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FORWARD

 


As anyone and everyone knows who has ever
read my other books - I like superheroes. Or more correctly I
suppose I should say I like people - or beings - with POWER. That's
why I watch all the movies that come out about superheroes and TV
shows such as Heroes and Smallville, even though
neither of those two ever goes far enough for my taste into what I
actually think would happen in a world where such beings actually
existed. Certainly we all know what a wimp the WB has turned Clark
into, right? This is why I have created my own little multiverse
wherein beings with powers, be they called Mega-humans, Mutants,
Powers, Supers, or perhaps even Gods. In one manner or another, in
one manifestation or another, these beings exist. The question is:
in any particular realm of my multiverse are these beings heroes or
villains? Most often they are heroes. In this particular book, the
longest one I've written to date, the main character at least is a
villain. Or is he?

Ride along with me into this new realm of the
Rebirth of the Gods, wherein a lone individual crosses from
one dimension where he is a villain to another where he ends up a
god. If that were to happen to you, I have to ask...would your
personality go through any type of alteration? Especially if you
found you had more actual powers and Power than you ever held
within your body before. Exactly what would you do with that Power?
How would your life change? How would you present yourself to this
world?

Herein lies the crux of the matter for this
particular individual who sees himself as the greatest
super-villain the world has ever known...

 


* * *

 


 



CHAPTER ONE

 


 


Early morning in New York City can be an
eye-opening experience for most people not used to the fast-living
pace of the regular inhabitants of this thriving metropolis that
exists on the eastern seaboard of the United States of America.

Were visitors to this city privy to the
occasional occurrences within one of the tallest buildings located
here, they would be even more amazed. The Corner Building,
so-named due to its location on the corner of 12th Avenue and
Battery Place, exists in a spot where at one time a twenty-story
building stood in this location of prime New York real estate. Now
a newly-renovated forty-story building stands overlooking Battery
Park, staring down upon the Castle Clinton National
Monument.

Inside the Corner Building, on the top floor,
where only those with the proper access are able to enter within
the single room which occupies a large percentage of space on this
floor, a meeting was convened only moments ago. Those taking place
in this meeting are among the most notably different and powerful
people on this planet, being as these are the members of the group
known only as The Protectorate, a group of beings innately
possessing abilities from birth that have enabled them to display
characteristics definitely not in the normal class of humanity’s
traits. These beings of such great power have taken on the
self-appointed role as the protectors of the planet Earth and its
population.

One might wonder why Earth has need of such
powerful beings for its protection. Is the combined military of the
world governments not enough to ward off any force which might
attack the civilizations on this planet?

Are the local police forces, the FBI, the
CIA, National Security Agency and so many others not enough to
track down and bring to justice those who seek to do harm to the
American way of life or any other social or cultural way of life in
any of the many countries, nations and lands which coexist upon
this planet without the aid of beings of special powers?

One might believe this to be true. One would
be wrong.

Nature has not been one to play favorites
when doling out the unique abilities which provide these heroes the
power for carrying out their duties. Others upon this planet have
also become endowed with equally unique and powerful abilities as
those of The Protectorate, only some of these others have chosen
not to use their powers for such altruistic endeavors as the heroes
now coming together for their bi-monthly meeting on the top floor
of The Corner Building.

Today there are eight of The Protectorate’s
members in attendance, though its full contingent is comprised of
twelve heroes. Presumably these other four are otherwise engaged
within their chosen roles as heroes, or else they would not miss
this regularly scheduled meeting.

“All right everyone, let’s get this meeting
under way so we can all get back to whatever pressing business we
have in our other lives.” The slender, though leanly muscular and
beautiful woman known to her Protectorate comrades as
Songbird is the current leader of this team, being as how
they all agreed at the onset of this organization that the
leadership role would rotate amongst them in an orderly manner each
year so that no one individual would be seen as too
controlling.

Songbird stood at the head of the long,
conference table comprised of solid oak with a smooth veneer that
caused it to gleam from the sunlight entering in through the
various windows lining the south wall. Though the windows have no
blinds or shades covering them, allowing those within this room to
see out over the section of their city facing the park and water,
no one is able to see in from the outside, due to a special coating
applied over the windows’ exterior. This allows a beautiful view of
Battery Park and the water beyond it, where also the Statue of
Liberty can be seen on clear days, without concern over anyone
snooping in on these most private of meetings.

Not that anyone outside of this group of
heroes has knowledge of the meetings taking place every other week
within this notable building. Were anyone else to have knowledge of
these meetings and be aware of exactly when The Protectorate meets
here, however, the security systems within this structure would
certainly be more than enough to prevent anyone from gaining
entrance.

At least, those comprising The Protectorate
have become used to believing their security systems to be enough
for their own protection and secrecy. Not one of these present is
aware that outside this building at this very moment, standing on
the street level at the corner, three individuals have come
together in their own covert meeting. These three are among those
mentioned earlier who have chosen not to use their abilities for
the good of mankind.

“You have the plan in mind?” one of the
three, Morgan Sanders, a.k.a., Power Surge, asks of another.
The one queried nods his head briefly, indicating he does indeed
have the plan they previously discussed firmly within his mind.

It is necessary for this one queried to be
confident of this plan, since the execution of this plan rests
squarely upon his shoulders at the moment.

“Ok, then,” the first, obviously the leader
of this threesome, confirms, “Let’s get this done and we’ll be on
our way to becoming the most powerful beings on this planet, got
it?”

The other two of the trio merely grin. They
know the plan well and are itching to get it accomplished in order
to become what their leader has stated.

The leader of the group reached out and
placed a hand upon a shoulder of each of the others. The one who
was queried previously closed his eyes and concentrated. A few
seconds passed before a shimmering effect began to emerge from this
one’s body, then, as if in response to this display of energy, the
leader’s body also began to emit an aura that surrounded his own
form, though one that was different in appearance than the
others.

Almost instantly the trio vanished, leaving
those citizens of New York City busily engaged in their natural
routine of heading to work this early in the morning, astonished by
first the appearance of this energy, then the subsequent
disappearance of these three men. They know those with Powers have
been in their midst and each of them begins wondering which of the
Powers, as all New Yorkers have come to think of those with these
unique abilities, these three were. Some of the more astute among
the onlookers are wondering, were these heroes or villains?

“...so the Bio-Tech robbery remains a mystery
at this time,” GraviTron, the strongest member of this team
was completing his update on the crimes concerning powered villains
he has been involved in trying to solve. “The energy pattern
present didn’t exactly fit anything in our database, though it did
have characteristics matching both Power Surge and Transport,” the
massively muscular male reclining sideways in his chair concluded
his report with those words.

“Maybe those two have teamed up for some
robberies,” volunteered Eagle, the only hero present whose
ability is dependent upon the appendages that have grown upon the
outside of his back, forming large wings that resemble those of the
bald eagle in their coloration, hence his hero moniker.

“If that’s the case,” Songbird nodded her
ascent to the suggestion, “we may be in for some serious problems.
Power Surge has been a pain in our collective asses for far too
long. His ability alone has kept many of us from capturing him,
regardless of the circumstances. If he’s teamed up with
Transport…”

A sudden outburst of radiance within the
confined space of this conference room served to both startle and
alarm those present. They know their security is the best in the
world. They know no one should be able to penetrate their
headquarters, regardless of the abilities possessed by any would-be
intruder.

How then can anyone possibly have
circumvented their security?

“There’s no 'if' about it, sweetheart,” the
dulcet tones of Power Surge echo throughout the large, but confined
room as the radiance subsided, revealing not only Power Surge and
Transport standing before the collective heroes, but also Mimic, a
villain with the ability to copy within herself the abilities of
others, although only one power at a time and only while in close
proximity to that person.

Seeing their covert HQ’s security breached,
the eight heroes present begin to respond to the imminent threat,
each in his or her own unique manner, but once more a radiant aura
quickly spread out through the room, engulfing each and every
person present, leaving only the possessor of the talent which has
immobilized all others free to move about. Those heroes surrounding
this large conference table slump in their posture, as though
suddenly lacking in energy.

This is the ability of Power Surge, to either
elevate the power level of whatever he focuses his attention upon,
or as in this case, to completely drain the power or energy from
those same objects of his attention.

Power Surge chuckled openly as he sauntered
about the room in such a cocky manner that had they been in control
of their own bodies, several of the heroes present would have
utilized their abilities in a manner decidedly not conducive to
their accepted code of ethics as The Protectorate.

They are not, however, in control of either
their bodies or their minds. Were they, at least one of the
immobilized heroes would have been capable of foiling Power Surge’s
insidious scheme by sheer brain-power alone.

“Ah,” Power Surge turns toward Mesmer, the
dominant telepath of the team, whose ability allows him to read
minds as well as control the actions of others, up to six people at
a time. The villain has felt a prickling within his mind and knows
this hero, who has a greater grasp on his mental faculties than any
other being on the planet, is yet attempting to overcome the
villain-of-the-moment.

Power Surge walked around the table and stood
with his hands placed upon the shoulders of this strong
telepath.

“Do you really want me to intensify my power
to make it strong enough to completely subdue you, Mesmer? You know
that if I do, since my power is not as selective as your own, it
would mean the increased force upon your compatriots would become
so great that most likely at least a few of them would die under
it.”

As if in demonstration the aura within the
room intensified. The eyelids of most of the heroes present began
to droop, their forms, frozen in-place already from the villain’s
surprise attack, began to slump within the chair each one was
seated in.

Mesmer knew too well that if Power Surge
continued this line of attack, these others would die under this
heavy an assault. He couldn’t allow that to happen, even if it
meant allowing this enemy of all mankind to currently continue on
with whatever plan he had developed in his limited brain.

Instantly the mental prying within Power
Surge’s brain ceased. He smiled in a gloating manner, turning his
attention back to everyone concerned.

“My friends,” the megalomaniac spread his
arms up and out, as though embracing everyone in the room. “Welcome
to the greatest and most magnificent feat you will ever live to see
accomplished. I, Power Surge, the most criminally inclined among
your adversaries, have conceived a plan which will enable me to not
only mimic the abilities of each and every one of you, as my
current partner Mimic is able to do, but will completely copy over
into my being the powers of all present here in this room.”

The gloating villain continued his slow
stride throughout the room, attaching to the temples of each hero
still seated at their chairs a simple device that affixed itself to
their heads, piercing through the thin skin covering each skull so
that although none of the heroes was able to respond to the pain, a
sharp prick of energy shot through the hard bone of their skulls,
rooting itself within the central portion of each one’s cerebral
cortex.

As he completed affixing his devices to the
heroes, Power Surge then moved over to where his two
partners-in-crime stood as lifeless statues along with the others.
His grin spread from ear-to-ear, the self-styled master villain
placed similar devices upon the heads of his supposed partners, and
then turned to confront his immobile audience.

“Ladies and gentlemen,” he spoke with a voice
far louder than necessary in this confined space, “allow me to
introduce each of you to a beautiful new development in
psychotherapy. This dandy little device has been developed by
scientists in concert with psychiatrists and brain surgeons in
order to locate problem areas within the human psyche and hopefully
allow those brains inflicted with great bouts of depression,
sociopathy,” he paused at this word to scan the room, wondering how
many of his unwilling attendees were applying this label to him at
this moment, “and many other psychological, physical and/or
chemically-induced disorders which reside within the human brain to
become more easily treatable.

“This simple device will allow doctors
intimate entrance within the human psyche, allowing them to alter
or influence those who are under their control.

“What none of these professional
practitioners of modern medicine realized, however, is that a
particular application of this device that only someone with my
mental acuity could possibly delineate is to allow entrance to that
particular portion of the brain which houses and controls the
powers of individuals such as those of us present here.”

He paused momentarily, allowing the
importance of his words to sink in. He wanted those he controlled
to be completely aware of what he was about to do to and with each
one of them, allowing them to understand that with all their
abilities, they were completely powerless to stop one outstanding
individual, himself, from raping their minds and therefore that
part of their brains which was home to the repository of their
unique powers and endowing himself with each one of their
abilities.

“I would have hoped to have the full
compliment of Protectorates present on such a momentous occasion as
this,” he shrugged his shoulders nonchalantly, continuing to move
about the room behind those he had enthralled. “However, I suppose
my soon-to-be power-base will have to be limited to those currently
present,” he paused, coming back around so that he stood between
his two former accomplices.

“Fortunately my power-base will also include
the teleportational abilities of my friend Transport, here, who has
so graciously provided the entrance to this otherwise impenetrable
fortress of heroes.”

Power Surge placed a device similar, though
only slightly different from those now securely attached to the
temples of the other ten people present, upon his own head. His
eyelids fluttered momentarily as the probes reached through his
skin and skull, attaching themselves within his brain matter.

“Ah, now that was a jolt I had not expected.
A pity you did not expect it, either, Mesmer,” he turned his
attention momentarily to the telepath in question. “Had you known
what I was about to do and how it would affect me, you might have
been able to seize upon that brief instant and take control of my
mind.

“Pity for you that it was a surprise to all
of us, eh?” Power Surge grinned more broadly at his own taunt. He
so enjoyed having complete control over such powerful enemies.

“Now, if you are all ready?” he taunted once
more, even as his own brain quickly activated the circuits joining
him to all the others in a psychic link enhanced by his own power
of either draining or enhancing any power he chose, even be it a
person’s very own life force.

Once more, had those present been aware of
what was about to take place, they might have found a way to thwart
Power Surge’s plans, since, at the moment he altered his own
ability in order to power the circuits through Mimic and into the
brains of the others, the control he held over everyone lapsed
momentarily. Each person present could have exerted his own control
once more and possibly acted to subdue him, especially Mesmer, who
had been the only one not completely under his control to begin
with.

As it was, not one of those present seized
upon their singular opportunity, which lasted but the briefest of
moments before the connected apparatuses dug deeply within each of
the Powers, both hero and villain alike, triggering that portion of
their brain functions, located distinctly within the cerebral
cortex of the human brain, which produced the ability in each.

To a person, each of the ten reeled backwards
from the mental assault, their necks nearly snapping from the
forced contraction of their neural systems.

For long minutes Power Surge himself stood
immobile, the surge of abilities entering his own brain almost too
much for one man to handle. He knew there was a distinct
possibility that this process, untested as it was, could result in
permanently damaging his own brain from the influx of power. It was
a risk he was willing to endure in order to fulfill his greatest
dream in becoming the most powerful being in this entire world.

After long minutes that came close to a full
quarter-hour, the process completed. All those seated around the
table fell face-first forward, their heads striking the hard wood
table top with eight resounding thuds. The two “accomplices” of
Power Surge, still standing immobile near the entry door, fell as
heaps to the floor.

Power Surge himself stood immobile for
several more minutes after the process ended, his brain holding his
body upright, each muscle contracted and rigid. Finally, the
villain who had just pulled off the greatest and most heinous coup
in super-villain history, slumped, his muscles having relaxed all
at the same moment. Yet was he able to remain standing, however,
his brain exerting just enough control to keep him from joining his
former accomplices on the floor.

“Damn!” Power Surge exhaled the word, more
than actually spoke it, and then shook his head vigorously. His
head was reeling with the influx of power. At least he was still
alive and functioning properly. As far as he could yet
ascertain.

Straightening his body to its full height,
the villain held his arms out to his sides and in front of himself,
flexing the fingers on each hand, ensuring that his body was still
under his mental control and responding properly.

“All right. That’s good,” he muttered the
words, even as he lifted each leg separately, bending them at the
knees, then rotating his ankles before setting each foot back to
the floor.

“Body seems functional. What about the
powers?”

Taking a deep breath, the consummate villain
glanced at Mesmer, the hero’s head yet resting unconsciously upon
the table. A grin spread across his lips as he concentrated on the
fallen hero who alone had attempted to resist his plan.

Though yet unconscious, Mesmer lifted his
head, and then his body stood from the chair, knocking it over in
the clumsy method of a puppet being maneuvered by an immature
puppeteer, since the hero at the table whose power had been used in
this test case was known as the Puppeteer, being able to
control one person's actions at a time, having full control over
that person.

As though he actually were a puppet, the
hero’s arms lifted up in front of him in a stiff fashion. His legs
then began “dancing” about, mimicking the movements of a marionette
on a stage.

For several minutes the villain enjoyed this
control of his defeated foe before tiring of the game. He released
his control of Mesmer, who slumped as unceremoniously to the floor
as had Transport and Mimic.

Power Surge’s lips twisted into an evil sneer
as his focus turned to the lovely Songbird; her slender, lightly
muscular and completely feminine form slumped across the table
top.

Concentrating in an easier fashion than with
Mesmer, Power Surge lifted the unconscious heroine from the table
and had her step up on top of the oak top. Moving her body more
easily now that he was gaining control of this purloined ability,
the villain had the heroine perform a striptease to unheard music
that her body contorted to even as she peeled her clothes off one
item at a time. Soon the heroine was as naked as the day she was
born. Power Surge feasted his eyes upon her lusciously hot body,
drinking in every curve and nuance of her delectable flesh.

As he was enjoying this view, however, the
door to the conference room opened outward. Standing on the outside
in the vestibule were two of the until-then missing members of The
Protectorate.

Sonic and Queen Bee stood staring at the
unlikely tableau before them as Power Surge did at the unexpected
arrivals. As the heroes’ eyes scanned the room and finally came to
rest upon the only conscious person within their conference room,
the villain utilized his own naturally-birthed ability, spreading
out his unseen cloak of energy drain matter in order to cause the
two late comers to fall as unconscious as their teammates.

Unfortunately, the villain had not counted on
the effect his having absorbed so many new abilities would have
upon his own power.

Rather than suck the energy from Queen Bee
and Sonic, the energy released from Power Surge resulted in an
explosion of ball lightning that blew the heroes backwards where
they slammed against the far wall of the vestibule.

Surprised at the power that had surged out
from him, but not caring how he defeated these two foes, Power
Surge decided the best thing he could do at this moment was to
extract himself from the presence of his enemies. After all, those
two late-comers may well have alerted the final two missing members
of this team. He had no desire to combat enemies using untested
abilities, even though so far it had all worked out to his best
interest.

Seeing the window nearest himself as his best
option, Power Surge threw himself bodily against the glass pane.
Unfortunately for him, the pane, like all the others in this
building, was composed of a highly impact-resistant material. All
Power Surge managed to do was to bruise his shoulder and upper
back.

Reeling from the impact, the villain noticed
the heroes in the vestibule shaking the fog from their heads in
preparation for an assault upon him. He needed something to
extricate him from this room, but what?

The as yet unconscious GraviTron entered his
field of view. Greater strength. Perhaps that was what he
needed in order to escape this unfortunate trap he had placed
himself within.

Focusing his mind upon the latent power of
GraviTron within him, Power Surge felt his body drawing upon the
very gravity of the planet in order to build his strength beyond
anything he had ever wielded within himself. As the power grew and
doubled, then redoubled, all within mere seconds, he noticed the
floor beneath his feet beginning to buckle under the added density.
He knew he had to escape immediately or find himself falling
through the floor. Power Surge concentrated and decided to test his
new ability by slamming both fists against the window pane.

With great joy the villain found his fists
pushing through to the outside of the now useless window, the
extra-strong pane shattering under his impact, sending splinters
cascading down upon those walking on the sidewalk outside this
building. He then threw himself out past the jagged edges of the
transparent material held within the frame, but had failed to take
into account the fact that he was now falling from a distance of
forty floors above ground level with a far greater density than he
had ever experienced in himself.

Eagle’s power allowed him to fly, but that
was because he had two enormous wings sprouting from his back
muscles. Power Surge hadn’t as yet experienced the outgrowth of
such appendages, so flying was out of the question.

Teleportation wasn’t, however. Transport
could teleport. Why not himself?

Concentrating upon the pilfered ability from
his unsuspecting former-ally, the falling villain envisioned
himself being on a beach in Miami, Florida. The concentration
seemed to take longer than he had hoped, seeing the sidewalk
beneath him plummeting toward him at an accelerated rate. Several
times during the too-rapid descent he experienced a slight buzzing
sound inside his head, accompanied with some disorientation, as
though the power was trying to kick in, but having problems making
the connection in this new body it was in.

Finally, as he feared he was about to end
this experiment all-too-soon, the villain’s body popped out of
existence, sucking in a great volume of onrushing air, pulling it
in along with his vanishing form.

A brief moment later Power Surge found
himself rematerializing on the very Miami Beach he had envisioned.
What he hadn’t expected, however, was that he would arrive with the
same velocity propelling him as when he had left New York.

Even as his body took on solid form, the
momentum he had been plummeting downward with caught up with him,
slamming him into the packed sand at his feet. Hard. Were it not
for the fact that his body yet retained the extra strength,
invulnerability and stamina supplied from GraviTron’s ability, this
villain’s hopes of world domination might have ended at that
moment.

Within a split second of burying his face in
the sand, the great volume of air that had vanished along with him
in New York materialized, adding to his disfavor by pummeling his
body even further, causing the distraught villain to roll head-long
across the beach, his out-of-control body flailing about, striking
various people walking and lying about this until then peaceful
stretch of sand.

The winds finally subsided, leaving the
exhausted and pummeled villain strewn across the sand as though he
were merely litter that had been blown there after being
unceremoniously tossed away.

Those unfortunate beach-goers he had tumbled
into in his wild ride across the sand glared menacingly at this
interloper who had dared to invade their peaceful day of relaxation
in the sun. Many of them suffered broken appendages and lacerations
across various portions of their bodies from being struck so
suddenly and forcefully by a being of such great strength and
density.

Gaining his senses about him, Power Surge
sneered at those who glared at him with such ire. How dare these
mere humans even consider themselves as better than he?

Utilizing the power of the hero
Discharge, Power Surge held out one had before him, feeling
the energy of the static electricity within the very air as it
absorbed itself within the grasp of his now clenched hand. He could
virtually see the electricity as it sat within his grasp, waiting
to be utilized.

Not wanting to disappoint either the
electricity or himself, Power Surge flung this held power outwards,
releasing the electricity as a huge ball of crackling energy that
expanded outward, engulfing all those misfortunate enough to be
within its range.

The nearby hospital would soon find its
emergency room filled with those who had been severely injured by
unexplainable burns caused by lightning.

Power Surge stood now to his feet and brushed
the particles of sand from his dark garments. Standing upon this
stretch of beach that was now nearly deserted, those previously
enjoying their day off having long since scattered after witnessing
what this mysterious stranger in their midst was capable off, Power
Surge held his arms out to his sides, his palms facing upwards with
slightly clenched fingers. He thundered his voice to the heavens,
defying anyone inhabiting such to ignore his epithet.

“I am a god among men! No one on this
planet can equal my power!”

The exhilaration received from uttering such
blasphemous words was more than the villain’s mind could handle.
His eyes gleamed with a sparkling that had never been there before.
True megalomania infested his mind, causing him to think of himself
in a manner never before considered.

“I am God!” he spat the phrase
mockingly heavenward, not caring what others might think of his
words, nor God, either, for that matter.

A shimmering of the air not fifty feet beyond
this self-styled “deity” caught his attention. He knew too well
what that shimmering meant. The heroes in New York had revived and
had tracked him here to Miami.

Let them come. None of them were as powerful
as he now was.

 


* * *

 


 



CHAPTER TWO

 


 


All about the nearly empty beach located on
the edge of Miami, Florida, a shimmering of air gave birth to ten
beings whose collective bodies wielded the greatest array of power
on the planet.

That statement was soon to be contested by
the solitary individual these heroes had traveled to Florida in
search of.

Standing with his arms yet upraised, the
newly empowered Power Surge, having usurped the abilities of eight
of these heroes, as well as his two former allies, quickly assessed
those who formed a semi-ring about him as their bodies assumed
corporeal form upon the beach. His malevolent grin revealed the
fact that he was about to unleash his newly ill-gained power upon
those to whom these powers rightfully belonged.

Perhaps he was as yet untested with his
abilities, Power Surge surmised, but each of these facing him now
were surely still foggy in the brain from the draining process he
had leveled upon them so short a time previous.

Lightly humored, Power Surge noticed the ire
within the otherwise beautiful features of Songbird, who, no doubt,
had been quite mortified when she had come to her senses only to
discover she was naked before her comrades.

The villain chuckled mirthfully, enjoying the
replay within his memory of the gorgeously nude flesh he had beheld
so recently. Perhaps when he finished defeating these so-called
heroes, he would resume his rape of this most luscious of all those
before him.

For now, he would be content merely to
utilize these beings’ own powers in defeating them in so
ignominiously a manner.

Mere split-seconds had passed since the
assemblage of heroes had materialized upon this beach, now a
battlefront for powered beings.

Power Surge struck first, drawing “first
blood”, so-to-speak, utilizing his own ability of energy draining.
As his own innate ability spread outward, his face revealed the
shock he experienced at not seeing any result as he had
expected.

Of course. His foes were too far away to be
effected by his power. It had a limitation of twenty-five feet
maximum. They were at least double that.

This was why he most often preferred using
his power within an enclosed space. It was far more effective that
way. Here, in the open, his ability spread itself too thin,
diffusing itself as it spread outward.

Mentally he detected Mesmer beginning to
invade his mind. Instantly the villain erected a psychic-block
against the hero, but at the same time several of the others facing
him down chose that moment to act, knowing the added assault would
distract their enemy, allowing them to more easily defeat him.

Never. Not in this lifetime or any other
would Power Surge – the greatest of Powers on this Earth – allow
himself to be defeated by lesser beings – mere mortals to his
godhood.

Utilizing both the power of Mesmer and his
own ability to surge any type of power, the villain blended the
abilities together, effectively multiplying the stolen psychic
power, thrusting it outward toward his accumulated foes.

Nine of the ten swooned, Mesmer alone being
ready for a psychic assault. This one would be the biggest threat
to his plans and had to be the first to be eliminated.

Choosing from his new repertoire of
abilities, Power Surge elected to blend GraviTron’s power of
drawing upon the Earth’s gravity for increasing his own strength
along with Power Surge’s own ability, hoping for a blended power of
his own design.

As the villain focused his newly-blended
ability at Mesmer, the hero instantly experienced a heaviness of
his physical being he had never encountered before. His eyelids
drooped; his very musculature sagged beneath the assault. Mesmer’s
mental attack lapsed under the affliction, freeing Power Surge to
focus upon the others before him as well.

Wait. Would attacking these upstarts be
within his best interest? Would it not be better for him to
implement his ultimate plan, leaving these foes in utter shock at
discovering themselves defeated by the mere fact that their
ultimate enemy no longer existed upon this planet?

An evil grin spread across his features as
his head made the barest of nods.

Yes. That was the best way to handle this
situation. Hadn’t it been said, “Retreat is the better part of
valor”?

Only his actions wouldn’t merely be retreat,
but transference – to another entire dimension altogether.

Summoning upon the enjoined abilities of
Transport, Dissembler, Time Warp and his own power surge ability,
the villain concentrated upon transferring his entire being across
the dimensional barrier he hoped truly existed, separating this
world from another exactly like it.

Though such thought was merely the stuff of
hypothesis, Power Surge hoped-beyond-hope that it was reality as
well. No one had as yet proven the existence of parallel universes,
but his own in-depth studies had at least given him the insane hope
that such parallel worlds did indeed exist and that by blending
certain powers he himself would be capable of bridging such a
barrier.

If he failed, he had surmised the attempt
would destroy his entire being. He cared not at all. He would
rather live as the sole Power within a world populated by mere
mortals than continue as simply one of many upon this planet where
he constantly needed to prove himself better than all others.

The abilities gathered about and within him.
Outside of his being the very air itself swirled in chaotic outrage
that anyone would dare to flaunt the decision of Nature, which
itself had decreed no one being on this planet would ever wield
more than a single Power.

An electrical storm added to the chaotic
confusion and the clear sky above this Miami beachfront altered
quickly to that of the blackest of storms ever witnessed, though
this region had been assaulted by many violent storms.

Seconds passed into minutes while the powers
and storm gathered both inside and outside of this solitary figure,
his arms held rigid in musculature contraction, as though a statue
had been erected upon the sand.

The storm became so fierce that even those
heroes dedicated to overcoming such villains who committed
crimes-against-society were held at bay, unable to broach the
weather that encircled their enemy’s form.

Unaware of why this display of nature
congealed itself about this particular villain, the heroes could
only observe as the storm barrier held them at such a distance
until finally, ultimately, Power Surge himself vanished.

In a barrage of lightning that flashed
through the villain’s flesh – in one moment Power Surge stood
immobile upon the sand – and then we was not.

In a blinding moment he simply disappeared
from sight.

Though the full complement of The
Protectorate would search the entire Earth time and again,
utilizing every ability and scientific instrument at their disposal
for the next few months to come, they would not discover where this
villain had vanished to. For all any of them knew, that flash of
lightning had resulted in disassembling the very molecules of Power
Surge’s body, scattering his atoms to the wind.

 


* * *

 


In the vast green forestland situated within
the Great Pacific Northwest, in a wide pastoral glade of tall grass
and sparse stands of trees of several types, the slight breeze that
most often drifted across such a setting of tranquil peace began to
build, the gentle currents growing heavier and more violent within
mere seconds.

The indigent animal life of this region
sensed the oncoming transgression of nature and retreated from this
setting as far and quickly as they were capable. Their retreat was
wisely instituted, for barely had the glade been vacated than the
roiling currents of air exploded outward in a manner both violent
and unheralded in this northern clime.

The storm of wind bent and broke most of the
trees surrounding this meadow, the vast amount of grass flattening
as well under the unexpected force of the explosion, each blade
flattening outward from the epicenter of the violent outburst of
energy that dispelled the air for miles around.

An electrical discharge of enormous and
uncharacteristic proportion to this region joined in with the
turbulent winds, the ball-lightning concealing an obscured form
within its embrace.

As the electrical energy formed more sure,
then expanded outward, the form within grew more substantial, more
physical and less ethereal, as it had seemed initially. Then the
electricity completed its outward expulsion, dissipating into the
atmosphere as it finished that which it was formed for.

With great force the form within hurtled
first upwards within the air, then hovered a few seconds before
plummeting to the ground far below.

The limp human body struck the ground with
such forceful impact it must certainly have broken every bone
within its frail form. Only that summation would have neglected to
take into account the presence and activation of the increased
strength and durability of this being’s vastly expanded
power-base.

For long moments the still form of Power
Surge lay amidst the flattened blades of grass that had not been
sufficient for softening his impact.

Finally, the body began to move
incrementally, then more actively as consciousness returned to this
intruder from another dimension.

“Unngghhhh,” the unintelligible moan elicited
from his parched throat. The displaced villain moved his head as
best he was able with such great throbbing in every muscle of his
body, especially his neck, which was completely stiff and
unbendable from the sudden stop at the end of his steep fall.

With bleary, bloodshot eyes that had
definitely seen better days, the villain known on his own version
of Earth as Power Surge scanned his surroundings. Slowly he pushed
himself to a kneeling position, sitting back on his calves and
feet, unwilling to commit himself to further movement until the
excruciating agony yet shooting through his bones and muscles
decided to lighten at least a little.

“God - what a horrible ordeal that was,” he
mumbled to himself, not having anyone else available to complain
to. Not that this being would have complained to anyone else other
than himself. Was he not a god? If so, then gods did not – could
not – complain to anyone. All others were beneath their contempt
and therefore not privileged to hear even the grumblings of such
beings.

He started to stand, but a bolt of pain
suddenly streaked through his brain, sending him to the ground,
sprawling across the flattened grass,

His hands flew to his head, grabbing hold and
pressing against his skull as though the pressure itself could
alleviate the agony that threatened to burst his brain apart. The
newly styled “god” found himself rolling back-and-forth upon the
ground of this meadow, the pain building to excruciating
proportions, causing him to moan, then whine, finally forcing this
most powerful of all human beings to scream out loud, his vocal
chords reaching the highest pitch they ever had, growing raw from
the length of duration of this scream that was as unearthly and
inhuman as any sound could possibly be.

So torturous were the sensations that shot
throughout his brain that the villain found himself finally clawing
at his face, scratching, gouging his flesh, leaving streaks of
blood trickling across his features in a horrid attempt to put a
halt to that which he could no longer endure.

After a period of time that seemed at least
the better part of several hours, the pain abruptly ceased. The
suddenness of the cessation produced a dull throbbing that pounded
within his skull, but at least that was preferable to what he had
been subject to previously.

No longer rolling about the meadow in
haphazard movements, the displaced being remained still in one
spot, though his breath was panting as rapidly as a dog without
water on a too hot day.

As even the throbbing subsided, leaving
behind only the residue of what had once threatened to explode
within his skull, Power Surge found himself experiencing the
peaceful silence of this meadow in a manner he had never before
known. All about him was silence, but it was a silence that called
out to him, as though the very essence of nature sought to make
itself known to this soul, newly transplanted across the
dimensional barrier that separated one Earth from another.

As he continued to lie in the meadow, his
every sense now passively alert, he found new smells, new sounds,
even new tastes wafting their way across the calm currents of air
to his very lips, passing onto his tongue as though being served
exquisite new flavors of food he had not known existed.

Slowly opening his eyes, the altered senses
of this being at first cringed from the brightness of the sunlight
entering in through his optical orbs. Slowly he raised the lids
which covered his eyes, allowing only minute amounts of light to
filter in at a time until his lids were fully open. Looking
straight up at the sky, he was surprised to find the weather of
this day was greatly overcast. Clouds of gray filled the sky above
him, allowing not one scintilla of sunlight to brightly shine past
as he had expected to find. If the sky was this overcast, how then
could his eyes have received such brilliant sunlight? The anomaly
became fully present to him. Was it his own senses that had only
made it appear as though the light was so intense? Was what he
experienced due simply to a heightening of his senses?

Moving himself to a sitting position, he
turned his head, glancing about at the calm meadow, empty of all
life other than himself. On the periphery of his senses he could
tell there was something else present, but he wasn’t certain
what.

Closing his eyes, he utilized solely his
hearing, surprised that he was able to pick up such faint sounds so
well, and found a multitude of small creatures scurrying about this
meadow that was so obviously their home. Having located the cause
of the sounds, he then opened his eyes once more and was able to
spot the slight moving of the flattened grass which disclosed the
whereabouts of the various creatures as they attempted to move
stealthily, keeping themselves hidden from this intruder to their
domain.

“If I am intruding upon your peace,” Power
Surge moved once more to stand to his feet, this time successfully,
without a return of the pain that had incapacitated him previously.
“I apologize. Allow me to return your privacy of domain. I have
more pressing business to attend to on this planet.”

Looking down at his own body now, he flexed
his fingers, wondering exactly what powers were now at his
disposal.

What he wanted at this moment was to leave
this forest region. As beautiful and pleasing as it was, it was not
where he wanted to be. His domain was the city. Anyplace with
people, since that meant there would also be money. And wealth was
what he ultimately lusted after. That and power, but power he now
had in abundance, which would serve to appropriate for him as much
wealth as he could possibly stand to possess.

Turning his head to look behind himself he
could only see the back of the long, black coat he wore over his
shirt. Unable to see anything, he slipped the heavy duster from his
body and tossed it aside, looking more closely at the shirt, which
was tighter across his form. Obviously he had not grown any wings
as Eagle had upon his back. Certainly such appendages would be too
large for this shirt and would have torn through the thin
material.

Or would it? Was there a possibility that the
wings folded small enough to allow them to be secreted beneath
clothing? Of course. How else could a being like Eagle move about
in his daily life, his other identity?

Not bothering to unbutton the shirt, Power
Surge grabbed the material and forcefully tore it from his body.
Tossing the ragged garment to the ground, he craned his neck
further, grabbing hold of his right shoulder with his left hand in
order to provide better leverage for looking behind himself.

Yes. There on his back he did indeed have
wings growing. Only they were yet too small to afford him the
ability of flight. Evidently they were still in the process of
growing to their full, mature size. How long would it take before
they were large enough for him to use successfully?

Regardless, the wings were unusable at this
point. He needed something else to provide him locomotion.
Something more than merely his own feet. What other powers did he
now have that would accommodate him?

The only other ability that allowed him to
move from one place to another was the teleportation ability he had
taken from Transport. Yes. That should work perfectly.

In order to teleport he would need to picture
a location in his head. His former ally had disclosed this
information to him once before, thinking such was certainly safe,
since no one but Transport himself could utilize his power.

How wrong that fool had been.

Did he want to return to New York City? Of
course. The heroes who had plagued him back on his own world didn’t
exist in this world. At least he hoped they didn’t. What if there
were powered individuals on this Earth the same as on his own
world?

It wouldn’t matter. Even if counterparts to
The Protectorate existed here, they certainly had no idea who he
was and wouldn’t think to view him as an enemy unless he gave them
cause to do so.

Of course, he intended to give everyone on
this Earth cause to view him as a villain. The very worst of
Villains, in fact, with a capital “V“. That was the sole purpose in
duplicating these powers within himself. So he could make use of
them in order to amass the wealth that would make him unequivocally
the wealthiest person in the entire world.

Yes. New York it was. That was his Mecca. The
place where he would begin his plan of world domination.

Picturing The Corner Building itself in his
mind, Power Surge closed his eyes and concentrated on moving
himself from this place to that.

Nothing happened.

He focused his energy more determinedly,
finding his body vibrating slightly with an energy release he had
not experienced previously when using this power to escape The
Protectorate on his original Earth.

He opened his eyes and glanced about. He was
still in this infernal meadow. It was beginning to lose its appeal
as a peaceful, wondrous setting.

Perhaps he was too far away from New York and
unable to move such a great distance. Yes. That would make sense.
Having no idea where he currently resided upon this planet, he also
had no idea how far it was to New York. If the teleportation
ability was limited to a certain distance, then certainly he would
need to make the trip in several smaller, shorter jumps.

He could cope with that. Now, what were his
limitations? Wracking his memory he was unable to locate any
information Transport might have imparted concerning such a
matter.

Damn! That fool had been far too free
in imparting anything and everything about his life, droning on and
on for hours about absolutely nothing of consequence. Why could he
have not mentioned what the limitations were to his power?

Infuriated by the lack of knowledge to effect
his movement from this place, Power Surge reacted by amassing a
ball of electrical energy within one hand and hurling it toward a
stand of trees not fifty feet away. The resultant outburst of
energy caused an explosion which splintered the trees, spreading
their debris across the meadow, some of it striking the one who had
caused the chaos.

“Damn it!” he thundered, unmindful of
anyone hearing, since as far as he knew, he was the only human in
this area. Without a shirt covering his upper torso, his flesh had
become erratically covered with various sized splinters that hurt
like hell. It was nothing compared to what he had experienced
earlier in his brain, but in a relative manner, it still hurt.

He began plucking the splinters from his
flesh, finding the process tedious, each moment that passed causing
him to lose even more of his fleeting calmness.

Wait. Why should he pluck these pieces of
wood from his body when he might be able to rid himself of all of
them at once? Would the ability GraviTron possessed repel these
offending toothpicks?

It was a possibility he cared enough to
consider.

Concentrating on extracting the very force of
gravity from the Earth, he drew inward, his body’s essence growing
stronger, more invulnerable with each passing second. All about
him, his eyes now closed as he concentrated, he was able to hear
the sound of wood snapping. Each one was a tiny, almost
inconsequential sound, but it was distinctly that of pieces of wood
being broken.

Broken? Was that what he wanted?

His eyes snapping open, Power Surge was
horrified to find that indeed, his body had become more resistant
to being pierced, but all that meant within the context of the
current situation was that instead of repelling the splinters, his
hardening flesh had sealed off at the many points where the
splinters had punctured his flesh, breaking off the tiny spears
where they protruded from him, allowing the portions within his
flesh to remain where they resided.

No! This was not acceptable. Once more
he hurled a ball of electrical energy across the meadow, though
this time striking foliage that was further away. And with the
power he had manipulated currently in effect, even the minute
amount of debris which reached him from this distance was unable to
further penetrate his now toughened form.

Shaking his head in dismay, he relaxed his
body, also causing the gravitronic process, as he was coming to
think of this power, to lapse back within his body. As his flesh
resumed its normally pliant state, the majority of the splinters
yet protruding from his flesh released their hold, falling free to
the ground.

Well, that was an added benefit he had not
expected. Examining his body he discovered, however, that those
pieces which had snapped off still were within his flesh, though
they at least had moved outward enough to afford him a tiny
fragment of each piece with which to grasp hold of in order to
extract it with his fingers as he had been doing previously.

Completing this tedious chore and confident
he had rid himself of all the offending splinters, Power Surge
shook his head, resigning himself to having to walk out of this
meadow, this region, like any normal human would.

He snatched up his coat and slung it over one
shoulder, viewing the heat of the day, even in such an overcast
state as the weather he was in, too stifling for wearing such a
heavy garment. He would leave it behind, but he might yet have need
of it on this world. At least until he could obtain something
better.

 


* * *

 


 



CHAPTER THREE

 


 


“Great Mother of all that is, Gaia, Goddess
of Creation, enter into your daughters now, fill us with your
Being, your Power, your Presence, Noble Gaia, come into us and
cleanse us, make us fit to bear your Presence to all the
Earth.”

The scene within this glade, this small
meadow surrounded on all sides by a perimeter of tall, willowy
trees that ringed the area as though Nature herself had intended
this place for exactly the type of ritualistic rites as that which
was currently underway here, would have been viewed by others not
holding to the same view as these four young females, worshippers
of Gaia, Mother Earth, the Power and Essence of the planet itself,
as being ludicrous, void of intelligence and completely ensconced
of nonsense born from the most meaningless of religious
beliefs.

These four young women, students enrolled at
the nearby state college, were garbed sparingly in nothing more
than what Nature provided. Each one had a ring of carefully woven
flowers set upon her head, representing the crown, the aura of Gaia
herself. Upon each body, which had been stripped of all man-made
garments, the sole coverings consisted of a loose garland of
similar flowers that circled each neck, hanging down upon the
breasts, though not in any manner concealing these freely swinging
orbs that had yet to become pendulous with age, a belt that circled
each waist just above the hips, also comprised of flowers, though a
different variety than that adorning the head and neck, and
absolutely nothing else.

Even sandals had been shunned, these females
desiring to gain as much contact with their goddess as possible
through the tactile sensation of bare feet against earth, grass,
rocks, all that comprised the natural setting about them, wherein
they performed their ritual to this supposed goddess.

Currently each participant sat back upon her
feet, facing one another in a small, close circle, their knees
bent, arms upraised to the sky, eyes closed, chests thrust forward
as though offering their very breasts to the deity they cherished
above all others.

It was this exact scenario that greeted the
still fuming Power Surge as he strode across the countryside,
hoping to at least be heading in the right direction which would
lead him away from this infernal wilderness and into some semblance
of civilization.

As the slowly simmering ire of the displaced
human powered by pilfered abilities prevented him from realizing he
was coming into the presence of other humans, he passed by several
stands of trees, having located a small, barely traveled path that
at least led him to believe he might have located some vestige of
civility, and burst forth upon the unfolding drama of naked and
desirable young women seemingly offering themselves to him, since
he intruded upon their ritual from in front of where they sat.

Silently he studied these four naked girls,
his ire instantly vanished, being replaced by the growing lust that
enflamed the lower region of his own flesh. His lips curled into a
malevolent grin as he heard and understood exactly what these
foolish girls were doing out here in the middle of nowhere.

This was exactly the type of situation best
suited for one like himself, who thrived upon deceiving those of
lesser intelligence than himself, which included absolutely
everyone else upon the planet as far as he was concerned.

Understanding that these youthful females
were worshipping a “goddess” who didn’t at all exist, not to his
understanding, at least, Power Surge instantly conceived of a rouse
which would place him in good stead with these oh-so nubile
religious oafs of dubious intellect.

Having yet to be noticed by these whose eyes
were closed during this portion of their ritual, the displaced
villain stepped backwards, retracing his steps so that he once more
was concealed from their view. He tossed aside his coat, and then
quickly divested himself of his boots, pants and underwear, leaving
himself even more naked than those four delectable youths seated in
the glade on the other side of these trees currently concealing
him.

No. Naked was the wrong word. Naked implied a
vulnerability of being which certainly did not suit him at all.
Nude was the better choice. Nude merely implied being bereft of
clothing, not vulnerable. That was what he was. Nude.

Listening in on what was being intoned during
the foolish ritual on the other side of the trees, Power Surge, a
self-styled god in his own mind, studied the words being
spoken.

These girls worshipped Gaia. He knew that
name. He knew also the Greek myths from which this supposed goddess
had been created. It was said that she herself gave birth to a son,
Uranus, who impregnated his own mother in order to give birth to
all else that existed within Creation. He smiled once more. That
was how he would present himself to these stupid bitches. As the
god Uranus. What better way to dupe them into committing group sex
with him?

It was not at all what he had intended upon
performing as his first act of godhood upon this new world of his,
but it would do. Certainly it would be befitting his current
status, since he was indeed a god, was he not? What better way to
immerse himself, baptize as it were, his godhood than by impaling
these four girls, certainly he could not hope that they were
virgins, with his godhood.

He cocked his head silently. Could it be that
any one of them could be a virgin? That would prove interesting.
And he had the power at his disposal to search their minds, seek
out that granule of information to ascertain such a
possibility.

Tilting his head forward, this newly
christened “god” extended his mental power, penetrating the brains
of these girls in order to search their memories. He was not
proficient with this ability, and so unable as he had hoped to
perform this task completely undetected. As he entered each young
mind the possessor of that mind felt his presence, understood,
though each knew not how it could be, that something or someone was
entering her mind.

Power Surge himself was able to detect that
he had been discovered in his search as he pilfered each girl‘s
memories. Perhaps it was best that they knew he had searched
through their minds. That would in itself lend credence to his
claim that he was a god. Who else but a god could perform such a
feat?

And his search had borne the fruit of which
he had hoped. Not one, but two of these four were still virgins,
untouched by male penetration. Certainly each had engaged in sexual
intercourse with other females, most notably the other two present
with them, but they had yet to be pierced by a male penis. His
would be that rod, that spear of flesh and baton of masculinity
that would penetrate these young women, steal away from them their
sexual virginity.

Yes. He rather enjoyed that concept.

Since his presence, at least in part, was
already known to these worshippers of Gaia, the newly styled “god”
Uranus utilized his power over the electrical energy existent
within the very air about him. Gathering the static current to
himself, he formed a ball of energy, and then flung it forward
where it exploded harmlessly, though with great dramatic display,
before and within the center of the circle formed by those he
sought to delude.

“My god!” one of the girls exclaimed, seeing
the bursting ball of energy appear before her. “What is that?”

Her words came forth in a shriek, being
formed in frightened surprise as they were. She sprang to her feet,
as did the others with her, each of them scared, but ready to flee
if necessary.

Coming quickly behind the bursting ball of
energy, the deceiver was able to implement his power of teleporting
in order to move from the spot where he stood, to the point within
the dissipating energy he had thrown forward. As he materialized,
however, his small wings snapped outward from his back, unfurling
to their full extent and proving they were not small at all, but
merely folded in upon themselves in order to be concealed upon his
back more discretely.

Seeing this nude man with huge, flapping
wings upon his back forming in front of them, this foursome of Gaia
worshippers became ever more frightened, but found themselves
unable to flee, as they had prepared themselves to do.

Witnessing the paralysis his appearance
elicited within his victims, the villain grinned evilly, though
also in a manner which displayed the lust within him.

“I am Uranus,” his words came forth with
authority and strength that awed these mere children of the female
gender. “You called upon my mother and consort, Gaia. Being her son
and the bringer of life within she whom you venerate, I have come
forth to answer your entreaties.

“You called out to Gaia to be filled with her
Presence, to be consummated with her Being, yes?” He paused,
tilting his head their direction, awaiting a response from these
whom he toyed with, his observations of them made easier by the
fact that as they had fled from his initial appearance, the
scattered girls had clustered together in a more comforting
grouping, seeing the act of bundling together as a protective
measure. All of the girls, their fear yet pervasive upon their
faces, nodded their heads barely, though enough to embolden the
schemer to continue.

“The Earth Mother has heard your entreaties.
She answers you by deploying me, her Consort and Herald, the one
who brings forth Gaia’s essence to those who ask for such.

“You,” the “god” pointed with one finger
toward one of the virginal girls, “And you,” he pointed with his
other hand toward the other virgin. “Are virgins.”

Each of the selected females gasped out loud
to have their most private secret spoken aloud for all to hear.
Certainly the other girls who were part of this group knew of their
virginity. They held back no secrets from their sisters in Gaia.
But to have this man...

“I am not a man!” Power Surge’s face
darkened perceptibly, his feet yet lifted up off the ground, his
wings moved him forward toward the one who had thought such a
blasphemous thing. Piercing this girl with his eyes, he caused her
to cringe before him, fearing that her unspoken thought would
certainly bring about her death from such a one as stood before
her.

Reaching out a hand toward the girl, “Uranus”
altered his countenance from stern to gentle loving. She drew back
as his hand reached out toward her, yet paused as his countenance
became still more pleasing toward her.

“You meant no disrespect, child,” he chose
the words he knew would be best received, not only by this girl,
but all four of those gathered about him even as he settled his
feet down to the ground so he stood before this prospective
offering to his godhood.

“Uranus” gently cupped the girl’s chin in his
hand, closing his fingers softly, gently, lovingly about her lower
face. Bending at the waist he brought his lips to hers and pressed
them lightly together.

At first the girl’s instinct was borne from
panic, telling her to flee. This survival trait was softened, then
dispelled completely by the intrusive force which remolded her
emotions, caused her to more favorably receive and accept this gift
of the god who lovingly embraced her so tenderly.

The girl on the receiving end of the kiss
unexpectedly found herself returning the affection, reaching out
with her hands to take hold of this one so tenderly embracing
her.

Though the others viewing this encroachment
upon their private ritual had initially been as frightened as the
member of their group now being embraced, seeing the tender, loving
touch of this avowed god, the son of the goddess they worshipped,
now kissing one of their own in such an erotic manner, these three
observing found themselves desiring to be touched in like manner by
this handsome, virile specimen of godhood – and much more.

 


* * *

 


Releasing his embrace of this one, the first
of the virgins he would take to himself, the new god in the midst
of those who were quickly becoming his attendees, and soon to be
his disciples, moved one of his hands to cup one of her breasts.
She gasped, not in fear or revulsion, but in anticipated yearning
for more than this mere touch of her breast. She found herself
eager to be impaled by this god, this son of her goddess.

She had no way of knowing that her yearning
desire was born not from her own inner longing, but from the
insidious psychic maneuvering of this one who was able to enter her
mind and twist it to whatever he himself desired.

And right now he desired this girl to spread
her legs and allow him entrance to her most coveted and firmly
withheld chastity.

Sending out a thought to the others present,
the threesome knelt in observant homage to their goddess and her
consort son. Each one kept her eyes open in order to fully watch
this process as this god, Uranus, the son of Gaia, bent their
fellow worshipper backwards slightly in order to press his now
erect and fully extended sexual organ, which was larger than the
average male by quite a bit, between her open thighs where he
slowly and painstakingly pierced her vaginal opening. Once inside
of this girl's vaginal opening, without consideration for her
virginity, which meant her hymen was yet intact, the god holding
his offering upright by the fact of his strong, virile hands upon
her back, forcefully thrust himself inside her body.

The girl gasped, then cried from the pain
inflicted upon her, but her cries quickly changed to lustful
moaning as her thoughts were altered by an outside force. As his
rod slid back-and-forth repeatedly, faster and faster, without
consideration or care of the one whom he was penetrating, the girl
on the receiving end of the thrusting moaned more often and louder,
seemingly enjoying all that was being done to her, though had she
been of her own free will, she most certainly would have screamed
and pleaded with him to stop.

Unmindful of the wants of his plaything,
“Uranus” soon completed his thrusting as his buildup of semen
exploded forth, saturating the inner depths of this no longer
virginal offering. He hoped his semen would serve to impregnate
this one, in order for him to eventually see what form such an
offspring might take being born, as it were, from the union of
godhood and humanity.

As soon as his penis began to soften, he
pushed the girl away from him. She fell heavily to the
grass-covered ground beneath her, her head striking the earth with
impunity, though she cried out not the least, her mind yet under
his control.

Reaching his hand out toward the other
virgin, the lustful god’s member once more began to lengthen and
harden.

The girl he so indicated, both by gesture of
hand and mind, rose from where she knelt and moved quickly to the
side of her deity.

He caused her to kneel before him and begin
by licking him clean of the previous offering’s vaginal fluid, as
well as the semen which had spewed forth from this fleshly rod
which was even now being licked completely clean by this virgin’s
soft, pink tongue.

Once his penis was adequately cleansed, the
girl rose to her feet, and then turned around so her back was
offered to the one who would remove from her the stigma of being
yet untouched sexually by a man.

She stood in a stance which pushed her bare
ass upwards, then moved her legs apart wide enough to allow a full
viewing from behind of her vaginal lips.

Grinning ear-to-ear, the god in control of
these foolish girls showed no hesitation in receiving this offering
as readily as he had the previous one.

Not even waiting to perform any foreplay that
might allow even the slightest of lubrication within this one bent
before him, “Uranus” began thrusting with abandon within the one
who, like her predecessor, initially cried out from the unexpected
pain, then quickly began moaning in unwarranted acceptance of the
pain being inflicted upon her so forcefully by this act of
rape.

Having ejaculated once already so recently,
the rapist in control of this girl’s mind and body was able to
remain erect far longer than the first offering allowed. This meant
that the undesired agony this girl had to endure lasted much longer
and became far more excruciating than that endured by her likewise
formerly virginal friend. Not that she understood how much this
hurt, for her mind was so controlled by this god that she found
herself enjoying every thrust he made within her soft, yielding
flesh.

When the god finally spent himself for the
second time this day, he did so with the most disdainful manner
possible, by first allowing some of the semen to enter within the
girl, wanting to impregnate her, too, if at all possible, then
withdrawing his spurting penis in order to allow the remaining
semen that issued forth from his rod to spew itself across the
girl’s lower back.

The girl, yet under the control of her cruel
and selfish god, opened her mouth as though enjoying this ignoble
act. She had no choice. Once opening herself up to receive such a
viciously self-absorbed god as this which had raped her and her
friend, these no-longer virgins and their other two friends had
erroneously given themselves over, both mind and body, to be used
and manipulated at the will and whim of the non-god they now served
until he decided to toss them aside.

Finished finally with his second offering,
the malicious god from another dimension placed one hand upon her
bare ass and shoved forcefully. The startled girl found herself
propelled forward where she crashed into the other two, who were
yet praying silently to this god they now served. Though the
rejected offering, this virginal sacrifice to an angry and selfish
god, stumbled over her own feet and fell unceremoniously upon her
friends, all of them sprawling across the open meadow, not one of
them complained or uttered any words of defiance. They could not.
None of them were under the control of their own mental
faculties.

Looking down at his shrinking and spent
penis, the mouth of this god once more twisted into a perverse
smile. His mind beckoned to the leader of this group, the one who
had been intoning the prayers to Gaia when he had first noticed
them. The girl came to his bidding, crawling upon her hands and
knees, across the sprawled bodies of her friends, across the grass
and rocks between her and the one she sought to serve.

She stopped before her god and rose up on her
knees, taking his spent member within her mouth as the second
virgin had, licking all traces of the semen and vaginal juice until
once more this organ was as clean as when this sexcapade had first
begun.

Finished with her assignment, the girl sat
back on her bent legs, her bare bottom resting upon her feet. She
smiled up at her benevolent god, waiting for further tasks with
which she would be able to please this one she so devoutly desired
to please for the rest of her life.

The god merely turned away from his
supplicant, deigning to even smile upon her any longer. He was
tired of these four already. Twice he had been satisfied, and that
by virgins. It was enough for now. He no longer had any use for
these pitiful excuses of womanhood, though he understood that he
might have use for them in the future, being as they were mentally
bent toward pleasing this one they considered a true deity.

Gathering all four of his worshippers
together in a tight group, Power Surge silently entered their minds
and located that area of their brains which once tweaked just
right, would lend them to obeying him forever, never allowing them
to even consider thinking wrongful thoughts concerning him or what
he had done here this day, let alone leaving them free to actually
talk about his exploits in an unfavorable manner.

Certainly, these, as his initial disciples,
would be allowed to tell others of their ilk how they had actually,
physically, truly met with a god this day, but not one of them
would be capable of viewing this day’s events in an unfavorable
light.

His alteration of their brains complete, he
searched through them each, locating information he desired for his
continuance upon this world that was now his and soon to be
completely under his command and authority. Satisfied that he had
all the information he currently required, the disdainful god
turned from his worshippers, leaving them clustered together in
such awe and wonderment.

“Uranus” utilized his now fully extended
wings to lift him once more from the earth to hovering above these
who worshipped him. He glanced once more at those below, then
turned and, as he flew away, vanished from their sight. One moment
he was there – the next he wasn’t. Certainly that event would only
add to the quickly growing legend these would relate to all who had
an open ear to hear.

 


* * *

 


 



CHAPTER FOUR

 


 


The man standing just inside the door of
Jake’s, a downtown bar in Olympia that was the only openly
gay bar in the capitol city of Washington State, turned his full
attention to the tall man who had just walked in through the door.
Every instinct within the bouncer told him this man was trouble.
Although the new entrant was ruggedly handsome, had a great body
with all kinds of muscles popping out all over, openly revealed
upon his chest and abdomen due to the fact that this man wore no
shirt to cover his musculature, only a long black coat similar in
style to a duster, that type commonly worn in western movies by
rough and tumble cowboys and made modernly famous by Aussies in
their homeland of Australia, something about him told the bouncer
this man was not only not gay, but he was not open to any gay
relationships.

So exactly why had this man entered a gay
bar?

“Excuse me,” the bouncer spoke quietly,
though with the authority of his position as he approached the
newcomer to Jake’s. “You do know this is a gay bar, don’t
you?”

The newcomer smiled, only the twist of his
too-perfect lips was so evil that it sent shivers all along the
spine of the bouncer. Oh, how he found himself desiring this man.
Would it be possible to turn him gay? Was it possible he was wrong
and this man was gay?

Oh, he certainly hoped that was the case.

Without speaking a single word, the man
walked past the bouncer, who made not a move to stop him. The
bouncer merely watched in fascinated and ever-growing lust as this
perfect specimen of manhood sauntered past and into the main part
of Jake’s. What a great ass he must have beneath that
duster.

Walking so slowly that his every move became
over-accentuated; the newcomer walked up to the bar and placed a
hand carefully and pleasantly upon the smooth surface.

The bartender, a gay man of about thirty-five
or six, reached back behind the bar and picked up a bottle of
Jack Daniels Tennessee Whiskey. Without ever having heard a
word from this stranger at his bar, the bartender knew exactly what
the stranger wanted.

He poured a double shot of the whiskey, and
then set the open bottle on top of the bar. The newcomer took hold
of the tumbler filled with the amber-colored liquid and looking
every ounce like the old west cowboys he appeared to be one of,
lifted the shot glass and tossed down its contents in one quick
gulp. He then reached over and grabbed hold of the bottle, lifting
it by its neck and taking it with him when he moved from the
bar.

Giving a customer, even a regular customer,
which this man certainly was not, a full bottle of whiskey or any
other kind of alcohol, was not only against the rules at Jake’s,
but against the Washington State liquor laws. The owner of this
establishment could lose his license if those appointed as liquor
control agents learned of this transgression. Fortunately there
wasn’t currently a soul in this bar who would say anything. Every
eye in the place, both male and female, of which there were always
at least a few, were completely mesmerized by the slow movements of
this striking specimen of manhood.

As he walked toward a table in the center of
the room, the newcomer’s gaze slowly scanned the customers of the
bar. Though he looked with his eyes, giving the impression he was
perhaps looking for someone to spend the night with, which was not
at all a false assumption to make, he was actually piercing through
each person’s mind, searching not just for someone to take him
home, but someone who had an apartment or house opulent enough that
he would be able to seize control of it in order to use it for his
temporary base of operations.

Having enjoyed such magnificent sexual
fulfillment twice already this day, he was currently seeking a man
to entice, a man who had the right type of living quarters for him
to usurp. Women didn’t have the right style of design for him in
the way they decorated their apartments. He wanted something with a
little more masculinity to it.

But then, searching as he was through the
minds of all these men with such openly feminine characteristics
about them, he was wondering if any of them had masculine living
arrangements such as what he was seeking.

He finally found the one he was searching for
at a booth off to the side of the bar. A medium-height man with
short brunette hair and no facial hair. He was dressed
conservatively in a long-sleeved, dark blue shirt, black slacks
that looked as though they had just come from the cleaners and
black loafers that were polished to a decent shine. This man was
gay, yet not so overt that he reeked of being queer the way so many
others in this bar did.

Only as he further sifted through this man’s
memories, he discovered his mark was currently involved in a
relationship with the man seated next to him, a slightly smaller,
more slender man with a long-sleeved lavender shirt covered in
light blue paisleys. His slacks, though neatly pressed, were hot
pink and he wore white shoes that looked as though they would be
better suited on a woman.

Why the hell would this one he had chosen be
involved with something as flamboyantly queer as that?

Ah well, it seemed he had a two-for-one
arrangement. How about that? It wouldn’t be any more difficult to
control two of them as it would the one. Possibly easier, since he
would be able to mentally have them keep one another busy in sexual
activity while he was free to pursue his goal of conquering this
world.

The newcomer grinned what was obviously his
trademark smile as he changed direction and without invitation,
seated himself on the other side of the man he had initially
singled out.

At first the “partner” in this twosome seemed
to evince an offense that this unknown person would dare to sit
with him and his lover without being invited. Within a second of
the thought being birthed within the man’s mind the jealous partner
found himself entertaining the thought of forming a threesome, his
current love interest and himself along with this newcomer. They
had never been part of a ménage à trois since beginning their
relationship. He had no inkling that his partner was entertaining
the exact same thoughts.

“My name is Andy,” the initially sought out
man offered his hand in greeting to the uninvited newcomer.

“And I’m David,” Andy’s partner likewise
offered his hand, though it was held out in a far more effeminate
manner. It was easy to discern which held the “husband” role and
which the “wife” role in this relationship.

Returning each proffered hand in turn, the
newcomer smiled in a friendlier manner as he spoke the first words
to anyone since entering this bar.

“You can call me Peter,” he stated
invitingly. “Peter’s a good name, yes?”

“Oh, Peter’s a very good name,” David
cooed his reply, obvious in his sexual lust for this person he
wanted so much to enjoy in bed, or any other part of his
apartment.

“Oh yes,” Andy smiled lovingly. “We both
enjoy anything that has a peter attached to it.”

“Oh, isn’t that the truth,” David quipped in
response to his mate’s comment.

“Peter” already found himself wanting to
choke and puke all over these two queers. If they weren’t necessary
for his current plans he would kill them right now and be done with
it.

As it was, in order to not cause any
discernible problems with the local law enforcement of this city,
he was going to have to play along, at least until he could get
these two out of this bar and back to the spacious apartment he had
seen in both their minds. Then he would utilize his wonderful new
mental powers and cause each of them to believe the fiction he
would implant within their brains to make them think they were
involved in a threesome with him. That way he could go about his
business without hindrance, having established a place to operate
out of until he could locate something more permanent, and they
would believe they were engaged in the greatest three-way they had
ever encountered.

“Peter” poured his tumbler nearly to the
brim, and then downed that drink as easily as he had his first. The
alcohol went straight to his brain and he suddenly found himself
slightly woozy. His hand jerked slightly where it was holding onto
the bottle, then moved away, and then back toward the bottle as
though he was unsure about whether he should have another drink at
this moment. It seemed like a good idea, but something in this mind
told him perhaps getting drunk at this moment was not the best of
ideas.

“You seem perhaps a little shaky,” David
cooed, his lips pursed so that it drew in his cheeks, creating a
slight hollowness to his features.

Peter stared at the oddity of this one’s
face, his eyes squinting as though the person before him wasn’t in
complete focus.

“Oh, yes,” David asserted, leaning forward
now, one hand moving along the table top to touch the fingers of
this luscious new man, “You most certainly are tipsy. You don’t
really drink much, do you, Peter?”

Was he drunk already? He was used to
drinking. He drank every day. Much more than he had just consumed
since entering this bar. What would cause him to feel the effects
of the whiskey so easily?

Of course! He hadn’t eaten all day and the
transference between dimensions was certain to have drained his
reserves so much that his body was running on all it had previously
stored.

“I, um, think I’m just hungry. I haven’t
eaten today.”

“You haven’t eaten?” Andy was as shocked as
his partner. Both of the gay men clucked and cooed over their new
friend.

“That’s definitely not a situation for
putting copious amounts of alcohol into your bloodstream. Certain
to cause instant drunkenness,” David cooed. “Oliver,” he held up
one hand and signaled to the bar server just making his rounds
among the tables. The server minced his way to the booth and stood
with a pinched smile on his lips that mimicked David’s too much for
Peter.

“Well,” Oliver stood with one hand poised on
his hip, the hand turned around so the back of his wrist pushed
against his body, his other hand holding aloft the tray holding
several empty glasses. “Seems you two have found something to
interest you for the rest of your evening.” The server eyed Peter
carefully, his eyes lingering over the bare chest and abs that
weren’t covered by the black duster. How he wished he could partake
of a meal this lavish.

“Put your dick back in your pants,” David
cautioned sarcastically. “Peter here needs food. F-O-O-D. Food. You
serve that in this dingy place, don’t you?”

He was taunting this server who was also a
close friend. David knew too-well Jake’s served food. He and Andy
ate there often enough.

Oliver’s stance assumed a more dramatic poise
as he lifted his chin more toward the ceiling. “Bitch, you don’t
want to pick a fight with me in here. If you want something to eat
you don’t have to be so butch about it. Just tell me what you want
and I’ll get it for you.”

David grinned. He had hit a nerve with this
queen and he knew it. He sat back against the cushioned seat of the
booth and waved both hands in the air as though clearing them of
something wet and offensive.

“Something light, but with substance. Maybe a
salad with chicken strips.”

“Harrumph!” Andy cleared his throat and
chuckled lightly beside his partner. He leaned over toward David,
but looked at Oliver.

“I think our friend here,” he gestured toward
the still slightly tipsy Peter on his other side, “would prefer a
steak. You have steaks here at Jake’s, don’t you?”

“Honey I know you didn’t just ask me that,”
Oliver seemed even more incensed by Andy’s remark than David’s. His
lips pursed even tighter as he spoke and the back of his wrist was
so tight against his hip it almost seemed as though it might break
any second.

“I believe you have eaten enough steaks in
this establishment to account for at least one entire cow.” He
reached up with his free hand and extracted the short pencil from
behind his ear, holding it over the pad on his tray.

“Now, how do you want that steak and what do
you want with it?”

Both David and Andy looked askance at Peter.
They had no idea what he would like, but since he was currently
pouring himself another full tumbler of Jack Daniels and not paying
any attention to the transaction taking place in front of him,
David decided to order for him.

“Make it medium rare and put a baked potato
on with it. All the fixings.”

“You got it, sweetie,” Oliver sashayed away
from the table, his hips, though too slender to amount to anything,
swooshed back-and-forth with such gusto that he would have knocked
over the tables he passed by had he not perfected his walk.

By the time the food arrived, Peter was well
on his way to oblivion. Both David and Andy had attempted to
dissuade him from drinking too much, but the quick and stern look
they’d each received for their efforts convinced them to leave this
man alone and let him make himself sick, if that’s what he wanted.
Either way, they both had plans for him in bed tonight.

The gay couple watched lovingly as Peter
consumed first his steak, then the baked potato, covered in butter,
sour cream, grated cheese and chopped pieces of real bacon. As each
bite passed between Peter’s lips and he chewed briefly before
swallowing, the couple imagined his lips moving around the shaft of
their penises, licking and sucking them to explosive fruition.

At some point during his eating Peter paused,
his fork almost to his lips. The food had soaked up just enough of
the alcohol to allow his brain to function properly once more.
Having even the slightest bit of clarity, Peter, nee, Power Surge
was able to pick up the details in the minds of these queers. His
calm countenance altered slightly to pissed annoyance when he “saw”
the gross sexual acts these two viewed him as performing within
their own minds.

Once he got them to their apartment he was
going to have to hurt them for these fantasies. Yes, he would hurt
them bad.

 


* * *

 


 



CHAPTER FIVE

 


 


As he searched through the clothes in the
walk-in closet, Power Surge, now calling himself merely by the name
of Peter, took his time in putting together a wardrobe that looked
sharp on his frame. It was the main reason why he had chosen Andrew
“Andy” Mottman at Jake’s bar yesterday. Besides the fact that Andy
had a spacious and well-kept apartment in the downtown Olympia
area, he also was approximately the same size in body shape and
height as the villain who now selected a dark green shirt, black
slacks, black shoes and socks and a black suit coat from the
queer‘s closet. Placed all together on the villain’s frame, the
ensemble worked perfectly.

After checking himself in the full-length
mirror on the back of the bedroom door, “Peter” nodded approvingly,
then walked to the eight-drawer dresser situated on the other side
of the room. He picked up and pocketed the wallet that contained
all of Andy’s credit cards, three-hundred-seventy-four dollars in
cash, and the keys to Andy’s 2012 Lexus, parked in the
private garage beneath the apartment building.

 


* * *

 


Moving toward the front door of the
apartment, he paused, hearing the sounds of sexual passion being
conducted in the second, smaller bedroom just off the main entry.
Inside this room both Andy and David were engaged in a prolonged
and imaginary threesome involving themselves and the man, Peter,
they had picked up in the bar yesterday. Power Surge had utilized
his power of persuasion to convince these gay lovers that they were
currently involved in an extravagant love fest that had been going
on all night and would continue until late this afternoon when the
post-hypnotic suggestion he had given them would kick in. At that
time the homosexual partners would cease their interactions with
one another and completely crash, falling instantly into a deep
slumber, never knowing there had been only the two of them, not
three men, involved in the nearly twenty-four hours-long
affair.

Peter left the apartment, entered the
elevator and pushed the button for the parking garage. Once in the
garage, he located the Lexus easily enough, since he had ridden in
it earlier that day, then drove out onto Capitol Boulevard, the
main road that ran through downtown Olympia.

He drove along Capitol until reaching 5th
Ave, and then turned right for one more block until passing by a
bank that was situated on the corner of 5th & Washington.
Slowing the Lexus for a better look at the bank, he then drove on
until coming to several vacant parking spaces along the side of 5th
Ave. “Peter” parked in one of the spaces, making sure he placed
several coins in the parking meter so he didn’t get a ticket, it
certainly wouldn’t do to plan a bank heist and get pinched due to a
parking violation, even though his name wasn’t on the title or
registration for this car.

He emerged from the Lexus, and then
backtracked, by walking in the direction he had just driven, toward
Washington. It was while enroute to the bank on Washington that his
clothes transformed from the stylish green and black ensemble he
had chosen from among Andy’s wardrobe, to the brighter, more
flamboyant suit that would come to be known as the uniform for his
new alter-ego on this planet, X Force, derived from the fact
that in scientific and mathematical calculations X was used to
denote an unknown integer. He himself was now an unknown being with
unlimited powers at his disposal, making him an unknown force to be
reckoned with.

One of the heroes he had siphoned off power
from had been known as Camouflage, a being who could alter
his appearance to suit whatever his surroundings were, making it
harder for those villains he was searching for to spot him lurking
about until it was too late.

Those camouflage abilities, combined with the
mental manipulation ability he had siphoned off from Mesmer, along
with the molecular rearrangement power from Dissembler, made
it possible for this new composite villain to rearrange the
molecules of the very clothing he wore to become anything he
desired. Which meant he hadn’t needed to “borrow” these clothes he
currently wore from that flaming queer, Andy, but he had always
been someone who appreciated nice clothes, so it only made sense to
dress fashionably when the opportunity arose, right? Since these
were available to him, why not avail himself of them?

Besides, while he might have been able to
alter the appearance of the clothes he had previously been wearing,
that wouldn’t have altered the stench they had accumulated during
the fighting on the other Earth, as well as all the walking
yesterday, not to mention the wild, raging fuck-fest he had
encountered with those brain-dead “Mother Earth” worshippers.

God – what stupid people these colleges
churned out these days. Whatever happened to people with solid
thinking and reasoning processes? Gaia worshippers, indeed. He
shook his head side-to-side as he considered those girls. Never
would a college that encouraged such stupidity produce someone like
Albert Einstein. He was glad he’d been able to shower before
getting dressed so he could get the filth of those moronic girls
off of his flesh.

Anyway, those luscious, young former virgins
aside, it was time to make his appearance upon this planet in a
manner that would make everyone take notice.

As a villain on his original Earth, he had
made certain to keep a low profile, like all the other powered
villains of his kind, wearing more normal, dark clothing, while the
heroes were better known for their flamboyant styles of uniforms
many (including the bulk of the villains) considered garish.

Now that he was the sole Power on this
Earth, the former other-dimensional villain decided, villain or
not, he was going to be known for a stylish outfit that would
identify him as the villain he was.

After all, who among the law enforcement
agencies upon this world were going to track him down, let alone
stop him from committing the rash of lucrative crimes that he was
about to ensue upon?

Once his garments had altered themselves
under his mental control, the newly-christened X Force paused just
long enough to admire his image in the wide pane of glass situated
within a small business along the sidewalk.

His image struck him as dashing without being
garish. The main body suit he sported was a dark, almost royal
blue, covering his upper torso as well as his lower. Above the
blue, from his shoulders and clavicle along the front of the suit
to the center of his abdominal section was a deep purple design
that encompassed his shoulders and most of his chest, diving down
to a point just above his abs.

On his lower body the same purple hue began
in a V shape just beneath his navel, dipping down between his legs
and running back to cover his buttocks, then trailing along down
the outside of his legs and arms, forming a broad, two-inch stripe
that ran all the way from his hips to his boots and from his
shoulders to his gloves. His boots were calf-high boots that
matched this same purple, as were the gloves that stretched across
his hands and ended halfway up his forearms.

Across his chest was emblazoned a starburst
design that overlapped both the purple and the blue on his front.
The center of the starburst was white, fading outward to a pale
yellow, which blended into a bright, light green shade merging into
the edges of the starburst. This coloration went nicely with the
blue and purple and gave him the appearance of power bursting forth
across his chest. Which was exactly the effect he had desired.

Something more was needed, however, but he
couldn’t quite figure out…

Ah, that was it. Behind the starburst
emblazon upon his chest, a large X appeared, though with the
starburst in front of it, only the ends of the four arms were
visible, displayed in a dark red that contrasted nicely with the
rest of this action outfit.

He wore no mask, since it was his intention
to alter the features of his face while in his daily alter ego as
well as his hair coloration. In that manner no one was likely to
recognize the average-seeming man as being the one responsible for
the various robberies and acts of vandalism he was intent upon
committing.

Yes, this outfit was certainly colorful as
well as being something that would spark an interest in the normal
humans populating this Earth. That was what he wanted the most – to
be recognized as the best, even if it meant being the best at being
a criminal mastermind.

Standing before the plate glass window of the
building where he admired himself, Power Force realized that there
was no opening on his back for his newly sprouted wings. How was he
to fly without his wings? No wonder Eagle always wore an outfit
that had no top to it, leaving himself bare-chested and backed. It
was in order to allow his wings free reign for flapping in order to
lift him into the air for flying. How was he to fly otherwise?

Mentally concentrating on his outfit, Power
Force managed to alleviate the problem by altering the back of the
clothing. As a gash appeared and widened, the wings forced their
way through and extended themselves to their full length.

At the sight of this colorful man standing
out in the open on 5th Avenue, wings measuring a good thirty feet
across from one wing-tip to the other, several motorists driving
along the road lost control of their vehicles and swerved, some
toward the sidewalk on their side of the road, others toward the
middle, pointing them at other vehicles with drivers who were
likewise distracted and heading toward one another.

A squeal of several brakes caused the
otherwise self-absorbed villain to snap his head around in time to
witness two cars speeding toward the same small section of roadway.
Without thinking of what he was doing, X Force thrust an extended
arm in the direction of the ensuing collision, sending out a narrow
beam of particles that affected the onrushing motor vehicles by
drawing away not only the combustion energy within their operating
engines, but the momentum from the vehicles that moved them toward
the collision.

With an instant lack of propellant force
behind these half-ton blends of metal, rubber, glass and plastic,
the cars came to a stop so suddenly that those people driving
within each one were jerked forward, fortunately stopped from being
thrown through their windshields by the fact that each occupant of
these cars was wearing his seatbelt properly. Their airbags
deployed and pushed outward from the steering wheels, further
cushioning the sudden stops.

The screech of rubber on asphalt alarmed X
Force, who stopped in his action and glanced about himself, hoping
he had not been witnessed by anyone while performing such an
ignoble, to him at least, good deed that was contrary to anything
he had ever believed in regarding society as a whole.

Before anything else could happen he spread
the wings upon his back and took to the sky, flying higher up than
was necessary, mainly so he could lose those watchful stares of the
people who had already caught sight of him. It wouldn’t be all that
easy to pull off a bank heist if he was being actively watched by
dozens of curious onlookers.

Once high enough that no one could possibly
see him without the aid of high-powered binoculars, which he
seriously doubted any of those roaming the streets of this town had
about their persons on a usual basis, he centered his attention on
the rooftop of the bank he intended to rob. Activating the
teleportation process now inherent within him, X Force vanished
from the overcast sky, reappearing seconds later atop the South
Puget Sound Savings Bank building.

Standing atop the location of his first heist
upon this world, the villain smiled devilishly. He was already
picking up the thoughts of the bank manager far below, having
established contact by searching the minds of all those in the bank
until he located the manager.

His smile drew off to one side. What was
this? The manager was having sexual thoughts about one of the
tellers working for him. The two had already shared sex twice
before and the manager – who was a married man of eleven years –
was looking forward to their third encounter – in the bank vault
itself.

Shaking his head slightly, X Force chuckled.
A man after his own heart and he was the one in charge of this
bank. If only the upper management of this bank knew about the man
they had placed in this position of trust to care for the deposits
of those choosing to place their money in this bank’s accounts. Of
course, X Force would never tell them. Why spoil something as
lasciviously lecherous as this? He’d do the same thing if he was in
that position.

The thought of sex caught his attention and
he cocked his head to one side.

Did he really want to rob this bank just now?
Was that really what he wanted to do so early on in this game?
After all, he was going to spend the rest of his life on this
planet – unless something better came along. Why not take it slow,
ease into the whole conquering the world shtick?

What he really wanted to do was change into
normal street clothes and pay a visit to this bank as an
average-appearing person so he himself could take sexual advantage
of at least one of the tellers down below.

Peering over the edge of the building to
ensure no one was currently walking along the sidewalk down there,
X Force altered his clothing once more, resuming the former black
and green outfit he had started this day wearing. He then
materialized on the sidewalk below, just outside of the bank doors,
pushing them inward as he walked, his face taking on a slightly
altered appearance and his hair having changed from its normal dark
brown to blonde.

Assuming the poise of a patron of this bank,
he sauntered in and stood in line, perusing those people within the
bank, especially those working there. Yes, there was one woman on
the other side of the counter who appealed to him quite nicely. And
she was dressed appropriately – for his tastes, seeing as she was
wearing a loose-fitting blouse that allowed for ample entry to her
obviously ample bosoms. His hands would find no difficulty in
reaching in beneath that blouse to cup and massage the orbs
therein.

He watched her move about performing her
duties as he waited patiently in line and noticed she wore a short,
snug skirt from her waist to just above her knees. That, too fit
into his view of how this was all going to play out.

Now, how to accomplish this plan? What powers
would he be able to call upon and merge together for what he
envisioned?

Certainly his own power of draining energy
should prove useful, along with Time Warp’s ability to manipulate
time in order to move items slightly forward or backward within it.
Those two abilities put together should allow him to pause time or
at least stop these people in their movements, cause them to pause
where they were, in whatever pose, appearing as statues to anyone
choosing to look in from the street. Not that anyone outside would
notice anything amiss. An onlooker would need to watch for a few
minutes at least in order to discern that these people weren’t
moving. And in a bank where the line moved so slowly to begin with,
how was anyone to tell these people weren’t simply awaiting their
turn at a teller’s window?

Yes, that was what he would do. It fit well
with his desires of the moment.

The normal-appearing blonde man stepped out
of line and walked up to the counter where various types of savings
and checking account deposit and withdrawal slips were situated. He
stopped next to the counter, resting an arm up onto it as though he
was about to fill out one of the forms, then focused his attention
on the entirety of those people – both personnel and visitors –
currently within the bank’s lobby. His mind tingled throughout the
process and for a moment he wasn’t certain he would be able to pull
this off, that perhaps this process was beyond the scope of his
combined abilities, but then he noticed a slowing of those moving
about, as though he were watching a recording set in slow-motion.
The movement all ceased completely and everyone within the spacious
area paused in their actions. Everyone except for the blonde man
standing at this counter.

“Well I’ll be switched,” he used one of his
mother’s old phrases, which suited this moment perfectly.

A deep-throated chuckle escaped from between
his lips and he stepped forward, ensuring himself that he himself
was able to still move about with his newly developed power in full
use.

Something caught along the edges of his mind
and he paused, his head cocked to investigate this niggling feeling
he had. Searching through several minds of those frozen in place he
gasped in awe at what he found.

These people were all still cognizant of what
was going on around them. He had managed to freeze their movements,
but their minds were yet active. Not that it mattered one bit to
him that his own actions would yet be witnessed by these statues
standing about him – after all – he didn’t look anything like his
normal self, what with his features altered and his hair now
blonde. But he noticed something about a few of the older people
frozen in place.

Ah, that was it. Their hearts were beginning
to race. These older people were frightened by what had happened to
them. Each one thought he was experiencing a stroke that caused him
to be unable to move; unaware that everyone else about him was
similarly standing motionless.

Reaching out to each of these older people in
the bank, the villain sent soothing thoughts to each one,
reassuring them that they were fine; there was no need to worry.
What they were experiencing would soon pass and they would be able
to move once more.

He wasn’t certain why he was taking such care
with these older folk. Such concern for the elderly had never
entered into his schemes before. Why now? Why when he was about to
rape this beautiful bank teller had he concerned himself with these
old people?

The thought irritated him. His mind grew
angrier and his countenance altered from calm to enraged.

What right had these geezers to command his
attention? They were flies upon the wall of a god. He could utilize
his abilities to disassemble their very molecular structure if he
so chose, scattering their molecules to the four corners of this
Earth if he decided that was what was best.

Before he could find himself doing exactly
that, X Force pulled his attention away from the old folks and back
to his mission at hand, which was to pleasure himself with this
gorgeous bank teller.

Walking briskly now, he pushed past the small
gate that separated the lobby from the area behind the teller
windows. Moving in a rush, he came up behind the buxom blonde and
stood with his hands lightly caressing her thighs.

Yes. This was what he wanted. This beautiful
woman who had no power to resist his own power over her. He could
feel her sexuality even through the thin material of this
skirt.

Locating the zipper along the left side of
the skirt, he zipped it down in one easy motion, then tugged with
one sharp movement with both hands and the skirt fell away from the
woman’s body, leaving her standing at her window, facing the
customer who most certainly was seeing every bit of what was
happening on this side of the window, even as the woman herself was
able to feel what was happening, to know that she was being raped
by someone with such great power over her.

That thought itself filled the loins of this
villain. It empowered him to think of himself as having such
ultimate power over another person, to consider that he was able to
do anything and everything he pleased with this woman and she
couldn’t even lift a finger to stop him or cry out for him to stop.
Not that he would stop. It wasn’t something that was a part of his
psychological makeup.

Seizing hold of the fragment of material that
comprised this woman’s panties, such a thin, brief thing that it
barely concealed anything of her voluptuous ass at all, he yanked
it off her ass, down her legs, and allowed it to fall to the floor
at her feet, where her skirt was bunched up beneath her as
well.

With both hands he caressed her bare flesh.
Yes, this was exquisite flesh. She was everything he wanted in a
sexual conquest. Young, beautiful, smooth-skinned, rounded hips,
not those skinny, flat things so many women had these days. He
preferred well-developed hips. Like these beneath his hands
now.

He bent over and took the flesh of one ass
cheek between his teeth, then bit her cheek – hard. It was enough
pressure that a bruise would form later on, though the teeth marks
wouldn’t match those of X Force, since he had altered them as well
as the rest of his appearance, even as he had the fingerprints he
used in this façade.

Moving his hands upward the villain and
rapist easily slid his hands up beneath the loose material of the
blouse, encountering the soft, smooth, silky bra she wore across
her breasts. His hands reached around behind her and unsnapped the
hooks that connected the flimsy material, releasing it so the bra
fell forward. He pulled it easily away, off her shoulders and let
it hang upon her. He then reached around the front and grabbed hold
of the blouse, gripping it fiercely in both hands. With one easy,
quick tug, he ripped the buttons away that kept the blouse
together. The material fell open, revealing her naked and ample
breasts for the man standing at her window to behold in all their
gorgeous, sexual beauty.

The villain standing yet behind his victim
glanced up at the face of the man on the other side of the window.
A glimmer of interest shone in the man’s eyes. X Force grinned,
knowing this man lusted after the erotic flesh of the woman before
him as much as the villain behind her did.

A slight movement off to the right of the
main lobby area caught the villain’s attention. Someone had entered
the bank, unaware of what was happening inside this savings
establishment. The woman who had entered walked a mere four feet
into the lobby before placing herself within range of the
time-warping field he had erected. She instantly became one of the
flies caught in his spider web.

Enough musing, he told himself. It wouldn’t
do to have too many people entering into the bank while he was
pleasuring himself this way. Get it done before there was a backup
of newly arrived patrons at the door that lined up out on the
street. That would certainly draw the attention of the local
police. Not that he cared about them, but he didn’t want the police
arriving outside to interfere with his enjoyment inside the
bank.

He grabbed hold of the woman’s legs and
spread them just enough so he had easy and ready access to her
vagina from the rear, though in this position of standing straight
up it would still be too difficult to enter her easily.

He placed a hand atop her head and pushed
forward, bending her in the direction of the man standing in front
of her, whose eyes followed the movement of her round, gorgeous
breasts as best he could in his frozen state. He pushed her down
far enough that her large, rounded breasts pressed down onto the
counter in front of her and spread out slightly for the customer to
ogle even more desirably.

Such a beautiful sight he beheld. Vaginas
always caused his heart to beat faster. Especially when he knew he
was about to pierce them with his organ.

Doing exactly that, he unzipped his fly and
extracted his now enlarged penis, then thrust himself forward,
entering this woman’s vagina with such forcefulness that he heard
her mentally gasp. The psychic exclamation only served to heighten
his sense of enjoyment for what he was doing and the villain began
thrusting away, his body slapping hard against her bare ass. If
only he had enough time to enjoy this while himself fully nude.
That would be best, but for now, as a quick respite within what was
going to become a very busy day for him, this would do just
fine.

After several minutes of forceful thrusting,
his sperm ejaculated within the woman’s body. He continued pumping
until his organ was completely spent and began to withdraw on its
own by shrinking in size.

Pulling away from his conquest, he leaned
forward and whispered in her ear.

“You were a great fuck, gorgeous. Maybe next
time we’ll have dinner and exchange pleasantries first.”

He stood back from her, slapped her soundly
on her bare ass with one of his hands, zipped himself up and walked
away, leaving her standing with her breasts hanging exposed and the
bottom half of her body naked and dripping his semen from between
and down her legs.

Moving out from behind the counter, he turned
to his left, walked over to where the bank vault stood open,
entered it and picked up at least ten stacks of crisp twenty-dollar
bills, then decided fifties and hundreds would be nice, too, and
picked up an equal number of each. Clutching this loot in his hands
he walked out through the vault door and stood where he knew the
cameras would get a perfect view of him as he dematerialized
himself and vanished from the bank.

As soon as he was outside of mental range,
the time-warping effect ceased working and chaos ensued within the
bank.

 


* * *

 


 



CHAPTER SIX

 


 


The nightly news at five o’clock that evening
led with the exciting story about the lone man who had walked into
the South Puget Sound Savings Bank in Olympia, Washington and not
only robbed it of slightly more than thirty thousand dollars, but
had stopped to rape a bank teller at the same time.

The news team commented back-and-forth over
how the man was capable of performing such a crime that baffled the
authorities, since according to all the witnesses, he had somehow
managed to “freeze time”. The authorities were saying the man
hadn’t actually frozen time, that he had evidently utilized
something that caused a hypnotically-induced state within all of
those inside the bank so that they were unable to move about or
resist his efforts.

How this was all possible, the authorities
declined to speculate, meaning that they themselves had no idea how
this man had accomplished such a thing as robbing a bank and raping
a teller, all while nearly two dozen people stood helplessly by and
watched the entire process, unable to do anything about it.

The Villain in question, as he had begun
thinking of himself with a capital “V”, sat in a soft, plush
recliner in the living room of Andy and David’s apartment, watching
the baffled expressions of those reporting this astounding news
item, enjoying the fact that he had not only gotten away with a
nice sum of money, although nothing like what he intended on
stealing in the coming days, weeks and months, but that he had so
enjoyed the quickie with that beautiful teller. He absolutely had
to go back and see her at least once more before too long a period
passed. He didn’t want her thinking he was only interested in a
one-night stand sort of relationship.

The thought caused him to laugh uproariously
out loud, a sound which caught the barest of attention from both of
the other occupants of this apartment as they went about their
normal lives, unaware that they were yet hosting someone who,
through the use of his psychic powers, had caused them to
completely ignore his presence in their apartment as though he
didn’t exist at all.

He sat in the recliner, a tumbler of scotch
in his hand, an expensive Cuban cigar smoldering in a saucer he was
using as an ashtray, since neither of these queers smoked or seemed
to allow smoking in their home, the television blaring away with
the news. And the whole time neither of the residents of this
apartment was able to see or hear him, other than for the
occasional glimpse through the corner of an eye or an unconfirmed
sound they couldn’t quite place.

Both of the men walked around the recliner
that usually was used by Andy, choosing to sit on the small sofa,
the “love seat”, instead. Every so often a whiff of smoke would
penetrate one of their nostrils, causing that one to get up and
spray the air with a deodorizing mist, thinking perhaps the odor
was wafting in somehow through the cracks in the closed window so
high up from the street.

The unseen guest soon grew tired of his
having to keep his mental shield up for so long while he was trying
to relax. Ultimately he stood from the chair, causing the briefest
of motions that caught the attention of both the others in the
room, who merely shrugged their shoulders and blew the movement off
as “just one of those things that were forever unexplainable”.

As he began to leave the living room, a
newscaster reporting on “Other news in Olympia today”, showed a
short video clip of a costumed man with wings flying up from a
sidewalk and over the rooftops of the downtown buildings until he
disappeared far away in the distance. The newscaster told that
various people reported seeing this bird-man, several of the
witnesses taking pictures on their cell phones, while one of the
witnesses captured the fifteen second video clip shown on the news
just then.

X Force kicked himself mentally. He had
wanted to make a splash in his new outfit, something that would
catch the attention of everyone in this country, if not the entire
planet. Being spotted briefly on a city street just before taking
to the sky wasn’t what he’d had in mind.

And if anyone connected to the police or FBI,
who were now involved in investigating the bank robbery, that being
a federal crime, made the connection of the robbery to this
costumed man with the wings, who had appeared just before the bank
heist and rape, it would completely undermine everything he wanted
to accomplish.

Going into the master bedroom, the unseen
guest, irritated at himself for his stupidity on the street
earlier, changed his clothes, leaving the previous garments strewn
about the floor and bed so that the others would find them and
blame one another for the mess.

He then walked out through the door which led
to the hallway, leaving the door open in his contempt for these men
and their perverse sexual preference.

Down on the first floor of the building he
decided to forego the Lexus and walk instead. It was a clear, cool
evening and the stars were just beginning to come out. He always
enjoyed looking at the stars, wondering if there were actually any
other life forms out there. Having managed to cross dimensions to
an alternate, parallel world of that which he originated from, he
thought certainly there must be other intelligent life forms out in
the vastness of the universe.

The universe, he thought to himself. Was it
not more accurately a multiverse, seeing as how it was a
proven fact, to him at least, that the universe existed in an
unknown number of dimensions? Wouldn’t that constitute a
multiverse?

Yes, he decided it certainly must. That was
how he would think of it from now on. The Multiverse with a
capital “M”.

He smiled. It gave him further pleasure to
think he held within himself knowledge and information no one else
in this or any other world, as far as he was aware, at least, had
even a glimmer of. He truly was a genius, a god among men.

No, that wasn’t exactly true. It was more
along the lines of a god among insects. These things were not
intelligent enough to be considered even among the intelligence of
mankind. Certainly a true mankind would have better awareness than
did these mewling beasts, little better than the cattle they
slaughtered in order to provide the beef they consumed on such a
voraciously daily basis.

Cattle. That was what they were. Mere cattle.
And he was their herder. A shepherd of sorts. Someone to guide them
and keep them from falling off the edges of a cliff, falling
headlong to their doom.

He sighed audibly. It was wearisome having
the responsibility of so many. But if that was the role he was to
play upon this world, so be it. He would try to be a benevolent
deity, though certainly there would be those times when some of the
sheep within his charge would need to be punished.

Wasn’t that what he had always heard
shepherds of old did in order to keep errant members of the flock
from straying? Didn’t the shepherds sometimes have to resort to
breaking a sheep’s leg in order to teach it how to stay in
line?

Yes. And that was exactly what he would need
to do at times. Break a few legs of the sheep. Keep them in
line.

During his musing he had wandered along the
sidewalk, coming eventually to a hotel that had a lounge inside
that was accessible to anyone who desired to come in off the
street, not only those who were guests at the hotel.

He stopped in front of the hotel and looked
it over. This seemed like a nice place. Why not move out of that
gay-infested den of iniquity and move into one of the rooms
available here? Certainly there must be a suite on the top floor
that would suit him right.

Entering in through the double doors he
walked up to the front desk of the hotel and enquired about the
best room in the hotel.

“Certainly, sir,” the clerk, a young man in
his late twenties, who was dressed neatly and seemed to present
himself well responded. “We have our Ambassador Suite and our
Presidential Suite. Both are exquisite accommodations.”

“Which is better, the Presidential Suite?” he
found himself asking.

“Yes, sir. The Presidential Suite is indeed
the better of the two. It has an extra room to its compliment, as
well as a sauna and a hot tub. The Ambassador Suite only has the
hot tub,” the clerk responded eagerly. Obviously he didn’t often
have anyone coming in off the street who was interested in filling
this particular vacancy.

“I’ll take the Presidential Suite, then,” the
new guest reached out his hand for the key to his room. The gesture
stymied the clerk only momentarily, until his mind accepted the
altered “fact” that this guest had signed in on the registry, as
well as provided all the required identification and a valid credit
card for obtaining this luxury suite.

The clerk smiled broadly as he handed over
the key card for the suite. After all, hadn’t this guest handed
over a crisp new fifty-dollar bill as a generous tip? As the new
guest turned away from the desk and walked toward the elevator, the
clerk’s mind had already forgotten the entire incident and had
resumed his duties as though this “guest” had never been.

Exiting the elevator, the “guest” glanced
about. He had failed to ask which direction to turn out of the
elevator. Ah. He spotted the small plaque on the wall outside of
the door to the suite he sought. The plaque held the words
Presidential Suite in raised, gold-embossed letters.
Certainly the hotel management wanted whoever used this suite to
know they had gotten their money’s worth.

Swiping the card in the slot above the door
handle, a slight click told him the card had done its job. He
pushed the door inward and stepped inside to peruse his new home.
It was very lavish, indeed. Far better than anything he had ever
stayed in before and much nicer even than the apartment he had
stayed in since yesterday evening.

Ah, there was the hot tub, exactly as
specified. He would get much use out of that, since he always
enjoyed bringing women to his room when there was such as a hot
tub. Women always seemed to enjoy such amenities.

After investigating the entirety of his new
suite, he decided to visit the bar downstairs. Certainly there must
be someone there who would be eager to make his acquaintance.

Down inside the lounge he paused just inside
the entrance and scanned the room, more with his mental abilities
than with his eyes.

Yes. Over along one wall was a very nice
looking woman seated in a small booth with a friend. Another pretty
woman. Hmm. It seemed both were unattached at the moment, divorced,
in fact, and wouldn’t mind meeting someone interesting. He grinned
knowingly. Certainly there wasn’t anyone else in this entire world
more interesting than he.

He walked in the direction of the ladies,
stopping at the outside of their booth; he smiled pleasantly,
tilting his head slightly to the side. Yes, these were indeed
lovely ladies, exquisite, in fact. One blonde, though he was
certain she wasn’t a natural blonde, and – ah, yes – he had just
confirmed that her natural hair color was almost as deeply brunette
as her companion.

Each of the women were dressed properly for
the evening, wearing one-piece off-the-shoulder dresses that showed
plenty of cleavage on top leaving their shoulders bare, a style he
quite enjoyed, and ending well above the knees so that very little
room was left before blocking off that most enjoyable lower section
he was most interested in.

“My name is Morgan Sanders,” he spoke the
truth for the first time since coming to this world. It had been a
long time since he had introduced himself to anyone with his birth
name. It almost sounded odd to his ears. Morgan Sanders. Yes. It
was nice to be using his real name again.

Without another word spoken, Morgan Sanders
seated himself in the booth, sitting on the left of the woman who
had first attracted his interest, being somewhat prettier than her
companion of the evening. Neither of the women objected to his
forward assumption of being accepted by them. Within their minds
they had already decided that they both wanted to get to know this
man very intimately. Neither had any idea that thought was not her
own.

Several minutes later the door to the
Presidential Suite opened, allowing the two women and the one man
to enter within. Both women oohed and ahhed over the luxury
accommodations, neither of them having been inside such an opulent
suite as this before.

“This is fabulous in here,” Margie Reynolds
exclaimed, tossing her light jacket onto the chair not far inside
the door and walking over to the arcadia doors which led out onto
the balcony. Thinking completely on her own for the moment, she
considered that any man who could afford a suite of this type
certainly had to have lots of money, or a flush expense account.
Either way, it meant this guy wasn’t a slouch in the finance
department.

Margie was the woman who had first attracted
Morgan’s attention. It was with her that he wanted to fulfill
himself first, though he had already conceived of a scenario that
would allow him to partake of both Margie’s and Patty’s bodies at
the same time. He always enjoyed threesomes best. Especially when
he was on the receiving end of them.

Following Margie out to the balcony, Morgan
stepped up behind her and placed his arms tenderly about her waist,
drawing her close to him, his front pressing up against her back,
his bulging penis beneath his pants pressing firmly between the
crack of her ass beneath her dress.

“Ohh, that feels great,” Margie moaned, not
entirely from the thoughts placed within her mind from the man
behind her. Margie’s eyes both closed as she affirmed to herself
within her mind that this was exactly what she wanted from this
man. It didn’t matter that Margie normally didn’t have sex on the
first date, let alone having just met a man minutes previously in a
bar, of all places. Her mind told her it was what she wanted and
was going to be the best sex ever. Who was she to argue with
herself?

Patty stepped out onto the balcony behind the
other two, her hands reaching out and enwrapping themselves about
Morgan’s shoulders, turning his head so that their lips met and
held for a long, wet kiss. It wasn’t at all how Patty, Patricia
Mansfield, as she had initially introduced herself to this man next
to her, but just plain Patty to her friends, entered into a new
relationship, either. Not any more than Margie did, but somehow it
seemed right to both of these women that they should fling aside
all sexual encumbrances tonight and enjoy themselves, both of these
long time friends having sex at the same time with the same
man.

 


* * *

 


Margie turned around so that she faced
Morgan, Patty standing as close as she was able beside the two of
them, both of the women vying for his attention, clamoring to kiss
his lips.

Margie finally reached down to take hold of
his bulging organ beneath his pants, then unzipped his fly and
reached inside, taking hold of his manhood, flesh-to-flesh, her
hand holding onto his organ. She then knelt before him and opened
her mouth, slipping him past her lips so that she licked and sucked
him thoroughly, right out in the open on the balcony outside the
top floor of the most expensive hotel in all of Olympia.

Neither of the women took any thought to what
they were doing or where they were doing it. It mattered not at all
that someone might be able to look over at where the three of them
were from another building on this street. The thought never
entered their minds. They were too involved with the passionate sex
that was unfolding for them for the first time ever.

While Margie pleasured Morgan’s organ, Patty
unbuttoned his shirt, pulling it off his muscular frame, exposing
his slightly hairy chest.

“Mmmm, I like hairy chests,” she found
herself saying out loud, though until this very moment, Patty would
have sworn she had never liked hairy chests, preferring her men
with more sparsely-haired pectorals. Even still, the assertion out
in the open, this thirty-four year old woman, mother of two
children, who were at home with their grandmother, found herself as
obsessed by this particular chest than she had ever been by any
other, even her ex-husband, who she had thoroughly enjoyed sex with
when they had first begun dating and then married.

Morgan bent his head forward and consumed
himself with kissing Patty, her lips voraciously devouring his as
his were hers. He then pulled down the top of her dress, as roughly
and disdainfully as he had the bank teller’s earlier that day, only
this time pulling the garment completely down this woman’s body,
leaving her half-cup bra exposed as the only thing covering her
top. He unfastened her bra and pulled it likewise away from her
flesh, tossing it aside where it flew over the railing of the
balcony to the sidewalk below, leaving her bare breasts, which were
both nicely rounded and perky, just the way he liked them, staring
up at him.

Margie continued to suck on Morgan’s cock,
bringing him to the point where he knew he would have to take this
action inside so that he could make full use of his erection.

He reached down and grabbed hold of Margie’s
hair, pulling her face away from his organ and made her look up at
him.

“Let’s take this inside,” was all he had to
say. Both women instantly followed him inside the large room where
all three of them stripped away their clothing in order to more
easily continue what they had already begun.

Leading the way into the master bedroom,
since this suite had two bedrooms available within it, Morgan threw
himself atop the king-size bed, his nude body causing the bed to
bounce and jiggle. Both women did likewise, maneuvering themselves
about under his silent direction so that Margie sat on his lap,
impaling herself with his rock-hard rod of flesh, while Patty sat
on his face, her legs straddling his head, his tongue licking the
outside and inside both of her now moist and quivering vagina.

Both women moaned loudly as they experienced
the manipulation of their clitorises by the cock and tongue of this
man they had met barely fifteen minutes ago. Margie rocked
back-and-forth on Morgan’s lap, his organ piercing her flesh and
moving in-and-out to the rhythm she herself set by her moving hips.
This was the first time since she had given birth years back that
she had enjoyed unprotected sex with any man, let alone someone she
had just met. Had her mind been her own, she would have insisted
upon his using a condom, but since she was thinking thoughts
decidedly not her own, Margie’s hips continued to rock, thrusting
this large, bare organ within her flesh, enjoying the feeling she
derived from his flesh moving so sensually against her own.

Pregnancy wasn’t a factor, either, though
Margie yet was able to bear children. She knew unprotected sex
could certainly leave her in a condition she had never again wanted
to be in, but somehow this moment seemed like the most right moment
in the world. Stopping even long enough to protect herself from
being impregnated was out of the question.

Patty wiggled her ass about as Morgan’s
tongue continued to flicker in-and-out of her vagina, spending a
long time on her clitoris, causing her to moan loudly, them finally
scream out small sounds of sexual fulfillment as his tongue brought
her to climax faster than his organ was bringing Margie.

Not that Margie had any complaints about how
she was being treated with this throbbing rod of blood-engorged
muscle that slid so easily and thrust so forcefully inside of her
body. She enjoyed every second, every movement, her groans growing
louder and louder with each successive thrust of his organ.

Finally, she too, experienced orgasm, her
body trembling uncontrollably as his flesh continued to thrust
upwards inside of her, though she had already stopped her own
thrusting in order to better enjoy this moment.

The two women, under the outside influence of
their minds, leaned into one another while still atop this hot,
hunk of a man and pressed their lips together. It was one more
thing the two long time friends had never done together, but could
not resist once the thought was in their minds to do so. Morgan
enjoyed the lesbian display above him and continued rocking his
hips into Margie while with his mouth he brought Patty to yet
another orgasm.

Once Morgan had come, his organ expelling its
fluid inside of this single mother of one child, both women lay
down on either side of this man who had managed to please both of
them at the same time.

“That was absolutely fantastic!” Patty purred
in his left ear, her left hand reaching across to stroke the
muscles of his chest.

“Best sex I’ve had in a long time,” Margie
purred in his right ear, her right hand stroked the abdominal area
just above his organ, then reached down and grabbed hold of his
limp penis, slowly caressing it until it once more began to rise to
the occasion.

Morgan didn’t have to ask these women if they
wanted another round of sex. He merely laid back and enjoyed
himself while Patty lowered her mouth to his quickly rising organ,
taking it between her lips and sucking life back into it, though
admittedly it had been many years since she had given any man a
blow job.

Margie pressed her lips to his, then raised
herself up so her breasts, more ample than Patty’s and more firmly
rounded so that, had he not seen in her mind that these were
naturally real, he would have thought of them as implants, pushed
themselves one at a time into his face so he could suck on her
nipples while her friend brought him to his second climax of the
night, using only her tongue and lips, swallowing his semen as it
spurted down her throat, then licking his shaft clean as though she
were enthusiastically enjoying a popsicle.

Once he had spent himself for the second
time, the threesome moved from the bedroom to the hot tub, as
Morgan had known they would. Women were so predictable. He hadn’t
even had to manipulate them to get them into the hot tub. They went
all on their own accord.

Of course, had he not been manipulating them
all night so that they were open to having sex with him in the
first place, they wouldn’t so easily have gotten into the hot tub
with him, all three of them still naked.

They sat back and enjoyed the relaxing
bubbles that poured forth from the jets situated around the sides
of the tub, the hot water serving to relax their muscles even more.
Half an hour later Morgan glanced over at Margie, who responded to
his silent entreaty by dipping her head beneath the water in order
to give him one last blow job before ending the evening.

Morgan always liked having a woman swallow
his ejaculation, though most women hated that act, unless she was a
prostitute, and he could see within this woman’s mind that she was
no exception, which is what made it that much better for her to be
doing to him what he knew was against her natural will. She licked
him clean at the end of his orgasm. Patty had done it already,
earlier, and now, so also had Margie. He felt quite content by the
time the two women got out of the tub without any words being
spoken, dried themselves off and redressed themselves, then left
the suite where he now resided.

Not once had the women looked back at him.
Not once had either of them spoken any words of endearment to him,
hoping for similar words to be spoken back to them. They had merely
dressed and left, forgetting already that they had engaged in wild
sex with a man neither had met until this night. All either of the
women remembered was that they had spent the evening in the lounge
downstairs, sipping their drinks and gossiping as usual.

If he ever ran into them again and decided to
use them in this manner a second time, he would be able to unlock
the memories of this night that currently had been locked up as
though in a vault where no one could get to them except
himself.

It was how Morgan wanted it and he always got
what he wanted.

 


* * *

 


 



CHAPTER SEVEN

 


 


For the next several weeks Morgan Sanders,
not-yet-known to the world-at-large as X Force, moved about the
country, both by way of his wings and the teleportation ability he
now possessed and was learning to use with great proficiency. All
he needed to remember about teleporting was that he had to be
certain not to be moving at too rapid a pace when initiating this
power; otherwise he experienced “landing” difficulties similar to
that first time on his original Earth when fleeing from The
Protectorate.

The Protectorate. He hadn’t thought of them
in a few days. So far he hadn’t seen any evidence that beings with
Power existed on this parallel world, but that didn’t necessarily
mean they weren’t here. It only meant that if they existed, they
had become far better at concealing themselves and had chosen to be
covert about their existence.

In some ways Morgan could understand their
being secretive. It meant they didn’t have to cope with the
ignorance and prejudices of those who didn’t have Powers, which
were most of the world’s population. He still recalled with
excruciating clarity the way his own parents had reacted when his
ability had shown itself for the first time.

His family, parents, older brother, younger
sister, and himself, the middle child, had all gone swimming at a
local lake, operated by the county in which they lived. After
getting everything set up for their day outing, his parents had
allowed the three children to head for the lake.

Young Morgan had only recently taken swimming
lessons and was looking forward to jumping off the diving board for
the first time ever. Only his younger sister, who hadn’t even taken
the advanced swimming lessons that he had, beat him to the high
dive and leapt off, making a beautiful dive into the water beneath
her, knifing through the smooth surface as her fingers, pointed
downward and palms held flat against one another, hit the water and
came up several feet away, laughing about making her first dive off
the diving board.

Morgan, only nine years old at the time, had
been infuriated. She wasn’t supposed to dive off the diving board.
He was. It was his first to accomplish, not his little, seven-year
old sister’s, with her braided pigtails and left front tooth
missing, her face yet covered in freckles from too much sun already
that early in the summer. His first time, not hers.

Yet she had taken that away from him. Even
done better than he would have. All Morgan had been planning on
doing was jumping feet first into the water, perhaps later to
cannonball himself from the high dive, but certainly not perform a
standard forward dive the way his sister had.

He knew he himself had been too scared of the
water, of possibly hurting himself to even consider diving in head
first the way little Kari had. And she had shown him up in more
ways than one.

He had been so angry that as the moments
passed and he had yet to even climb the ladder leading up to the
board that was at least eight-to-ten feet off the surface of the
water, Kari had gotten up there a second time.

His brother, Brad the brat, Morgan always
called him, because he taunted Morgan so much, tried his best to
make his younger brother feel puny, less brave than Brad at age
thirteen. When Kari had dove off the board, and then gone for her
second turn, something had snapped inside of Morgan. Energy erupted
out of him so hard, so explosively that his parents had been able
to see the billowing energy as it engulfed the air between where
Morgan stood on the shore, watching his little sister up on the
high dive as she prepared to make her second dive.

As Kari’s feet left the board, the wave of
energy had struck her, engulfed that entire area where she had
been, and just leaving off contact with the flimsy wooden plank.
All the energy in her body had fled from her as that wave struck
her, carried her along with it, until she fell headlong into the
water.

Not having any energy, any life force even
for moving, for commanding her arms and legs to begin kicking so
she could climb upwards through the water in order to break the
surface, the seven-year old girl, the only daughter and youngest
child of Michael and Belinda Sanders had drowned at the bottom of
the lake.

Her father had seen that odd wave that came
out of nowhere, no that wasn’t true, that he had seen come out of
his son, Morgan, and engulf his daughter. Michael Sanders had seen
how Kari’s body had become like a lifeless rag doll after being
struck by the energy wave. He knew she wasn’t going to be able to
swim to the surface of the lake and had immediately begun running
to save his daughter from drowning.

Except that once Michael Sanders had leaped
into the water and dove beneath the surface at the point where he
knew his little girl had gone under, the energy-draining wave that
had affected her also affected him. It had caused him to hang
lifelessly within the water as well, his eyes yet open, watching
his daughter plummeting further and further into the depths of the
lake, her father unable to move a single muscle in order to save
her.

Until it had been too late. Then the energy
wave had moved on – or dissipated – they had never been certain
exactly what happened to it. They were too busy trying to save
little Kari’s life.

By the time the distraught father had
realized he once more had the energy for moving, he had been forced
to return to the surface in order to inhale once more, to refill
his lungs with air before diving down to save his little girl.

Only by the time he got her limp body back to
shore and begun CPR, it was already far too late. Kari was dead.
Had been dead for too long already for his meager efforts to have
any effect upon saving her, bringing life back into her lungs and
heart that no longer pumped the way they were supposed to, the way
her father and mother expected her to.

They had driven her to the nearest hospital
as quickly as possible, but by then she had been dead for nearly
forty-five minutes. There was nothing at all anyone could do.
Nothing.

After the funereal his parents had remained
quiet for days, almost a week, before finally saying anything at
all. Their minds had been too busy trying to understand what it was
they had seen that horrible day that their little girl had died. To
understand what that thing had been that had engulfed little Kari
as though she had merely been a plastic toy caught up in a sudden
wind storm.

Both parents had arrived at the same
conclusion independently, but had refused to believe that what they
had deduced had been anywhere close to the truth. Because if it had
been true, then their middle child, now their youngest child, was
the one who had killed his only sister.

Michael and Belinda spoke to one another,
finally, comparing their observations and thoughts on the matter,
ultimately arriving at the only conclusion they could find that fit
the facts.

Morgan had developed an ability. What
everyone around them at that time had recently begun calling a
Power, as though it was something awesomely wonderful and
miraculous to behold.

Others had become endowed with various
abilities and many people had begun coveting such powers, hoping
they would be so lucky as to develop one.

Michael and Belinda believed they had been
present when one such person had seen his Power develop, had
witnessed it as it manifested for the first time ever, had watched
in horror as this ability had killed their little girl.

If that was Power, Michael and Belinda
Sanders wanted nothing to do with it. All they wanted was for that
Power to be out of their lives. For good.

The distraught parents had spoken to their
young son, had talked for hours until he had finally admitted the
way he had felt about his sister and why. That he had hated his
sister’s very existence at that moment and wished her dead.

He hadn’t, of course, known what was about to
happen in response to this childish jealousy and anger that had
wrought up within him. It hadn’t at all been his fault that this
Power had chosen that very moment to manifest itself. He had not
been in control of it as his ability to eradicate all energy from
someone had moved out of him and caught his little sister up in its
non-living wake, carrying her further out into the water where she
had been dropped into the lake without sufficient air in her lungs,
not having had the opportunity to inhale deeply enough to fill her
tiny lungs with the small amount of air they would need in order to
see her safely up to the surface once more.

Yet although these parents of three children
who found themselves the parents of only two children, had known
their son was not completely at fault for this unexpected fiasco,
the fact was that little Morgan had not felt sorry for what had
happened and refused to apologize for his behavior that day, for
his selfish anger that had caused him to become jealous of his
sister for this physical act that was beyond her normal age and
developmental level.

It was Morgan’s steadfast refusal to
acknowledge his part in her death and his adamancy toward Kari
being the one at fault for having stolen his moment away from him
that caused Michael and Belinda Sanders to finally see what it was
their youngest son had become.

They had been horrified, had ultimately ended
up blaming him for his sister’s death, even though he hadn’t been
in control of the Power, hadn’t had any idea how it operated at
that time or how to focus its energies in order to reverse the
damage to his sister before it became too late.

The fact was that Morgan had been glad his
sister was now dead. That was what had truly caused his parents to
snap and lock him up in his room until he could see the error of
his ways and feel sorrow for what he had done.

Rather than feel remorse, Morgan had utilized
his time alone in his room to experiment with this ability he
hadn’t even realized he had until his parents had told him about
it. It was while experimenting that he had sucked all the energy
out of everyone else in his home late that night and forced it to
remain gone as long as he possibly could hold on.

When he had finally released the energy, his
parents and older brother were all dead. Morgan had left that house
the next day and been out on his own, living on the street ever
since.

 


* * *

 


He could certainly see the sense in keeping
silent about having abilities, since there were many others on his
home world who had met with difficulties and personal horrors,
mostly emotional ones, simply because nature had chosen them to
give her special Power to.

Still, operating completely covertly had its
difficulties and drawbacks. It meant a person with Power wouldn’t
be able to openly enjoy himself as he had that first day in that
bank. What a memorable moment that had been for him. He was glad he
had taken that teller the way he had and certainly wouldn’t want to
have missed out on such an experience.

While he had been perusing the country,
seeking out that perfect crime that would make everyone take notice
of him, he had found it necessary to stop in at various banks along
the way in order to replenish his dwindling cash supply. Yeah,
right. He had stopped in at more than a dozen banks in the past
weeks since that first job, each time picking someone out of those
available, sometimes an employee of the bank, sometimes a patron
who had been there merely to transact business on her account,
always the prettiest, hottest, sexiest woman in the bank, in order
to repeat that first moment when he had fulfilled himself with that
teller.

Each successive time he had made certain to
“take his girl” in various ways, each one growing more elaborate
than the last. One time he flung the bitch up onto the bank
manager’s desk so the middle-aged woman serving in that capacity
had been forced to watch unmoving as he pierced the ass rather than
the vagina of that particular offering.

Another time he had waited around until two
women working at the bank had entered the vault, then implemented
his trademark stop-action sequence in order to fuck them both, one
in her vagina, the other in a decidedly Deep Throat manner,
forcing her to swallow everything he gave her while unable to
resist or move a single muscle. He then had positioned the women in
a highly erotic pose with them both completely naked, then taken a
picture with a digital camera belonging to one of the women and
sent it via that woman’s own e-mail account, which was saved on the
technology of the camera, to the various news agencies around the
country. Nothing like providing his own press.

Those events had proven to him that the
combined personnel of the Federal Bureau of Investigation as well
as all the local police departments of the areas where he had
committed his crimes hadn’t been able to track down a being as
powerful as he was. All they had to go on were the video recordings
made in each of the banks of the man he had presented himself to
be. A façade that he had manipulated every time by altering his
appearance so that he appeared slightly different each time,
including his fingerprints, of which he had left many all over the
various banks. This made the FBI wonder if there was truly a serial
robber/rapist out there or if it was a string of copy-cat robberies
being committed by several different men, all using the same
MO.

Of course, the DNA they collected from each
of the women he had violated in each of the banks would prove that
it was indeed the same man managing somehow to alter his appearance
drastically enough to seem like several different men. But they had
nothing to compare the DNA with, since he had never been arrested
on this Earth and never intended to be.

Naturally there was no pattern to the banks
he hit, having simply “popped in” around the country to banks in
such wide-spread locations hundreds and thousands of miles apart,
so that no one was able to decide where he might strike next.

So the combined efforts of the largest
federal police force and the local constabulary were not enough to
bring the perpetrator of these heinous crimes, as the papers were
calling what he had done, to justice.

He bought every newspaper that published an
article concerning his exploits. How could he not? To him it was
the same as a rock star seeing his name in print and reading about
anything of note he had done.

No, it was better than being a rock star,
since there were more than enough musical artists in this world, as
there had been in his own, whereas he was the only Being with Power
to pull off the deeds he had and those yet in the future.

The big question in his own mind was – when
should he actually reveal himself to the world as X Force? And what
crime should he pull off that would be grand enough to establish
him as the foremost criminal mind to be reckoned with, even without
his powers?

This was why he had spent so much time
traveling about, searching through the country he now claimed as
his own, seeking out that one right item of interest that he could
steal in such an openly blatant manner, defying the powers that be
to even attempt capturing him.

It wasn’t an easy task. There were so many
valuable and worthwhile objects in this nation. Statues. Paintings.
Jewelry. Fort Knox. Various US mints. All were worthy of his
talents and abilities, and certainly, in time he would steal or
break into all of them, but which one was that particular One that
he should begin his new career on this planet with?

That was what was driving him to distraction.
He wanted so much to begin his new life on this world that it was
driving him insane not stealing these artifacts and treasures. But
he didn’t want to waste a moment that could only be recorded once
in the annals of history. The day when the world learned X Force
lived among them and would be their newest and greatest god.

 


* * *

 


It was while sitting back in a bar on the
outskirts of Denver, Colorado that he finally had his epiphany. A
newscaster was talking about the Inaugural Ball that was to be held
in a few weeks. This was the most momentous Inaugural Ball in
history, since it inaugurated into the presidency the first woman
ever to be elected as President of the United States. It was
something the press touted as even greater than when the first
black president had been elected, since this female president was
also of mixed ethnic descent, being as she was a mixture of
Spanish-American, African-American, Native American and European
Caucasian. No one president in all of American history truly
encompassed and represented as much of the American public as this
first female president would.

All of this was interesting information for
Morgan Sanders as he sat drinking his expensive single malt liquor
in the bar, but what caused him to take a special interest in this
news item was the fact that nearly every Head of State of all
foreign nations would be in attendance at this ball along with
hundreds of A-list celebrities from every walk-of-life the world
over. And with it being the type of function it was, it went
without mentioning that these diplomats and famous personalities
would be dressed-to-the-nines, as the phrase went, meaning they
would be in their most expensive clothing, and would also be
wearing the most expensive items of jewelry the world had ever
seen.

This was what Morgan Sanders had been waiting
for. This event was the singular item that would introduce X Force
to the world on clearly a global scale, rather than merely a
national one, making him the most infamous being in every nation,
the most hated and sought after criminal by every government in
this alternate Earth.

Yes. This was the right thing for him. Not
only would he be able to hold hostage all the Heads of State and
make the government of the United States appear foolish in their
inability to protect these diplomats, but he would also be able to
make off with every piece of jewelry and item of value each of
these pompous asses brought with them to this extravaganza.

He would come out of this with the greatest
haul in all of history, having committed the greatest heist by one
man in history, with the most important and famous persons in
attendance history had ever recorded.

What a coup this would be. What a fortune he
would amass. What infamy he would possess. That last was the most
important to him. Wealth he could get at any time, but fame,
especially on the criminal side of fame – infamy. That was worth
all the rest of what he would gain all by itself.

Now, how would he go about this coup? How
would he initiate it? Certainly there would be more Secret Service
and FBI personnel at this function than had ever attended any other
presidential function.

They wouldn’t be a problem. His mental powers
were growing every day as he learned how better to master them and
how to combine them with some of the other abilities. It seemed
that the psychic power he had copied from Mesmer was the singular
greatest ability of all the Powers. Sometimes he wondered if Mesmer
truly appreciated the power he had? Did he know he was the best,
the strongest, the most powerful of all the Powers?

How could he not. Unless, of course, due to
his nature as being the very best of the “good guys”, Mesmer’s
modesty had kept him from actually realizing this about
himself.

Morgan Sanders snorted in derision as he sat
in the bar near Denver. To think that someone with this greatest of
Power could possibly not know it was the best Power. He
certainly knew this fact. Had he not been able to copy any other
power than Mesmer’s it would have been sufficient. The rest were
merely the proverbial icing on the cake. And what a cake it was.
Topped off with this psychic ability that reacted with each of the
other abilities to bring about new abilities he had never conceived
of. Now, instead of merely the eleven powers he had supposed
himself to possess since adding the other ten to his own, he had
literally dozens of other powers he was able to utilize and the
list kept growing each day. He knew there had to be a limit to the
abilities he could produce, but so far he hadn’t found that limit,
since his own imagination continued to dream up new
possibilities.

The only one he had conceived of and hadn’t
yet mastered was the ability to traverse forward and backward
across time itself. Not for more than a few minutes at least. That
in itself had been an exciting discovery, but he knew there had to
be a way to combine certain powers in order to give him complete
mastery over extensive time traveling.

If he ever mastered time, nothing would be
impossible for him. Nothing.

 


* * *

 


The night of the Presidential Inaugural Ball,
held at the prestigious Washington Convention Center, was a
cool evening, coming as early in the new year as it always did.
That meant that most of the guests wore coats of one manner or
another. Many of the women wore fur coats, made from the pelts of
animals that were highly sought after for their expensive fur.

If only PETA, which should have been spelled
PITA, for pain in the ass, that so-called animal rights
organization that made itself famous by throwing red paint onto
women wearing such fur coats and stoles, could be in attendance
tonight, they would have a field day. As it was, no one was getting
past the Secret Service personnel stationed at all the entrances
leading in and out of this notable venue for such parties as this
inaugural ball.

No one accept Morgan Sanders, a.k.a., X
Force, who naturally was able to make himself appear to not be in
attendance merely by utilizing certain key powers in order to cause
light to pass around him, giving the appearance that he was
invisible, though nothing had altered his own form at all.

This had allowed him to walk right by those
at the front door who were insidiously inspecting every guest,
every vehicle that arrived, ensuring that everyone was who they
purported themselves to be.

Dressed in the most expensive tuxedo he could
steal, Morgan Sanders strode past the Secret Service personnel
without anyone looking his direction for the briefest of moments.
His light-bending manipulation had been that good.

Now, as he walked into the building within
this nation’s capitol where so many dignitaries and celebrities
were mingling together, he stepped off to one side near a wall,
then dropped his cloaking device, as he had come to think of it. He
then stood for all to see, though few even glanced his way, not
seeing him as anyone of particular notice, perhaps thinking of him
merely as one of the many SS or FBI agents in attendance.

Morgan grinned his off-to-the-side trademark
grin. At this particular moment anonymity was better than infamy.
It was the fact that he was a nobody that kept him from drawing
attention until the moment was right. Then he would make his mark
and become the most infamous person who had ever lived.

He had it all planned out. Since the
President, of all the people here, was the most watched and
protected of all in attendance, he would wait until just after she
gave her speech, then activate his stop-action ability. He had
managed to widen this power’s field in order to encompass an area
of one hundred feet, which would be most of that space where the
President and the highest dignitaries would be at that particular
moment.

Although those on the periphery might not be
affected, they would be unable to do anything to stop the crime
being committed before their very eyes. Anyone entering within the
perimeter of his one hundred foot hunting ground would immediately
become as immobile as everyone else. Even a bullet fired at high
velocity would instantly lose all momentum as soon as it entered
his erected field.

Naturally, once he had relieved the President
and all the guests closest to her of their jewelry, he would stride
through the rest of the rooms set aside for the party, retrieving
all the jewelry possible, since his field would move along with
him.

What a sight it would be to see the Secret
Service trying in vain to apprehend him. He couldn’t wait to see
the faces of those agents as they rushed in to the affected area,
only to find themselves unable to perform their duties to this
newest and most notable of all the presidents before her. Then,
he’d decided, once he had in his possession all the items of value
among those present, he would do the most outrageous thing possible
in such a setting – he would come back here to the platform where
the President still stood immobile and strip her naked, then fuck
her raw while the television cameras continued to transmit
everything live for everyone around the nation to witness. And no
one anywhere would have the ability to stop him.

Failure to these people, the Secret Service
and FBI, was the worst thing that could happen. Being unable to
protect the President was the worst failure any of them could
conceive of. And he, X Force, was going to make this failure a
reality for many dozens of agents tonight.

He couldn’t stop himself from chuckling,
which attracted the attention of a few people passing by, since he
was standing by himself. He glanced about and noticed a man fitting
the description to a T of an SS agent, walking his way, directly
toward him, as though he had noticed Morgan wasn’t someone he
recognized on the guest list and was about to check his identity.
The man was talking into his wrist. A sure sign of a federal agent.
If only these people could see how stupid they looked to everyone
else, their sleeves lifted up to their mouths while they spoke
seemingly to no one. How ludicrous.

As the agent came within a few feet of him,
Morgan Sanders reached out mentally and touched this man with his
mind, tweaking his memory so that he saw only those people he was
expected to see at this ball.

“Never mind,” he heard the agent speak into
his cuff. “False alarm.”

Morgan slipped silently away from that area,
wanting to move about and inspect the many pieces of jewelry he
would take home with him tonight, stopping in front of many of the
women wearing the most expensive jewelry and reaching out, taking
hold of the jewelry itself, usually necklaces, right off the bare
flesh just above the cleavage of these women in order to inspect
it. Naturally he had kept these women from noticing what he was
doing so that all of them continued on speaking with whomever they
were in conversation with, those other people also not noticing how
this man brazenly invaded the private space of all these high level
guests of the President.

Several of the ladies whose jewelry he had
inspected had been lovely enough that he had taken the time to
caress their ample breasts, even dipping his hand down between
their breasts, inspecting their cleavage as well. It had been fun,
but he had done so selectively and covertly, not wanting to blow
his cover before he was ready.

He glanced about at the various SS agents and
thought briefly of having these agents do something foolish that
would embarrass not only themselves, but the entirety of the
Service, rejecting the thought almost as quickly as he thought it.
That would be interesting and fulfilling, but might also prove to
tip his hand to the Service, alerting them to the fact that
something had occurred that shouldn’t, making them perhaps consider
that someone was here who meant harm.

No, he would bide his time until that right
moment. It would come soon enough. He expected it, could almost
taste it on his tongue. What a moment it would be. He smiled once
more, but since several people had just entered the room where he
was now at the edge of, they assumed he was smiling at them and
bowed their heads, making the accepted insignificant mouthings of
greeting everyone always made at such times in such places.
Greetings that meant nothing.

Such openly pompous windbags. How he hated
these people and everything they stood for. They made themselves
all appear to be bastions of decency, but in reality they
controlled the mewling masses far worse than he ever could with his
powers of manipulation. At least he was honest in how he presented
himself to the world. Everyone who watched video clips of his
crimes knew he was a disgusting criminal, at least in their minds.
These surrounding him now, however, put on façades more pretentious
than any he could imagine.

He shook his head and almost walked into the
back of a man who had just entered with a woman on his arm. The man
glanced at him as he recovered from his faux pas and smiled. Morgan
Sanders looked back in astonishment at the man he had almost bowled
over. Even in his own world this man had made himself famous, both
in the movie industry and in the realm of politics as the governor
of California, or the Governator, as people liked to call
this man so famous for his science fiction movies concerning a
bleak outlook for humanity’s future.

He paused and listened a moment as four-time
elected Governor Arnold Schwarzenegger laughed at a joke he
himself was telling about himself.

“Yes,” he said in his still thick accent, “I
am considering running for President in four years. Now that
Congress has passed a Constitutional amendment allowing
foreign-born nationalized citizens who have been a part of this
country more than twenty years to run for and hold that office, I
figure, why not?”

The big man shrugged his shoulders as he
sipped from the champagne flute he held in his muscular hand.

“After all, the people of California have
elected me four times in a row. I figure it’s only a short time
before they realize I’m actually not that good an actor and call
for my resignation.”

This was the point where the action
hero-turned-California governor had laughed at his own joke, made
even funnier by the fact that the man and woman he was speaking to,
dignitaries from France, had been shocked by such a forthright
statement from a political figure, not understanding it was all
said tongue-in-cheek.

“That was a joke,” Schwarzenegger leaned
slightly forward, smiling, as he assured his audience he wasn’t
being serious.

Frenchmen. How could anyone live their lives
so totally devoid of humor as the French seemed to? At least the
French enjoyed sex to a high degree.

Morgan had found himself enjoying the humor
of this man who had managed to make so much of himself since moving
to America in the 1970s. True, he had been one of the least
talented of actors when he first began, but with all those pulling
for him once he began making inroads to political contacts, he had
quickly risen within power both in movies and politics.

Naturally, marrying into the famed Kennedy
family, the First Family of American politics, hadn’t been a bad
move, either.

Noticing a slight change in the crowd milling
about him, Morgan knew it was almost time for President Monique
Alvarez-Jenkins to make her speech. He joined in with the crowd as
everyone moved toward the area where the President herself was
already ascending the stairs in order to take her place at the
dais.

Watching from the midst of this crowd, Morgan
sensed a certain type of mood he hadn’t expected. There was of
course the timber of underlying excitement which permeated such a
crowd as this under such momentous circumstances, but also, there
was something not quite right he began feeling.

Extending his senses outward, Morgan finally
located the source of the unexpected mood just as more than a dozen
men and women dressed in suits that marked them as being an FBI
contingent withdrew their automatic weapons from their shoulder
holsters and fired them into the heads of the Secret Service agents
they stood next to. Blood splattered every direction, soiling the
gowns and tuxedos of all those near enough to this shocking carnage
as these now obviously false FBI agents turned their weapons onto
those dignitaries closest to them, holding dozens of people hostage
under threat of instant death if anyone dared to interfere with
their plans.

Even on the dais where President
Alvarez-Jenkins stood the same carnage had been enacted. The Secret
Service agents behind her had all been executed in the same fashion
as the others on the floor. Two of the false agents, one man and
one woman, now stood with their weapons nestled against the temples
of the President-elect of the United States of America.

 


* * *

 


 



CHAPTER EIGHT

 


 


Although furious that others had stepped in
and ruined the scenario he had built within his mind on how he
would stage his own coup, Morgan Sanders stood in the midst of this
crowd of now frightened diplomats and celebrities, all being held
hostage by persons unknown at the current time. He remained silent
and alert, watching, as was everyone else gathered here, to see how
this was about to be played out.

“Ladies and gentlemen,” a man had assumed the
main position on the Presidential dais, speaking now into the
microphone in order to garner the attention of those present.
“Please remain calm. I know some of you are concerned that your
expensive clothing has been ruined by the blood-spatter from these
so-noble agents who have been dispatched from this life to the
next, but please be reassured that any competent dry cleaners will
be able to remove these stains and make them look as good as
new.”

So this man had a sense of humor about him,
Morgan considered, listening to the words the man spoke. Humor was
good. It proved he wasn’t a complete monster, not that anyone was
going to believe that, since he had murdered so many agents in
order to carry out his plans, whatever they might be.

“We of the FEU, the Free European
Union, comprised of many different European nationalities all
joined together in order to see all of Europe freed from the too
obvious manipulations of certain wealthy individuals to bring all
of Europe under the control of one unified government, have staged
this coup in order to alert the world that this body of covert
people not only desire to control Europe, but have as their
intentions a plan in which they will eventually pull America into
their union, thus making your own nation as well as our many
nations, part of their undying dynasty that will rule the world for
their descendants many generations to come.”

So that was it, Morgan mused, taking a sip
from the champagne flute he had liberated from a woman standing
next to him. She was losing her grip on the stemware as she
attempted to understand what was happening about her. Had Morgan
not taken the flute from her she would have dropped it to the
floor, causing a mess someone would have to clean up.

Not that the blood staining the carpet all
around wasn’t enough of a mess already, but Morgan had been thirsty
anyway, and had decided this was the best way in which he could
quench his thirst while helping to maintain order.

He had stood listening to the words of this
upstart, understanding everything being said and yawning in the
process. He had often heard this same conspiracy being passed
around on his own Earth, that there was a group of wealthy
individuals in Europe who were making plans for their descendants’
future in bringing about this one world government. Obviously the
same view held on this Earth. Maybe there was something to it.

Morgan sympathized, but really, what could
such a small group of so obviously hostile people do to stop such a
plan? Nothing. No one was about to listen to their rantings, no
matter how calmly they were spoken. All anyone would remember about
this night and these people is that they murdered innocent men and
women in order to make their demands of peace and autonomy for all
the European nations currently involved in this scheme to control
the world.

He had to admit to himself they had
instituted a great plan. How long had these been working to
infiltrate the very ranks of the FBI itself in order to pull off
this coup? Or had they infiltrated the FBI? Perhaps they had
merely been in a position to impersonate a contingent of FBI agents
in order to gain access to this most secure of all political
functions. Although that in itself must have been quite a difficult
feat to accomplish. Where had they gotten the phony IDs for pulling
off this ruse? Or were the IDs real? He had to give them credit,
this was a masterful plan.

Too bad their plan was doomed to failure or
he might be in the mood to hire them on for future jobs where he
would need more than himself alone.

And had he not had the intent of pulling off
his own coup this night, their own might very well have succeeded.
Of course, he was certain the entire United States military had
already been notified that armed gunmen had taken over the
President’s Inaugural Ball and was holding everyone, including the
new president-elect, hostage at gunpoint. If armed forces weren't
already on the street out in front of the Washington Convention
Center, they would be soon enough.

They would be too late, however, since Morgan
felt that this event and the people gathered here were his and his
alone to hold hostage. Now, however, he would have to go about his
ruse differently. It was going to be necessary for him, the
Villain of the moment, to become the Hero of the
moment and save the unworthy asses of all these overstuffed
politicos, whether he actually wanted to or not. God, it already
weighed heavily on his mind to even think about saving these
pompous politicians, no matter who they were.

Hmm, considering the implications of this new
plan, perhaps it was for the best that this had happened,
interrupting his original plan. If he stepped in and saved the
President of the United States, as well as all her guests, he would
be acclaimed as a global hero. Not something he had ever imagined
happening to him, and certainly not something he coveted. Infamy
was more his style.

Considering the current events, however, it
would be an even greater coup later on if this one man, himself,
who saved the lives of the first female president, were to later
stage a coup similar to what he had intended for tonight...well,
that would indeed be an even bigger black mark against National
Security forces than this one had he been successful in it tonight.
Imagine the outcry when the man who had been the world's greatest
hero was found to be its greatest villain. God, it already made him
horny just thinking about it.

Yes, he smiled gleefully, this was the way to
go on this issue. Save the President, abscond with the world.

Hah! He liked the sound of that.

Returning his gaze to the fools up on the
dais, Morgan Sanders slipped unnoticed through the crowd, making
his way through to the center of those gathered at the front of the
room. That would be the best spot for staging his rescue coup.

Moving in between several people who were
obviously prominent, he glanced to his left and noticed he was once
more standing next to California Governor Arnold Schwarzenegger.
Interesting that he would be next to this man who had originally
made his name and fortune out of being an action hero at the moment
when he himself was about to debut as the only real action hero in
existence. Perhaps fate had a sense of humor after all.

The Governator must have sensed his being
stared at. The muscular man looked to his right and noticed Morgan
looking at him. Morgan smiled, nodded his head almost imperceptibly
and said, “This one’s in your honor, Arnie.”

The California governor appeared perplexed at
the statement barely whispered loud enough for he himself to hear
it. In his honor? What was in his honor?

Before he could ask the unknown man what he
meant by that, the man did the utmost in unexpected moves the
governor could have conceived of and shot straight up into the air,
two large wings having unfurled from his back, actually grown right
through the material that comprised the man's tuxedo jacket, as he
levitated upwards so rapidly. Then the man’s own clothing, a very
nicely tailored tuxedo, if Arnold was any judge of such clothing,
and he was, quickly altered to appear as a skin-tight blue and
purple action outfit that fit the man like a second skin.

“What the hell?” the Governator blurted out
as every eye in the room moved from the man on the dais speaking
into the microphone to the man flapping his wings ten feet above
their heads.

"Now that is a great action sequence,"
the Governator spoke aloud to himself.

A loud murmur droned throughout the vast
room. All those who had been quietly, mutely in fact, waiting to
see what these murderers would do with the President and
themselves, now stood agog at the spectacle hovering in the air
above them.

“Put down your weapons,” X Force’s loud voice
spoke evenly, calmly throughout the entire room. He had no need for
a microphone or any other amplification devices. He was capable of
making his voice so that every person in the room heard him equally
as well as the rest.

“Your actions and concerns have been noted by
the press, but now is not the time or place for such address of
grievances.”

X Force knew this speech he had cobbled
together on the spur of the moment wasn’t going to result in these
people giving up and turning their weapons over to him. He hadn’t
expected it would. His words served only one purpose – to make the
world aware that he existed and had taken control over this fiasco
that even the FBI and Secret Service had been unable to
prevent.

Standing momentarily in awe of this man who
not only was defying the very law of gravity, but had two large
golden-brown wings flapping from his back, the man standing at the
microphone, who had mistakenly thought he was in charge, seemed
almost comical with his mouth hanging slack-jawed the way it
was.

Finally, the man, the self-styled leader of
the FEU, regained enough of his senses to stammer an order to those
who followed him and were a part of his European team of
terrorists.

“Shoot him!” the man ordered, pointing the
index finger of his right hand directly at the hovering winged
man.

X Force smiled as his head dipped
ever-so-slightly. His eyes narrowed, not that anyone watching could
see them do so. Everyone was too busy reacting in fear to the many
sounds of gunfire that echoed throughout this elegant room for the
second time tonight.

All about the room, those who had been
holding their weapons against the heads of their hostages, pointed
the weapons at the man hanging impossibly in the air. The weapons
all discharged – each one several times. All that occurred from
these actions were that the slugs from the weapons dissolved into
their basest of molecules as they neared their target. He didn't
want anyone being hurt by the ricocheting slugs or he would have
allowed them to bounce of his body instead. That move had always
seemed so cool to him when he'd seen it used with others.

“I said, put down your weapons,” X Force
repeated himself, the attempt at killing him so obviously a
failure.

Those of the FEU scattered about the room
stood in more awe and shock than before. How had this man not been
killed, at least hurt by their gunfire? Was he wearing some form of
bulletproof garments?

The man standing at the dais reached into the
jacket of his suit and withdrew his own weapon, aiming it carefully
at the head of the winged man before him.

X Force did the unexpected at this point and
moved forward slowly until he hung in the air a mere three feet
from the man aiming his gun at him.

“Is this a better target for you?” X Force
asked calmly, still smiling.

The FEU leader stood in shocked fear for a
moment, having thought that certainly this man was about to do
something that would divest him of his weapon, but no, he had
simply placed himself in a more advantageous position for being
killed by the lethal weapon the leader of the FEU held. Or had
he?

Stilling the trembling he noticed had
overcome his gun-wielding hand, the terrorist aimed the weapon
directly at his target’s forehead and pulled the trigger.

All about the room women screamed, most of
those watching pulled back as the force of the discharged weapon
thundered throughout the room. The slug fired from the barrel of
the weapon, however, merely passed straight through the head of
this costumed man, flying along its natural trajectory higher into
the air until it struck the ceiling high above the crowd and
imbedded itself there.

“You can’t defeat me,” X Force spoke now so
that only those surrounding the dais, this man leading these
terrorists, the President, her husband and several others, as well
as those terrorists holding weapons to their hostages’ heads once
more, heard his words.

“Maybe not,” the terrorist leader quipped,
his right hand now turning so that it pointed directly at the
President of the United States, “But I can kill her.”

Before the weapon could discharge once more,
the weapon dissolved, it’s once solid form of metal disintegrating
before the very eyes of everyone in the room. The FEU leader now
stood in horror as his hand clenched around – nothing.

All about the room every member of this
terrorist organization stood in awe as their weapons disintegrated
in the same fashion as had their leader’s.

"Now, imagine if I did that same thing to
each one of you." The smile on this winged man who seemed so
self-assured completely unnerved the leader of the FEU.

Hesitating too long in uncertainty as to what
he and his fellow FEU members should do, the sweat-drenched
terrorist was further surprised to find himself losing
consciousness. He never knew what this upstart had done to cause
his lack of consciousness, any more than any of his
comrades-in-arms knew what caused their own unconsciousness. All
any of them knew was that at one moment they were standing next to
those people they had been holding hostage – the next they were
waking up in various cells of a jail which they would never be able
to escape.

All those gathered about the room knew
exactly what had happened to these former terrorists, for every
person had been watching, their eyes glued to the man hovering
above the dais as his body had burst forth in a brilliant flash of
energy that sent tiny sparks, balls of energy, streaking in every
direction, somehow targeting only those who were terrorists,
striking these people in their foreheads so that they immediately
lost consciousness and fell to the floor.

Without turning to examine his handiwork, X
Force merely touched down on the dais, his feet lightly landing on
the stage where the President still stood in shock, wondering what
was going to happen next.

The costumed savior had walked forward,
taking the President’s hands in his own and spoken quietly in a
concerned voice, “Are you all right Madame President?”

It was at that moment that she did herself
proud by resisting the urge to faint. It wouldn’t do for the most
powerful political figure in the world to fall to the feet of the
man who had just saved her life before she could even begin to take
charge of her office.

“I, yes, I’m fine, thank you,” President
Alvarez-Jenkins managed to speak, though her voice was dry,
parched, from all the fear that had filled her mind, and the
confusion concerning exactly how this man had accomplished the
amazing feats he had.

“Move away, folks. Let us through!” The
voices came from behind them as a contingent of armed men in suits
pushed their way hurriedly through the room in order to make their
way to the place where their President stood confronted by an
unknown man of unbelievable power. They had no way of knowing if
this man wasn’t himself a threat to the President.

“Back away!” the agent-in-charge of the SS
personnel ordered the costumed man standing where he was actually
holding the hands of the President.

“I said back away, mister. I won’t say it
again.”

“Lower your weapons,” President
Alvarez-Jenkins ordered the AIC, her face now stern, determined.
“This man just saved the lives of every person in this room, mine
included. I think that should afford him a little trust by the
Service, don’t you?”

The AIC found his gun-wielding hand dipping
slightly. He knew procedure called for him to remain in position
until the possible threat was controlled. But with the President
herself commanding him to stand down…

“Did you hear me, agent?” President
Alvarez-Jenkins reiterated herself. “I know you are acting under
procedure. But I say this man is not a threat. Not to me or anyone
else in this room. Is that understood?”

The AIC finally lowered his weapon, but did
not yet reholster it. He wasn’t about to under the
circumstances.

“Madame President,” the AIC offered his words
quietly, though yet with authority, “We don’t as yet know if all
the hostiles have been caught.”

“They have all been subdued,” X Force turned
to look into the eyes of this man who continued to hold his weapon
in a position that would allow him to bring it to bear against
himself if the necessity presented itself.

“How do we know that?” the AIC demanded of
this as yet unknown man.

“Because my mind sought them out and targeted
every one of them. Your agents have already taken every one of the
terrorists into custody. The President and everyone else here is
now safe.”

For a moment no one spoke, no one moved.
Finally, President Alvarez-Jenkins reached forward and held her
hand out in offering to this man who had saved her life. The AIC
looked at her proffered hand, and then at the man she was extending
it to. He was yet watching for any act of complicity on the part of
this unknown with those whom he had subdued, knowing that such
could have been an elaborate ruse to gain the confidence of the
President herself. He was right, but no one was about to believe
him, having too many eye-witnesses to the contrary, every one of
them unimpeachable in their testimony that this man was indeed a
hero.

X Force extended his right hand and gripped
the President’s firmly, not holding it too long, knowing the AIC
was counting the seconds in his mind.

Releasing the President’s hand, X Force
smiled warmly. “It has been an honor serving you, Madame
President.”

“No, sir,” the President returned with a
cheerful countenance, “It has been an honor being saved by you.

“What is your name?” Alvarez-Jenkins asked,
now assuming the aura and mantle of the President she was elected
to be.

“You may call me X Force,” he responded
calmly. “I know it’s a bit presumptuous, or perhaps I should say
preposterous, but that is the name I have chosen to be known by in
this persona. I’m certain you can understand why I would choose not
to reveal my more normal name at this time.”

“No matter what name you choose to call
yourself by, X Force, I am very pleased you were present and
managed to perform the um, preposterous acts you have tonight. How
exactly did you do all of that?”

“Well,” X Force began, looking every bit like
an embarrassed boy who has just been asked to explain how he built
the winning car in a box car derby.

“Madame President,” Samuel Morton, the
current Chief of Staff of the White House interrupted the
explanation, causing X Force’s eyes to momentarily and very briefly
assume a look of hostility that he had been interrupted in such a
manner. He quickly resumed his calmer demeanor as the Chief of
Staff completed his plea to the President.

“I’m afraid I’m going to have to pull you
away from this, uh, meeting. After all that’s happened here
tonight, I think it best that we move you to a more secure
location.”

As the President was about to object to this
assessment, X Force himself understood this was a moment when he
would be able to solidify his assumed personality to the White
House staff and the Secret Service by agreeing to this move on
grounds of national security.

“Madame President,” X Force leaned toward
her, seeing the AIC in the corner of his eye, his still-drawn
weapon about to rise toward this perceived threat. “I agree with
this decision. It seems best under the circumstances to move you
somewhere else. There's no way of knowing whether any others of
this group might have been stationed covertly in case something
went wrong."

X Force knew perfectly well none of the FEU
members remained as a threat. His mind had searched out each and
every one of them and rendered them all unconscious.

“It’s a shame to bring a halt to your
congratulatory ball so early, but these men are right. This is no
longer the safest place for you to be, even though I can assure you
the current threat has been completely disposed of.”

Alvarez-Jenkins seemed pleased with the
agreement her savior had voiced. Still, she wanted to know more
about this man and his unusual abilities.

“Please contact me in the coming days,” she
once more extended her hand to her savior, who took it only briefly
so that she could be led away. “I do so want to speak with you at
greater length, elsewhere.”

“Certainly, Madame President,” X Force
agreed. “I will get in touch with you. Rest assured of that
fact.”

He watched the President being led away,
aware that although the AIC had accompanied the President, several
other agents now stood about him, at a safe distance, unaware that
no distance was safe enough if he so chose to act against them.

“Well,” he smiled broadly to the agents about
him, “It’s been fun, boys. Sorry for all your fellow agents who
were slaughtered here tonight. That was a highly regrettable act. I
wish I could have known that was about to happen and saved their
lives as well.”

The wings unfurled once more on the back of
this mysterious hero, but as he prepared to flap his wings he was
once more interrupted.

“Hold on,” Governor Schwarzenegger placed a
restraining hand upon his shoulder, catching him completely
off-guard. “I want to personally thank you for what you did
tonight. That was fantastic the way you took care of those
terrorists.

“I would like to talk to you in private about
what happened here tonight and how you did all this. Would that be
all right with you?”

For the first time since arriving on this
world X Force found himself confounded by an unexpected turn of
events. Arnold Schwarzenegger was asking permission to speak with
him?

“Of course,” he replied almost too meekly.
“It would be an honor, Governor.”

“Call me Arnie,” the governor slapped him on
the shoulder. “After all, you did earlier.”

After locating a small room slightly off the
main hallway and clearing with the Secret Service that it would be
all right for him to use this room for awhile, Governor
Schwarzenegger ushered the bemused villain-turned-hero into the
room, closing the door behind them.

“Please, take a seat. Make yourself
comfortable,” Arnold gestured toward several chairs set up in a
fashion that encouraged more intimate conversation.

X Force attempted to set himself in one of
the chairs, but found that with the wings upon his back as large as
they were, sitting in a regular chair was not possible. He located
a plush footstool and moved it over to where he could sit with this
governor.

Looking askance at this star of so many
action movies he had watched as a teenager and young adult. He was
almost mesmerized by the man’s mere appearance, having admired the
many roles this actor-turned-governor had developed over his years
in movies.

“Don’t look at me that way,” Arnold grinned
sheepishly. “I feel like a lone stripper on stage at a
male-enhancement seminar.”

“Sorry,” X Force blushed, looking down at the
floor briefly, then back up into the eyes of this physically, as
well as politically powerful man.

“It’s just that I…”

“I know,” Arnold interrupted, holding a hand
out in a placating gesture. “You grew up on my movies. I hear it
all the time. It’s flattering, but coming from someone like you,
who actually has such great, unnatural power at his disposal…”

“It isn’t actually unnatural,” X Force
affirmed, smiling. “In fact, for me at least, it’s the most natural
thing in existence.”

“What do you mean?” Arnold knit his brows
together in a querulous manner.

“I mean I was born with the power you see in
me. Not all of it,” he quickly caught himself and decided it would
be best if he wasn’t too self-seeking so soon in his relationship
with the people of this world.

With a silent questioning look from the
governor, he continued.

“I was born with a certain amount of power at
my disposal. At least, the genetics were inside me since birth.
It’s this way with many people on my planet…”

“Wait a minute!” Arnold interrupted, leaning
forward with a look of stark concern on his face. “You’re from
another planet? You aren’t human?”

X Force briefly chuckled before continuing.
“No, I’m human, all right. And I’m also a natural born American as
well as a citizen of Earth. Just not this Earth.

“You see, he went on before he could be
interrupted once more. “On the Earth I’m from in a parallel
dimension to this one, certain people are born with the DNA
necessary to bring about certain powers at puberty and sometimes a
bit sooner, as happened with me. No one knows why this is or how to
predict who will receive these powers, but it is a fact that it
happens.

“I managed to be one of the lucky ones, I
guess I could say, and later, as an adult with more control over my
powers, joined a team of similarly-powered individuals whose sole
goal was to protect the Earth from others of Power who had decided
to use their gifts for selfish reasons.”

“Ah, so you were part of a hero team fighting
against villains. I see,” Arnold mused, placing a hand up to his
chin and rubbing it slowly in contemplation.

“Right. At one point during an encounter
with, oh, I guess I would have to say with someone who was perhaps
the most cunning of our adversaries, there was an explosion.
Somehow this explosion managed to tear a rift in the fabric of
space,” he immediately held a hand out to stop his listener from
interrupting, even as Arnold had with him earlier.

“I know – it sounds like one of the movies
you were in so many years back. But it’s true. All of it.

“I came to on this version of Earth with no
idea how I got here or how to get back. And unfortunately,” he
paused here for a brief dramatic effect, having learned well from
the movies of Arnold Schwarzenegger, as well as certain others, “I
believe I must have been the only one of my compatriots to have
survived the explosion and the subsequent expulsion through this
rift in dimensions. I say this, because, as I healed from my
injuries on this Earth I found to my amazement that I had acquired
the abilities of those teammates I had been fighting alongside of
that day.”

“What? You mean the powers you displayed here
tonight came from other beings like you?” Clearly the former movie
star was astounded by the revelation he had heard. It was even more
unbelievable and amazing than any script he had ever read in
preparation for a movie role.

“That’s what happened, Arnie,” X Force did
his best to assimilate a contrite façade, hoping the man seated
before him wasn’t astute enough to pick out the lies in his
story.

“There are times when I hope that somehow
those abilities only duplicated over into me and that my partners
are yet alive on our own Earth, or perhaps living on alternate
worlds under similar circumstances to mine.”

For long moments afterward both men sat in
silence until Arnold decided to break the uneasy quiet.

“That’s the most amazing thing I ever heard,”
he shook his head and smiled in wonderment. “And although it would
be a terrible waste of life if your friends did die in the blast
that brought you to this planet, I for one am glad you did manage
to get here.

“Had you remained on your own Earth, there
might have been a lot more dead people here at this inaugural ball
tonight than there already was. You saved a lot of people – what
did you say your name was – X Force?”

“That’s right,” X Force affirmed. “It’s due
to my having such forceful, unknown power at my disposal. I guess I
could have come up with a better, more descriptive name, but
considering all the abilities I now have, I needed something that
would exemplify the totality of these powers, not delineate only
one or two of them.”

“Ok, now you’re using words that are too big
for me,” Arnold laughed aloud. “I’m more used to, ‘Don’t be such
a girlie-man’. Things like that.”

They both joined in laughing at the
governor’s self-abasement.

“Look,” Arnold went on finally. “The reason I
wanted to talk to you and learn something about you is that aside
from being a very welcome hero on this world, I think you might be
able to bring a great addition to action movies.”

This announcement was something that caught
the powered being entirely off-guard. He wasn’t at all expecting to
have someone tell him he should use his abilities to star in
movies.

“What I mean,” Arnold continued, seeing the
blank look on the hero’s face, “Is that although I’m not making
movies any longer, I still know a lot of people involved in that
business. I think I can put you in touch with the people who will
be able to do something with your story. Maybe you wouldn’t play
the part – who knows? But at least you have a saleable story that
would make for a great movie.

“And think about it, if you have a movie made
that shows your origin and how you came to be on this planet – this
version of this planet, at least, it might help people to
understand who you are and what to expect of you as a hero
here.”

X Force remained silent for a few more
moments, looking at the floor in consideration of this offer. The
governor allowed him the quiet time to think about the offer.

“I’m not so sure about this…” he began, being
cut off once more by Arnold.

“Here,” the governor handed over a business
card to the other, who took it and perused it as Arnold finished
talking.

“Think this over and get back with me in a
few days, all right? Do you have a cell phone?”

With a wry smile crossing X Force’s face, the
cell phone in Arnold’s tuxedo jacket rang instantly. The star
looked apologetically as he withdrew the phone and answered it.
Oddly enough the name appearing on the screen of the phone
displayed as X Force, though Arnold knew he had never programmed in
a number for the man seated before him.

“Hello? Who is this?” He looked directly at
the hero as he spoke, wondering how what he thought was happening
could possibly be real.

“Governor Schwarzenegger,” the familiar sound
of X Force’s voice came over the cell phone, although the governor
found himself listening to this hero speak without his lips moving
in the least as he continued watching him.

“This is X Force. Don’t worry. I can contact
you at any time I please.”

“That was amazing!” Arnold exclaimed, closing
the phone and putting it back inside his pocket. “You did that
completely with your mind?”

“Exactly,” X Force grinned. “I can do a lot
of things you have no idea about - Arnie.”

 


* * *

 


 



CHAPTER NINE

 


 


Three thirty-seven in the morning, X Force
stood atop the Empire State Building, not just on the highest
observation deck that tourists can reach for looking down upon New
York city, but actually up on the very top, up where the spire
reaches up to the sky, the place where in the movie, King
Kong stood holding onto Faye Wray and swatted at
airplanes trying to shoot him down.

He stood with his wings outstretched,
slightly flapping in order to keep from falling off the top of this
building that was once the tallest in the city.

“What the hell is wrong with you?” he spoke
to himself, his mood agitated, irritated, not at all happy with
himself.

“Sure, those other guys interfered with your
plan, your heist. Sure, they came along and everyone got exited and
it somehow just seemed like the right thing to do – and so
you stepped in and saved the day.

“Saved the day? Saved the fucking
day!?”

In one hand a ball of electrical energy
formed to the size of a basketball. He hurled it far out over the
city where it exploded in the air, the released energy streaking in
every direction possible, much of it striking various objects,
signs, buildings, breaking window panes and causing small chunks of
buildings to explode outward, strewing out upon the ground beneath
them. Fortunately, this early in the morning there were few people
about to be harmed by this outburst.

The villain-turned-hero, at least for this
night, now squatted atop the very peak of this famous building,
though still in heated argument with himself.

“Sure, stopping the terrorists was the
right thing to do. You didn’t want them making off with
your loot. But once you had those dirt-bags under
control, why didn’t you just turn your power against the rest of
the Secret Service and FBI and do what you intended on
doing? Why didn’t you take the fucking President and all her
high-class, political, snob-assed friends and hold them hostage the
way you were supposed to do, making off with all their goddamned
jewelry?

“Why did you have to be the hero?

“HERO! The newly-styled X FUCKING
Force, the villain to beat all villains and you had to be
the good guy?”

Standing to his feet once more he grabbed
hold of the spire, absently twirled himself about on the rooftop,
the sleeping city below him whirling about within his vision as he
spun, holding to this giant needle.

“And the whole world would have cringed at
the very sound of your name from then on,” he sighed heavily,
shaking his head.

He stopped whirling and realized he had
exerted a great amount of force while performing that act. Somehow
in his agitation he had utilized the gravitronic power of adding
strength and mass to his form. The spire that for more than a
century had stood straight up into the sky now bent at a good
eighteen-degree angle.

X Force shook his head, then leapt from the
building, ignoring the damage he had done to this most famous
landmark. That was for someone else to worry about. He had done
enough good deeds for one night. More than enough good deeds to
last him a lifetime.

His wings spread out wide. The powered being
soared down between the buildings that formed a veritable canyon
experience for someone like himself who was able to fly aloft
within the very fabric of the air. Swerving side-to-side, he barely
missed colliding with the man-made structures as he continued on
with his errant aimlessness, wandering through this darkness dotted
by the many lights from both the buildings, advertising billboards,
and the city street lights far below.

He felt good flying about this way. No wonder
Eagle enjoyed his power. It was a great power. To be able to soar
through the air like a bird, to feel the wind rushing back against
your body, to feel good about…

Feel good!? He screamed silently at
himself within his mind, the former agitation he had thought gone
returning in force.

“You aren’t supposed to feel good
about yourself, asshole!” he screamed now at the top of his
lungs, mindless of anyone who might be sleeping in the many
apartment buildings he zoomed past.

“You are a villain. The Villain of all ages.
People are supposed to fear you, not ask you if you want to star in
action movies.

“What the hell is wrong with you?” he
repeated the query, though still not receiving an answer that
satisfied him.

The only answer he gave himself was to pull
his wings in tight against his back, causing his body to cease its
forward movement and begin dropping towards the ground. Only the
momentum wasn’t fast enough for him, so he increased his mass by
drawing upon the gravity of the planet until he was dropping
straight down, his arms thrust forward with fists leading the
way.

He then rearranged his molecules so his body
was now diamond hard, then increased the mass of that even more,
making himself far harder than any diamond had ever been in the
history of the world.

When he hit the pavement of the deserted
street below, his massively hardened form struck with a ferocity
that shook the city for several blocks and dug a pit in the road
that extended into the ground for nearly a mile. His super-dense
body hurtled through the asphalt, passing the open cavern of a
subway tunnel built beneath the street and continuing on a long
ways before finally stopping.

At the bottom of the pit he turned himself
about and looked up. Barely was he able to see light at the top of
this shaft not much wider than the girth of his own body.

“Genius. There’s no room for spreading your
wings, asshole. How do you expect to get yourself out of this
mess?”

The disturbed being looked toward his feet
and shook his head.

“You just aren’t doing anything right
tonight, are you?”

Without another word, he vanished, leaving
behind a pit that the city of New York would have to deal with, as
well as the completely demolished road that had shattered upon
impact from this hurtling body. The pavement of the street buckled
and split as shock waves spread out from the epicenter, causing the
asphalt to erupt up and down the block, upsetting the cars parked
along this once relatively quiet neighborhood, most of them having
been moved from where they sat while those closest to the impact
point had been tossed over onto their sides or tops.

The insurance companies would be furious by
the amount of money they would be paying out for this damage no one
could explain.

Those living here in the apartment buildings
were woken by the earthquake and the noise of the impact. Many of
them wandered out from their apartments, still dressed in their
night-clothes, some with robes covering them, others with their
nightgowns or pajamas displayed to the rest of the citizens living
about them. No one cared how anyone was dressed this early in the
morning. They were all too busy marveling at the destruction to
their neighborhood and wondering how such had come about.

High up in the sky once more, his wings
keeping him aloft, X Force continued to contemplate what had gone
wrong. Why he had saved those he had intended upon robbing. No
answer came from within his mind. As hard as he tried, he couldn’t
figure out what it had been about the situation that had caused him
to act so contrary to his normal character.

“I know what you need,” he finally told
himself. “You need to get laid.”

With that thought in mind he soared above the
streets of the city, locating one of the many areas where hookers
plied their trade. He flew above them unseen, scanning them with
his eyes, infiltrating their minds to search within them and find
one he might like.

“No,” he told himself. “Not these. They’re
too – professional about sex. What I need is someone normal. A
woman who wants sex, or at least can be made to want
sex tonight.”

His mind made up, he vanished from the city
sky, reappearing in the sky above Seattle, Washington. After all,
at almost four o’clock in the morning east coast time, there was
little-to-no-chance of locating the kind of woman he desired. Out
here on the west coast where the time difference was three hours
earlier he might have a better chance.

This Being of Power flew above this largest
of northwest cities, still nothing as big or intricate as New York
City, but with plenty of action even this time of morning for
someone who was seeking it.

Flying along above the buildings he located
the district where many bars were located, his mind actively
searching for someone he wanted.

Damn, this was the wrong idea, too. At one
o’clock in the morning west coast time most of the women had gone
home, either with someone they had already decided upon, or back to
their own homes, having given up the search. Those who were left
were to him as the dregs of womanhood, barely able to be looked
upon, let alone taken to bed and fucked properly. No wonder these
women remained alone in the bars. They were desperate.

What a fruitless, wasted night this had
turned out to be. Nothing had gone right. Nothing.

Then a thought occurred to him – what about
the worshippers of Gaia? He had left them with the thought of his
eventually returning, having left them also with memories that were
exquisitely pleasant to girls such as they were. Stupid. Overly
imaginative. Open to abuse by someone with his immoral outlook.

Yes. They might just be available. At least
he knew from searching their minds where they lived in the dorms
available at the edge of the Evergreen State College, that
bastion of liberal philosophy that permeated so many of the young
people today, perverted their minds and caused them to think of
imaginary beings as being real. Made it possible for one such as
himself to delude them into thinking of what he had done as being
reality.

Like the girls he had first encountered his
first day on this planet. How foolish and gullible those girls
were. They were the type who would be used and abused by men
throughout their lives, never changing or seeing a change.

Appearing in the sky above Olympia,
Washington, X Force took note of his position, getting his bearings
straight and heading northwest from where he currently was. That
was where the college was located.

Locating the various buildings that comprised
the state college, he flew to the back edge of the property, his
mind open to search for those he wanted, having attuned himself to
their particular brain patterns.

Odd. They weren’t in their dorm rooms. This
early in the morning – or late at night, depending how one looked
at the time period – and these girls were out – where? His mind
pulled him further aside from the college, toward the wooded area
that bordered the backside of the property.

Ah, of course. They were in the field area
where he had first found them. The spot where they made their silly
rituals, worshipped their “goddess”.

The flying man laughed out loud and shook his
head. How foolish these girls were, but that was why he sought them
out, wasn’t it? For all their foolishness, these were open to his
deception at being a god himself.

Finally, he flew over the area where these
girls had first been. A fire blazed in a small fire pit in the
center of the meadow. Kneeling about the fire in a circle were the
four girls he had first encountered, but they weren’t alone. With
them were many others. Girls and boys alike. An entire field full
of them.

Were they worshipping Gaia, as they had been
at the first?

Bending his mind to the four he had been
searching for he penetrated their minds, read their thoughts and
discovered – Yes! They were indeed worshipping Gaia, yet not
only her. They also intoned their pleas to Uranus – to
him.

A sly grin spread across the face of this
man-god. They had accepted his lies more deeply than he had ever
believed they would. And spread their “gospel according to Uranus”
to many others of like mind who had gathered with them to see if
this god and son of a goddess would appear once more.

So far they had ventured to this meadow many
times over the past months since he had appeared to these girls.
Some of this group were becoming annoyed that he hadn’t made a
second appearance, disgruntled by the failure of this god to appear
to those faithful who made such impassioned pleas to him and his
mother.

All right, then. He would appear. Some of
them would enjoy this appearance, but others would be most unhappy
about what he intended. That was all right. He had the Power for
making even those disgruntled by what this god was about to
establish enjoy themselves immensely.

His colorful X Force garments vanished from
his body, leaving him as nude as when he had appeared the first
time in this meadow. He examined his body, taking stock of how he
looked.

He was muscular, but perhaps not muscular
enough. A bit of body sculpting through the combined use of
gravitronic power, reassembling of molecules and camouflaging would
make him appear far more sleek, trim, and larger than before.

He glanced back at his wings.

People had already seen him as X Force
earlier tonight. Many would have watched the televised reports of
the “hero” who had saved the life of the President-elect and so
many other self-important nothings. They would know he had
golden-brown wings like these.

Camouflaging worked to alter his wings’
appearance. No longer brown, they were a bright, gleaming golden
with streaks of white shot through the feathers. The tips of the
feathers were completely white so that when fanned straight out,
they gave a very beautiful and regal display.

Deciding they needed still a little more
“tweaking”, X Force chose to lengthen his wings, the feathers
themselves became more slender, unlike his natural feathers, which
were slightly wider and rounder at the tips.

What about his face? He couldn’t have his X
Force face or hair, so he altered his hair to match the feathers.
Yes, that was right. Gold shot through with pure white at the ends,
the tips of his hair completely white, just like the feathers. And
longer. His own hair was too short for a god. Down to the shoulders
and less combed out. Yes. Beautiful. Perfect. Even the males in the
group would be impressed with how he now looked.

He added a Van Dyke beard to his face,
colored the same as his hair now was. He had always admired Van
Dykes. They were a manly style of beard. So what if the Greek
custom was a clean-shaven face? A god could display himself any way
he desired. Who was to tell him otherwise?

His facial features took on a more chiseled,
hardened look, his skin itself changing to a burnished bronze all
across his nude body. The hair adorning his flesh vanished. He
decided the totally nude look was better for a god.

He glanced down between his legs. He was big
enough as it stood, but for this purpose, why not enhance himself a
little?

Utilizing the gravitronic method, his flaccid
penis grew in length and width. It now stood a full nine inches
long and an inch-and-a-half wide while flaccid. He cocked his head
in thought. Ah, why not? Let’s go for the full foot-long hot dog
for this one. His penis extended further until it was twelve inches
long and nearly two full inches wide. Now he was hung like a
horse.

He chuckled mirthfully. How huge it would be
to these he was about to encounter once it was engorged with his
blood. These bitches were in for the shock of their short,
childish, sheltered lives.

Satisfied with his appearance, the god-like
being vanished from the sky high above the meadow filled with
expectant worshippers.

In a flash of exploding ball lightning
colored in white, yellow and blue alternating streaks that flew out
erratically in all directions, larger and more spectacular even
than the first time he had been here, the god Uranus exploded into
the midst of those worshipping him, pleading with him to make an
appearance to them. Standing three feet above the top of the
flickering flames of this raging fire, his wings spread to their
fullest, his arms held out slightly from his sides, his body arched
slightly so that he bowed outward in the front, giving everyone
present a better view of his enormous organ.

“My god!” several of those who had been
kneeling about the fire leapt back from the exploding electricity,
their eyes fixing upon the extra-human being hovering above them.
Their amazement and astonishment was vividly apparent to all.

“Yes! I am your god!” Uranus
thundered his voice, altering it to make it sound hollow, echo-like
in order to match his godly appearance. “Bow before me and pay
homage to the son of Gaia. Speak your prayers, your pleas to Uranus
– god of the Earth!”

Most of those who had attended this gathering
had come expecting a night of merriment, enjoyment, perhaps sex
among themselves. They had heard the stories these friends and
fellow students told about meeting the god Uranus in this meadow,
but they hadn’t actually believed any of it was true.

Most of these present had come here before,
many times in fact. Each time the original four, the self-styled
priestesses of Gaia and Uranus had finally instituted a sexual orgy
in the hopes of bringing forth their god. That was why so many male
students attended. For sex without commitment.

Now, however – this was different. This was –
real.

Panic taking root in many of the students,
especially the boys, they began to move away from the group, move
themselves toward one of the two paths that led from the road to
this meadow.

Uranus took note of those who attempted to
flee. He punished these for their lack of faith in him.

Streaks of red lightning flared out from
Uranus’ hands, striking those who moved toward the paths.

“You are here under false pretenses,” the
“god” thundered. “Only the true worshippers of Gaia and Uranus may
be here during the sacred ritual of Earth Cleansing.”

He smiled to himself over the words he chose.
Perhaps he was being overly dramatic, but wasn’t that what zealous
idiots preferred? To have their gods be over-the-top? Over-the-top
he could and would do.

“You who have no faith, flee this area. Never
return at any time for any reason. This is sacred ground to the
Earth Mother and her Consort.”

At the hesitation of those who yet stood on
the edges of the meadow, Uranus flung more lightning their way with
a flick and twist of his right wrist, causing it to strike the
ground at their feet, erupting the ground and eliciting yelps of
fear from many of them.

As the unfaithful fled the scene where a god
had appeared accompanied with lightning and thunder, Uranus turned
his attention to those who remained. The Faithful.

“You – my Faithful. Come to me. Move together
in a tighter circle, my priestesses in the center, one on each side
of the fire.”

Startled by their inclusion being so
prominent, those who had styled themselves as priestesses, now
acknowledged as such by Uranus himself, moved to take up position
exactly as their god had commanded they should.

The god cocked his head as he studied these
four girls standing before him. Something was different here.

His eyes suddenly widened as he realized what
it was. The two former virgins, the ones he had fucked the first
time he was here, they were both pregnant – with his children!

His lips pulled back and expressed the
delight he felt at such a thing as to have his seed reproducing
within these two mere humans. Now he would be able to see what
transpired, though it might take years to bear fruition, until
these children reached a pre-pubescent state, as he had, before
their Power became known.

His mind reached out to these two and
delivered a single message to them.

Take care of that growing within your
womb. It is the life of a god and as such must be treated
with the utmost of respect and honor.

The girls, though surprised to find this
message appearing the way it had, smiled and bowed their heads in
acceptance of this message.

Uranus looked down upon those who remained.
Those new to this group who were experiencing their god for the
first time. He examined their thoughts. He found within them the
childlike trust and yearning for the supernatural.

He nodded thoughtfully. Yes. There was a
place for all of this in his life. It was in this manner that he
would fulfill his being a god.

Gesturing to those still too far away, he
spoke his commands.

“All of you – move in closer. Divest
yourselves of your clothing, as I, your god comes before you
without garments.

“Never come before me in supplication and
prayers with garments separating you from me. All must be as I when
kneeling before me.”

In haste to please this new god in their
midst, all those gathered stripped themselves bare, tossing their
clothing aside with abandon and carelessness. They stood facing
their god now, nude, as was he, as he had commanded.

Some of them glanced about at one another,
taking in the nakedness of those of the opposite sex so closely
about them. Some of the boys, especially, began to grow erections
from the lustful thoughts that entered their minds.

Uranus grinned at the passive sexual display
before him. He would give these boys what they wanted even as he
took all that he wanted as well.

You,” he pointed to a girl he had never seen
before. A girl with big brown eyes and naturally blonde hair. She
was more beautiful than the ones he had fucked the first time here,
her form more slender, almost sculpted, as the statue of a Greek
goddess. Her breasts large and round, but firm, like implants they
were so beautifully firm.

She was someone who truly believed, now that
she saw this god with her own eyes.

And she was a virgin, he could read it in her
mind. That elusive mythological creature that all males desired
above all else and seldom found. None of the other girls present
were virgins. She was the only one and definitely someone with whom
he desired to engage himself.

“Come forward. You have been chosen to
receive the Earth Cleansing this night. To become part and parcel
of the Earth Mother herself as her life flows from her Consort to
you in ritual cleansing.

“All the rest of you who are new here, the
Faithful, pair off one with another and begin to touch, to explore
one another with your hands, your eyes, your mouths and your
bodies. Spare nothing from one another, for such is the path of
cleansing with Gaia and Uranus. To be cleansed, you must share the
seeds of life.”

He was pleased with his speech to these
Faithful. They heeded his words and began to select among
themselves for sexual partners.

Seeing that some of them hesitated, uncertain
of having unprotected sex with those they weren’t already intimate
with, Uranus interjected once more.

“Withhold nothing from one another. What Gaia
has commanded, Gaia will see to in beautiful perfection.

“You as mere mortals see one another from the
perspective of physical beauty. Nature herself sees you as you are.
Gaia does not choose between her Faithful according to physical
attractiveness. Neither shall any of you.

“Proceed as I have commanded. Withhold
nothing from one another. If there are not enough for pairing
between you, then form threesomes, for all is sacred and holy in
the midst of this ritual cleansing.”

There were indeed more boys than girls
present, but the god had noticed with his previous mental
inspection that some of these boys were gay. They paired up among
themselves, leaving those males remaining to select or be selected
from the girls present.

“When you finish with your ritual, re-select
from amongst yourselves. Choose partners not of your normal sexual
preference. Experiment. Male-with-male, female-with-female, or if
you already prefer the same gender, pair with the opposite sex. See
what it is like from the other side. Gaia so commands it.”

He himself had never been attracted to men
and never wanted to be. He viewed homosexuality as a blight upon
mankind, as unnatural and wrong. But for the purposes of being a
god among these who were here to experience something different, he
decided such a command would be more in-line with the liberal
viewpoint these children-turning-to-adults were receiving at this
college.

Turning his own attention to the most
gorgeous girl present, Uranus extended his hands toward her. She in
turn extended her own hands and arms up toward him. They were too
far from one another, what with this god being held aloft by his
own power in the air high above the yet burning fire, for their
arms to reach. Uranus alleviated the matter by rearranging the
molecules of the ground beneath the girl. Unexpectedly she found
herself being raised upward as the ground reformed into an
ever-growing mound large enough to support her stance. She would
have become frightened at such an event, but the thoughts entering
her mind soothed her, calmed her, and kept her from freaking
out.

Her hands finally reached the hands of
Uranus, who pulled her upward, then placed themselves about her
waist and lifted her from the yet-growing mound, his hands feeling
the softness of her flesh, causing his own erection to begin and
become full by the time she was pressed against him,
body-to-body.

He stared into her eyes, the wonderment and
awe she held within readily apparent. This girl had no idea what to
expect, but she knew merely from the fact that she was in the
presence of a deity that whatever it was, it would be awesome.

He grinned and nodded.

“It will be awesome,” he whispered. “It will
be the ultimately most awesome union you will ever experience.”

He pressed his lips to hers, enjoying the
sensation of the embracing of mouths. Their tongues found one
another and played awhile, their lips moving about, hungrily
devouring each other orally, even as his hands roamed her flesh,
feeling the exquisite smoothness, yet firmness of this one he had
chosen to penetrate this night. To relieve his tensions within.

He broke the lip-lock, staring into her eyes
with a steel gaze that held her completely spellbound.

“Spread your legs.” The command came
suddenly, though quietly. No one else about them on the ground
heard his words. They were all too busy with their own coupling and
experimenting with sex.

This girl willingly obeyed her god. She
spread her legs and closed her eyes, her head tilted slightly back
with her lips parted.

No! The command within her mind was
sharp, unexpected. She reacted by snapping her head forward,
opening her eyes suddenly and looking straight into the face of her
god.

Keep your eyes open. Watch what transpires
between your god and yourself. You want to see every bit of what
occurs.

The girl nodded her ascent to his command.
She looked into his eyes, and then lowered her head in order to
watch as his now overly huge, erect penis pierced the folds of her
flesh and pushed itself deeply within her vagina that had never
held a man's organ within it before now. Even now it remained
untouched by a mere man's organ, since the one entering her now,
piercing her flesh and taking away her virginity was more than a
man - a veritable god in fact.

She was still slightly dry, the kissing they
had done previously having helped in moistening her a little, but
not enough. Somehow she felt a stirring within her body that caused
her juices to flow. She cocked her head in wonder. How was this
possible? She had never experienced anything like this before.
Although she remained a virgin she had many times enjoyed oral sex
and foreplay with other men. Each time their sexual unions had
caused her to become wet at one point during the pleasuring, but
nothing at all like what she was experiencing now and so
easily.

The mortal form responds to deity – gives
itself yieldingly, willingly.

She nodded her acceptance of this explanation
and watched with wonder as he penetrated her flesh, deeper and
deeper until he was entirely inside of her. He had felt the
stretching and ultimate sundering of her hymen as his enlarged
organ broke through the simple covering nature herself provided for
all females.

Once more her eyes closed, this time
involuntarily from the excited sensation and pressure of having
such a hugely enormous, rock hard and solid cock fully within the
limited expanse of her vaginal opening.

She had never felt anything this tight inside
her before, even though the only thing resembling a man's organ
that had ever gone inside of her vagina had been the dildos, the
vibrators she had used on herself and together with certain close
friends, though even those she had used only at the opening of her
pussy, not buried deep within her as this monstrous cock now was.
She decided this was definitely better than those dildos had been.
It was great, in fact. She knew somehow that this was going to
prove itself as the greatest sex she had never had before and
always yearned for. This was why she had saved herself all this
time, waiting for the right moment, the right partner, before
giving up her virginity. Who would have known it would be to a
god?

Uranus allowed her to close her eyes this
time. He had achieved what he wanted by keeping her eyes open.
Mastering himself over her. Complete control of her mind and body
both.

Now she was free to close her eyes, to feel
the sensation as he thrust himself, first slowly, then more
forcefully, fiercely, his body slamming against hers in throes of
passion she had never experienced before and never would again,
unless with him.

The girl wrapped her arms about her god,
holding him tight, her legs coming up and entwining his waist,
holding close about his strong, muscular body. She pulled him in
deeper, found herself responding to his movement by leveraging
herself against him in order to thrust her hips in unison with his
own movements.

The girl’s throat exploded in moans and
screams so loud that everyone below paused in their own sexual
explorations in order to look up at this awe-inspiring sight a good
twenty feet above them where deity joined mortal and both thrashed
about in the air, their bodies pummeling one another with a
fierceness and passion that would leave bruises upon this mortal’s
flesh the following day.

One of the boys, having already ejaculated
inside his partner in over-excited enthusiasm, pulled away and
moved off to the side of the meadow where his backpack sat. He
opened it and extracted the small video-recorder within. Turning it
on, he aimed it at the event that was continuing in the air above
the fire, the light from the flames providing an exquisite display
of shadows that played over the two bodies beautifully, making this
supernatural display even more fanciful.

The boy continued recording, moving around on
the ground in order to catch this sexual display from all angles.
He knew no one would believe what he had to tell about all this was
actually the truth unless he could capture it all on video, showing
it from every angle in order to prove there were no wires or
platforms, no tricks of any kind to falsify this miraculous
event.

He was still recording when the girl coupled
with the god finally screamed at the top of her lungs, shrilly and
longer than anyone present thought possible. Her body arched
backwards and held itself in place completely still, as though all
life had fled from her and left a corpse hanging suspended from the
long, spear-like organ of impossible dimensions which had pierced
her.

Fortunately the girl had not died from this
encounter, though it had been far more than she bargained for. The
impact of god-against-mortal had battered her physical body until
several bones in her hips and pelvis broke. That was what caused
her to scream so shrilly.

Already, however, her body was being mended
by the dissembling ability within this god who had caused the
damage. He bent his power to her form, knitting the material of the
bones back together in a fashion that would make them even stronger
than before.

The process caused a tingling throughout the
girl’s skeletal system. She bent forward, staring curiously at her
god, who yet held her aloft, his erect shaft yet penetrating her,
he having not completed his own part of this ordeal as yet.

Knowing within her that the broken bones had
been healed already by this deity she was joined to, the girl
smiled softly, her eyes displaying a trust and passion he had never
before witnessed in the eyes of a sexual partner.

“Please, continue,” she whispered. “I want
you to finish inside me.”

Her few words enflamed his own passions.
Though careful now not to slam against her frail form as hard as
before, Uranus re-engaged his partner in their sexual union, his
thrusts yet fierce, displaying the fervor he felt more now than
ever before.

Every other time since coming to this Earth,
coupling with a woman had been under his control, completely at his
command. This time, this moment, he engaged with a girl, a budding
woman, who wanted him inside her, thrusting forcefully,
completing his mission of “fucking her brains out”. Which he was
doing quite nicely, thank you very much.

Finally Uranus exploded his semen within his
partner’s body. Her vagina received his seed willingly, joyfully,
he could tell by the way her legs wrapped once more about his
waist, pulling him deeper within her at the exact moment of
ejaculation. It was as though she knew he was about to explode. As
though she seriously desired his seed to penetrate her, permeate
her form, impregnate her flesh.

Somehow he found himself desiring the same
thing. To actually impregnate this girl, cause her to become full
with a baby born from this union, as had the other two enjoying
themselves now with others on the ground beneath him. Always before
he knew there was a possibility he could cause impregnation, but he
never cared whether his seed took or not. He always viewed it as
the female’s responsibility if she got pregnant, not his. This
time, he wondered about the possibility of this girl carrying his
baby and found he actually cared.

His brain stirred suddenly. He stopped and
considered what he had been thinking.

What the hell was wrong with him tonight?
First he failed at the greatest heist in history, and then he found
himself caring about some mere girl, some pitiful child whom he had
merely used for pleasuring himself, getting his rocks off.

All she was to him was a piece of ass. A
body to fuck. A piece of meat for the moment in time when he
needed to let off steam. Nothing more.

Furious at himself once more for the perverse
– to him at least – thoughts he had entertained, the god Uranus
spread his wings out to their full height. He practically tossed
this foolish girl to the ground below them, though he wondered when
he had lowered himself down to the ground so that she wasn’t harmed
by the few feet she fell from.

Seeing that the deity she had been joined to
was leaving quickly and knowing there was nothing she could do to
stop him, the girl called out to him, not to stay or return, but
simply to give him her name.

“My name is Circe,” she said simply, though
loud enough for him to hear.

His wings flapped with a ferocity that
startled those who had gathered to worship him as a god. He climbed
higher and higher into the night sky, pushing himself, beating his
wings harder and harder until he thought certainly they would break
apart from the pummeling they received.

So far up in the sky now that he had passed
by the covering of clouds that seemed to be a permanent fixture in
this region of the world, he paused his climbing and held himself
aloft, softly floating above the clouds now.

What had happened to him down there? Why had
he begun to care about that girl? What did it matter to him whether
she became pregnant or not? She was nothing to him. Less than
nothing. She was a mere mortal and he a god!

As if in response to his frustration,
lightning streaked across the dark sky, illuminating the heavens
about him. This lightning was not of his making, so it must be
completely natural, though certainly he had to wonder about the
timing of it all.

Was there something in this world, perhaps
even in this universe – the Multiverse, as he recalled he had
decided it was – that was changing him? Altering his character, his
very essence, making him more caring? More human?

Why? Why would anything in nature care about
him? Why would a mere force of nature desire to alter his attitude?
He was fine just the way he was and he wouldn’t stand for having
his being interfered with.

Somehow, some way, he would discover what was
happening to him and put a stop to it.

Morgan Sanders, a.k.a., X Force, had lived
his life hardened and uncaring about anyone just as there was no
one who cared about him. That was how he would continue to live and
how he would end his life.

Nothing would change that in him.

Nothing.

 


* * *

 


 



CHAPTER TEN

 


 


The college student who recorded the scene of
“Uranus” performing the ritual Earth cleansing with the girl giving
her name as Circe tried that very morning to get the video onto
YouTube, Unfortunately it was removed shortly after it was
uploaded, due to YouTube’s policies against nudity and
pornography.

Someone else who had watched the recording
before it was deleted, however, contacted the youth who had
originally made the recording, via e-mail and suggested a new site
where the subject matter wouldn’t be discriminated against.

It turned out this new site was set up by the
person suggesting it specifically in order to get that video onto
the net. This was a woman who worshipped Gaia, as well as a slew of
other Pagan deities of the Earth, and once she watched the video
for the first time, was convinced of its authenticity. She
immediately went to work building this new site, titled Mother
Earth Lives and located on the web at
www.gaiaearthgoddess.com.

Within an hour of the video being posted the
site received six-thousand eighty-two hits. By noon that day the
number of hits had climbed to over forty thousand. By the end of
the day over one million people had visited the new site to watch
the video, which, thankfully, Rebecca Stewart, known to her friends
as Becca, had been smart enough to build with a feature preventing
anyone from downloading or copying the video from the site.

By the following morning e-mails were being
received at Becca’s e-mail address from news agencies around the
country, requesting interviews with the person who made the video
as well as requests for copies of it in order to validate its
authenticity.

Becca contacted Mike Esposito, the young man
at the Evergreen State College who had made the video, and relayed
the requests, suggesting that he hold out on the interviews until
they could implement a bidding procedure among the various news
media agencies. Mike agreed and the bidding began.

At first the news media were hesitant to bid
on a product they were uncertain of as far as its authenticity.
What if they paid out a large sum of money only to discover after
all that the video was fake?

Becca assured all those inquiring about the
video that it was indeed authentic and that if after whoever won
the bid found it to be fake, which they wouldn’t, that the money
would be instantly refunded.

After much further discussion, it was decided
the winning amount would be deposited into a an account at PayPal
until such time as the winning news agency was able to authenticate
the video. Both Becca and Mike agreed to those terms and the
bidding began one week after the video first hit the internet with
the closing date a mere two days following.

On midnight of the closing date both Becca
and Mike were on the site, Becca having supplied Mike with an
access code that allowed him to enter into areas of the site that
otherwise only she would be able to access. They watched, each one
in different states, but connected through their cell phones, as
the final bid was received onto the site and the digital clock
installed on the site reached midnight. Bidding was officially
closed.

Becca turned to her cell phone and discovered
the connection had been lost. Becca expected a return call from
Mike after he had seen the final amount bid, but the call never
came. She finally called him and the phone almost went to voice
mail before it was answered.

“H-hello?” Mike Esposito spoke so quietly
into his phone Becca almost didn’t hear him.

“Mike?” Becca said through the cell phones.
“Are you all right? This is Becca. Are you on the site? Have you
seen the final bid?”

“Y-yes. Yes, I’m on the site now,” Mike
continued being quiet, though his voice was slightly louder than
previous.

“Well? What do you think? Is it enough?”
Becca was almost laughing with the elation she felt over the amount
bid.

“Enough?” Mike’s voice cracked at this point.
Becca wasn’t certain, but she thought she could hear him drinking
something on the other end of the call.

“Mike?”

“Yeah, I’m here, Becca.” He cleared his
throat and came back on the line.

“Yeah, it’s definitely more than enough,
Becca,” he finally stated, sounding more confident now.

“I can’t believe we received that much money
for a simple video.”

“Simple video?” Becca’s voice grew loud as
she spoke into her phone. “Are you kidding me, Mike? Do you know
what that video is? I mean, you took the recording. You were there
when this happened, right?”

“Well, yeah,” Mike said tentatively, unsure
where Becca was going.

“All right then. Mike, this isn’t just a
video. This is living proof that supernatural beings exist. That
gods exist. Don’t you see? You recorded a long, elaborate
scene of a god in human form having sex with a live human
being.

“This is more than the biggest story on the
internet, Mike, this is the story of the century, and the century
is still in its infancy.”

Mike was so quiet once more that Becca had to
prod him into answering once again.

“Mike? Still with me?”

"Yeah. I’m still here.” He paused. Becca
could hear him sighing on the other end of the conversation.

“Becca...what am I going to do with my half
of nine-hundred sixty-three thousand dollars? I can’t even conceive
of that much money.”

“It is a lot,” Becca laughed. “But I have
faith that you’ll figure out something to do with this money.

“I was actually thinking, Mike…”

Becca paused in her speaking, making Mike
perk up and listen closely this time until she finished her
thought.

“What if we take the money and roll it back
into something else? Something that will promote this video?
Something that will promote the event taking place in the
video?

“Mike, this is the most amazing event this
world has ever witnessed. Don’t you understand? If the crucifixion
and resurrection of Jesus had been recorded this way, it wouldn’t
be any bigger than this.

“This is actual proof, Mike, that gods exist.
Not only that, but that Gaia and Uranus exist. Mike, this isn’t
just a huge story to be played out on the internet or reported on
the news, this is information that will cause the worshippers of
Gaia and Uranus to skyrocket.

“If we play this right, use this money to
promote the worshipping of Gaia and Uranus, we could end up with
lots more than what we currently have, or will have once Fox
News realizes this video is real and they themselves have a
gold mine on their hands.

“Fox is going to make a lot of money off this
story, Mike, so should we. More than the amount they paid for your
video, Mike. Much more than that. If we play this the right way, we
could both be millionaires, at the very least, by the end of next
month.”

Mike sat in his dorm room at the Evergreen
State College, his cell phone in his hand, pressed against his ear.
He had been blown-out-of-the-water, so-to-speak, by the final bid
on his video. His mind had just blasted into outer space from what
Becca had said to him.

It was too much for one young man, still a
first-year college student, to take in. He hadn’t been prepared for
anything like this when he made the video. All he thought would
happen was that he’d put it up on the internet and people would
tell him what a great job he did in getting that event recorded. He
never thought he’d make money off this video and he certainly never
ever considered that he might be the co-founder of a new religious
sect promoting Gaia and Uranus, the Earth Mother and her Consort
son.

“Mike? You still there? Mike?” Becca’s voice
kept coming over the cell phone in Mike’s hand, but he was too
stunned to say anything. He was even too stunned to hear what was
being said to him.

Finally, one of his roommates, another young
man, Benny Simonson, took the phone from Mike’s hand and pressed it
to his own ear.

“Um, this is Benny. I’m Mike’s roommate. He’s
kinda indisposed right now.”

“What do you mean?” Becca asked, worried.

“Well,” Benny replied, his voice telling
Becca something serious was wrong. “He’s just kinda comatose at
this point. I don’t know what you said to him, but Mikey, he’s not
moving.”

Becca sighed and rubbed her forehead. Great.
Just what she needed. A partner, the owner of this video, who was a
certified basket case.

“Look, Benny,” she said into the phone. “Can
you slap Mike? Wake him up? Slapping him should…”

Her words were interrupted by the sound of a
sharp slap, flesh-against-flesh, coming over the cell phone.

“Ow! What the fuck’s wrong with you, man?”
Mike’s irate voice came over the cell phone’s connection. Becca
smiled on her end.

“What?” Mike said into his phone. “Who’s
this?” His voice was upset still.

“This is Becca, Mike. Remember? We were
talking? You went blank on me and Benny was just trying to snap you
out of whatever funk you were in.

“Now, if you’re in a better frame of mind,
here’s what I want to do with this.”

Becca went on to explain her plan to this
college student-turned religious entrepreneur, her new partner. The
call lasted for more than an hour when Mike’s phone died. He then
contacted her through instant messaging and the two continued their
discussion on that venue.

The following day Becca began searching for
and confirming outdoor sites around the country that were similar
to the meadow at the Evergreen State College, where Uranus had
appeared to his worshippers. She’d had to contact a lot of people
for help on this project, but assured that they would be
compensated for their assistance, and since most of them were avid
followers of Gaia as Becca herself was, they were all eager to help
out in locating outdoor sites that might be appealing to Gaia’s
Consort, Uranus.

 


By the end of the week Fox News had verified
the validity of the video and released the money held in escrow in
the bank account. Mike allowed Becca to take charge of all but
twenty-five thousand dollars of his share. He told her he had
certain physical needs he needed to take care of. What he didn’t
tell her was that he was blowing it all on drugs and a car that
would enable him to score big with certain girls in his dorm
building.

Becca, on the other hand, used the rest of
the money paid to pay for the initial leasing of some of the sites
located. Most of the sites had been donated by those who had wooded
areas connected to their homes, which were situated on vast acreage
plots. The people who owned the land weren’t using it themselves,
and after being assured that the portion of their property being
used would be well taken care of, even having slight improvements
made to it in the nature of extra trees, shrubs and flowers planted
about the sites, gave their full consent to have these visitors use
their land for their religious rituals.

A few of the land owners were concerned the
“rituals” might entail human or animal sacrifice. It was at times
like this that those acting as Becca’s field agents, or as they
liked to think of themselves, Apostles, spreading the good news of
Gaia and Uranus to the unbelieving heathen, opened the laptop
computers they carried with them and accessed the site where the
video was yet available free-of-charge for viewing.

Those land owners who were shown the act
depicted in the video were of two minds – the first were those who
once seeing what their property might be used for, withdrew their
offers completely and refused to speak with these self-styled
apostles any longer. The second type were those who asked if they
would be allowed to partake in the rituals themselves.

Assured by joyful apostles that they would
indeed be free to attend the worship services and rituals held,
these land owners signed the contracts provided, assigning this
portion of their land over to The Church of Gaia
International, the non-profit organization set up as a
religious body by Rebecca Stewart, the High Priestess of this newly
styled church body.

Within a week ads had been placed in various
New Age newspapers and on the internet, proclaiming the news that
Gaia, the Mother Earth Goddess is alive and working on this
planet through her son Consort, Uranus. Come and be a part of the
worship and Earth Cleansing rituals held on a bi-weekly
basis.

Becca had decided the rituals shouldn’t be
held too often, such as every night, or those attending, being new
to this religion, might grow weary and fall away before she could
really get her movement up and running. But she didn’t want to fall
into the trap the Christian churches were in by only holding
services once a week. The religion she was the High Priestess of
was far more real and important than anything the various Christian
denominations could ever have.

At least in her own mind, which was all that
mattered to this thirty-two year old divorced mother of a son and
daughter who had struggled ever since her divorce in making a life
for her and her children. This was her chance to score big and make
something for herself and her family.

Sure, she could have used her half of the Fox
money to make a nice, easy life for her family, but this was more
important and would provide a constant source of income from
various sources. Becca was certain of her ideas on this issue, and
besides, she truly and seriously believed in Gaia. How could she
not do this?

On Wednesday of the following week the
official start of The Church of Gaia was initiated. All across the
nation those Priestess Apostles of this church gathered together
those who worshipped Gaia or were interested in seeing what this
new religion had to offer. Those last were assured this was not a
new religion, but the very oldest and original of religions, being
as how they worshipped the Earth Mother Herself, Gaia.

Some of them asked when Uranus would be
making an appearance and were told there was never any way of
knowing when this Consort of the Goddess would appear, which is why
it was always important to be in attendance at such services, so no
one missed out on being a part of one of his Earth Cleansings.

Some of those receiving this answer weren’t
satisfied and decided to leave. Others decided this made sense, and
certainly it promised better attendance by the Consort of their
Goddess than anything they had ever seen in any other religion.

The services began, with Becca herself
officiating over the service in her home state of Pennsylvania,
which was held out in the vast, rolling hillside of the western
portion of the state. A site where the trees were tall and
plentiful and the grass was lush and green. Flowers bloomed all
over and provided a beautiful backdrop to the service, which began
just before sunset, allowing everyone to view the Earth in all her
glory before the sunlight was replaced by the fire set in the
center of the worship site.

Having heard on the video the type of prayers
and pleas offered up to both Gaia and Uranus, Becca had formed her
own version of the prayers that would be used in this religion. All
around the country those officiating as priests or priestesses were
all using the same form of address when speaking to their Goddess
and their God Consort, when offering up their prayers and when
making their pleas for Uranus to appear within their midst.

Not one of these apostles, priests or
priestesses ever expected Uranus to actually appear within their
midst that night. After all, how can anyone ever predict the moving
of a god? How can anyone demand that their god appear and have
their demand obeyed by such a god? Who would even want to worship a
god that obeyed the whims of his servants? Was it not supposed to
be the other way around?

Still, it was with great expectancy that all
those about the country settled in on their knees, their arms
upraised to the sky, their voices intoning the prayers provided by
those officiating.

Many of those present had stripped off their
clothing, as they knew this was what was done previously, but the
rest remained fully clothed. Becca saw no reason to force the
issue, so allowed everyone to make their own choice. She herself
had stripped down to her bare essentials.

Many songs were sung that night that regaled
Gaia, the Earth, the Sky, the Sun, the Moon, all of Creation and
the vastness of the Universe. If anyone knew a song that had at its
center anything having to do with the fabric of Existence, that
person sang their song out and if anyone else knew the words, they
joined in, the entire assemblage sometimes united their voices.

The late sixties’ song The Age of
Aquarius was a favorite about the nation, of course, since most
involved in these rituals viewed what was happening with them as
exactly that, the dawning of a new age where goddess and god not
only conversed with the humans who worshipped them, but actually
had sexual intercourse with them as well. What could be better?

Well into the night, as most of those
involved grew weary of holding their arms up and being on their
knees, Becca herself even finding her body aching under the
constant pressure applied to certain parts of it in the poses they
had been assuming, the light of the fire began to flicker. Most
assumed this merely meant another log would have to be added, as
they had been doing all night long.

As one of the disciples, as they were calling
themselves, got to his feet to fetch a log cut and stacked off to
the edge of the clearing they were in, surrounded by thick stands
of trees on all sides, the fire flared by itself to a height of
more than ten feet.

Those gathered about pulled back from the
raging inferno, not wanting to catch their clothes on fire. Each
person moved at least ten feet away from the flames and settled
back in, some on their knees, others cross-legged and still others
sitting on their legs, leaning off to the side. None were prepared
for what happened next.

With Becca readjusting herself, rolling her
shoulders and moving her back around in an effort to stretch the
sore and weary muscles of her trim body, the flames subsided, and
then once more raged to life, this time rising to nearly twice the
height as previous. Those gathered began to murmur to themselves in
frightened and excited tones.

What could this all mean? Why did the fire
keep flaring up this way?

Their questions were answered unexpectedly as
above the fire, which had just barely resumed a normal height of
burning, an electrical storm initiated itself, the streaks of
lightning appearing and spreading out in all directions,
threatening to strike all those gathered about, who began to scream
and shriek, cowering in the grass and dirt, hiding beneath the
nearby shrubs and trees as best they were able, anything to keep
from being struck by these anything but natural appendages of
energy that were continuing to crisscross this enclosed meadow
where worship to Gaia and Uranus had been interrupted.

In the midst of all this dangerous display of
lightning, Becca removed her arm from in front of her face and
chanced to look up toward the sky above the fire pit. That was
where the origin of the energy outburst was. She could see the
varied-colored streaks emitting from a singular point of origin.
Could it be?

Encouraging herself, gathering within her as
much nerve and boldness as she could locate amidst her fears of
being hit by this errant lightning, the High Priestess of Gaia rose
to her knees, then stood to her feet. Thinking through all that she
had learned of this Goddess Consort, of Uranus, the thirty-two year
old mother realized that perhaps Uranus was not pleased that many
here tonight were yet clothed, when he had specifically mandated
all be nude while worshipping him.

She turned and looked about her at the others
gathered about and hissed sharply at those who were still wearing
their clothes. "Remove your clothes! Uranus is angry because people
are still clothed before him. Get naked. Now"

Then she stood to her full height, her arms
upraised, her head tilted back, her naked flesh exposed to the
lightning that yet streaked about this area, frightening
one-and-all.

“Uranus, hear my plea.” Her words were loud.
They had to be in order to be heard above the noise caused by the
thundering lightning streaks.

“Forgive your worshippers for our folly. We
have sinned. We have erred in our coming before you still clothed
in garments.

“Uranus, forgive these your worshippers, your
followers for our ignorance. Forgive us and accept our offering of
total obeisance by virtue of coming before you now exactly as upon
the moment of our births.”

About the meadow the others cowering from the
lightning looked at their nude High Priestess and heard what she
was saying. Slowly they each began to understand that what she said
was true and why their god was angry with them.

They were wearing clothes. They were dressed
in those garments which separated them from their god and he was
pissed.

Quickly, as each person, male and female
alike, began to understand what was happening and what had to be
done to appease this angry god, this Consort to Gaia, each person
who was yet dressed shed his or her clothing, casting it aside to
the edges of the clearing, then coming back together before the
fire pit, their arms all upraised as high as their weary arms could
manage, their naked flesh gleaming in the flickering firelight.

Suddenly, the lightning storm imploded with
an inward rushing noise, a clap of thunder that was so loud many
covered their ears for fear of having their eardrums broken.

Before them, above the fire, an image
appeared. An image of a human-seeming male body, muscular and sleek
in form, bronze in coloration, his long, shoulder-length hair a
golden hue streaked throughout with white, a small beard and
mustache of the same coloration, the wings on his back of similar
coloration as his hair, spread out to their full length of nearly
forty-feet, his arms held out to his sides in a slightly downward
angle.

Uranus loomed before his worshippers in all
his glory.

Unseen by any of those present, one of the
men in the group, Kirk Soles, had depressed the button on a
handheld control unit at the time when Becca had ordered everyone
to remove their clothing so that as she began calling out to their
god, intoning their plea of forgiveness her plan went into effect.
All about the meadow, exactly as Becca had instructed and Kirk had
carried out her instructions, eight hidden digital video cameras
had begun recording everything that occurred within this meadow
from that moment on.

So it was that when Uranus solidified his
appearance within the meadow that his image was captured from eight
different angles, some of them set up into trees in order to get a
more birds-eye-view of the god, while others were at what should be
a straight-on view, judging from his previous appearance caught on
video. The resultant videos that came from this night would be sold
to those various off-shoots of their church in all the different
states, to be used not only to prove to their Faithful that Uranus
actually existed and did indeed hear the pleas of his Faithful, but
as tools for showing proof to those interested in perhaps joining
this movement of the Mother Earth Goddess Gaia and her Consort
Uranus.

Becca stood with her arms yet upraised,
waiting for Uranus to speak. Yet the god before them remained
silent for so long her body began to tremble from the continued
exertion of keeping her arms aloft in this manner.

Finally, as she felt as though she certainly
could not keep her arms up any longer and began to lower them
ever-so-slightly so as not to offend her god, Uranus did indeed
speak, both out loud to all those gathered, as well as within her
own mind in a private message.

Out loud to the masses he said, “You have
done well, my Faithful. You did indeed err in coming before me with
garments between me and you. Always from this moment on remember to
shed your garments before entering my presence. Shed them before
leaving your cars to walk the distance from them to this meeting
ground, for this ground is now sacred and must never be defiled by
such things of the world as clothing.

“I am a god of Nature. Of the sky itself. Of
Gaia. Gaia requires her followers, her worshippers to come to her
and before me exactly as she has caused you to be at your birth.
You were not brought into this world wearing garments, therefore,
never come before Gaia and Uranus with such items of manmade
manufacture between me and you.

“It is an aberration to us.

“You would do well to live out the rest of
your lives in this manner as well. As much as is possible for each
of you, forego wearing clothing at all times. It is unnecessary and
causes a rift between me and you.

“Now, select from among you those whom you
will couple with this night in performing the Ritual of Earth
Cleansing. As always, if there is not enough for forming couples,
form yourselves into threesomes as well. Any number is welcome in
these rituals as long as all partake and experience orgasm.”

Within Becca’s own mind the message was,
Well done my child. You are indeed a true Faithful and are
deserving of being the High Priestess of Gaia. Also you are to be
chosen as the consort of Uranus in this area, even as I am the
Consort for my Mother Gaia, the Goddess of all the Earth.

Prepare to be cleansed by Uranus in order to
become my consort.

The words were barely entered into Becca’s
mind, while the verbal message was still being received by everyone
else gathered about, when Becca found herself being lifted off the
ground by an unseen force.

Her arms spread backwards from the momentum
of moving forward and upward. Those on the ground gasped, but they
were yet listening to their god and remained quiet as their
priestess came to a stop mere inches away from their golden-hued
and bronzed god.

Finished with his message to the Faithful,
Uranus ignored them as they began selecting among themselves those
with whom they would each engage in sexual intercourse.

Most of them had heard of the previous times
when Uranus had appeared in the Northwest. All had seen the video
more times than necessary. It was with this view in their memories
that all gathered began, slowly and hesitantly at first, to engage
in unprotected sex with people most of them they did not know
personally.

Only after they witnessed their god and his
High Priestess going full-tilt at it above their heads did those
considered the Faithful finally begin to freely and actively
participate in this ritual orgy, this Earth Cleansing.

For the next hour those on the ground
continued their sexual interlude, most of the men having ejaculated
within the first five minutes or less, leaving most of the women
frustrated and feeling used. Assured by their god in mental
messages each received that they were not nearly finished with
their cleansing, for, according to Uranus, such cleansing occurred
in the mind, the soul, as well as the flesh and needed to become
complete through many encounters and couplings this night.

It was with this message in mind that all the
Faithful re-paired and engaged in sexual intercourse again, and
again, each time becoming more in-tune with one another’s needs,
rather than merely their own.

Each of the women present finally reached
orgasm and was content, though even then not one of the Faithful
stopped in their sharing with one another, since up above them,
their god and his priestess were yet engaged in their first and
only enactment of this ritual.

All the women on the ground secretly hoped
that in future such rituals her god would select her as his mate
for the cleansing. None of them knew if this was even possible, but
they each one hoped beyond hope that it would become so.

When once Becca reached her own final orgasm,
having experienced a multitude of them throughout the course of the
coupling, she threw her head back and screamed out loud to the very
heavens, her body trembling violently under the manipulations of
Uranus as this god ejaculated his seed within her mortal body.

His own thrusting finally completed, Uranus
released his hold on Becca and the High Priestess found herself
being lowered to the ground as carefully as when she had been
raised up to meet Uranus.

The Goddess Consort lifted his head toward
the sky, his arms thrust upwards and out, his huge penis now
flaccid once more, though yet longer and thicker than any of those
males watching from the ground. His voice bellowed to the
heavens.

“Gaia, Mother of all that exists, receive
these Faithful who have been cleansed through ritual, both soul and
flesh. They are prepared now to serve you in all their glory and
natural living.

“Place your seal upon each of them now, O
Gaia. Let them all know your wondrous presence.”

The words were barely out of Uranus’ mouth
when the lightning exploded once more, this time encircling those
below who had all gathered together into a tight group in order to
better watch what was happening with this god.

As the lightning flared but once, then
vanished, each person felt a stinging in their flesh. Each one
cried out in shock as a burning seared the right cheek of their
buttocks. Turning about to look, each person gasped to find a mark
as of a lightning bolt seared into their right buttock as though
tattooed. Each of the streaks of lightning differed slightly from
all others, making each of them feel unique to Gaia.

When Becca inspected her own right buttock,
she was surprised to find that she had not one streak of lightning,
but an entire array of lightning bolts spreading completely across
the flesh of her ass cheek, as though a lightning storm ran rampant
across this cheek.

She looked upward at Uranus, who turned his
face down to her and winked.

Becca stepped back a half-pace, startled to
find this god had actually winked at her, as though something
private and secret had passed between them.

She smiled and bowed her head once, then
looked back up just in time to see her god vanish from their midst
in a torrent of lightning that shattered the peacefulness of the
late night sky.

When finally they all found themselves able
to move once more, not that Uranus had done anything to them to
prevent their moving, but simply due to the awe of being deemed so
special to their god that he had marked each one of them with his
own tattoo, an emblazoned stigmata, that none of those gathered had
been able to break the moment.

The moment now well past, each one chatted
amongst themselves for several minutes before finally deciding it
was far later than any of them had expected to be here in this
meadow. Most of them had work the next day, that day, they
corrected themselves, seeing as how it was well past midnight and
already well into the next day.

Some of them, like Becca herself, had family
to attend to in the morning.

As the entirety of the Faithful retrieved
their scattered clothing, though none seemed in a hurry to place it
back upon their naked flesh, wanting to enjoy the feeling of the
nudity as long as possible, Becca walked over to Kirk so the two
could converse in private.

“Did you get it all recorded?” The newly
mandated High Priestess asked.

“You bet,” Kirk answered, a wry grin on his
lips. “I wasn’t sure how long it would all take, if it happened at
all, so I outfitted each camera with a long-playing five hour disc.
Everything that happened here took less than two hours, so it’s all
on disc and ready to be edited onto a single disc. We can get
together tomorrow, if you want and edit this all together into one
fantastic disc, or however you want to edit it."

Becca nodded and smiled knowingly, though her
eyes revealed how she was still so “in the moment” of being fucked
by Uranus.

“You know,” Kirk interrupted her thoughts,
“You’ve received the greatest honor among all those women who
previously have been selected by Uranus these past months. That
tattoo, that brand,” Kirk pointed at Becca’s ass and she turned
slightly so they could both look at it and admire her ass.

“No one else has anything like it. And these
people,” his hand gestured outward, though everyone else had
already vacated this meadow, “They’re all special, too. We’re all
special,” he corrected himself, turning so his own ass cheek
displayed the brand of lightning on his right cheek.

“Man, what a thrill,” Kirk grinned. “Not only
great sex, but a lightning brand from Uranus. Never thought
anything like that would happen to a duffer as old as I am.”

 


* * *

 


 



CHAPTER TWELVE

 


 


“In a startling news story this morning,
video footage of a covert religious organization calling itself
The Church of Gaia International shows a display that can
only be defined as a horrendous orgy of the worst caliber.”

As the newscaster delivered his pre-written
spiel the television screen displayed an edited view of the sexual
encounter between Uranus and Becca Stewart. The portion of the
video placed on the air for viewers to see made it obvious the two
people shown were engaged in sex. The most startling part of this
display was the fact that the male member of this duo had large
wings that sprouted from the middle of his back, enabling him to
hold himself aloft in the air while consummating his lust with this
naked woman.

“What has been brought to this station’s
attention,” the newscaster continued, the camera back on a close-up
of his face, “is the shocking resemblance between the winged man in
this video, supposedly an ancient god by the name of Uranus and the
winged person who appeared for the first time at President
Alvarez-Jenkins Inaugural Ball a few short months ago.

“The fact that these two beings both have
wings would be questionable enough, but the fact is, the man
calling himself X Force, who allegedly saved the life of the
President and all those attending her Inaugural gala on the eve of
her inauguration, appeared once before this in Olympia,
Washington…”

The view now switched to cell phone footage
of X Force as he stood admiring his image in a store window and
then turned to face the direction of the cell phone as he kept two
cars from colliding with one another.

“...minutes before the first appearance of an
as yet unidentified male who robbed the South Puget Sound Savings
Bank and raped one of the female tellers after “stopping time” for
all those people inside of the bank during his outrageous crime
spree that has spread across the United States.

“This station is calling for the person known
as X Force to turn himself in to the FBI for questioning both in
the many incidences when other banks have been robbed since that
first one in Washington, wherein with each robbery a woman inside
the bank was raped by the perpetrator, as well as this cultic
scheme to bilk unsuspecting Americans of their hard-earned cash by
posing as an ancient god returned after being absent from Earth for
millennia.”

Seated in a sports bar in Milwaukee, Morgan
Sanders merely shook his head at the outrageous claims being
promoted by the newscaster.

“How about that?” a man seated to Morgan’s
left commented to no one in particular, taking a gulp of his beer
and wiping the foam from his upper lip with the sleeve of his
shirt. “Some nerve of that guy posing as a hero and all the while
he’s the one who’s been robbing those banks and fucking all those
women.”

“Yeah,” responded his buddy, seated on his
left, just finishing off his own beer and signaling the bartender
for a refill, “Don’t I wish I was him.”

Both of the men laughed at the lame joke, but
the fact was, all across America many men of all races and
professions were saying the same thing. They all wished they were
the being known as X Force, but only because they believed him
guilty of the charges leveled by this television station’s news
program.

In the bar, Morgan Sanders shook his head and
downed his scotch, then pushed himself away from the bar. He
reached into his wallet and withdrew a twenty, tossing it onto the
top of the bar next to his empty glass.

“Keep the change, Tim,” he winked at the busy
bartender, who looked his way, saw the large tip from this man who
had become somewhat of a regular at the bar, and smiled, nodding
his head while he continued pouring a drink for another
customer.

Morgan exited the bar and headed up the
street. It was late at night and he had intended on locating a
woman for the night so he wouldn’t have to go home alone, as was
his normal pattern on nights when he wasn’t appearing at one of the
Church of Gaia gatherings where he was always assured plenty of sex
of the wildest variety.

He had indulged himself in plenty of that
type of sex ever since Becca Stewart initiated her church and had
it replicated in small groups all across America.

Ever since that first night, when he had
indulged in Becca’s body and marked all the Faithful at that
meeting with what was now the signature trademark of Uranus,
Consort of Gaia, Mother Earth, he had found few nights when he had
to resort to scouting the local bars in search of a bed mate.
Indeed, he was always able to select the most desirable among his
worshippers to fuck any given night.

Becca had copied the recordings she’d made,
all without his prior knowledge or acknowledgement, but he admired
her spirit of capitalism, which, after all, is what America was
built upon, wasn’t it? And offered copies for sale to each of the
affiliate churches in all the states. Everyone had purchased
copies, some of them giving them out as gifts to friends and family
members in order to prove that the “oddball views” they had held
all these years weren’t exactly so odd, now, were they?

The small gatherings had all grown out of
proportion to the size of the meadows they were held in, so they
had all gone to holding services four nights a week, rather than
the original two, but alternating their nights in each gathering in
order to allow Uranus to appear as much as possible in all the
various gatherings now being held in his name.

Everyone not of the original grass root
membership of each gathering, attended primarily in the hope that
Uranus would make an appearance at their meeting so they could each
receive a "lightning brand" as many were calling the stigmata. The
women especially wanted to be on hand in case Uranus decided to
select one of them for his Earth Cleansing. Which meant the best
sex of their lives with the biggest schlong they could ever
imagine.

The goddess consort had indeed made many
appearances over the next few weeks, each time at a different
gathering in different states. He had made certain to crisscross
about the nation, keeping his visits completely random so no one
would be able to second guess his next appearance.

Each time he had sifted through the minds of
those present in order to differentiate between those who were
truly among the Faithful and those who were simply there for the
sex or to receive a brand on their asses.

When Morgan had begun this charade, it was
simply in order to poke fun at the simple-mindedness of the
foursome he had found within that meadow in Olympia. Then he had
thought masquerading as Uranus would be a one-time event that had
allowed him easy access to two virgins who had been ecstatic to
give up their cherries to a god. It had been the perfect way for
him to celebrate his first day on this new version of Earth.

Now, however, he felt an increasing
obligation to those who truly believed in all this nonsense, though
he knew it to be the senseless and empty charade that it was. How
could he possibly appear at any of these meetings and not
differentiate between the real worshippers and the false? It
somehow seemed irresponsible. Those who were false “believers”
somehow cheapened the sincere views held by the truly Faithful, at
least within his own mind.

So when he made his appearances, he began
each meeting by singling out those who were frauds, making them
move off to the sidelines, though they were allowed to remain and
observe, even to participate in the sex and worship if they so
chose; they were not allowed to participate in the actual Earth
Cleansing with those who were true worshippers, the truly Faithful,
as he had named them and they were all now known throughout the
nation.

Many of the pseudo-worshippers in each locale
had gotten pissed, thinking it an outrage that a mere god should
tell them they were not worthy of his notice or engaging in sex
with his true followers. But some of them, after the course of the
evening, especially once the “stigmata” was given by Uranus to his
Faithful, chose to believe and were then accepted into the Faithful
by virtue of the fact that the Consort himself had seen the change
within their souls and called them to come over and join in. At
that time the newly Faithful were given their own stigmata, which
was a single dot placed upon each one’s right ass cheek, denoting
this as the beginning of the lightning emblazon they would receive
the next time Uranus deigned to make an appearance at this
particular affiliation.

That in itself endeared him greatly to those
priestesses in charge of each local church gathering. It meant that
their Goddess Consort himself approved of what they were doing and
gave his assent by instituting a different mark for the new
attendees, ensuring the continued attendance and support of all
these new converts in the hopes that one day soon the Consort would
appear once more and give them the full lightning emblazon.

Who wouldn’t want to be able to bare his ass
cheek at work the next day and show his coworkers how he had been
present the night Uranus appeared to kiss his ass with lightning?
That was exactly what many people all across America did once they
received their stigmata of lightning. In various manners in a
variety of professions those who had attended a "Gaia Gathering"
pulled down their pants or pulled up their skirts in order to
display proudly to those interested coworkers what had happened to
them and how pleased they were with having had their "asses kissed
by Uranus."

A few enterprising individuals had sought to
forge the lightning emblazons by creating their own tattoos. Since
each person’s mark was slightly different from anyone else’s, this
made it extremely difficult for anyone to discern the difference.
Anyone with a false mark could attend a meeting, claiming to have
received their stigmata at a meeting in another state. How was
anyone to know the difference?

And yet, once more the Goddess Consort had
proven true to his Faithful. In attendance one night where several
such forgeries were present, Uranus had sifted through the minds of
those attending the meeting and learned of this deception. His ire
had been meted out with swift justice for those individuals, his
power scarring their asses irreparably, blotting out the false
stigmata and leaving these foolish deceivers with burning ass
cheeks that would not cool down any time soon.

Those fakers in the midst had been cast out
of the assembly, never to return under any circumstances, lest
Uranus be present that night and require their very lives for their
second affront against the goddess.

It was at that time Uranus had informed his
Faithful that if they were to apply a black light to the stigmata,
it would glow in alternating colors. Something no tattoo artist
could possibly reproduce in his work.

The number of false claimants to the Faithful
dropped after that, though some, not having gotten the news
concerning the black light, still tried and found themselves
severely beaten by those of the true Faithful and warned never to
return to any gathering in any state, for Uranus would always know
who they were.

It had been necessary for Uranus himself to
assign priestesses at each local gathering, since at a few
meetings, there were those who laid claim to this title under false
presumptions, simply due to these women having been the ones
initially selected to “run-the-show” as it were. Once Uranus had
appeared at each of these locations and sifted through the minds of
those present, he had become dissatisfied with the loathsomeness
within some of those who had originally been chosen.

Sure, Morgan Sanders was always on the
lookout for a willing lady with her skirt up around her waist and
her panties down around her ankles, but to find someone in charge
of his church with such outrageously pompous attitudes, believing
herself to be better than all the rest to the point of commanding
others to do minor chores and errands for her, was against
everything even this minor-villain-turned-hero-turned-god stood
for.

It was with great joy that he replaced these
women in each state, county or city, knowing full well that left to
themselves each of them would attempt to create havoc amidst the
remaining Faithful.

With everyone in attendance watching, Uranus
had caused each woman to levitate before him where her hair shorn
itself from her head, leaving her bald. He then “tweaked” her brain
so that as she was placed back on the ground, she began clucking
like a chicken, her hands tucked beneath her underarms, her waist
bent so her ass stuck out in the air behind her as she strode
throughout the meadow saying, “Bu-uuck-buck- buck-bu-uuck.” After
several minutes of this he set each woman free, where she ran from
the meeting place completely naked, not considering what she would
look like to anyone seeing her before she finally remembered where
she had parked her car.

Many were astounded that a god would cause
someone to act in a manner as unseemly as that, but no one was
about to broach the subject with Uranus himself.

In Olympia, the first place where the goddess
consort had appeared, those four college students who had initially
brought the fact of the existence of this ancient god to the
present day world, had been reluctant to join any organization
claiming to be the one, true church of Gaia, since they had been
worshipping Gaia long before these others came into existence. Why
should they have to take offerings from those who attended their
gatherings? Why should they pay a portion of those offerings to the
main office in Pennsylvania? Those people out there on the east
coast knew nothing more about Uranus than did these girls in
Olympia, especially considering that two of their number, the very
first two in all this world to join in with the cleansing ritual
with the Consort, now carried his children growing within their
wombs.

So it was, in an attempt to forestall any
problems between the two factions that Uranus made an appearance in
Olympia one night when the weather was clear and the stars were
shining brightly in the night sky.

All gathered were awestruck to see this god
they had heard so much about, but most had not yet seen in
person.

Uranus flapped his wings slowly, keeping
himself aloft in the air above the ritual fire that now appeared at
every gathering in every state, regardless of local ordinances
concerning open-air fires. These were, after all, religious
gatherings and the Constitution of the United States granted all
citizens the freedom to worship the religion of their choosing in
the manner in which their religious views mandated did it not? Most
local authorities quickly relented on the profession of religious
grounds, not wanting to be hauled into court on charges of
violating the Constitutional rights of these citizens.

As he held himself aloft, he reached his
hands out to the four girls serving as his priestesses in this
city. Each of them responded involuntarily by levitating into the
air and floating over to a place where they stopped in front of
their god, each one before him, side-by-side.

He momentarily studied the two who were yet
pregnant with his children. Their bellies had begun to bulge
slightly, though not too noticeably, since they were only a few
months along. All that anyone actually noticed about them while
nude was that they had a little extra weight than before. Still,
with their bellies rounding out this way, they were beautiful and
luscious to behold.

“The four of you are Faithful. The four of
you are Priestesses unparalleled.”

A couple of these girls weren’t certain what
Uranus meant by this last statement, but they wisely kept their
mouths shut on their ignorance until they could ask the others
about it later in private.

“You foursome are of a special class, the
Elect and Chosen among consorts, to be known from this moment on as
Priestess Concubines. As such you will forevermore and always
service the Faithful in my absence. During each meeting when I am
not available, one of you will step in to serve as the initiator of
the Earth Cleansing for that night.

“Be it male or female that you consort with
upon my altar, which is this…”

With a wave of Uranus’ hand a flash of
lightning appeared off to one side of the meadow. Where nothing had
been a moment before there now stood what appeared to be a bench
covered on top with a soft, cushiony golden material that felt good
to lie upon for long periods of time.

“Use this altar when I am not present.
Service men and women alike, taking no consideration for sexual
gender, for am I not in all of you as Gaia is in me?”

As a sealing of this new institution Uranus
himself had created, he chose among the four to have Marcia serve
as the Priestess Concubine for this night, even though he was here,
instructing Marcia to take Constance, one of the others of the
foursome upon the altar and consummate the altar together.

“This position shall be shared equally among
you four and you four alone. On each successive night when I am not
in your presence, rotate this office among you so that none is ever
left out or skipped over.

“Do this and all shall be well with you, this
gathering, and all others who come to you for cleansing and
worship.”

His words spoken, Uranus sealed the newly
appointed position further by placing a new stigmata upon the left
breast of each of his Priestess Concubines. A flash of lightning
flared for the briefest instances, wherein each of the girls cried
out from the minor pain the etching of their flesh experienced.
Upon the breasts each girl now sported a tiny replica of the Earth,
representing Gaia, with the Sun overhead, representing Uranus, and
a crescent moon beneath the Earth, representing the Priestess
Concubine.

As everyone marveled over the new stigmata
that only these four would ever have upon their bodies, Uranus took
this opportunity to disappear. After all, it had been a long night
already and he knew of a gathering in another state that boasted of
the most number of virgins in attendance. He wasn’t about to miss
out on that.

Concerned that this news story he'd seen on
TV in the bar might cause problems for The Church of Gaia
International, Morgan considered various possibilities for putting
to rest the suspicion of X Force also being Uranus, as well as the
mystery rapist/bank robber.

While he walked the streets of Milwaukee
alone, late at night, he finally decided the best way to handle the
allegations was to do as the newscaster had requested. X Force
would turn himself in to the FBI for questioning. Only it would not
be exactly the type of questioning the FBI might be expecting.

Early the next morning at the Washington D.C.
office of the FBI, formally known as the J. Edgar Hoover
Building, named after the first Director of the FBI, who served
in that capacity until his death in 1972, the quiet of the constant
hustle and bustle of the busy office was thrown into turmoil by the
sudden appearance of the being known as X Force. One moment the
office was operating as it always did with nothing out of the
ordinary, the next X Force was standing in the midst of the FBI
agents, some of whom ran into him, being enroute to one place or
another and unable to stop in time as he materialized out of
nowhere.

“I am here to see whoever is in charge of
this office,” X Force spoke evenly and calmly to all those present.
“Would you be so good as to direct me to this person?”

For long moments no one moved. Everyone was
in too much awe at seeing this being they had only heard about,
though of them all, each of them knew someone who knew someone who
had been at the Washington Convention Center the night of the
Inaugural Ball when X Force had appeared to stop the terrorists who
were attempting to take the President and her guests hostage.

Everyone working at the FBI main office also
knew this man was under suspicion of being a serial rapist and bank
robber.

“I’ll let the Director know you’re here,” one
trim, somewhat small in the breasts for his taste, woman in her
late thirties responded eagerly, heading down the hall as quickly
as she was able.

X Force continued standing in the middle of
the hallway, those who had been there when he’d materialized still
standing around gawking at him, joined by an ever-growing number of
agents and assorted personnel who all had an intense desire to see
what this allegedly super-powered being looked like in person.

Finally, the deep tone of the current
Director of the FBI, Harlan Edgars, boomed throughout the hallway
as he strode purposefully toward this person-of-interest.

“Is there no one in this agency who even
thought about ushering this man into an interview room?”

The hallway cleared so fast with the
appearance of the Director that even X Force had a hard time seeing
where everyone scattered to.

The FBI Director walked up to the colorfully
attired man standing before him with his wings folded so that they
fit neatly upon his back and didn’t trail on the floor or spread
across the hallway.

“Follow me,” Edgars ordered. Not used to
saying anything in a more pleasant tone or having anyone disobey
his orders, the Director didn’t wait to see if X Force complied
with his command. He simply walked down the hall to the closest
open interview room and held the door open until this
person-in-question was in the room, then closed the door
unceremoniously.

“Take a seat,” Edgars motioned toward the
table. Four chairs were set about it, two on each side, presumably
so that those being questioned could have attorneys present if they
so desired.

X Force seemed to study the situation, then
took hold of one chair and turned it around so he could sit facing
the back of the chair. As he set himself down onto this furniture,
he smiled amiably at the Director.

“My wings don’t fit well on chairs. I need
something without a back.”

Without responding to this statement, Edgars
merely pulled back a chair on the opposite side of the table and
sat in it.
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