dressed like a homeless person in the vicinity of 176th Street. Think you can do that?”

“Yes, Adam!”

“Good. When you find him? Stay with him. You’ll like him. He’s a very nice man, but he’s going to get himself in way over his head. He’ll need a friend to protect him.”

Prissy stood up straight and tall and gave him a crisp salute and a breathtaking smile.

***


Corner of 176th Street and Fort Washington Avenue

“This is madness, Father,” Father Jimmy said as he pulled up to the curb.

“You worry too much, Jimmy. It will make an old man out of you,” Father Miller said as he opened the door and stepped out onto the sidewalk. He reached into the car and retrieved his backpack.

“I’ll come back to this spot at 6:00 PM sharp to take you back to the Diocese,” Jimmy said.

Father Miller refused to take a cellphone with him.

“No, you won’t. I intend to sleep rough tonight. If I need to come back to the Diocese I will make my way on my own. If I need to speak with you, I’ll find a way.” He held up a scrap of paper. “I have your number.”

“You have no phone,” Jimmy grumbled.

“This is Manhattan, Jimmy. There are phones everywhere.” He smiled in through the passenger side door and then closed it.

Jimmy rolled down the passenger window. “Whether you want me to or not? I will be back here at 6:00 PM and I’ll wait till 7:00 PM… everyday until this madness leaves you.”

“God love you, Jimmy. But you are an old woman.” He laughed and walked away down 176th.

Jimmy swallowed. “God protect him. He’s an idiot.”

***

Father Richard Miller didn’t have to go far to find the homeless - they were everywhere. Strung out on sidewalks, leaning against lamp posts. They slept on bus benches and cowered in cardboard boxes.

Here he saw the gamut of human frailty, from the addicted to the mentally ill, from the victims to the predators. They were all here in one of the richest cities on earth.

He decided to walk toward the park.

When he was within sight of it, he heard a woman crying.

An elderly woman, though, in truth, he imagined she was no older than he, was kneeling beside a shopping cart with one wheel gone from the left rear.

She held the wheel in her hands and sobbed.

“May help you?” Father Miller asked.

She spun around, dropping the wheel on the sidewalk. Digging in her tattered coat, she pulled out a box cutter and waved it at him. “Stay back! All this is Beatrice’s!”

He took a step back. “I mean you no harm.” Within the now crooked-sitting shopping cart was some scattered blankets, junk, and trash.

“I’ll cut you! Beatrice will cut you! This stuff belongs to Beatrice!”

“I’m not trying to take your - Beatrice’s - things. I have my own things.” He nodded at the pack on his back.

“What do you want then?” She snarled at him.

“I only want to help you fix your cart.” He pointed at the sidewalk. “That little silver cap there, see it? That’s a rivet. It’s popped off the end of the axle. I can fix it, if you like?”

She stood up, still aiming the boxcutter at him. “If you try to steal anything? Beatrice will kill you!”

“I won’t steal anything, Beatrice. I promise you.” He knelt and picked up the wheel and rivet. “Now let’s see. We need a hammer of some sort.” He looked around.

There was a brick a few feet away. He picked it up.

Beatrice growled. “Beatrice means it! Beatrice’ll cut you!”

“I know. Just be patient a few more seconds.” He lifted the cart and slipped the wheel on the axle. Then he pressed the rivet against the end of the axle.

He swung the brick back.

“Don’t hurt Beatrice’s cart! Don’t hurt it!”

“I won’t. Trust me.”

He tapped the rivet back into place.

He set down the brick and tugged on the rivet. It was tight.

He stood up and smiled, walking back a few feet. “There. That should hold it.”

She rushed over and pushed the cart back and forth a couple of times. Then she cackled and laughed. “Fixed! You fixed it!”

He nodded as he walked away. “Now, if it comes loose again? You do just what I did. Or come and find me.”

“No, wait! Wait!” She put her boxcutter away. Then she began rummaging through her treasures. She pulled out a bottle of water.

She ran to him and held out the bottle. “Beatrice wants you to have this.”

He took the bottle and smiled. “Well, thank you, Beatrice. But I would like you to keep it. You – Beatrice - might need it.”

He gave it back to her and squeezed her hand. “Go with God.”

He turned and walked away.

“Wait!” Beatrice called. She ran to her cart and then ran after him. “You’re going to the park? The park is dangerous. Beatrice will go with you.”

“You don’t have to do that…”

“Beatrice’s cart might lose a wheel again. Then where would Beatrice be?”

***

In the Red Zone, an almost seven-foot-tall woman in latex and spike heels could blend in.

Oddly enough, this was not the case with upper Manhattan.

Prissy was getting constant stares as she walked down 176th Street on a mission from a god.

“Hey, baby, you one of those devil whores?” A tall, skinny man sitting on the steps of a brownstone asked as he puffed on a cigarette.

“I’m Prissy Pussy. I’m a member of Whore Caste, designation Street Whore. I’d love to stay and have sex with you but I’m on a mission from my god.”

The guy nearly dropped his cigarette off his lower lip.

“Bye,” Prissy said as she skipped away on her heels.

He recovered and ran after her. “Hey, slow your roll a little. Dangerous neighborhood to be walking around in dressed like liquid sex, know what I’m sayin’?”

She stared at him with her enormous blue eyes and then shook her head. “I think you just asked me to slow down and then warned me the area was dangerous. Like when the Roman legions marched into the Teutoburg Forest in CE 9 and were destroyed by the Germanic tribes.”

“Who?”

“The Germanic tribes. It was one of the greatest defeats in Roman history. However, I won’t be defeated in an ambush because I understand the dangers and can form an effective strategy to get myself out of trouble.” She smiled. “Like I said, I’d really like to fuck you but I gotta go.”

He looked her up and down. “You got any money on you?”

“Nope. We don’t need money.”

He squinted at her. “You know. I don’t think I believe you. I bet you got some cash somewhere in that latex tube you’re wearing.”

“No money, sorry.”

He pulled out a switchblade and it flicked open. “I’ll just have to check for myself.”

“Golly,” Prissy whispered. “I don’t have time for this.”

“Yeah, well, that’s too…”

She brought up her left knee and it hit his right elbow.

The force of the blow made his arm swing up in an arc - driving the switchblade into his right shoulder to the hilt.

He screamed and dropped to his knees as blood gushed from the wound.

She knelt gracefully beside him on her stilettos as he wailed. “Oh, stop. It didn’t hit your brachial artery - I was totes careful.”

He was reaching up for the embedded knife with his left hand.

She batted his hand away. “Don’t pull it out. You’ll just cause more damage. Leave it where it is and go to the emergency room. In a week or two? You’ll be good as new!” She tapped her index finger on the knife handle drawing a fresh scream.

“When you get all mended? You should really consider another line of work. Hurting people for profit is not a growth business venture, despite what the mob would tell you. Besides that? It’s not nice. One of Adam’s Commandments is that we should be nice to each other. See ya!” She stood up and skipped away.

***


Stallions, upstate New York

“It takes less than one cubic milliliter of god spooge to give a transformed back their willpower,” Demona whispered as she plugged numbers into her spreadsheet.

Sugar followed her eyes down the spreadsheet to the final answer.

“We don’t have enough,” Sugar whispered.

“We do not. If we don’t get lover boy’s sperm flowing back into my lab in a week? We’ll have to halt the ‘Adamization’ of Whore Caste,” Demona whispered back. 

Sugar sighed. She turned around and sat down on the edge of Demona’s desk.

“No way to get word to him?” Demona asked.

“No.”

“Don’t know where he goes in Manhattan?”

“No.”

“We are fucking fucked, Red.”

“Yes.” She shook her head. “I didn’t think about any of that when I broke up with him.”

“Your heart was in the right place. Your brain was totally up your shapely ass, but your heart was aces.”

“Ha ha. You’re a laugh riot.”

“I guess we could just go find him,” Demona said.

“Oh, yes. And, when Maria asks why we’re in New York City? What do we tell her exactly?”

“Good point. I guess we have to rely on his dick to lead him back home.”

***


J. Hood Wright Park

Manhattan

“You don’t want to go in there, Mr. Fix It,” Beatrice said. She stopped short of the entrance to the park.

“Why is that?” Father Miller asked.

“Beatrice says its haunted.”

“Is that right? By whom?”

“The Angel of 176th Street.”

“Why would Beatrice be afraid of an angel?” Father Miller asked. Conversation was easier with the woman if he referred to her without the use of a pronoun.

“Because the angel will make you not be who you were. He’ll fix you. Beatrice is afraid to be fixed.”

“Does Beatrice trust me?”

“Of course, Beatrice trusts you, Mr. Fix It.”

He smiled. “I promise I won’t let the Angel of 176th Street fix Beatrice. Beatrice has my word.”

She gave him a weak smile.

That smile made him realize she wasn’t elderly at all - she was no older than forty-five, perhaps younger. Years of living outside, being malnourished, and God alone knew what else had made her look like a seventy-year-old.

He should have been more wary of her, he knew. Whatever her mental illness, it could make her unpredictable and dangerous.

But Jesus would not have turned her away and who was Father Richard Miller to buck tradition?

The disguised priest and the old, young woman with the grocery cart walked into the park.

***

Father Jimmy sat in his car and watched the crowd at 176th and Fort Washington. As the hour approached 7:00 PM, there was no sign of Father Miller.

He waited until 7:05.

Then he pulled into traffic to head back to his apartment.

A large town car passed him.

***

Adam, the Angel of 176th Street, and his date were in the town car that passed Father Jimmy, heading south toward the World Trade Center.

“I have not been on a date in a very long time,” Helen said as she looked out the window.

“Believe it or not? Neither have I,” Adam said.

“You can talk about her if you like. I don’t mind.”

Adam shook his head. “I won’t. I promise.”

“Okay, you say you haven’t been on a date either but… I mean, just a few days ago?” Helen asked. She left the question hanging.

He sighed. “We didn’t really go out on dates much.”

Helen turned and looked at him. Then realization came over her face. “Oh. Oh! Not the dinner and a movie type, was she?”

Adam laughed. “Not exactly, no. It was complicated.”

“This is going to sound cliche but… I think she was an idiot to let you get away.”

He blushed and turned away.

Helen started laughing. “You actually blushed? You really are a Kansas farm boy, aren’t you?”

He nodded. “Kansas seems a long way away now. A long time ago.”

She sighed and took his hand. “Listen, Adam? I don’t want to be Miss Rebound, okay? I don’t want to be the temporary fix to your hurt. I want to go slow and see where it goes. No expectations.”

He smiled and nodded, squeezing her small hand. “No expectations.”

“You clean up nice. I like the jacket,” she said.

“I have two leather jackets: one brown, one black. Tonight, you get the black one and dark khakis.” He looked at her. She was stunning and he felt like a slob beside her.

She was wearing a black cocktail dress and heels.

And she really shouldn’t have taken his hand because all her emotions flowed into him. He felt it all: she was nervous and about to explode with desire. Her words were meaningless: she wanted more than anything to be his.

Why not? He thought. He had been pushed away from the only woman he ever loved. Why not find some happiness?

He was fairly certain Angela was not living the life of a cloistered nun right now.

He could fall in love with Dr. Helen Pritchard at the drop of a hat. He knew he could.

Inside, he knew he would.

The sun had set when they arrived at the World Trade Center. They made their way to the North Tower. The restaurant was on the top floor.

As they walked up to the entrance, they passed a plaque: ‘In Honor of Special Agent Bill Maxwell of the Federal Bureau of Investigation, who foiled a terrorist plot on September 9th, 2001, to destroy these towers with only two days to spare. All of New York owes Special Agent Maxwell a debt that can never be repaid.’

“First time at the twin towers?” Helen asked.

“No, I was here when I was a kid and then again in 1980…”

“1980? Am I supposed to believe you are in your late seventies?”

He laughed. “No… did I say 1980? I meant… 2028 or so.”

She shook her head and took his hand. “You are a strange man.”

“A man of mystery.”

“Hmm.”

***


J. Hood Wright Park

Being out of doors was at once exhilarating and a bit uncomfortable for Father Miller. Too much soft living had dulled his senses.

He sat with his back against an old oak tree.

Beatrice sat nearby, leaning against her mended shopping cart.

He felt responsible for Beatrice. The cost of being a shepherd, he supposed, was that one often found lost sheep.

In this case a sheep would have been preferable in one way: smell.

Beatrice smelled and Father Miller prayed for a shift of wind direction.

“Beatrice,” he asked. “If one wanted to find this ‘Angel of 176th Street’? Where should one look?”

She stared at him. “You want to find the angel?”

“Yes, I do.”

She shook her head. “Beatrice doesn’t want to find him.”

“Yes, Beatrice told me that. Beatrice doesn’t have to go with me.”

She wiped at her running nose. “Beatrice doesn’t want you to go. It’s dangerous. You shouldn’t change. You are a good man. Beatrice says so.”

He smiled and handed her a white handkerchief from his jacket pocket. He had spent two decades comforting the grieving - he kept a ready supply.

Beatrice took it from him and stared at it. “It’s beautiful.” She touched it to her nose.

She smiled and started to hand it back to him.

He shook his head. “It belongs to Beatrice.”

She looked at the white cloth in her hands as if she had just been given rubies or emeralds.

“No take backs,” Beatrice said. She stood up and found a place in the shopping cart deep inside a bag.

Father Miller tried not to laugh. “Certainly. No take backs. Friends never do take backs, do they?”

“No. Never.” She sat back down on the ground. “Even if you don’t get… changed… by the angel? The dealers won’t let you get near the mission.”

He frowned. “Mission? Is he in a mission?”

She pointed over his head.

Father Miller turned and looked behind him.

Across the street from the park was an old school building. The sign above it read David Pritchard Memorial Mission.

Beatrice moved and knelt beside him.

The scent was breathtaking.

“See those men?” She pointed.

On the same side of the street as the park, between Father Miller and the mission, was a group of men. They didn’t look like the homeless. He could see jewelry glinting under the streetlights and the flash of expensive sneakers.

“Are they the dealers?” He asked.

“Yes.”

“Why won’t they let people go up to the mission?”

“Bad for business. Their gang sells the drugs on this end.” She was trembling. “Beatrice tried to walk past them once. Beatrice wasn’t going to the mission. Beatrice only wanted to walk that way ‘cause it was shorter.” She sobbed. “They hurt Beatrice bad. People tried to make Beatrice go to the hospital, but Beatrice didn’t want to.” She pulled up the sleeve of her coat.

Her forearm had a long scar from elbow to wrist. Not only a scar, there was skin missing - the wound must have become infected, most likely gangrenous. It was a miracle she had survived.

He put his hand on her arm.

She jumped and stared at his hand.

“It wasn’t right for someone to hurt you - Beatrice – it wasn’t right at all.”

She smiled, her teeth discolored. “Beatrice deserved it. Beatrice deserves everything bad that happens.”

He shook his head. “No, Beatrice does not.”

“You don’t know, Mr. Fix It.” The pain behind her eyes was almost unbearable.

“Oh, yes, I do.” He stared out at the dealers. “I’m going to go to that mission, Beatrice. I’m going to wait until it is later and see if they leave or at least move. But I want Beatrice to stay here and wait for me, all right?”

“Mr. Fix It… are you fucking insane?”

Father Miller laughed. “I have been accused of being so on many occasions, Beatrice.”

***


World Trade Center North Tower


Pinnacle Restaurant

They dined on lobster in the highest elevated restaurant in New York City. Manhattan spread out below them like a carpet made of silver and gold light.

Dr. Helen Pritchard sat with her back to the window, facing the restaurant center, not the view.

“You don’t like heights, do you?” Adam asked.

She laughed sheepishly. “I’m barely holding it together. Are you okay with heights?”

He laughed. “Yeah, I don’t have a problem being high up.” He reached out and took her hand.

“The meal and… the company are worth it,” she said.

He smiled. “No need to butter me up. I feel the same way.”

“What are you?”

He laughed. “Not this again.”

“Seriously. You’re working miracles. I don’t mean that figuratively, Adam.”

“We’re working miracles. All of us at the mission.”

“You know what I mean.”

He sighed. “Yeah, I do.”

“Just level with me, please?”

“I don’t know what I am.”

“How do you heal them?”

“I don’t know.”

She shook her head. “Come on, now.”

“I honestly don’t. It’s a power. It wells up inside me and flows out of my hands. My words… push into their minds and make them whole again.”

“You honestly don’t know how?”

He shook his head. “There’s more but… later, okay? Right now, I’d just like to have dinner with a beautiful woman and forget what I don’t understand.”

She smiled. “Beautiful? Now who’s buttering up whom?”

“If you don’t know how breathtakingly beautiful you are? Inside and out?” He shook his head. “You don’t understand yourself any better than I understand what I am.”

She blushed. “Listen, like I told you? I am not going to be Miss Rebound…”

“No, you are not.”

***


J. Hood Wright Park

At 10:00 PM, a van pulled up and fresh dealers replaced the gang members in the park. The gang was serious about keeping the homeless junkies away from the mission.

Father Richard Miller stroked his chin, rubbing the gray stubble of his five o’clock shadow.

Beatrice lay beside him on the grass, curled into a ball and snoring.

Either her scent had diminished, or his nose had grown accustomed to her smell.

He put his hand on hers.

Her eyes snapped open. “No! Paul!”

“Shh, Beatrice. It’s only me.”

She blinked. “Mr. Fix It?”

He nodded. “I have to go now. I don’t want Beatrice to follow me. I will look for Beatrice later. Okay?”

She grasped his hand. “No, please, Mr. Fix It. You’ll get hurt. Stay with Beatrice. I can’t lose you again, Paul!”

He smiled. “I’m not Paul. Does Beatrice remember? I’m Mr. Fix It.”

“Mr. Fix It. Yeah, Beatrice remembers you.”

He stood up. “When I come back? I’d like to talk to Beatrice about ‘Paul’. Would Beatrice like that?”

She nodded. “Only a little. Beatrice can’t talk about Paul very much.”

“Because it makes Beatrice sad?”

She nodded again.

He nodded as well. “Beatrice will only have to talk about Paul as long as Beatrice wants, not one second more.” He smiled. “I’ll be back.”

She didn’t look convinced.

He turned away and prayed she would not follow.

Oh, Richard, what the hell are you doing? He asked himself. The men at the edge of the park were young and strong, and he felt old and weak.

“If this is your plan? I’d appreciate a sign,” Father Miller mumbled in the dark as he walked past the derelicts and the addicts sleeping beneath the stars.

The homeless were giving the gang members a wide berth. It was like a bacterial culture in a petri dish avoiding the area where an antibiotic had been applied.

He stepped across the homeless perimeter.

He wasn’t looking at the gang members.

He was looking at the front door of the mission one-hundred yards ahead.

“Where you think you’re going, old man?” A voice called.

Father Miller didn’t stop walking.

The gang members were beginning to shift positions to stand between him and the mission.

He did not slow down.

Creak. Creak. Creak.

He did not have to look behind him to know the sound: a shopping cart with one recently repaired rear wheel. “Beatrice, go back.”

“Come back with Beatrice, Mr. Fix It! Please!”

“Better listen to your bitch, motherfucker,” a gang member yelled, and they all began to laugh.

“Don’t call her that.”

“I do whatever I want, cocksucker,” the man replied. He was walking away from the group. Over six feet tall wearing a white sleeveless t-shirt, blond greasy hair down to his shoulders.

He flicked open a switchblade.

Beatrice was beside him, the boxcutter in her hand, tiny blade extended. “Stay back! If you hurt Mr. Fix It? Beatrice will cut you! Beatrice will fucking kill you motherfuckers!”

More of the men were in motion now.

“Beatrice? Put the weapon away.”

“Yeah, you old whore,” the tall gang member said. “I’ll fuck you with that boxcutter.”

“It’d feel better than your tiny little cock, I bet,” Beatrice spat.

For a big man, he moved fast. He was on them in a second.

He grabbed Beatrice’s wrist and twisted.

She screamed, dropping the boxcutter.

Then Father Richard Miller threw a left jab that rocked the tall man’s head back, shattering his nose in a spray of crimson. He followed it up with a body blow that sent the far younger man crumpling to the grass.

He pulled Beatrice behind him. “Now we’re going through to the mission. Stand aside.”

Knives appeared in every hand.

The tall man was trying to stand up.

The gang moved forward as one.

“Beatrice, run!” Father Miller said.

A voice, high but strong screamed out behind him. “How dare you block the Temple of Adam!”

The woman walked past him in stiletto heels and a latex dress.

She towered over Father Miller.

The girl from the bar!

She put herself between Father Miller, Beatrice, and the gang.

“All who seek Adam shall find him. Totes everybody!”

She clenched her fists and Father Miller could hear her bones grind.

The gang stopped. They stared up at her.

The tall man Father Miller had beaten to the ground struggled to his feet. “Kill that bimbo!”

She pointed at them and smiled. “I’m a lover, not a fighter… but tonight I’m gonna teach you boys a lesson. ‘Gonna hurt.”

They thought they were far enough back to be out of her reach.

Father Miller thought that as well.

But when she did a spinning back kick? The impossibly long legs found them all, sent them cartwheeling away with screams, sprays of blood from noses and mouths, and muffled curses.

“Stay back behind me,” the girl told Father Miller in a high-pitched, bubblegum-sweet voice.

Father Miller was trying not to look, but the skirt had ridden up and her crotch was clearly displayed, pantiless and shaved.

A gold ring dangled from her clitoris.

One of the gang got up and rushed her with his knife out.

She caught his wrist in her left hand and yanked down.

There was a sound like sticks breaking.

The man dropped the knife. His right, lower arm was bent ninety degrees at the middle of his forearm, both bones snapped in two.

He looked at it in disbelief.

Then the girl snap-kicked him in the groin and he screamed, falling to the ground. He fell on the broken arm and screamed even louder.

The other men were hesitant to stand up from where they had fallen.

She turned her head slowly, glaring at them. “I can break arms and legs all night long: Whore Caste says its okay to break ‘em if I think there’s danger, and I believe the living god Adam would totes approve too.” She put her fists on her wide hips and smiled the sweetest, most terrifying smile Father Miller had ever seen. “Which one of you little bitches wants to go next?”

They began backing away, not rising to their feet until they were far enough back to avoid punches and kicks.

Two of them dragged the punk with the broken arm and crushed balls away.

One of the men yelled when they reached the street. “This ain’t over. Next time? We’ll have guns, slut.”

“Next time? Next time, I’ll have Whoremasters and White Witches with me. Attitude adjustments all around. A lot of you boys will get intimately in touch with your feminine sides. And, make sure to relay this to your bosses: we’ll come for them when we finish with you. Now… fuck off.”

The men ran off down 176th.

The girl turned to Father Miller and Beatrice. “Is everybody okay? No ouchies?” Her eyes were huge, and empathy poured off her in waves.

Father Miller put his hand on Beatrice’s shoulder. “Is Beatrice okay?”

“Beatrice’s arm hurts a little.”

The girl looked at her. “Who’s Beatrice?”

Father Miller smiled. “She is. It’s complicated.”

She held out her hand. “My name is Prissy Pussy. I’m a member of Whore Caste, designation Street Whore. I’m sorry if I frightened you. I can be scary sometimes, but I would never, ever hurt either of you. I only hurt bad people.”

He took her warm hand in his. “Prissy Pu…?” He couldn’t bring himself to say her last name.

“And you’re Father Richard Miller, Catholic priest.”

Beatrice shook her head. “No, this is Mr. Fix It.”

Prissy stared at her.

“Um, yes,” Father Miller said with a smile. “Again, it’s complicated. Am I to understand you are a follower of Adam?”

Prissy looked both ways conspiratorially. “I am, but you gotta be careful saying that because I’m not supposed to tell people that. Sometimes though? We have to be strong and yell it out loud.”

Father Miller smiled and nodded. “I’m familiar with the feeling.”

She shrugged. “Excuse me. This is one of those times.” She stepped around Father Miller.

He turned and looked behind him.

All over the park, the homeless had awakened from their sleep.

They had been watching the battle.

Prissy pointed behind her at the mission. “That is the Temple of Adam. All are welcome, no matter what oogy things you’ve done? You’re welcome there. All of you. When I report back? The followers of Adam are going to make sure no one ever blocks your way again.”

***


Lower Manhattan

Helen and Adam had every intention of going slow.

That resolve lasted two minutes into the ride back to the mission.

Helen was straddling him in the back seat, her lips on his, their tongues entwined.

“You folks still want to go to the mission?” The driver asked from the front seat.

Adam held up his hand. “Mmph… no. Helen do you have an apartment?”

“No,” she kissed him hard. “No, I sold my house to fund the mission.”

“I thought… mmph… you just slept at the mission because you were too tired to… oh, fuck… go home at night?” Adam moaned.

“Mmm, no… I live there same as you. Hotel!” She turned her head and looked at the driver. “Nearest hotel. Three star and above… fuck it! Four star. I still have some cash in my account.”

Adam laughed and kissed her again.

“Look, I really don’t wanna have to clean up those backseats again tonight, okay? Keep your privates off my upholstery?”

Adam frowned. “Did he say ‘again’?”

Helen’s eyes flashed. “All my juices are on the front of his pants, but if he shoots in his jeans? It just might leak through, sorry, pal.” She laughed.

“I never shoot in my jeans,” Adam said.

She wiggled her hips and ground her crotch against him. “Oh, I can make you.” She leaned close. “I have not fucked a man in three years. I am going to make you scream.”

Adam laughed. “Three years?”

“I’m extraordinarily picky and unbelievably horny.”

“I see that.”

The town car pulled up to the curb. “Ain’t the Ritz but I want you two out of my car. Beat it.”

Helen tossed some bills at him. “Don’t have to beat on it anymore.” She looked at Adam. “God, please make me cum.”

***

They made out at the reception desk.

They made out in the elevator.

They made out in the hall leading to the room.

Helen almost tore her dress trying to take it off.

“Shh, slow down,” Adam said.

“Don’t want to slow down. I need you to fuck me.” She was trying like mad to get hold of the zipper behind her back.

Adam pulled her into his arms.

He eased the zipper down.

She melted against him in black lace lingerie and sheer black stockings.

Adam held her buttocks and pressed himself against her.

Her eyes opened wide. “I’m a doctor. I know a lot about anatomy.”

“I know you do.”

“I feel your hips. I feel both femurs… those are your thigh bones.”

“I know what a femur is, Doc.”

She smiled. “Yeah, well, there’s a third bone. Thicker than my femur. About as long as my thigh from what I can tell?” She ran her hand down the inside left thigh of his khakis. “Mother of God.”

“Don’t be afraid,” Adam said.

“Oh, I’m scared but not scared enough to stop.”

“I won’t hurt you.”

“I’m okay with you hurting me a little. Maybe a lot.” She untucked his shirt and pulled it over his head. “Oh!” She ran her hands over his muscular chest. “In clothes you don’t look this ripped. You workout with Schwarzenegger or something?”

He blushed and shook his head. “Genetic.”

“I see.” She bit her lip. “I want to lick your muscles.”

He laughed. “Do you always narrate everything you do?”

“Only when I’m nervous and horny. I need a new word: Horvous? Nervorny?”

He shook his head. “You had one glass of wine. You always get drunk on one glass of wine?”

“Only when I’m horvous. Yeah, I like horvous. It has ‘whore’ in it, and I feel like a total whore right now.”

“You’re not a whore. You’re kind of amazing.”

“Fuck me. I mean it. Fuck me like a horvous whore.”

He lifted her up and she squealed. He laid her down on the bed and kissed his way down her narrow stomach.

“You’re going to. You’re going to go down, aren’t you? You’re going to eat me like a starving man. Fuck yes!”

He reached up and laid his index finger across her lips. “Shh. If you don’t stop talking? I’m going to put something in your mouth to keep you quiet.”

She broke into nervous giggles.

He kissed the inside of her thighs.

Her pussy was shaved to a thin vertical blonde strip under the lace panties.

“I can’t be quiet if you’re going to do that.”

“Fine.” He pulled the crotch aside. “Then scream a little for me.” He ran his tongue up her slit and moved it side to side on her thickening clit.

Helen did scream, closing her thighs on his head and squeezing. She mashed her pussy against his face.

He ran his hands up her sides gently, stroking her her ribs with his fingertips as he used his mouth and tongue to pleasure her.

She began to thrash violently, and Adam smiled when her pussy began to throb and clench.

Helen wasn’t screaming, just mumbling and whining as she came.

Her hands pulled at his hair. “Can’t… can’t do that again yet… please?”

He kissed her pussy lips gently, then he kissed his way up the landing strip of pubic hair.

Adam rose up on his hands.

“You’re really pretty,” she said.

He laughed and shook his head.

“No, you are. Like a Roman statue or something. Like Zeus or Apollo…”

“They were Greek…”

“You know what I fucking mean, you asshole,” she giggled. She looked at his stomach. “You going to take off those khakis?”

He sighed.

“I’m not afraid, Adam.”

“You should be,” he mumbled.

“I’ve had experience with men who are smaller than normal, so… same concept just reversed, right?”

He shook his head.

“I mean, we’re talking what? Ten inches?”

Adam bit his lower lip.

“More? Twelve?”

Adam looked at the wall. “I think I should just show you. Just… I’ve never hurt any woman I had sex with. I promise. I won’t hurt you, okay?” He unbuttoned the khakis and pushed them down.

He wasn’t wearing underwear - none of them he could find were big enough.

Helen stared at him. She turned her head sideways.

Adam shrugged. “So, say something.”

She took a deep breath. “As a doctor? I don’t think that could possibly get hard because you would pass out from lack of oxygen to the brain.” She looked at him with a serious look. “It’s enormous. I mean, you’re in like the top 1/100th of 1 percent. No, no, that’s bullshit - there has never been a human being as big as you. Oral sex is completely out of the question and if you even hint at anal sex? I will have a stroke and die on the spot.”

He laughed and shook his head as he lay down on the bed beside her.

“Your other girlfriend? Could she manage…?”

“Can we not talk about her, please?”

“Sorry! Sorry, it’s just. Holy fuck, Adam.” She reached out and trailed her fingers down the thick-veined shaft.

His cock lurched against her hand.

“Jesus, it does get hard.”

He pulled her lips to his and kissed her, letting his tongue slide into her mouth.

“We’ll manage,” he whispered as their lips parted.

“Yes, we will,” she whispered back. She stroked his hard cock as best she could one-handed.

He rolled over on top of her.

“Okay, let’s slow down a little,” Helen laughed.

“You started this,” he laughed back.

“Did I? What was I thinking?” She started to lower her lips to the engorged head.

He held her back. “You… shouldn’t…”

“What? I just want to taste you.”

“Eventually just not yet.”

He nudged her thighs apart.

Adam grasped his cock at the base.

“Oh, okay, we’re doing this? Condom?” She asked.

He shook his head. “I’ve tried. The biggest ones just break.”

“Fuck.”

“Yeah.”

He held the head of his cock just above the glistening lips of her very wet pussy.

“The doctor in me wants to know if you have any STDs or if you’ve had sex with anyone with an STD in the last year?”

“I don’t have any STDs, Helen.”

“How do you know?”

“I can’t get sick.”

She narrowed her eyes. “What does that mean exactly?”

“You said no human being has ever been as big as me down there?”

“Yeah?”

“No human being has.”

“What does that… Oh, sweet fuck!!”

Adam stopped her in mid-sentence by pressing the apple-sized head of his cock against her pussy and pushing three inches inside.

“Motherfucker! Motherfucker!”

“You kiss your mother with that mouth?”

“Shut up! That’s the size of a baby’s head, you… AIGGH!”

He smiled at her with eight inches inside and that was as far as he was going to go. “Shh, now. Shh.”

Helen was thrashing her head from side to side and babbling.

“That’s it. That’s it. That’s all I’m putting inside you. Just lay here with me and let your body relax.”

“Unnh, unnh! Don’t move! Jesus, I’ll die!”

He laughed. “You won’t. I won’t hurt you. I told you.”

“Trusting you… trusting… oh, fuck, I’m so full, Adam!” She was beginning to smile.

“So tight. Like a glove. Relax.”

She nodded, eyes closed, still thrashing her head from side to side.

He eased back and her eyes popped open. “No, no! I’m not ready.”

“Yes, you are.” He pulled back so the head was all that was inside her, then he thrust forward slowly.

She screamed, eyes bulging.

Back and forth, back and forth, he began to fuck her, slowing to a stop when he felt her cervix press against the tip of his cock.

“Fuck, fuck, fuck!”

He leaned over and kissed her, and she bit his lip playfully.

He laughed and fucked her faster.

“Nnn! NNN!”

“What?”

“I’m cumm…” Her pussy contracted violently, and she screamed.

Then she passed out beneath him.

***

“You should not allow them to block Adam’s Temple like that,” Prissy said.

The tall African American man who let them inside the mission had identified himself as T. J. “Adam’s Temple? Young lady, this is the David Pritchard Memorial Mission.”

She pouted. “Well, yeah, but…”

The pretty nurse, Luisa, smiled up at her. “Yes, but, you are correct: Adam does work here.”

“This Adam is the Angel of 176th Street?” Beatrice whispered to Father Miller. She was clutching the handle of her shopping cart in the foyer of the mission - T. J. and Father Miller had struggled to lift it up the steps a few minutes earlier, then Prissy had simply picked it up and carried it alone as a normal person would have lifted a laundry basket.

“I suppose he is,” Father Miller whispered back to Beatrice.

“Beatrice doesn’t want to meet him, Mr. Fix It. You promised Beatrice.”

He took her hand. “Beatrice doesn’t have to meet him. I’ll keep my promise.”

“Beatrice thanks you.”

T. J. was looking back and forth between Father Miller and Beatrice. “Who’s Beatrice?”

Father Miller stepped back a little behind Beatrice and pointed at her.

“Oh! Oh, I see,” T. J. said. “I’m very pleased to meet Beatrice.”

“Beatrice thinks likewise.”

He held out his hand to Father Miller. “And you are?”

Father Miller started to answer.

“This is Mr. Fix It. He can fix anything.”

Father Miller laughed.

“No,” Prissy said. “He’s Fa…”

“Richard! Richard Miller,” Father Miller said hastily.

“Nice to meet you, Richard.”

T. J. looked up at the towering brunette. “And, your name is?”

“I’m Prissy Pu…”

“Priscilla. Her name is Priscilla,” Father Miller interrupted.

***

“I don’t understand,” Prissy said as she and Father Miller accompanied Beatrice and her squeaky cart into the huge room where people slept communally on cots. “How come you didn’t tell them you’re a priest?”

“Well, Prissy, I’m on a mission from God. Sometimes its better not to be too conspicuous.”

She grinned ear to ear. “That’s why you didn’t want me to tell them my name is ‘Prissy Pussy’. I’m on a mission from my god too!”

He smiled. “Exactly. I think both of us are on very important missions. Have to keep on our toes.”

She nodded. “When you have a minute? I’d like to get the opinion of a Catholic priest on Martin Luther and the Reformation.”

He laughed. “As a Catholic priest, officially I’m against it, but I think it all worked out well in the end.”

She smiled her dazzling smile.

Beatrice stopped by an empty cot. She sat down on the floor. “Mr. Fix It? You can sleep on the cot. Beatrice will sleep on the floor.”

“Nonsense,” Father Miller said.

“No, no, Beatrice can’t sleep on a cot - too soft.” She curled up in a ball on the hardwood floor.

“I think she is very sad,” Prissy whispered. “She’s so sad it makes me want to cry.”

Father Miller reached over and took Prissy’s hand. “My child? I’ve been on the verge of tears since the moment I met her.”

***

“That’s never happened to me before,” Helen whispered in the dark room. She was snuggled in Adam’s arms.

“Isn’t that supposed to be my line?”

She giggled. “You weren’t the one who passed out.”

He kissed her forehead. “It’s a lot…”

“Tell me about it. Felt like having a baby in reverse… not that I have.”

“I was trying to say: It’s a lot to process.”

“Oh, that too. I mean, I’ve been hot for you for a very long time.”

He was silent.

She stared at him. “Yeah, I know, you were otherwise involved.”

“That’s over. I can’t be with her.”

“Dangerously close to feeling like the consolation prize.”

He rolled over on top of her. “Dr. Helen Pritchard, you are a lot of very wonderful things, but you are definitely not a fucking consolation prize.”

“I’m about to scare the shit out of you. Think you can handle it?” Helen whispered.

“Umm, probably not but go ahead.”

She held up her index finger and thumb, holding the tips of both fingers very close together. “I’m this far from falling in love with you. I’ve lost a lot in my life, Adam. David was everything to me. People say that kind of thing and don’t mean it but… I mean it, Adam.”

“I know.” He stroked her hair.

“I’m strong. I’ve survived without the other half of me. Not a lot of people can do that. But I have. So, I’m probably going to fall in love with you. If Miss Perfect comes back into your life at some point and I lose? I’ll still be standing. Understand what I’m saying?”

He grinned. “That you’re one tough lady? I get it.”

“Good. The next time we fuck…”

“Make love…”

“You’re such a girl, Adam. You literally fucked my brains out. That was not making love - that was gonzo porn fucking.”

“Not even close. It’s going to get more intense.”

She looked at him wide-eyed. “Anyway… what I was trying to say was the next time we fuck? I will stay awake.”

“We’ll see.”

She laughed.

***

Father Miller got up before dawn.

The smell of this communal sleeping area was not pleasant.

But what it represented was quite pleasant: hope. It represented hope. The homeless in this mission slept peacefully. Their bellies were full. They were out of the elements and away from the urban predators that permeated this concrete jungle.

He got off the cot.

Beatrice was still sleeping beside it.

He reached down and slid his arms underneath her.

He raised her with a strength he wasn’t sure he possessed, and he laid her gently on the cot.

Her brow was knitted as she slept.

Beatrice was very sad indeed. It would take time and patience to dig though the layers of pain and find its core. But, Father Richard Miller was resolved of one thing: if he could not unravel the mystery of Adam, the Angel of 176th Street? He would unravel the enigma that was Beatrice.

He looked around briefly for Prissy, but she was nowhere to be found.

There was a brewing coffee pot in the small commissary off the cot room. He followed the aroma to its source.

There was a young man drinking coffee there.

“Is it fresh?” Father Miller asked.

“It is. I made it when I got in,” the young man said. He smiled. “I don’t think I’ve seen you here before.”

“Richard. Richard Miller,” Father Miller said as he poured himself a cup of coffee.

“Pleased to meet you, Richard. My name is Adam.”

***


Villa Calista

Outside Havana

Theocratic Republic of Cuba

This was supposed to be the happiest time of Amber Jones nee Christopher’s life. Two days ago, she had become Mrs. Kevin Jones. One day ago, they arrived in Cuba for their honeymoon.

For the last twelve hours, they had endured unspeakable torture at the hands of a mad woman.

Mother Superior Calista smiled down at her as she trailed her dagger up the inside of Amber’s thigh.

“Leave her alone!” Kevin screamed through his cut and swollen lips.

He and Amber were tied to beds, side by side in the basement.

Calista turned her cold, black, demonic eyes toward Amber’s husband. “Your marriage is a blasphemy in the eyes of the Church of Morpheus, a blasphemy in the eyes of the one true god: Morpheus. You must be punished, cleansed. What better way than to remove the small piece of skin that gives her sexual pleasure?”

Amber sobbed and cried as the blade inched higher.

“Mother Superior?” A nun whispered behind her.

Calista raised her head, her mane of golden hair falling across her shoulders. “What is it? You know I don’t like to be disturbed.”

“Upstairs, Mother Superior. Mother Superior Hecate along with Sister herself…”

Calista turned away from the couple and handed her knife to the nun. “Here? To see me?”

“Yes, Mother Superior,” the nun whispered as she took the knife from Calista.

***

“The woman is a maniac,” Hecate whispered.

“Maniacs have their purpose,” Sister replied without looking.

They stood together in the opulent foyer. Calista’s villa was just as elegant as the woman herself was insane.

“This creature would take pleasure in removing the wings from flies,” Hecate hissed. She had tried without success to have Sister agree to lobotomize Calista on several occasions.

“Sociopaths such as Calista can be useful. In this case, I can think of no person better suited to the task at hand.” Sister smiled wryly. “Besides, Hecate, you should look in the mirror more often. Your own cold-blooded nature is barely a tick less intense.”

“She is a pervert. She seeks out the basest of human depravities to feed that perversion.”

Sister laughed. “You sound more and more like your pet White Witch, Cathy Greene, every day.”

Hecate swallowed and looked away.

“Sister, Mother Superior Hecate,” Calista said as she walked into the foyer.

Hecate saw her hands were stained red with blood as Calista went to one knee.

“Rise, Mother Superior,” Sister said.

Calista stood up and smiled. “To what do I owe this honor?”

“I will come straight to the point,” Sister said. “The Catholics have sent a priest to Manhattan. I believe they are close to finding the heretic Adam, if they haven’t found him already.”

“The false god?! They have found the false god?”

Sister nodded. “According to our spies in the Vatican and in Manhattan? The likelihood is high.”

“What can I do to help, Sister?”

“You will travel via quadcopter to international airspace just outside Manhattan. Our agents are working to find this priest or one of his comrades. When they find them? You will enter Manhattan and conduct the interrogation. It is vital we determine the location of the heretic as quickly as possible.”

Calista smiled. “I will gladly serve, Sister. Glory to Morpheus.”

Hecate gritted her teeth. “This operation will require finesse and stealth, Calista. Manhattan is under the control of Mistress Marapova. Once she learns of our incursion, she will come for you.”

Calista raised an eyebrow. “Then I will deal with her.”

Hecate stared at her for a moment.

Then she burst out laughing. “Then you are a fool.”

Calista’s eyes narrowed and Hecate could have sworn the psychotic growled under her breath.

Hecate continued. “When Mistress Marapova comes for you? You will run. You will do everything in your power to evade capture… try to stay alive. It will be a monumental task.”

Calista opened her mouth to speak but Sister raised her hand to stop her.

“Never forget: Marapova is a ‘di Morpheus’ - your mental powers will have no effect on her. She is immensely strong and agile. If you face Marapova? You will die, Calista,” Sister said.

“Then I will die praising the name of Morpheus,” Calista whispered.

“Feel free,” Hecate said. “However, your goal is to evade Marapova and determine the location of Adam. We will handle things from there. Are we clear, Mother Superior?”

“Of course.”

Sister nodded and looked at Hecate. “If you will excuse us, Hecate? I would like to bless the Mother Superior.”

Hecate stared at her. What was Sister up to?

Sister looked at her expectantly.

Hecate bowed her head. “As you wish, Sister.”

She turned to leave.

***

Once Hecate left, Sister turned to Calista. “She doesn’t like you.”

Calista smiled. “If I may, Sister? Hecate is too enmeshed with Whore Caste. It has softened her.”

Sister smiled. “If you may? You may not.  Hecate is the heart of our army. She is my most trusted lieutenant and the greatest general I have ever known. Hecate will lead us to victory against mankind. I have every confidence in her. Morpheus himself has sent her to us. Do we understand one another?”

Calista lowered her head. “I meant no disrespect, Sister. Surely you know best.”

“I do. Hecate is a general, a planner. A strategist; however… this situation is a crisis of faith, not of military strategy. I need a devout follower of Morpheus to carry out this mission.”

Calista nodded slowly.

“Now,” Sister said. “Hecate has outlined the first part of your mission.” She stepped forward and stared into Calista’s eyes. “Listen closely to the second part…”

***

Hecate stood outside the villa and paced.

She didn’t know what Sister was planning but she had the overwhelming feeling that, whatever it was? It was a mistake.

A mistake so significant Sister knew Hecate would oppose it vehemently.

“I love you,” a low voice said nearby.

“Kevin, we’re going to die here,” a woman said.

Hecate walked toward the side of the villa. There were basement windows set in the stucco and one of them was open exposing a screen.

“If we die? I want you to know: I love you. I love you more than anything else. I don’t regret anything,” the man said.

“I love you too. I’m sorry I ever suggested this damned island.”

“Hecate?” Sister called out.

Hecate turned toward the front of the house to see Sister and Calista walking toward the car.

“We will escort Calista to the airport,” Hecate said.

Hecate nodded. “Just a moment.” She waited till they were inside the car.

Was she becoming soft? Was Cathy having this effect on her?

She turned away from the car and pulled out her cellphone. “Cathy?” she said. “Villa Calista on the beach road. Do you know it?”

***


Upper Manhattan

David Pritchard Memorial Mission

Commissary

Adam was nothing like Father Richard Miller was expecting. He wasn’t a giant with a face made to be sculpted by Michelangelo.

He was just a boy.

“You look confused, Richard,” Adam said as he sat across from Richard sipping a cup of coffee. There appeared to be a great deal of cream in the cup and a massive amount of sugar.

Father Miller’s was black. “I… Well, I wasn’t expecting the ‘Angel of 176th Street’ to be so young.”

Adam laughed. “What part of England are you from?”

“Brighton.”

“Well, I wasn’t expecting to meet a homeless person from Brighton this morning, either,” he leaned back in his chair and held out his hands. “And, as for the ‘Angel of 176th Street’?” He looked around. “This is the angel, Richard. I’m just part of the machine.”

Richard nodded. He wasn’t expecting any of this. He certainly wasn’t expecting modesty. “You’re doing good work here. All of you. I’ve seen it.”

“Enough to go back and tell your superiors in Rome we’re not the devil?”

Richard’s eyes grew wide. He had said nothing about who he was.

“Relax, Father Miller. I can’t help but read your mind. Sometimes I wish I couldn’t. I know who you are and why you’re here…”

Father Miller laughed. “If you knew I was from Brighton, why did you ask?”

Adam smiled. “Because that was me being polite.”

“And are you sometimes unpolite, Adam?”

“I have my moments.”

“Is that why many of my brethren have failed to report back?”

Adam frowned. He stared at Father Miller. Then he leaned back.

“You read my mind again,” Father Miller said. A statement, not a question.

“I did. I apologize.” Adam looked deep in thought. “Father, you have my word: I have never caused harm to anyone in your Church. I attack three groups of people who come here seeking me out: agents of the Church of Morpheus, agents of Mistress Maria Anastasia Marapova, and United States Government agents. No one else.”

“I see. And the nature of these attacks?”

“For Marapova’s people and the feds? I make them forget and send them home. As for the Church of Morpheus people? I’m a little less forgiving.”

“You haven’t stopped anyone from the Catholic Church?”

“No, I have not. Do you believe me?”

“I do. Is that part of your power? Can you make me believe you?”

Adam nodded. “I could… yes. I’m not. You’ll just have to trust me on that.”

“Then who…?”

“My bet would be Marapova’s people if they return… changed. If they’ve been physically harmed? Most likely the Church of Morpheus or, possibly, the drug gangs blocking the entrance. I didn’t know they were there. I apologize. I’ll make sure the gangs don’t hurt anyone again.”

Father Miller nodded. “Can I ask you some questions?”

“Yes. That is what you came here for, isn’t it?”

“Are you Jesus Christ?”

Adam laughed. “People keep asking me that. I’m not, Father.”

“Do your powers come from God or the devil?”

Adam shook his head and shrugged. “Your guess is as good as mine. I was never particularly religious. But I don’t worship Satan.”

“You honestly don’t know where your powers come from?”

“I honestly don’t.”

“What do you want?”

“I’m sorry?”

“What do you want, Adam? Do you want to save the world? Do you want to rule it?”

“I… I don’t want anything. I just… I want to save these people here. The people in this mission. I want to help them. Other than that? I want to live a normal life.” He sighed. “As normal a life as I can lead.”

“You don’t want power. You don’t want to be worshipped?”

“God, no. I’d love to be anonymous. You have no idea what it’s like. I want to help people but… they can’t just let me do that for them. They’re looking for something more.”

“Salvation,” Father Miller said. “They want a savior.”

“They do. I’m not it.”

Father Miller nodded and sat back. He sipped his coffee. He came here expecting a demigod or the Second Coming. Instead, he found a boy who was praying for a cup to pass from his lips.

Not a wizened sage on a mountaintop, no. Father Miller had found yet another lost sheep.

***

They came back, Prissy thought. The motherfuckers actually came back.

She stood in the cold light of dawn in the park and looked toward the mission. Fog rolled in and she could only see a hundred feet in any direction. There must have been over a hundred gang members standing at the edge of the park.

“That’s her!” A man yelled. His arm was in a cast.

One of the arms she broke last night.

“I told you to go away!” Prissy yelled at the men.

Weapons started to appear.

Not knives like last night: pistols, shotguns, even rifles.

Prissy could hear voices murmuring from the fog behind her. She turned toward the sound of the homeless who were stirring from their slumber in the park. “Everybody up! Move back!”

She turned back toward the gang.

This was the problem with being a bimbo - even after she kicked everybody’s ass? Still no respect.

“Them tits are a big ol’ target,” one of the men said and the others laughed.

“Ain’t never shot a bitch that pretty before.”

“You’re not shooting anybody,” a voice called out behind her.

Shapes moved in the fog.

Tall shapes.

Dozens of shapes.

“Who the fuck are they?”

“Piss yourselves,” a sultry voice said from the fog.

And they did. Every last one of the gang members grabbed at their crotches because they were pissing in their jeans.

“That smells like fear,” a deep male voice said. “I can work with that.”

Whoremasters and white witches walked up behind Prissy.

A huge hand swallowed hers.

“Behind me, honey,” a whoremaster said.

Prissy stepped behind the whoremaster.

There was a white witch with each whoremaster, standing close.

“Hey, Zeke, what the fuck do we do?” One of the pants pissers asked.

A tall man near the center of the gang raised his rifle. “Let’s find out if these fuckers are bullet proof.”

Prissy winced as a shot rang out.

Normal eyes couldn’t follow the path.

Transformed eyes could.

The bullet headed toward the whoremaster Prissy stood behind.

The white witch beside him, a towering blonde in a white latex pantsuit, waved her hand to the right.

The bullet curved, then its path bent downward.

The bullet kicked up sod as it buried under the ground to Prissy’s right.

“Naughty boys,” the white witch said. She held out her hands. She pointed with her index fingers toward the gang.

Then she pointed the tip of her left index finger at her right and vice versa.

The gang members jerked like puppets on strings.

They pointed their guns at each other.

“The fuck!”

“Stand down, asshole.”

“You stand down, I can’t move!”

The blonde white witch laughed. “Boys and their metal penises. Silly boys, we can give you big cocks of your own to masturbate with. Or else, well… suck.”

The men moved jerkily toward each other.

They sucked the gun barrels of the men beside them into their mouths.

***

“Holy fuck, Adam,” T. J. said as he ran into the commissary. “You gotta see this! I’ve never seen anything like… Come on!”

Father Miller and Adam ran out of the commissary after T. J. He stopped at the front door and opened it.

Across the street in the fog shrouded park were at least a hundred armed men.

They were sucking each other’s gun barrels.

***

The white witches advanced.

They moved through the terrified men.

Prissy watched as the big blonde walked up to two men.

“You boys don’t want to do that, do you?” The blonde white witch breathed.

They shook their heads and mumbled the word ‘no’ around their gun barrel filled mouths.

“I thought not.” She caressed their faces and their eyes relaxed. “Put those silly things down.”

They pulled their lips from the barrels and laid their weapons on the ground

She ran her fingers through their hair. “This isn’t a life, is it? Do you really want to live like this? Hurting people, selling poison? You can be more than that, can’t you?”

They looked at her, longing in their eyes. They nodded.

The white witch smiled. “There’s a magical place. It’s called the Red Zone. You know where that is, don’t you?”

They nodded again.

“You need to go there right now. You need to find a clinic - there are lots of them in the Red Zone.” She leaned close and the men’s wet jeans tented with erections. Their eyes danced over her body, lingering on the lips, the huge breasts, the full hips. She smiled. “Tell the people at the clinic your deepest desire. They make dreams come true there.” She laughed and Prissy was fairly certain one of the men came in his pants. “You won’t have to play with silly metal cocks anymore. You can be better. Go on now.”

Similar scenes played out across the park. Gang members would drop their guns, listen intently to a white witch. Then they would smile and run off toward the distant Red Zone.

The whoremasters picked up the guns and began twisting them into pretzels with their bare hands.

“Stop!” A voice called from the mission.

Prissy stepped out from behind a whore master.

Adam was crossing the street toward them.

She ran to the street and met him, throwing her arms around him. “I did it! I did what you asked me to do!” She waved over Adam’s shoulder at Father Miller who smiled from the stairs to the mission. “I did good, didn’t I?”

She leaned back and smiled at him.

Then she frowned. “Oh… oh, you don’t know who I am. Silly bimbo brain. You’re not the same Adam. I just seem like a wacko to you.”

Adam stopped. Then he smiled. He touched her face. “I… sent you here?”

She nodded.

“Prissy, right?”

Her eyes lit up. “Prissy Pussy at your service, Adam!”

***

Adam took Prissy’s hand. Time travel was fucking confusing. If older him sent her, there must have been a good reason.

He looked out at the whoremasters and white witches.

They dropped to their knees.

The gang members were all running away.

The weapons were now a mass modern art sculpture near the edge of the park.

“Stand up! Don’t worship me!” Adam said. He pointed after the fleeing gang members. “What did you do to them? What… what is my commandment?”

The blonde white witch ran to him. “No! No, we didn’t make them do anything except go to the Red Zone! We told them to go to a clinic and tell them their heart’s desire. If they want to be one of us, they can. But, if not? They can just go home. We wouldn’t disobey you. We love you.”

“We follow you,” a whoremaster said as he stood up.

“We all follow you,” the white witches and whoremasters said as they smiled toward him.

Adam staggered back.

Prissy held onto his hand and steadied him. “I brought them here. They’re going to work in shifts to make sure the gangs don’t block the mission ever again.”

“But, Marapova?” Adam whispered.

“She’ll never know. We’re good at keeping her from knowing things she shouldn’t - at least not yet. She’s not a god, just very nearly so,” Prissy whispered.

Adam took a deep breath.

He looked out over the crowd of Whore Caste.

The fog was clearing.

Behind them he could see the homeless, coming closer.

The Whore Caste came to him.

***

“What’s happening, Mr. Fix It?” Beatrice asked as she walked up beside Father Miller on the steps.

“Well, does Beatrice see that young man in the leather jacket down there?”

“Yes, Beatrice sees him.”

“That is the Angel of 176th Street.”

Beatrice shrank back. “Beatrice is afraid.”

“Shh, shh,” Father Miller soothed. “Beatrice doesn’t have anything to fear from that young man. He would not harm a hair on her head, I promise Beatrice. Can’t you see? He’s the one who’s afraid.”

Beatrice leaned her head on Father Miller’s shoulder. “Why, Mr. Fix It?”

“Because he didn’t fully comprehend the mess he was in until now. Not fully. Heavy is the head that wears the crown, Beatrice. Heavy indeed.”

***

Adam walked back to the mission still holding Prissy’s hand.

She was beaming. She waved at Father Miller and Beatrice and Father Miller waved back.

Beatrice was trying to hide behind the priest.

Adam could feel waves of fear coming off her.

Behind him, most of the whoremasters and white witches had left, leaving behind only a few to protect the park. They were trying to fit in and be inconspicuous… as much as nearly seven-foot-tall perfect human specimens could.

Adam looked up to see Helen Pritchard staring at him. She was confused, not only by what she had just seen but by the Amazon princess in latex clutching his hand.

This would not require explanation.

There were some perks to having the power to control minds.

He walked up to Helen and turned to T. J. and Luisa. “Guys, can you come here a second? You too, father.”

Father Miller shook his head. “I’ll speak with you after you speak with them, if you don’t mind.”

He took the hands of his three friends one after another. “Everything is okay. People came and ran off the gang. The gang won’t be returning. As for the people who ran them off? Just ignore them. They’re friends. That’s all you need to know.”

Helen, T. J., and Luisa looked tired. They staggered back a little.

He took Helen’s hands. “And, as for my friend Prissy here? I love her like family… but I’m in love with you.”

Helen smiled slowly. She looked like she was sleepwalking.

Prissy frowned.

***

Father Miller walked down the steps and Beatrice dashed into the mission away from Adam.

Father Miller caught the frown on Prissy’s face. He needed to ask her about that, but first things first: Adam was walking down the steps toward him.

Father Miller held out his hand. “Before you do to me what you did to them? I’d like you to hear me out: Adam, I’m a priest. I’d like to be your priest, if you’d allow me?”

Adam sighed. “I don’t need anyone else worshipping me, much less becoming my priest.”

“You misunderstand, Adam. I worship God, not you. As much as I like you? And I do like you, you are not material for my worship.”

Adam laughed. “I’m… somehow offended and relieved at the same time.”

Father Miller laughed with him. “As a Catholic, I’m a big believer in the power of confession. When I say I want to be your priest, I mean I want to be your confessor, your confidant… I can’t do that if you erase my memory with your powers. Look into my mind if you doubt my intentions, I’m an open book.”

Adam shook his head. “I already know what kind of person you are, father. And I know your intentions. But… why do you want to be my confessor?”

“My son, I believe you are a young man in crisis. I also believe you are pivotal to the future of this world - a crisis for you is a crisis for the world itself. I’m not good for much, but I’m a good listener.”

Adam nodded. “Very well, father. I’ll take all the help I can get.” He looked toward the mission. “Your friend, father? The homeless woman?”

“Beatrice.”

“She’s afraid of me. Why?”

“Because, Adam, you take away pain. And I believe pain is the very core of her being. She’s afraid of losing it because… I think she’s afraid of becoming nothing at all.”

***

Adam went inside the mission.

The homeless were beginning to meander in from the park, their path no longer blocked by the gang.

Father Miller saw Prissy leaning against the side of the building at the top of the stairs.

Her big, watery eyes were now filled to overflowing with real tears.

“Prissy, what’s wrong?” Father Miller said as he walked up to her.

She sniffled. “What Adam said. It’s not right, father.”

“What wasn’t right?”

“When he told the doctor he loved her. That’s not right. He loves Sugar Tits.”

“Sugar Tits?”

Prissy nodded and wiped away tears. “Her name is Angela, but everybody calls her Sugar Tits, or just Sugar. Adam loves her. He loves her more than any man ever loved any woman. That’s his connection to us, all of us. It says so right in the book.”

“Book? What book?” Father Miller asked.

“The Book of Adam. I saw it once. It’s all pretty with sparkly glitter on it and everything. If Adam doesn’t love Sugar? Does that mean he doesn’t love the rest of us either?”

He took out a handkerchief and dried her eyes. “No, no. I’m sure he loves you, all of you.”

“Then he has to love Sugar, he just has to!” She bent over, her head resting on his shoulder as she sobbed.

Father Miller stroked her black hair. “There now, it’s alright. You’ll see. Prissy, sometimes men and women fall out of love, romantic love, but that doesn’t mean he loves you any less…”

She shook. “No, no we don’t fall out of love. We live forever and we love each other forever.”

Father Miller smiled. “That’s a lovely thought, but all people…”

“Die?” Prissy whispered. “Not us. We don’t. We live forever. We don’t get sick, we don’t get old… if we die? It’s because something awful happened.”

“That sounds magical,” he whispered.

“We don’t fall out of love, Father,” Prissy whispered. “That means Adam is either not one of us or… he’s hurting really bad right now. Either way? It makes me cry.”

***

T. J. separated the homeless now arriving from the park into two groups: those with immediate medical needs and those with more psychological needs.

The medical needs went to Helen and Luisa.

The psychologically needy went directly to Adam, and, much to T. J.’s joy, Father Miller. It was nice having a priest here. They were seeing twice as many people today as yesterday.

***

Father Miller took a step back and watched Adam as he laid on hands and spoke gently to addicts and alcoholics.

He was healing them.

When he reported back to the Vatican, he would have some stories to tell.

Not that they would listen to what he had to say.

He was fairly certain God had sent him here to bear witness, but he was increasingly convinced this witness was for Richard Miller himself, not a cadre of cardinals.

Just the Man upstairs’ way of saying: You’ve been looking for miracles, you cynical old priest? Well, here they are…

There was a lull in the queue of homeless.

Adam looked up at Father Miller with tired eyes.

Father Miller looked across the room at Prissy - the beautiful enchantress was no longer crying, but she still looked troubled.

He looked down at Adam. “These Whore Caste. They worship you.”

Adam rubbed his face with his hands. “Yes, they do.”

“Is it the miracles you create or something else that causes them to fall to their knees?”

Adam laughed. “It’s chemical.”

“Hmm?”

Adam sighed. “My… semen. They’ve all had a drop of it. For some reason, it restores their will. It makes them able to disobey the Church and the higher ups in Whore Caste.”

“Your semen does that? Interesting form of communion.”

Adam laughed out loud. “Yes. They have a doctor who refines it into its base and… one drop is all it takes.”

“It restores free will and obviously causes them to worship you. You must find that horrifying.”

He looked up. “Yes, I do.”

“It’s not easy. It couldn’t be. You’re… pretty much responsible for an entire species.”

“Exactly. I don’t want to be.”

Father Miller nodded. “I can understand that.” He turned and waved to Prissy.

She walked over. “You need me, Father?”

“I do, I do.” He sat down and took a sheet of notepaper from the pad he had been using to write notes about the patients. He scribbled on the paper and then folded it over. “Do you remember the young priest you saw me with in the bar?”

She gave a dazzling smile. “He was really totes cute!”

“Really? Don’t see it myself. Anyway, he’s going to be at the corner of 176th Street and Fort Washington Avenue at 6:00 PM. I need you to take this message to him. Think you can do that?”

She nodded quickly. “Sure I can!”

Father Miller looked at Adam. “I don’t want to risk calling him - if I’m right? I think the federal government, the Church of Morpheus, perhaps this Marapova woman may be monitoring calls to Father Jimmy, perhaps into the Diocese itself. It’s what I would do if I were looking for you.”

“Hadn’t thought of that,” Adam said.

“Jimmy’s probably about to burst from worry by this point.”

***


Villa Calista

Outside Havana

Theocratic Republic of Cuba

Sister Clarice stood in the villa kitchen and looked at the two bowls of soup on the tray.

Mother Superior Calista had left without a word, leaving her not knowing what to do with the two humans in the basement.

After eight hours without instruction? Clarice decided she needed to at least feed them.

She picked up the tray and headed out of the open kitchen toward the basement door.

Serving the Mother Superior was difficult to say the least. None of the… activities… the Mother Superior partook in were officially sanctioned by the Church. Torture, yes, but torture to some end - the torture of the two lovers in the basement seemed pointless.

Unless torture was the point.

This was, as they said, above her pay grade.

She was thinking about the philosophical ramifications of this statement when the back of a fist appeared out of nowhere and smashed into her mouth and nose.

The world went black as nose and lips exploded in a spray of crimson.

She landed on her back, unconscious, her latex nun’s habit soaked in vegetable soup.

If she had been awake, she would have seen the tall, brunette goddess in white latex who stood over her and recognized her as the White Witch Cumslut Cathy, consort of Mother Superior Hecate.

***

Cathy knelt over the collapsed nun and felt for a pulse. It beat regularly in the woman’s neck.

Cathy stood up and looked back into the living room.

The two Church Agents there were similarly incapacitated.

She reached for the basement door and found it locked.

She had no doubt the nun had the key on her.

However, Cathy didn’t need a key.

She twisted the knob and felt the mechanism grind and the metal within snap.

She smiled as the door swung open.

She descended the narrow stairs silently even though she was wearing seven-inch heels.

A man and woman, both naked, lay tied to steel bed frames equipped with bare mattresses.

Blood stained both beds.

The man raised his head. He was bruised and battered, one eye swollen shut and his lip purple and misshapen. “Don’t hurt her, please! Do whatever you want to me. Just not her. Have mercy on her, please!”

The woman was likewise battered and bloody.

Cathy choked back a sob. “N… No. No, it’s alright. It’s going to be alright. I’m here to help.” She knelt by the woman and untied the ropes that bit into her skin leaving them bloody and chafed.

As soon as the woman was untied, she rolled into a fetal position and cried.

Cathy turned to the man’s ropes.

Once he was free, he rolled off the bed and began flailing punches at Cathy. “You’re trying to trick us! I know you are!”

She deflected his blows gently. “No. No, I am not. I am here to bring you out of this place. I promise you.”

He swung again but collapsed, exhausted, into Cathy’s embrace.

She stood up, supporting him. Cathy steadied him on his feet, then she leaned over and scooped up the woman.

With the woman in her arms, she turned back to the man. “Hold onto me. We have to go upstairs. I have a car nearby. It’s going to be okay.”

Cathy carried the woman as the man followed her up the stairs.

If Cathy needed any more evidence to know Hecate was worth saving, worth loving? This was it. Hecate could have walked away, could have ignored the couple in the basement.

Instead, Hecate had called for help from the one person she knew would save them.

Mother Superior Calista was a psychopath.

And Cathy Greene di Hecate swore the bitch would pay.

***

Corner of 176th Street and Fort Washington Avenue

Manhattan

Father Jimmy sat in his car and stared at the steering wheel.

He liked the old priest, fool that the man was.

If he didn’t show up this evening, Jimmy would have no choice but to go to the bishop and explain how he had lost the Vatican’s envoy. They would not blame Jimmy - Father Miller wasn’t kidding when he said the Holy See despised him. The bishop had declared Father Miller a pestilence, though Jimmy had been admonished not to relate this to Father Richard Miller himself.

However, should Miller not be found? A head would have to roll, and it certainly wouldn’t be the bishop’s head.

It would be Jimmy’s.

He frowned as the sun set and thought: did the Diocese of New York hate Jimmy as much as the Church as a whole hated Father Miller? Was he assigned this job in the hope of solving two problems with one disappearance?

Oh, that’s some tin foil hat stuff right there.

Tap.

Jimmy almost jumped out of his skin at the sound of tapping on the passenger side glass.

Father Miller! Jimmy thought as he turned.

But it wasn’t him leaning down to look inside the car.

Huge eyes of blue, ruby red lips… and the deepest cleavage Jimmy had ever seen held in place by black latex strained almost to the breaking point.

The Whore Caste girl from the bar waved at him through the passenger window.

Jimmy rolled down the window.

“Hi!” The girl said with a giggle.

Behind her on the street, people were stopping and staring at her backside.

“You see that? Girl ain’t got on no panties…”

“Is that a wedding ring in her thing?”

Jimmy looked at the crowd in horror. “Get in the car!” He hit the unlock button and the woman in the rubber dress slid into the car, her latex encased butt squeaking across the leather seats.

She shut the passenger door.

Jimmy rolled up the window.

Then he just stared at her in horror. “Wh… What do you want?”

She smiled at him. “That’s a loaded question. I want peace on earth, I really wish the Library of Alexandria hadn’t been burned down…”

He frowned. “No, I mean what do you want with me? I warn you, if you’ve come to hurt me the way you’ve most likely hurt Father Miller? I will defend myself.”

She giggled. “You really couldn’t. My pheromones should be doing a number on you in this closed up car. Ya can’t hurt me and, in a second or two? You won’t want to.”

“What?”

She looked down at his lap. “There’s a party in your pants.”

Jimmy looked down at the front of his slacks.

They were tenting up.

He put both hands over the bulge.

“Don’t be embarrassed, Father Jimmy. It’s my pheromones causing that. I’ll bet it’s a nice cock.”

“How do you know my name?”

“Father Miller told me.” She held out her hand. “I’m Prissy Pussy and I’m on a mission from my god just like you and Father Miller are on a mission from yours.”

He stared at her hand.

She blinked. “It’s just my hand. You can touch it. There’s no magic in it.”

Jimmy reached out and took her warm hand.

“There see? No magic. Just a hand.”

Jimmy swallowed hard looking into her eyes.

Her smile faltered for a moment as she stared back.

Jimmy let go of her hand and shook his head to clear it. “What have… you done to Father Miller?” Jimmy stammered.

“Hmm? Oh, nothing. He sent me to give you this message,” Prissy said as she handed him a folded over sheet of paper.

He opened it.

JIMMY, I’M WELL. I HAVE FOUND ADAM. HE’S AT THE DAVID PRITCHARD MEMORIAL MISSION ON 176TH ACROSS FROM THE PARK. I BELIEVE I HAVE INADVERTENTLY PLACED YOU IN DANGER - NOT FROM ADAM BUT THOSE WHO ARE HUNTING HIM OTHER THAN THE VATICAN. COME TO THE MISSION TOMORROW MORNING, NOT BY CAR. WEAR OLD CLOTHES AND, MOST IMPORTANTLY? TELL NO ONE… TRUST NO ONE.

RICHARD

P. S. YOU SHOULD PROBABLY EAT THIS NOTE TO BE SAFE

Jimmy folded over the note.

Prissy looked at him expectantly.

He looked down at the note again. Then he tore it into strips and began eating the pieces.

Prissy giggled.

“It’s not funny,” Jimmy mumbled around a mouthful of paper.

“Yes, it is. I added that last part myself - he told you not to trust anybody, you dumb bunny.” She broke out into laughter, her big breasts shaking and wobbling.

Jimmy spit the pieces of paper into his hand. “Oh, very funny.”

She smiled sweetly. “Don’t be mad.”

“I’m not angry.”

She pouted and smiled. “Your little lip is all pooched out on the bottom, it’s adorable. Are you a virgin?”

“That is not a proper question to ask a priest!”

She nodded. “Yep, you’re a virgin alright.”

“Well, I’m sure you’re not,” Jimmy said and he immediately felt bad for saying it.

“Gosh no,” she said, apparently missing the venomous intent of Jimmy’s words. She spread her legs in the car seat and looked down as her skirt rode up. “See my little ring in my clitty? That’s an engagement ring. I got another one further back: wedding ring. That means I was married when they, you know, processed me.”

Jimmy looked away quickly. “You really aren’t wearing underwear.”

“Eww, no! Street Whores are way too drippy for panties. We’d get all gross.” She looked at Father Jimmy averting his eyes. “What’re ya, shy or somethin’?”

“It’s… not proper. I’m a priest. I’m not supposed to look at your private parts.”

She giggled. “I know. I’m just messing with you again. You’re pretty naive. I think that’s adorable.”

Jimmy smiled. It was impossible to be angry with her. “He’s really okay?”

“Father Miller? Yes. He’s helping people at the mission. It’s a nice place, you’ll like it - a little smelly but you get used to it.”

“Tell him I’ll be there tomorrow morning. Prissy, thank you for bringing me this message.”

She gave him a sly smile. “Even if I made you eat part of it?”

Jimmy laughed. “It was tasty, actually.”

“No, it wasn’t!”

“Oh, no, it was.”

She studied his face for a moment. Then she reached over and snatched one of the torn strips of paper from his hand.

She popped it in her mouth and began to chew.

Prissy frowned. “Yuck!”

Jimmy raised an eyebrow. “Trust no one.”

She swallowed the paper. “Served me right, I guess.”

“Why on earth did you swallow it?” Jimmy laughed.

She shrugged. “I thought if I spit it out, you might think I was gross.”

“Why would that matter?”

She shook her head. “I don’t know.”

“Can I drop you somewhere?” Jimmy asked.

Prissy turned and looked down the street. “No… I don’t think so.”

“What is it?” Jimmy asked.

She pointed back over her shoulder at the street. “Have you ever eaten there?”

Jimmy stared at the line of shops, finally seeing a restaurant with a green and black awning. “The Burger Joint?”

She nodded quickly. “They say it has the best burgers ever. They have one called the Titanic which has two whole pounds of proprietary blended black angus and Wagyu beef and four kinds of cheese and two kinds of bacon with tomato and iceberg lettuce - iceberg, get it? Titanic?”

He laughed and nodded. “Yes, I’ve eaten there.”

She smiled sheepishly. “I haven’t and I’m hungry.”

“Well, it’s right there…”

“Father Jimmy? You see… in the Red Zone? We don’t need money and everything is free, but this isn’t the Red Zone and even if it was? There’s no Burger Joint in the Red Zone.”

“Umm, am I to understand, you would like me to take you to The Burger Joint and buy you a hamburger?”

“A Titanic, yes. With extra bacon.”

“Prissy, I would gladly do that…”

She gave him a wide smile.

“However…”

She began to pout as he continued speaking.

“I am a Catholic priest reporting to the Diocese of New York. You are a nearly seven-foot-tall sex worker dressed in high heels and black latex.”

“Oh, yeah, I guess that wouldn’t be proper, would it?”

“Not very.”

“What about hating the sin but, you know? Loving the sinner?”

Jimmy covered his mouth to keep from laughing at her.

“Gosh, Father Jimmy, aren’t you hungry?”

Jimmy sighed.

***

Father Miller worked with Adam throughout the day. Occasionally, he caught a glimpse of Beatrice staring from across the room or hiding behind a table. She was smiling at him.

As for Adam, if he saw Beatrice staring, he did not acknowledge it. Father Miller was fairly certain it was because he had asked Adam not to ‘change’ her.

Adam was giving him time to work his own form of magic.

Finally, when no one else remained to talk to, Adam went back to his office and Father Miller went to find Beatrice.

He found her in the commissary, making a sandwich. She had changed her clothes, and her face and hair were clean.

Father Miller paused. Oh, no, he had been wrong. Here was a woman in her mid-thirties, not middle-aged.

“You like the food here?” Father Miller asked as he walked up to her.

“Beatrice likes it very much. Peanut butter and jelly is Beatrice’s favorite.” She was making a sandwich.

“Looks delicious.”

She pushed the sandwich toward him and smiled.

“For me?”

She nodded. “Beatrice washed her hands.” She laughed. “Beatrice took a bath and washed her hair - the people here are very nice.”

“Yes, they are.”

She reached up and touched her hair. “Do you like Beatrice’s hair?”

He smiled and nodded. “I think it’s beautiful.”

She laughed and looked away. “Let’s not get carried away, Paul.”

“I tell you what,” Father Miller said. “What if you and I share this sandwich, hmm? Just sit down and talk?”

“Beatrice would like that,” she said.

He sat down at one of the tables with her. “Beatrice, you called me Paul again. Would you like to talk about him?”

She stopped in mid-bite. Then she chewed slowly. “Beatrice doesn’t want to be sad.”

“I don’t want Beatrice to be sad either, but sometimes? Sometimes we have to talk about the things that make us sad for just a little while. Because the next time we talk about those sad things? They won’t be as sad. Each time we talk about them? They become a little less sad until we begin to remember the good things and accept the sad things. Does Beatrice understand?”

“Yes.”

Father Miller nodded. “Can Beatrice tell me about Paul?”

She sighed. “He… he was Beatrice’s husband.”

“I thought he might be.”

“He was so nice, Mr. FixIt.” She laughed. “Like you. He could fix things. He could fix anything.”

Father Miller smiled. “Go on.”

“Beatrice and Paul, they uh… They had never been to New York. They lived in Ohio and uh… they came to New York to see it. They brought their baby with them.” She began to tremble.

Father Miller took her hands. “It’s okay. You can stop when you need.”

She shook her head. Her eyes looked far away. “Paul, I want to see the Statue of Liberty. Can we just go down to the water for a few minutes? I… Beatrice… I want to see it at night.” Tears rolled down her cheeks.

Father Miller squeezed her hands.

“So beautiful,” she sobbed. “All lit up and the lights on the water? Magical. It was magical. And then they started walking back to the hotel. It was so perfect. Then Paul said: there’s two men following us. Beatrice turned around and… Beatrice heard a pop, Mr. FixIt, just a pop. How could it be that bad, Mr. FixIt? Just a pop. But… Paul, he had blood on his shirt and Beatrice screamed and leaned over the stroller and another pop and… it didn’t hit Beatrice, no. Not Beatrice. She wasn’t hit but… blood, Mr. FixIt. She had been babbling and cooing and then not and Paul was on the sidewalk…”

“Beatrice, it’s okay, you can stop now,” he wanted to scream and cry with her because now, dear God in heaven, he understood.

“Beatrice stood up and she screamed and she fought and she bit and she scratched.” Her face went slack. “Then… then…” She touched her temple. “The big one? He hit Beatrice hard with the gun. And he kept hitting Beatrice over and over till she couldn’t see, and he laughed at her, Mr. FixIt, he laughed at Beatrice.”

Father Miller got out of his chair. He put his arms around her and held her as she shook. “It’s okay, Beatrice You can stop now. You can stop.”

“Beatrice’s fault. All her fault. She deserves this…”

“No! No, she does not. This was not Beatrice’s fault. It was never her fault. Never.” He looked up to see Adam standing at the entrance to the commissary.

Through his own tears, Father Miller could see the tears in Adam’s eyes.

***


The Burger Joint

Prissy smiled with half her Titanic gone. “This is the best burger ever!”

As beautiful as she was, Prissy ate like a lumberjack.

She kept looking at him over her burger.

People were staring at them: the priest and the giant, rubber clad hooker, but Jimmy no longer cared.

There was something about her eyes.

In his entire life, Jimmy had never been so mesmerized by a woman’s eyes.

She didn’t look through him, no. She looked at him. Took him in as a whole with each glance and made him feel like he was the most important person in her world.

Jimmy supposed this was why this Whore Caste was so effective - they made their clients feel like they were the center of attention.

That was it, right?

The look in her eyes wasn’t because she actually liked him, was it?

“Earth to Jimmy,” she giggled around a mouthful of burger.

“Hmm?” He had been staring in her eyes and had missed what she was saying.

“I asked you why you aren’t eating your burger? Don’t ya like it?”

“Uh, no, it’s delicious.” He took a bite and smiled.

She smiled then. She took her napkin and got a tiny drop of mustard off her lower lip. “You like me.”

“What? I… well, of course, I like you. I’m a priest, I like everyone.”

“Part of the job, huh?”

“Yes, exactly.”

She picked up a French fry and tossed it at him.

It bounced off his nose and landed on his plate.

Jimmy felt people staring at them. “Why did you do that?”

“Oh, every time you lie to me? I’m going to throw food at you.”

“I didn’t lie…”

A pickle this time, it plunked against his lips and left them with a tangy residue before falling beside his plate.

“Stop that,” Jimmy said trying not to laugh.

“Stop lying and I will. I demand total honesty and, I warn you, I always get what I want.”

“Fine. Nothing but truth. You have my word.”

“Good,” she giggled. “You like me.”

His eyes narrowed. “I do.”

“See? Was that so hard? I like you too. We’re going to be lovers.”

“We are not.”

“Why not?”

“I’m a priest. It is against my religion.”

“You know the Catholic Church only made that rule back in the Middle Ages because they were afraid married priests would have children and give Church property to their sons and daughters, right? They didn’t want priests starting dynasties.”

He blinked. “The reason doesn’t matter…”

“Of course it matters. I can’t get pregnant.” She pointed down at her lap. “One of my ovaries is now a supercharged sex hormone factory and the other one is in some sort of dormant state. No pregnancy means no kids and no kids means no you fathering children with me and that means no Father Jimmy dynasty.” She smiled. “QED? We’re totes going to be lovers.”

Jimmy stared at her with his mouth open.

She continued to smile. “I know why you’re afraid. I’m like built for extreme sex. You feel like your cock isn’t big enough. And, honestly? It’s not big enough to completely satisfy me - Morpheus designed me for sexual relations with whoremasters and street studs. We’re not sure why. But just because you can’t hit my internal, second clit and make me explode into kinky confetti? You’ll make me happy anyway. And I will make you feel like you’re having an out of body experience.” She blinked. “Can I have your fries if you aren’t going to eat them?”

Jimmy said nothing. He just slid his plate toward her across the table.

“Yummy! Thank you, lover!” She scooped up a fry, dipped it in catsup, and ate it in two bites.

***


The Mission

Father Miller stood near the sleeping room and watched as Beatrice slept curled on a nearby cot.

Adam walked up to him and followed his gaze.

Father Miller continued to watch Beatrice. “In my entire life, I have never seen a human being so consumed by grief and guilt. She is an open wound of pain and despair. I would give my life, sacrifice my soul, to make her whole again.”

Adam nodded. “All I have to do is lay my hands on her. While she’s asleep? I can erase the pain.”

Father Miller shook his head. “I gave my word, Adam. I beg you to let me honor it. We will reach her in time.”

Adam sighed. “Time… yeah. That’s what tears me apart. That’s what rips out my heart on a daily basis.”

Father Miller turned to him. “I don’t follow.”

Adam shook his head. “My powers… go beyond fixing broken minds. I can travel in time. I can fix things.”

“Are you telling me you could go back in time and save her husband and child?”

“Do you believe me?”

Father Miller nodded. “I don’t doubt a single thing you say. Can you save them?”

Adam sobbed and looked away. “Yes. God help me. Yes.”

“Then…”

“I can’t. I want to. I want to go back and change so many things but…”

Father Miller took his arm. “But what?”

“Some things? I can’t… change them. If I do, other things are ruined. Other people die. I can see these timelines in my head. I know instinctively whether I can fix things for the better.”

“By saving her husband and child, the world would suffer?”

Adam nodded. “I’ll give you a for instance. I would go back in time in a heartbeat and kill Hitler. But if I do? Another rises in his place. One with more resources, more followers - one who doesn’t make the same mistakes. Billions die.”

“I see. Oh, Adam, your powers are a curse in many ways, aren’t they?”

“Yes.”

“Have you made some changes?”

“I have. Small things. I think… a future me makes bigger changes. Like,” he laughed. “Like sending Prissy to find you and Beatrice and save you.”

“These changes you’re making? They are to save the world?”

He shrugged. “I don’t know. I think so. But… I don’t want to do this anymore, father. I’m just a kid from Kansas, I’m not God. I can’t have this weight pushing down on me. It’s not right. Who am I to change time? What right do I have? How do I know, really know, my choices are the correct ones? What if I’m being influenced by Morpheus, by my own prejudices, by… Satan for that matter?”

“Or, by God?”

“You see my dilemma,” Adam said.

Helen walked up and took Adam’s hand. “Are you two going to talk shop all night?”

Adam smiled at her. “The good Father is trying to get me right with God.”

“I am making it my mission in life,” Father Miller chuckled. He looked from one of them to the other. “You two go and do young people things.” He looked up at Adam. “To everything there is a season, and a time to every purpose unto heaven. We’ll talk about all this again.”

***

“He seems nice,” Helen said as she walked with Adam down the street away from the mission.

“He’s a good man. I’m fortunate to know him.”

Helen laughed.

“What’s so funny?”

“Oh, not you,” she said and pointed down the street toward the far side. “I’m laughing at the dancing girl in black rubber.”

Adam peered into the darkness.

Prissy Pussy was dancing on her impossibly high heels, spinning on the sidewalk and dancing around streetlights with a grace that would make Gene Kelly envious.

***

“Mrs. Father James Patrick,” Prissy giggled as she danced. She paused and screwed up her lips, wrinkling her nose. “No, Mrs. Father Jimmy! Yeah, that’s better!”

She felt naughty. The Church of Morpheus forbade marriage, but Adam didn’t say one thing against it so… fuck the Church!

This blasphemy brought on a new flurry of giggles.

She did a cartwheel on the sidewalk, completely oblivious to the fact her skirt slid away from her hips and completely exposed her naked glory.

The twin rings between her legs flashed in the light from the streetlamps.

Prissy reached the stairs to the mission and launched herself skyward, landing nimbly on the top step.

She was in love. Totes in love.

She looked at her reflection in the glass door.

Prissy bit her lip.

“I gotta dress more conservatively. He’d like that, right?” She turned sideways. “Maybe wear my skirts closer to the knee? Don’t show so much thigh?” She laughed. “No, he loves my thighs. He stares at them all the time.” She cupped her breasts. “But he likes these more!”

She danced through the doors and into the mission.

Father Miller greeted her. “Did you find Jimmy?”

“Did I ever! He’s sooo cute!”

Father Miller laughed and shook his head. “And you delivered the message?”

“Yes, he’ll be here in the morning. He knows to trust no one. I love him and I am going to be his girlfriend.”’

Father Miller stared into her eyes. “I’m sorry, what?”

“He’ll be here in the morning.”

“No, no, the last part, dear.”

“Oh! I love him. Pretty sure he loves me too. I’ve never been in love, father. I mean… well, I love everybody. I get cross with some people, but I still love them. Oh, but when I look at that sweet, simple expression of his? I just melt. I get gooey. Seriously. I’m totes wet just thinking about him.”

“I, um, see. And have you told Jimmy how you feel?”

She nodded. “Yes, father.”

“What was his reaction?”

“He gave me the whole celibacy schtick. But I pointed out the Church only made that rule to keep priests from starting dynasties. I didn’t convince him, but I planted the seed.”

“Hmm, interesting.”

She frowned. “Do you think… Father, am I wrong to want to have Father Jimmy for my own? Am I, like, hurting him by asking him to break the rules?”

Father Miller looked into her eyes. He seemed to be thinking about it. Then he smiled. “Prissy, there is no way you could hurt him by being in love with him. And any rule that tries to keep the two of you from being happy? It deserves to be broken. Don’t you feel bad for an instant. You keep working on him - he’ll be a better man for it.”

Prissy squealed out loud and hugged him. Then she danced away.

***

Father Miller looked up as Prissy danced her way into the sleeping area. “Thy will be done.”

***

The undercover agents of the Church of Morpheus sat on the street outside the priest’s apartment building.

They were in danger, real, palpable, danger.

At any moment, the two men half-expected to see the towering visage of Mistress Marapova bearing down on them.

If they were discovered running an operation in Manhattan? Their lives were forfeit.

But, where Mother Superior Hecate sent them, they went. Their lives were service.

The priest pulled up in his car.

“He’s here,” the agent in the driver’s seat said.

Earlier, Father James Patrick had met a Street Whore and taken her to a restaurant. She had been photographed handing him a message, though the message itself had been destroyed.

They could only surmise that the older priest had sent this message to Father Patrick.

And the older priest was in Manhattan looking for Adam.

In months, this was the best lead they’d had to the location of Adam.

“I’ll call it in,” the agent in the passenger’s seat said. He picked up the car radio microphone and spoke.

A moment later, Hecate’s voice came back. “Take him. Be discrete. Get the location out of him by whatever means necessary. Expect the arrival of the Mother Superior within the hour.”

***

Father Jimmy got out of his car and walked toward the steps.

This day had been… tumultuous.

That girl, that precious, insidious, ravishing, diabolically innocent girl.

He was undone. Within moments of her explaining to him how they were going to be lovers? Jimmy Patrick was completely lost.

His faith was just as strong but his belief in the priesthood and especially in celibacy was completely gone.

All those years of study and he was… undone.

He climbed the steps.

“Do you have faith, Father Jimmy?” A man said.

He was standing on the top step. A man in his thirties with brown hair and a beard, he was wearing a leather jacket and standing in the shadows.

“Do I know you?”

The man smiled. “Not yet. Do you have faith?”

“I do. Can I be of service to you?”

“She loves you. And, she will find you. Do not lose faith. All things are as they should be, as they must be. The world is pivoting. I’m bending time to tell you: do not lose your faith, Jimmy.”

And then he was gone.

Evaporated into thin air.

Thwip.

A sharp sting in the left side of his neck.

His legs buckled and then strong hands gripped his upper arms.

The arms turned him around.

Below him, a man in a black coat and hat was putting a strange looking gun into his coat pocket.

The strong hands carried him down the steps and his vision went black.

***

International Airspace

Off the coast of New York

Mother Superior Calista spent the hours alone on the quadcopter in silent prayer to Morpheus.

The big transport copter flew itself, there was no flight crew.

Its atomic heart kept the rotors spinning as it hovered a few feet above the Atlantic.

“Location confirmed,” SlutzNet announced. “Prepare for landing in Manhattan.”

Calista opened her eyes and smiled as the quadcopter flew west at dizzying speed, the waves almost lapping against the undercarriage.

***


Manhattan


One Hour Later

Prissy moved above Jimmy, her naked, perfect body rocking as she rode him.

Jimmy had never experienced anything like it.

This was sex. This was making love, and he was doing it.

He tried to reach up, to caress Prissy’s perfect breasts.

There were clamps on her nipples. She loosened the left clamp and a jet of pearlescent milk erupted, striking his bare chest.

He screamed out in ecstasy, pumping into her perfect body.

“I am Mother Superior Calista.”

Jimmy’s eyes snapped open from his dream.

He was lying on his back, tied to a bare mattress in a plain, gray room.

The owner of the voice was a tall woman in a black and white latex dress, her body similar to Prissy’s but there the similarities ended. Her hair was light blonde, her expression cold.

He looked at her eyes and screamed.

The eyes were pools of black with no white, just two shining black holes that seemed to be visions of the abyss.

Her latex dress had an inverted cross over the bosom.

The hideous eyes trailed down his naked body. Her gaze stopped at his crotch.

“You ejaculated in your sleep. You are filthy. Disgusting.” She pressed a long fingernail into his piss slit and twisted. “Small. Insignificant. You are apes to us. Only raw material to be harvested.” Her fingers caressed his scrotum.

Then her fingernails dug in and Jimmy cried out. 

“Where is Adam?”

“I… I don’t know what…?”

She twisted his balls and squeezed.

“Aiggh!!” Jimmy screamed.

“The old priest, then? Where is he? Hmm?” She twisted harder.

“Please, for the love of God, stop!”

She smiled down at him. “There is no god but Morpheus and I am his representative. You see, the true god? He is cruel to those who defy his will.” She shifted her grip and squeezed just one of his testicles. “And I am his will.”

Jimmy screamed louder as she squeezed his ball between her thumb and index finger.

“Where are they! I can do this all night. I can do this for days, priest! You think this is bad? Hmm? I can say one simple word… just one… one word and you will feel as if your guts are being pulled out of you an inch at a time.”

“Stop! I don’t know! I don’t know where they are!” Jimmy lied.

She released him and turned away, her ample buttocks swaying in the latex sheath. “I do so enjoy torture. Physical pain… I love inflicting it. That’s why I don’t use my one word when I extract information from worms like you.” She spun around and leaned over him, the terrifying eyes two inches above his own. “We have a lot in common, you and me. Did you know? I used to be a nun.” She giggled. “I did! But, oh, Jimmy… I love being a Mother Superior so much more.” She whispered in his ear. “I shouldn’t say this, but… hold out, Jimmy. You wait till you feel like you are ready to die before you tell me what I want to know. Your pain? It makes me cum.” She licked his ear.

***


The Penthouse Apartment of Mistress Maria Marapova

“Wake up! Wake up!” Brittney shrieked. “Red alert! Red alert!”

Maria rolled over in bed and looked up at Brittney crouched above her. “What the fuck is wrong with you!”

“Wake up, you super kaiju! We need Godzilla right the fuck now!” She had her hands on Maria’s shoulders and she shook her violently.

“Kaiju? What the fuck is a kaiju?”

“Godzilla! King Kong! Mothra! You!! You giant superwoman!”

She put her hands on the sides of Brittney’s face. “Sweetheart? Deep breaths. What’s wrong?”

“Agents in Manhattan! They’ve called in a Mother Superior. They’re running an operation in the city.”

Maria’s eyes flashed with rage. She gritted her teeth. “Where?”

Brittney sobbed. “We don’t know. We intercepted the radio message and then we shot down a quadcopter off Long Island but it was empty - it already delivered the Mother Superior somewhere… we don’t know where.”

Maria sat up and stroked Brittney’s hair. “They’ve found him. Or they’re close. So close they sent in an elite.”

“Him?”

“Adam. They’re onto him.” She sighed. “We can follow them…”

“Maria! They took a human. They’re probably torturing him for the information.”

Maria shook her head. “Brittney…”

Brittney put her fists on her hips. “We are not people who torture the innocent! We are not those kinds of monsters!”

Maria looked away. “You know I am precisely that kind of monster.”

Brittney began to sob. “No. No, you are not. You are my hero and my hero would never let this happen. The bad things you’ve done have been for the right reasons. I have to believe that because, otherwise? I am the biggest fool in all history, Maria Marapova!”

“Have we contacted Havana?”

Brittney frowned. “Radio silence. You know them: when they’re doing something disgusting they go dead quiet.”

Maria sat Brittney on the bed beside her and got out of bed. She went to her closet and retrieved a white latex outfit of halter top and skintight leggings.

Brittney smiled and wiped away her tears. “I know those pants. Those are your ass kicking pants!”

“This is Hecate’s doing,” Maria grumbled as she pulled on her white latex boots over the leggings. “I warned them. I told them to stay out of New York.”

“You sure did,” Brittney said with an evil grin.

“What happens next is on them,” Maria said.

“You’re going to save the human. Right? That’s what this is about?”

Maria stared at her.

Then she shook her head. “I am going to cleanse the city of the Church. We will save the human. Beyond that? We’ll see.”

Brittney clapped. “Go, go, Godzilla,” she whispered.

Maria smiled and lowered her eyes. “I just hope it’s Hecate herself. I’ll tear out her fucking heart and eat it on Park Avenue.”

***

The night moved slowly toward dawn.

In a bleak apartment, a priest screamed through the night but would not reveal the location of Father Miller.

He had faith and he kept it.

She would find him.

A monster shared the apartment with him.

A monster that enjoyed his pain and wanted it to go on and on.

In the dark streets, another monster prowled. A woman over a hundred years old who could not see herself as the hero her lover needed her to be. She knew better what she was. She knew what kind of monster lived beneath her skin.

And, yet… her lover made her want to be more.

In the Mission, an innocent whore dreamed of the life she would have with the man she loved, not knowing he was spiraling toward death.

A few miles away, a reluctant god made love to a mortal woman.

Soon, their lives would come crashing together.

***


Dawn

Father Miller stood on the steps of the mission and stared at the empty street.

Occasionally, he would see one of the Whore Caste guarding the park walk by. They would look toward him, smile and nod.

He could sense nothing evil in these giants and giantesses.

These were not the servants of Satan the cardinal had described.

There was more to all of this than Father Miller could put his finger on.

He could not see the design, but he sensed it. His belief had always been that all things, even the devil himself, served God.

Why couldn’t this be, in some ways, His design?

He felt certain he had been sent here not merely to report back on Adam to his superiors - he had been sent here to witness what was happening.

Prissy stood at the top of the steps at the far end of the mission, looking down the street.

Looking in the direction Jimmy would travel to reach them.

Her skimpy outfit couldn’t have provided much in warmth, but she seemed oblivious to the cold.

A smile was frozen on her face - the kind of smile reserved for those hopelessly in love.

As the hours passed, that smile lessened.

Finally, she turned to him and crossed the distance between them quickly. “Something’s wrong.”

Father Miller nodded. “Yes, my dear. I believe you are correct.”

***

Jimmy cried out as the knife dug into his thigh.

He hung naked from the bathroom doorway - a hook had been screwed into the wall above and he dangled from a short chain attached to his wrists.

The floor was soaked in his blood.

“Where is the priest?” Calista asked. She trailed her finger in the fresh blood.

Jimmy’s torso, arms, and legs were crisscrossed with gashes.

“What… priest?” Jimmy moaned. Then he laughed.

Calista turned her head to the side and laughed with him. She was naked, having cast aside her latex dress so it did not become soaked in the young priest’s blood. She grasped his smallish cock and pumped it with her hand. “So strong. You are a credit to your otherwise uninteresting species. However, the day grows late, father. I am losing patience. Just tell me where the old priest is and all this can end.”

“Old… priest?” Jimmy sighed. “Which… one? I know… lots of old… priests. Father Timothy over in the Bronx? Must be… ninety.” He laughed again.

Calista shook her head and leaned forward. She licked the head of his cock, drawing a shocked moan. Then she took a step back. “Agents? The knife has been ineffective. Shall we try fists?”

She stepped aside as the agents stepped forward and began raining blows on his torso.

“I am in the lion’s den, oh, Lord. Deliver me,” Jimmy rasped.

***


The White Room

There is a place where the White Witches meet. It is not a physical place. It is known only to them. It is a place where their minds meet on a different plane - a white room.

Maria stood in the white room surrounded by the other White Witch elites as Cathy Greene spoke.

“Her name is Mother Superior Calista. I learned yesterday that Hecate met with her and that Calista was leaving the island. I didn’t know why,” Cathy said.

“How did you learn of this?” Maria asked.

“From Hecate herself.” She looked at Maria and shrugged.

“Curious…”

“I get the impression Hecate isn’t Calista’s biggest fan.”

Maria nodded. “Nor am I; however, I find the fact Hecate would betray one of her own astounding.”

Gwen Kincaid spoke up. “You know this Calista, Maria?”

“Yes. She’s a psychopath. Sister holds her in reserve. She’s a known sadist.”

“Aren’t they all?” Sugar asked.

Cathy sighed. “I love one of them, Sugar.”

“I don’t mean to hurt you, Cathy, but you know Hecate is not a good person.”

Cathy looked away. “There’s something there. Trust me.”

Sugar smiled. “I do. We all do.”

Maria stalked away shaking her head. “Sister has sent this viper into my city. It can only mean she is close to finding this Adam. We cannot allow her to find him first.”

Sugar swallowed and looked down.

“Typical, Maria,” Gwen spat. “A psychotic Mother Superior is torturing people in Manhattan and your priority is your own goals. We have to save the human Calista is holding. Adam should be our secondary goal.”

Maria spun around. “We cannot ignore the great conflict! You’re worried about one man in Manhattan - we are saving the world, or have you forgotten? Adam is a danger!”

Sugar looked up finally. “The world. Manhattan. A single priest. It all amounts to the same thing. If we can’t protect the humans? What good is saving the world, Maria? Your obsession with finding this… Adam… is going to cost us the very world you claim we’re saving.”

“Enough!” Maria shouted. “Adam… is secondary. A close second. We must eliminate Calista - can we at least agree to that?”

“No argument from me,” Cathy said. “I’ve seen her handiwork.”

“I’ll come to Manhattan and help,” Sugar said.

“No,” Maria said.

“What? Why…?”

“You’re hiding something.”

Sugar blinked. “What are you talking about?”

Maria walked to her and stared down at her. “You are different. For quite some time. You are hiding something from me.”

“You paranoid bitch!” Sugar growled.

Maria raised her head and stared down her nose at Sugar. She smiled. “Oh, yes, I know you are lying about something. You still believe in our cause, but I sense ulterior motives in you. You will remain at Stallion’s. Do not come to Manhattan. Are we clear?”

“No problem.” She glared at Maria.

Maria turned to Gwen. “Mistress Kincaid, you will bring a team here to help search for Calista and this priest.”

Gwen nodded. “We’ll be there in two hours.”

***


The Mission

Father Miller, Adam, and Prissy stood on the mission steps just past noon.

“Someone has him,” Father Miller said.

Prissy was near tears as she paced back and forth. “I should have stayed with him. I should have followed him and stayed with him.”

“No,” Father Miller said. “I should have told you to bring him straight here. I knew there was danger.”

“Both of you need to stop,” Adam said. “It’s no good blaming yourselves. The person or persons who have him are to blame. We need to focus on finding him.”

“Beatrice can help,” a small voice said.

Adam turned to see Beatrice standing just inside the door.

She glanced up but wouldn’t make eye contact with him.

Father Miller stepped between them. “How would you… How would Beatrice help?”

She shrugged. “Beatrice knows people. The homeless? We talk. We all talk. Let’s say there’s a restaurant that gives out leftovers at the end of the night - the homeless talk. Tell everyone where to find a free meal.”

Father Miller touched her hair and she smiled at him.

“Beatrice can ask if anyone saw Father Jimmy. If he’s in Manhattan? Beatrice will find out.” She walked down the steps and across the street to the park.

“She left her cart behind,” Prissy whispered.

Father Miller smiled. “Yes, I noticed that as well. She trusts us.”

“I’ll honor your wishes for now, Father,” Adam said. “But before this is over? I will make her whole. I can’t stand the thought of not helping her.”

***

Beatrice walked into the crowd of homeless in the park. She recognized faces there, knew several she could safely approach.

That was important - some people didn’t want you to talk to them. They spoke with things that weren’t there and couldn’t tell the difference between people and demons. You could get cut or burned or take a brick to the head.

She spoke to those she knew and told them about the missing priest.

She also told them there was money and supplies for anyone who helped find him.

Word spread like wildfire.

***

“I’m going to Father Jimmy’s apartment, see what I can find out,” Adam said.

“I’ll go with you,” Father Miller said.

“No.”

He stared at Adam. “Listen, my son, that wasn’t a request on my part.”

Adam smiled. “No, but this is a request on my part: I need you to stay here. I need you safe. If they were looking for him? They’re looking for you. And I travel faster on my own.”

“I may be old, but I can take care of myself.”

Adam nodded. “No doubt. But I’m like Prissy: transformed. I’m stronger, faster, tougher. The people who took Jimmy? They’re most likely transformed as well. You’re no match for them. I just got a father confessor; I’d like to keep him.”

Prissy smiled at Adam and saluted. “But I am going with you, right?”

Adam shook his head. “No. I need you to stay here and protect the mission. If Jimmy tells them where we are? I’ll need all hands-on deck to protect this place.”

Prissy sighed. “We need Mistress Sugar.”

Adam looked down at his feet and nodded. “Yeah, we do. But for now? We have you. Protect them, Prissy.” He looked at Father Miller. “What’s Jimmy’s address?”

Father Miller told him.

“Back soon,” Adam said.

“Be care…”

Adam said nothing. He simply rocketed into the air and disappeared in the distance.

“Mother of God,” Father Miller whispered.

Prissy cocked her head sideways. “What? Didn’t ya know he could fly?”

And Father Miller laughed.

***


Outside Father Jimmy’s Apartment

Adam had learned over the years that people often didn’t notice when he flew. It just didn’t register. The trick was to rise swiftly and land quickly.

He dropped like a stone onto the apartment building’s steps.

His plan was to come to the apartment and go back in time - if Jimmy was taken from here, he might see it happen.

As soon as he landed on the steps, he knew this would not be possible.

He stared at the edge of the steps and the shadows there against the building.

Not right.

By going back in time, he would change something that wasn’t meant to change.

Curiously, he could also tell some older version of him had already been here.

Jimmy’s disappearance was a pivotal point in this reality.

He put his face in his hands.

Time travel was maddening.

“Nice trick. I heard rumors you could fly.”

Adam froze. Then he turned slowly.

The woman standing on the street below was seven-feet-tall, beautiful with exotic brown eyes and hair as white as snow. He didn’t need to see the white latex outfit to know who she was.

“Mistress Marapova?”

She nodded. “Adam?”

He nodded as well. “Where is Father Jimmy?”

“I need to ask you some questions.” She took a step toward the stairs. She focused her gaze on him.

He felt something buzzing in his skull.

Adam shook his head. “Sorry, I’m immune to your Jedi mind tricks, lady.”

Marapova shrugged. “Pity. This could have gone so much easier.”

“Once more: where is Father Jimmy?” Adam asked. He clenched his fists.

“The human who was abducted?”

She doesn’t know who he is, Adam thought. “Yes. Do you know where he is?”

“Come with me to the Red Zone and we can discuss it.”

He shook his head. “Sorry. I’m on a tight schedule. I need you to tell me where he is if you know?”

She gave him a one-sided smile. “Think you can beat it out of me?”

“I really don’t want to. From what I’ve heard? You’re a good person.”

She laughed. “You should really vet those sources - I’m evil as fuck.”

This woman was frustrating. “Can you at least tell me who has him?”

“Certainly… just come with me to the Red Zone and we’ll have a nice heart to heart.”

Adam stared at her eyes.

And he saw what was behind them.

“Fuck me,” Adam whispered. “You’d actually dissect me to see how I work?”

Maria looked shocked. “You… can read my mind? How annoying.”

Then she shrugged. “Told you I was evil.”

He stared intently at her but now he could see nothing - she had somehow compensated for his psychic powers and was blocking him.

She had the strongest mind he’d ever encountered.

“I don’t want to hurt you,” Adam said as he descended the steps.

“Oh, you won’t.”

They rushed toward each other.

***

Prissy stood guard on the mission steps as afternoon came.

“Miss Prissy!” Beatrice called as she pulled a bag lady across the street toward the mission.

“Let me go, you crazy bitch!” The older woman hissed through rotten teeth.

“Fifty dollars and a lasagna!” Beatrice said. “Beatrice promised you: fifty dollars and a lasagna!”

“Better be a fucking lasagna,” the old woman said.

Beatrice dragged the woman to Prissy.

Father Miller came through the front door. “What’s going on?”

“Father Jimmy! She knows where he is.”

“I want the money and the lasagna,” the woman spat.

“Of course,” Father Miller said. “Where is he?”

“Fuck you!” She grumbled. “Fifty bucks and a lasagna.”

He dug in his pocket for his wallet. “Here.” He counted out fifty dollars and handed it to her.

The old woman smiled. She stuffed the bills into her cleavage.

“The location, please?” Father Miller asked.

She gritted her teeth. “Lasagna.”

Prissy leaned down over her and looked in her eyes. “Please? I love him. If you know where he is? Please tell me.”

The old woman’s gaze faltered. Her lower lip quivered. “I… the lasagna. I need…”

“I’ll make you the lasagna, I promise,” Father Miller said. “You have my word.”

“171st and St. Nicholas. The apartment building there. I was sleeping on the bench across the street and I saw two big guys in suits drag a guy wearing a collar into the brownstone.”

Prissy smiled. “Thank you.” She turned to go.

“Be careful, lady. Those guys? They were real big and… this tall woman showed up a few minutes later. It was dark but she was wearin’ sunglasses. It creeped me out.”

Prissy stiffened. “Sunglasses? Yeah… I know what that means.”

Father Miller reached for her hand. “Prissy, we need to wait for…”

“No, Father. We may already be too late.”

She ran down the steps and sprinted like a gazelle down the street.

***

At Jimmy’s apartment, Adam was learning a lot about his ability to heal.

Maria backhanded him and sent him flying through the air.

He stopped when his back hit a light post with the sound of crunching bones. He slid down on his ass on the street.

Adam stood up, his back and neck cracking as he straightened.

At first, a small crowd formed to watch the fight.

This dispersed when Maria Marapova tossed a small car toward the gawkers.

Maria cocked her head. “I’m impressed by your resilience.”

“We don’t need to fight,” Adam said.

“So far? We haven’t. You haven’t landed a single blow.”

“I haven’t thrown one.”

“Why? Is this some misguided misogyny?” She laughed. “Don’t want to strike a woman?”

“I don’t want to strike anyone. Much less someone I can clearly see is not a bad person.”

She laughed. “You’re delusional, boy.”

“No, Ma’am, just a good judge of human nature. Plus, honor and goodness radiate off you - it’s like an aura.”

She hesitated, took a step back.

“I see why Whore Caste follows you.” He circled right as she circled left. “I don’t think we’re supposed to be enemies, Mistress.”

“I’ll determine that after your interrogation in the Red Zone,” she rushed him.

***

171st Street and St. Nicholas Avenue

Prissy’s arrival at the corner where the old woman claimed to have seen Father Jimmy was heralded by car horns and yells from the bystanders she passed.

A beautiful, giant woman running on stiletto heels captured attention, even in Manhattan.

Prissy stopped short of the corner, taking in her surroundings, waiting on the commotion to die down. She was scanning the faces in the crowd, looking for Church Agents.

She did not expect the Mother Superior the old woman had described to be outside.

No, she would be with Jimmy.

Prissy wanted to cry. She was afraid - not for herself.

She was afraid for Jimmy.

Prissy knew the danger of Mother Superiors. They were cruel and powerful.

And they could kill you with a word.

She spotted the bench the old woman must have been sitting on when she saw Jimmy.

Directly across from it was the brownstone.

She crossed the street and stopped on the sidewalk. She looked up: three floors. The agents would have guns - most likely tranquilizer pistols but possibly the kind with bullets.

She needed a plan.

She took a step toward the stairs.

Her heel clinked as she stepped off concrete and brought her heel down on an iron manhole cover.

***

Jimmy lived in a cloud of pain. The agents took turns punching him in the midsection.

He knew several of his ribs were broken.

His skin was on fire from the multiple lacerations from Calista’s knife.

But he would not yield.

It would be over soon.

To say he began to pray wouldn’t be true: he’d never stopped.

“What is that?” Calista said somewhere nearby.

He opened his eyes but everything was hazy.

The agent who wasn’t punching him in the side turned and walked through the bedroom door and onto the landing.

Gunshots. He heard shot after shot.

And with each shot came a strange metallic sound.

Then a scream.

The other agent stopped punching him.

He ran to the door.

A gunshot, a metallic ‘ping’, and then another scream - the sound of someone falling downstairs.

There was an angel standing in the bedroom door.

She was holding a shield.

“Look… out,” Jimmy mumbled.

The Mother Superior was pushing past him from the bathroom, walking into the bedroom. “What the fuck are you supposed to be? Idiotic whore! Pa…”

The angel threw her round shield.

It hit the Mother Superior in the mouth and knocked her off her feet.

Her body slammed down on the hardwood floor.

The angel ran to him.

Jimmy smiled. “Oh… it’s you. He told me you would come for me.”

***

Prissy put her arm around Jimmy’s ribs and lifted him.

Jimmy cried out from the pain.

“I’m sorry, Jimmy, but we have to go!” Prissy reached up and yanked on the hook above the doorframe.

It came down along with the top part of the frame and the header in a shower of wood splinters and plaster.

Behind her, the Mother Superior moaned.

She carried Jimmy on her left shoulder.

Prissy turned around with the door header grasped in her hand. She walked back to where the Mother Superior lay.

Her ‘shield’ - a scarred and rusted manhole cover, was beside the Mother Superior’s head.

She raised up the heavy club.

“One whack. One whack and I could make sure you never, ever hurt anyone again,” Prissy sobbed.

“N… No, Prissy. You mustn’t. You mustn’t kill for me,” Jimmy moaned.

Prissy shook her head. “I couldn’t, even if I wanted to - and, sorry, Jimmy but I really want to. However, we can’t kill.”

The Mother Superior tried to open her eyes. She laughed. “What… a pity… for you,” she hissed through the blood dripping from her mouth. “Pai…”

Clunk.

Prissy whacked her in the side of the head with the club.

The Mother Superior never got to say the word ‘Pain’.

“No!” Jimmy mumbled.

“Relax, lover. I just knocked her unconscious. I know what I’m doing,” Prissy said as she carried Jimmy to the window.

She had no intention of carrying him past the two Church Agents who might possibly be regaining consciousness after she pitched them down the stairs.

She shoved the window open with her right hand and then jumped from the third floor with Jimmy in her arms.

***

Mother Superior Calista rolled to her hands and knees. Her vision was doubled.

She crawled to the nightstand.

Using it for support, she raised up and picked up her cell. A moment later a man’s voice came on the line. “Report.”

“She’s heading north. I’m in pursuit,” the agent said. She had stationed him on the street a block away during the night.

“Report… your position… at every street you cross. Do not… follow too closely. By no means… are you to enter a building… in pursuit of her. Am I understood?”

“Yes, Mother Superior.”

She closed the connection and sank down with her back to the bed.

The whore had been much more formidable than she would have believed.

She reached under the bed and slid out the aluminum briefcase.

However, all her heroics were for nothing.

Calista smiled and fell unconscious.

***

Adam was growing increasingly annoyed at being a punching bag.

He shifted his jaw back into place after a vicious left hook from Maria Marapova had wrenched it sideways.

Maria laughed as he stumbled away. “Oh, that must have hurt. Still don’t want to hit me?”

He moved his jaw left and right. “Didn’t say I don’t want to hit you. Just that I don’t want to hurt you.”

“Perhaps we should try to best each other in a different way - would you like to fuck?” She laughed, her eyes full of mischief.

“No, thanks. I already have a girlfriend.”

“Only one? How unimaginative.” She rushed him.

It was time to use a few more powers at his disposal.

She threw a left but, this time, he wasn’t there.

He bent space and time and moved to stand behind her.

She skidded to a stop. “What?!”

He tapped her on the shoulder, and she tried a spinning back fist.

He projected himself back to his original position and, this time, he slapped her ass.

She spun back around and threw a left.

He teleported a step to the left.

Striking only air, she threw a right.

He teleported two steps right.

Another miss.

This time he grabbed her right arm and threw her to the asphalt before dancing away - mindful that she would try to kick his legs out from under him.

She didn’t disappoint, kicking out with her right leg toward where his shins had been.

He disappeared and then reappeared a few inches back.

Then he grabbed her right ankle and slung her through the air to land on the sidewalk.

She jumped up into a crouch.

Adam smiled and pointed at her. “You really don’t know where Father Jimmy is, do you?”

“Fuck you,” Maria hissed.

Adam could hear sirens approaching a few streets away. “I didn’t think so. I’d love to stay and chat some more? But there’s a priest in danger. An innocent. I hope one of us finds him before whoever has him hurts him. We’re on the same side, Mistress Marapova.” He rose into the air. “Oh, you can’t fly, can you?”

She gritted her teeth. “No.”

“Too bad.” He winked. “See you around.”

Adam rocketed skyward and disappeared into the distance.

***

Maria Marapova stood up as Adam flew away. She leaned up on her toes.

“You’re trying to fly, aren’t you?” Brittney asked as she walked down the street toward her.

“Don’t be ridiculous.”

“Maybe you can and you just haven’t figured out how yet?” Brittney asked.

“Stop talking.”

“I like him,” Brittney said with a smile, her big, innocent eyes glinting in the sun behind the lensless glasses.

“I swear. One more word and I will…”

“Don’t be a sore loser.”

Maria gritted her teeth. “I did not lose!”

“He kicked your ass. Politely. Thought I was the only one who could do that.”

“Brittney!”

“You might have done better if you didn’t have the hots for him.”

“How dare you!”

“That beaver’s as wet as can be; I just know it.”

“That’s it! I am going to take out my frustrations on…”

“Later,” Brittney said. “Disturbance at 171st and St. Nicholas. Some chick over six feet tall jumped out a third story window carrying a naked guy.”

“What?”

“While you were making puppy dog eyes at the god-man? And flirting in your weird way? Your spies heard it over the police radio and called me.”

Maria gritted her teeth. “And you waited till now to tell me?”

“There was no hurry - cops lost them and our spies found the brownstone at 171st and St. Nick abandoned. They’re all in the wind.”

“Someone from Whore Caste rescued the priest,” Maria said.

“Well, unless you know any other super tall girls who can jump off the third floor onto the sidewalk with a full-grown naked man over their shoulder and run away like a gazelle? Whore Caste is a good bet.”

Maria shook her head. “We have traitors in our midst, Brittney.”

Brittney shrugged. “I… guess so.”

***


The Mission

“Internal bleeding! I need plasma, now!” Dr. Helen Pritchard said.

Father Miller stood with Prissy and Beatrice outside the doors to the small surgery.

T.J. and Luisa were busy grabbing items from the supply cabinets in the surgery.

“I don’t know if we have enough plasma,” Luisa said as she began stacking IV bags.

“All I can do is stabilize this kid,” Helen said as she looked at the broken body of the priest on the table. “We’re looking at a ruptured spleen, bruised pancreas and liver. He has broken ribs, and I think they’ve punctured his lungs in at least two places. BP?”

T. J. looked at the vitals unit. “80 over 50 and falling.”

“Fuck! We need an ambulance to transport him to a real hospital with a real surgeon,” Helen said.

Adam came through the surgery doors.

“He’s a mess, Adam. I don’t know,” Helen whispered.

He squeezed her arm.

“Can you… do what you do?”

Adam looked at the priest on the operating table. “Hypothermia and overdose I can fix. I can restart a heart but… this? I don’t know enough anatomy.”

“We have to move him to a hospital,” Helen said. “But… I don’t think there’s time.”

Adam nodded. “If we can’t take him to a hospital? I’ll bring it to him.”

And Adam disappeared.

“The fuck?” T. J. whispered. “You saw that right?”

***

Dr. Demona almost fell off her lab chair when Adam materialized from thin air in front of a transformation tube.

“I need you.”

“Don’t fucking do that!” Demona cursed as she re-situated herself on the stool. “You don’t get to just come barging into my lab after what you’re doing to Sugar!”

“I have a young man with multiple internal injuries and he’s not going to make it much longer,” Adam said. “I need you.”

Demona was already jumping off her chair. “Why didn’t you say so, dumbass?!” She grabbed a heavy backpack from under her lab bench and slung it onto her back. “How do we…?”

Adam took her hand, and a maelstrom formed around the two of them. “Hang on.”

A moment later, the lab was empty.

***

T. J. was standing in the corner with his rosary and Luisa was shivering.

Helen Pritchard looked at the raven-haired woman with the tattoos on her face who had suddenly appeared in the room along with Adam.

“Dr. Helen Pritchard? Dr…?”

“Dr. Mona Karnes. My friends call me Demona.” She pushed past Helen. She looked at the monitors. “He’s fading. I need more plasma. We’re going to have to crack the abdomen. You, Catholic?”

T. J. blinked at her. “Yes?”

“Put the rosary around your neck and keep calling out BP and respiration to me. You? Big tits in the scrubs?”

“I’m… Luisa…”

“I need you on anesthesia, Luisa. Keep him under, this is gonna sting.” She turned to Helen. “You the boss?”

“I…”

“Trick question. I’m the boss. But I need your help. You’re assisting.” She opened the backpack and pulled out a device with a large screen attached to a pistol grip. “This is an omniscanner - combination MRI and X-Ray unit. Full thoracic scan and then give me a scan of his noggin - I’m betting there’s swelling there. We’re going to have our work cut out for us.”

Helen looked at the omniscanner Demona placed in her hands. “I… I don’t know how?”

“Pull the trigger. The screen has a menu. Follow the prompts.” Demona reached into the bag and pulled out a device slightly longer than a pencil and thicker. She pressed a stud on the body. A short column of red laser light winked to life at the far end. “Let’s start cutting.”

She looked over her shoulder. “Oh, and, god-boy? Get the fuck out. Tell that priest out there to hold off on the Last Rites. Right now? This kid belongs to me.”

***

Adam stepped out of the surgery and let the double doors close behind him.

Prissy held Father Miller’s hand.

She looked at Adam. “She can save him, can’t she?”

Adam gave her a weak smile. “I don’t know, Prissy.”

“Who is she?” Father Miller asked.

“The best surgeon in the world,” Adam said. He looked back over his shoulder. “Maybe the best there’s ever been.”

Prissy shook her head. “I don’t know what to do. There has to be something I can do.”

“We pray,” Father Miller said. “In the end, that’s all we can do. We pray for the skill of the four people inside that room.”

And they did.

***

Clason Point Park on the East River

2:30 AM

“I followed them to the David Pritchard Memorial Mission on 176th Street, Mother Superior,” the Church Agent said.

The other two agents stood beside him, still recovering from the beatings they took from the Street Whore.

“And you believe you saw this Adam?” Mother Superior Calista said as she stood on the walkway by the East River and peered out at the water.

“Yes, Mother Superior. A transformed matching his description entered the building a few minutes later.”

Mother Superior Calista had the silver briefcase in front of her on the railing above the water. She caressed it. “You’ve done well. All of you.”

“Thank you, Mother Superior,” one of the other agents said through a split lip.

“Your sacrifice will not be forgotten by the Church. What you have accomplished for the glory of Morpheus will live on in the annals of the Church until the end of time.”

The agents looked at one another.

“Mistress?” One of them asked in confusion.

She turned, the silenced pistol in her hand.

Thump. Thump. Thump.

Her expression was blank, her eyes cold.

The three men fell to the ground, a red blossom of blood from under their suit jackets spreading above their hearts.

She walked to them.

Then she leaned over them and shot each agent in the head.

Calista took each man individually by the ankle and slung them over the railing and into the East River. She watched as the bodies floated away into the gloom.

Then she took a satellite phone from her purse.

The Church had lofted their own satellites for communication in the last few years - there was no chance their calls could be intercepted as the radio calls had been done the night before.

She dialed and placed the phone to her ear.

“Report,” Sister said.

“I have the location of the heretic. The David Pritchard Memorial Mission on 176th Street. All loose ends have been tied up,” Calista answered.

“Very well. You may proceed to the next step. However, hold off on execution until I give you the go ahead.”

“Understood, Sister.”

She closed the connection and returned her phone to her purse.

Then she retrieved the briefcase and walked away into the night.

***


Cathedral of Morpheus

Havana, Theocratic Republic of Cuba

Hecate was used to being summoned to Sister’s quarters at all hours of the night. Occasionally it was for a tryst - Sister still had needs, though increasingly those were being met by a woman from Whore Caste.

She entered the bed chamber to find Sister fully clothed and sitting at her simple desk. “You sent for me?”

“Yes, Hecate. Our team in Manhattan have located the heretic,” Sister said without looking up. “I’m telling you this because your spies will no doubt report this to you soon.”

Hecate frowned. “I do not spy on you, Sister.” It was true. She did not - though the spiritual leader of the Church of Morpheus was the only person in the cathedral she did not keep tabs on.

Sister chuckled. “I could almost believe you. I trust you, regardless, Hecate. You are a true believer. My right hand. Because I trust you, I wanted you to know Adam’s location. My… left hand has almost completed her assignment.”

Hecate nodded. “Shall I assemble a strike team, Sister? We can land troops or destroy the location from the air…”

“No. It is being handled. Our hands will be clean. I merely wanted you to know the issue is soon to be resolved.”

Hecate narrowed her gaze. “Sister, you never take military action without my counsel…”

She smiled and nodded. “I know, my dear. But, in this case? Your involvement was unnecessary. Concern yourself with overall strategy and Marapova. Leave this tactical action to me and my left hand.”

Hecate hesitated unsure of what to say.

“You may leave, general.”

***

Hecate stalked away down the marble corridor.

At the end of the hall, she snapped her fingers.

Two nuns came running. “Mother Superior?”

“My quadcopter. Now!”

***


David Pritchard Memorial Mission

Dr. Demona walked out of the surgery’s double doors followed by Helen and T. J.

Luisa was still busy over Father Jimmy.

Demona was looking at her hands. Her voice quaked as she spoke. “I will never understand how humans can do these things to each other. And, for transformed to do this?” She shook her head. “Brutal. They beat him beyond human endurance.”

“Is he dead?” Prissy sobbed.

Demona shook her head. “He is alive. But… there is a choice to be made.”

“What choice?” Father Miller asked.

“I have repaired what I can repair. We have compounds that can instantly heal damage; however, some of his organs are failing. You can’t… beat on a man for hours without…” She looked ready to vomit.

Adam put his hands on her shoulders.

Demona looked up at him and smiled. She wiped away a tear. “Adam, I don’t like to lose.”

“Me neither.”

Demona turned to Prissy and Father Miller. “I can fix him. I can fix all of it. But… to do that? I have to…”

“Transform him,” Prissy whispered.

Demona nodded.

Father Miller sighed. Then he nodded. “Can you ask him?”

Demona shook her head. “As a human? He will never regain consciousness. There’s swelling in the brain. I can’t bring it down.” She looked at Adam. “There was a time when I would just pull the trigger and transform him, but… we’re under new management.”

Adam smiled.

Prissy turned to Father Miller. “Father? You know him. What would he say?”

Father Miller shook his head. “Prissy, you are in love with him.”

“That’s why I can’t be the one to decide,” she whispered.

Father Miller smiled. “This… boy… stood up to horrific torture to safeguard us. He is a man of faith. I know in my heart that he would say to let him die.”

Prissy sobbed out loud.

Father Miller reached up and touched her face. “But I am a selfish old man. And I don’t give a tinker’s damn if he hates me for what I’m about to do. I will go to my grave content to be the object of his hatred if that is God’s will.” He turned to Demona. “Doctor? Fix that boy. Make him whole. And tell him I made the decision.”

Demona smiled. “You know what the difference is between you and the priests of the Church of Morpheus, padre?”

He shook his head.

“You got a set of balls,” she turned to Helen. “Come on, doc. I’m going to teach you our wicked ways.”

Helen gave her a weak smile and followed her into the surgery.

“Dr. Demona?” Prissy asked.

Demona looked back over her shoulder.

“His designation?”

Demona smirked. “That heroic son-of-a-bitch? Only one designation I can think of.”

***


Casa di Greene

Outside Havana, Theocratic Republic of Cuba

Cathy Greene di Hecate opened the front door naked at 3:00 AM. She looked at Hecate and then leaned, smiling, against the doorframe. “Hecate? What a pleasant surprise.”

Behind her somewhere in the house were the moans and laughter of people making love.

Hecate looked over her shoulder into the darkened interior.

Cathy shrugged. “Orgy night. It’s only half over… want to come in?”

“I didn’t come here for jokes,” Hecate hissed.

Cathy shook her head. “My love, I am not joking.”

Hecate turned away. “Now is not the time.”

Cathy put her hand on Hecate’s shoulder and turned her back around. “What’s wrong? I’ve never seen you like this.”

“I… need to talk to you.”

“Come inside,” Cathy said.

“No… no. Your whoremaster wouldn’t want me in…”

“This is my house, Hecate, as much as it is Dan’s, and I belong to you as much as I belong to Dan.”

“Come outside, Cathy, please.”

Cathy’s eyes widened. “Please? You… oh, God, honey, what is wrong?” She stepped out of the house and closed the door behind her. She wrapped Hecate in her arms and, to her astonishment, Hecate neither pushed her away nor complained.

Instead, the second in command to Sister herself, shivered.

“It’s okay,” Cathy soothed. “Tell me. Tell me what’s wrong.”

“I told her she mustn’t. I told her the consequences would be beyond our ability to withstand…”

“Slow down, Hecate. What are you talking about?”

“Sister!” Hecate cried and finally pulled away. “She’s found this Adam in Manhattan.” She was wringing her hands. “She sent Mother Superior Calista there… psychopath! She sent that wretched psychopath there and I knew! I knew there was more than she was telling me!”

Cathy took her arm and turned her around. “Calm down. Tell me slowly.”

“Sister said Calista only went there to locate Adam and then we would deal with him after but… Oh, Cathy, there’s a suitcase nuke missing.”

“What?!” Cathy stammered. “What are you talking about? What’s a suitcase nuke?”

Hecate was pale. “I… we wanted to make sure we were prepared for all eventualities. A good planner always makes sure to be prepared for all eventualities. I… Cathy, I am a good planner. I am thorough. I…”

“Hecate! What is a suitcase nuke?”

“It’s… a five-kiloton nuclear bomb in a container about the size of a standard briefcase. I checked the inventory as I flew here in the quadcopter and one is missing from supply. Cathy, Sister means to detonate it in Manhattan to destroy Adam. She wouldn’t tell me the exact location but, regardless of the detonation point? She will kill hundreds of thousands of people, Cathy.”

Cathy took a step back and put her hand over her mouth. “Oh, Hecate, what have you done?” She whispered.

“No! No, they were never supposed to be used! You can’t think I… it’s mass murder, Cathy. I would never…”

“Why would you create something like that?! Hecate, for fuck’s sake… why?”

“I need your help, Cathy. Please!”

“What do you want me to do, Hecate?”

“Tell her. Tell Maria. She’s their only hope.”

“You fuckers monitor every single communication, Hecate! Sister will know immediately!”

“No, she won’t because you have a way of contacting Maria that can’t be traced.”

Cathy stared at her. “What the fuck are you talking about?”

“I know you do. I’ve always known,” Hecate said.

“Paranoid bitch,” Cathy spat.

“I don’t know how you do it? But I know you can. And I need you to get word to her right now. Cathy, I am begging you. This is wrong. This will destroy every plan I’ve made. It might even destroy the world.” She shook her head. “I can’t let that happen. I believe, Cathy. I believe in the will of Morpheus, and I have faith that what I am doing is right regardless of the means but… this? This is not his will, Cathy. This is a colossal mistake - we are not mass murderers. We cannot be.”

“I’ll find some way of getting word to Maria,” Cathy said.

Hecate nodded. “Thank you.”

Cathy clenched her fists and advanced toward her in fury. “Thank you? THANK YOU?! You and your psycho boss are building nuclear bombs into briefcases because, well, fuck: just in case? Get in your fucking quadcopter and get out of here. Now! And you better pray I find a way to get word to Maria.”

“I love you.”

“Get out!” Cathy screamed.

Hecate lowered her head and walked down the concrete walk toward her quadcopter.

***


The White Room

“That psychotic bitch!” Gwen Kincaid said.

Sugar looked pale.

“Do we know Adam’s exact location?” Maria asked.

To Cathy’s dismay, the white-haired goddess was calm.

“No, Hecate doesn’t know,” Cathy said.

“Are we sure this isn’t some elaborate scheme on Hecate’s part to find out how the White Witches communicate?” Gwen asked.

Cathy shook her head. “No, my lover is a lot of things? But she is too… socially awkward to be a good actress. She’s shaken to her core.”

“Still, you’ll need a cover story,” Maria said. “Tell them we have our own satellite for communications if you’re cornered.”

Gwen stared at her. “Do we have our own communications satellite?”

Maria raised a flawless eyebrow. “That would be on a need-to-know basis.”

“Yay, more cloak and dagger bullshit,” Gwen groaned.

“What are we going to do?” Sugar asked, finally looking up.

Cathy could see how upset she was.

“Mistress Kincaid,” Maria began. “Continue your search for Adam. You are our backup. Redouble your efforts. Time is not our friend.”

“I want to come to Manhattan and help,” Sugar said.

“No,” Maria said.

“Damn you!” Sugar spat.

“Don’t be a fool,” Maria said. “With both Gwen and I in Manhattan, we are within the possible detonation area. If we are killed? Leadership of the White Witches will fall to you and Cathy. I intend to win this war, from the grave if necessary. I will not risk another elite white witch. I will expect you to avenge us and, more importantly? Save the world. There is no higher calling. It is why we are all here. It is why we exist; do I make myself clear?”

Cathy nodded.

“Yes, mistress,” Sugar whispered.

“One last thing, if I die? Gwen is in charge. If she dies? Cathy is in charge,” Maria said.

Sugar shook her head. “And, if Cathy dies?”

Maria chuckled. “Then, my dear? We’re all fucked.”

Sugar rolled her eyes.

“A joke,” Maria said. “A poor one. Gwen, Cathy? You may leave. Sugar, I need to speak with you.”

Gwen and Cathy disappeared.

“What do you want?” Sugar asked.

Maria smiled. “I find myself in an embarrassing situation. I… require your help.”

Sugar sighed. “Of course you do.”

Maria looked away. “I find it ironic. To my knowledge, I am the oldest humanoid on earth. Yet, I have very few possessions I value. I am sending my most precious… possession to you for safekeeping. You are the only person I trust with this task.”

Sugar laughed. “You sure about that? I mean, you’ve been telling me I’m untrustworthy…”

“I never said that. I said you’re hiding something from me. Your heart is at odds with my goals - I don’t understand why. It’s not important. You see, I trust Gwen’s drive: nothing will stop her from reaching our goals. I trust Cathy’s spirit: she will fight to the death for our cause.” Maria smiled. “But I trust your heart. You will do what you believe is right, no matter the cost.”

Sugar swallowed hard.

“I don’t need your heart here in Manhattan, Mistress Sugar. I need it in Ithaca. And I need to trust it with the most precious thing I have. Can I count on you?”

Sugar nodded. “Send her to me. I will guard her with my life.”

***

“What did you and the other White Witches talk about?” Brittney asked after Maria emerged from her trance.

The ‘White Room’ was the only communication method Brittney couldn’t ‘tap’.

“Never mind that. I have an important mission for you. I need you to go to Ithaca at daybreak.”

“You want me to go where?” Brittney asked. She stood in front of Maria’s desk as her mistress folded over a single sheet of paper and sealed it with tape.

“You will go to the Stallion’s facility and report to Mistress Sugar. You will take this note with you for Mistress Sugar’s eyes only.”

Brittney was totally confused.

Maria held the paper out for Brittney to take. Then she snatched it away as Brittney reached for it.

“Do you love me?” Maria asked.

“Huh? You know I do. I love you more than anything.” She reached out for the paper only to have Maria snatch it away again.

“If you truly love me? I mean truly? You will not read this note. You will hand it to Sugar unopened. Do you understand?”

Brittney giggled. “I wouldn’t read your note!”

“Brittney, you always read my notes. You rifle through my desk drawers. You eavesdrop on phone calls, chats, and in-person meetings. There is not a door or wall in this apartment that doesn’t have the print of your ear smeared on it.”

Brittney chewed on her lower lip. “That’s… an exaggeration.”

Maria laughed and shook her head. “I love you. You’re a brat… but I love you.” She held out the note once again. “I need you to give this to Mistress Sugar unopened and then do whatever she tells you. If you love me? You will do this.”

Brittney nodded. “You have my word. But why don’t you just think this note to her?”

Maria shook her head. “No questions. Just deliver the note.”

***


Hermon A. MacNeil Park

College Point, New York

10:00 AM

Colonel Taylor Menser looked at the three bodies lying on the bank of the East River. “You’re sure?” He asked.

The NRO forensic doctor nodded and pulled down his surgical mask. “Definitely transformed. Church Agents as they’re called. Executed. One in the heart, one in the back of the head, close range.”

“Time of death?”

“Difficult. But, given the tides? They would have been tossed in the drink about three in the morning last night.”

“Where?”

The doctor turned and pointed over his shoulder. “Clason Point Park over on the other side.”

Menser nodded. “Get a team over there. NYPD giving you any trouble?”

“No, colonel. We say ‘national security’ and they run away.”

“Good. Clean all this up as soon as you collect everything. I want a second team looking for evidence on the other side of the river - tell them to clean that one up as well.”

“Yes, sir.”

An NRO agent walked up to him. “Colonel? We have a visitor.”

Menser turned and looked beyond the police tape.

Seven feet tall. White latex overcoat. Hair like white cotton.

“Fuck,” Menser whispered. He pulled the agent close. “You get a sniper team setup. I want scopes on me and the white giant over there - if I start acting weird? Kill us both.”

“Colonel?”

“You heard me. That’s the wicked witch of Manhattan.” He walked toward the barrier.

She was smiling at him.

Menser raised the tape and walked under it. “Mistress Maria Anastasia Marapova di Morpheus,” he said with a smile. “You shoot these assholes?”

She turned her beautiful head to the side and smiled. “Unfortunately, no. Did you?”

“No. No, but I am taking their bodies for examination. Try to find out what makes you people tick.”

“An inferior breed, Church Agents. You will only learn about our mistakes,” Maria said. “Walk with me?”

“Promise to stay out of my head?”

She laughed and it sounded like music. “Just this once? Yes, Colonel, you have my word.”

They walked together away from the crime scene.

“I take it you have insight into what is going on here?” Menser asked.

“The Church was trying to find something. I think they succeeded. Those men were loose ends… they do so hate loose ends.” She glanced back over her shoulder. “Those men following us with rifles? Are they going to shoot me?”

“Us. They’re going to shoot us if I start quacking like a duck or professing my undying love for you.”

Maria laughed her beautiful laughter again. “You’re safe, Colonel. I prefer women. I find men to be… disappointing.”

“I find men disappointing as well. We are a scurrilous lot.”

She laughed again. “You should really join us, Colonel. Wouldn’t you like to be on the winning side?”

“Who says I’m not on the winning side, Mistress?”

Maria sighed and nodded. “Today? I think you and I are both dangerously close to being on the losing side.”

Menser frowned. “Is that so?”

“There is a woman. A Mother Superior - are you familiar with the breed?”

“Oh, yes. We’ve encountered one or two.”

“This one is a zealot in possession of a suitcase nuke and she’s hiding in Manhattan. She intends to detonate it.”

Menser stopped walking. “How big a nuke?”

“Five kilotons. I understand it fits in a briefcase.”

“Where in Manhattan?”

“No idea. She’s attempting to kill a man known to us as Adam…”

“We know about him. None of us has gotten close to him.”

“You don’t know where he is then?” Maria asked.

“No. You?”

Maria shook her head. “Manhattan is a very big place.”

“Yes, it is. When is she going to detonate the device?”

“We have no idea. It could be at any time.”

Menser sighed. “Jesus. You people.”

“I’ve heard that your government has the capability to spot the radiation signature of such a device from orbit?”

“That’s classified.”

“We’re beyond that, I think, Colonel.”

Menser chuckled. “Yeah, we do. I’ll call in the asset. But you should know? The odds are this case it’s in? It will block the radiation signature. We’ll only pick it up when she opens the case.”

“I need you to contact me immediately when that happens. I believe you have my number?”

Menser shook his head. “No can do. We’ll handle the nuke…”

“No offense, colonel? But I am infinitely better at handling a Mother Superior than you or your entire organization. Help me find her and I will stop her.”

Menser laughed. “Lady, you’re nuts. This is our city.”

“Yes, and I’m trying to save it.”

“So you say.”

“Yes, Colonel. Work with us. You’re about to flood Manhattan with the NRO. I already have Whore Caste searching for her. We need to work together.”

Menser glared at her. “How can I trust you?”

“I’m here now telling you about this, aren’t I? Listen, Colonel? After we destroy Mother Superior Calista and save Manhattan? We can go back to hating one another. Agreed?”

***


Stallion’s Adult Video

Outside Ithaca, New York

It’s an enigma wrapped in a conundrum, Brittney thought as she rode down, down, down in the elevator. She was wearing her favorite pink latex miniskirt, halter top, and thigh-high pink stiletto-heeled boots.

Brittney chewed her bubble gum. It helped her think.

Why had Maria sent her to Stallion’s? It made no sense. With everything going on in Manhattan, Maria needed her there, not here.

And the note? The note was just stupid.

She blew a bubble with her gum and it popped.

Brittney drew it back between her full, red lips expertly and began chewing again.

She frowned. The gum was losing its taste.

She looked around nervously, then she pulled the gum out of her mouth and stuck it on the elevator control panel, trying not to giggle.

Maria had made love to her all night after telling her she was sending her to Ithaca. There was nothing strange about that - Maria Marapova had the sex drive of a full fraternity house.

No, what was strange was the fact Maria did all the work. Lots of tongue, lots of fingering, lots of kissing. She was totes focused on making Brittney cum over and over again.

Brittney was usually in the driver’s seat. That was okay, because she felt like it was her job to lessen the stress on Maria. Her Mistress was much more fragile than anyone realized.

At least Brittney thought she was.

But last night? Brittney felt like it was her birthday or something.

The door opened on the main laboratory level and Sugar was waiting for her.

Brittney stepped out of the elevator and the door closed behind her. She held out the note and hoped Sugar wouldn’t notice the tape was a little buggered up. “This note is for you. Mistress said it was for your eyes only and I was not to open it.”

Sugar nodded and grinned. “So, what’s in the note?”

“Nothing. It’s blank. I thought it might be written in lemon juice; you know like invisible ink? But I heated it up and nothing. Zilch. Why would she give me a blank note?” She frowned. “Hey, how did you know I read it?”

“Maria said you would,” Sugar said and put her arm around the thinner woman’s shoulders.

“Figures. She knows me pretty well. I’m very predictable, I suppose.”

Sugar nodded.

“Why am I here, Sugar?”

“Calista has a nuclear device and she is planning on detonating it somewhere in Manhattan. Maria and Gwen are trying to find her and stop her.”

A trick! Maria tricked her!

Brittney spun around and reached for the elevator button.

Sugar gently turned her back around to face her. “She wants you here, Brittney.”

“No! No, she needs me!”

“Honey? She needs you here.” She pulled Brittney close. “Don’t you understand? You’re her entire world.”

Brittney struggled but Sugar was bigger and stronger. “No, she needs me. She can’t do this to me, Sugar. Please. I have to be with her.”

“No,” Sugar whispered. “Both of us have to stay here. No matter how much we want to be there.”

***


Cathedral of Morpheus

Havana, Theocratic Republic of Cuba

Hecate paused outside Sister’s door.

It had to be done.

She had to try.

She knocked.

“Come,” Sister said from behind the simple door.

Hecate walked in to see Sister seated naked at her simple desk in front of the small bed.

She was staring out the window at the lights of Havana.

“Speak, Hecate.”

Hecate took a breath. “Sister, a nuclear device is missing from our arsenal.”

Her reply was immediate. “It isn’t missing. It is in use.”

“May I ask where…?”

“No. You may not.”

“Sister, if you intend to use it to kill Adam? We spoke of this earlier, there will be repercussions. We will not survive…”

“Do you have faith, Hecate?”

Hecate paused. She licked her lips. “You know I do.”

“Then have faith now.”

“Are… are you saying Morpheus has instructed you to do this?”

Sister smiled. “I am Morpheus’s voice in this cathedral. I am the very definition of his will.”

“How can you know?” She knelt by Sister’s chair. “Oh, Sister, please, I am begging you: call off Calista before it is too late! This cannot be the will of Morpheus.”

Sister continued to stare straight ahead. “Questioning me is the same as blasphemy, Hecate. You do know the punishment for blasphemy is harsh and final?”

“I love Morpheus and I love you. But, I am afraid of this course of action.”

“And, you love your Whore Caste slut, do you not?”

Hecate felt as if she had been slapped.

“I tolerate it, Hecate. You are important to me so I grant you the liberty of your whore. But, if you continue to question my judgement? I will have her lobotomized and send her out to work the cane fields with the other refuse. You are dismissed, general.”

Hecate stood up, turned on her heel, and left the room, drawing the door shut behind her.

***


David Pritchard Memorial Mission

Father Jimmy Patrick opened his eyes in the dark room. There was the smell of antiseptic and lights blinked as machinery he couldn’t identify monitored his condition.

A hospital. He was in a hospital.

“There he is,” a woman’s voice said from somewhere nearby.

She leaned forward in her chair, appearing like a ghost from the gloom. Her face was pale but beautiful. A tattooed tear drifted down from the corner of one eye. Piercing violet eyes stared into his.

“Who… are you?” Jimmy whispered.

“Dr. Demona… you can think of me as Dr. Frankenstein, if you like. There are similarities, though my creations are more works of art than monsters.”

Jimmy raised his arms. They felt swollen.

He blinked and stared at the muscles rippling through them.

“Wh… What? What have you done to me?”

She placed her small hand in his and slowly lowered his left arm back to the sheet. “Relax. Baby steps, Father Jimmy.”

She put her hand on his forehead. “Yeah, I see what makes her all misty-eyed for you. A little like a lost puppy.”

“What have you done to me?” He repeated.

“You were dying, and two people here were pretty adamant about not letting that happen. So, I went to work. I’ll give you the fifty-cent tour. You’re close to seven feet tall. You weigh about four-hundred pounds, and it is all beautifully sculpted muscle. You can run at close to thirty miles per hour. You can vertical leap fifteen feet. You can lift three, maybe four times your weight and bend iron bars into pretzels. You’ve got a one-track mind when it comes to protecting people and you will die, and I mean die, to protect the people you love - and, spoiler alert? You love practically everybody. And, I know you took a vow of celibacy but… that’s going to be problematic for you now because you have the sex-drive of about a thousand rabbits.” She stood up from her chair and stroked his face. “Oh, and finally? You’re going to live forever.”

“One of them,” Jimmy whispered. “You made me one of them.”

“That’s right, Whoremaster. And, right now you’re thinking about slinging my brains out against the nearest wall. I get that. But, before you do? Somebody really wants to see you.”

Demona turned and nodded.

Prissy walked into the room.

“I’ll leave you two alone,” Demona said.

She walked away, pulling the sheet away from Jimmy’s body as she left.

Demona paused by Prissy and touched her arm. “Talk to him. He needs you.”

Prissy smiled.

Demona closed the door behind her as she left the room.

Jimmy was staring at Prissy. “You… we… can’t…”

She shook her head and reached behind her neck.

The black latex minidress fell away, revealing her long, muscled body.

She walked toward him slowly, hips swaying.

He felt his cock rise, felt it stiffen harder than seemed possible.

She smiled as she reached him. She ran her hand down his length and he shivered.

Clear fluid poured from the tip of his cock and coated him with wetness as she stroked him.

She lowered her mouth, pursed her lips, and sucked him, the head far too large even for her.

He groaned and she squeezed the base of his cock hard.

“I’m unbound,” she whispered. “No Whoremaster ever came inside me. They asked me if I wanted one to do that - it binds us, you see. It joins us forever. I didn’t want it back then.” She smiled and ran her tongue along his shaft. “But I want it now. Do you understand?”

“You want… us to be joined?”

“Bound. Forever. See I knew when we were in the car together. I could see it. You were my future and I’m yours. Don’t be mad at Dr. Demona or Father Miller. Be mad at me if you like. I can’t live in a world without you, Jimmy.”

Jimmy believed in a loving God. And, he believed that a broken vow could be forgiven.

He reached out and pulled her onto the bed with him.

She laughed as he kissed her, crushing her against him.

Prissy never let go of his cock.

She guided him into her, smiling as he sank deeper and deeper inside of her.

Prissy cried out when he was all the way inside.

His cock was pressing against something deep inside her and her body convulsed on top of him.

He kissed her as he began thrusting, each thrust ending against whatever this place was deep within her.

Prissy moaned and cried into his mouth.

Then she sat up, grinding her hips in a circle.

His hands caressed her hips, the flat of her stomach, the magnificent breasts with their clamped nipples.

“Now,” she whispered. “Please, now.”

Jimmy felt the ejaculation coming on him, felt his muscles tighten, his balls pull tight. He came inside her and she laughed and threw herself down on top of him, kissing his face.

And Jimmy passed out.

***


The Dream

Running. They were all running. They were terrified and they were laughing and they were all running through the streets of a great city. He caught a whiff of cold sea breeze from behind them.

Ahead of the multitude was a white, triangular skyscraper. He recognized it, it was in San Francisco.

He was holding hands with people as he ran.

Prissy was holding his right hand.

He held the hand of a tall woman in white latex on his left - White Witch, he thought. And he loved her. He loved this woman he had never met and he loved Prissy and they all loved each other and they were terrified but they were laughing because everything, everything was going to be alright.

Great wings beat overhead and he saw a woman with short blonde hair and membranous wings fly over them. She pointed her hands ahead of them and flames erupted from her fingers.

Far ahead, the flames touched the ground and people in black latex nun’s habits screamed and ran away toward the white building.

“Whoremasters and White Witches in the front!” An older man called out from the crowd. “The rest of Whore Caste and Professional Caste behind them. Humans in the back. Remember your training!”

Then they reached the street across from the white building.

There were men with guns on the other side - the Church Agents like the men who had helped torture him. With them were priests and nuns in black latex.

Behind them were the nuns and priests with black eyes like Calista.

Jimmy pulled Prissy behind him as the White Witch moved to stand beside him.

“If you know a good prayer, Jimmy? Now’s the time,” the White Witch said and squeezed his hand.

High above the white skyscraper, a naked man floated in mid-air.

Another man rose up to face him - the same man in the leather jacket who had spoken to him in front of his apartment just before Calista’s men took him prisoner.

Jimmy thought for a moment and then he knew what to say. “Therefore put on the full armor of God, so that when the day of evil comes, you may be able to stand your ground, and after you have done everything, to stand.”

“Amen,” Prissy whispered behind him.

***

Jimmy jolted awake.

Prissy was passed out in his arms and he held her tight, the words of Paul to the Ephesians still echoing in his head.

***


Stallion’s

Outside Ithaca, New York

Everybody underestimates me, Brittney thought. Well, I’ll show them!

She inched forward in the ventilation duct using her elbows to pull herself along. Another two-hundred yards and she should reach the vertical air shaft that led up five stories to the surface. From there, she would punch out the air vent in the surface level storeroom - she would only be seconds from the loading dock and freedom!

They never should have let her see the blueprints for the Stallion’s facility when they had done the renovations seven years ago. Brittney didn’t remember a lot from when she had been Britt Conners, super-attorney, but she remembered one thing: she had an eidetic memory.

All she had to do was close her eyes and she could visualize the blueprints, right down to the measurements of the ventilation duct.

Brittney had lulled her ‘babysitters’, Ray the Whoremaster and Rita the Bimbot, into a false sense of security by agreeing to the threesome in the fifth sub-basement level rec room - not that it hadn’t been totes amazing! Rita had this vibrate-y, buzzy thing she could do with her fingers that sent Brittney right to the moon and Ray had that big old cock.

She had made an excuse of going to the restroom afterward.

Then she had scooted right into the air duct.

She had to get to Maria. She needed Brittney’s help, whether she knew it or not. Being Maria’s ‘memento humani’, Maria’s reminder that she was still human at her core? That was Brittney’s most important job.

Besides, if that bomb went off and Maria died? There wouldn’t be any reason for Brittney to go on.

They were soulmates. If that happened? Brittney wanted to go with her.

Brittney dug into the smooth sides of the duct with her elbows and pushed.

Nothing happened.

She frowned.

She tried again.

Still stuck.

Brittney stopped.

This wasn’t possible: her hips were stuck. It didn’t make sense, her titties were still able to squeeze through and her hips and boobs were the same circumference so…

“Fuck,” Brittney whispered.

Her titties were squishy.

Her tushy was as well but… there were big hip bones inside that booty.

“Major miscalculation.” She pushed back with her elbows to try to back out.

No dice - her big old butt was stuck like a cork in a bottle.

Brittney sighed and rested her chin on the aluminum duct. “Help!” She yelled.

How embarrassing was this going to be?

***

“How in the hell did you get this far?” Ray yelled from somewhere nearby.

“I don’t know. I guess the ductwork narrowed,” Brittney said miserably. “You can’t trust a contractor to follow the blueprints. I’m going to leave a bad review when I get out of this.”

Ray laughed. “What would have happened if you got stuck where we couldn’t hear ya?”

“I wasn’t thinking ‘bout that.”

“Yeah, you weren’t thinking at all,” Ray grumbled. “You could have been badly hurt.”

“Stop it,” Rita said from somewhere closer to Brittney’s head. “She was trying to get to the person she loves. Don’t be mean.”

“Thank you, Rita.”

“You’re welcome. Keep talking so I know where your face is,” Rita said.

“Huh?”

Four pink robot fingers tore through the bottom of the duct a few inches from her nose.

Four more fingers joined them and they began tearing through the duct like it was made of foil.

When the duct was torn open on all four sides, Rita bent it down so she could look in.

Her kind, pink plastic face smiled in at her. “Hi, beautiful.”

“Hi. Sorry for all the trouble.”

Rita reached in and caressed her cheek. “No apology necessary.”

Brittney heard metal shrieking behind her as Ray tore the section of duct she was stuck in down from the ceiling.

They lowered the duct down till Brittney could see she was resting on a concrete storage room floor.

She wiggled around. “Still stuck.”

Rita winked at her. “Yeah, well, get comfy.”

“Huh? Why?”

Ray laughed somewhere behind her. “You’re just going to try to get away again. This ought to hold you for a while.”

“You wouldn’t!” Brittney shrieked.

She heard something buzzing behind her. “What’s that?”

Rita laughed. “You’re in upstate New York’s premier erotic toy emporium, what do you think it is?”

Brittney’s eyes bulged. “Oh, that’s no fair!”

The vibrator slid up between her thighs and directly into her pantiless pussy.

“FUCK!!!” Brittney squealed. She was angry but her body was quickly betraying her. She ground her hips against the duct trying to either dislodge the invader or coax it deeper.

“Thirsty?” Rita asked.

“Y… Yes!”

Rita pushed a small container toward her face: a juice box with the straw inserted. “You know how to suck, right?”

“Ha… mmmm… ha,” Brittney said as she closed her full lips on the straw and sucked.

Apple juice, her favorite.

***

A few levels below, Sugar paced in a conference room.

This was hell.

Adam was there in Manhattan and he was in danger. She didn’t even have a way of letting him know about the bomb.

She couldn’t go to New York City or Maria might suspect she was in a relationship with Adam.

And her best friend had taken this very moment to disappear on one of her frequent ‘secret missions’ - undoubtedly, she was doing something with the resistance, escorting someone immune to mind control to the safety of the Canadian wilderness.

She needed Demona with her, if for nothing else just so she would have a shoulder to cry on.

“Mistress Sugar, are you okay?” A voice said behind her.

She spun around to see Femme Helga stooping down in the conference room doorway.

“Fuck’s sake, Helga! I’m going to hang a bell around your neck! How can somebody so big move so quietly?”

The giantess lowered her eyes. “My… apologies. I heard you crying.”

Sugar sighed and shook her head. When had she become so mean? “No, no, Helga, I’m sorry. I’m just upset.”

Helga looked up and nodded and that’s when Sugar saw the tears in the woman’s eyes. “I… so am I, Mistress.”

Sugar closed her eyes. “Oh, Helga, of course you are. I am so sorry. You’re bound to Maria, aren’t you? You’re worried about her.”

“I’m worried about everyone there, Mistress.”

Sugar held out her arms and Helga embraced her.

She felt lost in the giant’s arms.

“How can they do it?” Helga sobbed. “How can the Church do this? It’s monstrous.”

Sugar ran her fingers through the great mane of golden hair. “I don’t know, Helga. I can’t understand anything they do.”

“They’ve lost their way,” Helga said. “Mistress Marapova is our hope now, if she sees the way in time.”

Sugar frowned. “I’m sorry?”

Helga looked away. “Forgive me. I’m just… upset.”

Sugar framed Helga’s face with her hands. “There’s nothing to forgive.”

She kissed Helga. It wasn’t planned and Sugar wouldn’t have imagined it just a few seconds before.

But it felt natural, and when Helga kissed her back she moaned into the kiss and ran her fingers down the thick, muscled arms.

Helga smiled as she gently pulled away. “Is this permitted?”

Sugar stared into her eyes. “Permitted? Why wouldn’t it be permitted?”

Her eyes were bashful and there was the slightest hint of blush in Helga’s cheeks. “You are Mistress Sugar Tits. You are the adored.”

“Adored? Helga, what are you talking about? Maria calls me the adored?” Sugar laughed. “I’m Whore Caste, same as you. We are love.” Sugar smiled. “I didn’t see you before, I didn’t think of you as Whore Caste, but you are. Forgive me?”

She honesty thought Helga would burst into tears. Where did this ridiculously high opinion of Sugar come from?

Helga picked her up and kissed her again carrying her to the conference table and laying her down on it, pushing Sugar’s tight white latex skirt up her hips.

“Oh!” Sugar laughed. She was used to this kind of handling from a Whoremaster but not from another woman.

Helga’s lips brushed Sugar’s sex and the giantess lapped gently at Sugar’s clit.

Sugar reached down and stroked Helga’s golden braids as her tongue manipulated Sugar toward orgasm within seconds. “Slow down, sweetheart. We have all the time we want.”

She looked down to see tears flowing from Helga’s big eyes. “Helga, what’s wrong?”

The woman smiled up from between her eyes. “Mmm, nothing! Absolutely nothing, Mistress!” She dove on Sugar’s sex once again.

Sugar threw her head back on the conference table and moaned. This woman was an enigma - was she in love with Sugar? What would make her burst into tears just from going down on her?

Sugar bit her lower lip. These were questions for later.

For now, there was only the sweet feel of the tongue on her clit and the thick finger sliding inside her pussy to probe at her g-spot.

***


Helen’s Apartment

“She’s amazing!” Helen said as she lay naked in Adam’s arms.

“Hmm?” Adam asked. They were lying in bed after an especially spirited sex session. Helen had wanted more oral than usual and Adam was happy to oblige.

“Dr. Demona… she’s just… You know, I’ve met surgeons who were geniuses before. I’ve met more than a few who thought they were God… but I’ve never known one who could back it up.”

Adam laughed. “You have a girl crush?”

Helen giggled and rolled over to face him on the bed. “She just came in and took charge. And the moment she opened her mouth? I knew she would save Father Jimmy. A minute earlier, I had lost all hope. Then she just roars in like a tornado, Adam.” There was a hint of mania in Helen’s eyes. “You know those devices in her bag? That science fiction scanner thing? She designed almost all of them, Adam. Do you know she says she only sleeps one hour per night?”

“Really?” He laughed.

“Her mind never stops. I feel like I just met… I don’t know… Hippocrates or Asclepius, Dr. Schweitzer, Dr. Salk… all rolled into one.”

Adam shook his head. “You’re going to need a bigger bed for all those people.”

She punched him in the shoulder. “I’m serious!” She bit her lip. “Do you think she might leave some of those devices here with us? I feel like there’s so much to learn from her. And, you’re telling me she just hides down in the sub-basement of that porn shop?? She should be sharing all this with the world.”

“I think she wants to do just that,” Adam said. “The Church is the stumbling block. But, if you ask and… bat your eyelashes? She’ll probably give you anything you want.”

Helen’s eyes widened. “Wait. Are you saying she likes… you know… girls?”

Adam chuckled. “No, I’m saying she’s a complete horn dog for anything in a skirt. Seriously, I’ve known construction workers who stared at women with less enthusiasm.”

Helen shook her head. “Well, she’s incredibly beautiful - that black hair, those piercing violet eyes…”

Adam shrugged. “You think so? I don’t see it myself.”

“Are you kidding? Are you blind? She’s like a goth fetish model and a super genius.”

“Are you bi?”

“No! I’m not bi,” Helen said. Then she laughed. “But, if I was going to be? It would be with her. Definitely.” She laid her head on her chest. “So, I’ve seen Demona and Prissy and the Whore Caste in the park…”

“Yes?”

Helen kissed his right pec. “The Transformed, are they all… incredibly beautiful people like that?”

“I suppose, yeah.”

She was quiet. “And, your ex? Is she… breathtaking like them?”

Adam rolled over and looked into her eyes. “I loved her very much, Helen. It didn’t work out.” He caressed her face. “You are beautiful and smart and funny and I am with you. I love you.”

She closed her eyes and hugged him tight. “I’ve only loved one other man. I didn’t think I could ever love anyone like I loved David… I was wrong, Adam.”

He smiled in the dark. “Good. Now that we got that out of the way?”

“Yes?”

“Stay away from Demona. I don’t want her expanding your horizons and stealing my girlfriend.”

Helen laughed against his chest. “Those eyes are pretty fucking amazing.”

“Shut up, you.”

***


Stallion’s

Sugar slid her forearm in and out of Helga’s pussy. The size difference between the two of them was incredible. She felt like Helga could have used her for a dildo if she wanted.

She preferred the giantess to moan like she was now rather than cry like she had earlier.

Sugar had heard a rumor Marapova had this strange ‘living strapon’ she used on her female conquests - apparently it was enormous.

“Fuck, oh, God, please, yes!” Helga cried.

Sugar’s fist and forearm appeared to do the trick just as well.

The giantess came in spasms, constricting on Sugar’s arm, trying to pull it deeper inside.

Sugar was watching the woman’s pussy convulse, her hand stroking the skin beside Helga’s navel.

The woman gripped her hand gently.

Sugar looked up to see her gaze lovingly down.

Sugar slid her arm out of Helga as gently as she could.

Then she climbed up beside the long body and laid her head on the woman’s huge right breast.

Helga hugged her with her right arm, pressing her close.

“You are full of surprises, Helga,” Sugar laughed.

“She loves you, you know?” Helga whispered.

“Who?”

“Mistress Marapova.”

Sugar laughed. “Not so sure about that.”

Helga shook her head. “She loves us all. I don’t think she was always capable of it, but Consort Brittney has changed her… completed her.  Mistress Marapova is driven, focused, gruff…”

“She’s a regular bitch most of the time,” Sugar laughed.

“I cannot say that… Neither can I disagree.”

Sugar laughed out loud.

Helga stroked Sugar’s hair. “But she loves us. All of us. She wants what is best for us. What is best for the world.” With her free hand, she pointed at her heart. “When we are made? We are programmed with her beliefs. She wants peace and prosperity and a future for all of us, human and transformed - even for Religious Caste. Her mind, her drive? You see they get in the way of her heart sometimes - but the heart is pure. We know that because her heart? Is ours.”

Sugar stopped laughing.

“That is why we follow her… and why we, like Brittney, fear for her.”

***


Manhattan

“What do you mean you saw Whore Caste in northern Manhattan?” Mistress Gwen Kincaid asked.

She was standing with a group of Whore Masters that had been brought in from New Jersey to search for Calista.

“Yes, Mistress,” one of the men said. “In south Harlem. A White Witch and a Whore Master - they were walking in the direction of the Red Zone. When they saw us? They ran.”

“Ran?! They ran from you?”

He shrugged. “I dunno… it sure seemed like they were running away from us. We lost them in the crowd.”

Gwen shook her head. “Could you identify them?”

The Whore Master looked at his friends.

They all shook their heads.

“All right,” Gwen said. “Continue searching for Calista.” She turned away.

Her husband, Alex, walked up beside her on the dark street. “Trouble?”

She nodded toward the Whore Masters as they walked away. “They saw a White Witch and a Whore Master in Harlem - not from the search team. They ran away when they were spotted.”

“What?”

Gwen shook her head. “They were heading for the Red Zone - Maria said she didn’t want to bring in anyone from the Red Zone because the NYPD keeps track of who comes and goes from the zone. Whore Masters and White Witches do not leave the zone. It’s too tempting, normally, for the NRO to try to collect lab rats.”

“So what were they doing in Harlem?”

“And why did they run?” Gwen added. “I need to talk to Maria… the special way.”

Alex nodded. “Okay, what’s stopping you?”

She looked around. “I don’t really want to go into a trance on a Manhattan sidewalk.”

Alex smiled. “I got just the thing.”

He led her across the street and into an alley.

“Well, I suppose this is a little better,” Gwen whispered.

Alex pushed her against the brick side of a deli. Then he picked her up with his hands under her buttocks.

“What are you doing?” She laughed.

He shrugged. “If you don’t want to attract attention to the wrong thing? Sometimes it’s best to attract attention to something different.”

She laughed and wrapped her thighs around his hips. “You don’t fool me, Alex Kincaid. You just want to fuck me.”

He winked. “Always.” He undid his fly and pressed her against the wall harder. “Think you can go into a trance while I’m at work here?”

“It’s worth a try,” she laughed.

***


Murray Hill, Manhattan

Colonel Taylor Menser’s earbud beeped as he sat in the backseat of the black SUV. He pressed the earbud with his finger. “Go for Menser.”

“Colonel… this is Agent Boggs. You assigned us to keep an eye on Mistress Kincaid?”

“Something going on?”

“Well, um, yes. She and Alex Kincaid are… well, he has her pressed against a wall in an alley and her legs are around his waist…”

“They’re fucking?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Jesus, Boggs. They’re Whore Caste, it’s what they do - apparently even when there’s the possibility of nuclear Armageddon.”

“Understood… should we be recording this, sir?”

“Fuck yes!”

“We weren’t sure, sir…”

“Two reasons, Boggs: One, it’s intel and all intel is important.” He said that and paused.

“Second reason, sir?”

“Second? Hell, son, I’m a lonely old man.”

***

Marapova was two blocks away from Menser heading north in her limousine when she was drawn into the psychic ‘White Room’.

“Sorry to drag you in, Maria,” Gwen said.

“Report! Is there a lead on Calista?”

“Not exactly, but something is off. Some Whore Masters spotted a White Witch and a Whore Master they didn’t know in Harlem.”

“So? Another search team?”

Gwen shook her head. “Maria, they ran away from the Whore Masters.”

“They did what?”

“They ran away toward the Red Zone. My guess is they were going home.”

“No… that isn’t possible. Red Zone elites are told not to leave the zone…”

“I know. But they were there and they didn’t want to be seen - Maria, what the fuck is going on?”

Maria turned away. That feeling again. Control was slipping from her grasp. She squeezed her hands into fists in both the real world and the psychic.

Gwen spoke. “Should I go to the Red Zone and start asking questions?”

Maria sighed. “No. No, if we are somehow… compromised there? It’s best not to let them know we’re onto them. However, contact the Red Zone gates and lock the zone down - no one in or out through the Manhattan gates.”

“Yes, Maria.”

“Oh, and Gwen?”

“Yes?”

Maria didn’t look at her. “The secret subway exit we use to ferry in Whore Caste and supplies?”

“Yes?”

“Have them start evacuating the Red Zone of all the transformed. Quietly. Take them across the river and send them to Stallion’s and the Farm. I want all transformed other than those presently searching for Calista to be sent to a safe distance. Tell them… I don’t care what you tell them. Anything but the truth.”

“Maria, what about the people of Manhattan?”

Gwen thought she heard Maria’s voice crack. “My… priority… must be the transformed. I sense we are running out of time.”

***


Corner of 167th Street and Jerome Avenue

Someone rang Agnes Tannenbaum’s doorbell in the dead of night and she was not amused. She took off the silk sleep mask and slid from her champagne-colored silk sheets and into her slippers.

Pookie, her fifteen-year-old Yorkie growled and barked as Agnes put on her champagne silk robe and tied it closed.

“Relax, Pookie, probably just the super,” she said.

Agnes’s apartment was on the eighteenth floor and nobody got inside who wasn’t supposed to be there.

She walked to the foyer and leaned up to peer out through the peephole.

There was a blonde woman wearing dark sunglasses on the other side of the door.

“Who is it?”

“Police, can you open the door?” The woman said.

“You don’t look like police,” Agnes said.

“Please, can you open the door?”

Agnes sighed. Behind her, Pookie growled from the bedroom door frame.

She unlocked the door but left the chain on. She opened the door five inches. “What’s this abou…?”

The woman smashed her palm against the door and the chain snapped, raining links onto the foyer carpet.

The door itself swung open wide, smashing into Agnes’s nose before sending her airborne through the foyer and into the living room.

She landed on her back, a shocked look on her face beneath the shattered nose.

The cartilage in her nose had been driven into her brain, killing her instantly.

Pookie trotted into the room and sniffed at Agnes before turning toward the figure who walked through the front door.

The woman closed the door behind her.

Pookie growled.

The woman cocked her head to the side as she walked through the foyer to stand over Agnes’s body. “Nice doggie.”

Pookie bared his teeth.

The woman pressed her foot against Agnes’s neck and pressed down.

Pookie jumped as Agnes’s neck splintered and broke.

He lay down beside his mistress’s body and stared at her killer.

The woman walked to the living room couch and sat down. She set an aluminum case on the coffee table and smiled.

***


Morning

“That’s not Father Jimmy,” Beatrice whispered. She was hiding behind Father Miller outside the surgery.

The double doors were open and on the other side, Father James Patrick was pulling on a hoody that matched the oversized sweatpants from the mission’s donated clothing.

The outfit, big as it was, still looked two sizes too small - especially the tight legs which did little to disguise the large tube running down the inside of Jimmy’s left leg.

Prissy was wearing her latex mini dress. She took a step back and looked him up and down, trying not to giggle and failing.

“Don’t laugh,” Jimmy said.

She shrugged. “Sorry, Jimmy, you’re a lot of man to squeeze into fleece pants.”

Jimmy sighed and then looked out through the double doors.

He locked eyes with Father Richard Miller.

“You! You let them do this to me!” Jimmy growled and stalked out of the surgery.

Beatrice shrank further back behind Father Miller. “You need to run, Mr. FixIt!”

“Hmm, I suppose. The last time a man of faith faced a giant like this he at least had a sling and a rock, I barely have my sharp wit.”

Jimmy stopped a foot away and peered down at Richard. “How dare you! How dare you decide this for me!”

“Yes,” Richard said. “You’re right. It was selfish. I don’t blame you for being angry. You have every right. But, young man, I have lost too many people I care about in my life and I was not about to lose you. You’ve been nothing but kind - truly, one of the innocents…”

“Not exactly innocent anymore,” Prissy said from somewhere behind the bulk of Jimmy.

Jimmy turned his head slightly. “Not the time, sweetheart.”

Richard fought back a laugh. “Jimmy, you aren’t going to hurt me and you know it. I’m truly sorry but… I will tell you what I believe. I believe God has sent us here to witness these events, to see them firsthand. To live them. You are still God’s man even if you are not the same man you were before.”

Prissy took Jimmy’s hand. Then she reached out and took Richard’s hand as well. “Forgiveness is divine, you know?”

Richard smiled.

Beatrice took Richard’s other hand and smiled up at them all.

***


10:00 AM

Colonel Menser stood with Mistress Maria Anastasia Marapova just inside Central Park. “How in the hell can one woman hide from your people and mine?” He grumbled.

“She is a highly intelligent psychopath,” Maria said.

Menser shook his head and looked out over the people milling about the park. A few stopped to stare at the blonde goddess beside him - she was doing nothing to hide her white latex outfit and it shone brightly in the sunlight, matched only by the cotton white of her hair.

“Colonel, you should know… I am evacuating my Whore Caste from the Red Zone. The searchers will remain, as will I, but the bulk of the transformed in Manhattan are being moved off the island.”

Menser chuckled. It was a dry, humorless sound. “Can’t blame you for that. There’s no way I can empty Manhattan of humans, Mistress Marapova. I know… I already asked Washington.”

“I’m sorry.”

“Yeah? Well damn you and your fucking ‘sorry’s. You transformed and your god Morpheus created this mess. This bomb goes off? Shit’s going to fall hard on Cuba, bet on it. Sister might win the battle of Manhattan, but she’ll be ash a few minutes later.”

Maria stared straight ahead and nodded. “It makes no sense. None. Why? This is not our way, Colonel. Destroying Adam at this cost? No… no, it’s insane.”

“Mistress Marapova, did you ever stop to think maybe, just maybe Sister and your precious god Morpheus are both bat-shit insane?”

She looked down at him. “Yes. I have wondered that more than once over the decades.” She took a deep breath and then shook her head. “But, insane or not? We are… most of us are… trying to save the world.”

He nodded slowly. “Alright, if we can’t find Calista? How about Adam? I mean, she has to get that bomb close to him, right? We find Adam, we narrow down where Calista might be taking the bomb. What do we know?”

Maria shook her head. “Precious little. I think the Catholic Church knows more about him now than we do - why else would Calista abduct the priest?”

“That’s a start,” Menser said and pressed a button on his earpiece. “Where are we on the priest Calista took?”

He nodded and spoke to the voice in his ear. “Well get somebody to the diocese and start knocking down doors. I want to know anything they know. While you’re at it, contact the Rome field office and tell them to go to the Vatican - get answers, and I don’t care if they have to drag the guy in the big hat out of bed to get them.”

***


David Pritchard Memorial Mission

10:30 AM

Adam sat beside Father Miller as the line of sick and infirm made their way to the table. This was good, very good.

Fixing them felt good.

To his surprise, Beatrice came closer and closer to the table.

She wasn’t as afraid of him as before.

And, well, it was obvious to Adam there was something else drawing her to the table.

Her eyes rarely left Father Richard Miller.

Though Adam knew little about the Catholic religion, he understood the vow of celibacy Richard had taken, understood why Richard had entered the priesthood after the death of his family.

But, at the end of the day, Adam was a Kansas farm boy and a vow of celibacy made about as much sense as trying to grow corn on asphalt. It was senseless and love was far more important.

Beatrice whispered something to Father Miller and the priest smiled up at her. “A little cream, perhaps. No sugar. Thank you… Thank Beatrice.”

She turned with a smile and walked back toward the kitchen.

Adam turned toward Father Miller. “I need a little break. I’ll be right back.”

He found Beatrice pouring coffee into a paper cup in the kitchen.

She turned and saw him, her eyes going as big as saucers.

Adam held up his hand. “You don’t have to be afraid of me.”

“Beatrice… is afraid.”

“I know she is.” He walked to the side. “I’m not standing in your way. You can walk out of the room - I promise, I won’t stop you.”

She nodded.

Adam looked back toward the main room. “He’s a good man.”

“Mr. FixIt? Oh, he’s the best man I’ve known in a very long time.”

“You love him.” It wasn’t a question. It was a statement.

She looked down at the coffee. “Doesn’t matter. Beatrice… Beatrice is broken. Not even Mr. FixIt can make her whole again. Beatrice doesn’t deserve to be whole again.”

In the end, Adam supposed, he was a liar. A fraud. Not his powers, but every single time he promised not to use them? He knew in his heart he was lying. Because he knew inside that sometimes lies were necessary and to help and heal was the most important thing of all.

So he pushed the words he spoke, hoping she would not detect his delving into her mind.

“Beatrice deserves to be whole again. Beatrice… you… did nothing wrong. You were very brave. Sometimes bad things happen… sometimes they’re accidents, sometimes bad people cause them to happen. What happened to you and your family? It was never your fault. I wish it was something I could go back in time and prevent… it isn’t. Unfortunately, most bad things are things I can’t change.”

Beatrice wavered on her feet.

Adam stepped forward and eased the hot coffee out of her hands.

“Given time? I think Father Miller would have been able to help you with the guilt.” He reached out and brushed a lock of hair away from her eyes. “But, he couldn’t have fixed the physical damage.” He caressed her temple. “I can.”

He laid his hand on the side of her head, felt the warmth flow from his palm. Each time he used his powers, he understood them more. He felt the damage to her brain heal.

When he was finished, she looked up at him. “Who are you?”

He smiled. “I’m like Richard. Just another Mr. FixIt.” He placed the coffee cup back in her hands. “Take it to him.”

She smiled.

***

Adam stood in the kitchen entrance and watched Beatrice walk back to Father Miller.

She put her hand on Richard Miller’s shoulder and the priest looked up.

Adam could see her lips moving as she spoke.

He could see Miller’s smile falter, his mouth opening as his eyes widened in disbelief.

Then Richard Miller stood up, set the coffee cup on the table, and embraced Beatrice, pulling her close as he cried.

“Feels good, doesn’t it,” a voice said behind Adam.

Adam sighed. “Pike, I told you, I’m done playing the god of time…” He turned.

It wasn’t Pike.

An older version of Adam himself was standing with his back to the kitchen counter.

“What?” Younger Adam whispered.

His older doppelganger smiled. “I bend time, Adam. And this time? I’m bending it for you…”

***

In Havana, Sister begins a call on her cellphone.

The NRO is now monitoring all calls into and out of the United States, routing those calls through an NSA supercomputer looking for instructions from Sister to Calista.

In addition, NRO hunter/killer satellites have destroyed all of the Theocratic Republic of Cuba’s secret communications satellites - they were not as much of a secret as the Church of Morpheus had hoped.

But Sister had expected this.

A signal from her cellphone travels through several virtual private networks until it alerts a cellphone in Moscow.

The owner of that cellphone, a senior IT manager for the Russian Military (and also an undercover Bishop of the Church of Morpheus), opens a line in a virtual phone switch that connects Sister’s call to a Russian phone exchange. This action will be discovered two hours later; however, it is of no consequence, as the damage is done and the undercover bishop has been dead for an hour after drinking a half gallon of drain cleaner, praising the name of Morpheus until he collapses on his office floor.

The call is routed from Russia to a Chinese government computer near Beijing.

From there, the call is connected to a Chinese spy satellite with some extra technology on board - a laser that connects the call to a US NRO communication satellite receiver.

Sister’s call goes out from the NRO satellite and down to Calista’s phone.

Calista answers.

“Now,” Sister says.

Calista, sitting in the dead woman’s apartment, smiles down at the woman’s grieving dog.

The dog snarls as she leaves the apartment carrying the silver suitcase.

It is 10:47 AM.

***

Adam looked in disbelief at his older doppelganger. “Can you… we do this? Wouldn’t the two of us in the same place at the same place violate some quantum physics rule or something? Is the universe going to collapse?”

“No.”

“You sure?”

“Yes.”

Adam looked over his shoulder.

Everyone in the mission was frozen in place.

Time had stopped.

“You did that?” Adam asked.

“Yes.”

“I didn’t know I… we… could do that.”

“We can’t. I can. You can’t yet. There’s a lot of things you are going to learn how to do.” He nodded toward the main room. “Stopping time is just one of them.”

Young Adam shook his head. “What do you want?”

“What do you think?”

“Like I said: I’m through playing god of time.”

Older Adam nodded. “I get that. I’ve been here. I’m you, right?”

“I suppose so.”

“We didn’t want any of this,” Older Adam said.

“It’s not fair.”

“No, no it isn’t. It fucking sucks. In a way, all this has stolen our life from us.” Older Adam looked away. “You think it hurts now? Man, you got no idea.”

“I’m done. Maybe I’m not you,” Younger Adam said. He pointed at older Adam. “I mean… obviously… you’re still time traveling trying to fix shit. I won’t.”

Older Adam chuckled. “Yeah, well, we could debate cause and effect if you like, pal. But I need to show you some things before we start talking philosophy.”

“What do you mean?”

“Humor me.” Older Adam said. “Follow me.”

The time maelstrom appeared behind Older Adam and he stepped into it.

Younger Adam thought very seriously about just turning away.

But instead, he followed into the maelstrom.

***

Corner of 174th Street and Fort Washington Avenue

Manhattan

Gwen and Alex Kincaid walked in the bright sunshine.

“We’re getting close to where the searchers saw the White Witch and Whoremaster from the Red Zone?” Alex asked.

Gwen nodded. “Somewhere nearby. It can’t be a coincidence… can it?”

Alex squeezed her hand. “There are no coincidences, babe.”

“That’s right. No coincidences.”

Alex shook his head. “What do you think it means, though?”

“I don’t know. I just…”

And then she saw her: a tall blonde woman walking north a few blocks ahead on Fort Washington. Gwen could see the black rim of thick sunglasses on the woman’s head.

She held the handle of her gleaming aluminum suitcase in her left hand.

“Alex!” She pointed toward the woman.

“I see her.”

They began to run after Calista.

***

“…Fort Washington Avenue! She just crossed the street onto 176th heading west,” Alex Kincaid yelled over his two-way radio.

“Do not engage!” Maria called. “Alex, tell Gwen not to engage! She is dangerous. Wait for me!”

Maria looked at Menser. “176th Street and Fort Washington Avenue.”

Menser pressed his ear bud. “Target acquired! 176th and Fort Washington. Get me a chopper, now!” He frowned. “Fuck! Then get me a car and clear all the traffic signals between here and 176th. Marapova and I are on our way.”

***

2001

Adam appeared in mid-air beside his doppelganger.

The morning air was crisp, blue skies, puffy white clouds.

Below their feet, Adam could see the top of the twin towers.

Older Adam stared down and nodded. “8:37 AM. September 11, 2001. Do you know the date?”

“No.”

“You will. It’s burned into our memory - one of many days.”

Older Adam pointed at the towers. “The South Tower. Look closely. Observation deck. See all the people?”

Adam stared. People milled about looking over the edge at the skyline.

“Look on the left side, fifteen… no sixteen people to the right. See a face you recognize?”

There was a man standing there.

Everyone else was smiling. He looked pensive. He was pondering something.

And Adam did recognize him.

“8:40 AM. Open your mind to his thoughts - even at this distance, you can feel them.”

Adam stared into the younger face of Father Richard Miller. He wore no collar because he was not yet a priest, only a heartbroken man who had lost his family in a terrible accident. This is where he came and prayed and received a message from God to join the priesthood.

Today. September 11th, 2001.

“8:43 AM,” Older Adam said. “He knows the answer to the most important question of his life. He is going to become a priest. He is going to help people and investigate miracles. And, one day decades later, he is going to become our mentor, our best friend.”

“Why are you showing me this?” Adam asked.

There were tears in Older Adam’s eyes. “8:46 AM.”

From out of nowhere, a passenger jet roared past, far too low.

It slammed into the north tower of the World Trade Center.

“No!” Adam screamed as upper levels of the north tower explode in flame.

Older Adam put his hand on his shoulder. “He pauses here. Unsure of what to do. He looks across at the north tower and he does what he does: he prays to God for a miracle.”

“We have to do something!”

“You did once. You made a difference. But, now? Now you have to watch because you didn’t do what needed to be done. Are you beginning to understand now? Two-thousand, nine-hundred, seventy-eight people die today Adam. In a few minutes, a second plane crashes into the south tower - Father Richard is praying for a miracle but it does not come. He dies holding the hands of people cowering on this rooftop. Because we were too damned wrapped up in self-pity and doubt to give him that miracle.”

Adam spun around and faced his older self. “I can go back! I can fix this… but… I don’t have to do anything else… this one thing and then no more!”

Older Adam shook his head. “Kid, there are so many days like this one…”

***


Now

“Where the hell is Maria?” Gwen hissed as they stood a few hundred yards from a dilapidated mission on 176th Street.

Calista was sitting on a park bench across the street in J. Hood Wright Park, staring at the mission.

The suitcase lay beside her on the bench, unopened.

Alex turned away and put the two-way radio to his lips. “Maria? Where are you? She’s stopped. She’s just sitting out in the open.”

“We’re seven blocks away! Stay away from her,” Maria said.

“Oh, God, no,” Gwen said.

Alex spun around.

A White Witch and a Whoremaster were approaching Calista from deeper in the park.

Gwen clenched her fists and started walking toward the park.

“Jesus, no, Gwen! She’ll kill you!”

“Not if I kill her first…”

***

“Excuse me, by order of Mistress Marapova, Religious Caste are forbidden from Manhattan and New York State in general,” a woman said behind Calista.

She turned toward the voice.

A White Witch and a Whoremaster were standing behind her bench.

“I beg your pardon?”

“Why are you here?” The tall, blonde Whoremaster asked.

The shorter brunette stared intently at her.

“I am here on a mission from Sister and Morpheus the god of all creation. PAIN…”

The couple crumpled to their knees screaming.

Calista stood slowly. “This is the best Whore Caste has to offer? Pathetic.” She stared at them intently as they screamed.

“Get the fuck away from them!”

Calista looked to her left - another White Witch and Whoremaster… these two she recognized: the Kincaids.

Gwen Kincaid had her fists clenched and she could see the veins throbbing in the woman’s temples even from here.

The ground shook.

“LET THEM GO!” Gwen screamed and the sidewalk on 176th erupted in cracks and fissures from the psychic force behind her words. She was running toward Calista.

“As you wish… PAIN!”

Gwen tumbled over face first, screaming onto the park grass.

Alex Kincaid reached down and snatched up a half-ton chunk of concrete, flinging it toward Calista.

She stepped to the side as it dug a four foot trench in the grass.

Homeless people were running away screaming deeper into the park.

“Pain,” Calista whispered and Alex fell down beside Gwen.

With the four Whore Caste writhing on the ground, Calista opened the suitcase and began pressing buttons on the keypad.

That’s when a blue, steel mailbox slammed into her, breaking the back of the park bench and sending her tumbling across the grass.

Calista rolled into a crouch, shoving the heavy mailbox off her. She stared through blurry eyes at the woman in white walking toward her. Calista spat out blood. “P… Pain!”

The toe of a white latex boot caught her under the chin and knocked her back five feet.

“Useless against a di Morpheus, you ignorant bitch,” Maria Marapova spat.

***

Colonel Menser knelt down by the suitcase nuke. He reached into his pocket and pulled out a pair of glasses. They served two purposes: one, he couldn’t see worth shit with his old eyes, and two? The glasses had built in stereo cameras broadcasting everything he saw to the tech team. He stared at the open case. “What am I looking at?”

“Uh, looks like a standard Plutonium based bomb just on a much smaller scale. There’s a shaped charge around the Plutonium core which, when it detonates, will cause a fission explosion,” a technician said in his earpiece.

“Well, that would be a real bad thing, Poindexter - how do I keep that from happening?”

There was a timer by the core. It was counting down from two minutes.

***

Maria grabbed Calista by her shoulders and lifted her off the ground. “How do we stop it?!”

Calista started to laugh, blood and bits of her teeth spraying out.

Maria drew back her fist again. She punched Calista in the jaw, breaking more teeth. “HOW DO WE STOP IT?”

“Stupid… do… you think… we would put in… a way… to disarm it?” Calista said, coughing up more blood and laughing even harder. “I am… the will… of Morpheus.”

Maria tossed her aside and ran to Menser. “Colonel, she says there’s no way to disarm it.”

Menser looked up. “Control, how long till that chopper gets here?”

Maria knelt down beside him.

He went pale. “Five minutes… acknowledged.” He looked at Maria.

Maria looked down at the timer.

Fifty-nine seconds.

“Clear Manhattan airspace,” Menser said calmly. “Tell them to hold back rescue crews until it’s safe to enter. God help us all.” He pulled off the glasses and pulled out his earpiece.

Twenty-seven seconds.

Maria looked behind her.

Alex and Gwen Kincaid were sitting on the grass, holding each other.

The doors to the mission opened and a street whore stepped out with a Whoremaster and, of all things, a priest.

Maria closed her eyes.

She was in the White Room.

Sugar and Cathy were there.

“Maria?” Sugar asked.

Maria smiled. “Tell her my last thought was of her. It’s all on the two of you now. I have every faith in you. Make me proud.”

Maria shivered as Colonel Taylor Menser took her hand in the real world.

He smiled up at her. “If I have to die? I’m happy to die beside the worthiest adversary I ever knew.”

“Likewise, Colonel.”

And the world became a white hot ball of fire.

It was 11:08 AM.

***


11:08 AM and ten seconds…

Adam stepped into fire.

Only an instant before, he and his doppelganger had been watching the events of 9/11 unfold, and now he stood in the middle of a nuclear inferno.

Adam collapsed to the molten ground.

Older Adam simply stood there like a statue.

“What?! What is this?!” Adam cried out.

“Consequences. Madness. 11:08 AM, Mother Superior Calista of the Church of Morpheus, knowing your location, brought a suitcase nuclear bomb to the park outside the mission. One-hundred fifty thousand people die instantly - most of north Manhattan. Among the dead? Dr. Helen Pritchard along with the staff and denizens of the David Pritchard Mission. Father Miller, Father Jimmy, Beatrice, Prissy, Dr. Demona… gone in an instant. Outside, Whore Caste members Gwen and Alex Kincaid, the head of the NRO, Colonel Taylor Menser, and a hundred-fifty-year-old demi-goddess known as Mistress Maria Anastasia Marapova di Morpheus - all died trying to stop the bomb.”

“I didn’t know. I didn’t…”

“No, you didn’t. Because no one could get word to you to tell you about the bomb. That’s what happens when you walk away from responsibility, Adam.”

Adam stood up, looking at his hands as the mushroom cloud rose above them. “How are we alive?”

Older Adam laughed. “How presumptuous to think we could die…”

“What?”

“Think about it. Think hard about it. You can fly. You can move around in time and space through pure thought… Adam, the moment you did any of that? You stopped being human.” Older Adam waved his hands over his head. “We’re… this… energy. Matter into energy and back into matter when we want. Do you understand?”

“No… that’s ridiculous…”

Older Adam shook his head. “No, it isn’t. We’re pure thought. We age because we want to age. We have a physical body because we want to have one - someday, we won’t. We won’t need it. But, pal? We have a lot of work to do between now and then.”

Adam clenched his fists. “How do I know what to do? How do I know what I do won’t make things worse?”

“You don’t. All we can do is our best, Adam. There are no guarantees.” Older Adam looked around. “This is what happens when we choose to do nothing, Adam.”

“What if I make a mistake?”

“Then fix it. If you can. Apologize when you have to, if you can. Mom raised us to follow our heart. In the end? That’s all we can do.”

Adam looked around at the desolation.

“11:12 AM,” Older Adam said. “US missile silos and nuclear submarines are launching against Cuba right now. Morpheus has left his island and he is playing the world’s biggest game of Missile Command in the skies above Havana, saving his Religious Caste from destruction. The Russians and Chinese are gearing up to launch against the US because, hell, why not? We’re focused on the Church of Morpheus. They have underestimated how many missiles the US has to retaliate with. The world is coming to an end, Adam. The question is? What are you going to do about it?”

Older Adam walked away into the nuclear fire.

Younger Adam turned away from the fire and entered the maelstrom.

***

11:12 AM

11:11 AM

11:10 AM

11:09 AM

11:08 AM

11:07 AM

Maria tossed Calista aside and ran to Menser. “Colonel, she says there’s no way to disarm it.”

Menser looked up. “Control, how long till that chopper gets here?”

Maria knelt down beside him.

He went pale. “Five minutes… acknowledged.” He looked at Maria.

Maria looked down at the timer.

Fifty-nine seconds.

—-

“Mistress Marapova? Looks like you could use a hand.”

Maria and Colonel Menser turned and looked up at Adam.

He stepped past them and closed the suitcase. “I’ll take this, if you don’t mind?” He rose slowly into the air with the case in his hands.

Adam smiled down at them. “You know, you two make a pretty good team when you aren’t trying to kill each other. Might want to think about that.”

Adam rocketed into the sky, then created a sonic boom as he cut through the air toward the east.

Menser stared up. “Son of a bitch… he really can fly.”

Maria Marapova started laughing.

***

Adam really wished he had left the suitcase open - how many seconds were left?

“What the hell are you doing?” Pike asked as he appeared beside him.

“I don’t know! Following my heart or whatever…”

“Get rid of that stupid thing! God I hate bombs, man!” Pike said as his projection kept perfect time with Adam even though he was now flying several times faster than the speed of sound.

“How?! I don’t know anything about nuclear bombs!”

“Water!” Pike said. “They submerge nuclear reactors in water. That means it blocks radiation, right?”

“I don’t know, Pike!”

Pike stared at the case. “Well, you have fifteen seconds, man!”

Adam angled down and plunged into the Atlantic Ocean out past the continental shelf.

He rocketed through the water down into the depths.

When it was too dark to see, he let go of the suitcase and rose up till he exploded back into the air.

Behind him there was a dull whump sound.

Then the water swelled up in a white dome and geyser as the bomb exploded.

The ocean settled then and became placid once more.

Adam hung in mid-air, Pike beside him.

Adam’s skin and clothes were dry.

Pike looked at him and nodded. “You know, don’t you?”

“Yeah. Energy. I’m energy. I’m whatever I want to be.”

Pike sighed. “Nothing’s fair, you know?”

“No, I guess not.”

“What are you going to do, Adam?”

Adam stared at the placid surface of the ocean. He smiled. “I’m going to do some good.” Then he gave an evil grin. “But, first? I have a few bad things to do.”

“Great,” Pike said. Then he frowned. “Uh, what does that mean?”

***


176th Street

Gwen and Alex held each other on the park grass, recovering from Calista’s onslaught.

A hand appeared in front of Gwen.

She looked up through bleary eyes to see Colonel Menser smiling down at her. “Give you a hand?”

Gwen smiled back. “Under the circumstances? I’ll take it.”

He pulled her to her feet, then he looked down at Alex. “I figure it will take both of us to hoist gargantua off the ground.”

Alex laughed. “Ow… it hurts to laugh.”

“Big pussy,” Menser laughed.

Then he and Gwen each took one of Alex’s hands and pulled him off the ground.

***

Maria turned to see the other White Witch and Whoremaster struggle to their feet behind the bench.

They started to run away.

“Stop!” Maria ordered.

They froze and the turned back to her, standing hand in hand.

The Whoremaster spoke. “Mistress Marapova. We’re sorry. I know we weren’t supposed to be here. And, well, we really don’t know what exactly happened here, but…”

Marapova reached out and put her hands on their shoulders. “I don’t want to know why you were here. I don’t need to know. You are Whore Caste. You are mine and I love you and trust you. Now… go home back to the Red Zone. I will make sure the gate is open and you will not be questioned. Go.”

Maria turned and looked at the street whore, Whoremaster, homeless woman, and the old priest standing on the mission steps. “I likewise don’t want to know anything about the four of you. I don’t see you. You don’t exist.” She stared intently at the glass doors leading into the mission and the shape inside. “Nor do I see you, Dr. Demona. I trust you will be leaving for Stallion’s immediately?”

The shadow in the mission foyer ducked away and the four on the steps just stared at each other.

“Go on! Shoo! I’ve had enough mysteries and mayhem for one week.” She pulled out her cellphone. “Sugar? It’s over. Put Brittney on the phone.”

Maria walked across the grass.

She smiled as Brittney yelled and screamed through the phone. “Brittney? Brittney? Shut up. Stop talking… yes, I know I’m a bitch for sending you to upstate New York. Yes, I’m a horrible girlfriend…”

Maria reached down and grasped Calista’s hair in her fist.

The Mother Superior groaned and shrieked as Maria dragged her across the ground.

Brittney continued to yell and scream.

“I love you,” Maria said.

The phone became quiet.

“Come home, darling. I’ll make everything up to you. I promise,” Maria said.

Calista shrieked and howled.

“Hmm? Oh, that? That is a dead woman… she just doesn’t know it yet.” Maria smiled down at the black-eyed woman. “Now, please come home. Love you. Kiss, kiss.”

Maria slid the phone into her cleavage and dragged Calista toward the sidewalk. “Isn’t love grand? Now, as for you? We’re going to have a little discussion and I am going to take out my extreme frustrations on you before I deliver your husk back to Sister…”

Maria saw Colonel Menser staring at her. “Or, better yet… ?”

***


Havana

Theocratic Republic of Cuba

“You’re sure?” Hecate whispered into the phone. “You’re sure it has been disposed of?” Hecate closed her eyes and collapsed against the hallway’s marble wall. “Thank Morpheus.”

She was on the eighteenth floor of the cathedral.

Tourists and worshippers could always be heard in the courtyard below, even on this floor.

But the sound from outside grew in volume.

It was far beyond the usual din of the crowd.

These were screams.

Hecate ran to the window and looked out.

The front of the cathedral was dominated by the massive crystal statue of Morpheus.

From the eighteenth floor, Hecate could look out at the gigantic statue’s downward-pointed cock.

People in the courtyard below between the statue’s feet were running away.

They were also looking up.

Hecate stared up through the crystalline phallus.

There was a shape in the air.

Thunder clapped and cracks began appearing in the statue.

The penis suddenly exploded, shattering into fist-sized hunks of broken glass.

The rest of the statue followed down, down to the concrete below.

***

Sister stood in the throne room and watched as the great statue fractured and collapsed in a roar like a hurricane wind.

A man stood in mid-air where the statue’s head had been.

“Morpheus,” Sister whispered.

As he flew closer, she realized she was mistaken.

Adam floated a few yards away from the upper deck.

He glared in at her.

He pointed at the windows and they exploded, showering the throne room in broken glass.

Sister stumbled back.

“You wanted my attention, Sister? Well… you have it.”

Sister grabbed hold of the throne to steady herself.

“The ironic thing? I had decided to stay out of your little war with humanity. I was going to give up the whole god thing. But, then, you had to go and attack my city. You tried to kill me but… worse? You tried to kill people I care about.”

He lowered his head and stared at her. “So, like I said? You have my attention. That’s a very bad thing. Sooner or later? I’ll come for you and Religious Caste. I can’t be killed. I can’t be stopped. And, I’ll come for you. Oh, and you tell Morpheus… if he stands in my way? I’ll come for him too.”

He rose higher into the air and rocketed away.

Sister collapsed onto the throne and shook.

***


David Pritchard Memorial Mission

“Richard? What was in that case the angel flew away with?”

Father Richard Miller stared at Beatrice’s clear, searching eyes.

She called him Richard. Not Mr. Fix-It.

“Beatrice?”

“Yes, Richard?”

His voice caught in his throat. “I… I don’t know what was in the case.”

“A bomb,” Luisa said. She was pointing into the common room. The television mounted on the wall was on a news channel. “They say it was a nuclear bomb. Adam… he… how did he?”

Dr. Helen Pritchard walked slowly toward the common room. “Oh, God, Adam… please let him be okay.”

Beatrice wrapped her arms around Father Miller’s neck. “He is. You can’t kill an angel.”

Father Miller looked down at Beatrice as she snuggled against his chest.

Then he wrapped his arms around her and prayed to God she was right.

***


North of Cuba

Adam flew at high speed through the Caribbean sky. He could have returned via the maelstrom if he wanted, but he needed time to think, to decompress.

He almost didn’t see the man hanging in the air to his northeast.

Adam stopped in midair.

A naked man with black hair was standing high above the white-capped waves.

“Morpheus,” Adam said. He clenched his fists.

And then his doppelganger appeared in front of him. “Stop. Not now. Not yet.”

“He’s responsible for this… all of this!” Adam growled.

“Yes… and no.” Older Adam shook his head. “It’s complicated. We will face him, but not today…”

“We can’t be killed, right? He needs to pay for what he’s done!”

“You aren’t ready. He can’t be killed either, Adam.” Older Adam smiled. “You’re becoming. We’re becoming. You’ll understand all of this soon. But, if you face him now? It will end in disaster. You have our own house to get in order before you take on his.”

“What do you mean?”

Older Adam shook his head. “You know exactly what I mean. There’s only one for us. From the beginning of time? There’s only ever been one.”

Adam sighed and looked down at the blue ocean. “Yeah… I know that now.”

Older Adam nodded. “This is the last time we’ll… talk. No more future you bending time for present you. From now on? You do the time bending.”

***


David Pritchard Memorial Mission

“Adam!” Dr. Helen Pritchard screamed as she ran into his arms.

He simply appeared in the middle of the common area.

He held her close.

“Told you,” Beatrice said. “Angels don’t die.”

Then they were on him en masse, everyone in the mission surrounding him, laughing and crying.

“Is everyone okay?” Adam asked.

The room erupted in laughter.

“My son, don’t you understand what you did?” Father Miller asked.

“What I did doesn’t matter,” Adam said. He ran his fingers through Helen’s hair. “It only matters that you’re all safe.”

***

Adam finally managed to lead Helen back to her office and close the door behind them.

“I thought… I thought you were dead,” she whispered as she embraced him. “I couldn’t face that. Not again.”

Adam kissed her. “I know. Helen, I have to leave here.”

“What?!” She looked up at him in horror.

He smiled weakly. “My being here makes the mission, all of you, targets. They’ll try again. I can’t be here.”

“Then… I’ll go with you,” she whispered.

He shook his head. “I do love you. And, well, Beatrice is sort of correct: I’m not an angel but… I can’t die. The people around me, though? They can die. I know that firsthand. I felt the fire. I won’t let it consume any of you.”

“What are you saying?” Her tears were starting to fall.

“That’s one of the only perks of being me - I can tell you how sorry I am… but I don’t have to explain.” He put his hands on her temples and pushed his thoughts into her. “I have to leave, but that’s okay. I have work to do. It’s important, too important not to do. I think the whole world depends on it, maybe more.”

Helen swallowed, her eyes far away. “I… always… fall in love with you. I… will… again.”

Adam smiled. “Love me. I want you to. I love you too. But, you won’t be in love with me… I guarantee it.”

***


Ten Years Ago

David Pritchard slips away from shore, heading into the breakers. He heads east away from shore, thousands of miles ahead of him is Europe.

A shorter distance to the south lies Cuba where insanity has taken hold - an insanity that will soon spread to the entire world.

But, David has no lofty goals of exploration.

A few hundred yards from shore, no more.

And then back to her.

He does not see the wave build, the rogue as tall as a five-story building.

A fluke the locals will say. Something no one could have predicted.

It strikes, a wall of dark green and cold.

David’s world turns upside down as he is driven deep beneath the surface of the Atlantic.

—-

David sinks, feeling the burning in his lungs, the red pain filling his brain. His last thought would be of her.

But sometimes, gods intervene.

A hand grasps his, pulling him up toward the light.

He breaks the surface and still he rises, the hand belonging to a man in a brown leather jacket who smiles down at him.

At first he thinks the man is standing in a boat, then he realizes the man is standing in mid-air above the waves.

He pulls David to shore and drops him on the wind-swept sand.

“Who… who are you?” David asks as he coughs up sea water onto the beach.

“My name is Adam. I bend time. And, this time? I bent it for… her,” he says.

“What? I don’t understand.”

Adam laughs. “You don’t have to. You love her, don’t you?”

“You mean Helen? Of course, I love her.”

Adam nods. “I love her too. But, not as much as you, I think. I’m going to take you to her, but… not now. Things have to happen in a specific order, David.” He holds out his hand to David. “Will you trust me?”

David stares at the hand offered to him.

Then he takes it and enters the maelstrom.

***


David Pritchard Memorial Mission

Now

“There you are!” Demona said as she found Adam in the kitchen. One second the room was empty and then he was standing there. “Listen, you have to get me back to Stallion’s.”

Adam held up a finger. “Just a second and I’ll take you back, I promise.”

“Hey! God-boy! Maria is giving me a chance to get my hot ass back to Ithaca and I need to take advantage of her good will before she turns back into the wicked bitch of white latex.”

“I know. Relax. I just need a few minutes.”

“Hurry the fuck up! I want to go home!”

Adam laughed as he walked back into the common area.

Father Miller met him in the middle of the room. “You lied to me about not fixing Beatrice.”

“I most certainly did not. I said I would fix her eventually. This is eventually.”

They both turned and looked at her.

She was standing with some of the homeless, handing out blankets and smiling.

She caught sight of Father Miller and smiled warmly.

“You’ve created… a problem for me,” Father Miller whispered.

“Some problems are good to have.”

“I’m a priest, Adam. I took vows.”

“So did Father Jimmy. Things change.”

They both looked toward Jimmy and Prissy who were sitting nearby, talking and laughing.

“Yes, I suppose, but…”

“Look, father, that whole vow of celibacy thing is bullshit. How can you preach love if you deny it?”

“That’s an over-simplification…”

“It’s a gift, father. Deal with it.” Adam stared toward the front door.

Father Miller frowned. “Looking for something?”

“Yes.”

“Helen says you’re leaving the mission?”

“I am. I’m putting them in danger, Richard.”

Father Miller sighed. “It’s a pity. What you did here? It was God’s work, Adam.”

“You know? I think I believe you.”

“So, you’ll be attending Mass regularly from here on out?” Father Miller asked with a mischievous grin.

“I’ll tell you what, Father. You marry that woman and have babies with her and I’ll go to Mass… at least once. Deal?”

“My son, you have the bargaining savvy of a cardinal.”

“Thanks.”

“That wasn’t a compliment.”

Adam chuckled. “Where the hell is he?”

“Whom?”

And then, somewhere nearby, Dr. Helen Pritchard screamed.

***

T.J. was staring wide-eyed at Helen as she sat with her arm draped around a man’s shoulders when Adam and Father Miller walked up.

Helen was laughing and crying.

T.J. looked at Adam. “He just… He came in and… I recognized him from the picture in Helen’s office. It’s… He’s… That’s David Pritchard. That’s her husband!”

Adam just smiled.

“He said he can’t remember anything. He must have had amnesia. Ten years! He’s been out there homeless for a decade, man!”

Father Miller shook his head and looked at Adam. “Miracles.”

Adam said nothing.

He just watched Helen and David hold each other.

***

“He did that, right?” Adam asked. “It said so in the Bible.”

Father Miller nodded. “Yes, but, Adam. You’re not Him.”

“No, I know I’m not Him, but… hear me out. I’m made of energy. What if there’s a way to… charge people?”

“What’s he talking about, Richard?” Beatrice asked.

They were sitting at a table in the dining room along with Jimmy and Prissy.

Prissy smiled. “When Jesus sent his Apostles out to minister without Him, He imbued them with his power to heal.”

“Yes, but he isn’t Jesus!” Jimmy grumbled. “No offense.”

Adam smiled. “None taken. Look, this power I have is… I don’t know… quantum physics or some other science. It’s not religious but… do you think it’s possible to share it?” He turned and looked up at Demona. “Doc? You’re the smartest person in the room - thoughts?”

She shrugged. “I turn people into giggly bimbos. I don’t know anything about energy beings… I mean I understand that energy is neither created nor destroyed, it is conserved and only changes form…”

Adam pointed at her. “See? What the mad scientist said.”

“Fuck’s sake, Adam! People aren’t batteries,” Demona said. “Then she rolled her eyes. “Sorry for the ‘F’ bomb, Father.”

Father Miller waved at her. “I’ll take your confession later.”

She smiled. “Baby, you don’t have the time or the patience.”

“She’s not kidding,” Adam mumbled.

Demona punched him in the shoulder.

“Ow. I think. I don’t even know if my pain is real,” Adam said.

“Don’t do that,” Father Miller said. “Don’t separate yourself from your humanity, Adam. I think that’s the key. From what I understand about this transformation business? Hanging onto your humanity is key. Demona here never loses sight of the necessity of easing human suffering. This Marapova woman has her girlfriend to keep her grounded. Morpheus, though, he may have completely lost touch with his humanity, and that makes him potentially a source of great evil.”

“What are you saying?” Adam asked.

“I’m saying you must believe that your pain is real. You must hold on to every ounce of your humanity. That’s key.”

Adam nodded. “Okay, back to the subject: is there any way I can leave some vestige of my powers with this mission?”

Demona shrugged. “You’ll have to test it. No other way. You need a guinea pig, my friend.”

“I’ll do it.”

Everyone looked up.

T.J. took a step toward the table. “I’ve been here since Helen opened the place. We provided aid but… I don’t know if we ever actually helped anyone. Not until you came along. I’ll be your guinea pig.”

Luisa stepped forward. “Me too.” She smiled. “We can’t stop helping people. Not now.”

“It may be dangerous. I’m afraid of hurting you,” Adam said.

“Some rewards are worth the risk,” T.J. said.

Adam stood up. “I don’t even know how to do this.”

They held out their hands.

And Adam took them.

***

“You don’t need the drugs,” Luisa said as she touched the side of the woman’s face.

“Yes, I do. You don’t understand, I’ll die.”

“No, you won’t.”

Adam smiled as he saw the tension release from the woman’s face.

On the other side of the room, a man was sobbing as T.J. spoke to him.

“It worked,” Adam whispered.

“So it appears,” Father Miller said.

Demona smiled. “You may have to come back occasionally and, you know, re-charge them.”

“If I have to, I will.”

Prissy and Jimmy walked up to them.

“What’s next?” Jimmy asked.

Father Miller looked up at him. “Now? I go back to the Vatican and give my report… my last report.”

“What will you say?” Prissy asked.

“The truth. They won’t want to hear it. They’ll curse me for it. They’ll spin it, twist it… no longer my concern. God sent me here to watch and report. And I will do just that.” He smiled. “Jimmy, you know you can’t go back to the diocese?”

“Yeah,” Jimmy said.

“They’ll hand you over to the government as soon as they realize you’re one of the transformed,” Adam added. “Or… they’ll dissect you themselves.”

Prissy frowned. “We can’t go back to the Red Zone, either. Marapova will ask questions we don’t want to answer.”

“Then where do we go?” Jimmy asked.

Demona smiled. “I… know a place. Gets cold in the winter but I bet they could use a sort-of priest. I’ll give you directions.”

***


Stallion’s

Demona emerged from the maelstrom, collapsed onto the steel floor of her laboratory, and wretched. “Fuck traveling like that! Next time I’ll take the bus!”

“You have a weak stomach,” Adam said.

“Fuck you!”

“Always a pleasure seeing you, doc.”

“Yeah, next time? Leave me out of it.”

Adam laughed and walked toward the elevators.

“Wait, where the fuck are you going?”

Adam looked over his shoulder at her. “You know? You’re foul mouthed.”

“The Femme are here, dumbass! You can’t go wandering the halls.”

“Where is she?”

Demona got slowly to her feet. “Who do you mean ‘she’?”

“Now who’s the dumbass?” Adam asked.

Demona smiled.

***

“Video coming out of north Manhattan today, now Washington is calling this an ‘incident’, but people on the ground are reporting that a terrorist attempted to set off a nuclear device,” the newscaster said on the big screen television on one of the Stallion’s lounge levels. “As if that isn’t crazy enough, we are now getting video shot on the scene… and… well, we’ll let you judge for yourselves…”

Sugar watched the shaky video: Calista being struck by a flying mailbox and then the phone pivoting to show the one who tossed it: Maria Marapova followed closely by Colonel Menser.

“We’re still trying to identify this mystery muscle woman but sources have indicated the man with her is a Colonel Taylor Menser of the National Reconnaissance Office. Thus far, the NRO has not responded to our requests for confirmation. Now, look at this next segment and… try to wrap your head around it…”

In the video, Adam appeared out of nowhere. He walked to an open aluminum suitcase in front of Maria.

Then he closed it and flew away with it.

Sugar laughed. “Oh, Adam.”

“What?”

Sugar spun around.

He was standing behind her.

“What… What are you doing here?”

He pulled her into his arms and kissed her.

She pushed him away after a moment. “No! Nothing has changed.”

He pulled her back to him. “You listen to me Angela Sugar Owens: everything has changed. Everything except one thing.”

“What’s that?”

“You and me. We’re one. Do you understand?”

“They’ll kill you.”

“They can’t.”

“What?” Sugar asked.

“I’ll explain later. But the truth is? They can’t kill me. It’s everyone else around me that’s in danger. Including you but… I know how to keep you safe. Trust me?”

“I… Adam…”

“I love you. I always have and I always will.”

The ice in her eyes broke.

“I love you. I do!” She held him tight. “I’m so sorry I said those things. I thought I’d never see you again.”

Adam smiled. “Not a chance. I need to take you somewhere. It’s a long way but… trust me?”

She laughed. “I will always trust you.”

And they stepped into the maelstrom.

The television continued.

“We have an update on the possible identity of the mystery woman in white in Manhattan. We’re going to go to a press conference in a moment but, before that, we’ve gathered a panel to discuss the ramifications of, well, superheroes in Manhattan, ladies and gentlemen, your thoughts… ?”

***


Maria Marapova’s Apartment

Manhattan

“They’re talking about you, Maria,” Gwen Kincaid said. She and Alex were sitting on a couch in Maria’s living room.

Gwen was staring at a video on her cellphone.

“They have no idea who I am. Even if they match me with facial recognition? I’ll just claim it’s a deep fake.” Maria stood on the balcony looking down at the street. “Where is she? She should have been here an hour ago.”

“She probably stopped for one of those damned pink suckers she’s always eating,” Alex laughed.

“No, I’ll tell you what it is,” Maria grumbled. “Brittney is like a cat. She’s punishing me for sending her away. A petulant child… that’s what she is. She loves to make me squirm.”

Gwen laughed. “Admit it. You’re losing your mind being away from her.”

Maria sighed. “Yes. And fuck you for noticing.”

“You’re just a big ol’… oh, fuck me,” Gwen whispered.

“What?”

“I… know where Brittney is.”

“Where?”

“Downstairs. Front lobby…”

Alex started laughing. “Oh, you are so fucked.”

“What? What is she doing?” Maria growled as she stood over them.

Then she looked down at the phone.

***


Downstairs Lobby

“Can you tell the audience who you are?”

Brittney smiled. She was wearing her pink latex halter top and tight latex pants. She pushed her lensless glasses higher on her upturned nose.

She was standing in the middle of a semi-circle of reporters armed with microphones and cameras.

“My name is Brittney Conners di Marapova.” She paused for a second and waved at the cameras.

“And, do you know the identity of the mystery superwoman from earlier today?”

She giggled. “Well, of course I do! She’s Mistress Maria Anastasia Marapova di Morpheus, my boo.”

“And, by ‘boo’ you mean…?”

“My girlfriend! The love of my life. Like totes.” She smiled.

“Are you saying she’s a lesbian superhero?”

Brittney laughed. “Gosh no! She’s bisexual. Totally into puss… can I say ‘pussy and cock’? No? Okay. She’s totally into men and women. All transformed women are bi…” Brittney frowned. “You know, funny it’s only the girls. That hardly seems fair. If I ever meet Morpheus, I’ll ask him why.”

“And, what about the flying man?”

“Who, Adam? No, he’s straight.”

“But, is he a superhero?”

“No! That’s silly… he’s a god.”

The reporters all started talking at once as Brittney grinned like a Cheshire Cat.

***


Upstairs

“I’ll kill her. I swear to you… I’ll kill her,” Maria hissed.

Alex and Gwen couldn’t stop laughing.

***


Somewhere… Else

The apartment was painted white with accents in warm wood tones, chrome, and leather. A huge sliding window on the far wall opened on a wide balcony. Beyond there was a massive skyline of towering crystal spires.

“Where are we?” Sugar asked. She expected her voice to echo in the cavernous apartment but the acoustics were as ‘cozy’ as the room itself.

“A few miles from Stallion’s,” Adam said.

“What?! No… you’re trying to tell me that metropolis is Ithaca?”

“It will be. Could be. Might possibly… be,” he said. Adam was holding her from behind and he kissed her neck.

“I don’t understand.”

“This is Ithaca. In a hundred years. I really don’t know why I didn’t think of this before. All that time spent hiding in the woods? We just had to hide in… time.”

Sugar walked onto the balcony.

Ithaca was the size of Manhattan.

But clean, the buildings of crystal and steel blending in with the hills. “It’s beautiful…”

“It’s sterile,” Adam answered.

She frowned and turned to him.

Adam was brooding. He seemed lost in very bad thoughts.

Sugar reached out and took his hand.

Adam smiled then. “I didn’t want to be a god anymore, Sugar.”

“I know.”

He shook his head. “I tried to have a completely different life. I… I found someone…”

She smiled. “That’s okay. I understand.”

“No, no you really don’t. She wasn’t… you… Sugar. You transformed with your ‘Love The One You’re With’ philosophy? It doesn’t work for me.”

She nodded. “I know.”

“I love you. Not just in the moment. Always. Forever. No one else, Sugar.”

Sugar wiped away a tear. “I… I’m beginning to understand that. I’m not… in love… with anyone else. I love them but… I close my eyes and the only person I see is you, Adam.”

Adam smiled. “I was feeling sorry for myself. I wanted all this lifted from my shoulders.” He waved his hands at the skyline. “This is what happens if I do that, Sugar.”

She looked out again at the city.

“After New York? I went to Cuba and gave Sister an ultimatum.”

“You did?! Why?”

“I needed her to know I would come for her if she ever tried to take out a city trying to kill me. I also wanted her to get the message that she can’t kill me.” He touched Sugar’s cheek. “Then, maybe she won’t try again and nobody else has to get hurt…” He sighed. “And, then I… Looked into the future. This future. It still happens if I let it.”

“But… this looks like utopia.”

“It’s hell, Sugar. It’s pure hell.”

“What do you mean?”

“There are no humans left on this earth, Sugar. Only the transformed. Religious Caste, Professional Caste, and Worker Caste.”

She stared at him, comprehension finally in her eyes.

He nodded. “Yeah. No Whore Caste. You, Demona, Marapova, Ray, Rita, everyone else? All dead. Purged by Sister when she takes the earth.”

“No… not even she could be that monstrous!”

“Without me to help? This is what happens.” He shook his head. “I can’t escape my destiny, Sugar. If I do? Everyone suffers. I can’t let that happen.”

She pressed herself against him, laying her head on his chest. “Why bring me here?”

Adam chuckled. “Because, in all the possible realities? This is the one place Sister isn’t looking for us.”

“A love nest at the end of the world,” Sugar whispered.

“I can’t be apart from you. I think it’s important I’m not apart from you now, Sugar. I have to cling to my humanity for as long as I possibly can.”

“I don’t understand…”

“If I’m going to help humanity? I have to remain part of it. You make me human. I’m not just head over heels for you - I need you.”

She smiled up at him. “Well, in that case? Show me the bedroom.” She took his hand and pulled him back into the apartment.

“I’ll meet you there,” Adam said. “I have something to do but… I’ll be done by the time you find the bed.”

“Hurry back,” Sugar said as she went into the apartment.

Adam stepped into the maelstrom.

***


J. Edgar Hoover FBI Building

Parking Garage

August 17th, 2001

Adam watched as the man in the 80s vintage suit loaded cardboard boxes into the back of his old Buick. He had gray hair and his build was that of a man who had once been powerful but who was now simply tired.

Adam stepped out of the shadows. “Special Agent Maxwell?”

The man looked up at him as he closed the trunk. “Yeah, I’m Bill Maxwell.”

Adam smiled. “Last day, huh?”

“A little paperwork to clear up on Monday, but, yeah, forty years in the bureau works out to three cardboard boxes in the back of the car. What can I help you with?”

“I… read your report on terrorists possibly using passenger jets to strike targets like skyscrapers. The scenario seems terrifying.”

“Thanks. You’re probably one of only… three? People who read it. Look, kid, I got places to be. Do you need something?”

“There’s a flight school down in Sarasota, Bill. A man named Mohamed Atta and a few of his friends have been getting flight training down there. They’re asking a lot of questions about passenger jets.”

Bill Maxwell rubbed his chin. “Who do you work with?”

“Miami field office.”

“This Atta? What do you know about him?”

“He follows a terrorist leader named Osama bin Laden.”

“Bin Laden? Now that name I know…”

“The Miami office is pretty sure they’re up to no good. I think it might be worth a senior agent taking a look,” Adam said.

Bill Maxwell turned away and stared at the top of his car. “Hey, kid, what did you say your name was?”

When he turned back, Adam was gone.

Bill put his hand on the car door.

Then he paused.

Then he walked back into the building.

***


Now

World Trade Center

Adam read the plaque again, appreciating it now when before it had seemed only a piece of trivia.

‘In Honor of Special Agent Bill Maxwell of the Federal Bureau of Investigation, who foiled a terrorist plot on September 9th, 2001, to take down these towers with only two days to spare. All of New York owes Special Agent Maxwell a debt that can never be repaid.’

Adam smiled. “Rest well, agent.”

Then he went back into the maelstrom and met Sugar in the bedroom.

***


Stallion’s

Sugar emerged from the maelstrom smiling. “So, we go to the bad future, fuck for three days, then we come back here and no time has passed since we left?”

“Yes,” Adam said as he emerged behind her.

They were standing in Demona’s lab.

Demona was sitting at a lab bench and she turned abruptly as they spoke. “Fuck’s sake! Don’t sneak up on me like that!”

“Sorry,” Sugar said.

Demona pointed at Adam. “Stop using my lab as a transit station.”

“It’s the biggest room, Demona.”

“I don’t care! It’s…” She stopped talking and stared at Sugar, a smile slowly crossing her lips. “Oh, thank Father Miller’s God! Now she can stop moping, although I can’t see why she looks like she just spent a week in bed considering you’ve only been with her five minutes.”

“He’s sooo good,” Sugar giggled.

“You are Adam,” a voice said.

Sugar spun around.

Helga, along with the other Femme, stood behind them.

Sugar jumped in front of Adam. “Helga! No!”

Demona punched a button on her lab bench. “Ray! Rita! My lab, red alert!” She grabbed her tranquilizer pistol. “It’ll take half a dozen darts per enormous bitch!”

She jumped in front of Sugar.

Adam put his hands on Sugar and Demona’s shoulders and pulled them behind him. He smiled. “Yes, I’m Adam. You’re Helga, right? Sugar told me all about you. We don’t want any trouble.”

The lab doors burst open and Ray and Rita flanked Adam, Sugar, and Demona.

“Helga, stand down!” Sugar said. “Please, I don’t want to hurt you.”

Helga stared at Adam, transfixed. “You really are Adam, aren’t you?”

“Yes, I’m…”

Helga began to cry.

Behind her, the other Femme started crying as well.

Then they all dropped to their knees.

Adam just stared at them.

“I knew you would come here,” Helga sobbed. “We all knew.”

“What the actual fuck?” Demona whispered as she lowered the pistol.

After a moment, Adam walked over to Helga. “Hey, don’t cry and don’t kneel. I don’t want anyone kneeling for me.” He took her immense hand and helped her to her feet. “All of you? Stand up. Come on now.”

They stood but continued to sob.

“I’m… confused,” Rita said.

“Don’t look at me,” Ray whispered and shrugged.

Then Demona began to laugh. “Fuck me.”

Sugar looked at her. “What?”

“They’re dosed!” Demona giggled. “All of them… Adam jizz. They’ve all been dosed with Adam’s cum. They have their will and they worship god-boy here. Did you do this?”

“Me? No!,” Sugar hissed.

“Well, I didn’t do it,” Demona whispered.

Adam held Helga’s hand and led her back to Sugar and Demona.

“Helga, I don’t understand - you’re bound to Maria, aren’t you?” Sugar asked.

“We love Mistress Marapova. We would die for Mistress Marapova,” Helga said.

“But, Marapova told you to find Adam at all costs.”

“Yes, Mistress Sugar, and we have. But we will not tell her he was here.”

Demona shook her head. “I don’t get it.”

“We love Mistress Marapova and we will do what is best for her. In this case? It is best she does not know the Adam is here. One day? She will be ready but not now.” Helga turned to Adam. “We love our mistress but we are followers of Adam.”

***


Maria Marapova’s Apartment

“You have made my life very difficult with that outrageous stunt with the press, Brittney. How dare you! What were you thinking?” Maria roared.

They were alone in the apartment - Gwen and Alex had left for the farm.

On her way out the door, Gwen whispered to Brittney. “She is going to beat that cute ass of yours black and blue.”

So far, Maria was only striking with her words.

Brittney shrugged. “I don’t know what I was thinking! You’re the one who made me stupid!”

“Oh, no, you don’t, you conniving little bitch! You are not going to use my one mistake with you to excuse this behavior!”

“One mistake? Somebody isn’t good with counting…”

“Ooo, you are on thin ice!”

“They need to know! The humans need to know. They need to know you almost died to save them.”

Maria rolled her eyes and paced in the bedroom. “I did not! I was trying to save Whore Caste. I was trying to save the transformed. The people of New York were just… a side effect of my concern for Morpheus’s cause.”

“You big, fat LIAR!” Brittney yelled.

“Lower your voice.”

“Fuck you! You are a certified fucking hero, Maria Anastasia Marapova. How many seconds were left on that countdown when Adam took it?”

“I… don’t remember.”

“War is coming. How many times have you told me that?”

Maria sighed and looked away. “War with the humans.”

“That won’t be a war. It’ll be over in a day and you know it.”

Maria laughed. “Oh, you sweet child, you know nothing of war…”

“No, but I do know you and Hecate, Sister, Morpheus… all of you have been planning the war against people for over sixty years. The smartest, most diabolical people on earth…”

“Smartest? Diabolical? Which am I?”

“Both! And… neither, Maria. But capable, ever so capable…”

Maria turned to her then. She took the lensless glasses off Brittney’s nose. “You told me once you wear these to make you look smart. But, I think you wear them to keep me from realizing how much of Britt Conners’ intellect has come back over the years.”

Brittney smiled slightly. She took the glasses back and put them on. “Don’t be silly, mistress. I’m just your snuggle bunny, remember?”

Maria laughed in spite of herself and then forced a frown on her face. “Don’t mistake my concern for our cause for some form of compassion for the humans.”

“Fair enough,” Brittney said. “But, think about this. There is a war coming - the true war. It’s not about humans versus transformed. It’s about good versus evil. It’s about doing what’s right. That’s the fight that’s coming. And whether Maria Marapova wants to admit which side she’s on? I know which side she’s on. And, when that war comes? We’re going to need everyone on our side: Whore Caste, Professional Caste, the humans, the immune… even Adam.”

Maria looked away.

Brittney took Maria’s hands. “When that day comes? The humans will need a hero to follow. That’s Maria Marapova. I don’t know of anyone better, do you?”

Maria shook her head. “You’re an idiot.”

“No, I’m a superhero’s girlfriend. That shit’s complicated and occasionally? Fucking dangerous.”

Maria laughed.

Brittney reached up gently… and slapped her.

“Ow! What the…”

“Never again. You hear me? Never send me away again. Live or die? We do this together. Batman and Robin. Peanut Butter and Jelly. Got it?”

“A dildo and lube?”

“Ha! Like you ever use lube.”

Maria stared down at her. “Never slap me again.”

Brittney smiled sweetly and shoved Maria back on the bed.

Then she grabbed Maria’s knees and shoved them apart, pushing up Maria’s white latex skirt to her waist. “You loved that slap, you closeted submissive slut.”

Maria laughed and moaned as Brittney tongue fucked her to orgasm.

***


12:00 AM

Someone was at the door to Maria’s apartment, but the doorbell only chimed through to Brittney’s phone.

Brittney disentangled herself from Maria’s long legs and the twisted sheets.

Maria slept peacefully.

She blew Maria a kiss as she grabbed her phone and walked out of the bedroom.

Brittney reached the foyer and looked down at herself.

She was naked and her face glistened with Maria’s juices.

Her phone buzzed again as the doorbell rang a second time.

Brittney shrugged at her nakedness and opened the door.

The delivery man in brown stared at her with his mouth open.

“Hello,” Brittney said.

The man finally managed to raise his eyes up from her breasts. “Uh, hi.”

Brittney held out her hand. “You got a big package for me?”

He opened his mouth but nothing came out. “I… no… just this small one.”

Brittney put her fists on her hips. “Hey, now, big things often come in small packages.”

“Uh, huh.” His eyes returned to Brittney’s breasts as he slowly handed her a cardboard tube.

She took it. “You know, I really appreciate the fact you make this your last stop once a week. My mistress doesn’t like to be disturbed by deliveries.”

“The pleasure… is all mine,” the man breathed.

“Well, I think you’re totes sweet.” She leaned down and kissed his forehead.

His mouth dropped open. “I would do anything for you.”

“I know. So cute. Night, night.”

“Night, night,” the man said as she closed the door.

The cardboard cylinder was heavier than it looked.

There were two labels on it.

The label on top was from a location in Nebraska and addressed to Brittney.

The label hidden beneath it was from Stallion’s and addressed to the location in Nebraska.

Brittney went to her room and put on her pink latex miniskirt and halter top.

She grabbed her pink heels and slipped them on before picking up the package and heading out the front door.

***

Brittney danced in the elevator listening to an instrumental version of “I Wear My Sunglasses At Night”. She sang along.

Maria had gotten the glasses thing right.

She was Britt Conners more and more… well, Britt was more Brittney each day, that was more accurate. Her head was becoming clearer.

She was still Bubble-headed Brittney but… that wasn’t such a bad thing.

Britt Conners had been consumed by her ambition.

Brittney was consumed with love.

Brittney was happier than Britt had ever dreamed possible.

The combination of the two, Britt and Brittney, would be cunning and cuddly, logical and passionate.

Together, they would be one whole person.

The elevator doors opened on the basement deep beneath Manhattan.

Brittney stepped into the corridor and walked to the door. She pressed her thumb against the electronic reader.

The door opened and Brittney stepped inside, closing it behind her.

The lab tech looked up from a vat of chemical swill.

Behind her, ten enormous tubes lined the back wall.

Inside each was a giantess, a Femme.

The lab tech walked up and whispered. “Did you get it?”

“Yep,” Brittney said as she held out the cylinder.

“I was afraid we were going to run out. I can finally finish this batch of Femme.”

“I was afraid too, but we’re totes good now,” Brittney said as the tech took the package.

She opened it to reveal the steel thermos within with its miniature refrigeration module.

The tech opened the lid and poured the chilled down sperm into a beaker.

Then the tech looked nervously at the door.

“Don’t worry,” Brittney said. “I wore her out. She’s down for the night.”

“If she ever finds out…?”

“I’ll deal with her. For now? This is our little secret.” Brittney giggled and put her finger against her lips.

The tech giggled and laid her finger against her own lips. Then she carried the beaker of Adam’s cum back to a centrifuge.

Brittney smiled and turned back to the door.

What Maria didn’t know might save them all.

Brittney might have felt bad about lying.

But Britt was fine with it.

***

Epilogue

NRO Black Site

One hundred Miles South of McMurdo Station

Antarctica

Mother Superior Calista sat in the interrogation room. It was hotter than hell in the small space.

Colonel Taylor Menser sat across the table from her.

She gritted her broken teeth and glared at him, her hands chained to the table.

Even gritting her teeth was difficult.

Her mouth had been closed shut with surgical screws through her upper and lower jaw.

“Hot in here, huh?” Menser asked with a smile. “Ironic. Heart of Antarctica but that boiler down in the basement makes it feel just like home for you, doesn’t it? Only no sea breeze to cool you off.”

She glared at him.

“Bet you wish you could talk, huh?”

The corners of her mouth turned up.

Menser laughed. “I’m glad you can’t.”

He flicked a magic marker over to her. “You can write, though. I want you to write down everything - who ordered you to New York? Name names. While you’re at it? Tell me about your military structure, capabilities. Tell me who helped you while you were in Manhattan. Tell me useful thing and, maybe, just maybe? I won’t let the eggheads over in biology take you apart an inch at a time to figure out how your little ‘pain’ trick works.”

She held up her middle fingers.

“Cute.” He stared in her eyes. “Damn, you people have ugly eyes.”

She cocked her head sideways.

He took back the magic marker. “You take your time, inky eyes. I’ll wait.” He leaned back in his chair and smiled. “Hey, one of you guys out there turn up the heat a little? I feel a chill in the air.”

***


Epilogue

One Week Later

The Vatican

“An outrage! An outrage!” Cardinal Borgia screamed.

Father Richard Miller sat quietly a few yards away at the long table. He was close enough to be partially deafened by Borgia’s screech but not so close as to be sprayed with the copious spittle erupting from the man’s mouth.

“Brothers! Be calm,” Cardinal Burns said. He sat beside Richard and gave him a sidelong glance.

He was not happy, Richard knew.

Borgia pointed a fat sausage finger at Richard. “You say he is not the second coming and you say he is not the anticristo!?”

Richard smiled and shook his head. “He is a man. A powerful young man to be sure, one who is still learning the limits of that power. But, no, cardinal, he is not Jesus Christ nor is he the adversary. He exists outside the tenets of our religion.”

“Are these miracles he performed or not?” Cardinal Burns asked.

“Oh, yes, to be sure. But… these are not miracles of faith. I believe them to be miracles of science. The manipulation of matter and energy - the application of energy to heal the mind and the body.”

“I reject these scientific miracles!” Borgia spat.

Richard smiled. “Perhaps miracles are the wrong word. Therapies, perhaps. Powers.” He chuckled and looked at his hands. “Semantics.” He shook his head. “I cannot comprehend the nature of these powers any more than an ant can understand nuclear physics.”

“No! No!” Borgia cried. “Powers like these come either from the God or from the devil! You say it is not from God? Then he is touched by the devil and must be destroyed!”

“We will not speak of murder in this house of almighty God!” Burns growled.

The cardinals erupted in arguments.

And Richard Miller laughed.

Slowly the cardinals stopped talking.

Each one in turn looked toward the laughing priest.

“Forgive me, excellencies. Please but… you see… I don’t believe you could kill Adam if you wanted to. He is beyond life and death, I believe.”

Borgia nodded. “You see? Diavolo!”

“No, my corpulent friend. He may not be the second coming of Christ but I believe he is heaven sent.”

“Corpulent?! You impudent…”

Cardinal Burns raised his hand and glared at Borgia. “Silence.” He turned back to Richard. “Explain.”

Richard sat back in his chair. “He heals the sick and infirm and asks nothing in return. He refuses to allow anyone to worship him for this. He does not seek power, indeed, he shuns it… asks for the cup to pass from his lips. He acts only when there is no other choice and, when he does act? He saves an entire city and then… disappears before they can even thank him. Brothers, I believe God sent him. I feel it in my heart… but he did not send him for us, no. He is not the second coming… more of a Moses to lead his people, the transformed, to a promised land.”

***

“I would steer clear of Rome for a few… decades,” Cardinal Burns whispered as the other cardinals filed out of the conference room.

The cardinals all looked at Richard before exiting the room.

The vast majority were not smiling.

“No offense but I prefer Brighton to the Vatican.”

Burns chuckled. “Borgia will push to have you excommunicated.”

“No need to go that far.” Richard tugged at his collar and removed it. He set it on the table.

“Richard…?”

“Oh, let’s not lie to one another: we both knew this day was coming, cardinal.”

Burns stared at him.

Richard laughed. “No, no, I haven’t lost my faith - not in God, not even in His Church. But… I no longer believe in the vows. Perhaps I never did.”

Burns sighed and took the white tab from the table. “What will you do now?”

“The boy needs… a father. Perhaps I can be one - just someone for him to talk to when he needs guidance.”

“A heavy responsibility.”

“Yes it is.”

Burns smiled. “One I have no doubt you are well-suited for.” He shook Richard’s hand.

Richard stood up and walked to the door.

“Richard?”

“Yes, cardinal?”

“Borgia will also push to have the boy killed.”

Richard turned and looked at him gravely. “Then cardinal, let me give one last piece of advice: make sure the assassin shoots straight and causes no collateral damage.”

“You think he can be killed, then?”

“No. But I know that only God will be able to save you if you harm an innocent.”

***

Richard Miller walked out into the bright sunshine and descended the steps to the square.

Once upon a time, he met a woman in a crowd like this - a frightened and broken woman.

Now he saw her again surrounded by sightseers, turning slowly in a circle, taking in the great architecture of Vatican City.

No longer broken.

Beatrice stopped turning in her circle when she saw him.

She smiled.

He looked up at the clear blue sky. “Thy will be done.”

He took her hand.

“Is everything okay, Richard?” She asked.

He nodded. “Everything is perfect.”

***


Epilogue

The Canadian Wilderness

North of the US Border

Another former Catholic priest, James Patrick, pushed his way through thick underbrush as Prissy Patrick chattered on behind him.

“When the Lewis and Clark expedition first encountered grizzly bears? They were absolutely terrified. It took multiple shots to take one down and, finally? They went out of their way to avoid them because they were afraid they would run out of ammunition before they ran out of bears.”

Jimmy stopped and turned back toward her. “Wait. Are there grizzly bears out here?”

Prissy giggled. “No, silly! We’re too far east. Just black bears… the real danger here are moose.”

He stared at her. “Are moose dangerous?”

“Yes, very. They’ll trample you… well, not you, I mean a moose would be kind of like a harmless puppy to a big ol’ whoremaster like you, baby.”

He turned back to the brush blocking their path. “You sure?”

Prissy laughed and snorted. “Don’t worry, I’ll protect you.”

Jimmy rolled his eyes.

“Need to rest?”

“Oh, no - we’ve rested ten times since this morning.” Resting to Prissy involved getting naked.

Prissy laughed again. “Good thing we can’t get pregnant ‘cause I’d be pregnant ten times over by now.”

Jimmy blushed.

“Relax, dummy, it’s not a sin - we’re married.” Then she batted her eyelashes. “I’ll teach ya about sin when we get to the camp.”

“Succubus,” Jimmy laughed.

“Prude.”

He kissed her, lifting her off her feet.

Still holding her in his arms, he looked around. “Shouldn’t we be at this camp by now?”

“You are,” a voice said from the ridgeline above.

Jimmy slung Prissy around behind him as he squared off with whatever was above them.

“Who sent you?” A woman’s voice asked.

Jimmy peered up at the trees.

“Violet eyes,” Prissy said using Dr. Demona’s code name.

There were giants in the trees and they stepped out into view: whoremasters and white witches, other transformed.

All wearing camouflage and carrying heavy rifles.

“Welcome to the resistance,” a woman said and smiled.

***

Epilogue

Sister’s Quarters

Cathedral of Morpheus

Havana

Outside, the reconstruction of the statue of Morpheus continued twenty-four hours a day.

Sister stood in the middle of her simple bedroom and cried.

“Why do you cry?” The woman reclining on Sister’s bed asked. Her naked body was far too long even for one of the transformed.

“I failed him.”

“You did not.”

“He asked me to destroy Adam with the bomb. I failed.”

“Come to me.”

“I don’t deserve your comfort.”

“My love, come to me.”

Sister went to the bed and lay down in the Demon Goddess Lilith’s arms, snuggled against her rows of breasts. “He will never love me. He will never come back for me,” she cried.

“Oh, you are so wrong, Sister. He loves you so much. You’ll see.” The Demon Goddess stroked the tears on Sister’s cheek. “I’ll tell you a secret. I’ll tell you a secret he would never want me to tell. Would you like to hear it?”

Sister nodded.

“You did precisely what he wanted. All things serve the will of Morpheus. And everything? Everything is going to be fine. You’ll see.”

The End

The Transformations Story will conclude with:

Transformations: Hellstorm!

Transformations: The Trial of Dr. Demona

Transformations: Ad Infernum

Transformations: Ad Astra
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