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Transformations: Curse of the Were-Bimbo

"Why do birds, Suddenly appear? Everytime you are near," Amy Bellachik sang along with Karen Carpenter on the little radio in the bathroom. It was white and perfectly matched the bright white decor of the room.

Clean, white, and bright. That's the way Amy liked things. Especially now.

She was a new bride, not even a month after she stood in front of the priest and said I do to Chad.

She looked at herself in the bathroom mirror.

Amy was thin and petite, maybe too thin, but Chad never complained. She was wearing her new underwear, white cotton with a beautiful red pattern. He was going to love seeing her in them.

Her breasts were too big for her lithe, petite body. She liked to wear bras that supported her and held her ‘assets’ flat. The bra was constricting but pretty and not too sexy.

Everything had to be perfect. Rose petals on the floor, candles, a warm bubble bath.

They were going to do it. And, this time she would do that thing where her body went all stiff.

Cum, a voice said in her head.

She stopped and swallowed. She put the voice out of her thoughts. Instead she pushed her thick plastic glasses up on her freckled nose.

She would... climax with him inside her. And, he would...

Cum... cum like a goddamned clydesdale in your fucking whore cunt, the voice whispered with a giggle.

She grasped the edge of the vanity so hard her fingers ached. "Stop. Stop. Stop..." She hummed to herself and then sang, "Just like me, they long to be, Close to you..."

...they long to be, fucked by your big cock! the voice whispered.

"Stop it!" Amy cried and slapped her hands over her ears. Why wouldn't it stop? Was she going insane? It had happened during the honeymoon...

"No, no, no, no, no!" She whimpered in the empty bathroom. "Nothing happened. Nothing happened."

Whore. You're a whore, the voice whispered. And, you fucking loved it, you loved it in your mouth, in your cunt, up your ass. One guy, two guys, more... and girls? Licking and sucking like a lesbian porn star...

"That didn't happen," Amy sobbed. "You're lying. I wouldn't do... those things. They're horrible. Why are you doing this to me?"

Fucking, cold cunted, prude, the voice hissed.

A baby. She needed to get pregnant. If she and Chad had a baby, the voice would stop. Everything would be about the baby and not about... those other things. That's why everything had to be perfect tonight.

She stared into the mirror and the face in the mirror stared back.

Was it different? The eyes seemed... colder. The eyebrows were more arched and sinister. The lips seemed cruel and as she watched, her frown was reflected back to her as a sideways smile.

Amy screamed and dropped to the floor, her back to the mirror. "Leave me alone. Please. Please, leave me alone!"

Laughter echoed in her head. What are you hoping to do here with all this romantic bullshit? You don't want a baby. You wanna FUCK!

Amy froze. "I... it's not bullshit... I don't want what you want!"

You think Chad wants you in those cotton panties and bra? He wants a hot slut to fuck, not Holly Hobby in dime store lingerie.

Amy crawled toward the bedroom. She had told her mother that her nerves had been bothering her since the wedding night. She had given her some of her Valium. It was in the nightstand drawer.

Laughter again. Gonna take more than some happy drugs to exorcise me, you stupid cock sleeve. But, go ahead and knock yourself out. Maybe I can take control while you sleep and give Chad a real workout...

"Stop it! He doesn't want you," Amy said as she crawled on the floor.

Yes, he does. The way he looked at us in that alley, when we took it up the ass from that old john? Remember how big a lump he had in those pants watching that old guy butt fuck us?

"No! That didn't happen!"

Better yet, you take a little nappy and I'll call Eddie. He knows how to use a fucking whore like us. He'll take care of your frigid little pussy.

Amy stopped crawling. Eddie? Something in her memory... "No! No! None of that is real! Just a bad dream, just a bad dream!"

Laughter. Sure, honey, just a dream. A big old wet dream where you were a cocksucking, muff diving, ass fucking super slut. Goddamn, we were hot. And, we're going to be again.

Amy scrambled on her hands and knees toward the bedroom.

Stop.

Amy froze.

The voice became sweet. Amy? I'm not the enemy. I'm not a demon from hell sent to torment you.

"Yes. You are. Oh, God, I need a priest. Our Father, who art in heaven..." Her voice faltered as the strange voice in her head tittered with laughter.

Go on. Say the rest. What's stopping you?

"I... I can't..."

The voice shrieked with glee. You can't remember. Poor little Catholic girl can't remember the Lord's Prayer. You know why? You don't believe anymore, you stupid slut.

"Stop. Stop."

Shh, Amy. Listen to me. I want to help you. Go to the bedroom and put on that little black g-string and lace bra - the one you got at the shower. I'll teach you to dance for Chad. He'll fuck you sooo hard, Amy. Just give him a taste of me mixed with you.

"No. He wants me."

Why would he? No makeup, no heels anymore, you're wearing the glasses you put away in eighth grade instead of your contacts. You cut your long auburn hair. You have nice tits, but you put on that fucking mummy wrapping bra. You're frigid, Amy. 

Amy sobbed and cried. "No. I just don't want to... be like you!"

You are me, stupid.

She shook her head. "No, I'm not! I'm not! You're not real."

That's not what all those guys said when they were shooting their wads in us. She giggled hysterically.

"You're foul. You're not me. You can't be."

Amy, pull down your panties. Come on.

"No!"

Pull them down, Amy. You have a great ass. Pull those granny panties down.

Amy whined. Then she hooked her fingers in the waistband. She pushed them over her hips and down her thighs.

That's right. Squeeze that ass, baby. It gets guys so hard when they look at your ass, Amy. Our ass.

Amy brushed her fingers over her backside, felt the firm, round globes.

Pull them apart, Amy. Come on. Open your ass cheeks wide.

Amy bit her lower lip. She slowly began to spread herself open.

It feels nice to expose your little asshole, doesn't it?

"Umm... I don't know..." She was getting so confused.

Boys like a girl's ass to fuck, Amy. It shows she is all about their pleasure, giving them a tight hole to fuck. Remember that old fucker in the alley? Remember how his cock was so thick? Thicker than Chad’s or Eddie’s? It felt like he was pushing a fireplug up our ass…

“No! I don’t remember! She said I wouldn’t remember!” Amy sobbed.

There it is! You do remember. She lied Amy. She said you wouldn’t remember, but you do. She said I only got to come out four days a month, but here I am ready to take control of your hot little slut body.

“No! Please stop!” Amy was sobbing. Tear fell on the bathroom tile.

Touch your asshole with your finger, Amy.

"No. It's not right. That's dirty. Don’t make me." Her voice was small and weak. Fitting, Amy thought. She was too weak to fight.

The voice giggled. Of course, it’s dirty, Amy. That's why it's fun. Just touch it. A little caress, that's all.

Amy tentatively caressed her little pucker with her middle fingertip. "Oh!"

See? Feels good, doesn't it?

"A... little... I guess."

Push the tip in. Teach it to open, Amy. Go on. Train it. You’re out of practice. We need it nice and loose for all our johns.

"Unnh." She pressed in with her finger and felt it began to open.

Mmm, yeah, just like that. Remember how that old guy fucking throbbed when he came? Remember how we wished he wasn't wearing that condom? So we could feel it? All that sweet cream flowing into us?

Amy smiled a little. "Y... Yeah... I wanted it." She pressed deeper, feeling her sphincter.

In and out, baby. Train that fuck hole. See? You are just like me, baby. Let me in. Let me drive. I'll make your little butt feel sooo good. We're going to fuck and fuck. Men, women, whoever we want. Whoever wants us. And, everybody is going to want us, Amy.

Amy gently finger fucked herself with her fingertip.

Oh, Amy, we're sooo wet now. Feel it dripping down your thighs? All that pussy cream. You need cock. You need Chad's big, hard cock in your little pussy, don't you?

"Oh! Yes! I do. I need it." She pressed harder, felt her sphincter open a little. A little more. And, suddenly she was past the little ring! "Oh, God! I'm doing it!"

Mmm, yeah, so good. Chad's big cock in your tight little pussy... and Eddie's hard cock in your filthy ass.

Amy jumped, startled from her reverie. She suddenly realized she was on the bathroom floor, her middle finger shoved all the way up her ass. "No! What?!"

The voice cackled in her ear. A few more days? That hard body of yours will belong to me again, bitch. And, I'm going to make it do the nastiest shit you can imagine.

Amy sobbed as she pulled the finger out of her ass. She looked up.

Chad was standing in the bathroom door.

"No! Oh, God, no!" She curled into a fetal position. "I'm sorry. I'm sorry! Chad, I'm so sorry."

He knelt down beside her and pulled her into his arms. "No, no, it's okay, Amy. You don't have to be ashamed."

"Scared. I'm so scared, Chad. I think I'm losing my mind."

Chad swallowed and shook his head. "No, honey. You're not. I... remembered. On my way home from work. It just popped back into my head. Somehow, they made us forget until now."

"What? What do you mean?"

He pointed at the moon through the bathroom window. It was almost full. "The full moon. I have to take you to the farm. Amy Lynn is coming back."

Eyes wide, Amy stared at the moon and felt all hope die.

***

His name was Bill, but everyone called him Bull. Bull Drummond, after Bulldog Drummond from the old movies. He wiped sweat off his bald head as he watched the whores walk into the seedy hotel in downtown Ithaca. How many times had he frequented such a den of iniquity in his youth? 

He watched the sluts parading in their stockings and lace - wearing little more than underwear.

Spreading disease. Not only STDs, but a sickness of the soul that infected men and women alike.

But, Bull Drummond had been cured of that soul sickness. He put his hand on the crisp new Bible beside him on the seat. This was his salvation: the word of God. And, God's gift, his faithful wife, Amelia. He owned his own little motel south of here. His wife watched over it.

And, they didn't tolerate whores and pimps.

He spread the word of God whenever he could: he sold Bibles as a sideline, spending days on the road throughout New York state.

And, he ministered to the fallen whenever he could.

He got out of his old car and crossed the street, Bible in hand.

"Hi, Pops, wanna date?" A skinny woman with needle tracks on her arms asked him as he approached the doors to the hotel.

"No. I'm here to deliver salvation." He smiled at her, though he knew that the Satan that put those holes in her arms had doomed her. He could not save those who had fallen to the depths of hell. He walked into the dim and musty hotel lobby. The floor was filthy, and the old wallpaper was peeling down like a leper's skin.

A thin man wearing a black leather collar with chrome spikes looked at him from behind the reception desk. There was thick glass separating him from Bull, with only a small grill to talk through and a small slit in the glass for money to change hands.

"Fuck no! Not you. You get the fuck out of here!" the skinny man said. His eyes were too big for his face and looked like they might pop out of their sockets. He was holding a baseball bat in his right hand.

"I want a room," Bull said. Bull was tall, a foot and a half taller than the man behind the glass. He outweighed the little man by two hundred pounds.

"No way. We don't want you in here. You're bad for business."

"I have money." Bull held up two hundred dollar bills.

Pop eyes blinked at the money. His eyes narrowed. "That's the room. Girl is extra if you want one."

"How much?"

"Three hundred."

"No."

"Two hundred. I got a new girl, real sweet."

Bull stared down at the wretch through the glass. "Okay."

***

Delia tried to take the pink dildo all the way down her throat. It was a foot long with realistic balls.

"When the balls touch your chin, I'll pull it back out," Cindy said.

Delia closed her eyes, willing herself not to choke as the dildo slid deeper and deeper.

"No, Delia, open your eyes. You got to look the john in the eyes while you go down on him. He'll cum faster and then you can bounce," Cindy said.

Though the girls were both eighteen, Cindy was far more mature. Delia would be lost without her. She opened her eyes and tried to look alluring with the rubber dick halfway down her throat.

"Come on, two more inches. You're almost there," Cindy said. The brunette's hair was in a ponytail, and her bright green eyes always seemed to sparkle.

Delia slid a little further down. It was so big. In her throat. Hard to breathe. Her eyes went wide, and her stomach lurched. She dragged herself quickly off the dildo and clamped her hand over her mouth. She jumped off the bed and dashed to the hotel room bathroom where she heaved breakfast into the bowl.

"Fuck. Really?" Cindy grumbled from the bed.

"S... Sorry.... oh, God!" Delia tossed more cookies into the toilet bowl.

Hands were in her light blonde hair, pulling it back out of her eyes. Cindy.

"It's okay, Delia."

"N... No... I just can't do it, Cin." She shook and heaved again as her only friend held her hair and talked to her in soothing tones.

"You'll get it. It took me a while to get used to deepthroat."

"Yeah, but you never threw up on a john."

Cindy laughed. "Well, no. But, there were a few I wanted to blow chunks on."

Delia laughed.

"Jesus, fuck! What the fuck are you sluts doing in there?" Clay yelled as he walked into their hotel room without knocking.

"She's sick."

"Get her fat ass out here. She's got a customer."

Cindy stood up and stormed out of the bathroom. "I said: she's sick."

Clay, the little man with the pop eyes had to look up at her, though he outweighed her. Still he backed up.

Clay wasn't the pimp. He was the guy who took the money. The pimp, Randall, wasn't there during the day.

She wouldn't have been as brave with Randall. Clay was a pussy.

Randall ate pussy for breakfast, literally and figuratively.

"Use some fucking mouthwash and get down to room sixty-one," Clay barked over her shoulder toward the bathroom.

"I'll take him," Cindy said.

"Naah, he wants something virginal looking. You ain't been a virgin in a while, skank."

She took a step forward and balled up her fists. "I said I'll fucking take him."

Clay looked at her with contempt. "Fine. Move your skinny ass. Oh, one thing: he’s a Bible thumper. Means he’ll probably want to pray before he ass fucks you."

***

Bull sat on the dusty bed. The room smelled of mold and poor hygiene. He held the Bible in his hands and prayed.

Someone knocked on the door.

"Come in."

The girl that came through the door was tall and skinny and dressed in a red lace camisole with garter belt and stockings. Red heels completed her outfit. Her lips were bright red and she had too much blush on her cheeks. "I'm Sindy. With an 'S'..."

Bull laughed and shook his head. "No. It's a 'C', not an 'S'. Nobody spells Cindy with an S. They just say they do."

She leaned in the doorframe. "What's the matter, baby. Don't I turn you on?"

"Shut the door."

She looked down at the Bible in his hand. She swallowed hard and the practiced hooker smile faded a little.

"I won't hurt you."

"No offense, but the last fellow I knew who carried a Bible around like that used to beat the fuck out of me. Are you a whore beater? Because Randall, he doesn't like that."

"Randall's your pimp?"

"He takes care of me."

"He's your pimp. He beat you?"

"Sometimes."

"I won't hurt you. Go on. Shut the door."

Cindy looked out into the hall and then closed the door behind her.

"How old are you?" Bull asked.

"Old enough."

"That's not an answer."

"Eighteen. Does that turn you on?"

"No. It doesn't."

She walked toward him, her skinny hips shimmying with each step.

He stood up and she took an awkward step back in the heels - he towered over her. "Sit down." He pointed at the bed and walked to the window.

She sat down on bed. After a moment, she gave him a smile and parted her thighs, showing the dark crotch of her panties. "Come on, baby. Don't you want..."

"Close your thighs. I don't want anything from you. Certainly not that."

She quickly pressed her thighs together. "Look, man, I don't know what you want..."

"What do you want?"

"Huh?"

"What do you want, Cindy? Do you want this life? Do you want to be what this Randall has made of you?"

She looked at him for a minute.

She burst out laughing. "Randall didn't make me into... this. Life made me this."

"Evil men made you this. Maybe not Randall, but somebody like him."

"Look, mister, do you want to fuck or not?"

Bull got on his knees. "No, I want to pray with you."

"Oh, for fuck's sake..."

He held up the Bible. "There is salvation in here, Cindy. For you, for me, for everyone."

"Jesus, I don't know who's worse - you or those weird Church of Morpheus people uptown."

"Church of what?"

"Never mind. Just some freaky shit going on uptown and over at the college." She stood up and put her fists on her hips. "Look, baby, if you don't want your dick sucked or to plug one of the other two holes? I got customers."

Bull stood up. “You need to leave this place. You know this. You’re not stupid, I can tell. For your soul’s sake.” He handed her an envelope. "Take this."

"What?" She opened it. Inside was five hundred dollars and a card with the address of a motel. "What the fuck?"

"Take the money. Leave this place and go home, or if home is too bad, you can go to the address on the card. My wife and I will find a place for you. It won't be glamorous work. It'll be hard, but it will be better than this. We’ve helped lost girls like you before."

"Jesus, you're crazy, mister," she whispered. But, she stuffed the envelope down between her small breasts.

"Don't blaspheme."

***

Cindy burst back into the room to find Delia lying on the bed in a white negligee. "That was quick."

Cindy closed the door behind her. "Get dressed."

"Huh?"

"Get your clothes on, ditz. We're getting the fuck out of here."

Delia rolled onto her side. "Are you nuts? Randall will beat us black and blue."

Cindy pulled the envelope out of her cleavage. "Five hundred dollars, Delia. Some weird Jesus freak just gave me five hundred dollars. We're getting the fuck out of here."

The pale blonde girl stared at the envelope. “Jesus… for real?”

“Fuck! Would you hurry?”

***

The small man with the pop eyes had laughed at Bull as he left through the lobby. “Goddamn. Bet you didn’t even get your dick out of your pants before Cindy made you jizz!”

Bull turned and smiled at him. “I’ll pray for your soul, brother.”

“Yeah? Fuck you.”

Bull turned and walked out into the warm sun.

This wasn’t the first time he had tried to save a girl in a hell hole like this. Most took the money, but not the advice.

He heard a clattering from the alley as he reached his car.

Two girls: Cindy and a chubby blonde girl were climbing quickly down the fire escape. They wore tight jeans and hoodies and carried small overnight bags. Cindy climbed down into the littered alley first and then helped the blonde down off the ladder.

Once they were on the ground, the chubby girl let go of the ladder and it shot upward on its springs making a loud crash.

Both girls froze for an instant.

Then Cindy grabbed the blonde’s hand and dragged her running down the street away from the hotel.

“Praise the Lord,” Bull said. He turned his eyes heavenward and smiled.

***

Amy sat on the bed wrapped in a blanket and rocked herself. “I don’t remember.”

Chad walked from the closet to the bed and back again, with each pass he filled the suitcases a little more. “I remember.”

Amy shook. “I did… horrible things… filthy things?”

Chad stopped. He sat down on the bed. “It wasn’t you. They made you do those things.”

She laid over on her side, putting her head on his lap. “They put something inside me, Chad. She’s the most awful thing in the world. She’s everything filthy that ever existed, and she’s inside me.”

He stroked her red hair. “I know.”

“What are we going to do?”

“I have to take you to this farm. It’s a few hours from here.”

She sat up, her eyes wide. “What’s going to happen to me there?”

“I don’t know, Amy. But, I have to take you there. I keep trying to stop myself - I want to stop, Amy. But, I can’t. I just keep packing. I filled up the car with gas before I got home.”

“I don’t want to go there, Chad.” She shook her head.

“I… I’m sorry.”

“I’m not going,” she whispered. “I want to go to the hospital.”

He swallowed. “I don’t know if I can take you there…”

“When do you have to take me to the farm?”

“Tomorrow…”

“Then take me to the hospital now.”

***

Eddie Delacroix had lived through some freaky ass shit in his life.

But watching a bisexual muscle stud and his tranny girlfriend double team an old fat broad while a goth chick sucked his dick was brand new territory.

The woman polishing his knob had a bleach blonde butch haircut. She didn’t have a name, they just called her Cum Slut.

It was tattooed across her abs.

She had a ton of tatts. The biggest was the inverted cross between her tits - nice tits, cost somebody some money. Inverted pentagrams were tattooed over her nipples.

“Fuck Me HARD!” Was tattooed on the back of her neck.

Eddie read the words over and over as he controlled her motions with his hand on the back of her head.

Fucking slut had talent.

And, best of all, she always swallowed.

He fucking loved it when they swallowed.

“Fuck me you nasty cocksucker,” Mama Jugs growled as Mr. Muscles - another fucking brilliant name - plowed her cunt while his ‘girlfriend’ Stella tried to wedge her half hard cock in Mama’s asshole.

Stella had serious trouble getting it up. She seemed to be growing more and more femme as the weeks stretched on.

And, they were fucking stretching on.

Mama Jugs and her whores were supposed to go to the farm two weeks ago. But, Mama Jugs’s old man hadn’t shown up. She said that happened occasionally. He was some kind of door to door Bible salesman.

Probably off on a bender.

But, regardless… tomorrow was the day.

Tomorrow, Eddie had to make his way to the farm himself.

If he closed his eyes, he could see her: that red hair, those big green eyes.

Amy Lynn.

She was a walking wet dream with a mind like a sex demon.

And, day after tomorrow when the full moon rose? She was coming back.

He shoved his dick deeper down Cum Slut’s throat.

He closed his eyes. The punk whore was gone. In his mind, it was sweet Amy Lynn’s mouth he was fucking.

“Fuck!” He unloaded in the skank, felt her throat convulsing as she swallowed his jizz.

He went soft, his thick meat pulling slowly out of her mouth.

She leaned back and smiled. “Fuck, Eddie, I love your dick, baby.”

He stood up and pushed past her, oblivious to her hurt expression. Amy Lynn was all that mattered.

Eddie stuffed his dick back in his pants and zipped up.

“Where ya goin’?” Cum Slut asked as Eddie opened the hotel room door.

“Out.”

***

Cindy looked at the front entrance to the bus station from the alley across the street. The dark alley smelled of beer, trash, and piss.

The sun had disappeared a half hour ago.

By now, that sleezeball Clay had figured out he was missing two whores. He wouldn’t rush to call Randall - he’d have to explain how she and Delia had managed to get away.

Randall had… anger issues.

“We going in or what?” Delia asked.

“Just… wait.” Ithaca wasn’t a big place. Clay would be searching for them, and he probably had a bunch of other thugs looking for them as well.

The bus station was the most likely place he could catch them.

Cindy knew the New York City bus left at 7:00 PM sharp. It was 6:30. Their best bet was to wait until five minutes or so before the bus left before going straight in and buying a ticket.

Once they were in New York? Randall would be a memory.

She had friends they could crash with. Maybe she could make some money. With her and Delia both working? Maybe they could get an apartment with some other kids.

Or, maybe they’d just run. Jersey, hell, maybe south somewhere.

Anyplace was better than turning tricks for Randall.

Even the Russians in New York treated their girls better.

“Maybe we could get a car?” Delia said.

Cindy stared at her.

“You know? We could go to that car lot and buy a beater. We could drive…”

“Do you have your license?” Cindy asked.

She shook her head. “My mom was going to teach me, but, you know she went away and shit. But, you can drive, can’t you?”

“Yeah, Delia, I can. But, my driver’s license is locked in Randall’s safe.”

“I just thought…”

“No, Delia,” Cindy said as she grabbed her shoulders. “You don’t think! You just stand there and do what I tell you. This is fucking serious, Delia. If they catch us? They’re going to fucking hurt us. So, you don’t think. You just do whatever the fuck I tell you when I tell you to do it. Understand?”

The girl’s lower lip quivered. “I’m sorry, Cin. I won’t talk no more.”

Fuck. She pulled Delia close. “No. I’m sorry, babe. I’m sorry. I’m just scared. I shouldn’t have snapped at you.” 

Delia sniffled. “Stupid. Of course, we can’t buy a car.”

“No. It was a good idea, okay? Just not a good idea right now.”

***

Chad sat in the waiting room at Riverview Mental Care Center. He was the only one there other than an orderly who was slowly mopping the floor nearby. Amy had been in with the Psychiatrist for almost a half hour.

This was a nightmare.

Amy insisted on being brought to Riverview, although they both knew she wasn’t crazy.

Her reasoning had been that they might be able to prescribe medication to silence Amy Lynn’s voice in her head.

Chad wasn’t so sure.

Worse, he knew that regardless of what happened? Tomorrow, he would have to take Amy to this ‘farm’. The compulsion to do so was overpowering. 

The thought of the place terrified him.

Because, he had no idea what they would do to them at the farm.

And, he had no idea to what lengths he would go to take her there. Was there some equivalent of Amy Lynn lurking in his subconscious mind? Would that programmed personality hurt anyone who got in the way of his mission?

Would he hurt her?

He swallowed hard.

There was nothing worse than not having control of your own mind.

Amy came out of the doctor’s office. Her eyes were red and swollen, and Chad didn’t think he had ever seen her look so small, so vulnerable.

The doctor walked out behind her. She was in her early forties with blonde hair going to gray. “Mr. Bellachik? I’m Dr. Casey.”

He shook her hand.

“I have to use the restroom,” Amy whispered. The bathroom was at the end of the hall, and she walked that way.

When she was out of earshot, Chad said, “Is there anything you can do?”

“Sit down, please.”

Chad sat down in a chair and she sat down across from him.

The Psychiatrist looked over his shoulder at the orderly who was still mopping. He was wearing earphones and listening to music on his phone.

“Mr. Bellachik, I’m afraid your wife is very ill.”

Chad swallowed hard and looked at the floor. “The voices. Is there anything you can do to stop them?”

“Yes. There are some medications that will help. I’m afraid we’re seeing some sort of late onset schizophrenia. I’d like for her to stay with us for a few days…”

“No. No, she can’t stay here…”

“Mr. Bellachik, I believe Amy is a danger to herself. Her fear of this ‘Amy Lynn’ is quite extreme. She needs to be under care.”

Amy came out of the restroom.

She sat down beside Chad and took his hand. “I’m going to stay a few days.”

Chad shook his head.

“I need to do this, Chad. They can give me something to stop the voices.”

“Baby, I can’t leave you here.”

Dr. Casey stood up. “I’ll leave the two of you to talk things over. I’ll start your admissions paperwork, Amy.” She stepped back into her office.

“Amy, you can’t stay here…”

“Just until the full moon is over. Five days from now, I can come home.”

“I can’t. Amy. I have to take you to the farm. I’m afraid of what will happen if I don’t.” He leaned close. “I don’t know what they will make me do if I don’t take you there.”

“Please, Chad, I’ll be safe here.”

“No, you won’t,” the orderly said.

“Excuse me?” Chad said. He stood up.

The orderly took the earbuds out. “Relax. Amy, Chad is right. He has to take you to the farm.”

Chad clenched his fists. “You’re one of them? What the fuck did you do to us!?”

“Me? Nothing. I’m just an orderly. An orderly listening to his phone. And, his phone just made a really loud whining noise…”

“What the hell are you talking about?”

“It made a loud whining noise and now I’m asleep and someone named Gwen Kincaid is using me to talk to you.”

Chad stared at the man’s eyes. His eyelids were heavy, and his eyes were dull. 

“You have to take her to the farm. If you leave her here? You will never see her again. Two different groups are on their way here right now. Neither of those groups have Amy’s best interests at heart. Chad, if either of those groups gets hold of her, she is doomed. If you love your wife, get her out of here. Run.”

Amy stood up. “Chad?”

He took her hand.

They ran.

***

6:50 PM. Cindy turned to Delia. “Okay. I’m going to go get our tickets. I’ll be right back…”

“No! Don’t you dare leave me, Cin!”

Cindy sighed. “Delia. I’ll come right back, then we’ll go around the side to where the buses park and get on the New York bus. In ten minutes, we’ll be on the Interstate.”

“I’m going with you!”

Cindy looked over her shoulder at the bus station. She hadn’t seen any of Randall’s people, but that didn’t mean they weren’t there. She turned back to Delia.

“You leave me here and I’ll go back to the hotel,” Delia whined.

“What?! Are you nuts? They’ll beat the shit out of you!”

“I know. But, that’s what I’ll do, Cin. You can’t leave me!”

Cindy shook her head. “Okay. Fine.” She took Delia’s hand. “Don’t let go, no matter what.”

Delia nodded.

Cindy pulled Delia’s hood over her head as well as her own.

They crossed the dark street and walked into the bus terminal.

It was quiet. A couple of bums were sleeping on the plastic seats.

A bored looking old man was sitting in the ticket booth.

He looked up as they reached the glass.

“Two tickets to…” Cindy said.

The old man looked away. He reached up and pulled down a shade in front of the glass, blocking himself from view.

“What the fuck?” Cindy said.

“Well, ain’t you two cute?”

Cindy spun around and pulled Delia behind her.

Clay was smiling his bug eyed smile at her and fingering his black leather collar.

He was flanked on both sides by a couple of thugs: a fat guy named Bruce and a musclebound guy they called Penny.

“Stupid cunts,” Clay spat. “Where the fuck else were you going to go? You think you’re the first twats who decided to bolt?”

Cindy handed her bag to Delia.

She clenched her fists.

Clay burst out laughing. “Cindy, Penny here is going to shove his fist so far up your ass you’ll be a hand puppet.”

Her eyes narrowed. “Bring it.”

And, then all hell broke loose.

Delia pulled Cindy back as the front doors of the bus station were flung open.

It took Cindy a moment to recognize the big Bible thumper.

He grabbed Bruce by the back of his collar and flung him headlong into the plate glass window beside the door before kicking Clay in the small of the back and sending him careening into the ticket booth glass.

Penny turned just in time to take a massive right fist square to the jaw.

The big thug went down in a heap at Bible thumper’s feet.

Miraculously, neither the plate glass window nor the ticket booth glass actually broke.

But, the affects were devastating, nonetheless.

Bruce’s face was broken and bleeding. He left a trail of blood as he slid down the glass.

Clay turned around. Several of his teeth were missing. His eyes grew wide. “You. You son of a bitch. You’re fucking dead! Randall’s going to find out who you are…”

Bible thumper loomed over Clay and smiled. “My name is Bull Drummond. You tell Randall that God sent me.” Then he punched Clay so hard that his spiked collar flew off.

The little man fell spread eagle on the bloody tile.

Cindy and Delia looked down in disbelief at the broken men.

“Ladies, I think it will be best if we left,” Bull said.

A slow smile spread across Cindy’s lips. She leaned down and picked up Clay’s collar as they left.

***

Chad drove them out of the parking lot. As he pulled onto the road, a line of black SUVs roared into the lot behind them. He looked at them in the rearview window. “Motherfucker.”

“What? What is it?” Amy asked.

Chad shook his head. “Honey, I don’t know. But I think the orderly was right.”

***

The man in the black jumpsuit stalked down the loony bin hallway and spat on the floor. “Where the fuck is she?”

Dr. Casey shrugged. “I don’t know, Colonel. I was doing her paperwork and they just vanished.” She shrank under his gaze.

Colonel Menser shook his head. “Goddamn.”

“She was definitely one of them. Two personalities living in one body. One hypersexual, manipulative, evil, the other normal.”

Menser stared at the orderly who continued to mop the same spot in the room. He smiled. “And, you let her get away. Good going, doctor.”

“Hey, I’m not military. I’m not trained for this.”

“Nobody is, doctor. Nobody is,” Menser growled. “Hey, you, earbuds?”

The orderly took the earbuds out. “Yes?”

“Anything weird happen in here this evening?”

The orderly shook his head. “No…”

“How long you been mopping that same spot, amigo?”

The man stared at the mop in his hands. “I… I’m not sure…”

“I’m going to say some names. You tell me if you recognize them: Maria Marapova?”

The orderly narrowed his eyes. He shook his head.

“Sugar Tits?”

Dr. Casey did a double take.

The orderly laughed. “Say what? No…”

“Gwen Kincaid?”

The orderly almost jumped out of his skin.

“Goddamn,” Menser said. “We’re going to lose this fucking war, doctor.” He turned around and stalked out of the hospital.

***

Delia slept in the backseat of the old Ford.

Bull drove through the night. The radio was tuned to Gospel music.

Cindy sat in the passenger seat and watched him drive. “Your music sucks.”

“It’s uplifting.”

“Really? Because it’s making me want to shoot myself.”

Bull laughed. “You don’t believe I take it?”

Cindy turned and looked out at the passing darkness. “I don’t believe in what I can’t see.”

Bull nodded. “Me neither.”

“Really? Your God is invisible.”

“Naah, he’s all around us. In everything.”

Cindy chuckled and shook her head. “Sure he is, Bull.”

“You don’t think God sent me to help you?”

She stared at him. “No. I think you chose to help us. My only question is: why?”

“I’ve been a bad man, Cindy. But, God, he redeems. I’m doing his will now.”

Cindy took a deep breath. “Man, I’m going to end up carved up in your freezer, ain’t I?”

“Hardly,” Bull said. “I’m taking you and Delia to my home. My wife is going to feed you, and then you can decide what you want to do.”

“Do?”

“With your life. You can use the money I gave you to go somewhere and start a new life. Or, you can stay with us. We have a young lady, her name is Belynda, she came from a dark place, same as you. She found Jesus. And, now she works for us. Oh, it’s not glamorous work at the motel, but it’s honest.”

“What’s your angle, old man?”

“My angle?”

“You cannot be serious about all this religious shit…”

“Oh, I am, Cindy. I definitely am.”

***

Chad pulled into a Holiday Inn fifteen miles from the farm.

The front desk clerk hadn’t wanted to take cash for a room without an ID, but a few hundred more slipped in his hand helped him get over that.

Luckily, Chad had drawn out cash today.

Somehow, he knew he would need it.

He left Amy in the room and walked down the street to a movie theater. On his way, he took the license plates off his car.

He picked a car parked in a dark corner of the lot and took their tags.

Then he walked back to the Holiday Inn and put the stolen tags on his own car.

If these people were as dangerous as ‘Gwen Kincaid’ had said they were through the orderly, Chad wasn’t going to take any chances.

He should have driven them straight through to the farm tonight, but he had no idea what they would be driving into. There were dangerous people all around them, and he had no doubt the denizens of the farm were probably just as dangerous as the people in the SUVs.

Whatever they had done to him made it impossible for him to not take Amy to this farm, but he hoped and prayed that, once he had her there, he would be able to protect her.

Amy was asleep when he stepped through the door.

She lay on the bed on top of the covers in her underwear.

He sat down beside her.

The bottle of Valium was on the nightstand.

He snatched it up and opened it.

He breathed out. The bottle was almost full - she’d only taken enough to go to sleep.

He put his hand on her, caressing her buttocks through the cotton panties.

They were firm and shapely.

She should be naked.

He smiled.

The wedding had been beautiful, but the honeymoon was a living nightmare.

That was the night he met Amy Lynn.

Those witches had done something to his beautiful bride and somehow spawned Amy Lynn. He still couldn’t fully accept what happened during those four days.

His beautiful, innocent wife had turned into a wanton slut before his eyes.

She had made love to dozens of men while he watched.

No. She had fucked them.

Amy Lynn didn’t make love.

Amy Lynn fucked.

And, God help him, he had wanted the demon.

The worse part was that he had remained hard and leaking while he watched john after john use his bride like a cheap whore.

He was a cuckold, and he hated himself for it.

Worse than the nameless johns was that fucker, Eddie Delacroix. The witches had made Eddie Amy Lynn’s pimp, and he had sold her to anyone and everyone. And, then he had fucked Amy Lynn himself, over and over.

Chad was going to kill Eddie Delacroix if it was the last thing he ever did.

***

Chad woke up with Amy clinging to him in the darkened motel room.

He caressed her in the dark, running his hand down her thin ribs to her hip.

She was naked and shivering.

He drew her against him, and she laid her head on his chest.

Her green eyes glowed in the almost pitch black room. “I need you,” she whispered.

Her small hand trailed down his abs to the waistband of his boxers and slid inside.

It had been more than a week since she had even touched him. 

Whatever had been done to them had caused Amy to lose her libido while Amy Lynn’s seemed insatiable during the full moon.

“Did you want her?” Amy asked in the dark.

“What?”

“Amy Lynn. Did you want her? More than me?”

He rolled on top of her. “No. I love you, Amy. Only you.”

She snuggled against him. “I haven’t been much of a wife…”

“Stop. None of this is your fault.”

She squeezed his cock and stroked him. “Still, I’ve neglected you. I’m sorry.”

Chad grew hard in her grasp instantly. He leaned down and kissed her, and she melted into him, her hand moving faster.

Chad pushed the boxers down.

He grasped her thighs and spread them.

“N… No,” she whispered. “Not like that.”

“You don’t want me on top? You love when I’m on top.”

“I do want you on top… just not like this.” She released his cock and rolled onto her stomach, raising her hips slightly.

Chad caressed her ass gently. He cupped her sex, trailing his middle and index fingers along her wet slit.

“Mmm,” she moaned. “Higher. Please, Chad?”

Higher? He slid his fingers up, brushing her little pucker.

“Ooo! Chad, yes! There, please?”

She had never wanted anal before, but her little body had convulsed when he touched her anus. “Are you sure?”

“Mmm, hmm. Please. Just go slow.”

Chad touched her hole gently. Her body reacted again, this time she arched her back and pushed back against his finger. “Ooo, yeah. Like that. Push it in me a little?”

“We need lubricant…”

“I put some in already. Just push.”

He pressed gently and his fingertip slid in to the first knuckle.

“God, yes! I almost came just putting in the lube. Oh, Chad, I can’t stop thinking about doing it back there. Is that wrong?”

“No, of course not.” Chad pushed a little deeper and her sphincter opened for him. He slid easily into her lubricated ass to the second knuckle.

“Unnh! More! Chad, two fingers… use two!”

With his free hand, he stroked the small of her back. He pulled back slightly and then eased his middle finger in beside his index finger.

“Fuck! Feels sooo good! Stretch it, Chad. Stretch my asshole!”

He moved slowly - obviously too slowly: Amy pushed back with her hips, driving his fingers deeper.

“Open me, Chad! Stretch me and then I want you to fuck me,” she whispered. “Ass fuck me with your big cock!”

Chad blinked in the dark room. While they were dating, Amy had been very vocal in bed. She was playful and wasn’t shy about telling Chad what she wanted. But, since the disastrous honeymoon and what had been done to them? She was quiet, subdued, even timid.

Now, suddenly, he had her back, the old Amy.

Though in all the time they dated, she had never asked for anal.

“Don’t stop, Chad! More! I want more.”

Chad smiled. He pulled out of her and she whined beneath him.

She laughed when he put the tips of both his index fingers against her pucker and pushed in.

She opened for him once again, and Chad hooked his fingertips, drawing them gently apart.

“Fuck, yes! Chad! Open me! Spread me!”

He leaned down and tongued her stretched hole.

She laughed out loud. “Oh, God, that felt so…”

He raised up and rocked his hips forward, pushing the head of his cock against her loosened hole.

“Fuck! Oh, fuck!” She whispered as his cock replaced his fingers.

She was so tight around him. He was just at the point where her sphincter held his glans tightly. 

“You’ve done this before, haven’t you?” She whispered in the dark.

He didn’t answer. “I’m going to go slow.”

“Not too slow,” she groaned. Her voice was deep and sultry.

She lunged backward, taking him by surprise.

He sank balls deep in her tight ass. “Amy! Jesus!”

“Goddamn, you are sooo fucking big,” she laughed. “Fuck me. Hard, Chad.”

He pulled back, stopping just short of her sphincter before thrusting forward again.

“Unnh… God… Yeah… I can take your cock in my ass,” she whispered. Her voice was filled with wonder. “Because… I’ve been ass fucked before, haven’t I, Chad?”

He pushed her down onto the bed harder, slamming his dick into her ass. His balls slapped against her pussy as he fucked her.

“Aiggh! Fuck! Mmm, baby… give it to me, Chad.” She giggled.

“God, Amy, so tight.”

“Turns you on, doesn’t it?”

Chad only grunted. He grabbed her shoulder length red hair and pulled her head back.

“Like in the alley. You got hard. Watching that old fucker do my ass. You liked it,” Amy mumbled.

“Unnh… No… baby, I didn’t…”

“Yes, you did. It’s okay. I liked it too, Chad. Being a whore. Taking it in the ass like a whore. I’m your whore, Chad.” She looked over her shoulder at him in the dark. “Fuck my whore ass. I’m your bitch, Chad. Use me!”

Her words barely registered with him. He was lost in the sweet constriction of her hole.

“Cum in me, Chad! Breed my ass!”

The orgasm came on fast.

He held her tight against him as his cock throbbed, filling her ass with cum.

All the while, she laughed and moaned.

***

Amy washed his cock and balls with a warm washcloth in the dark motel room.

He stroked her hair as she tended to him.

“That was amazing,” she whispered.

“You really liked it?”

She laughed. “Of course. I love making you happy.”

He pulled her up into his arms and she snuggled against him.

“My turn,” he whispered in her ear.

He rolled her onto her back and slid down her body trailing kisses over her abs. He was kissing his way down, intending to bring her off with his mouth.

“You don’t have to,” she whispered and scooted out from under him.

“Have to? Honey, I want to,” he said as she walked naked across he floor toward the bathroom. 

She skipped back a moment later with two bottles of water.  “Thirsty?”

“More like hungry. For you.” He grabbed at her and she pushed the bottle of water into his hand.

She danced away with a giggle.

He laughed. Chad opened the bottle and took a drink. “Jesus, this tastes like shit.”

She took a drink of hers. “Really? Mine’s fine.”

He took another swig. “Yeah, will this tastes terrible.”

But, it was wet and cold, and he had worked up a thirst. He swallowed it down.

Amy pursed her lips. “What do you think they’ll do at this farm?”

“Undo whatever those women did to you, I hope.”

“What if they don’t?”

“I’ll make them.”

She shook her head in the dark. “You couldn’t make the women at the porn store do anything. They had control of us. Complete control.”

“You remember everything now?” Chad asked.

“Of course. I’ve aways remembered.”

“I thought you said…”

Amy walked toward him. “If they will help me, what do you think they’ll do to her?”

“Who?”

Amy sat down on the bed beside him. “Amy Lynn.”

He shrugged and closed his eyes. “I don’t know. I just want it to be over. I want our lives to get back to normal.”

“Fuck normal. Normal is boring.”

Chad blinked in the dark. “Huh? What did you say?”

“I said ‘Fuck normal’, Chad. Fuck. Normal.”

His eyes felt heavy. “What do you mean?”

She stood up and looked down at him. “Normal is boring. You just fucked me up the ass while I told you how much it turned us both on when that john used my ass, and you came like a fucking geyser. In my ass, Chad. You never even tried to fuck Amy in the ass before.” She leaned down and smiled at him. “That was my fucking idea.”

He tried to roll to his feet, but his head and arms felt like they were made of lead.

She laughed. “Four crushed up Valium makes water taste worse than piss, huh, Chad?”

“Amy… what…”

“Don’t call me that. Amy’s asleep. I’m Amy Lynn.”

“N… No… Not the full moon… yet…” Everything was getting fuzzy.

“Yeah, let you in on a secret: I’m never completely asleep, Chad, honey. And, when your dorky wife sleeps? I can take control. I’ve been doing it for weeks. And, neither of you knew.”

Chad struggled to stay awake. He reached out and tried to grab her, but she danced away snickering.

“I get stronger every time I take control, Chad. I think I’ll be able to do it at will soon. Lucky for me, tonight Holly Hobby took that Valium - I can really get my boogie on when she’s stoned.” She leaned against the small chest of drawers. “Try to stay awake for a few more minutes. Because, I want to tell you: Fuck you! You were taking her to the farm hoping those witch bitches would kill me! Cocksucker! I fucking hate you!”

“Amy Lynn… please… don’t…”

“You want your precious little wifey back, and you’re willing to let those witch bitches kill me to do it! So, yeah, fuck you, Chad. You better pray I don’t cut off your dick while you’re asleep.”

***

“How old are you?” Bull asked.

Cindy stared out the window. “Eighteen.”

“You’re too smart to end up working for people like that.”

She laughed. “You think I’m smart, old man?”

“Too smart to fall in with people like Randall and Clay.”

“Everybody’s like Randall and Clay.”

“Not everybody. I’m not.”

“No, but you were,” she laughed.

He looked at her sideways. “What makes you say that?”

“You born agains are all alike. You get religion trying to make up for the twisted shit you did in your younger days. You were bad. Real bad.”

Bull laughed. “Yeah, okay, okay. You got me.”

“And, whatever you did, you ran with a rough crowd. I’ve never seen a beatdown like that.” She leaned back and smiled. “Fuck, that was beautiful Watching Clay spit teeth? Absolutely beautiful.”

“Would you mind not cursing?”

She looked at him for a moment and then burst out laughing. “Oh, old man, you are a trip.”

***

Eddie gave up smoking two years ago. Then, he took up vaping.

Six months ago, he gave that up as well. He didn’t want to die from popcorn lung - whatever the fuck that was. Everybody was saying vaping would kill you faster than cigs.

Eddie wanted to live.

For the last month, more than ever.

This was a good gig - damn sight better than the adult store. This was a weird crew, no doubt. But, there was potential here. 

But, the money wasn’t the point.

The point was the redhead.

She was the hottest thing Eddie had ever seen. And, she was his.

At least part time.

It wasn’t just the money, but there would be a lot of it. She had a killer body and that face. She could turn a man on like flipping a switch. And, in action? She was unbelievable. Nasty, filthy, every man’s wet dream come to life in a tight little package.

Turning tricks or stripping she was a moneymaker. Fuck films would put him on easy street.

With her.

That was the kicker, wasn’t it?

Eddie leaned against the brick column outside his motel room and looked at the lights from the mill across town. That mill provided a steady flow of customers.

Things were looking up.

His cell phone rang in his pocket. He fished it out of his pocket.

His cock lurched when he saw the caller ID: Amy Lynn.

He put it to his ear. “Hello? Amy Lynn?”

Her voice came over the phone. “Eddie, Baby, I’ve missed you sooo much.”

“Me too, girl. Where are you?”

“Some Holiday Inn off the Interstate.”

“He with you?”

She giggled. “Sorta.”

Eddie turned and leaned against the wall. “What’s that mean?”

“He’s sleeping. I roofied him. Well, I ‘Valiumed’ him.”

Eddie laughed. “Goddamn, way to go, babe.”

“Eddie, I’m lonely in this big ol’ motel with nobody to fuck. I need my pimp.”

Eddie rubbed his dick through his jeans. “What are you doing?”

“Taking a bath. I got him to fuck me in the ass. You coming up here or what?”

“Goddamn right I am.” He pulled out his keys. “Where on the Interstate are you?”

“Some shithole called Port Dickinson?”

“Yeah, I know it. That’s two hours away.”

“Hurry up, I need my big pimp cock.”

Eddie laughed as the engine started. “You just get that pussy clean for me, baby. I’ll be there fast.”

“Nope. It’s gonna be sloppy. I saw a bar on the way in. I’m gonna do some whore business.”

“Nasty slut. Go make my money, then. I’ll wash you out good when I get there.”

***

Colonel Taylor Menser walked into his office at CIA headquarters in Langley, Virginia. He sat down heavily in his leather chair and leaned back, rubbing his eyes.

I am too old for this shit.

Truth be told, he wasn’t cut out for black ops on US soil. Most of his time in the field had been in Nicaragua and later in the first Gulf War.

He was pushing sixty - a time when most men were slowing down.

But, the world hadn’t slowed down and neither could he.

He had faced down enemies on four continents, everything from Communist insurgents to Muslim extremists and everything in between.

But, this was a first.

Sex as a weapon.

This threat from a Cuba turned into a perverse viper pit of religious fanatics frankly had him scared. How did you fight an enemy that turned normal people into sex fiends who would gladly betray their families, let alone their nation?

And, goddamn it, they were slippery.

Amy Bellachik was a mousy little Catholic girl from upstate New York with a husband who sold insurance for fuck’s sake, and she had managed to slip through their fingers.

His door opened without a knock.

Secretary of State Miller barged in like a hurricane, flanked by Secret Service agents.

They waited outside as he closed the door.

“For fuck’s sake, Menser!”

Menser got to his feet. “We’re looking for her, Mr. Secretary.”

“How much did you miss this Bellachik woman by?”

“Minutes… maybe seconds.”

“How…”

“One of the mind controllers warned her off. Gwen Kincaid. She used an orderly. First time they’ve ever made someone into a meat puppet from that far away.”

“To your knowledge.” Miller sat down in the single chair in front of Menser’s desk. “Who knows how many people they have under their control?”

Menser sat down. “Yes, sir. That is a real fear. I’ve got teams scouring the area, but if the Bellachiks have even a little smarts? They’re off the grid. My guess is they are heading for the Kincaid farm.”

Miller sighed. “Colonel, we’re striking out at every turn.” He nodded toward the door. “CIA’s little super spy just got back from the farm with nothing. Zip. Other than completely restructured plumbing, a mega dosage of sex hormones, and a set of tits that would put a porn star to shame? She saw and heard nothing.”

Menser laughed under his breath. “No different than the others who’ve come out of there.”

“Yeah, well at least she didn’t come out of there with a sex change like that poor bastard from the Vatican,” Miller said.

“Mr. Secretary, let me take a team onto that farm. We need to face this head on.”

Miller shook his head. “Right. Ever heard of Ruby Ridge? Waco? Forget it, Colonel. We barely got out of Waco without the press figuring out we sent in Delta Force. Now you want me to sanction an NRO black op? Not this administration.”

“Use locals or state police. They’re performing medical procedures without a license.”

Miller shook his head. “Cosmetic procedures. We’ve already looked into it - even if we could find someone to testify against them, which we can’t? They’ll send in that Marapova bitch as their lawyer - Justice Department is still nursing their wounds over Britt Connors. No. Until they make a mistake, we can’t move on the farm.”

“How about ATF?”

Miller laughed. “Alex Kincaid owned one gun: a single shot shotgun about sixty years old. He walked into the local sheriff’s office and turned it in. Said he and his wife wanted to make a stand against gun violence.”

Menser shook his head. They were good, this Church of Morpheus. Scary good.

“Get Bellachik, Menser. Before she reaches that farm. We need to take her apart and see what makes her tick.”

***

Amy Lynn loved Wal-Mart.

At one in the morning, she had blown two guys in the parking lot and made enough money to buy a new outfit: white men’s dress shirt in XL made into a dress with a punk metal belt. She had it unbuttoned almost to her navel, showing off Amy’s perky tits. No bra, but she had splurged on a red garter belt and matching stockings. She finished the look with blood red pumps.

She had changed in the car and then dumped Amy’s frumpy jogging suit in the trash

Amy’s makeup case was pure shit as well.

Amy Lynn had bought a small kit with a lot of deep red. Now, she was rouged up, mascara’d up, and sporting glistening blood red lips.

She sat on a bar stool in a dive bar two blocks from the motel nursing a rum and Coke.

She knew the shirt was showing off the side of her ass to any of the drunks in the room who looked her way.

The bartender was staring at her cleavage every time he refilled her drink.

That made her nipples hard, which just enhanced the look.

She had put away three rum and Cokes - the alcohol would help keep Amy asleep so she could play.

“What ya drinkin’, honey?” A scruffy looking fat guy in a baseball cap asked her.

He was standing beside her and looking down her shirt.

“Rum and Coke. I love it. Makes me all tingly inside.” She thrust out her tits and gave him a good show.

He smiled. “Hey, another rum and Coke for the lady? On me.”

“Mmm, thank you,” Amy Lynn giggled. She turned on her stool so that her stockinged knees were touching his crotch. She spread her legs and he stepped closer.

He looked down at her hand. “Where’s your husband, sweetheart?”

She blinked and looked down at her left hand.

She was still wearing her wedding band and engagement ring. She squeezed her eyes shut and opened them again. “Fucking sleeping. I got lonely.”

He ran his thick fingers through her red hair. “Is he now? How lonely are you?”

“Real lonely.” She closed her knees on his and he moved closer. “Want to have a good time?”

He looked around the bar. Then he reached down and squeezed her left breast. “I’m always looking for a good time.” He licked his lips. “How much?”

“Twenty for deepthroat, fifty straight fuck, one hundred for an ass fuck.” She looked up at him with her big green eyes.

“That’s pretty expensive. What if I want it all? Do I get a discount?”

“One fifty. I’m feeling generous, and I’m bored.”

He nodded and grinned. “My place or yours?”

“This place got a bathroom?”

***

Bull pulled into the motel parking lot a few minutes after one in the morning. There was only one car parked in front of a room - slow, even for a weeknight.

Delia yawned and stretched as she sat up in the back seat. “Where are we?”

“Home,” Bull said. “At least it can be if you want.”

Cindy looked around. “We’ll see.”

Bull got out and stretched his aching back. The bruises were rising up on his knuckles from the fight. He would need ice by morning, but for tonight? He was too tired. “I’ll get you girls a key to one of the rooms. My wife cooks a great breakfast, but just get up in the morning when you feel like it. I know this has been a long day.”

He unlocked the main office. “Honey, you awake?” Amelia was a night owl, often reading her Bible till morning.

The office was silent.

He grabbed a key off the wall and went back outside.

Cindy was in the arms of a huge muscle bound man who wasn’t wearing a shirt. He was holding her from behind, at least two feet in the air as she kicked and screamed against his hand that was clamped over her mouth.

Delia was being held by some punk rock nightmare woman who had managed to shove her hand down the girl’s pants. She was screaming with her eyes as the punk woman held a hand over her mouth as well.

“Let them…” Bull yelled.

He never finished.

His wife, Amelia, now known only as Mama Jugs, clubbed him from behind with a tire iron.

Bull landed on the asphalt in a heap.

Mama Jugs smiled down at him. “Welcome home, honey.”

***

Amy Lynn was bent over in the bathroom stall, her shirt dress hanging on the hook. Fat guy had his six inch dick shoved up her ass as he pumped her, grunting a litany of obscenities. “Fucking whore! Take it, you slut.”

Amy Lynn smiled as she hugged the white porcelain toilet tank. “Ooo, yeah, fuck my ass! Mama loves it in the ass!”

She had made him pay up front and had offered him his choice of condoms.

“Goddamn, you’re the tightest piece I ever had.”

“Fuck yeah!” She laughed. “Loosen that hole up for me, baby.”

“Fuck, I’m going to cum!”

She raised up and shoved him back.

His cock popped out of her ass.

Amy Lynn dropped to her knees. She ripped off the red tinted condom and immediately engulfed him with her mouth. She kept her hands at her sides, throating him easily. She looked up at him with a grin as she blew him.

He grabbed her red hair and fucked her throat. “Fuck! Fuck! Yes!”

He began to throb, and she swallowed a few gulps before pulling his cock out and letting him shoot a few times on her tongue.

She winked at him as her mouth filled.

“Godddamn. Fucking amazing.”

She smiled up at him, lips glazed with cum. Then she swallowed it down. “Mmm, delicious. Thanks, baby.”

He stumbled back out of the stall. “Sweetheart, that was amazing.”

Amy Lynn got to her feet.

Five other men were standing around the restroom digging for their wallets.

She laughed, throwing back her head and cupping her big tits. “Next?”

***

“Okay, this will be object number 823 we are removing from Agent Akimi Maru,” the doctor said into the microphone above the operating table. He made a slight incision in the woman’s tanned, muscular thigh. “Suction.”

A nurse in white scrubs, hairnet, and mask leaned down and siphoned blood from the wound with a white tube.

The doctor leaned in again looking into the cleaned wound. “Object is spherical and appears to be fashioned from clear glass - essentially the same as the others. It is in proximity to the Sciatic nerve.” He retrieved the sphere with forceps. He held it up and looked at it through his magnifying monocle. “Object is one half centimeter in diameter.” He dropped it in a specimen bag.

A nurse took it from him, wrote something on the bag, and then transferred it to a larger bag.

“Doctor, would you close?”

A second doctor walked up and began closing while the first doctor returned to the microphone. “Now we will continue with object number 824.”

Colonel Menser watched from the behind the glass windows.

The beautiful, naked Japanese woman on the operating table was covered in liquid bandages.

“Death by a thousand cuts,” Menser whispered under his breath.

He didn’t envy Akimi Maru when she woke up in the morning. He could only imagine what that many incisions on your body would feel like as they healed.

“You say they found nothing on the eye recording?” Menser asked.

A technician looked up from his monitor. “No, sir. Just footage of her spa treatments. There were no surgeries discussed. The Kincaids don’t even show up in the footage.

Menser laughed and shook his head. “Goddamn, they are good. Young lady goes into this place with a video camera in her glass eye, they trick her out like she went through a mad scientist’s body shop, and all we get is video of mud baths and seaweed facials.”

***

“Mmph!”

Bull awoke with a start.

He was lying on his back. The room was dark and stuffy and smelled of gasoline.

Delia and Cindy were lying on top of him. Both had their mouths covered in duct tape.

Delia was asleep, her eyes closed in the dim red light.

Cindy was looking down at him, her eyes wide open and terrified. “Mmph!”

Bull had an erection with the nubile girls lying on top of him. If Cindy noticed, she made no indication.

He turned his head to the side and almost passed out.

Somebody had hit him from behind, and it felt like he might be leaking brains from the back of his skull.

He started to say something but found that his own mouth had been taped shut as well.

“Mmm, yeah, fuck me, Muscles,” a sultry voice said nearby.

Springs creaked.

Bull tilted his head back painfully. The voices were close.

Realization hit him: they were in the trunk of his old Ford!

The creaking springs were coming from the backseat.

Two people were fucking in his backseat!

He was lying diagonally across the trunk - someone had removed the old spare tire.

His arms were bound at the wrist. The girls were enfolded in his arms and he suddenly realized his hands were resting on their firm buttocks.

He lifted his arms quickly and accidentally slapped his already sore knuckles against the trunk lid.

The car was moving, and it went around a curve.

The girls were slung to the side and he brought his hands down quickly, pulling them against him to keep them from hitting the side of the trunk. Once again, he found his palms on their firm asses.

This time he didn’t move them.

Delia snuggled closer to him in her sleep.

The people who nabbed them must have worked for Randall. He didn’t recognize either the bodybuilder or the weird woman.

He didn’t get a look at whoever had clubbed him.

The girls’ hands were tied behind their backs.

Cindy’s fingers found his and held on.

She was terrified.

He tried to smile behind the gag. He pressed his forehead to hers.

I’ll get you out of here if it’s the last thing I do, Bull thought.

***

“I ain’t got no diseases,” the john complained as he looked at the condom in his hand.

“Me neither, and this way I won’t get any. You wanna fuck? Put on the rubber,” Amy Lynn said as she arched her back.

She was on her hands and knees on the bathroom floor.

Five satisfied customers and she wasn’t done yet!

This last guy was a pain in the ass.

“I’ll pay extra if I can creampie you. Say, fifty more?”

“No, baby, condom or no pussy.”

He smiled. “Maybe I’ll just take it anyway?”

Amy Lynn swallowed, suddenly very conscious of how precarious her position was alone in this bathroom full of drunk guys.

Somebody grabbed the guy from behind and slammed him against the tiles. “You ain’t takin’ shit, fuck face!”

She heard a loud thump.

The man dropped to the floor holding his nuts.

She jumped to her feet.

Eddie smiled at her.

“Eddie!” She threw herself around his neck and brought her lips up to his.

“No, no, baby. Clean that out first,” Eddie laughed. He put a beer in her hand.

She giggled and upended the longneck.

She filled her mouth with beer, swizzled, and spit it on the floor by the drain.

Then she guzzled the rest down and wiped her lips. “How’s this?”

He swept her up and drew her into a deep kiss.

She pulled back and smiled. “I am so glad you got here. I got a thousand dollars for you in my purse in the stall.”

“That’s my girl. Peddling that ass like a pro.”

She laughed and nuzzled his neck. “Take me somewhere and fuck me? Please? I’m so tired of little cocks, Eddie.”

He smiled at her. “Party’s over, boys. Lady has her date for tonight.”

The men grumbled and filed out of the restroom.

The fallen man continued to moan and hold his nuts.

“How much this fucker give you?” Eddie asked as he set Amy Lynn on her feet.

“Hundred to do my ass.” She retrieved the roll of bills from her purse and dropped it in Eddie’s hand.

He peeled off a hundred and dropped it in front of the john’s nose. “Me and Amy Lynn are nothing if not fair.”

***

Chad opened his eyes in the hotel room.

He was lying on the bed, naked. The lights were on, and his hands were tied to the headboard with what appeared to be the cord from the shades.

A pair of Amy’s panties were stuffed in his mouth.

He tried to move, but his ankles had been tied together.

He jerked and rolled on the bed, but, somehow, Amy had tied him so that he could barely move. He was lying on his back.

Chad stared down his body. What the fuck? His pubic hair had been shaved off!

He kicked and rolled to no avail. He tried to spit out the panties, only to discover that there was another length of cord tied around his head holding them in his mouth.

Chad looked around the room, his eyes settling on the mirror across from the bed.

Words had been scrawled on it in red lipstick: DON’T WAIT UP. GONE OUT TO FUCK. BRINGING BACK SOMEONE SPECIAL. XOXO AMY LYNN

Chad groaned through the panties.

He had to do something. He began working his hands back and forth in the bonds.

***

Mama Jugs drove through the night into the upstate New York countryside. That girl Lisa had told them to wait a week and then go to the farm. Now, here they were two weeks late thanks to Bull and his stupid religious shit.

At least he had brought two new girls to turn out. They would have something to show for being so goddamned late.

Muscles was fucking Stella missionary in the back seat. The big stud couldn’t get enough of the shemale whore.

Cum Slut was masturbating in the passenger seat, head tilted back, lost in whatever sick fantasies the little slut indulged in.

Mama Jugs thought about her husband in the trunk with those two sluts. He might have the two of them broken in by the time they got to the farm.

***

Eddie barely got Amy Lynn back to the Holiday Inn parking lot before she was unzipping his pants and fishing out his dick.

“I missed my big ol’ pimp stick!” She slobbered her way down his length.

“Yeah, that’s my girl. Suck that dick.” He put his hand in her red hair and pushed her down on his cock.

She took it all and he smiled down at her

They had taken Eddie’s car from the bar, leaving Amy and Chad’s car behind.

That had been Eddie’s idea - whoever was after her would be looking for their car, not Eddie’s.

He pulled into the parking spot outside Amy Lynn’s room.

She slid off his cock and jumped onto his lap. She kissed him deep. Then she pulled back and licked her lips. “I need you. Do me here?”

Eddie laughed and slapped her ass. “Be patient, you little slut. Let’s get in that room so I can have room to thrust.”

She laughed. “You okay with Chad being in there?”

“Boy Scout? Fucking A. I want him to watch me do you right.”

He opened the car door and pulled her out. He lifted her into his arms and carried her giggling to the door.

She reached into her purse and grabbed the electronic key. She ran it into the slot, still hanging in his arms.

The door opened and Eddie carried her inside. He kicked the door shut behind him.

“Motherfucker!” Eddie laughed.

Boy Scout was trussed up like a Thanksgiving turkey on the bed, junk shaved, and a pair of her panties stuffed in his mouth.

“You like?”

“Where the fuck did you learn how to tie somebody up like that?”

She giggled as he put her on her hands and knees on the bed. She winked at Chad. “On the Internet. Every time Amy and Chad went to sleep in their jammies? I got up and made plans.”

“Baby, you are the sexiest bitch on earth.”

She giggled. “I had Chad convinced I was going to cut off his dick before he passed out. See, Chad? I didn’t hurt ya’, I just shaved you.” She stroked Chad’s thick cock.

He looked miserable with his hands behind his head.

“Hi, Boy Scout. Hope you don’t mind, but I’m going to fuck your wife’s hot little body till she goes off like fireworks. You can watch.” He ripped the shirt off her from behind, leaving her naked except for the garter belt, stockings, and shoes.

“Ooo, yeah. Watch him, Chad. This is what I needed. I need a real man to use me.”

Eddie shoved his black jeans down, revealing ten inches of hard cock. He peeled his t-shirt over his head, exposing his tattooed, muscled torso. “Hmm, which hole? Decisions, decisions.”

Amy Lynn smirked into Chad’s face. “Pussy. Take my pussy, Eddie. Amy wants to get pregnant.”

Chad’s eyes bulged.

“That’s right. I got a real man now. He’ll stud me right, fuck a baby into me while you watch.”

“Goddamn right, I will,” Eddie laughed. He jacked himself and his cock rose. “Watch how it’s done, Boy Scout.” He positioned himself at her little pink pussy lips.

“Ooo, this is going to feel so good, Chad. That big cock in me. Filling me with seed. Mmm, I can’t wait.” She looked down his body. “Fuck, Eddie! He’s hard! I’m cuckolding him and he’s fucking hard!”

Eddie laughed. “Fuck yeah.” He rocked his hips forward and slid inside her.

“Oh! Oh, goddamn it!” Amy Lynn squealed. “So big. Oh, Chad, it’s so fucking huge inside me! So much better than you!”

Chad closed his eyes and shook his head.

“Open your eyes, motherfucker! Watch me take her. Watch me take your wife’s cunt,” Eddie laughed as he pumped in and out.

Amy Lynn shifted and sucked Chad’s cock down her throat.

Eddie laughed and shook his head. “See that, Boy Scout? She’s too much woman. It’ll take both of us to put out that fire!”

Chad watched Amy Lynn as she rose and fell on his cock while Eddie took her deep from behind.

Her eyes sparkled as she locked her gaze to Chad’s.

Eddie slapped her ass as he fucked her, his words devolving into obscenities as he pumped faster and faster.

Amy Lynn reached under her tummy and found her clit, rubbing it as she enjoyed both men.

“God! Oh, God!” Eddie groaned.

She felt his cock throb, his jizz pouring into her, flooding her.

Chad came too, thick cum gushing down her throat.

Her body went rigid and she screamed around his cock as she went off last, her pussy milking her pimp lover.

Spent, Chad slipped out of her lips as she rolled onto her side.

Eddie landed on his back beside her. “Missed you. Goddamn, girl, I missed you.” He closed his eyes.

Eddie heard a snapping sound.

He looked up to see Chad crouching over him, his hands free. “Well, fuck me,” Eddie whispered.

Chad’s fist came down and Eddie’s world went black.

***

Bull struggled to get his arms up over the girl’s heads. The trunk was wide enough for all three of them - God bless the seventies!

But, height wise it was another matter. His thick arms scraped along the trunk lid.

Finally, he got his bound wrists over the girl’s heads.

Delia was still unconscious, so he tore the duct tape of Cindy’s mouth as quick as he could.

She spat beside his head. “Who the fuck are they?”

Bull struggled and finally managed to peel the tape off his own lips. “I don’t know. Did you see who hit me?”

“Some old fat bitch. Long gray hair in a braid down her back.”

Bull frowned. “Huh? Are you sure?”

“Why? You know her?”

Bull shook his head. “No, couldn’t be.” He tore at the rope around his wrists with his teeth.

Cindy attacked it from the other side.

Together they chewed like mice into the coarse fibers.

He felt his wrists loosen and then he was free.

He reached over quickly and pulled the tape off Delia’s lips. The girl breathed steadily.

He pushed his hands down and found the rope binding Cindy’s wrists behind her back.

“Damn it. They tied knots.”

“Keep trying,” she whispered.

“I am, honey, I am.”

Behind them the moaning and pounding grew louder. Someone was getting their brains fucked out.

“Damn it,” Bull whispered. “I can’t get it. If I could just see what I was doing.”

“It’s okay,” Cindy said. “Your arms are free. Think you can pull another beat down like the bus station?”

“I’m sure going to try, sweetheart.”

***

Eddie felt like he had a broken nose. He rubbed it gently against his shoulder sending lightning bolts of agony through his face. “Did you have to break my fucking nose?”

Chad looked over his shoulder from the driver’s seat. “You’re lucky I didn’t kill you.”

They were in Eddie’s car. Eddie woke up in the back seat, his wrists and ankles bound with the same shade cords Amy Lynn had used to bind Chad.

Amy Lynn was gone. Instead, there was Amy - she had finally woken up from the Valium and booze.

She sat in the front passenger seat, knees drawn up to her chest and staring at the dashboard. She hugged her knees and rocked. “I’m so sorry,” she whispered.

Chad didn’t look at her. “It’s not your fault. It was her, not you.”

“I… did things. I did terrible things, didn’t I?”

“I wouldn’t say that,” Eddie said.

She twisted in the seat and screamed. “Shut up! Shut up!!! You… motherfucker! I hate you.” She turned back around and cried with her face against the window.

Eddie shrank back like she had struck him.

And, he felt the ridiculous need to apologize.

What the fuck?

Instead he looked out the window.

“You’re twisted. Deranged,” Amy whispered. “You sold me, didn’t you? Sold me like a cheap whore to whoever wanted me?”

Eddie said nothing.

Amy sniffled. “I think… I think he did something to me… back there.”

Chad stared at her. “Back there?”

She nodded her head quickly. “I think he had sex with me in my… butt.”

Chad went pale.

Eddie looked from him to Amy and back again.

“You did, didn’t you? I know you did. You’re filthy,” she said.

Chad glanced at Eddie in the rearview and then looked straight at the road.

Eddie almost laughed. Boy Scout wasn’t so honorable after all.

Eddie leaned back and smirked. “Yeah, that’s right. You got the tightest little ass I ever fucked. But, in my defense? You fucking begged for it.”

“Shut up! You’re a monster!” She put her head against the window and went back to sobbing.

Chad stared at Eddie in the rearview.

Eddie just smirked and shook his head. “How much longer?”

“Ten or fifteen minutes,” Chad said.

They went around a corner and a line of black SUVs blew past them going in the opposite direction.

Chad watched them with wide eyes.

Eddie turned and looked at the SUVs as they disappeared in the distance. They had government tags. “Something you need to tell me, Boy Scout?”

“No. Nothing.”

***

“You going to need more people than you got,” the woman said. Even muffled by the trunk lid, Bull knew the voice.

It just wasn’t possible.

“We’ll manage,” a man said.

“You don’t get it. I’ve seen him take on four or five guys at one time and twist them into pretzels. He’s a bad motherfucker when he’s riled. And, fuck, he is going to be riled.”

“It’s just not possible,” Bull whispered.

“You know who that woman is, don’t you?” Cindy whispered back.

“I just… it isn’t possible. Not my Amelia…”

Cindy did a double take. “Amelia? You mean your wife? That’s the bitch who cracked your skull?”

The trunk opened abruptly, and bright morning sunshine blasted them like a heat ray.

Bull rose up, carrying the girls with him. He let them slump down into the trunk.

The man who opened the trunk was a giant. He was easily eight inches taller than Bull, and he seemed as wide as he was tall.

Bull lunged forward, grabbing the man’s thick muscled neck in both hands and squeezing for all he was worth.

They fell together, Bull pushing the giant back onto the white graveled drive.

The giant stared into his eyes. His own hands found Bull’s ribs and closed on them, pushing him away.

The man was bench pressing him!

Bull squeezed harder.

A hand touched his shoulder. It was small and light, the woman’s touch gentle. “Paralysis,” she said softly.

Bull went limp. His hands fell away from the giant’s neck and he was lifted up and tossed onto his back.

Bull lay on his back staring straight up into the air. A stroke! He must have had a stroke! He couldn’t move!

“No, not a stroke. Be calm,” the woman’s voice said somewhere close by.

Cindy landed on the ground beside him. There were tears in her eyes. “Bull! What did you do to him?!”

“Calm yourself. He’s not hurt. I promise you.”

Somewhere close by, Delia was sobbing.

A face appeared above him. A woman, maybe the most beautiful woman he had ever seen. She was blonde with huge eyes and the cheekbones of a model. She smiled down at him. “My name is Gwen Kincaid. No one is going to hurt you - any of you. Now, sleep.”

***

“Agent Maru, how are you feeling?” The doctor asked.

Akimi Maru was sitting up in the hospital bed, her body covered with tiny incisions that had been sealed with liquid skin. “Like somebody turned me into a sushi roll… oh, wait, they did.”

The blonde doctor laughed. She was sitting on a stool beside Akimi’s bed. “The surgeons say that 90% of those incisions will heal without scarring.”

“I don’t mind scars.”

“What do you remember about the farm?”

Akimi shrugged. “Not a lot. Whatever they gave me to begin with? The stuff that gave me the huge milk bags? It kept me docile and horny for the entire week.” She looked down at her chest. “I’m just thankful they’re down to a svelte double D cup now.” She laughed and picked up her cup of ice water. She winced from the pain.

“Are you still experiencing heightened sexual desire?”

“You mean would I love to drag you into bed with me and go down on you? Yes. Very much so.”

The doctor’s eyes grew wide behind her tortoise shell glasses.

Akimi laughed and slapped her hand over her lips. “I am so sorry… I am just not used to this libido! I’m like a teenage boy now. Doctor, I apologize.”

“It’s… fine.” She turned back to her notes. “You stated in your psych evaluation before taking the mission that you were heterosexual?”

“I was, yes. But… um… not anymore. I just… I like… both now.”

“So, after visiting the farm, you’d classify yourself as bisexual?”

“Absolutely. I mean… I don’t know what they did to cause that exactly? But, I’m definitely feeling attraction to both women and men… a lot of attraction.”

The doctor looked up at her for a moment and then back down. “As we explained before you went in, all of the female agents who went in before you were bisexual when they returned and at least half the male agents emerged with a certain amount of… flexibility.”

“I just… you know, it seems silly to me now. I mean, why wouldn’t I like women as well as men? Women are beautiful. What I really love is being with both at the same time. Actually, I like being with a lot of people at the same time. It’s… cozy.” Her brow knitted behind her eye patch. “Is that going to go away?”

“Well, we don’t…”

“Because, I don’t want it to. I like this.” She smiled at the doctor, her eyes lingering on the woman’s bosom.

Behind the mirror of Akimi’s room, one of the two technicians recording the conversation between Akimi and the psychiatrist leaned close to the other. “I think the psych doctor should definitely explore Akimi’s new sexuality.”

The other man snickered and nodded.

“You think so, nerd?” Colonel Menser asked behind them. “Maybe we’ll send you down to that farm next and see if you come out and want to audition for the Village People.”

The technician turned and looked at him. “Who?”

Menser rolled his eyes. “Goddamn, I am old. Just shut up and record the conversation. I want to watch it in detail this afternoon and send it upstairs to behavioral analysis - I want to know if they think Maru is lying about anything.”

Menser turned and left the booth.

A few minutes later, the doctor stepped out of the room and closed the door behind her.

“Conclusions?” Menser asked.

The blonde doctor pushed her glasses up her nose. “I can’t find any evidence of continuing mind control. Obviously, she was brainwashed during the week, but it appears to have only been a reconditioning of her sexuality.”

Menser stared at the door to Akimi Maru’s room. “What about physically?”

The doctor looked at her notes. “Other than the implanted devices on her nerves which were removed? Breast augmentation, obviously. She’s been sterilized - which she now says was 100% voluntary. In her own words: Why on earth would I want to have kids?”

Menser shook his head. “We can’t even charge them with involuntary sterilization.”

“Her hormone levels are off the charts. When she says she has the libido of a teenage boy? She isn’t kidding - actually, it’s even higher. She masturbates almost constantly when she’s alone in the room.”

“Shit, that’s nothing. I think those two dipshit techs in the observation room are masturbating along with her. What else?”

“That’s it. Other than the fact she’s now a bisexual, hypersexual, Playboy playmate, she’s perfectly normal.”

Menser stroked his chin. “So, you think she’s just an ‘improved’ version of Akimi Maru?”

“Meaning?”

“That she’s not been brainwashed into becoming a sleeper agent.”

“We’ve seen no evidence that’s even possible. Physical changes, yes. Sexual preferences modified, yes. But, turning her into a brainwashed traitor? No. I’d stake my reputation on it.”

“You just did.” Menser nodded. “Okay. I want her watched. Constant surveillance. Every phone call, everything she does on the internet. She goes to a public restroom, I want somebody in the next stall. If she farts, I want somebody close enough to describe the smell in a report. Understood?”

“Colorful.”

Menser shook his head. “Doctor, make no mistake we are at war. Everything we do moving forward is going to determine whether we win this war or become a footnote in the history of the Church of Morpheus.” He turned and began walking away. “I do not want to be a footnote.”

“Can she return to work?” The doctor called after him.

“Absolutely not. No access to classified material. Send her home on a medical for at least six weeks. She is not to return to work without my written authorization.”

“What about her eye?” The doctor asked.

Menser stopped in mid-stride and turned around. Akimi Maru’s glass eye. It was a recording device that was supposed to have recorded evidence about the farm. Instead, it recorded nothing but a weeklong spa video. “Has it been examined?”

“Techs went over it. They found nothing.”

Menser nodded. “Give it back to her - but no recording crystal. I don’t want her making any more recordings until I’m sure about her.”

***

Chad pulled to the side of the road beside the entrance to the farm.

The white gravel drive led into the trees beyond the road and disappeared around a curve.

“I don’t want to go there,” Amy whispered.

Chad nodded. “I don’t want to either.” He sighed. “But, I have to. It took every ounce of will I had in me just to stop here.”

Amy’s lip trembled. “They won’t help me. They’re part of this.”

Eddie looked over her head at the drive. He too felt the compulsion to go up the drive to the farm. Whatever had been done to the two of them had been done to him as well. He looked at the rearview mirror. “Why’d you bring me along?”

Chad looked up in the mirror. “I’d rather have you where I can keep an eye on you. And, there’s the slightest chance that once I get us to that farm? The block will be gone, and I’ll be able to kill you.” He looked up the driveway. “I’d really like that.”

“Keep dreamin’, Boy Scout.”

Chad reached over and took Amy’s hand. “No matter what? I’m with you.”

Amy nodded and swallowed. “Don’t let go.”

Chad put the car in drive and pulled onto the gravel.

The drive climbed a slight hill and then made a turn at the top.

The small valley below was rich farmland. A gleaming white farmhouse and barn sat on the property. Thick woods surrounded it.

There was an old Ford car sitting beside the farmhouse.

Chad pulled up beside it.

A woman was sitting on the porch swing. She was dressed in a white mini dress that glimmered like it was made of plastic or rubber.

She was blonde and pretty with the largest breasts Chad had ever seen.

She smiled at him.

Chad turned off the engine.

For a few moments, the three of them just sat and looked at the woman on the porch.

She stood up and beckoned to them.

Chad squeezed Amy’s hand. “Here we go.”

She nodded.

They got out of the car.

“Hey, help a dude out?” Eddie asked, motioning toward his bound hands with his eyes.

Chad smiled. “Fuck off.” He slammed the door and walked to Amy’s side. He held her hand as they ascended the steps.

The tall blonde smiled down at them.

Amy was trembling.

“There’s no need to be afraid. But, we should go inside.”

Chad frowned. “Why?”

“The people who came for you at the hospital? They’re watching us.” She nodded toward the woods. “Since last week, they’ve been camping just off our property, watching. That was smart changing cars.”

Chad turned and glared at Eddie who stared at them from the back seat. “Yeah, well, that bastard invited himself into our lives, so I figured we might as well use his car.”

“Go let him out, please?”

“You know, I’d rather…”

“It wasn’t a request.” The woman’s eyes seemed to flash.

Chad’s muscles locked. He turned around with an expression on his face of pure terror. He shuffled forward.

“Chad!?” Amy squealed. She tried to follow.

The woman put her hand on Amy’s shoulder. “No. You stay with me.”

Amy stopped and looked up at the blonde, her eyes unfocused.

“Don’t you hurt her!”

“Frankenfurter,” the blonde added with a laugh.

“What did you say?” Chad asked. His feet were carrying him forward seemingly of their own volition.

“Classical reference. Never mind. Stop fighting me and get Eddie out of the car.”

Chad sighed and stopped struggling.

He walked to the car and opened Eddie’s door.

“Thanks, Boy…”

Chad punched him in the face.

The blonde laughed. “I said get you out of the car. I didn’t say he had to be gentle about it.”

Chad grabbed Eddie by his short black hair and dragged him out of the car.

Eddie landed face first in the gravel.

Chad turned around.

Amy looked so small beside the blonde goddess.

He hurried back up the stairs to Amy’s side as Eddie struggled to his feet.

The blonde smiled. “My name is Gwen Kincaid. We’ve been expecting you.” She turned and walked into the farmhouse.

Amy leaned against Chad as he ushered her inside.

Eddie struggled to his knees, his wrists and ankles still bound. “Yeah, no problem, I’ll just hop right along after you.”

Chad flipped him the bird behind his back.

***

Bull could move again.

He was in a basement stuck in a cage with Cindy and Delia.

Delia cowered in one corner, Cindy standing over her protectively.

He rolled to his feet.

“God, we are so fucked,” Cindy whispered.

The room was some type of operating room.

A row of operating tables stretched across the wide room.

The musclebound guy from the motel parking lot was fucking a shemale he had bent over one of the tables. From the moans and screams, they were the couple who had fucked in the backseat earlier.

The punk looking woman was naked. Her body was covered in tattoos - the most prominent one around her middle read CUM SLUT. She was rifling through the drawers, occasionally pulling out some bizarre looking sex toy or another, trying it for a few moments, and then putting it back.

But, the one he couldn’t wrap his head around was Amelia.

She sat on one of the tables, her dirty sundress pulled up to her waist, legs spread, three fingers plunging in and out of her snatch as she watched the other three.

“What happened to you?” Bull asked.

She looked at him out of the corner of her eye.

Then she hopped off the table, her big breasts flopping without a bra. She walked over to the cage with a smile on her face. “You wouldn’t believe the shit that happened to me while you were gone, Bull. Wicked, insane, devil worship shit. I got the devil in me, and, baby, does he know how to push Mama Jugs’s buttons.”

“Mama… What?”

“Mama Jugs. My new name. Suits me.” She hefted her big udders through the filthy dress material.

Bull just stared at her. Her hair was disheveled. “Amelia, what did they do to you?”

“This boy with a huge cock? He reached inside my head and just broke my brain in two. Made me something completely better. I love being a madame.”

“A madame?” He looked at the other three strange people. “Prostitutes? You’ve been running whores? Out of our motel!?”

“Most money we ever made, Bull. Cum Slut alone is pulling in more in a day than the motel makes in a week. Whores are a fucking goldmine! Why didn’t you tell me pimping was so profitable?”

Bull looked out of the corner of his eye at Cindy.

She returned the look.

Great. Now she knew he had been a pimp. Wonderful.

“Let us out of here,” Bull said.

She chuckled. “Fuck no. I mean I miss that thick pipe you got, but I’m listening to the witch. They’re the bosses now.” She turned, lifted the back of her dress, and pressed her ass against the bars. “Fuck me for old times sake?”

Bull just backed away, shaking his head.

Amelia… no, Mama Jugs laughed and winked over her shoulder. “Yeah, I didn’t think so. Guess I gotta find my own dates from here on out, huh?”

Cindy put her hand on his shoulder and he almost jumped out of his skin. “How long were you married?”

Bull watched Mama Jugs walk to the table where the muscle man was fucking the tranny. She knelt behind him, spread the cheeks of his ass, and began tonguing his backside while he thrust.

“Thirty years,” Bull whispered. He turned away.

Cindy looked up at him with soulful eyes. “I’m sorry, Bull.”

Bull just shook his head. “Who could do something like this? How is it possible?”

“Mind control,” a woman’s voice said. A woman appeared in the stairwell - the beautiful blonde from before. She was wearing a micro dress made of white latex.

Her breasts were huge, and they swayed along with her curvy hips as she walked.

She stood a few feet from the bars. “You have a million questions, I’m sure.”

“Who are you people?”

“We’re with the Church of Morpheus…”

Cindy nudged him. “Those weirdos uptown. I told you about them.”

Gwen laughed. “Yes, dear, we’re the weirdos uptown.”

Cindy stepped a little closer to Bull.

“My wife? Undo whatever you did…”

“No.”

“For God’s sake, what did she do to you to make you do this to her? Amelia never hurt anyone in her life.”

“She did nothing, Mr. Drummond. She was simply in the wrong place at the wrong time and encountered a very powerful but undisciplined mind controller. He obliterated most of your wife’s personality. It’s a little like breaking a vase - you’ll never get it back in its original condition.”

Bull lowered his head and breathed out. None of this could possibly be real.

“I assure you it is.”

He looked up quickly, eyes wide.

“Yes, I can read your mind, Mr. Drummond. All of your minds.” She winked at Delia and the little blonde cowered behind Cindy.

Cindy squared off, standing tall, eyes blazing.

Gwen smiled slowly. “My goodness. Fierce. Not a woman to be trifled with, are you, Sindy… with an ‘S’?”

Cindy frowned, but then she stood even straighter. “You got that right.”

Gwen turned her head to the side and licked her lips. “What if I told you: I’m going to take your little blonde friend there and do horrible things to her. What would you say?”

“I’d say I hope you like to bleed. Because you will.”

Gwen laughed out loud and clapped her hand over her full, luscious lips. “Oh, wow, you are something Sindy with an ‘S’. I might fall in love.” She turned away and swayed toward the stairs. “I just might. Now, I’m afraid I have other guests to attend to. Make yourselves at home. Enjoy the floor show - Bull’s wife and her employees will most likely be at it all day.”

***

“Could somebody untie me?” Eddie asked as he leaned against the doorframe in the living room. His ankles and wrists were still tied.

The bald giant, Alex, nodded to the little brunette with the huge boobs he introduced as his ‘wife’, Lita.

Lita got up from the couch dressed in a black leather bustier and matching miniskirt.

Eddie towered over her. She winked at him as she undid his wrists.

Standing this close, he couldn’t take his eyes off her.

She crouched slowly, spreading her legs. The skirt rode up, exposing a very wet, hairless pussy. She undid his ankles quickly. Then she looked at his crotch and licked her lips. “Babe? Can I?”

“No,” Alex said from the couch.

“Really?”

“No.”

“I… wouldn’t mind,” Eddie said with a grin as he took in her deep cleavage.

“Trust me. You would,” Alex said. He patted his leg and Lita danced across the floor before planting herself on his lap. “She’s carrying a virus that will eventually make you into a shemale.”

She winked at Eddie and shrugged.

Eddie rubbed his wrists and frowned.

“He’d make a cute girl,” Lita said with a grin.

“Yeah,” Chad said. “He would.”

Chad was sitting on the couch opposite Alex and Lita, his arm around Amy, holding her tight against him.

“Fuck you, Boy Scout,” Eddie spat.

“Boys, boys,” Gwen said as she emerged from the basement stairs. “Don’t make me have to intervene between you. You wouldn’t enjoy it.”

Eddie watched the beautiful witch glide to the couch where Alex and Lita sat.

She sat down on Alex’s other leg.

Lita immediately began nuzzling the blonde’s huge rack.

Gwen caressed the smaller woman’s face.

Then she smiled and looked directly at Amy. “Yes, I am bisexual. Lita is my wife… one of them. And, Alex is my husband.”

Amy frowned and cuddled closer against Chad.

Chad looked from Amy to the witch. “Did she…”

“Yes, Chad, I read your wife’s mind. Right now, she’s judging me as a degenerate freak.” Her smile never wavered. “It’s okay, Amy. I won’t judge you by your tactless Catholic thoughts. But, you really need to open your mind to new experiences. I should think Amy Lynn would have taught you that by now.”

“Almost time to go,” Alex said. “You sure you’ll be okay by yourself?”

Gwen looked around the room and smirked. “Oh, I think I can manage.” She stood up.

Alex slapped Lita’s ass as she stood up and followed her upstairs.

Gwen looked down at Chad and Amy. “Hmm… Eddie, I think you should sit down on the couch with them.”

Eddie shook his head. “No thanks, he’s got a fast right hook.”

Gwen shrugged. “Suit yourself.” She pointed one hand at Chad and the other at Eddie. “Sleep.”

Chad fell to the side of the couch away from Amy, eyes closed and breathing steadily.

“Chad!” Amy squealed.

Eddie crumpled to the floor in the doorway.

Amy looked over the back of the couch at his sleeping form. “Did you…”

“You and I need to talk, and I don’t need either of your protectors interrupting.”

Amy looked at Eddie and frowned. “Eddie? He’s not my protector! He’s a scumbag.”

Gwen laughed. She held out her hand for Amy. “You are naive, aren’t you?”

Amy stared at Gwen’s hand.

“I won’t hurt you. If I wanted to hurt you, I already would have.”

Amy put her hand in Gwen’s and Gwen helped her stand up. She looked down at Chad.

“Don’t worry. No one will bother him while we’re gone. Come.” She held Amy’s hand and led her out the front door and down the porch steps. It was turning into a beautiful day - early fall in the New York countryside. The leaves were turning, covering the forest with an afghan of oranges, yellows, and reds. “I love it here. I wish I had more time to enjoy it.”

She led Amy into a field behind the house.

“Why are you doing this?” Amy asked. “Why me?”

“Oh, you were in the wrong place at the wrong time, Amy. Lisa is very sorry for what happened. It’s just… she had just come into her powers and didn’t understand them completely. It’s like being drunk in the beginning. You can do anything and so you try everything. Sort of shooting first and asking questions later. Then, for most of us, come the regrets. And, believe me, I spent a lot of time last month helping her through those regrets.”

“Can you undo this? Please. I’ll do anything,” Amy said as she looked up at the statuesque blonde.

Ahead of them in the tree line, men appeared. They were wearing camouflage, and they appeared to be dazed.

“Just a moment,” Gwen whispered. She raised her voice. “You there? Yes, you boys from the NRO. Go back and tell your boss that it isn’t polite to trespass on private property. Also, tell him that you all quit. Immediately. You’d be much happier working for Greenpeace and saving the whales. Now, off you scoot. Shoo.”

The men blinked and wobbled on their feet. Then they turned and disappeared into the woods with their equipment.

“Honestly, how many are they going to have to lose before they stop spying on us?” Gwen asked. “Now, where were we? Oh, yes: How do you want me to undo it?”

“What? I… make her go away. Please?”

“Amy Lynn? Well, what would we do with her?”

“Do with her? I don’t care! This is my body, not hers!”

They reached the fallen tree the men had been hiding behind. Gwen reached down and picked up a strange looking piece of equipment with lenses and microphones. “I… for the life of me, I never know what half this crap is. I mean I know it’s some kind of surveillance equipment, but…” She pointed the biggest lens toward her face and smiled. She waved. “Hi. Please stop wasting taxpayer money on this stuff.” She set it on the ground and brought her stiletto heeled boot down on it. It broke into a million pieces.

“Okay. Now. You want me to just kill Amy Lynn?”

Amy swallowed. “Can you?”

“Yes.”

“Then…”

“But, I won’t.”

Amy burst into tears. “You have to! I’m going insane.”

Gwen put a hand on either side of her face and turned her to face her. “Hey, no you are not. Lisa hurt you, but we can fix this. You will keep your sanity, and both you and Amy Lynn will emerge unscathed.”

“I can’t go on like this. She’s a monster.”

Gwen hugged her. “I know it seems that way. I’ve arranged for a therapist to come and help you. Her name is Dr. Lorraine Love, and she’s on her way here right now.”

“Dr. Love? Her name is Dr. Love?” Amy asked.

Gwen shrugged. “Well, at the time we thought it was cute…”

***

“We are all mentally ill,” Dr. Love said to her room full of students in Sex Ed 101.

The auditorium was full - as soon as the class had been announced, the roster was full. Her students ranged from those looking for an easy A, to horny frat boys, to actual serious students of human sexuality.

Lorraine Love leaned back against her whiteboard, loving the way the boys were trying to look up her short, tight navy blue skirt. She had purposely unbuttoned two too many buttons on her white blouse as well - transformed tits were the finest creations in the world, and hers had quickly reached legendary status at Ithaca College.

As if her name, Dr. Love, wasn’t bad enough - the student nickname for her was “Doctor Titty Loving”.

A tall brunette in the front row, one of the ‘serious’ students raised her hand. “How can you say everyone is mentally ill?”

Lorraine smiled. Se was going to make the brunette a ‘special’ project at some time in the future. The tall, lanky girl would be a great canvas to work with - a week at the farm or in the Stallion’s laboratories would be a real life changer for her.

“What are our imperatives as human beings?”

The girl shrugged. “To survive and to reproduce.”

“Exactly, to reproduce. We are programmed to… fuck.”

The room erupted in snickers.

Lorraine rolled her eyes. “Yes, fucking…” She wrote the word on the board in foot tall letters. “We’ve turned ‘fucking’ into a forbidden word. Think about that? Our greatest imperative: to reproduce. We want to fuck, have to fuck, it’s in our nature. But, we are so repressed we made the very word itself taboo. It’s insane.”

She pointed to a frat boy sitting behind the brunette. “You. How often do you think about fucking?”

He burst out laughing. “I… don’t know.”

“Yes, you do. Of course, you do. I’ll answer for you: all the time. You’ve been trying to look up my skirt all morning long…”

His eyes bulged. “No, I… No…”

“It’s okay. You’re normal. I’m desirable and available. You’re young and virile. Of course, you want to fuck me. And, not just me - you picked your seat purposely so you could look down… what’s your name?” She asked the brunette.

The brunette looked over her shoulder at the frat boy who was blushing crimson. “Elise.”

“Thank you. You’re sitting so you can look down at Elise’s perky breasts.”

He looked mortified.

Elise turned red as well and hurriedly buttoned her top buttons.

“Ahh, there we go,” Lorraine said. “Sexual desire is taboo. But, why? Why have we made it into socially unacceptable behavior?”

“It’s a micro-aggression,” someone said in the back.

Lorraine whirled. “Oh, I will slap you. I swear, I will. Those ‘micro-aggressions’ as you call them are the only reason you are here. Without them, you would never have been conceived.”

Mouths dropped open throughout the room.

“Yes, yes, Dr. Love just told you all your woke philosophies are bullshit. Go tell the administration,” Lorraine said with a smirk. “Don’t get me wrong: if you don’t want to have sex? Don’t. And, if you want to have sex with someone and they say no? Walk away. Everyone has rights, and those rights begin and end with their own body.” She knelt down in front of Elise. “But, don’t be afraid of your own sexuality.” She smiled and undid the top button on Elise’s blouse.

Lorraine stood up and walked up the steps to where the frat boy sat.

He looked at her like a deer in headlights.

She smiled down at him and slowly lifted the front hem of her skirt an inch. “Go ahead. I’m giving you permission.”

He stared at her thighs, mesmerized.

While he stared, Lorraine smiled at the rest of the class. “I’m giving him permission. Because, I want him. I do. It doesn’t necessarily mean I will have sex with him, but it might mean just that. He and I will decide that together, won’t we?”

He looked up at her, mouth agape, and nodded.

She touched his shoulder as she turned and descended the steps. 

“If you leave my class having learned only one thing? Let it be this: we are all of us sexual beings. You can deny it, bury it, lie about it - but, in the end, our sexuality is an important part of us. Deny it, bury it, and you will become mentally ill. What should be healthy fun will become a neurosis.”

She looked up at the clock. “That’s it for today. No office hours this afternoon. I have to go out of town.”

***

Lita came out of the master bath wearing a pair of black latex booty shorts, high heels, and a black rubber halter top. “How’s this?”

Alex smiled at her from the bed. “You look gorgeous.”

“I’ve never been clubbing before,” she said as she turned and looked in the mirror. “I mean, I’ve seen people… on TV. So, I think this will be okay, right?”

Alex nodded. “Yes. You’ll turn a lot of heads.”

“Lipstick? Too much?” It was bright red and reflected the light just like the latex that hugged her curves.

“Perfect.”

She took a deep breath. “You know, this is our first date.”

“I know.”

She turned and smiled. “I mean, I know I’m going to this club to spread the Bimbo Flu as a test, but it’s okay if I think of it like a date, right?”

He held out his hand. “Come here.”

She took it and sat down on his lap. She laughed and rubbed the leg of his baggy jeans, tracing the hard line of his cock within. “Okay, I guess somebody likes my outfit, huh?”

“You’re beautiful.”

“Thanks. So, what are you wearing?”

“Umm, I thought…”

She looked at his baggy jeans and t-shirt. “No. Please, Alex, no.”

“What’s wrong with this?”

She pouted. “I want it to be a date, Alex! A real date. You can’t wear those old baggy jeans.”

He laughed. “Lita, honey, I have to wear baggy clothes. You know that.”

“Not tonight, please? I got you those skinny jeans.”

He looked down at his crotch. “Baby, I’m nine inches long completely flaccid. Skinny jeans aren’t going to camouflage the third leg.”

“Can’t you… I don’t know… tuck it in or something?”

“Tuck it in?! In what, my ass?”

She gave him puppy dog eyes. “Try? Please? For me?”

He sighed. Increasingly, Lita was able to wrap him around her little finger.

Big change from psychotic Lita who had literally tried to bite his dick off.

“Okay, I’ll try them.”

“Yay!” She wrapped her arms around his thick neck. She stood up and opened a drawer in the nearby dresser. “Oh, and wear this.”

She held up a knit black beanie.

“What the fuck…”

“It’s stylish. All the guys are wearing them.”

“Twenty year old hipsters are wearing them. I’m a farmer, Lita. I only wear a stocking cap when it’s cold.”

“Please?” Puppy dog eyes again.

He sighed. He was going to be spending eternity with those puppy dog eyes. “Fine.”

She giggled and pushed the cap down over his bald head. “I love it! And, you’re not a farmer anymore. You’re a sexual terrorist about to unleash his Bimbo Flu infected hot wife on Manhattan.”

He smiled at her and kissed her flat tummy. “Well, in that case, skinny jeans and a stocking cap are definitely a requirement.”

***

Colonel Menser looked at the video feed on his tablet from the backseat of the SUV. The feed was frozen on Gwen Kincaid’s breathtaking smile just before she crushed $50,000 worth of surveillance tech under her heel.

He looked out the window at the three black ops specialists: two Green Berets and a decorated Navy Seal who were tossing their equipment in the back of an SUV.

A team of psychologists were trying to reason with them and explain that, no matter how sure they were, they really did not want to resign their commissions and go save the whales.

It was useless, of course. When Gwen Kincaid wormed her way into a mind, it became Swiss Cheese.

The NRO’s loss was going to be Greenpeace’s gain.

“How the fuck do you fight people who can do this?” He said under his breath.

“Sir?” The driver asked from the front seat.

“Never mind. Just talking to myself. Take me back to the airport. Tell the teams to pull back and stay off the Kincaid property. I’d like to keep a few operatives from becoming nature warriors today.” Earlier in the day, his team surveilling the entrance to the farm had been unsure of what to do as the car with Amy and Chad and a third unidentified male pulled onto the property - they had been instructed to stop Amy and Chad’s car, not the old junker that they had arrived in.

Rigidity, the inability to adapt. This was the curse of an old republic. It’s why the British had their asses handed to them by the upstart American colonists.

Not even 250 years later, the United States was suffering from that same malady. His hands were tied by lawyers and bureaucrats unwilling to bend a rule even to save themselves.

Taylor Menser had served his country for almost forty years - the last twenty -five of that had been in the Church of Morpheus Task Group, an unofficial operation within the very unofficial NRO, the National Reconnaissance Organization.

He had led the first Marine landing party when they rolled into Latigo Key back in the early 90s. That had been the first time he learned about the Church of Morpheus.

Over 3000 people disappeared overnight without a trace from Latigo Key, Florida. The official story had been a freak tidal wave. Within the intelligence community, the story was Latigo Key had been destroyed by a terrorist attack.

The truth was known only by the NRO and a handful of people in the highest offices of the government.

The people of Latigo Key had been harvested. The Church of Morpheus had abducted and brainwashed every soul on the island.

The Church moved slowly, though, in the last few years they seemed to be accelerating. Disappearances throughout upstate New York were the work of the Church, Menser was sure of it.

And, for the thousandth time, Menser whispered to himself, “We are going to lose this war.”

***

“I’m going to need to talk to Amy Lynn,” Gwen said.

They were still sitting at the tree line in the warm morning sun.

“What?!” Amy asked. “No! No, please don’t. I don’t want to go back to sleep.”

Gwen squeezed her hand. “Amy, I want you to listen to me: I am not going to let Amy Lynn take control of your body other than the few minutes I need to talk to her. You will be you even when the full moon rises tonight.”

Amy wiped her eyes. “Really? You can keep her from coming out?”

“Yes. I just need you to trust me.”

Amy shook her head. “I... I don’t. I’m sorry...”

Gwen smiled. “Just let me talk to her for a few minutes. If I make her go away after that, will you trust me then?”

Amy nodded.

“Okay.”

“How do we...”

Gwen touched the woman’s forehead. Amy’s eyes rolled back, and she was gone. 

The woman who took her place opened her eyes and grinned. “Goddamn, that is a pair of tits.”

Gwen thrust out her chest. “You like them?”

“Fuck yes,” Amy Lynn laughed. “Can I get a pair like yours?”

“If you play your cards right,” Gwen said.

Amy Lynn looked at her hands. “So, you gave me control. Is this permanent or... are you going to kill me?”

“No, and no.”

“Well, there’s some good news in that, I guess.” Amy Lynn leaned back on the log.

“A lot of good news. You want to be in the driver’s seat, correct?”

She reached down and rubbed her crotch. “Damn right. I love how this little body feels.”

“I’m going to make sure you get your wish.”

“You going to kill the frigid bitch?”

“Of course not. We need you both. Neither of you is particularly useful to the Church the way you are. But, together?” She ran her hand along Amy Lynn’s inner thigh. “I think you could be something special.”

Amy Lynn laughed. “Amy isn’t worth anything to anybody. Even her husband prefers me. Should have seen him fucking my ass last night.”

“Still. We need her and you. I need you to take a long nap, but you’ll be back, I promise.”

“Do I have a choice?”

Gwen leaned forward and kissed her lips. “None whatsoever.”

***

There were bottles of water in the cage Bull shared with Cindy and Delia, but none of them dared to drink it.

Bull was parched, and he knew the girls were suffering as well.

However, the water was likely drugged.

Watching his wife cavorting with the circus freaks in the room outside the cell told him there were serious drugs at work here.

Amelia had never shown more than a passing interest in sex. It was why they had hit it off so well - Bull had come from a dark place. Religion had saved him, and Amelia had been his rock, his anchor.

Now she was little more than an animal, having sex incessantly with the muscle bound stud, the punk rock woman, and the shemale in every combination possible.

Delia whispered something behind him.

She was leaning close and whispering in Cindy's ear.

"You two okay?" Bull asked. A ridiculous question. The three of them were in hell.

Cindy nodded. "Yeah... we're fine. It's nothing."

Delia was sweating, a sheen of perspiration on her forehead. Her pupils looked dilated.

Bull turned away. He needed to.

Because, though the girls looked distressed? They were also desirable.

It had to be the constant porn show playing out on the other side of the bars.

Despite his disgust, he had an almost painful erection that wasn't subsiding.

Watching his wife's big tits swinging back and forth as the stud slid his huge cock up her ass again and again wasn't helping.

Cindy sat down beside him. "Don't look behind us, okay?"

"Huh?"

"Delia. She needs to do something."

"Oh." There was a toilet in one corner of the cell. They had each used it, with the other two captives dutifully averting their gaze.

Not that the freaks outside looked away. Instead they leered and made comments.

Low, soft moans came from behind Bull and Cindy.

Cindy turned red. "She... can't help it."

The punk rock chick skipped to the bars and smiled. "Yeah, that's right, honey! Rub one out. God, looked at that little shaved pussy!"

Delia whined behind them.

"Come over here, honey. I'll lick it for you. You like cunnilingus, sweetie?" She stuck out her tongue and licked the metal bar.

"S... Stop... I don't want you!" Delia sobbed.

Cindy stood up, inches from the punk girl's face. "Stick that tongue in here, slut. I'll bite the fucker off!"

The girl laughed. "Yeah, you're feeling it too, ain't ya? I don't know what the fuck that big blonde bitch did to you three - it was hot as fuck, though."

Bull stood up and loomed over the girl on the other side of the bars. "What are you talking about?"

She shrank back but maintained the smile. "The three of you were out cold when she brought you down here. She gave you guys shots... in really painful looking places."

Cindy looked up at Bull in horror. "Jesus... fuck, what did they do to us?"

They looked behind them at Delia. She had taken off everything below the waist and was frantically rubbing her clit.

***

“Amy? Are you awake?” Gwen asked.

Amy blinked in the bright sun. “What?” She shook herself awake.

“There you are.”

“Did you talk to Amy Lynn?”

“I did. She’s delightful.”

Amy grimaced. “No, she’s a monster.”

“Wonderful kisser, though.” Gwen winked.

“What!?” Amy felt like the walls were caving in on her.

“I do love kissing girls, and Amy Lynn is amazing. Is that strawberry lip gloss you’re wearing?”

Amy retched and spat on the ground beside the log.

Gwen rolled her eyes. “Oh, yeah, that’s not insulting.”

“Homosexuality is a sin in the eyes of God!” Amy said, her eyes on the ground.

“Oh, for fuck’s sake.” Gwen stood up. “Get your head into the 21st century. Honestly, you Catholics are the worst. My god says do what you want.”

Amy glanced up at her. “I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to offend you. But, please don’t kiss me again. I don’t like it.”

“No, but Amy Lynn did. I’m beginning to like her much better.”

Amy jumped to her feet. “No! No, please! You have to help me!”

Gwen shook her head. “I know, and I’m going to. Never mind the beautiful sapphic kiss we shared - you have a bigger problem.”

“What?”

“When I was inside you? I didn’t find two people. I found three.”

“Three?! What are you talking about?”

“You’re pregnant, Amy,” Gwen said.

Amy’s eyes opened wide. “N... No... I can’t be...” Oh, God! Last night! Eddie had... cum inside her!

“Exactly,” Gwen said reading her mind. “You have a baby growing inside you.”

Amy sat down on the log and put her face in her hands. “No. Oh, God, no. Chad - what will he think of me?”

Gwen sat down and put her arm around Amy. “It’s okay. I can take care of it. We have a surgery here...”

“What!? No! I’m Catholic, we don’t... end a pregnancy.”

Gwen shrugged. “Well, in that case, I suppose Chad will just have to accept the fact that your pimp is the father of your child.”

Amy sighed. “He won’t. He’ll never accept it.”

Gwen stroked the woman’s auburn hair. “You really love, Chad, don’t you?”

“Of course, I do.”

“Well, in that case, there is an alternative.”

***

Bull paced back and forth in the cell. He had given up on trying to hide the erection that threatened to rip out of his cotton pants.

Amelia smiled at him as the punk girl lay in her lap, suckling her big left breast. “Feeling some effects, huh, husband?”

“Shut up,” Bull grumbled.

Amelia stroked the suckling woman’s face. “It’s okay, Bull. We have needs now. My God, how you must have suffered when we were younger. All I want to do now is fuck, and there you are in that cell with those two gorgeous whores. Was it that bad when you and I practiced celibacy all those years?”

Bull laughed. “Bitch, you might have my wife’s memories, but you ain’t her. You don’t have a clue what we had.”


She grinned. “That’s right, Bull. I ain’t Amelia. I’m Mama Jugs. But, I’ll let you in on a secret: Amelia is in my head too. That’s right. And, do you think she’s upset, Bull? Fuck no. She’s lovin’ this. Now she sees what she missed all those years. Reborn at sixty, Bull. Same as you could be.”

“Why don’t you shut up!” Cindy yelled. “Stop torturing him, you cunt!”

Mama Jugs laughed. “Don’t you worry, sweet puss. Sooner or later, they’ll let you outta that cage, and Mama Jugs is going to teach you to be a very good girl, just like Cum Slut here.”

Cum Slut snuggled closer and slid one hand between Mama Jugs’s thighs.

She kissed Cum Slut’s head and got to her feet, leaving the woman moaning in frustration.

Mama Jugs walked naked to the cage.

“You know, Bull. Oral sex? Remember how I used to talk about how it was so wrong to use your mouth? God, if I had just tried it. That big cock of yours would have made a home in my mouth.” She knelt in front of the bars. “How many times did you want to gag me with that big dick of yours, Bull? I’ll bet you had to jerk off thinking about how good it would be to throat fuck me, didn’t you?”

She opened her mouth and leaned with her face an inch from the bars. “Not too late, Bull. I’m your wife. Use me.”

Bull looked down at her and swallowed.

She winked at him and licked her lips.

He was so hard. All he wanted to do was let her suck him.

She was right. How many times had he fought against his desires with her?

Unfair. Unfair to both of them.

He reached for his zipper as Amelia smiled up at him.

Hands gripped his pants and turned him to the side.

Cindy stared up at him, a look of defiance on her face. “Like fuck you are.” She pushed his hands away and unzipped him.

His cock didn’t slide out so much as surge out.

The brunette’s eyes were wide.

As for himself, Bull was in shock. He had always been a large man. His cock had been ten inches long when he was hard.

But, what emerged from his fly was easily three inches longer.

“Jesus,” Cindy whispered.

A drop of precum slowly descended from his engorged cock.

“Cindy, no,” Bull whispered. “You don’t have to do this. This isn’t what I wanted. You have to believe me.”

She nodded. “I know. I know what kind of man you are...”

“No, I’m the worst kind of man.”

She smiled up at him. “Maybe you were. Maybe once. Or, maybe you were never as bad as you thought. All I know? Nobody ever gave a damn about me. Until you.” She turned and grinned maliciously at Mama Jugs. “And, that... thing? She doesn’t deserve you.”

She looked up at him and then kissed the precum drop from his cock. She sucked the head into her mouth as much as she could - he was huge.

Bull groaned as the beautiful brunette struggled to fit him into her wet mouth.

Hands slid around him from behind.

Delia unbuckled his belt and unbuttoned his pants. “Can I? Please? I need to. Really bad.”

“No, honey, don’t.”

Cindy pulled his cock from her mouth and kissed the shaft. “Yes, you need to. She needs you the same as me. Come on, Delia.”

Delia pulled his pants down to his ankles and Cindy pulled down his boxers.

“God,” Bull whispered.

Delia cupped his huge balls in her tiny hand as Cindy returned to sucking him.

Bull sighed and wrapped his fingers in both girl’s hair.

Mama Jugs got slowly to her feet.

Bull looked in her eyes as she turned away. Was there a look of sadness there? No. He thought not.

And, then all that mattered were the two girls on their knees in front of him.

***

Amy held Gwen’s hand as she led her past the living room where Chad and Eddie still slept, Chad on the couch, Eddie on the floor.

What the woman had told her was insane. It wasn’t possible. She would not have the baby, but it would not be aborted.

Instead, Gwen said they would remove it from her body and freeze it.

“You’re sure it won’t harm the baby?” Amy whispered as they went down the basement steps.

“No. It’s perfectly safe for both of you. We prefer it, really.”

“Prefer it? Why?”

“We’re trying to save the world, Amy. The Church? What we’re doing, I know it just seems evil, but there is a reason for everything. The Church wants zero population growth, but not forever. Just until the world becomes a better place. When we can grow again, we will. Just not now.”

“What will happen to it?”

“We’ll store it. Here. And, one day in the future, we’ll give it back to you. To carry to term.” They stepped off the stairs into the bright, white tiled basement.

It was a laboratory.

“Oh... God.”

Gwen squeezed her hand. “Don’t be frightened. Alex made me right here in this room.”

“Made you?”

Gwen laughed. “Well, re-made me. It won’t hurt, I promise. Strip.”

“Do... I have to?”

Gwen shook her head. “If you’d prefer, I can put you to sleep and then strip you myself. I might actually enjoy that.”

“No! No, I’ll do it.” She took off her top, revealing her tight athletic bra.

“My goodness! How can you stand that? It looks like you’re wearing a girdle around your breasts!”

“I... don’t like to look too sexy.”

Gwen giggled. “Unbelievable.”

She pulled off her pants and stood wearing only her athletic panties and bra. And, the ever present black plastic glasses.

Her skin was pale and freckled. She looked at the floor.

“I need you completely naked, Amy.”

She shook her head. “Please, don’t.”

“Amy, you’re beautiful. Surely, you know that? Chad and Eddie are both wrapped around your finger. Why are you so shy?”

Amy swallowed. She pulled the tight bra over her head.

Unrestricted, her breasts expanded to full size.

“My God, that couldn’t be healthy. Your circulation must have been cut off.”

Amy crossed her arms over her pert boobs.

She turned around and lowered her hands. She pushed her panties down.

Was Gwen staring at her? She wanted to die. She could almost feel the lesbian’s gaze wandering over her naked body.

“Bisexual. Not a lesbian. I know there are people who say you are either straight or gay, but they’re incorrect. I am attracted to women and men equally.”

Amy almost jumped out of her skin. Once again, the witch had read her mind. It was a terrifying violation.

She turned to face Gwen, one arm across her breasts while her other hand covered her sex.

Gwen smiled at her. “Get on the table?”

Amy lay down. The ceiling lights were bright. “How long...”

“Sleep,” Gwen said.

Amy passed out.

***

Bull lay on his back and looked up into Cindy’s smiling eyes. She was astride him. He felt the wet warmth of her pussy as she rubbed her nether lips on his cock head.

Delia knelt beside him, her eyes mesmerized as she gripped his cock by the base, trying to line him up with her best friend’s hole.

The girl’s small hand couldn’t wrap around his girth.

“You don’t have to,” Bull murmured up at Cindy.

She put a finger to his lips. “Stop. I know I don’t... Bull, I need you. I don’t know what they did to us, but I need you. Inside me.”

She closed her eyes and settled her body.

He slid into her.

“God! Oh, Jesus!” She whined. “God, it’s so big.”

“Does it hurt?” Bull whispered.

“No! God, no! So good.”

“Oh, my God, Cin... you’re stretching around it. Cin, you’re amazing!” Delia whispered. She had her fingers deep inside her own pussy as she slowly jacked Bull’s shaft.

Cindy slid lower and she put her lips to Bull’s ear. “No one ever... this deep? Tell me this is okay? Please? Tell me you want me too?”

“Oh, God, Cindy!? Are you crazy? Of course, I want you.”

She laughed in his ear and moved her hips, riding him, taking him as deep as she could.

“Me too? Right, Bull?” Delia whispered.

He smiled at the blonde and reached down behind her, closing his hand on her firm buttocks. He eased his finger between her thighs from behind. His finger found her slit and pushed inside.

She lay her head in the crook of his arm and smiled up at him.

Cindy moved faster and faster, driving him deeper each time she descended. “Bull, I’m going to cum! Oh, Jesus, fuck!”

She orgasmed, her muscular body gripping him and convulsing around him.

Liquid warmth poured down his shaft.

Her eyes opened wide. “Oh... Shit! I...”

“Squirted,” Delia whispered as she leaned up on her arm to look at where the two were joined. “God, Cin, you squirted!”

Delia threw her head back and moaned as her own orgasm took her.

Bull felt the blonde squeeze his finger rhythmically.

She fell back into the crook of his arm and held on tight as her body tensed.

Cindy was kissing his face, her body still squeezing him.

He held them both tight, completely unaware that the freaks outside the cage were clinging to the bars and watching intently.

***

“SlutzNet? Extract 1,000 viable ova from subject Amy, please?” Gwen said.

“Acknowledged,” the computer said. A robotic arm unfolded from the ceiling and a long, thin needle disappeared into Amy’s abdomen. “Beginning extraction.”

“Once that’s complete, I need one ovum transferred to an insemination vessel,” Gwen continued. She stroked the beautiful woman’s thigh.

She wasn’t pregnant, of course. It was an intricate dance, corrupting an innocent.

Normally, it only took seduction. But, Amy was so controlled by her faith that the odds of her falling for Gwen were miniscule.

That is, unless Gwen simply went inside her head and started flipping switches.

But, Gwen preferred this method. Willing converts made better allies.

Gwen simply put Amy in a horrible, albeit false, situation and then gave her an out. Amy would be grateful to Gwen, and that was the first step in reforming her the patient way.

Gwen smiled. Alex had taken much the same approach. She could see that now. He made almost every step he had taken with Gwen feel like her own decision.

“Transfer complete,” SlutzNet announced.

“Very good. Now, I want her slutified, both ovaries converted. Let’s see how long she can cling to that faith with a supercharged libido? Also, sterilize her and open her womb for penetration.”

“Breast augmentation?” The computer asked.

“No, not yet. I want to confer with Dr. Demona first.”

Twin needles swung down on their robotic arms and slid into both sides of her lower abdomen.

The green liquid surged from the syringes into her body.

Gwen smiled. “Welcome to sluthood, sweetie. I’d feel bad for you, if I didn’t know you will thank me one day.”

Amy moaned in her sleep, her thighs rubbing together even before the needles emerged from her skin.

Gwen nodded. “I love the new fast acting formulas. What’s her status?”

“Libido enhanced by 50% and climbing. Estimated 80% increase final.”

Amy moaned again, lost in some fever dream.

Gwen leaned close.

“Eddie,” Amy whispered in her sleep.

Gwen smiled and kissed her cheek. “Hmm, strange. I was just thinking about him as well.”

***

Bull lay sprawled on his back as Cindy and Delia licked and sucked him, Delia on his left and Cindy on his right.

They smiled at one another as they worked together switching off between sucking the head of his cock and tonguing the shaft.

"I'm close." He reached down and grasped his cock.

Cindy slapped his hand away. "No way. We worked hard."

She swallowed as much of his member as she could.

"Oh, my God," he groaned. His balls drew up against his shaft and suddenly he was cumming, pumping cum into Cindy's warm mouth.

"Me too!" Delia moaned as she replaced Cindy on his head.

Cindy was breathing hard, cum dangling from her lower lip as Delia gulped down his seed.

Bull groaned. "Unbelievable."

The girls smiled at one another.

Bull was stunned when they leaned close to one another and then kissed, sharing his cum between them.

"No, don't..."

They broke the kiss.

Cindy smiled at him. "It's okay, Bull. There's nothing wrong with it."

"Are you two... together? I didn't know."

Cindy laughed. "God, you're so old. No, Bull, we aren't together... well, we weren't."

"I wouldn't complain," Delia said with a shy smile.

Bull sighed.

"Oh, come on," Cindy whispered. "Is this seriously a problem for you, old man?"

He tried to look stern, but it was no use. He laughed. "Hell no."

Both girls snuggled closer to him.

"God, Bull, what did they do to us?" Cindy whispered.

"I don't know, sweetheart."

"I like it," Delia whispered.

Bull shifted slightly and kissed her golden hair. He turned and looked at Cindy. "The question isn't so much what they did to us as it is: what the hell are they going to do to us next?"

Cindy went pale.

***

Gwen knelt over Eddie as he lay on the living room floor. "Wakey, wakey."

Eddie blinked and shook his head. "What? What happened?"

"I put you to sleep."

He sat up, his eyes automatically riveting on Gwen's amazing latex clad cleavage.

She laughed and stroked his black hair. "You’re cute. I see why she likes you."

Eddie jerked upright. "Amy Lynn! Where..."

"Safe, Eddie, she's safe."

He breathed out.

Gwen turned her head sideways and smiled. "You really love her, don't you?"

"Huh? Amy Lynn?" He shook his head and looked away. "Naah, she's my meal ticket. Best break I ever had."

"Oh, I see. She's just a piece of ass for you to sell?"

"Goddamn right. Where is she?"

"You mean physically or mentally?"

He stared at her. "Physically. Where's her body?"

"Sleeping. Downstairs. Amy and Amy Lynn are both unconscious."

He couldn't hide his look of alarm. "But, she's okay?"

"Which one?"

"Amy Lynn, of course. The other one hates my guts. Look, I don't know what you've been told, but Amy Lynn is the one of them you need to be helping. That other one is..."

"Oh, I'm going to kill Amy."

Eddie's eyes went wide. "Huh? Wait, I didn't mean..."

Gwen smiled. "Well, that's what it would take, right? One or the other has to go. What do you care? It's Amy Lynn you want, right?"

"I... yeah, of course."

Gwen stood up. She held out her hand. "Come with me."

He took her hand and she lifted him to his feet easily. Too easily, she was ungodly strong. Eddie did a double take.

"Oh, I could rip you in two if I wanted." She held Eddie's hand. "Luckily for you, I don't want to."

Gwen led him down the hall. "Eddie Delacroix. Professional drifter. Never stayed in one place long enough to become anything more than that, have you?"

"You know a lot about me," he said. "Can't say the same for you."

"Well, I've been reading your mind," Gwen said as she led him down the stairs to the basement. "You're a real tough customer, all right. A bad boy. I think that's why she likes you."

"Amy Lynn likes me because I know what she needs..."

Gwen laughed as they reached the bottom of the stairs. "I wasn't talking about Amy Lynn."

Eddie froze. A few feet away, Amy lay naked, moaning, and sweating on an operating table. Her hands and ankles were strapped down, but her thighs rubbed together.

He ran to her side. "Jesus, what did you do to her?" He stroked her forehead.

"Oh, she's fine. Amy is having a crisis - her libido is in overdrive. It's going to take her a while to adjust."

Gwen ran a blood red nail down Amy's tummy.

The writhing woman moaned louder. "Eddie!"

He took a step back. "That's... Amy Lynn..."

"No, it isn't. Amy Lynn is in deep sleep. This is Amy."

"But... no, she hates me..."

"Yes, and you don't like her either, right?"

He scoffed. "Yeah, no, I don't she's just a cold bitch..."

"And, that's why you took the blame for her little anal action last night?" Gwen asked with a wry smile.

Eddie went pale. "How did you know about that?"

"You're cute, but slow, Eddie." She caressed his cheek. "I read your mind. I also read hers and Chad's. I know everything about all three of you. So, I'll ask you again: why did you take the blame for Chad using Amy's ass?"

"Because... shit... Amy Lynn hates Chad and Amy hates me. Having Amy start hating Chad, I mean for something Amy Lynn caused to happen? It just didn't seem fair. I don't know."

"So, you did it for Chad's benefit?"

"Fuck no! I didn't want her to suffer any more than she already has..."

Gwen smiled. "There it is. You're in love with Amy as well as Amy Lynn."

"Jesus, you must not be a very good mind reader."

"Oh, I'm an excellent mind reader. And, you're a terrible liar."

Eddie swallowed hard. "You did something to her?"

"Yes. We have a procedure that amplifies sex drive. Hormonally, she's off the charts."

"What else did you do to her?"

Gwen smiled. "Gaslighted her into thinking you impregnated her."

"What!?"

"She wanted to keep it."

"She... did?" He looked down at her.

"Yes, Eddie. She's falling in love with you."

He shook his head. "Naah, that can't be. She's in love with the Boy Scout. Amy Lynn loves me, but Amy'd never want to have anything to do with somebody like me."

Gwen hugged him. "If that's the case? Why is she moaning for you in her fever dream, Eddie?"

He looked at Amy, beads of sweat on her pale, freckled skin.

"You probably did this," he said as he took Amy's hand.

"I could. But, I didn't. This is her. This is what she wants. She's dreaming, yes, but it's her dream." Gwen took his hand and moved it to Amy's right breast.

"No, she's asleep."

Gwen laughed. "The noble bad boy. Every girl's dream."

Amy opened her eyes halfway. "Eddie. Please."

He leaned down. "You're having a dream, Amy. Just a dream. It's going to be okay."

"I need you," she whispered.

Eddie shook his head. "You don't mean that."

Her eyes closed. "Please?"

Gwen's hands went around his waist. She unbuckled his belt and unbuttoned his jeans.

"No, this ain't right."

"Yes, actually, it is." She pushed his jeans down, releasing his big cock. She leaned over his shoulder and looked down. "My goodness. For a human, you are exceptional. No wonder she's dreaming about you."

Her hand went around his girth and she jacked him in her firm grasp.

Amy's eyes drifted open again. "Make love to me." She was crying gently, tears leaking from the corners of her eyes.

Eddie leaned down and kissed her. "Okay. Okay, now. I'm here."

Gwen pressed a button on the side of the table.

The end of the bed separated, spreading Amy's legs.

Eddie walked around the bed and leaned between her open thighs.

Gwen stepped back and smiled.

"Is this what you want?" Eddie whispered.

"Yesss," Amy whispered, her eyes closed as Eddie gently rubbed the thick head of his cock up and down her wet slit.

He smiled down at her and eased in gently.

"God! Yes!" she moaned, still deep in whatever trance held her.

Eddie slid deeper and deeper inside her. He stopped, confused.

"She's made for large cocks now, Eddie. An average man can't satisfy her," Gwen said.

Eddie looked down at the beautiful redhead who was beginning to undulate her hips, trying to draw him deeper. He should have been pushing against her cervix.

Instead, he just slid deeper inside her warm depths.

"Ooo, so good," she whispered.

Eddie was balls deep. He paused, reaching down with his right hand and rubbing her erect clit with his thumb.

"Aiggh!" She thrashed her head from side to side as her body convulsed inside.

Eddie gasped. Cumming! She's cumming, and I haven't even started moving.

He began thrusting, still worried he might hurt her. He had hurt women before without meaning to.

"Fuck... Fuck me!" She cried.

Eddie fucked her hard, emboldened by her response.

She came again, her back arching on the table.

This time, he came with her, pumping inside her.

He fell over on her, his head on her big breasts.

She slept, smiling up at the ceiling.

He gently pulled out of her.

He stepped back and Gwen pressed the button on the bed a second time.

Amy's thighs came back together.

Gwen took hold of Eddie’s still half erect cock. “I need a little of your cum.” She jacked his cock and a thick bead of cum formed on the tip.

Eddie watched as Gwen wiped the cum onto her fingertip.

She winked at him and walked to the wall. “SlutzNet? Impregnate the single ovum I had you separate out.”

A small robotic arm drifted down from the ceiling. It held a thin glass tube.

Gwen gently transferred the drop to the tube.

The arm retracted into the ceiling.

Eddie watched as the ceiling panel closed. Then he looked back at Amy’s sleeping form. "I... shouldn't have done that. Wasn’t right with her asleep like that," Eddie said as he pulled his jeans up.

"Part of her wanted you, and you were there for her," Gwen said.

"But, she was..."

"Asleep? To a degree. My friend, Dr. Love could explain with phrases like 'the subconscious mind freed from the superego' or some other nonsense. But, what it boils down to? She wanted you and you gave her what she wanted. Nothing more, nothing less." She stopped him from buttoning his pants. She held up a syringe. "Now, my question is: how far will you go to fully satisfy her?"

***

Alex drove south on the Interstate toward Manhattan in the afternoon sun.

Lita sat on the passenger side and looked out the window at the old, fading paint of the farm truck. She sighed. "Couldn't we have taken one of the other cars? A Mercedes or something?"

Alex smiled. "You don't like my old truck?"

Lita pouted. "Supposed to be a date."

"You're cute when you're pissed," he laughed.

"You love me, don't you?" Lita asked.

"Of course..."

"Then, couldn't you have put a little effort into this?" She said.

He shrugged. "I'm not much good at this sort of thing."

"I mean, I had to practically beg you to wear the outfit."

Alex looked up at the black knit beanie pulled down on his forehead. "Well, honey, not really my style.”

He watched her out of the corner of his eye.

“I’ve never been on a real date before,” she said.

“But, you weren’t a virgin...”

“No. But, nobody wanted to take me on a real date. I mean, sure, I was hot. Guys wanted to get with the crazy chick at least once. But, nobody ever stuck around long enough to, you know, make an effort.”

He reached out and touched her face. “Hey, I’m sorry I didn’t take this serious enough for you. I’ll fix it. I promise.”

She smiled. “I know. You’re like that.”

“Like what?”

She slid across the bench seat and laid her head on his shoulder. “You fix things.”

Alex laughed and held her close.

***

Gwen came back downstairs after taking Eddie to the living room. She put him to sleep in the same place she had earlier.

She checked on Amy.

The woman needed time to recover.

“Fertilization complete,” SlutzNet announced.

A monitor on the wall blinked on. The image on the display showed a round cell. As Gwen watched, the cell divided, then divided again. She smiled. “Put it in storage at twelve hours gestation.”

She picked up a sheet and laid it over Amy’s naked body. “Don’t think too harshly of me.” She caressed the woman’s hair. “When I’m done, you’ll be happy. I promise you. The Church needs you, but I’m going to do my best to make you happy... weirder, but happy.”

She kissed the woman’s forehead and went to the sub-basement stairs.

Mama Jugs smiled as Gwen walked in. “Should have seen them fucking an hour ago.” She nodded toward the cage.

Bull and the two women were fully clothed, but the dynamic had definitely changed. The brunette was glaring at her but standing very close to Bull while the blonde hid behind him.

Gwen smiled as she walked to the cage. “The three of you were unexpected. We knew Mama Jugs was going to bring her husband, but we didn’t know you would bring guests.” Gwen bit her lower lip. “I guess you discovered my little modifications?”

Bull stepped forward. “Listen, like you said: you weren’t expecting Cindy and Delia. Let them go, they won’t say anything. They just want to leave.”

“Fuck that! I’m not leaving you, Bull,” Cindy said.

“Yes, you are.” He turned back to Gwen. “Please, I’ll do whatever you want. Just let them go.”

Gwen shook her head. “You were not what I expected Bull Drummond. Not what I expected at all. You’d die for them, wouldn’t you?”

Bull took a deep breath. “I’m begging you.”

Gwen nodded. “Yes, you would. You’re a rare man. But, then, it’s a day for rare men.”

She looked at Cindy. “But, you, Sindy with an ‘S’, I’ve seen your fire before. Look at you. I could kill you with a thought, but you’d die with your fingers around my throat.”

“Anytime.” She tried to step toward the bars, but Bull put out his hand and stopped her.

“I admire you both. I do. And, if it wasn’t for that? I might be tempted to let you go. But, you are just too good to throw out.” She peered around Bull. “And, what about you, little one?”

Delia cowered behind Bull.

“Leave her alone!” Cindy cried. This time she ran straight at the bars.

“Catch her,” Gwen said. And, then she said, “Sleep.”

Cindy stopped in mid-stride and fell backward into Bull’s arms.

“Cindy!” Bull gasped.

“On the floor, please,” Gwen said.

Bull groaned as he collapsed to the floor cradling Cindy in his arms. “No, please don’t.”

Delia was backing up against the cell wall.

Gwen punched some buttons on the wall and the cell door opened. She walked into the cell, hips and breasts swaying in their latex sheath. Her gaze was fixed on Delia. “You should be naked.”

Delia’s eyes widened.

She began taking off her sweatpants and hoodie.

In moments, she stood naked. The girl had thick hips and a full bust.

Her light blonde hair was naturally curly.

She looked into Gwen’s eyes.

Gwen smiled, but her look slowly changed, her eyes welling with tears. “So lonely. You could have been so much more had you not been so lonely. I’ll fix that.”

Delia’s gaze never wavered as Gwen reached out and took her head.

Bull tried to get up.

“Paralysis,” Gwen said.

Bull slumped on the floor.

Cindy blinked her eyes and looked around. She saw Delia being led naked from the cage. “No! Delia! Please, don’t hurt her!”

Gwen sighed. “I try never to hurt anyone. And, I certainly wouldn’t hurt her.”

She closed the cell door behind them.

Cindy cowered beside Bull and shook as her best friend was led to an operating table.

***

“They call me Dr. Love (calling Dr. love), I've got the cure you're thinkin' of (calling Dr. love),” the radio blared.

Dr. Lorraine Love’s mouth dropped open. She had just changed the Tesla’s radio over to MP3 to find this song queued up.

“Kim, seriously?” Lorraine asked the empty car. Her stepdaughter had queued the song up as a joke. After her bimbofication, Kim should have been too dim to pull off a joke involving technology, but Lorraine was beginning to wonder if Kim was really as dumb as her breast augmentation should have made her.

Kim would be dancing at the strip club this evening, and servicing customers in the back room till closing time.

Her eldest stepdaughter was extremely popular, owing mainly to the fact she was a living, breathing Barbie doll with J cup breasts.

Not that Lorraine was any slouch with her G cups. Gwen Kincaid had supervised her transformation while Lorraine herself had supervised Kim’s.

Going from Mother to Domme had been an adjustment for Lorraine, but it had been an enjoyable adjustment.

Simple as Kim had become, her knowledge in bed was downright uncanny.

Lorraine pulled onto the gravel drive leading to the farm.

Gwen had been adamant about needing her for this transformation - someone Lisa had created named Amy Lynn.

She pulled up in front of the farmhouse. Lorraine was still dressed for school which meant she was overdressed for her comfort.

She preferred clothing that showed off her assets as much as possible. It wasn’t vanity so much as confidence. She wanted people to look and she wanted their lust, which was why the classroom was so much fun.

She could almost smell the erections in the classroom.

She opened the front door to the farmhouse. “Hello?”

The entryway was empty.

She walked down the hall and stopped by the living room.

A young man was passed out on the couch, another was passed out on the floor.

Lorraine studied the man on the floor.

She knelt and cupped his groin. “My goodness, you are healthy.” Transformed, at least part way. He’d definitely had penis augmentation.

He didn’t stir even with Lorraine’s hand massaging his package and her breasts pressed against his face.

Gwen had obviously knocked him out.

Lorraine stood up, smiling as she watched the man’s cock hardening down the left leg of his jeans. “Oh, I will definitely give you some therapy a little later.”

She continued down the hall to the basement steps.

At the bottom, she found a redhead sleeping on an operating table.

“SlutzNet, identify subject.”

“Subject Amy Lynn Bellachik.”

“Status?”

“Dual ovarian restructuring. Libido increased by 80%. Cervix dilation.”

Lorraine pulled back the sheet. The woman would need new breasts, the C cups were far too small. Lorraine stroked Amy’s pale skin. She was beautiful and perfectly formed though too skinny for the Church’s taste.

Lorraine cupped the woman’s wet sex. Pulling her fingers away, she looked at the pearly white substance that clung to them. “Mmm, freshly fucked.” She licked her fingers clean. 

Lorraine went to the sub-basement stairs.

She heard voices before she reached the bottom.

She opened the door on the bright room.

“Fuck, is the circus in town?” Lorraine asked.

A fat woman with huge boobs looked at her and grinned.

Gwen looked up from a thick blonde she had strapped to a table. “Oh, you’re here.” She walked to Lorraine and hugged her before kissing her passionately. “I missed you.”

“Me too.” Lorraine pointed up. “I just saw your little project. One of them anyway.”

“Lots of projects.” She pointed at the fat woman. “One of Jason’s: Mama Jugs. The muscle man over there is... well, they wiped him completely, he just answers to Mr. Muscles.”

“Jesus... he doesn’t even know his fucking name?”

He smiled and winked.

“Isn’t slowing him down... his girlfriend there is Stella, Jason’s father.”

“Oh, for fuck’s sake...” She shook her head as she looked at the shemale with long black hair.

“And, finally, Cum Slut,” Gwen said as she pointed at a naked punk girl covered with tattoos.

“Catchy name.” Lorraine nodded toward he cage. “What about those two?”

“Mama Jugs’s husband, Bull and his... I don’t know what you call her, Cindy... with an ‘S’. They’re not happy to be here.”

Bull glared at her and moved his arms stiffly.

Gwen shrugged. “I had to paralyze him in order to get this little delight out of the cage. It’s wearing off.” She stroked the blonde curly hair of the thick woman on the operating table.

“What are you going to do with her?”

“She’s a submissive, but I think it’s all nurture versus nature. I’m going to rummage around in her head and see what I can twist. Your project is the little redhead upstairs.”

Lorraine looked at the ceiling and smiled. “What do you have in mind?”

***

Amy opened her eyes.

Her body was a little sore as she tried to move her arms.

They wouldn’t budge.

She panicked as she jerked at the Velcro straps that pinned her wrists and ankles.

“Hey, hey, it’s okay,” the woman said.

Amy fought to focus on the beautiful blonde who smiled down at her.

“Let me go!”

“Amy, it’s okay. Gwen just put these on you so you didn’t fall off the table.” She ripped open the Velcro holding Amy’s left wrist and then leaned over her to open the right. “My name is Lorraine. I’m a psychiatrist.”

Amy rubbed her wrists as Lorraine undid her ankle straps. “You’re Dr. Love?”

Lorraine rolled her eyes. “You know, I’m going to hurt somebody over naming me that.”

“It’s not your real name?”

“No. It isn’t. But, I am a real doctor.” She patted Amy’s hand. “That better?”

Amy nodded.

“You know what was done to you?”

“Yes. She took my baby.” She looked around the room. “It’s okay, right? It’s not hurt?”

“No, it’s perfectly fine. The Church is really amazing. The things they can do? Gwen told you that the fetus would be re-implanted at some point, and she meant it.” Lorraine sat down on the stool beside the table. She pressed a button and the upper end of the table inclined until Amy was almost upright. “Comfortable?”

“Yes. Thank you.”

Lorraine smiled. “A lot to take in, huh?”

“I feel like I’m in shock.”

“Most likely you are. Nobody could blame you for that.” Lorraine pulled a tablet out of her handbag. “I gave birth to my own clone, trust me, I’ve seen a lot of weird.”

“Really? A clone?”

“Long story. But, I’m here to talk about you, not my own strangeness.” Lorraine took her hand and smiled. “Can we talk? Will that be okay?”

Amy nodded.

“So, tell me about Amy Lynn.”

***

Cindy huddled in Bull’s arms and cried. “I failed her. I told her I would take care of her, and I failed her.”

“Shh,” Bull soothed. “Cindy, nobody could have stopped her from taking Delia. You see what they are. One word and we’re powerless. It’s not your fault. If anything, it’s mine. If I hadn’t taken you out of Ithaca...”

“No! We were prisoners. Randall owned us. We would never have gotten out...”

“I wish there was something I could say to make you both understand.”

The words startled Bull and Cindy.

Gwen stood outside the cage. “I could... force you to understand. But, I don’t want to do that.”

“What are you doing to her?” Cindy whispered. They had watched as Gwen had moved around the operating table where Delia lay sleeping. Her hands would brush Delia’s face. Occasionally, Gwen would inject something into the girl’s arm or more sensitive places.

“Do you understand how broken your friend was?” Gwen asked. There was a tear in her eye. “So much sadness - you are the only friend she’s ever had. There are so many broken people in this world.”

“We’re supposed to believe you’re some kind of benevolent monster?” Bull spat.

Gwen smiled and shook her head. “No, Mr. Drummond. I am a true monster. But, there are worse things than me. Believe me.”

“What are you doing to her?!” Cindy repeated as she trembled.

“Freeing her. I went into her mind, found who she might have been, who she could have been. Who she would give anything in the world to be.” Gwen smiled at Cindy. “She wants to be strong like you. She admires you so much, Cindy with an ‘S’. Loves you, actually. She wants so much to be someone you could respect...”

“I do respect her!” Cindy said as Bull held her tight.

“Yes. And, now, she’ll respect herself. Be patient with her... with me as well. I will not harm you. Neither of you.” Gwen looked around and whispered. “These others in this room? They aren’t the equals of you. The two of you and Delia? You shine. You glow. We want you.”

“Who wants us?” Bull asked.

“The Church. The Church and the living god. He needs you to help save the world.”

***

Alex stood a few yards away from Lita near an abandoned warehouse close to the Hudson in New York City.

The place should have been deserted at this time in the evening.

Instead it was bustling with activity.

The beat from Techno music reverberated through the thick walls.

The windows had been painted over with black paint.

A pop-up rave in the middle of the waterfront usually only frequented by wharf rats and the homeless. Now the street was packed with hipsters waiting in line for the bouncers to let them in.

Alex smiled at Lita in her black booty shorts and heels, her dark red lips glistening with gloss. She moved her body without really realizing it.

She feels out of place, he thought. But, a quick scan of the crowd showed a majority of men stealing glances at her and an equal number of women measuring themselves against her and losing.

Alex had his phone to his ear. “Hi, Maria? Yeah, I’m here.” He smiled at the voice of probably the most frightening woman on earth. “You did? Thank you. I appreciate it. Yeah, 10:00 is perfect. You too.”

He put the phone back in the pocket of his structurally stressed jeans.

Lita wasn’t the only one who felt out of place.

Everyone in this crowd was half is age, though age didn’t really have any meaning for him anymore.

He put his big hand on Lita’s waist as he returned to his position beside her.

She smiled up at him, eyes sparkling. “I’ve never been to one of these before.”

He laughed. “Well, don’t look at me. I don’t even know these songs they’re playing. Just sounds like noise.”

She looked concerned. “But, you like it, right? You like being here?”

“With you, yes. I like being here with you, Lita.”

She blushed a little and looked at the ground. “I almost feel normal.”

He stroked her hair. “You are normal, honey."

She nodded. “I know. Neurotypical. I’m neurotypical now. I have to keep remembering that. Not Crazy Lita anymore. Got it.”

“Hey, relax. You look amazing. All those guys want to be with you and all the girls want to be you.”

She rolled her eyes. “It’s the 21st century, Alex. Half those girls want to be with me, and half those guys are checking out your package.”

Alex frowned. “Okay, now I’m uncomfortable.”

She laughed and hugged him. “Thank you. For this. I really, really need this.”

“Well, don’t be too happy. Remember the experiment.”

“Shush! I’m not worried about being a predator until I get inside. Right now, I’m just a young wife enjoying a night out with her husband.” She took a step back. “Her husband, who looks like somebody took two bodybuilders, mashed them together, and stuffed the result into skinny jeans.”

Alex laughed out loud. “Not exactly stealthy, am I?” He towered a full foot over everyone in line and seemed nearly as wide as the sidewalk.

“No, and, once we get inside? If you want me to infect some of these hipsters? You better admire me from afar - no man in his right mind would make a move on me with giant size Mr. Clean looming over me.”

“I know.”

“But, before we leave? One dance, okay? Just one?”

He took her hand in his and held it to his lips. “Anything you want.”

***

Amy had the sheet pulled around her body as she sat on the operating table. “Gwen says there’s a way to free me without destroying Amy Lynn. Is that true?”

Lorraine sat back on the stool. “I don’t want to see anything bad happen to either of your personalities.”

“She’s not a personality!” Amy groaned. “She’s like a demon inside me.”

Lorraine nodded. “I know. I know. Amy, before Amy Lynn came along? Did you enjoy sex?”

Amy blinked. “What? Well... yes.”

“How about now?”

Amy bit her lower lip. “I... It’s been a while. I think I’m just in shock, from having that monster inside me. Just thinking about sex frightens me.”

Lorraine looked at her tablet. “Gwen says you had a wet dream when you were unconscious.”

“What?! No! No, I didn’t...” Her voice trailed off.

“Really? Gwen says you were quite frantic.” Lorraine looked up. “You kept calling someone’s name.”

Amy went pale. “Who...”

“Eddie.”

“No! No, that never happened. I didn’t...”

Lorraine shook her head. “Amy, I can’t help you if you don’t tell me the truth.”

Amy started hyperventilating. “Why would I do that?”

Lorraine said nothing. She just looked at her.

“I... okay... I had a dream. It doesn’t mean anything.”

“Most times, you would be correct. Dreams are just your mind playing out scenarios.”

“Exactly. I dreamed about him because of the situation...”

“And, because he excites you.”

“What? No, he disgusts me.”

Lorraine laughed. “But, Amy Lynn is madly in love with him, isn’t she?”

“So what?”

Lorraine smiled. “Oh, honey, come now. Where do you think I’m going with this? You loved sex with Chad before Lisa and Mary changed your life. I’ll wager you were playful, fun, imaginative, multi-orgasmic...”

“They ruined my life when they created Amy Lynn!”

“Did they?”

“They ruined everything...”

“I’m not questioning they damaged you... I’m questioning if they created Amy Lynn?”

“Of course, they did!”

Lorraine shook her head. “I want you to think about something. Just consider it: Amy Lynn is just a part of you. All Lisa did was separate her from you - separated the id from the ego. And, now, here you are, half of your former self. Just your ego seething with righteous indignation because your superego is screaming bloody murder.”

Amy looked away. “No, that’s not possible.”

Lorraine took her hand. “Here’s Amy. Scared and frightened. Trying to hide behind glasses and her grandmother’s style of underwear, and, on the other side of the wall? There’s Amy Lynn longing to quench every thirst, indulge in every kink that turns her on. Amy wants Chad to save her. Amy Lynn wants Eddie to fuck her brains out, to turn her out in the most depraved manner possible.”

“It can’t be,” Amy whispered.

“Amy, listen to me: the two of you need to be re-united, the Madonna and the Whore. Neither of you is complete without the other.”

***

Cindy slept in Bull’s arms.

Life had taken a turn.

Yesterday, he wanted to save her. Yesterday, he had a wife and a job.

Today, he was in love with Cindy, and he had lost everything else.

What they had done to him coursed through his body. A drive more powerful than he had felt in his entire life.

He wanted to make love to her. Over and over and never stop.

Bull prayed for guidance, but there was none. God was silent. Maybe it was because of his sin with Cindy and Delia earlier. Whatever the reason, God had forsaken him. All of them.

He laid his forehead against the sleeping woman’s.

He dozed, feeling his desire grow,

He awoke to her words.

“Delia?! My God...”

Bull jerked awake.

Cindy stared straight ahead through the bars.

Bull turned his head, his eyes adjusting to being suddenly awakened.

The woman on the other side of the bars wore thigh high latex boots with long stiletto heels. The matching body suit was high cut, showing off the swell of her hips. A silver zipper led from the crotch up between two enormous breasts that stretched the latex tight.

She had Delia’s face and the curly, light blonde hair, but the eyes had more of a tilt. Her makeup was perfect with ruby red lips that looked almost like crimson versions of the material she was clad in.

Were her limbs showed, her arms and upper thighs were muscled and defined. All traces of her plumpness were gone save the beautiful swell of her hips.

“Hello, Cin,” she said. The voice, again Delia’s voice, but stronger, more confident. She made eye contact with brilliant blue eyes - had her eyes been a different color before? Bull wasn’t sure.

Cindy got to her feet and put her hands through the bars. “Oh, Delia, I was so afraid.”

Delia shook her head and took Cindy’s hands. “It’s okay. I’m okay.”

“What did she do to you?” Cindy whispered.

“Cin? I’m not afraid anymore.”

“But, Delia, your body...”

She turned in a circle on the stilettos. “You like it?” The back of the body suit was almost a thong and it showed off her perfectly sculpted buttocks.

Bull got up. “Are you sure you’re okay, honey?”

She took his hand too. “Oh, Bull, they have such wonderful plans for us. Don’t be afraid! This is better than anything I could have dreamed of.”

Cindy just watched her lips as she talked, her expression a mask of terror.

Delia caught her expression. “No, Cin, it’s really me. Just a better version, that’s all. I love you, Cin.”

Cindy sighed. “I love you too.”

“I love you tooooo!” Cum Slut laughed from the far side of the room.

Mr. Muscles broke into laughter at the mockery.

The change in Delia was instantaneous. She whirled on the heels. “You! Here! Now!”

Cum Slut jumped like she had been slapped. “Fuck you, bitch! You’re not the boss of me, is she Mama Jugs?”

Mama Jugs laughed. “Fuck no, she’s not. Little tramp.”

“I said: Here! Now!” Delia growled.

Cindy wasn’t at the right angle to see Delia’s face, but Bull was.

The woman’s blue eyes sparkled and seemed to flash.

Cum Slut’s eyes grew wide and then half closed.

She stumbled forward toward Delia.

“Eyes down, you slut,” Delia said.

Cum Slut averted her gaze. “Mama Jugs? Help me! What’s she doing to me?” She seemed to be fighting against her own body, but she kept moving inexorably forward.

Mama Jugs had backed up against the wall.

When Cum Slut was close enough, Delia leaned down and looked up into her eyes. “On your knees, you fucking whore.”

Cum Slut knelt, never taking her eyes off Delia’s blue gaze.

“Now, you cunt, you listen to me. You are mine. You belong to me. You’re a pet. Whatever I tell you to do from now until the end of time? You’re going to do it just as fast as humanly possible.”

“Y... Yes, Delia,” Cum Slut whined.

“Mistress Delia, you worm. If I ever catch you laughing at your betters again? I’ll whip you till your ass is black and blue! Now, lick my boots.”

“Yes, Mistress Delia!” Cum Slut slid down and began tonguing the latex, making it even shinier with her spit.

Delia put her hands on her hips. She looked over her shoulder at Cindy and Bull.

Her eyes were actually glowing. “See? I’m me, just way better!”

***

“Hulk and Nutso are entering the club, advise?” The words came over Colonel Menser’s headset.

He stared at the image on the laptop screen. Alex and Lita Kincaid were getting ready to enter a rave. The field agent was a few spots behind them in the queue.

“What are you up to?” Menser asked himself. Just two people heading into a club? Maybe. But, nothing with these people was ever simple. He pressed a button on the headset. “Follow them, but do not engage. Unless you see an impending threat, you just observe. Understood?”

“Roger that.”

Alex led Lita into the club and disappeared as the agent waited his turn.

Menser switched channels. “I want a full strike team ready to go at Hulk and Nutso’s location. I want a crowd control team ready to shut the area down on my word.”

“Acknowledged.”

***

Lita was grinning from ear to ear as they went into the loud building interior. Laser lights flashed through artificial fog above the immense warehouse floor that had become a dance floor.

Alex bought some glow bracelets and necklaces from a vendor and started fastening them to her wrists and around her neck.

“I love this!” She yelled.

Alex could barely hear her over the blaring Techno.

She glowed under the black lights.

He pulled her close and whispered in her ear. “I’ll be close by watching you. I love you.”

She threw her arms around his big neck and kissed him. “I love you too! I want one dance, okay?”

“Absolutely,” he said as she danced away into the crowd, leaving him feeling anxious and out of place.

He made his way to the bar near the entrance.

The bartender had a man-bun. He looked up at Alex with a look of awe. “What’ll you have?”

“Soda?”

The guy shrugged. “$10.00.”

“For a soda?”

“Sorry, man.”

He handed the bartender his black credit card. 

Man-Bun stared at it for a minute. “Umm... This doesn’t have any numbers or anything...”

“Just run it. It’ll work.”

He ran it through and then handed it back along with the soda.

Alex chuckled. Somewhere in the building, someone was most likely trying to use his credit card to buy a lot more than a $10.00 soda. This place looked seedy as fuck.

Of course, if they did try to use his credit card, SlutzNet would find them. By tomorrow morning, their bank account would be drained, and they would most likely get a visit from a Church operative.

Those visits were rarely pleasant. In many cases, thieves found themselves with a great rack, a plump ass, and a new job servicing johns on the street in Havana. 

But, hey, at least it was honest work.

He turned and picked out Lita in the crowd.

She was still smiling, and now she was surrounded by at least five guys who were vying for her attention.

“Are you like a movie star or something?”

He looked down. A skinny blonde in a micro mini skirt was looking up at him, her pupils were dilated. She looked buzzed on Molly.

“No. Not me.”

“My girlfriends and I thought maybe you were like a stunt double for The Rock or somebody?” She motioned over her shoulder at two other girls at the far end of the bar who were also smiling with buzzed expressions.

“No, sorry. Just a farmer.”

“A farmer?! For real? I love animals!”

Alex laughed. “Do you now?”

“Like cows and stuff?”

“Oh, I do a lot with dairy.”

“Cool!” She wobbled a little on her feet.

Alex looked conspiratorially at her. “Actually? I’m here working for a secret organization that turns women into sex workers. My partner is getting ready to infect everyone she can with Bimbo Flu and make them into compliant little sex slaves.”

The blonde blinked and wobbled. “Nuh, uh... you’re bullshitting me.”

“Totally... is that still a word?”

“I... don’t know.”

Alex put his hand on the side of the girl’s face.

She stared at him unblinking, her mouth dropping open gently.

“You want to have fun, don’t you?”

“Fun... yeah?” Her eyes drooped slightly.

“I have a friend, she lives downtown. Her name is Maria. She is always throwing the greatest parties. You and your girlfriends should go see her right now.”

“Uh, huh...”

“Let me see your phone.”

She handed him her smartphone and Alex pulled up a ride share app.

“I’m going to get you and your friends an Uber. They’ll take you right to Maria. When you get there, tell Maria that Alex said, ‘A little something for your trouble.’ That sounds wonderful, doesn’t it?” He finished on her phone and handed it back to her.

“Yeah. It does.” She blinked. “Wait. What’s going to happen at this party?”

“Well, Maria is going to give you girls some wonderful shots that are going to make you even sexier than you are now. I mean, you’ll be drop dead gorgeous.”

“Really?”

“Yes, better than any plastic surgeon. Then she’s going to turn your little asses out. Sound like fun?”

“I don’t know...” She looked almost asleep.

“Trust me, it will be. Now, don’t tell your girlfriends - we want the whole shots and sex worker thing to be a surprise. Got it?”

She smiled and nodded. “Yeah, a surprise. That’s a great idea!”

He kissed her forehead. “Okay, scat now. Have fun.”

The blonde turned and ran back to her friends.

A few seconds later, they smiled and walked toward the exit with her.

“Jesus, it’s like shooting fish in a barrel,” Alex whispered.

The bartender looked from Alex to the girls. “She give you her phone number?”

“A lot more than that, amigo.” He turned back to Lita as she danced and laughed on the floor.

***

“What’s your name?” The boy asked as he pushed against her in the crowd.

“Lita,” she said.

“That’s the hottest outfit I’ve ever seen,” he said. “You come here often?”

Lita laughed out loud. “Seriously? That’s what you’ve got?”

He blushed and shrugged before pushing closer to her. “You know, it’s not easy being a guy in a place like this.”

“I know.”

“What did you say?”

“I said, I know!”

“It’s loud in here. Want to go somewhere else?”

“With you?”

He laughed. “Of course! I mean, I wouldn’t ask you to go somewhere else by yourself.”

She shrugged. “I like it here. It’s fun.” She leaned back, her mammoth breasts jutting almost straight up as she arched her back.

He pressed right up against her, looking down at the amazing breasts in their plastic container. “You’re beautiful!”

She stood up straight and brushed his crotch with her hand. “I know.”

His eyes went wide. “Wow! Okay...”

“What’s wrong, are you shy?”

He reached out and cupped her left breast.

“That’s better. I don’t want to leave here with you, sorry.”

He took his hand away. “It’s cool. Mind if I just dance...”

She stepped forward and cupped his balls through his jeans. “No, dummy... I don’t want to leave, but I still want to fuck you.”

His mouth dropped open. “Here? I mean...”

“Restroom. Right now. Or, you can go home and jerk off. Your choice,” she took his hand and turned around.

He let himself be led along, his eyes glued to her ass in the painted-on booty shorts.

Lita winked at a huge guy as they passed the bar. 

He winked back.

The hallway to the restrooms was crowded, but Lita didn’t seem perturbed by the eyes on them. She spun around and climbed into the boy’s arms, pulling herself up around his neck.

He gasped as she wrapped her strong thighs around his waist and moaned into a deep kiss, her tongue probing at his throat.

He kissed her as well and moaned as she sucked his tongue.

Then she threw her head back and laughed. “This is so much fun! Is it always like this in clubs?”

“I... uh, never any I’ve been to,” he looked around. The hallway was crowded, and they were all looking at Lita as she clung to him.

She looked at him, her eyes huge in the dark hallway. “Put your hand up my shorts.”

“Huh? Here?”

“Yes. I want your hand inside my shorts squeezing my ass. I want everybody to see.”

He cupped her ass cheek, lifting her higher and sliding his hand under her shorts.

Looking over her shoulder, he watched the crowd queued up for the restroom looking at them. Most of them looked a little lit with dilated pupils and slack expressions.

Lita’s lips touched his neck and then she was biting him, rocking her crotch against him as he closed his fingers tighter around the firm globe of her asscheek. “God, you’re so wet!”

She giggled against his neck. “Always wet. Just drips out of me. I get so turned on.” She laughed out loud. “What’s your name?”

“Tom.”

“Tom, I want you to slip your middle finger in my pussy, and I want you to push your index finger up my ass. Can you do that?”

“Fuck, oh, fuck,” he whispered as he slid his middle finger into her wet depths. He hesitated with his index fingertip against her pucker.

“Don’t be shy, Tom. I love it in my ass. I want you to loosen me up. Because I want a cock in my ass next, Tom.”

“Jesus,” he whispered. He pressed against her little hole and his finger slid inside.  He could feel his other finger pressed into her pussy through the thin skin between.

“Oh, God, yeah,” she said out loud and threw back her head. “Play with us?”

A woman and her boyfriend standing in front of them in line were watching attentively. The woman was a slim, pretty brunette and she was flushed from watching them. Her chest was rising and falling with her rapid breathing.

Her boyfriend slid his arm around her, pushing his hand under the waistband of her jeans. He was whispering something in her ear.

She nodded and let him guide her forward until she was pressed against Lita.

Tom’s eyes grew huge. “Are you... sure? Lita...”

Lita laughed and turned her head. She kissed the brunette hard, driving her tongue deep into the woman’s mouth.

The woman’s boyfriend was grinning ear to ear, watching the two beautiful girls kiss. “Goddamn...”

The girl broke the kiss and leaned back against her boyfriend. “God, Ricky, I want her. I never wanted a girl before. I want to do things to her.”

“That okay with you, bro?” The tall boyfriend asked Tom.

“Whatever Lita wants,” Tom said. He felt like he was dreaming.

Lita smiled and licked her lips. She reached down and undid the snap on her booty shorts and undid the short zipper. “Lick me.”

Ricky, the girl’s boyfriend put his hand on the girl’s shoulder and pushed her gently to her knees.

She looked up at Lita’s crotch as Tom spread Lita wider. “So beautiful.” She leaned up and slid her tongue inside the loosened leg of Lita’s shorts.

Lita threw back her head and moaned. “Fuck! Yes! God, Tom, she’s tonguing my clit!”

Tom increased his own finger banging of Lita’s pussy and ass as the brunette ate Lita out.

Ricky moved closer, his hands sliding up Lita’s sides and cupping her big breasts.

The girl on the floor reached up and began massaging Tom and Ricky’s crotches as she licked.

Lita turned her head slightly and kissed Ricky before turning toward Tom again and kissing him deeply.

People were drawing closer around them, their bladders momentarily forgotten.

Tom looked around. Everyone was smiling at them and touching each other, drawing ever closer.

***

“Something’s going on in here,” the agent said over the headset.

Menser pressed the transmit button on his own headset. “What?”

“Unsure. Nutso was dancing with an unidentified male, they went back toward the restrooms and they haven’t come out. It’s been almost fifteen minutes. I’m going to try to get closer.”

“Where’s Hulk?”

“Just sitting at the bar. He’s drinking soda not booze.”

“You keep one eye on Hulk. Do not let him take you by surprise.”

“Roger that. I’m heading toward the rest... Holy fuck...”

The line was silent.

“Report?” Menser asked.

“There’s an orgy going on near the restroom.”

***

There were perks to being whore caste. Perks to being part of the Church’s grand plan.

And, as Lita clung to Tom, his cock deep inside her pussy, while Ricky’s cock was ball’s deep in her ass, she was downright giddy with excitement.

Combined with Ricky’s girlfriend’s talented tongue that was painting stroke after stroke from her clit back to her stretched ass, Lita had cum at least three times.

And, she wasn’t the only one.

Everywhere around her, groups, couples, and singles were fucking and sucking or masturbating.

Lita’s pheromones in the close confines of the hall were having an amazing effect on everyone present.

By this time, Tom, Ricky, and Ricky’s girlfriend were all infected with Bimbo Flu. Both studs were pounding into her and she imagined she could feel their cocks growing even larger inside her.

She had no idea what had happened to her booty shorts. Her feet had touched the ground for a moment, and they had been pulled down her legs and cast aside before Tom had lifted her onto his stiff cock and Ricky had speared her from behind.

The girl at her crotch was pulled aside by two men who began stripping the soon to be bimbo. In seconds, one was balls deep in her throat while the other was fucking her in the missionary position.

Two more infected, Lita thought.

And, within seconds, two more: a couple slid under her and began tonguing her. She wasn’t sure if they were male or female, and she honestly didn’t care.

Ricky’s cock swelled in her ass and suddenly he was cumming inside her, yelling obscenities as he punished her asshole.

He fell back and someone else’s tongue was probing at her backside.

She yelped as it wormed inside.

Then Tom came. He was shaking and she felt him falling backward, carrying her with him as he jetted stream after stream into her.

He fell into a tangle of bodies that broke his fall, and then he was carried away, his clothes being removed as he disappeared into the crowd.

Lita was on her hands and knees, mouths on her pussy, ass, and breasts - somehow, even her halter had been pulled off in the confusion.

A big cock surged into her pussy from behind and she came, hard.

Faces were smiling at her.

The floor was alive with naked couples, a miasma of arms and legs and smiles of lust.

Oh, shit, I have to get out of here, Lita thought.

She stumbled to her feet and threaded her way carefully through the crowd of naked and disrobing revelers.

She couldn’t be sure how many were infected and how many were just turned on - but she knew within minutes, they would all be infected.

A hand closed on her wrist and pulled her from the hallway.

“Whew, thanks, Al...”

The man staring at her wasn’t Alex. He was big, but not that big. He had an earpiece in his ear. “I have Nutso. Advise?”

Lita spun in his grasp and shoved him backward.

His face was a mask of shock - he had judged that Lita would be too small to resist him. Instead, she had shoved him right off his feet.

And, into a tangle of grasping hands in the hallway.

“I’m in trouble here! I need extraction... repeat...” He was pulled out of sight into the orgy.

Lita watched wide eyed at the crowd of naked bodies as they began to spill out of the hallway and onto the dance floor.

Strong hands on her shoulders turned her around. “Hey, Lita? You okay?”

Alex looked down at her.

She threw herself around his neck. “Oh... they... shit, Alex.”

A girl with pink hair and a silver dress was standing beside them. “Wow... would you look at that,” she said as she watched the orgy.

Alex put his hand on the girl’s face. “I need your clothes.”

She blinked at him. “Huh? Yeah. Okay.” Her eyes went slack as she turned and let Alex unzip her. He pulled the dress over her head.

She turned around wearing nothing but her heels, a thong and a demi-cup bra.

Alex spun her around and pushed her into the orgy.

In seconds, they had stripped her and dragged her into the festivities.

Alex pulled the dress over Lita’s head and zipped it. 

Her big breasts were squeezed, but it looked good on her. He smiled and kissed her.

Lita looked back at the growing orgy. “You know, that works a lot faster than I thought it would. We better get out of here.”

Alex winked. “Not quite yet.”

***

“Strike team move in. Nobody in or out,” Menser ordered.

“ETA five minutes.”

***

Alex whispered in the DJ’s ear. The man’s face went slack and then he nodded.

Alex crossed the floor as the sounds of moaning became louder from the orgy that now was taking up almost a quarter of the room.

Lita looked at the growing number of ravers who were taking off their clothes and joining the party. “We need to go, now!”

The Techno stopped as Alex took her hand.

Dolly Parton’s country twang came over the speakers as her sweet, melodic voice began to sing, “I Will Always Love you.”

Lita looked up at him as he led her to an open spot on the floor. “No way.”

He smiled. “I promised you a dance. I can’t dance to that noise. But, I can to this.”

She laughed. “You couldn’t even give me the Whitney Houston version?”

“Not on your life. This is Dolly’s song.” He pulled her into his arms and moved her around the floor as everyone around them went insane with lust.

***

The line of SUVs roared down the dark street toward the rave.

“Come on, come on,” Menser said.

Suddenly, the sound of the engines was drowned out by the sound of sirens.

Blue and red lights lit up the night as a line of police cars and ambulances roared past.

“Sir? What should I do?” The driver asked.

“Where the fuck did they come from?” Menser asked. Half the NYPD and every ambulance in Manhattan was passing them. “Fuck me.”

“Sir?”

Menser closed his eyes and sighed. “Stand down. Everybody stand down.”

***

Alex led Lita out into the cool night.

She just stared up at him as they made their way down the empty street.

They could hear sirens in the distance.

He looked down at her. “What?”

“I love you. I really, completely, love you, Alex. I’m so glad I didn’t succeed in biting off your dick.”

He laughed. “Me too, babe.” He pushed a lock of her brown hair out of her eyes. “You like your dance?”

“It was the best dance of my entire life. Even if everybody was getting their freak on the entire time? It was the most romantic thing I ever did.”

“Oh, yeah? Guess I couldn’t top that, huh?”

“No.”

He shrugged. “Well, I guess we’ll see.”

She stared at him. “Why? You have something else in...”

A long, black limo was parked on the street. A chauffeur got out and opened the rear door. He motioned to them.

“Alex?”

Alex smiled at her. “Your carriage, milady.”

Her mouth dropped open. “How?”

“It’s Maria’s. She sent it for us.”

“What about the truck?”

Alex shrugged. “Somebody will take it back to the farm for us. We’re going to be busy.”

“We are?”

Alex nodded and tilted her chin up. “I’m taking you to a very nice hotel that Maria recommended. We’re going to get changed, and then we’re going for a late dinner.”

“I... oh, another experiment?”

Alex shook his head. “No, Lita. I’m taking you to a hotel, and then I’m taking you to dinner, and then back to the hotel, where I am going to make love to you all night long. No more experiments. Just a night on the town for my wife.”

She stared into his eyes for a moment, and then she cried.

***

Cindy stood beside Bull and held his hand as Gwen Kincaid opened their cell door.

Outside the cell, Cum Slut was bent over, grasping the bars with both hands.

Her ass was bare, and Delia was spanking her with a rhythmic slap, slap, slap. The woman gasped with each stroke, but Cindy couldn’t tell if the look on Cum Slut’s face was pain or lust.

Delia’s face was emotionless, as if her spanking wasn’t for her own pleasure, but merely to condition her slave.

“You’re very observant,” Gwen said. “Delia is enjoying herself, but this is mostly for Cum Slut’s benefit.”

“Stop reading my mind,” Cindy said. She fought the urge to hide behind Bull. She didn’t want to give Gwen the satisfaction of seeing her afraid.

“Delia? Do you enjoy what you’re doing to Cum Slut?” Gwen asked.

“Yes, Gwen. I like how her ass is turning red. But, mostly I adore how she stands there and takes it. I own her.”

Gwen smiled. “Delia has never known power, now she has it in abundance. Cum Slut is... was... a broken thing.”

Cindy looked horrified. “What?! She’s nothing but Delia’s slave now.”

“And, before? She was literally nothing. What was done to her by Lisa, a young White Witch like myself, destroyed the woman Cum Slut was. What was left was broken, without self-respect, without purpose other than as a cum dump. Now, she is a submissive. She belongs to Delia.”

Cindy looked at Delia and wrung her hands. “Delia, for the love of God, please stop hitting her.”

“Why?” Delia asked.

“Honey, this isn’t you. You’ve never hurt anyone in your life.”

“She wants me to do this, Cin.”

Cindy sighed. “No, Delia, you made her want this. Can’t you see that? Something they did to you - your eyes - you hypnotized her, Delia.”

Delia laughed and shook her head. When she spoke, it was as if she was trying to explain something to a child. “Cin, it’s not like that. Can’t you see how lost she was? I complete her... this completes her,” Delia said and delivered a loud slap to Cum Slut’s ass cheek.

The woman moaned and shook, gripping the bars with white knuckles.

Delia stopped and caressed Cum Slut’s pussy. She held up her hand. It was dripping with the woman’s juices. “She came, Cin. She wanted this.”

Delia pulled Cum Slut into her arms and then gently sat down on the floor with her. Cum Slut snuggled into Delia’s neck and Delia spoke to her gently and lovingly.

Someone touched her arm and Cindy jumped.

Gwen Kincaid had entered the cage and stood beside Cindy and Bull. “Different people need different things. Some of us need tenderness, some of us need to dominate, and some of us need to be dominated. What Cum Slut became? That person needed to be dominated. Delia is giving her love and acceptance, can you see that now?”

“You’re insane,” Cindy whispered.

Gwen smiled. “Maybe. I’m not really sure anymore.”

“What do you want with us?” Bull asked.

Gwen shook her head. “What do you want, Bull? You set out to help Cindy and Delia. Do you still want that?”

“I want you to let them go.”

Gwen licked her lips. “Delia, do you want to leave?”

Cum Slut suddenly jerked awake in Delia’s arms. “What?! Go?! No, mistress, please! Don’t leave me! Please, I’ll die...” She began sobbing miserably.

“Shh,” Delia whispered. “No, sweetheart. I won’t leave you. You belong to me. I will never leave you.” She stroked the woman’s short hair and pulled her close. Delia looked at Gwen. “No. I don’t want to leave. Thank you, Bull. I know you want to help me, but I don’t need help any more.”

“Delia,” Cindy whispered.

Delia smiled and shook her head. “You don’t understand, Cin. This is the best feeling in the world. I finally belong somewhere. I want to help them.”

Bull sighed. “Cindy wants to go. Don’t you?”

She nodded, still staring at Delia and Cum Slut.

Gwen took her hand.

Bull turned with his fists clenched.

Gwen looked up at him and smiled. “Really?”

“I have to try to protect her,” Bull said.

Gwen leaned up and kissed his cheek. “Yes, you do.” She touched his face. “Whoremaster.”

Bull stared at her, uncomprehending.

“Sleep.”

Cindy screamed as Bull crumpled to the floor.

***

“So, how does this work, exactly?” Amy said as she put on her clothes - only they weren’t her clothes at all.  The skirt was too tight and short, and the white blouse Lorraine found for her was nothing more than a crop top that barely covered her boobs.

“Amy Lynn is part of you. You just need to get in touch with your...”

“Inner slut?” Amy spat.

Lorraine rolled her eyes. “You know, why does a woman who enjoys sex earn the name ‘slut’? Why is that a negative thing? Why is pleasure wrong?”

“It’s sin,” Amy said as she looked at her body in the mirror. She was drowning in sin. Honestly, she felt so filthy she wanted to die - but, she knew that suicide was wrong and that, even if it wasn’t, she didn’t want to stand at the Pearly Gates with this much sin literally dripping out of her.

“Sin?! Oh, for fuck’s sake. Why is fucking wrong? Why is having sex a sin if you’re not with your husband, Amy?”

“It just is! Right and wrong...”

Lorraine took her hands and spun her around. “Illusion! Right and wrong is an illusion, Amy. Just braindead rules made up by old men thousands of years ago.” Lorraine smiled. “You love what you did with Eddie. Admit it!”

“No! Those things were disgusting...”

“Do I have to grab your cunt to prove how wet you are right now?” Lorraine asked with a triumphant grin.

“Stop it!”

“You love it when Eddie fucks you. You love how he makes you feel. All those dirty things the two of you do together. They make you wet just thinking about them.”

“No! I love Chad.”

Lorraine clenched her fists and hissed. “Yes, Amy! You love Chad... and Eddie! And, you love being free and hot and fuckable and desired and used. For fuck’s sake, just say it!”

“Yes! God... damn it! Yes! I do! I’m filth. I’m a slut - you people made me into this... this thing! And, I hate myself for it!”

Lorraine sighed.

Amy turned and leaned on the operating table.

Lorraine put her hand on her shoulder as Amy cried. “I know... I know... but, if it’s the last thing I do? I’m going to make you stop hating yourself and learn to love what you are.”

***

Detective Patricia Kennedy rolled over in her bed in Queens and slapped at the nightstand.

The phone was ringing and vibrating across the smooth wood.

She snatched it just before it could fall off onto the floor.

Her eyes were closed as she brought it to her ear. “Kennedy.”

“I just sent you an address to a warehouse. You need to get down here.”

“Murph? That you?” Patricia asked.

“No, it’s the fucking Easter bunny - Patricia, wake the fuck up. You’ve got to get down here.” Murphy said. There were ambulance sirens in the background.

“What? What is it?”

“Church of Morpheus shit. Weird, freaky, shit. Get moving.”

She snapped awake at the words ‘Church of Morpheus’. “I’m on my way.”

Patricia sat bolt upright.

Beside her, a man with black hair was sleeping naked on his stomach. His ass cheeks were shining in the dark room.

“Get up,” Patricia said as she rolled off the bed looking for her panties.

“Wha... what? Jesus, is it morning?”

“Morning for you. You need to leave,” Patricia said as she dragged her black thong up her skinny legs and onto her ass. She tossed the sheets aside looking for her bra.

“Come on, baby. How about some breakfast?” He rolled onto his back, his long, thick cock was rising slowly.

“Look, this was fun. You made me cum. Be proud. But, I need to go and so do you.”

“Seriously?! Hey, I don’t even know your name.”

Patricia found her bra and her jeans. She reached into her jeans pocket and pulled out her badge. “My name? It’s Detective. Now, I really need you to leave.”

He stood up and stuffed his cock into his jeans as he pulled them up. “Do I at least get to see you again?”

“Aww, that’s cute. No.”

“But, I mean, you said you came...”

She tossed his t-shirt at him. “Yeah, good for you. You know where the clitoris is. Trust me, most men couldn’t find it with a GPS. You’re going to make someone a wonderful husband some day. Now... fuck off.”

He rolled his eyes. “Jesus. Fine. Fucking cops.” He pulled his socks on and fumbled with his shoes.

“Yeah, you should have higher standards.”

***

Twenty minutes later, Patricia was outside a warehouse by the river. The entire place was crawling with uniformed police and a steady flow of ambulances was ferrying people away.

“What the fuck?” Patricia asked.

A woman was being rolled past her on a stretcher. She was stark naked and writhing. “Fuck me! Fuck me, please! I need to cum. Please, baby, fuck me!”

Patricia looked at the paramedic.

He just shrugged. “They’re all like this. We don’t have a clue.”

She was standing in a sea of stretchers, each holding a naked man or woman, and all of them were screaming for sex.

Murphy walked up to her in his rumpled white shirt and tie. “Don’t get too close - they’re contagious.”

“Really?”

Murphy pointed to a group of stretchers off to themselves. The people strapped down on these were wearing uniforms: cops. “First ones in - they didn’t know what they were walking into. A few of them got slimed with cum, and they turned. A few ended up getting a little too friendly with the naked girls, and they turned. Shit, one of them just got tongue kissed by some freak, and he turned too.”

“Turned?” Patricia asked.

“It’s like they’re all hopped up on aphrodisiacs. I mean, they’re like sex zombies or some shit.”

“Jesus...”

“Yeah.”

Patricia watched an ambulance pulling out. “Where are they taking them?”

“Bellevue - but, they only have 330 beds, so they’ll have to spread them out to several hospitals here and in Jersey.”

“Jesus... how many victims?”

Murphy scratched his head. “Near as we can figure? About 1600.”

“Okay... okay... we’re going to need interviews - I mean as soon as it’s safe. Tell everybody to wear gloves.”

“It’s them, right? The Church? It’s gotta be them, right, Patricia?”

“Sure as fuck smells like something they’d be involved in.” There was a crowd on the other side of the street watching the show. Patricia stared at a tall gray-haired man who wasn’t laughing and pointing, wasn’t looking horrified, wasn’t looking upset. “Hello. You don’t belong here.” The man was tall and straight with a jaw and haircut that said military. She took out her phone and pointed it at the man.

She took his picture.

He turned and looked right at her. Then he turned away and disappeared in the crowd.

“Yeah, you definitely didn’t belong.”

“What?” Murphy asked.

“Nothing.” She looked around at the naked people on stretchers. “Cell phones. All these people had to have cell phones. Check the building. We need to see all the pictures and videos that were shot here. Also, check any security cameras in the area - any chance the building has cameras?”

He shook his head. “No. Officially, it’s abandoned. Wasn’t even supposed to have electricity.”

“Call Con Ed and find out why it has power. Who had it turned on, who paid the bill?”

“Yeah, you know where that will lead...”

“Yeah, the Marapova bitch, I know, but humor me.”

***

“What do you think?”

Alex turned and looked.

Lita had put her hair up and changed into the little black dress Maria had delivered to the penthouse suite. Expensive pumps, a clutch purse, and a strand of pearls completed the look.

“You are breathtaking.”

She blushed. “You think so?”

He stood up from the bed dressed in his black suit, another thing provided by Maria. He took her hand. “I think I am the luckiest guy in Manhattan right now.”

She smiled. “Okay, so makeup. There’s this...”

Alex watched as Lita’s face changed. Dark eye shadow appeared on her lids and a black eyeliner ‘wing’ formed - the electronic tattoo under Lita’s skin adapting to her wishes.

He smiled and shook his head. “No. Softer. Browns.”

The wings disappeared, became thin brown eyeliner and earth toned eyeshadow. Her cheeks took on a warm glow as her lips became red.

“More. The lips. Darker red.” Alex whispered as he caressed her face.

Her lips grew dark and red and glossy.

“Yeah. Just like that.” He kissed her and she melted into him. He traced the line of pearls as she snuggled against him. “Like your pearls?”

“They’re beautiful.”

“Maria said they’re yours. You can keep them and the dress... everything.”

“Is she joining us?”

Alex shook his head. “No. Did you want her to? Did you want group sex tonight?”

She shook her head. “No, I thought maybe you might...”

“Hey, I’m right where I want to be tonight. I’m with who I want to be with.”

“I mean, we could call Rebecca. She lives close by...”

He put a finger on her lips. “Listen to me. I love you. Yes, I love Gwen and Rebecca and Heather too, but it doesn’t mean I love you less.”

“Oh, I love them, Alex, I do. I love it when we’re all together...”

“But, tonight is about you, okay?”

She smiled. “Okay.”

***

Delia held Cindy back as Maria, impossibly, carried the immense weight of Bull naked in her arms to an operating table.

“Let me go! Don’t hurt him!” Cindy screamed as she fought to get out of Delia’s grasp. She was so strong now!

“Cindy, it’s okay. Calm down,” Delia soothed.

“Let me have her,” Mama Jugs said as she walked up and smirked. She drew back to slap Cindy.

Delia was faster. Her left fist flashed out and caught Mama Jugs in the jaw, rocking her head back and sending her tumbling to the floor. “Bitch, you ever lay a hand on Cin, I’ll turn you inside out and make a goddamned rug. You feel me, fatso?”

Mama Jugs scooted away on her ass.

Gwen turned and glared at them. “Enough! We don’t hurt each other. Ever...” She looked at Cum Slut. “Well, unless it’s what someone wants. But, never in anger. We’re better than that.”

“What are you going to do to him?” Cindy asked.

Gwen opened a cabinet and began removing bottles and syringes. “The castes: Morpheus, the living god. The Church. The whoremasters and the whores. The professional caste. The worker caste.” She stroked Bull’s bald head. “Of all of them, the whoremasters and the whores are the most important. Without us, everything falls apart.”

She drew a syringe of blue fluid with a huge needle. “The whoremasters... you know, Morpheus took the concept of the pimp, and he turned it on its head. Pimps are cruel, caring about no one but themselves. But, the whoremasters? Kind, gentle, putting the welfare of the whores above their own. They would die for us. Powerful, deadly even, if a whore is in danger? They would kill anyone to protect them. People look at the whores and say, ‘They’re the slaves of the whoremasters,’ but they’re wrong. They complete us and we complete them.”

She took the needle and pressed it to his inner thigh.

“No! Don’t!” Cindy pleaded.

Gwen looked up. “Oh, Cindy with an S, don’t be silly. Can’t you see? This is just completing him. He was already a whoremaster.” She pushed the needle into his vein.

***

“Can we wake them up?” Amy asked as she looked at the sleeping men in the living room.

“No. Gwen has to do that,” Lorraine said as she sat down on the couch beside Chad. She reached over and stroked the lump in his crotch.

“Don’t do that!” Amy yelled.

“Why not?”

“He’s my husband! Don’t touch him!”

Lorraine laughed. “So, you get to fuck, but he doesn’t? Now, that’s a double standard if I’ve ever heard one.”

“It’s different. I didn’t have a choice.” She looked down at her feet and bit her lip.

“Feeling it, huh?”

“I don’t know what you’re talking about.”

Lorraine smiled. “Oh, yeah, you’re flushed. Your pupils are dilated. You’re horny as fuck.”

“No, I’m not.”

“You’ve been modified. You’re about to explode you’re so turned on.”

Amy went pale. “Modified? What do you mean?”

“Oh, Gwen didn’t tell you? Standard operating procedure. When she froze your embryo? She made some plumbing mods. Your libido is amped up. You’re a regular sex machine now.”

Amy clapped her hand over her mouth. “No. No. You’re lying.”

Lorraine stood up and came within a few inches of Amy. “Am I? You’re dripping, aren’t you? You want to fuck. If I wasn’t in this room? You’d be fishing Chad’s cock out of his pants and seeing if he’d get hard in his sleep. You’d straddle his big cock and slide it right in your tight little whore hole, wouldn’t you, you nasty little bitch?”

Amy cried out and tried to slap Lorraine.

The taller woman caught her hand and spun her around, pushing her against the wall. “Admit it. You can’t stop thinking about fucking Chad. Maybe once you drained him, you’d move over and do Eddie as well? Both your men. Cumming inside you. You’d fucking love that, wouldn’t you?”

Amy began to sob. “Why are you doing this?”

Lorraine spun her around to face her. “You idiot. Can’t you see? I’m trying to help you. Goddamn it, Amy. Admit what you need. Take what you need. Be Amy and Amy Lynn. God, honey, you’ll be so much happier.”

Amy shook her head. “No... I can’t... I don’t want.”

Lorraine kissed her, crushing her big breasts against Amy’s.

Amy tried to push away, but Lorraine held her tight, probing the smaller woman’s mouth with her tongue. She pulled back. “Don’t fight me. Please don’t. Can’t you see I want you too, Amy?”

“Unnh... No... Please, God, it’s wrong...”

“Nothing’s wrong. Anything you want is right, Amy.”

“How can you think that?” Amy asked. She was crying, but no longer fighting.

Lorraine smiled evilly. “My stepdaughter asked me the same thing... right before I made her my lover.”

Amy’s eyes grew wide.

But, she gave no resistance when Lorraine kissed her again.

***

Bull stood on a plain of white, above him, the sky was the same shade and it stretched to an infinite horizon in all directions.

“Who are you, Bull Drummond?”

He turned when he heard the voice.

She was standing a few feet behind him: Gwen Kincaid, wearing a skintight, white latex dress that was almost transparent. She was smiling, and, though he knew that what lay behind that smile was evil, it was a captivating smile, nonetheless.

“I’m just a man...”

She shook her head. “From my experience, most men are not like you. They are small and petty, and they care about little more than themselves.”

He looked around. “Where are we?”

She shrugged. “Inside my mind... or yours... I’m not really sure.”

“Cindy? Is she okay?”

“That’s all that you’re afraid of, isn’t it? But, you say you are just a man?”

He shook his head. “Let her go. Undo whatever you did to Delia and let her go too. Whatever you want from us? Take it from me.”

Gwen suppressed a laugh. “I hardly think you could provide what Delia is providing. But, I do appreciate your willingness to nail yourself to a cross for them.”

“Don’t blaspheme.”

“I’m sorry. But, you have to admit, you are trying your best to be Christ like.”

“Then just get on with it! Whatever you’re doing? Just do it.”

“I am.”

Bull stumbled backward. “What?!”

She stepped toward him. “Right now? You’re on an operating table. The drugs I’ve given you have already made you look ten years younger - I’m going to stop there. I kind of like you as a distinguished older man.”

She touched his arm. “You were strong, but now you’re so much stronger. That cage you were in? You could tear it apart with your bare hands now.”

He gritted his teeth. “Then what’s to stop me from breaking you in two as soon as I wake up?”

She shook her head. “Nothing. But, I don’t think you will.”

“Lady, you don’t know me at all...”

“I know you used to be a pimp. A mean one. I know you used to hook your girls on drugs,” she said and then she touched his cheek. “And, I know you changed. Maybe it was religion, or maybe the two wolves inside you finally fought and the good one won. Either way, you were a terrible person, Bull Drummond, but you’ve paid your debt.”

He looked away. “No. I haven’t...”

“Okay, fair enough. You’ve been looking for salvation by trying to help hookers escape by giving them, what? $500? How’s that working? How many girls like Cindy and Delia have you actually saved?”

“Not enough...”

“No. Not enough. I’ll tell you a secret, Bull: Everything is going to change. The Church is taking over, and they don’t care what they have to do to achieve domination. Girls like Delia and Cindy are going to be caught up in the machine. Pimps, like Randall who enslaved Cindy and Delia? The Church would be just as happy to let them run the brothels. They don’t care about the girls, Bull.”

“What? And, you do?”

“Yes. I do. We do. The Whore Caste, the whores and the Whoremasters and the White Witches. We need you, Bull. The girls need you. There will be whores, Bull. That is an inescapable fact - the Church will prevail. There is no hope of stopping them. But a man... a Whoremaster like you? You can protect the whores and you can crush the pimps like Randall and his ilk. The question is, will you? Or, would you rather hang on your cross while the whores suffer?”

Bull sighed. “You’re asking me to abandon everything I believe in! You’re asking me to go back to being what I was!”

“Yes. I am. I’m asking you to return to that life, but with the compassion you’ve learned.”

Bull swallowed hard. “I... wouldn’t even know where to begin...”

Gwen smiled up at him in this strange white land. “Then let me show you.” She put her hands on his temples, and it all became clear.

***

Delia wasn’t so much holding Cindy back now - she was simply holding her.

Gwen was leaning over Bull as he lay on the operating table, her eyes closed as she massaged his temples.

On the tray beside her, a dozen empty syringes gleamed under the bright lights.

Cindy stared in horrified fascination at the only man who had ever tried to help her in her entire life. A man she had grown to love over the course of a day.

His massive body was now even larger, bulging with muscles where muscles shouldn’t be. His wrinkles were fading.

And, what rose between his legs was something unbelievable.

Even flaccid, his cock was bigger than any she had ever seen.

“Isn’t he beautiful?” Delia whispered in her ear.

“God, Delia, can’t you see she’s turning him into a monster?”

“Oh, Cin, you don’t know yet. You just don’t know. He’s becoming a Whoremaster, Cin. They’re wonderful.”

“Delia, Jesus... you actually believe that shit?”

Gwen pulled her hands away from Bull’s temples and his eyes flickered. “Delia, take Cindy a few feet back. Bull’s pheromones will be too much for her.”

Bull was trying hard to open his eyes as Delia led Cindy away.

Gwen picked up a cup and held it to Bull’s lips. “Drink. This is transformative ambrosia. You will be unbound, answering to no one. Drink this and you will be a god.”

“Bull, don’t!” Cindy yelled.

Delia hugged her tighter. “It’s okay, Cin. I promise. It’s okay.”

Bull opened his eyes halfway and drank from the cup pressed to his lips.

The reaction was instant.

His body went rigid as his back arched. The thick phallus rose and became rock hard.

Cindy actually cried out - his cock was longer than her forearm and still growing!

Bull opened his eyes and looked around the room. “Need... Delia... come here.”

Delia kissed Cindy’s neck. “Sorry. He wants me, and I have to go!” She left Cindy standing in shock.

Bull grabbed Delia in his arms when she was close enough and pulled her onto the table. His thick fingers yanked the crotch of her latex body suit to the side and Delia guided his cock to her pussy. 

“I’m first,” she laughed. “Thank you for making me first, Bull.”

He smiled up at her and kissed her as his cock surged inside her.

Cindy cried out again. Too big! No one could take something that big inside them in a single thrust like that!

Gwen went to Cindy’s side and brushed her hair from her eyes. “Yes, she can. She’s one of us. Her body can accept him. And, he’s taking her.”

“Taking her?”

“As his wife, Cindy with an S. His wife.”

“But...”

“But, what?”

“God! God, oh, God!” Delia moaned. She was rising and falling on his cock now. “So... Jesus... Cin? So big, Cin!”

Cindy watched in fascination as the impossible sex show played out in front of her.

“Cum!” Delia whispered. “Cum in me! I want you, Bull. I’ve never felt like this for anyone...”

Bull groaned and suddenly cum was streaming down his shaft as it leaked from Delia’s overflowing pussy.

She screamed, her back arching as she bent almost backward. “Love... you... Oh, God, Bull, I love...”

He pulled her down into his arms and she sobbed into his neck.

She trembled. “Never knew... I never knew... I thought I understood it... But, I didn’t... I didn’t know.”

He held her as her body shook. “Mine. You’re mine.”

Cindy shook her head. “What... what didn’t she understand?” she whispered.

“Love, Cindy. She didn’t understand love,” Gwen whispered. “And, now, she does.”

Bull looked at Cindy for a moment, but then he looked away. He held out his hand toward Cum Slut. “Come here. Now.”

Cum Slut approached the table, her eyes wide.

“You’re hers?” Bull asked as he stroked Delia’s hair.

“Yes.”

“Then you’re mine as well.” He nodded toward the pool of cum on the table. “Lick.”

Cum Slut dropped to her knees. A long string of cum was dripping down from the edge of the table. She stuck out her tongue and caught it.

Cum Slut went into convulsions and collapsed onto the floor. Her body jerked and writhed.

Bull smiled down at her. 

He glanced at Cindy but looked away once again. “You need to leave. I love you, Cindy. I love you more than anything. But, I won’t make you part of this. Run.”

Gwen smiled and nodded. She pointed toward the stairs. “You’ll find clothes and money in the kitchen upstairs. Do as he says: run. Hide somewhere - when the Church comes? And, they will come. Your fate will be in their hands. Avoid them as long as you can, Cindy with an S.”

Cindy backed toward the stairs.

Delia slid out of Bull’s arms and sat down on the floor. She pulled Cum Slut into her arms. “You may be my wife now? But, you’re still my pet. Understand?”

Cum Slut smiled. “Yes, Mistress. I love you.”

Delia smiled and kissed her cum slick lips.

Cum Slut snuggled against her.

Delia looked up at Cindy. “I love you, Cindy. Bull’s right: run. Just remember, we love you.”

Cindy reached the stairs. She took hold of the handrail. “I... no... no. I won’t. I belong... here.”

Gwen smiled and nodded without looking at her. “Yes, you do.”

Cindy walked toward the table. “You want me, don’t you, Bull?”

There were tears in Bull’s eyes. “Of course, Cindy. But, you can escape. You can get away. Be someone else, Cindy. You don’t have to...”

She shook her head. “Yes, I do.”

Gwen took Cindy’s hand. “Sleep.”

And, Cindy slept.

***

Lita’s life was increasingly about sexual positions. Her drive was insatiable, uncontrollable. Whether she was pressed between two studs in a rave hallway, or, as she was now, riding her husband’s enormous cock reverse cowgirl in a hotel room fancier than anything she had ever seen, she loved trying new positions.

Reverse cowgirl was her favorite.

She knew that Alex was watching his cock sliding in and out of her stretched pussy, her hips splayed, strong thighs raising and lowering. His fingers caressed her anus and she cooed.

Another sensation - she had never even thought about anal before being transformed, but now every caress of Alex’s thick finger was like a vibrator on her clit. Somehow, the transformation had turned her entire anal ring into a second clitoris.

“Push it in!” She pleaded, and Alex slid a finger deep inside her.

That was all she needed. She came, both orifices throbbing.

Alex laughed gently and held her still, feeling her body quiver and shake.

She rose off him and he eased his finger out.

“Hey, wait a second. I want to cum inside you,” Alex whispered.

Lita spun around with a grin. She grasped his cock with two hands and began to pump. “Yeah, inside my mouth. I want you to shoot all that beautiful, delicious cum right in... my... mouth.” She winked and sucked the head of his dick as she stroked him.

“Fuck... Oh, shit...”

He came, his shaft throbbing as he sent stream after stream into her waiting mouth.

She swallowed, throat working as even more filled her mouth.

He had both hands in her hair.

Slowly, his fingers relaxed, and he sank back into the king size bed.

Lita licked away the last pearl. “How was that?”

He looked at her with his eyes half closed. “You... are amazing.”

She giggled and snuggled beside him, drawing her legs up so that she was nestled in the crook of his massive left arm. “Everything is so strange now.”

He kissed her forehead. “How so?”

“Love. Nothing like how I imagined. Everything you do is for me, and everything I do is for you.”

“You like that?”

“Yes!” She kissed his chest. “You know I do. I mean, we’re sex machines...”

“Well, you are...”

She laughed out loud and punched his ribs. “Take the compliment, you big oaf.” She raised up on her elbow. “But, what I’m trying to say? It’s more than the sex. Even if we couldn’t do it...”

“Don’t even say something like that!” He laughed.

“Shut up, I’m being profound.”

“Yes, Ma’am.”

“Better. I’m saying, I’d still be in love with you.”

He stroked her hair. “Me too.”

“And, Gwen, I’d still be in love with her. And, Heather and Rebecca, too.”

“But, it’s nice to be just the two of us every once in a while?”

She nodded. “Yes!”

“And, if you were to go off alone with Gwen?”

“Yeah, I’d like that too. And, when we’re all together it’s amazing as well.”

Alex smiled. “Takes a while to get used to, doesn’t it?”

She snuggled closer. “Yes, it does. I keep thinking I’m going to be jealous of you and Gwen being together, or, I’m not going to want to share either of you with Rebecca or Heather...”

“But, you never actually feel that way?”

“No, I don’t. When it happens, I’m just happy. Man, they really did a number on us, didn’t they?”

Alex shrugged. “I don’t know. Maybe. Or, maybe the transformation just freed us from all the bullshit. Tonight, when you started that orgy?”

“That fucking scared me!”

“I know. I was scared when I thought they might overpower you.”

Lita tickled him. “You would have ripped the place apart.”

He kissed her hair. “Yeah, I would have. But, you know what I felt more than anything else?”

“What?”

“I was proud of you. That’s what. My beautiful wife turned a rave into an orgy, and I knew that once I got you out of there? You were going to be mine again.”

She gave him a wicked grin. “Baby, we are so fucked up.”

He laughed. “Yeah. I guess we are.”

She laid her head back on his chest. “Alex?”

“Yeah?”

“What’s going to happen to all those people?”

***

“Not one goddamned cell phone?!” Detective Patricia Kennedy growled.

Her partner, Teddy Murphy shook his head. “We found all of them in a barrel in the alley. Someone set them on fire.”

“Fuck!” Patricia screamed.

It was only four in the morning in Manhattan South police station, but the squad room was crowded: it was all hands-on deck.

A uniformed sergeant came to her with a paper in his hand.

“What?!” Patricia snapped.

“I, uh... Bellevue called back.”

“What do they have on the victims?”

The sergeant looked at the paper and sighed. “They... uh, detective, they don’t have any of our victims.”

Ice creeped up Patricia’s spine. “You mean, the ambulances took them to Jersey?”

“N... No, detective. None of the Jersey hospitals have them either...”

“Fucking Connecticut?”

He shook his head.

“Oh, my fucking God...” She looked toward Murphy. “Those ambulances? Tell me somebody got ID on those paramedics?”

Murphy sighed and looked at the floor. “Jesus, Patricia. The squad cars said the ambulances just went in with them. Nobody would have checked...”

Patricia shook her head. “Who called us in? How did our cars get dispatched to the warehouse?”

The sergeant looked at his notes. “Anonymous tip: caller said there was a massive disturbance at the warehouse with multiple injuries.”

Patricia sat down at her desk and put her face in her hands. “Sixteen hundred people - seven of them cops. All whisked away without a trace.” She snapped her fingers. “Traffic cameras! Pull every frame of footage. Find those...”

A uniformed officer called out, “There are at least three dozen ambulances in Brooklyn on fire in an empty lot. Half the fire department are there trying to put them out.”

Patricia leaned back in her chair. “Fuck. They took them.”

“They?” Murphy asked.

“The Church of Morpheus. Maria Marapova. That cunt took them.”

“Jesus... we got nothin’, Patricia,” Murphy said.

Patricia pulled out her cellphone. She swiped through her pictures. He was there: a tall older man with a military haircut. She plugged her phone into her computer and pulled up a Federal facial recognition database.

Maybe they had something after all.

***

It wasn’t the first time Amy had kissed a woman. Under Amy Lynn’s control, she had done more than just kiss several women during the last full moon.

But, as she returned Dr. Love’s sapphic kiss, she realized she was actually enjoying it this time.

She was damned and she was lost. There would be no forgiveness for this.

Homosexuality was wrong, it was a sin. No matter how much Lorraine had rationalized it to her - Amy knew in her heart that she was sinning against everything she had been taught and believed.

But, God, the way she tasted! It wasn’t like kissing a man. There was no rake of stubble from five o’clock shadow. The kiss was hungry, but not aggressive. Purely sensual and loving.

Her stepdaughter! Back home, this creature was having sex with her own stepdaughter! It was disgusting.

And, yet...

Lorraine broke her kiss and smiled at her. “See? Not so bad, is it?”

Amy looked at Chad, still sleeping on the couch opposite.

Lorraine touched her face. “He doesn’t have to know, Amy.”

“Please... just stop.”

“Amy, you don’t want that. You aren’t the same. You have needs now. You can feel them. You aren’t the same person you were this morning.”

“It’s wrong, Lorraine. My God, do you know what my faith says about...”

Lorraine kissed her.

“Stop, please.”

Lorraine kissed her again. “Your faith is supposed to be about love. Well, mine is about love as well - and lust. We love each other, and we kiss...” She kissed her, her tongue playing along Amy’s lips. “And, we make love.” She caressed Amy’s breast.

“No, don’t...”

Lorraine squeezed her breast through the thin top and stroked her hard nipple with her thumb. “What would you do if I actually stopped, Amy?”

Amy was breathing hard, staring at Lorraine’s lips.

“Stop fighting. Let go of all the bullshit, Amy. Let me make you feel good.” Smiling, she reached down and stroked Amy’s thigh. 

Amy whined and looked at Chad again. “No.”

“No?” Lorraine’s hand crept higher.

“No... not here... in front of Chad...” Amy sobbed and looked at the floor.

Lorraine smiled. “Okay, honey.” She stood up and took Amy’s hand.

Amy took one last look at Chad as Lorraine led her upstairs.

***

Patricia was almost dozing in her office chair as her cellphone rang. She held it to her ear. “Detective Kennedy.”

“What the fuck are you doing?” A man’s voice said.

She snapped awake. “Who is this?” She held the phone out and looked at the display: UNKNOWN NUMBER.

“I’m somebody you really shouldn’t be looking up on a Federal database, young lady.”

Patricia grabbed her notepad and flung it at Murphy who was asleep at the opposite desk.

Murphy almost fell out of his chair. “What!?”

She mouthed the word “Trace” and pointed at her phone.

“Don’t bother asking your partner to trace the call. You’ll get a pizzeria in the Battery.”

“Who are you?” Patricia said.

The man sighed. “Not the one who took your victims, if that’s what you’re asking.”

“How do I know that?”

“You don’t. But, I didn’t. You know who took them.”

“You’re not working for them?”

“The Church? No, I am not.”

Patricia leaned back in her chair. “Are you CIA? NSA?”

“Keeping trying letters, detective. You’ll get it sooner or later. Turn on your television, WNYC.”

There was television mounted to the wall in the squad room. She scooted across to anther desk and grabbed the remote.

WNYC winked on. “...the biggest nightclub fire in New York history overnight in an abandoned warehouse near the river. More than fifteen hundred people are feared lost.” A woman’s voice said as news helicopters hovered over the blazing warehouse.

The man on the phone continued. “The pretty blonde on the television is Rebecca Tanner; although, I’ll bet you anything in a few weeks she’ll officially change that name to Rebecca Tanner-Kincaid. Pretty sure she’s one of them.”

“Did the Church set the building on fire?”

“Yes. Though, I’ll bet if you dig into it, you’ll find it was one of your own people who struck the match - though he won’t remember a goddamned thing about doing it.”

“Mind control...”

“That would be the term.”

“Listen, we need to meet and compare notes,” Patricia said.

“No, we don’t.”

“Why not?! Obviously, you’re investigating these people...”

“Detective, I’m going to give you a piece of advice: you are in so far over your head right now the depth is going to crush you. Go home. Take a shower and stay out of this. Your government is on this...”

Patricia stood up and screamed at the phone. “You condescending motherfucker! Do you know how many people have gone missing? Not just last night, people all over New York have been taken against their will!”

“New York?” He laughed. “Kid, you don’t have a clue do you? New York is a blip on their radar. This is bigger than you can possibly imagine. Now, pick up that notepad you threw at your fat partner and get your pen.”

Patricia’s eyes went wide. She looked around the room.

“Yeah. I see you. You need to iron your clothes if you want to get ahead in this world, by the way. Sloppy people never succeed.”

“How...”

“Just get the notepad and write this down: Latigo Key.”

Patricia snatched the pad off the floor and wrote on it. “Latigo Key? Florida? Wait, about twenty years ago...”

“Yeah, whole population of the island disappeared overnight. Wikipedia has it wrong, though. It wasn’t a freak tidal wave, it wasn’t a terrorist attack, and it sure as shit wasn’t fucking aliens.”

“The Church...”

“Give the lady a prize - now, you are dealing with people who could make an entire island full of people disappear. And, that was twenty years ago, when they were still learning how to do all this voodoo shit. What do you think they are capable of now, Detective?”

Patricia stared at the notepad.

“Go home, Detective. Tell your bosses you got nothing. Get a nice re-assignment to something safe and wholesome like homicide or vice.”

“I can’t do that. They took cops last night.”

The man sighed. “Well, then you’d better start praying. And, if anybody looks at you and makes you all tingly inside? You better run like hell. Good luck, Detective.”

***

Cindy stood on a field of white.

“Sindy, it suits you better. Use the ‘S’, it’s fierce.” Her voice, Gwen’s voice. Somewhere nearby.

She looked down and almost collapsed.

She couldn’t see her feet. Her breasts were in the way.

“I like you better this way,” Gwen said. She walked past and brushed her hand.

Cindy blinked and Gwen was gone.

“Beautiful. Absolutely beautiful.” A woman said. She was a redhead, tall and buxom and she appeared out of the white void with a smile.

“Stunning, I would say,” a woman said to her left. This one was a young, tall brunette with an amazing smile and body. She stroked Cindy’s hair and disappeared.

“Welcome to the club,” a young black woman said. She smiled as she walked past in a clinging, white latex minidress and promptly disappeared.

“What club?” Cindy asked.

“The most exclusive club on earth. A group of women who are destined to save the world. We are his hand.” An immensely tall and powerful looking platinum blonde said. Her huge brown eyes sparkled. Unlike the others, she did not disappear from view.

“Witches,” Gwen said as she re-appeared and took Cindy’s left hand.

“Warriors,” the redhead said as she took Cindy’s right.

“Sisters,” the brunette said as she caressed Cindy’s shoulders from behind.

“Welcome,” the black girl said as she took the platinum blonde’s hand.

Cindy woke with a start and sat bolt upright on the operating table.

Bull caught her before she could fall. “Welcome back.”

Cindy stared wide-eyed at her chest. “Oh, fuck!” She had two volleyball sized breasts on her thin frame.

“Yeah,” Bull said. “You are... impressive.”

Delia crowded in beside her and squeezed Cindy’s huge breasts. “You’re so beautiful.”

“I’m a fucking... freak!”

Gwen laughed behind Bull. “Personally, I think you look petite.”

“What am I?” Cindy asked. “The dream?”

“Not a dream.” Gwen sat down beside her on the table. “If you want it.”

Bull and Delia looked at one another in confusion.

“Who were they?”

“Your sisters, if you accept them.”

Bull looked from Cindy to Gwen. “What are you two talking about?”

“Witch business,” Gwen said.

Bull’s eyes widened. “What?! Really?”

“Your choice, Cindy... with an S. Really, truly with an S. Sinful Sindy. It’s up to you,” Gwen said.

“I can be... like you? Like them?”

Delia drew in a breath, realization coming over her face. “Do it, Cin! Oh, my God! You have to become one of them!”

Gwen took Delia’s hand. “It has to be her decision, Delia.” With her other hand, she took Cindy’s. “You are strong, and we would welcome you. But the decision is yours.”

Cindy looked at Bull and smiled. “Do I still get to be... Will I still be Bull’s wife? And, Delia’s?”

Gwen nodded. “Most definitely. It’s a package deal.”

Cindy bit her lower lip and looked down at Bull’s long, hard cock. “Then come here and take me, because whatever Gwen did to me makes me want you to fuck my brains out.”

***

“Okay, what are we not going to do in the truck stop?” Alex asked.

“We’re not going to fuck anybody,” Lita laughed as they approached the front doors. “Nobody?”

“Lita.”

“I’ll be good, I promise.” They stepped into the store.

“Seriously, the experiment is over. You get weird with anybody in here and we have to take them with us.”

“What if they’re super cute?” Lita asked.

“No.”

“I mean, what if I go back to the bathroom and find a cloister of nuns? A hot yoga class?”

“No.”

“What if I find a guy with a bigger cock than yours?”

“Call Guinness.” He spanked her butt through the tight jeans she had changed into. She was also wearing a Hello Kitty t-shit that was three sizes too small over braless super tits.

“Fine. But, you and Gwen better be ready for hot, nasty sex tonight, because I haven’t cum in almost two hours.” She skipped away toward the bathroom. She looked over her shoulder at him, posing with her hips cocked. “Get me a Cherry Ssssslurpie and a foot long... hot dog?” She breathed in a sultry voice.

Alex held in a laugh and pointed at the restroom. “Go pee.”

She turned and bounced up and down, her unhindered breasts causing a gaper’s block across the entire store. “I’m hungry!”

“Okay. Fine. I’ll get it.”

She blew him a kiss and skipped toward the restroom.

Alex got an empty cup at the Slurpee machine.

“Beautiful girl. You’re a lucky man... Mr. Kincaid.”

Alex hesitated with his hand on the Slurpee handle. “Excuse me?”

The man who spoke to him had gray hair in a military cut. He was sitting in a booth and smiling.

Alex walked to the booth with the empty cup. “Do I know you?”

“Not officially. Your wife likes to turn my men into tree-hugging imbeciles.”

Alex grinned. “Oh. A visit from ‘The Man’?”

“So I have been called over the years. You can call me Colonel - that is unless you can read my mind in which case you already know my name, rank, and serial number.”

Alex sat down across from him. “What can I do for you, Colonel?”

He smiled. “That was a nasty piece of business you pulled off last night.”

“No clue what you’re talking about.”

“Yeah, okay. How’d you do it? Turn all those people into sex zombies or whatever they were?”

Alex shrugged. “I think you have me confused with someone else.”

“Alex Kincaid, designation Whoremaster. Transformed at the Temple of Morpheus in Havana three years ago.”

Alex gave him a grin. “Well, I was in Havana three years ago. Don’t know what a ‘Whoremaster’ is though. Sounds kind of derogatory.”

“You know, I can make you disappear right now if I wanted to. It’s called rendition.”

Alex nodded. “Hmm, yeah. Only problem is I have dual citizenship, US and Cuba. And, I have diplomatic immunity through Cuba - my entire family does.”

The Colonel nodded. “How long do you think that’s going to protect you, Mr. Kincaid?”

A woman walked up to the beverage stand with a fresh pot of coffee.

Alex looked at her. “Excuse me, Ma’am.”

The woman looked over and smiled.

“Could we have some of that coffee?”

Her eyes glazed. “Of course.” She walked to the booth and smiled at Alex.

Alex caressed her free hand. “Be a dear and pour that hot coffee on the gentleman opposite me?”

She turned, grin still in place and began tilting the boiling coffee over the Colonel’s head.

The Colonel jumped to his feet and caught the woman’s wrist.

Her face took on a grimace of determination as she tried hard to scald him with the coffee.

“Make her stop, Kincaid. I don’t want to hurt her,” the man said.

“If you do hurt her? It will be your last act on earth. You think my diplomatic immunity is to protect me, Colonel? It’s to protect you.”

“Kincaid, goddamn it. Release her before she gets hurt,” the Colonel groaned as he struggled with the woman.

“It’s okay, Ma’am, the Colonel is switching to decaf.”

The woman blinked and stepped back.

The Colonel released her.

The woman stared at the pot in her hand. “What was I...”

“It’s okay,” Alex said. He stood up and caressed her wrist. “Oh, this might bruise. I want you to forget all about this, okay? You go take some aspirin and put an icepack on this wrist.” He turned to the Colonel. “Cash. Give her some money.”

The Colonel frowned and pulled out his wallet. “All I have is a hundred.”

Alex snatched it out and handed it to her. “For your trouble.”

She looked down at the hundred. “Wow! Thanks.”

Alex watched her walk away. “You really want to whisk me off to a black site, Colonel?” He reached under the table, took hold of the steel support holding up the table and bent it.

The table tilted to the Colonel’s left as the metal groaned under the strain.

“Why not? Ready when you are,” Alex said with a smile.

“Okay, okay. Point taken.”

Alex bent the support back and made the table level.

The Colonel got up and stepped away from the booth. “Sooner or later? Magic tricks or not, we’re coming for you, Mr. Kincaid - you and your wives.”

Alex laughed. “Oh, Colonel, you need to be real careful of my wives. I’m a pussy cat in comparison.”

“We’ll see.” He started walking away.

“Colonel?”

“Yeah?”

“You ever ask yourself why your masters won’t just let you take us out? You might want to think outside the box a little. Nothing is as it appears.”

The man stared at Alex for a moment and then walked away.

“Who was that?” Lita asked as she arrived at the booth.

He put his arm around her and drew her against him. “That was Colonel Menser from the NRO... the National Reconnaissance Organization. He doesn’t officially exist any more than his organization exists.”

“They’re the bad guys?” Lita asked.

Alex shrugged. “Depends on your perspective I guess.”

***

Cindy kissed Bull as his cock pistoned in and out of her. Whatever had been done to her had given her the internal structure to accommodate Bull’s massive dimensions.

She had always enjoyed sex. Unlike most hookers who looked on sex as a means to a paycheck, Cindy had always taken her pleasure where she could, whenever she could.

She didn’t do drugs, so fucking was her outlet.

But, this wasn’t fucking.

This was insanity.

Seventeen inches of meat was alternately filling and being removed from her body and hitting nerve endings that hadn’t existed a few hours before. She rotated her hips as he thrust, her strength amplified by whatever Gwen had done.

Usually, lying on her back, she had felt totally in the man’s control.

Not now. Now, her body was quivering with power and she wasn’t just being fucked, she was milking him.

And, she loved it.

He fucked her with his eyes open.

He fucked her and smiled at her.

He fucked her and kissed her while she fucked him back, wrapping her legs around his waist and trapping him deep inside her.

She wasn’t building to an orgasm, no. She was in a constant orgasm, her body electrified, strong core muscles flexing with each thrust, her pussy squeezing him.

Suddenly, she was an athlete and sex was her sport.

And, God, she loved it.

Loved the man between her thighs.

Loved Delia who knelt behind Bull, her tongue probing and caressing both of them.

Loved Cum Slut who nursed at her huge breasts and, Oh, God! Was milk coming out of her? Was Cum Slut drinking her milk?!

“Yes,” Gwen whispered. The beautiful blonde was kneeling by her head, caressing her forehead. “Ambrosia, not breast milk.” She laughed. “You’ll need little clamps on your nipples to keep from leaking.” She twisted the brooch at her throat. “See?”

The top of Gwen’s dress fell open and her huge tits tumbled free.

A silver inverted pentagram was clipped to both her thick nipples. She twisted a stud on the side of her left clamp, and it released.

Warm milk dripped onto Cindy’s cheek and Gwen gently guided her nipple to Cindy’s lips.

She took the leaking nipple and suckled.

The world exploded in color! The constant orgasm became a tidal wave and she moaned against the tit flesh as she sucked down ambrosia.

“God, I’m close,” Bull groaned.

Cindy opened her eyes. She wanted this so bad! More than anything in her whole life, she wanted this gift!

“Hold back until I say,” Gwen whispered.

“Hurry,” Bull moaned.

Gwen pulled her nipple from Cindy’s mouth. She picked up a small glass of white liquid and touched it to Cindy’s lips. “Now, Bull.”

Bull cried out.

Cindy felt him gush inside her and the glass was tipped into her mouth. She swallowed.

The world went away.

Dreaming. I’m dreaming again, Cindy thought.

There was no white plain, no white sky. It was a city. The sun was bright, and she could smell the ocean. In the distance, she saw a white pyramid shaped building that climbed toward the sky.

She was holding Gwen’s hand. On her other side was the beautiful brunette from her dream.

They were standing in a line, side by side. It was war.

The tall platinum blonde was at the center of the line.

They were all holding hands.

Bull was standing in front of her, holding a huge sledgehammer.

Delia was behind her holding a whip.

Cum Slut was beside Delia with a knife in each hand.

“We are his hand!” The platinum blonde screamed.

“Impudence! Blasphemy!” A woman screamed back.

Cindy blinked. Cindy and her friends were on one side of the street.

On the opposite side were women wearing rubber nun outfits. The woman who spoke was tall and dark with eyes as black as coal.

Beside the nuns were men dressed as priests and other men with guns.

A woman on Cindy’s side stepped forward. She wore a white latex dress - a White Witch like Cindy. “Hecate, this isn’t you. I know you. I love you. You don’t belong with them.”


“Stop this, Cathy, God please stop,” one of the nuns pleaded. “We don’t want to hurt you. We don’t want to hurt any of you.”

The woman on Cindy’s side, Cathy, spoke. “We are his hand. You know we are. It’s not too late.”

Behind the line of nuns, a man rose into the air. The sun at his back made it impossible to look at him as he rose at least forty feet above the street.

The dark nun laughed. “If you are his hand? Why does he stand behind us?”

Cindy coughed and jerked awake.

She was in the basement, cradled in Bull’s arms.

“Where... where was I? Oh, my God,” she whispered. Then she blinked and smiled. “Bull? I love you! I love you so much!”

He held her tight. “I know. I know. I couldn’t wait for you to wake up. I love you too.”

A hand touched Cindy’s shoulder. “I need you to tell me everything you saw,” Gwen said.

***

Amy was on her back staring up at Lorraine’s dripping pussy. 

“You know what to do. Just do what would feel good for you.”

They were on a bed in a large upstairs bedroom.

Lorraine was straddling her face, her pussy inches above Amy’s lips.

Amy opened her mouth slowly.

“That’s right, honey.” Lorraine whispered. She stroked her own clit with a blood red nail.

A glistening drop of juice formed on Lorraine’s wet pussy lips.

It grew as Lorraine stroked her nubbin.

Amy watched it grow.

It dripped down and fell on Amy’s tongue.

Amy closed her mouth and savored it.

God, she was so lost.

The taste was wonderful.

Lorraine spread her thighs slowly, lowering her pussy to Amy’s lips.

Amy opened her mouth as the musky lips came within reach.

She sucked Lorraine’s labia, drawing more of the woman’s lube into her mouth. Amy pushed her tongue gently into Lorraine’s quim.

“Unnh... yes. Amy. Yes.” Lorraine grasped the headboard and rocked. “Just... like that. See? It’s not... wrong. What you’re doing to me? Amy, it’s beautiful.”

And, it was. She was damned, but hell was heaven in this topsy turvy world. 

“God, Amy. Oh, fuck. You... you’re so good...”

Make her cum.

Amy Lynn! In her head, her voice.

Make her cum, Amy. It’s who we are now. Make her cum. She needs to use you, let her. Let her use your mouth.

Amy hesitated.

Lorraine groaned. “Oh, baby, please don’t stop. I’m so close.”

She needs you, Amy. Service her. It’s what we’re for - we’re whores, Amy.

Amy moaned into Lorraine’s pussy. She sucked Lorraine’s lips into her mouth, driving her tongue in and out of her cunt.

Cunt. A cunt. She was eating out a cunt. She was a whore, a fucking whore and she loved it.

That’s right. Now you understand, don’t you?

Amy smiled and tongue fucked Lorraine harder.

Make that slut cum. Make her cum in your fucking lesbo mouth, you pussy whore!

Amy shivered as she worshipped Lorraine’s pussy. Amy Lynn’s words were driving her toward her own orgasm. She shoved her hands down and plunged two fingers into her own pussy.

No! Don’t you fucking dare! The customer cums first. Get those fingers out of your whore cunt, Amy!

Amy whined but obeyed.

“God, God, going to cum, Amy! Fuck!”

Lorraine’s pussy clenched and spasmed and Amy laughed. Dr. Love’s juices poured into her mouth and she sucked them down.

Lorraine’s thighs quivered as the spasms ended.

Amy rolled Lorraine onto her side and pulled her close.

“Did you like that, Lorraine?” Amy asked. She smiled with one side of her mouth and raised her eyebrows.

Lorraine laughed. “Jesus, you seem pretty proud of yourself.”

“Shouldn’t I be?”

“Yes. Yes, you should.” Lorraine kissed her.

***

“My name is Sindy... with an S... Sinful Sindy.” She whispered as she lay in Bull’s arms.

“Whatever you want, Sinful Sindy,” Bull said. They were sitting on the basement floor.

“Sinful Sindy Drummond, is that okay?” She whispered.

“It’s got a ring to it,” Bull said and kissed her.

Delia climbed into his lap on the other side. “And, I’m Delia Drummond, right?”

Sindy laughed. “Dominatrix Delia Drummond.”

Delia snickered. “That name sucks.”

Cum Slut laid her head on Delia’s lap. “Not as bad as Cum Slut Drummond.”

They all laughed.

Delia stroked Cum Slut’s short hair. “Poor baby. I’ll come up with a better name.”

“Thank you, Mistress,” Cum Slut whispered. Her fingers wandered down to her crotch.

“No, Cum Slut. I’m going to put you in chastity. You need discipline. Don’t touch yourself without permission, understood.?”

The woman looked miserable. “Yes, Mistress.”

Sindy nodded toward the other corner of the room. “What are we going to do with them?”

Mr. Muscles was forcing his cock down Stella’s throat.

Mama Jugs just sat and stared at Bull.

Gwen was sitting above Bull on the operating table. “Mr. Muscles and Stella have a mistress to serve. Her name is Mary - she used to be Stella’s wife, and I think she will put them to good use. As for Mama Jugs? She’s all yours.”

Bull shook his head. “Amelia was a good woman, but I don’t know what to do with... that.”

“She would make a capable madame,” Gwen said. “She’s run a brothel out of your motel for weeks at a profit.” She looked at Sindy. “Use your power. Look into her mind. What do you see?”

Sindy turned and concentrated on the woman.

Across the room, Mama Jugs winced like she had a headache.

Sindy jumped in Bull’s arms. “Jesus!”

“What’s wrong?” Bull asked.

“Her... she... Amelia. Amelia is in there.”

“What?! Look, honey, I know my Amelia and that isn’t her.”

“Bull, I’m telling you. There are two people inside her head,” Sindy whispered.

Gwen smiled and nodded.

Sindy stared at Gwen. “You knew, didn’t you?”

“Yes. I wanted to see if you could sense her. Jason was incomplete when he created her. His mind wipe didn’t work - he just succeeded in creating a new personality and walling off the real Amelia.”

“For fuck’s sake!” Bull said. “Let her out! You have to help her.”

“Are you sure?” Gwen asked. “Do you want her? I can eliminate her old personality, leave nothing but a madame to manage your girls.”

“My girls? What are you talking about?”

“Ithaca. You’re taking over prostitution downtown - we already control uptown and the college. You are going to take over Randall’s brothel.”

“I know we talked about this, but, I don’t want to be a pimp,” Bull growled.

“No. You’re a Whoremaster,” Gwen said. “Randall is a sadistic asshole who holds women in misery against their will. You are the anti-Randall.”

Bull shook his head. 

Sindy squeezed his hand. “Bull. She’s right.”

“No, Sindy, we don’t have to do this.”

She smiled at him. “Yes, Bull, we do. Randall and his kind have to be stopped. He’s mistreating the hookers. We can treat them right. Isn’t that what you’ve been trying to do all these years?”

“Yes. No, wait. I wanted to help them stop being prostitutes, give them new lives.”

Sindy laughed. “Baby, I love you, but you’re so naive.”

“What?”

“Delia, when Bull gave us that $500, what were we going to do?”

Delia shrugged as she stroked Cum Slut’s hair. “We were going to get a place in the city.”

“And, what would we do?”

“Work.”

“Doing what?”

“Turning tricks, of course.”

Bull stared at Delia. “What?!”

“Jesus, Bull,” Sindy said. “What did you think? We would just stop being prostitutes if you got us away from Randall? I’m not waiting tables for minimum wage when I can make $1000 a night on my back.”

“Yeah,” Delia agreed. “And, with this new dominatrix kink I have? Guys eat that shit up.”

Sindy caressed Bull’s face. “Those girls Randall has locked up? You set them free and most are still going to turn tricks. You want to help them? Protect them. Keep the Randalls of the world away.”

“We’ll help,” Delia said.

Bull shook his head. “Shit.” He looked at Mama Jugs. “First things first. I want Amelia back.” He looked at Sindy. “Can you fix her?”

Sindy looked at Gwen. “With help maybe?”

Gwen smiled and helped Sindy to her feet.

They crossed the floor to Mama Jugs.

The woman looked from Gwen to Sindy. “Jesus, it’s the titty twins.”

“Shut up,” Sindy said. She stared into the woman’s eyes. “I... I mean how do we do this?”

“Just imagine you’re reaching inside her head and pulling her forward,” Gwen said.

“Pullin’ who forward?” Mama Jugs asked.

“Shut up,” Sindy repeated.

“You bitches are fucking...” Mama Jugs screamed out loud and went into convulsions.

Bull ran to her side. “Amelia!”

Her eyes fluttered open as the convulsions slowed. “B... Bull? Bull, what...”

He took her hand. “It’s going to be okay.”

“What... the fuck are you doing with these tramps?”

Gwen pursed her lips. “Hmm... slight problem.”

Bull scratched his head. “Um... you weren’t yourself.”

“Yeah, and you were in mourning I see. Adulterer! Fornicater!” Amelia spat.

Bull looked at Sindy.

“Don’t you look at that whore, Bull Drummond! You look at me!” Amelia said and glared at Sindy. “You probably caught syphilis from that diseased slut.”

Sindy balled up her fists. “Why you old cunt.”

Gwen burst out laughing. “Sleep.”

Amelia passed out.

“Oh, man, this is a mess,” Bull grumbled.

Gwen kept laughing. “Okay. I think any hope of seducing Amelia into the New World Order is going to be a waste of time.” Gwen shrugged at Bull. “She hates your guts.”

Bull sighed.

Gwen took Sindy’s hands. “Okay, young witch. We need to do what Jason tried to do but do it right. We’re going back inside her mind.”

Bull shook his head. “Maybe we should just leave her alone. Let her go back to the hotel. Make her think I’m dead or something?”

Gwen shook her head. “You love her?”

“Well, yeah, I do...”

“Then, let’s make her happy and give her a life to look forward to, not a slow death in a rundown motel.” Gwen smiled at Sindy. “We want Mama Jugs’s attitude with Amelia’s personality. Take the best from both.”

Sindy nodded. She looked at Bull. “Here goes nothing.”

Bull took a step back as the two White Witches went to work.

Their eyes closed and their lips moved in unison.

Their whispers grew faster and faster until there was a steady droning sound of random words.

Abruptly, Gwen and Sindy opened their eyes.

Gwen raised an eyebrow. “Interesting touches.”

Sindy shrugged. “I know what he likes.”

Bull looked from Sindy to Gwen. “What’s going on?”

“Bull?” Amelia whispered.

He knelt down and took her hand. “Right here, sweetheart.”

She looked into his eyes. “Do me. Now. Right now.”

“Huh?”

“On the floor, Bull. With all these people watching. It’s so dirty. I want to be dirty, Bull.” She put her arm around his neck and pulled him into a kiss.

Bull reached down and pushed his hand between her legs.

She spread her thighs and he rubbed her thick clit.

Gwen nodded. “Let’s get her shots ready.”

“I don’t want her changed,” Bull said with a smile.

Amelia smiled back.

“She needs some work. Just smooth a few edges.”

Bull nodded, but never took his eyes off Amelia’s face. “Hurry, okay?”

***

What was she going to do?

Everything had changed for Amy. Everything she thought she wanted was turned upside down.

She was lying on the bed looking at Lorraine’s smiling face.

Amy had never been so confused.

Whatever Gwen had done to her had made it impossible for her to be normal. Even now, she was dripping with excitement.

Lorraine touched her breast and she shivered.

“Talk to me?” Lorraine asked.

The woman was manipulative, evil. Amy knew this. Lorraine made no secret of it. She was immoral and perverted.

And free. Free of any inhibitions. Lorraine saw what she wanted, and she took it. Literally every moment of Amy’s life she had been told this was wrong.

“What am I going to do?” Amy asked.

“Anything you want.”

“What if I want to leave and forget all this?”

Lorraine smiled and ran her long, manicured nail along the curve of Amy’s hip. “Go ahead. Tell Gwen. Maybe Chad can lock you in a room on the full moon. Won’t that be a wonderful life?” She smirked.

Amy shook her head. “Too late for that. I... can’t do that. I don’t want to do that.”

Lorraine rolled onto her stomach. “What do you want, Amy?”

Amy closed her eyes. “I don’t want to hurt Chad.”

“Do you love him?”

“Yes. More than anything.”

Lorraine stroked her hair. “Could you let him go?”

Amy sobbed. “Would it be best? Oh, God, what have I done?”

Lorraine smiled. It wasn’t cruel, it wasn’t manipulative. It was kind and compassionate. “You’ve freed yourself from a social system that enslaved you. And, that really sucks in a lot of ways.”

***

On the Manhattan side of the river, a gutted warehouse smoldered.

Cops and firefighters scoured the smoking ruin, looking for any sign of the people who, just a few hours before, had been whisked away by forces unknown.

The news crews were held at bay behind yellow police barricades, relating the story of the horrible fire that left no survivors.

But, across the river, within plain view had the police and reporters looked away from the burned-out warehouse, there was another warehouse.

Also abandoned, or so it seemed.

Inside was row after row of hospital beds where nurses in white rubber rushed from patient to patient, administering sedatives to the naked, hysterical victims of the Bimbo Flu.

On a catwalk above the makeshift hospital, stood Maria Anastasia Marapova di Morpheus. She was tall, even without the skyscraper heels. The dress she wore was white rubber, open on the left side and held together with white latex straps and silver buckles.

Her pale skin was chiseled and defined with the muscles of an athlete.

Her large eyes were brown tending toward red and her platinum hair hung down in a thick braid.

Beside her was a smaller, thinner blonde in black latex. She nursed on a pink lollipop as she reviewed a computer tablet. “We got 1578 in total. 727 girls, 851 boys. All infected with the bimbo flu. They’re all super cute,” Brittney said.

Maria grinned at the last part. “Super cute, huh?”

“Totes super cute. The girls have nice round tushies and big ol’ bubble titties. The boys all have hard muscles and thick wieners. Everybody wants to fuck. They’d bang each other to death if we weren’t keeping them sedated.”

Maria sighed. “Hopefully the effects will subside with time.”

“What are ya gonna do with ‘em, Maria?”

“We’ll ferry them down the river to a cargo ship and send them to Havana - though I want to keep a few. Pick out the most beautiful girls and the cutest boys, can you do that? I want at least ten of each.”

“Golly, Maria! What are we gonna do with them? They’re infectious. We’ll start a plague.”

“We’ll keep them tucked away for later. Soon, we’ll begin the next phase in Manhattan. They’ll be useful.”

***

“What kind of cock and bull story is this, Kennedy?” Mayor Klein asked. He was a small man with male pattern baldness.

“Mr. Mayor, I assure you its the truth,” Patricia said. She was standing in Klein’s office with Murphy and the Chief of Police.

“If this was some kind of alien abduction...”

“They’re not aliens, Mr. Mayor,” the chief said. “Technically, they’re Cubans.”

“Aliens, Cubans, who gives a fuck?” the Mayor said. “If these people were abducted, why is every news outlet saying they burned?”

“We think some of the media have been compromised,” Patricia said.

“Who?”

“Rebecca Turner from WNYC for one.”

“Oh, for cripes sake - Rebecca Turner? The blonde hottie? She was abducted herself by that nutcase upstate, goddamned hero, saved all those girls. You think she’s an evil, mind controlling, human trafficker?”

“Yes, sir, I do. I spoke with a government agency earlier today...”

“Who? Which agency?” Klein asked.

“An intelligence agency, sir, I’m unsure of which one. They’re clandestine.”

Klein nodded. “And, this clandestine source told you Rebecca Tanner is a Cuban agent?”

“Mr. Mayor, I know how this sounds. But, this Church of Morpheus? Sir, they are organized and diabolical. And, last night they infected a building full of people with something horrifying, and then they abducted them literally right under our noses.”

“What do you want me to do, detective? You have no witnesses, no victims, no evidence, and only the word of some deep state operative to back up any of it?”

“Sir, you have to go public and warn the people of New York about the Church of Morpheus.”

“Me? Attack a church? In an election year? Are you nuts, Kennedy?”

“With all due respect they are a ‘church’ in name only.”

“So you speculate. No, you want my help? You bring me evidence, Detective.”

“Sir, we may not have time.”

Klein shrugged. “You’re telling me the feds are involved? Feds have got money and manpower. If these Morpheus people are that dangerous? We’ll let the feds handle this.”

***

“Again. Show me again,” Menser said.

The tech played back the satellite footage. “The ambulances went into the tunnel, and then they turned around inside and came back out. Only, the tunnel was closed for maintenance this week. Anyway, the ambulances would go back and pick up more victims and bring them to the tunnel, over and over again till they moved all 1600.”

Menser sighed. “They got agents in public works. Get somebody on that angle.” He tapped the screen. “So, we have to assume the victims were transferred to other vehicles inside the tunnel. Anything else in or out?”

The tech shrugged. “Not before six AM.”

Menser frowned. “What happened at six AM?”

“The satellite went out of range.”

“Shit,” Menser said. “They knew. They knew when our satellite would be there and when we would be blind. Jesus, they’re not just in New York Public Works, they’re in our house as well.”

***

Sinful Sindy watched as her husband, Bull, fucked Mama Jugs.

The older woman was on her hands and knees as Bull took her from behind.

“You’ll feel the binding when he cums inside her,” Gwen said as she joined Sindy.

“I find that difficult to believe.”

Gwen laughed. “Jealousy isn’t one of our traits, Sindy.”

“I’m not jealous. I just don’t like her.”

“In a few minutes, you’ll love her.”

“Bull, oh, God,” Mama Jugs moaned. She put her face on the floor as Bull pounded her with all seventeen inches. Her hole was stretched to its limit.

She looked twenty years younger. The wrinkles in her skin were much less defined and her breasts, while no larger than before, were much more youthful and firm.

Gwen had left her hair gray.

She cried out as she climaxed.

Her fingers clawed at the floor as Bull continued to fuck her.

“I know what you did,” Gwen whispered to Sindy.

“Huh?”

“Inside her head. You made a few extra tweaks.”

Sindy sighed. “I... I was weak for a moment, that’s all.”

Gwen took her hand. “Sindy, you don’t have to explain yourself. You are a White Witch. There is a pecking order. You are asserting dominance, and that is your right.”

Sindy nodded. “I feel bad about it though.”

“You’re about to feel worse.”

“Aiggh!” Bull cried out as he pumped his load into the thick woman.

Sindy shuddered. “Jesus... oh, my God.” Adoration. Love. She looked at the woman on the floor as Bull pumped her full of his seed and fell in love with her. “You’re right. I feel like shit.”

Sindy knelt on the floor and stroked Mama Jugs’s back.

Mama Jugs rolled onto her back and smiled. “I love you, Sindy.”

Sindy licked her lips. “Show me.”

Mama Jugs slid on her back under Sindy’s widespread thighs. Her tongue found Sindy’s clit.

Sindy moaned.

Bull was staring at them as he lay on his side.

Sindy smiled at Bull and arched an eyebrow. “Harder, Amelia. Eat my pussy. Clean me. Eat your husband’s cum out of my pussy.”

Amelia moaned and lapped hungrily at Sindy’s snatch.

“That’s right. You and I are going to get along just fine.” She smiled triumphantly.

Bull looked into Sindy’s eyes and smiled. He nodded.

***

“You didn’t have to do that, you know?” Bull said as he held Sindy from behind, his hands on her waist.

“Do what?” Sindy asked. She was watching as Mama Jugs and Delia lay on the floor, locked in a passionate kiss as Cum Slut serviced them both with her tongue.

Cum Slut was wearing a gleaming chrome chastity belt - Delia’s latest torment.

“You didn’t have to make her submissive to you - she would have been anyway.”

Sindy swallowed. He knew. “I... Mama Jugs was your wife.”

“She is my wife. So is Delia and Cum Slut.” He kissed Sindy’s neck. “And, so are you.”

“Don’t be mad,” Sindy whispered.

He turned her around, his thick cock pressing against her thin tummy. “I couldn’t be mad at you. I adore you. I’ve adored you from that first day at the hotel.”

She smiled. “I can’t be less than her. I can’t be less than anyone to you.”

He put his hand on the small of her back, and she shivered, because his hand could close around her waist from behind. She was like a doll in his hands, and that was terrifying and comforting at the same time.

“You will never be less. No one can compare to you,” he whispered. “I loved Amelia, Mama Jugs, but we were drawn together because we both needed someone. Desperation, I suppose. But, she’s not my soulmate. You are. But, we have to be better than that - do you understand? We love them and they love us.”

She nodded. “Christ, I was sure of myself before Gwen made me into a White Witch, now I’m terrified. Is that right? How can that be right? I was powerless before, now I’m basically a goddess, but, Bull, I’m terrified.”

He stroked her hair. “You didn’t have anything to lose before. Now you do. You’re committed to us. But, you don’t have to be afraid. I’m not going anywhere.” He kissed her.

She melted against him.

“Get over here,” Delia called from the floor.

All three wives on the floor were smiling at them.

“You know, really getting tired of this floor,” Bull groaned. “We need a fucking bed.”

Sindy winked. “Come on, old man. We have wives to take care of.” She pulled him toward the laughing women.

Cum Slut was rubbing her thighs together and digging at the crotch of the chastity.

Bull smiled at Delia and snapped his fingers. “Key.”

“Huh? No way, she needs discipline,” Delia said.

“No, right now she needs to cum. Key,” Bull replied.

“Fine.” Delia took a chain holding the key off her neck and tossed it to Bull. “Just so you know, Cum Slut? After he’s done with you? Right back into chastity for the rest of the night.”

“Yes, Mistress,” Cum Slut said as Bull unlocked her gleaming belt.

He pulled it off her and she leaped into his arms, impaling herself on Bull’s cock.

“Fuck,” Bull groaned.

Sindy laughed. As Delia and Mama Jugs pulled her down onto the floor, she thought, This isn’t so bad...

***

Eddie woke up to see Gwen standing over him.

“How do you feel?”

He looked down at the huge lump in his jeans that stretched down his leg. “Like I have a new appendage, and fuck I have to piss.”

Gwen laughed. She held out her hand. “Come on.”

“Amy Lynn? How is she?” He asked. As he stood up, he looked over at the couch. Boy Scout was still asleep.

“Amy is fine. The doctor has made great progress. Now, come on.”

He nodded toward Chad. “Boy Scout okay? I mean, he’s been on that couch for hours.”

“You really can’t help yourself, can you?” Gwen asked with a smile.

“Huh?”

“Compassion. Even for Chad - he’d kill you if I let him, you know that, right?”

Eddie sighed. “Yeah, I know. I can’t blame him. Shit, if somebody took her away from me, I’d want to kill them too.”

“Is that what you think you’ve done? Taken her away from him?”

“Haven’t I? I mean, you say she loves me. And, downstairs?”

Gwen shrugged. “Come on. Upstairs. You need a bath.”

Eddie followed her up the stairs.

***

Gwen left Eddie to finish cleaning himself up.

She crossed the hall to the room where Lorraine was working with Amy. She smiled as she opened the door. Both women were naked and smiling on the bed. “Now that’s more like it.”

Amy quickly pulled the quilt over her nakedness.

Lorraine stopped her and yanked the quilt away. “Stop hiding who you are.”

Amy nodded and gave Gwen a shy look.

Gwen held out her hands. “Come on. We’ll be more comfortable in the master bedroom. The bed is much bigger.”

“Mmm,” Lorraine whispered. “And, I’ll bet there are lots of interesting toys in Gwen’s nightstand.”

“Of course,” Gwen said.

Amy’s face turned a shade lighter than her auburn hair.

They got off the bed and Amy reached for her discarded clothes.

“You won’t need those,” Gwen said.

She led them toward the master bedroom, undoing her dress as she went.

“It’s okay to look, Amy,” Gwen said. She could feel the redhead’s eyes drinking in her curves as the latex slipped off her.

Lorraine laughed. “Oh, she is. I think I’ve made quite the little lesbian out of her.”

“Huh?! No, I’m not!”

Lorraine and Gwen both laughed.

Gwen turned as they reached the bedroom.

Amy’s eyes were locked on Gwen’s huge tits with their inverted pentagram nipple clamps.

She didn’t resist as Gwen pulled her close, cradling her against her big breasts.

Amy’s hand came up timidly and she caressed Gwen’s nipple jewelry.

“You can have these as well - I’m not going to make your breasts this big, but you can have clamps like mine. Would you like that?”

Amy nodded. “Gwen, I’m frightened.”

“I know. It’s all new. But, everything is going to be all right.” She opened the door.

Amy gasped.

Eddie was lying on the bed, a towel wrapped around his waist. He looked just as shocked to see Amy.

She held back, but Gwen tugged her into the room.

“Amy Lynn, has done everything. She loves her lifestyle,” Gwen said. “But, Amy, is just learning.”

Eddie got to his feet.

“I... can’t...” Amy stammered.

“She doesn’t have to,” Eddie said. “Don’t make her. Please.”

“So noble.” Gwen ran her fingers through Amy’s hair. “Even now. Downstairs, he didn’t want to take you in your sleep, even though you were crying for him.”

Amy’s eyes grew wide. “That? That was a dream.”

Eddie shook his head. “No. It wasn’t. Did you really want me?”

Amy was trembling. She nodded slowly. “God forgive me.”

Lorraine sat down on a bench in front of the bed. She shook her head. “Why? You’ve let a bunch of old men from thousands of years ago tell you what was right and what was wrong. You don’t need forgiveness for love and passion.”

Gwen stepped back. “It’s up to you. Everything from this point on is your decision, Amy.”

Amy looked up at Eddie. “Do you really? Love me? Not just want me or lust after me. Do you love me, Eddie?”

“God, yes.”

Her chin trembled, but she stepped forward. “I... I think I love you too.”

He pulled her into his arms and kissed her.

Lorraine looked at Gwen and winked.

Gwen smiled and left the room.

***

Chad Bellachik pissed for what seemed like an eternity into the toilet on the first floor. He didn’t even care that the blonde witch was watching him from the hallway.

“How long was I out?”

“A day,” Gwen said.

“Jesus! Where’s Amy? Goddamn it, what did you do to her?”

“Nothing she didn’t want.”

Chad zipped up and washed his hands. “Take me to her.”

“No. Go get in your car and leave.”

He ran at Gwen. “The fuck I will.”

Gwen tapped his forehead with her index finger, and he was thrown backward into the bathroom wall. “You’re like a tiny doll to me, Chad. Pain.”

Chad curled into a fetal position and groaned on the bathroom floor.

“Enough.”

His body relaxed and he sobbed.

“You can’t fight me. You see that now, don’t you?”

“We... thought you could help us.”

“I am helping you, Chad. Get in your car and go. She doesn’t belong to you anymore.”

Chad rolled into a sitting position. “What did you do to her?!”

“What had to be done.” Gwen got on her knees. “I had no intention of turning her back into the old Amy. We need her, and our needs outweigh hers and yours.”

“Why do you need her?” Chad asked.

“She’s beautiful with an innocent smile. You can look at her and see her inner beauty, not just the pretty face. We’re changing her into something amazing. Men are going to see her in adult videos and fall in love. They’re going to show those videos to their girlfriends, and they’re going to fall in love as well. Through her, millions of people are going to learn that bisexuality is the norm, that there is no shame in being a slut, that every societal taboo that has been shoved down our throats? Nothing but lies. She is going to influence an entire generation.”

“No. Not Amy, she would never agree to do that!”

“Go. Get in your car. And leave.”

“No! Kill me if you want, but I will not leave her.”

“We’ll see about that. Follow me.”

She stood up and turned.

Chad followed her into the hall and up the stairs.

Despite himself, he couldn’t stop watching her naked hips as they swayed.

He felt himself growing hard.

In the upstairs hallway, Gwen turned and put her finger to his lips. “You will be silent. You will not go into the room. You will not cause a scene.”

Chad tried to scream.

Nothing came out.

Gwen opened a bedroom door.

Amy was on her back on the edge of the huge bed. Her eyes were closed, back arched.

Eddie was between her thighs, his muscular hips pumping a cock in and out of Amy’s pussy that would have made a horse proud.

Chad shook his head and tried to scream.

Gwen’s voice was in his head even though she said nothing. She is lost to you. She belongs to Eddie now. You can’t compete with him, Chad. You never could.

That’s not Amy! That’s Amy Lynn! Chad screamed in his head.

You really are slow, aren’t you? There is no Amy Lynn. There never was. Amy Lynn is just part of Amy, and now they are becoming one.

Goddamn you! Chad thought.

A tall blonde Chad didn’t recognize was smiling at him. She turned to Amy. “Oh, my God, Amy. Is that the biggest cock you ever had?”

“Yes! Fuck! Yes, Eddie, Jesus you are so fucking huge! Fuck me harder. Cum in me! I don’t care if you make me pregnant again. Just fuck me!” Amy cried out in her delirium, her eyes still closed.

“Bigger than your husband, huh?” The blonde asked with a smirk directed toward Chad.

“Unnh, God! Fuck yes! Oh, God, this feels so good!”

The blonde walked toward the bedroom door. “Amy, honey, can I join you and your new stud?”

Amy laughed. “Oh, Lorraine, please do! I want your pussy while he fucks me!”

Lorraine smiled triumphantly. She waved at Chad as she reached the door. “Bye, bye, Chad,” Lorraine whispered as she shut the door.

“Follow me,” Gwen said.

Chad followed Gwen back to the stairs, his head down. Pregnant? Again!?

“Don’t feel bad. You were doomed from the beginning. No one can resist us, Chad. No yelling, but you can speak now,” she said as she descended the stairs in front of him. “You do understand now, don’t you? The old Amy is gone.”

“I won’t go.”

She turned and looked up at him. “Really? I’ve already demonstrated you can’t fight me.”

“No. I know that. But, I won’t leave her.” He sighed and closed his eyes. “I love her. No matter what she is now. I love her. I won’t abandon her.”

Gwen seemed to turn this over in her mind for a moment. “Even as a cuckold? You would stay?”

“I won’t leave her.”

Gwen smiled. “In that case, follow me to the lab.”

***

Back in downtown Ithaca, Clay ushered three pretty young things into Randall’s office. Clay’s jaw was wired shut from the beating he had taken from Bull Drummond in the bus station, but it paled in comparison to the broken arm Randall had given him over losing Cindy and Delia.

Randall was drinking Jack right out of the bottle. He didn’t look like a pimp. He looked like a golden-haired boy a woman would want her parents to meet.

Until he turned around and you saw his eyes. He had the eyes of a shark, cold and dead set in a handsome face. “What?”

Clay mumbled, unable to move his jaw. “These... girls from the college... I told you... ‘bout.”

The women, a young, skinny black girl, a brunette, and a blonde who looked fresh off the farm looked around the room nervously.

Randall looked them up and down. “You three owe me a lot of money.”

The brunette nodded. “I know it’s a lot...”

“Twenty grand. That’s a helluva lot,” Randall said. 

The brunette was shaking. “Listen, in a week my parents are sending my money for next semester. There’ll be more than enough for our debt, and maybe... if you could just give us a little more now?”

Clay smirked making his jaw hurt. Addicts were stupid.

“Seriously? You three want more blow? I’m supposed to believe you’re going to pay me next week? You ain’t paid me shit yet.” Randall had a thick mountain accent. He was from somewhere south, Kentucky maybe. He never said and Clay sure as shit didn’t ask.

“Please,” the black girl said. “We’re good for it.”

Randall smiled. “Yeah, I bet you’re good for something. You want blow? You’re going to need to work for it from now on - plus, you’re paying me that twenty grand next week in cash.”

The blonde’s eyes were big as saucers.

Randall laughed. “Like you sluts ain’t never fucked for money before? I know pros when I see them.”

“No, we haven’t!” The black girl said.

“I wanna go home,” the blonde whispered.

The brunette took her hand. “Look, I promise you we’ll pay you...”

“Strip,” Randall said as he sat down in his desk chair and leaned back.

The brunette shook her head. “No, please, we’re not...”  

“Not what? Sluts? Whores? Drug addicted pieces of shit who need to be on their knees? I said strip. I’ve taken too much of a loss on you skanks as it is.” He opened his desk drawer and tossed a ziplock bag with about four ounces of cocaine on the desktop.

The brunette looked at the bag, and Clay could have sworn she was drooling.

The black girl put her arm on the brunette’s upper arm. “Come on, let’s go.”

The brunette shrugged away and looked at Randall. “What... do you want us to do?”

“Strip. I want to see those tight little coed bodies. Then you’re going to suck my dick and every other dick I want you to suck for the rest of the weekend. You’re going to take it in the pussy, the ass - and you’re going to be kissing and going down on each other the whole time, ‘cause guys love that lesbo shit.”

The blonde started crying.

“We can’t do this,” the black girl whispered to the brunette.

“We get the drugs, right?” The brunette asked.

Randall smiled that million-dollar smile and shoved the bag toward her. “Strip. I want to see those tits and asses. Otherwise, get the fuck out. Oh, and ain’t nobody else in this town gonna sell you sluts so much as a joint without my say so.”

The brunette lifted her Ithaca College t-shirt, pausing below her breasts. Her lower lip trembled.

“Don’t do it,” the black girl whispered. “Please? Let’s just go...”

The brunette swallowed hard and took the t-shirt off, revealing a pink satin bra holding back pert C cup breasts. She undid the front clasp and let the bra fall open.

“Nice. What do you think, Clay?” Randall asked.

Clay was getting hard. “Real nice,” he mumbled.

Randall licked his lips. “You two in this or not? ‘Cause, ain’t nobody gettin’ blow unless all of you start peddlin’ that ass.”

The blonde looked at the floor, but she lifted her dress over her head revealing a white lace bra and matching thong.

“That’s more like it,” Randall said.

The blonde had a nice set of D’s.

“Turn around and take off the thong. Bend when you do it and spread those legs. I want to see that little blonde pussy.”

The blonde turned, eyes still on the floor. She bent and began pushing the thong down her long legs.

“Mmm. Show me those little blonde curls down there, sweetheart.”

The blonde sobbed. She reached between her legs and rubbed her curly pubic hair.

Randall laughed. “Shame to shave that off, but most guys like that bald pussy nowadays.” He looked at the brunette. “What? You takin’ a nap or somethin’? Get those fucking jeans off and start showing me some cunt.”

The brunette undid the button on her jeans and slid them down her long legs. She wasn’t wearing panties.

“Fucking whore, look at that, Clay. Little bitch going commando under there.”

The brunette whimpered as she turned and bent over, displaying her wet, shaved pussy.

Randall stood up. He put his hand on the brunette’s ass.

“Don’t touch her,” the black girl said.

“Shut the fuck up.” Randall ran his finger down the brunette’s wet cleft.

“Unnh,” the brunette cried out.

“Gettin’ off on it. Fucking slut.” He looked at the black girl. “I bet you got some big titties under that sweater. Let’s see.”

The girl looked from one of her friends to the other. She shook as she slowly lifted her thick sweater.

“Goddamn,” Randall laughed as the sweater raised high enough for him to see the big DDD breasts in the girl’s blue satin bra. “Jesus, Clay, we hit the fuckin’ jackpot.”

Clay laughed.

The girl broke into tears.

Randall reached over and unhooked the front closure on her bra, freeing the big natural breasts. “Now, now, don’t you cry. Randall’s gonna take care of you, baby. I take good care of all my girls, don’t I Clay?”

“Real... good... care,” Clay mumbled.

He slowly pushed the girl to her knees. “Take it out.”

Her hand trembled as she unzipped his jeans.

She pulled his cock free.

Randall looked over his shoulder at the other two. “You two go on and do some blow. Your girlfriend is payin’ for it right now, aren’t you?”

She sobbed and timidly kissed the head of his cock.

The brunette and the blonde went to the desk and opened the ziplock bag.

Randall winked down at the girl sucking his cock. “No teeth. You bite me? I’ll have fifteen guys ass fucking you 24 hours a day. You get me?”

She nodded as tears streamed down her cheeks.

He entwined his fingers in her hair. “That’s right. You’re on the other side of that looking glass now, ain’t ya, Alice?”

***

Amy lay on her back and smiled as Eddie reached places in her that literally had not existed a few hours before. The voice in her head telling her she was a sinner, an adulteress, a cheap whore? That voice was silent now as Eddie thrust in and out, in and out, each stroke taking her higher than the one before, until she would cum hard, gripping and squeezing his beautiful cock.

And, then it would start all over again.

As for Eddie, his stamina seemed to be endless as he fucked her missionary style. He smiled down at her, kissed her, told her he loved her, and then a moment later told her what a fucking whore she was.

It was love, crazy as it seemed to that small rational part of her that still clung on. He loved her, yet he instinctively knew she needed that animalistic lust.

She didn’t have this with Chad. He loved her, lusted for her, but could he treat her like a whore? Give her what she now desperately needed?

No.

But, Eddie? Oh, Eddie. He was so bad and so good.

Lorraine was on the bed with them and she began kissing Amy’s face. “I need you.”

Eddie fucked her harder. “Amy, Lorraine says she needs you. You need to service her. Make her cum.”

She looked hungrily into Lorraine’s eyes. “Yes, Eddie. Come on Lorraine. Let me eat that pretty pussy.” Amy’s words? Amy Lynn’s? She didn’t know any more. She didn’t care.

Lorraine smiled and licked her lips and then raised up.

She straddled Amy’s face, and Amy moaned into her now very familiar, wet pussy.

“Oh, goddamn it!” Lorraine whined. “Jesus, she’s so fucking good!”

Amy heard the sound of kissing as she ate out the beautiful blonde - Lorraine and Eddie were kissing while he fucked Amy.

So hot! She couldn’t believe she was doing these things now!

She hadn’t even imagined things like this existed... or had she? Was she lying to herself? Did she always know that people did these sorts of things, but she had forced herself to not think about them?

Nobody in their right mind would not want this!

This was heaven on earth.

Lorraine spasmed and came, filling Amy’s mouth with delicious girl cream.

And, Eddie, finally unable to hold back, erupted deep inside her.

Make me pregnant! Her mind screamed even as she tongue fucked Lorraine’s cumming pussy.

“He can’t,” Gwen said somewhere nearby. “He is sterile now, and so are you. Someday, we will undo that so that you can become pregnant. But, not now. You don’t have to worry about getting pregnant.”

Lorraine slowly pulled herself off Amy’s mouth, and then leaned down and kissed her.

Amy returned the kiss. Sterile? I’m sterile!?

“You’re going to fuck a lot of cocks, Amy. Men are going to cum inside you all day and all night. We can’t have you getting pregnant. Although we have whores who look pregnant - we keep them looking nine months along forever to satisfy people with a pregnancy fetish.”

Gwen’s words thrilled her. A scant few hours ago they would have terrified her, but now? Now her whole outlook had changed. It was natural to want to please anyone and everyone who wanted her.

Eddie slid his softening but still impressive god-like length out of her wet pussy, and a half pint of cum dribbled out of her overflowing cunt.

Gwen sat down beside her on the bed. “You’re different now. Are you beginning to understand?”

Amy nodded. “I can never go back to Chad.”

“Not in the way you were with him before. That existence is over - you could never be that person again, could you?”

Amy shook her head as tears escaped her eyes.

Gwen kissed her forehead. “Oh, sweetheart, I’m so sorry. I know you didn’t choose this, not completely. But, I promise you, you’ll grow to love this new lifestyle.”

Amy blinked away her tears. “Really?”

“Absolutely.” Gwen took Amy’s left hand. “These have to go.”

Amy looked at her hand. “My rings?”

“You’re not a Christian wife anymore, Amy. These are symbols of slavery. You can keep them, but they have to be modified to show your devotion to the Church.”

Amy swallowed. “Modified how?”

Gwen held up a strange looking pair of pliers. She pulled Amy’s rings off.

She held up Amy’s small diamond engagement ring. “This engagement ring? It’s nothing but a symbol of lust. A promise to fuck you, but keep you after Chad filled you with his cum. The Church is going to keep you as well, Amy.” She put the engagement ring in the pliers and squeezed.

A centimeter of the band snapped off, leaving two sharp pointed edges. “Hold her thighs open, Eddie.”

“What?! No, Gwen! What are you doing?” Amy panicked.

Gwen stood up from the bed and lifted her latex skirt.

A gleaming diamond ring pierced the hood of Gwen’s clit. “My own engagement ring. The sharp points interlock when we squeeze the ends together and pierce you.”

“No! Please, Gwen!” She was terrified! The band was thick!

“Shh... Amy, I want this for you. It will make me happy to pierce your little clit. It will turn me on.”

Amy felt calm wash over her like a wave. This would make Gwen happy! She smiled and bit her lip as Eddie held her thighs open, exposing her slick pussy. “Will it hurt?”

“Yes. But, I want it to hurt you a little. How does that make you feel?”

She smiled. “I’d... like that.” Her head was spinning.

Gwen winked at Eddie. “She lives to please now. Remember that. Don’t abuse it and don’t let anyone else abuse it. Over time, she’ll gain more of her will back, but until then? You make sure she doesn’t let anyone hurt her, understand?”

Eddie smiled and nodded. “I will.”

Gwen rubbed Amy’s clit, making it grow erect. “You’re so pretty.”

Amy smiled nervously and squinted her eyes shut.

“That’s right. Don’t look.”

Amy tried not to squirm as Gwen tugged on her clit. She felt the metal touch the sides of her hood.

Amy screamed as the modified ring bit into her. “Jesus! Oh, God, it hurts!”

“Shh. Relax,” Gwen soothed.

Something cold sprayed onto her pussy.

And, the pain was gone.

“Insta-Heal. More magic from the Church. Open your eyes, honey.”

Amy looked down.

Her beautiful diamond was now sparkling above her little clit. “Oh! It’s really pretty.”

Gwen caressed the ring and a jolt of pleasure shot through Amy.

Gwen laughed. “Doesn’t hurt now does it?”

She reached down and fingered her clit ring. “No. Oh, wow, it feels wonderful!”

Snap.

Gwen held up the pliers.

Amy’s white gold wedding ring was in the jaws and now had two wicked points.

She gasped - the band was twice as thick as the engagement ring! “Where does that go?”

Gwen laughed. “Push her legs back farther, Eddie.”

“Where does it go, Gwen?!”

“Shh.”

Eddie pushed her legs back, exposing her fully.

Gwen caressed the little space between her pussy and asshole. “I wasn’t married when Alex took me, so I didn’t get this one.”

“Oh, my God!” Amy gasped.

“Your perineum, honey. Your wedding ring told the world your cunt belonged to Chad. This will show you’ve rejected that and pledged your pussy and your ass to the Church.”

Amy screamed as the metal bit into the sensitive skin.

“Shh... relax.”

“Insta-Heal! Please, Gwen! Oh, God, it hurts!”

“Amy. Be still.”

Eddie grunted. “Hey, you told me not to let anyone take advantage of her while she’s in this state! Squirt that stuff on her, Gwen!”

“Good boy,” Gwen said.

The cooling liquid splashed on her skin.

The pain vanished.

Gwen tugged at the ring in her perineum and Amy almost screamed - it felt so good!

Eddie let go of her thighs.

She looked down at her crotch with the two glistening rings. “I’m not Chad’s wife anymore, am I?”

“No, darling.” Gwen smiled. “You have Eddie, though. That’s nice, isn’t it?”

Eddie lay down on the bed behind Amy, rolled her onto her side and spooned her.

She snuggled against him. “Yes.” He put his arm around her, and she stroked his arm. “I just... Chad... I feel so guilty.”

“But, you only feel guilty because of Chad, right?” Lorraine asked from the other side of the bed. “You don’t feel bad about what we’ve made you into?”

“Yes! Oh, God, this is...” She sighed. “I love this. I’ve never been satisfied like this. I couldn’t go back to a normal life.”

Gwen smiled and stroked her face. “Good. Have you made peace with Amy Lynn?”

Amy smiled. “I think we are agreeing on things now. She’s pretty quiet.”

Eddie nuzzled her neck and she giggled.

“You’re taking her back into your conscious mind.” Lorraine said. “Soon, you’ll be back to being a single person again.”

Gwen leaned over and kissed her. “We have to go back downstairs to the lab. Time for your final treatments.”

Amy was surprised. “You mean there’s more?!”

Gwen laughed. “Oh, darling, you have no idea.”

***

Randall polished off the Jack as Clay came back in the office. “You take care of them?”

“Introduced them... to heroin... they’re ridin’ the... dragon.”

“Good. Let ‘em wake up with that dragon on their back and they’ll be beggin’ to earn their keep.” Randall sat down in his chair. “Keep the black girl and the brunette. We’ll be sending the little blonde down to Philly.”

Randall had owed his fealty to the mob in New York, but something weird was going on in Manhattan. Some woman dentist was running the whores down there along with the fucking Russians, everybody else had been forced out. So now he dealt with Philly. They’d love to get their hands on the little blonde down there. Virginal looking little piece like that would be worth a good amount.

“I... did okay... huh?” Clay mumbled.

“Yeah, you did okay, Clay. But, you let any more girls get away? I’ll cut your fucking arm off, not just break it.”

Clay nodded.

“Any word on this Bull Drummond character?” Randall asked.

Clay shook his head. “No.”

“He better never show his face in Ithaca again, I can tell you that.”

***

Mitch Rosen sat beside his friend Anthony Gilder, the two technicians assigned to watch Akimi Maru in the hospital were now assigned to watch her at home. They stared at live video feeds from fifteen different cameras that had been installed in her house while she was recuperating.

This was now their fulltime job - not that it wasn’t fun.

Akimi had a supercharged sex drive after her stay at the Farm. She had burned out two different vibrators in the past week.

“You know, if she would by those lower quality batteries? The motors wouldn’t burn out,” Mitch said. “She keeps buying those high-end copper tops, stresses the motors.”

“What are you now? A dildo expert?” Anthony asked.

“After this week? I could write a book.”

Akimi was practicing self-love with vigor on the screen, lying on her bed, legs spread, feeding the vibrating latex in and out of her shaved pussy.

“Jesus,” Anthony breathed.

Not that masturbation was her only activity. She also bathed and ate. She slept little.

And, she went clubbing a lot, always leaving with a man, a woman, or both.

But, so far, she hadn’t made any clandestine rendezvous with agents of the Church of Morpheus, which was what Gilder and Rosen were tasked with finding.

The back doors of the surveillance van opened and Colonel Menser climbed in.

They were parked in the alley behind Akimi Maru’s house.

“Good morning, perverts,” Menser said as he closed the doors behind him.

“Colonel,” Gilder answered.

“I’m buying you boys breakfast,” Menser said.

“Sir?” Rosen asked. Both men had their mouths open. Usually Menser treated them with, at best, disdain.

“Breakfast, Mr. Rosen. Most important meal of the day. Drive.”

He guided them to a greasy spoon a few mile away and they sat down in a vinyl booth.

“Sir, with us here, nobody is watching Agent Maru,” Gilder said.

“Mr. Gilder, you’ve been watching her for what, a week? She is either, a) not a double agent, or b) too smart for you idiots. Either way, the only thing that will be accomplished by your continued surveillance is prolonged erections for the two of you.”

Rosen and Gilder looked at each other. They shrugged.

“Besides, I have a new job for you.”

“Yes, sir?” Gilder said.

“I need you to investigate a high ranking official within the United States government who may be under the influence of a foreign power.”

“Who?” Rosen asked.

“Secretary of State Edwin Miller.”

The two technicians looked at each other.

“The Secretary of State?!” Gilder asked.

“The very one. Somebody is holding us back, gentlemen. If it’s not Miller, it’s somebody above him.”

Rosen shook his head. “The only man above him is the President.”

“You’re quick.”

“Is this... I mean is this even legal?” Gilder whispered.

“Fuck no. You think I could go to a federal judge and get a warrant to investigate the Secretary of State? This is completely on the down low.”

“But, what if we’re caught?” Gilder asked.

“Then, I will disavow all knowledge of you and your actions - hell, I’ll probably shoot you myself and it will be fully sanctioned.”

Rosen shook his head. “Then why would we agree to do this?”

“One million dollars.”

The two men looked at each other.

“Really?” Gilder asked.

“Fuck no, do I look like I have a million dollars? You’re going to do this because you love your country and you don’t want to end up slaves to a nutso religious sect.”

***

Amy walked naked beside Eddie down the basement stairs.

She was getting used to two things: being naked and being operated on.

There was no pain, which helped with her fear.

Eddie helped her onto the operating table.

Gwen stood behind her. “This is the last time you’ll have to be modified.”

“What are you going to do?”

Gwen kissed her forehead. “Amy, I know this is going to be hard for you to accept: it doesn’t matter what we are going to do to you. It will be done. The part of your life where you got to choose what happens to your body? That’s over now. You’re Church property. We all are.”

“Hey, don’t talk to her like that!” Eddie said with a scowl.

“Listen to me, both of you,” Gwen said. “I’m being kind. I’m being gentle, but, make no mistake, you are owned. The Church has a use for you, and you are tools. Now, you can either enjoy that or not - it’s up to you.”

Amy squeezed Eddie’s hand. “I trust Gwen. It’s okay.”

Gwen smiled. “You’re learning.”

Mechanical arms extended down from the ceiling as before, but this time, a computer monitor came down with them with a camera attached to the top.

A woman’s face appeared on the screen. She was dark and pretty with long black hair and facial piercings. “Hi, Amy, I’m Dr. Demona.”

The screen pivoted left on a universal joint. Demona winked at Gwen. “Hiya, Tits. Is my patient ready?”

“Yes, she is,” Gwen said. “Dr. Demona wanted to handle this part of your transformation herself. She’s in Ithaca, but she’ll be running everything remotely.”

“SlutzNet is a marvel, but I don’t trust him for my experimental work,” Demona said as a laser winked on beside the camera and began scanning Amy’s face.

“Experimental?!” Amy sobbed as her eyes grew wide.

“Relax, doll, I got this. Anesthesia, Tits.”

“Sleep,” Gwen said.

Amy slumped back on the table, eyes closed, mouth agape.

“Let’s get started,” Demona said.

“Wait,” Eddie said.

“Quiet in the peanut gallery,” Demona said as a laser scalpel blazed to green life in the robotic hand.

“Sleep,” Gwen said.

Eddie crumpled to the floor.

***

One floor below, Sindy concentrated on Mr. Muscles and his shemale girlfriend.

They stood, naked and drooling in front of her.

“Is that normal?” Bull asked as saliva dripped out of the corner of their mouths onto the tile floor.

Both ‘patients’ had erections, though Stella’s was rather pathetic with a cock little larger than a clit and a nearly ball-less nut sack.

Mr. Muscles, on the other hand, had a long, thick veined cock above heavy, bull balls.

Sindy shrugged. “I don’t know.”

Gwen had told her to practice mind control on the only two humans left in the sub-basement: Mr. Muscles and Stella.

Sindy shook her head. “I’m looking in his head, and all I can see is this need to fuck Stella in the ass.”

Mama Jugs patted her shoulder. “Tell you the truth, hon? He’s not the sharpest tool in the shed. I mean... he’s got a nice power tool hanging there, but it ain’t exactly computer controlled or anything if you get my meaning.”

Sindy burst out laughing. Mama was growing on her.

“Try Stella,” Delia whispered beside her.

Sindy squinted and concentrated. “Yeah... a lot more in there... wow, she really was a dude.”

Stella turned like a robot and dropped to her knees. She took Mr. Muscle’s cock in her hand and guided it to her full red lips.

“Well, it’s a start, I guess,” Sindy whispered.

Mr. Muscles put his hand on the back of Stella’s head and pushed her farther onto his cock - and, in so doing, pulled off her wig exposing her bald head. He dropped it on the floor.

“Poor Stella,” Delia whispered.

“Gwen will fix it. She can fix anything,” Sindy mumbled.

Mama Jugs pursed her lips. “No offense, hon, but they suck each other off all the time. Can you make them do something else?”

Mr. Muscles looked at Mama Jugs. “What would you like them to do?” He asked.

Mama Jugs gasped. “Fuck me. That’s the most words I ever heard out of his mouth.

Sindy jumped like she had been electrocuted. “Holy shit! I was inside him, controlling him.”

“Can you do it again?” Bull asked.

“I... maybe,” she closed her eyes.

Mr. Muscles’s body shook. He looked down at Stella and pushed her off his cock. He took it in his big hand and squeezed. “Jesus! Is this what a cock feels like?!”

Mr. Muscles looked at Bull. “How the fuck do you guys get anything done? I’d play with this all day!”

Bull squinted. “Sindy?”

Mr. Muscles grinned and winked. “Kiss me, old man.”

Bull shook his head. “Not in that body I won’t.”

Sindy laughed with Mr. Muscles’s mouth. “Damn it, Bull, I’m serious - I love having a cock!”

She grinned and pushed Stella onto the floor on her hands and knees.

Two of Mr. Muscles’s fingers pushed deep inside Stella’s ass. “Luckily this is a well fucked hole.”

She knelt down and shoved her cock straight up Stella’s ass. “God! Tight! Oh, fuck, this is amazing!” 

Bull laughed.

Stella moaned as she was fucked.

“Yeah, that’s right, slut. Take my big cock in your ass cunt,” Sindy growled in Mr. Muscles’s body. She pumped faster and faster as Stella moaned louder. “Take it! Fucking slut!”

Mr. Muscles’s roared as he came deep in Stella’s asshole, but it was Sindy that felt his orgasm. “Aiggh! Jesus! Oh, God, Bull!”

Mr. Muscles collapsed on top of Stella.

Sindy returned to her body and collapsed backward into Bull’s arms. Her eyes fluttered open. “Wow. That was amazing!”

Bull laughed and kissed her.

***

Amy woke up with bandages over her eyes.

Gwen gently pulled the bandages off and Amy squinted against the light.

Eddie was standing beside her looking woozy.

“I had to put him to sleep too,” Gwen said with a wink.

The monitor on the robot arm swung down and Demona smiled as she rotated the camera from left to right. “Look at them baby blues!”

“Blue? Huh?” Amy asked.

In Ithaca, Demona touched a button.

Amy’s face appeared in a corner of the monitor.

Her green eyes were now a brilliant blue.

“Oh, my God! I don’t want blue eyes!” She turned her face to the left and right looking at the blue irises. They were almost glowing.

“The hypno-eyes have to be blue, hon, sorry. But, these are version 2.0,” Demona said.

Gwen stroked her forehead. “Do remember what your old eyes looked like?”

“Yeah,” Amy whispered.

“Imagine them. Concentrate on them.”

Amy stared intently at her image on the monitor.

The glowing blue faded, and her green hue returned! “Wow.”

Demona was grinning from ear to ear. “Tell Rebecca about this - she might want an upgrade.”

“Absolutely not!” Gwen said. “I love my wife’s blue eyes. She’s not going back without a fight from me.”

Amy looked around the room. “What else did you do to me?” She was terrified. These people could literally do anything, right down to changing your eye color.

Gwen smiled. “Stand up, and I’ll show you.”

Amy rolled into a sitting position.

Eddie held her hand as she got to her feet.

She was in front of the full-length mirror.

Same old Amy. Same hair color, same explosion of freckles, same perky C cups.

“Eddie, what would you change about Amy?” Gwen asked with a smile.

“What?! Nothing. She’s perfect.”

Amy blushed. He could be a good partner when he tried. That made her think about Chad and she frowned a little.

“Perfect for you, yes. And, I think she’s a complete doll as well. But... let’s say you wanted to sell her little ass for big money? Would you make some changes?”

“I... I wouldn’t...”

“You may be in love with her, Eddie, but you’re still her pimp and manager. What would you change?”

“Lots of guys like the sweet, innocent look,” Eddie stammered.

“And, if they didn’t?”

“It’s okay, I won’t get mad,” Amy whispered.

Eddie sighed. “Some guys like taller girls. Not me! I like her little.”

“Tell her to be taller, Eddie.”

Eddie stared at Gwen. “Huh?”

“Tell Amy to be taller.”

Eddie took Amy’s hands. “Honey, I want you to be taller. Not really, but...”

Gwen smiled. “Now, Amy. Imagine yourself taller.”

Amy sighed. “I feel silly...”

Eddie’s eyes bugged out.

Amy looked shocked as she began to grow. “Gwen?!”

“Relax, five inches is the most you can go - two in the spine and three in the thighs,” Demona said as the monitor and cameras swiveled around behind her.

Eddie was now at eye level with her. “Jesus, does it hurt?”

Amy shook her head.

“Hurt,” Demona growled. “What am I, a witch doctor?! Of course, it doesn’t hurt. You think I’d give her a custom suspension that hurt?”

Amy laughed. “Oh, my God!”

“Go on, Eddie,” Gwen said. “What else do you want to change?”

Eddie grinned. “Sorry, honey. Boobs, I want those tits huge.”

Amy gasped as her chest expanded. “Jesus! Do I do anything he says?” Her breasts were a D, then a DD, and still growing.

Gwen shook her head. “No, but you love him and want to please him. You are the one causing the changes Amy, they’re only his suggestions.”

Amy looked down at her big G cups. She grinned mischievously at Eddie who was now staring intently at her big fake tits and thick, erect nipples. “You like them?”

All Eddie could do was nod.

“Tits make guys lose their minds,” Demona said. “Aww, who the fuck am I kidding? I want to cream when I look at big titties too.”

Amy looked at Gwen and winked. Her green eyes switched back to electric blue.

“Now you’re getting it,” Gwen said. “But, be careful, Eddie is still human. Your hypno-eyes will affect him.”

“Hear that, Eddie? I can turn you into my devoted love slave,” Amy giggled.

“Too late,” Eddie laughed. “I already am.”

“You’ll notice you don’t feel dumber after growing those melons,” Demona said. “That’s because it isn’t Titty Grow - it’s a hormonal reaction that causes the fat cells in your boobs to absorb water coupled with a ten-fold increase in the total number of fat cells. You top out at a G, so don’t worry about making them too big. Keep yourself hydrated, though - those tits take a lot of water. Oh, and you’ll need to piss like a racehorse when you make them back into C cups.”

Amy wiggled her chest and the big fun bags wiggled with her. “They’re amazing.” She turned and looked at her backside in the mirror. She closed her eyes and imagined some more.

Her ass swelled to match her boobs.

“Ooo, baby got back now,” Amy giggled. She concentrated on her waist - it drew in like she was wearing a corset. She turned back to Eddie. “What do you think?”

“Fuck, you’re a Barbie doll.”

Amy laughed. “Hmm, skin?”

“Go for it,” Demona said.

The freckles faded and her pale skin became beach bunny tan.

She ran her fingers through her hair - it lengthened and turned bright fire engine red.

Her makeup shifted to match. Even her lips became fuller. “What about now, Eddie?”

“Whoa... Jesus...”

She laughed. “Thank you.” She looked at the monitor. “I... I feel so...”

“Powerful?” Gwen asked behind her.

“God, yes!”

“You are.”

Amy grinned. She put her hands on Eddie’s waist and lifted.

He rose two feet into the air. “Christ!”

“You’ve been transformed, Amy,” Gwen said. “You’re not human anymore. You’re going to live forever.”

Amy laughed and set Eddie back on his feet.

Eddie looked at Gwen. “So, you’re going to transform me too, right?”

Gwen shrugged. “I gave you a thirteen-inch cock. You honestly want more?” She took Amy’s hand and led her toward the steps.

Eddie frowned. “Umm, yeah, I mean I want to be super strong and live forever too!”

“We’ll see,” Gwen said as Amy laughed.

***

“What do you think?” Gwen asked as Amy checked out the new outfit in the mirror.

“I... cannot wear this out.” Amy stared at the sex bomb image in the mirror.

She had pulled her crimson hair up into bouncy pigtails. The top was really only an athletic bra - an athletic bra made out of transparent red latex the same shade as her hair. Her nipples were clearly visible through the thin rubber.

A matching miniskirt in the same red transparent latex hugged her curves above red transparent latex go go boots with a long spike heel.

The only other thing she wore was a red latex g-string which, though clearly visible through the skirt, at least covered her soaked pussy.

And, soaked it was! As soon as she slid the latex onto her skin, she nearly came.

Gwen explained all the transformed had a latex fetish - something Morpheus had ingrained in them through the Ambrosia.

“Of course, you can wear it out,” Gwen laughed. “I wear white latex every day.”

Amy laughed. “Yes, but yours is opaque! My latex is see through!”

Gwen caressed her shoulder and kissed her neck. “Amy, honey, you’re advertising your charms. Men will see you in this and want you. I have an overcoat for you to wear so you won’t get arrested on the way to our destination.”

“Let me guess: red transparent latex?”

Gwen giggled. “Of course. But, I mean the more transparent layers you’re wearing, the more opaque it becomes. They’ll barely be able to see your nipples through the overcoat.”

Amy leaned her head back against Gwen. “Gee, thanks.” She rolled her eyes.

Gwen reached around and caressed Amy’s flat tummy. “I don’t need to be able to read your mind to know you’re still upset.”

Amy sighed. “I know I can’t go back, Gwen. I know I’m not the Amy I was before. And, I want this new lifestyle.”

“But?”

“I feel so... guilty.”

“I know, sweetheart.”

“Where is he?”

“Chad? He’s... taking some time to process things. I told him he can leave when he’s ready,” Gwen said.

“Doesn’t he want to say goodbye?”

“I told him he should just leave, Amy.”

Amy wiped away a tear. Then she laughed. “Nice thing about this electronic, tattooed makeup? I can cry and it won’t run.”

Gwen smiled. “It’s okay to be sad, honey. I get sad sometimes too, thinking about all I lost. But, it gets easier. You’ll see in time.” Gwen looked down in the mirror at Amy’s tummy. “The two tattoos you created, what do they mean?”

Amy had learned it wasn’t just her face that had the electronic makeup. Her entire body was capable of changing hues and shades - even tattoos.

On the left side of her tummy just above the g-string strap was a black inverted pentagram. ‘Eddie’ was written in gothic letters in the center. “My bad boy.” She caressed the star through the latex.

“And, the other?”

On the right side of her hard-muscled abdomen, was a red heart. It had a banner across the middle, but the banner held no writing. “My...” She sobbed.

“It’s okay, Amy. Fill in the letters.”

In flowing script, the word ‘Chad’ filled the empty space.

***

The NRO sniper designated Overwatch lay on his stomach on a hill overlooking the white gravel drive leading to the Farm. He followed the old car with his night vision scope as it headed for the main road.

“Overwatch here. I have the vehicle the Bellachiks arrived in exiting the compound,” he said into his throat microphone.

Menser answered. “You have eyes on the occupants?”

“Coming into view now. I have Pimp driving. The backseat has Dr. Love and an unidentified redhead.”

“Is it Amy Bellachik?”

He looked at the woman in the backseat. She looked taller, with brighter hair and healthier skin. He glanced down at Bellachik’s picture. “Negative. Unidentified female.”

He lined up Pimp, Edward Delacroix, in his sights. “I have a shot on Pimp.”

“Negative. Let them go. We only want Bellachik.”

***

Eddie drove into the night. “This place is way off the beaten path,” Eddie said as he followed the directions Gwen had written down.

“Gwen says you’re both going to love it,” Lorraine said.

She was in the backseat with Amy.

Lorraine was dressed in a little black dress, and Eddie could tell from her nipples that she wasn’t wearing anything under it.

Amy was cuddled beside her, the latex overcoat open.

She was most definitely not the same woman she had been the day before.

Amy moaned as Lorraine idly stroked her clit through the red latex g-string.

Eddie wanted nothing more than to pull over on the country road and climb in the backseat with the two sex goddesses.

Lorraine looked up in the rear-view mirror. “You keep your eyes on the road, pal. We may be immortal but we’re not invulnerable.”

“You have any idea why Gwen won’t give me that Ambrosia stuff?” Eddie didn’t trust the white witch in the least.

Lorraine shrugged and began doing Amy’s clit with two fingers. “Don’t worry. She’s demented but she’s not cruel - not very cruel anyway. She’ll add you to the team soon enough.” Then Lorraine laughed. “Just, don’t piss her off or you might find yourself in the backseat of a car wearing a red latex g-string having your own pussy diddled.”

Amy laughed. “I wouldn’t mind seeing that!”

Lorraine kissed her. 

“Hey! I thought you liked me,” Eddie laughed.

Amy reached forward and ran a long nail down the back of his neck. “I love you, Eddie Delacroix. But, I’m into girls now as much as boys so...”

“Oh, thanks a lot!” Eddie laughed.

“Hmm, naah, I like you as a boy with a monster cock - you’d make a really homely girl.”

***

Chad stood up from the operating table and buttoned his shirt. When he was under, he thought he had heard Amy and Eddie talking on the other side of the partition, but he had blacked out.

Gwen came up behind him and rubbed his shoulders. She had changed into a short minidress of white latex and matching spike heels.

“Can I talk to Amy?”

Gwen walked around to face him. “What would you say?”

He shrugged. “Ask her if she wants me to leave.”

“She would say yes.”

“How do you know she would?” Chad asked.

Gwen straightened his collar. “Because she loves you.”

Chad chuckled. “Yeah. That’s why she was fucking that degenerate.”

She put her hands on his shoulders. “People cheat, Chad. Humans cheat. They are looking for something in themselves that they are lacking and sometimes they mistakenly believe they can find that in someone else.”

“Save the lecture.”

She squeezed his shoulders. “I’m not done. Humans cheat, we don’t. There’s nothing missing in Amy, Chad. She’s not looking for something to complete her. She was already complete. She needs someone to understand what she is now...”

“What you made her!” Chad hissed.

“Yes. What we made her. She’s found that acceptance in Eddie - oh, he’s broken inside. His life has been nothing but pain and hustles, but he needs her, and he accepts her, her needs and all, Chad. Will you?”

“What are you talking about? What difference does it make? She decided.”

Gwen put her hands on his face. “Let me show you.”

Chad drew in a breath. Sadness rushed into him, regret, pain, and an image of a tattoo - a heart with a single name written across it.

He staggered back.

“Now you know. You know what is inside her. And, the question, Chad? What are you going to do about it? You want her? Fight for her.”

***

Bull sat on the big couch in the living room with Sindy in his arms. Gwen had given them a room upstairs. Mama Jugs, Delia, and Cum Slut were already in bed, but Bull had stayed in the living room with Sindy.

She was wearing a white latex halter top that accentuated her breasts and a short, tight matching mini skirt. Her matching feels were lying on the floor and her legs were drawn up against her as she lay with her head on his chest. She played with the medallion attached to the white latex choker around her neck. It was an inverted pentagram, the symbol of the white witches.

Bull cupped her firm buttocks in his big right hand, and she snuggled against him.

“I’m a little scared,” she whispered in the darkened living room.

“Why?” Bull asked.

“Tomorrow. When we go back to Ithaca.”

Gwen had told them they were to go back to downtown Ithaca and take Randall’s business away from him through force if necessary.

“I’ll protect you,” Bull whispered and kissed her forehead.

She giggled. “No, old man, I’m not afraid of getting hurt. Bull, I’m afraid of what I might do.”

“Hey, it’s going to be okay.”

“Bull, I could kill somebody with a thought. I’m not exaggerating. What if I see Clay or Randall and I just lose control?”

“No great loss,” Bull said. Increasingly, his adherence to Christian doctrine was fading. Thou shalt not kill didn’t seem like an absolute anymore - certainly not when it came to someone who inflicted pain on their girls.

“No great loss?! Yes, it is, Bull! I don’t want to be a monster, and I could become one. I need you to rein me in if I go all goddess on those assholes.”

“Sindy, I have faith in you. You’re going to do what’s right...”

“Oh, Bull, for fuck’s sake! I’m losing grip on right and wrong. Right is becoming whatever I want and wrong is becoming whatever pisses me off - don’t tell me you aren’t feeling that as well?”

“I...”

“You haven’t called on God all evening. No praying, no scriptures - twenty-four hours ago you were basically a priest. How do you feel now?”

Bull sighed. “I know.”

“You’re scared too, aren’t you? Absolute power, Bull, it corrupts. We’re being corrupted, baby, and I don’t know where it stops.”

“I have faith in you, Sindy Drummond. It’s as simple as that. Honey, we’re not who we were before, maybe we’re better, maybe we’re not. But, we’ll do the best we can. That’s all we can do.”

She threw her arms around him and squeezed. “Just... don’t let me kill anybody. Okay?”

“Okay. I won’t.”

Gwen appeared in the doorway. A tall, handsome man was standing behind her. His face looked haggard.

“I’m going out for a few hours. My husband and one of my wives will be home soon. Don’t venture outside if you can avoid it - our property is infested with black ops specialists, and sooner or later one of them is going to start shooting either by mistake or on purpose.”

***

The neon sign outside the roadside bar read: Iron Horse Saloon. It was a long, cinderblock building with a gravel lot.

Most of the parking lot was filled with motorcycles.

Eddie pulled into an open spot. He looked at the sign and the bikes. “You real sure about this, Doc?”

Lorraine laughed. “What’s the matter? You scared, Eddie?”

“Fuck yeah! This doesn’t look like a safe place to grab a drink.”

“Don’t worry, Eddie, we’ll protect you,” Lorraine laughed.

“Great. You wouldn’t happen to have a gun, would you?”

“Uggh, no, despise the things,” Lorraine said as she opened her door.

“Come on, Eddie. It’ll be fun,” Amy said. Her blue eyes sparkled in the rearview mirror.

Eddie reminded himself not to look into Amy’s hypno-eyes or he might get mind controlled accidentally. Lorraine was right, of course, the two superhumans were not in any real danger in this bar, no matter how rough it was.

He, on the other hand, might end up getting his ass kicked.

Well, it wouldn’t be the first time.

He got out and stretched, and then followed the two sex goddesses into the hell hole.

Inside, the smell was all cheap food, cigarettes, and stale beer. The air was thick with all three.

Loud rock and roll blared on the jukebox.

Once Eddie’s eyes adjusted to the light, his thoughts about the place were confirmed.

Obviously, there were a lot more bikes parked behind this place.

The bar was filled to overflowing with large men wearing blue jeans jackets decorated with the words “Left Hand of Satan” in bright red.

A chubby, middle-aged bar girl stopped them at the door.

She had a big rack, and her t-shirt had been torn open at the top, revealing her braless, sagging tits. She had a mug of beer in each hand. “Hey, y’all come in here, you better know you’re getting fucked. You don’t want to wake up tomorrow morning naked with a hangover and a sore cooch? You’d better head on down to the next bar.”

Lorraine smiled and licked her lips. “Sounds like fun to me. I’m Lorraine and this is my... daughter, Amy Lynn. She finally left her limp dicked husband and wants some hard cock to take her mind off him. She’d like to make a few bucks at the same time, if you get my meaning?”

Amy’s eyes grew large and Eddie swallowed hard.

“Show her the goods, honey,” Lorraine said.

Amy took off her latex raincoat.

“Goddamn,” the bar girl said. “Yeah, she’s going to be a real hit with these boys. They don’t pay, though. I mean, we might be able to work something out - management don’t have a problem paying a little for entertainment.”

“Good! This is Eddie, her... manager.”

“See Jane at the bar,” the bar girl said. Then she looked at Amy. “Hope you’ve had your shots, honey. Follow me.” She turned and headed for the far end of the room.

“Umm, hey,” Eddie said. “Just to clarify: that thing you said about, ‘you better know you’re getting fucked’? You meant Lorraine and Amy, right?”

The bar girl laughed. “Don’t bend over in the restroom, honey. And, try to look ugly.”

Amy looked up at Eddie as she and Lorraine followed the bar girl deeper into the crowd.

***

Lorraine and Amy made a commotion in the crowd of bikers.

Amy hadn’t walked ten feet before a rough hand caressed her inner thigh.

A bearded giant smiled up at her, and, to her amazement, she winked back.

She was actually enjoying the effect she was having on these men. She could feel their eyes on her.

“Take this,” Lorraine said as she pushed a strange plastic bottle into her hand.

She looked at it. The bottle was about the size of a bottled water, and it held a clear fluid. At the top, instead of a plastic cap, there were two nozzles: one with a teardrop shape and the other long, thin, and curved.

A plain label on the side read: Cunt Clean.

“What is this?” Amy asked over the loud, noisy room.

“A douche. The long end goes in your pussy, the knob goes up your tush. After they fuck you, push it in both holes and give it a squeeze. It will dissolve any cum inside you, plus it sort of turns off your digestion - keeps the ass pussy clean and... debris free.”

“Oh, my God...”

Lorraine laughed. “Not that these guys look like they’d complain about sloppy seconds - biker gangs are very open minded.”

Lorraine winked at a table full of bikers. “May I?” she asked and picked up a half full pitcher of beer.

“Knock yourself out.”

Lorraine laughed. “Not likely, sweetie.” She put the pitcher to her lips and tilted it back.

Amy stared in disbelief.

Lorraine guzzled down the beer in a few gulps.

“Fuckin’ A!” One of the bikers laughed.

Lorraine wiped her mouth with the back of her hand. “Fuck, that was warm as piss.”

The table full of men laughed.

Lorraine winked at Amy. “By the way, we don’t get drunk. Bend over.”

“Huh?” Amy asked, her eyes wide.

“Bend over.”

Amy bent at the waist, feeling the blood rush to her face - she knew the men were looking at her thin panty crotch.

A cheer went up.

I should be mortified, Amy thought. Instead, she was turned on! They wanted her! They all wanted her, and she loved it!

Lorraine pulled Amy’s latex g-string away from her crotch, exposing her hairless pussy and ass.

“Oh!” Amy moaned.

Lorraine pressed something against her holes.

Cunt Clean! She felt the nozzles pressing into her! And, all these men were watching!

Her little butt hole dilated and then sucked in the plug shaped nozzle while the curved nozzle slid inside her pussy.

Amy squirmed as the lukewarm liquid rushed into her.

“It only takes one squeeze. Hold onto it, okay?” Lorraine whispered in her ear.

“O... Okay...”

“Squat down now,” Lorraine said.

Amy went slowly down on her haunches. “Lorraine, I won’t be able to hold it!”

“Shh. You don’t have to for long.” She winked and set the empty beer pitcher on the floor under Amy’s crotch.

Amy’s eyes grew wide.

Lorraine laughed and pulled the nozzles out of her.

The liquid from her pussy poured into the pitcher.

“I... Lorraine... I can’t hold...”

“It’s okay, baby, let it out.”

“But! Lorraine, it’s my butt!”

“Shh... let it out.”

Amy squeezed her eyes shut.

The liquid squirted out of her ass directly into the pitcher.

“Goddamn!” One of the bikers laughed.

And, then it was done.

Amy rose up, feeling the wet Cunt Clean dripping from her.

Lorraine held up the pitcher - the liquid was crystal clear. “My girl is clean and open for business, boys.”

Amy just stared open mouthed at Lorraine.

She drew Amy into a deep kiss, and the room went insane.

***

"$1000." Jane. the bartender said. She was about sixty with hanging, flat tits, awkwardly displayed by her ripped t-shirt. A faded tattoo on her neck read 'Satan's Slut'.

"$1000? Are you fucking nuts? Amy Lynn can make that much in an hour, much less all fucking night," Eddie grumbled.

The skinny woman grinned at him with about a half set of yellow teeth. "What's this look like? Fucking Vegas? You think you're in the Taj Ma Fuckin' Hall? $1000, take it or leave it, cocksucker."

"You're a fucking thief and your booze is watered down, bitch," Eddie griped as she handed him a stack of hundreds.

"No shit? If it wasn't for the boys throwin' in some money here and there from extracurricular activities, I'd have to shut this dive down. Here, have another watered-down beer, asshole." She shoved a mug his way and he took a drink.

He turned on his stool and watched as Amy was locked in a slow kiss with Lorraine at the far end of the room.

Fuck Lorraine - they would be lucky to get out of this place in one piece even with Amy's hypno-eyes and both women's strength. The bikers were milling around both of them, copping feels and making crude remarks. He fought the urge to go to Amy. A month ago, he didn't have a problem standing back and pocketing his money.

Now? Fuck. Love was a motherfucking bitch.

"Damn, they're hot."

Eddie turned and looked down at a petite blonde with an emaciated body under an old, torn cocktail dress. Her smallish tits were hanging out - improvised topless outfits seemed to be the fashion in Iron Horse Saloon. Her hair was straight out of a bleach bottle and the eyes looked hollow despite way too much makeup. She could have been anywhere from eighteen to forty.

"Yeah," Eddie agreed. "They are hot."

"I'm Lulu," she said, biting her lower lip. "You like girls?"

Eddie laughed. "The fuck kind of question is that?"

She shrugged. "Get all kinds in here. Some like the bikers. Some like the girls."

"Yeah, I like girls. Guys are... fuck, we're gross."

"You're not gross," she said and ran her finger down his shirt.

"Fuck, really? How much?"

She shrugged. "Fifty... you want my ass it's sixty."

He snorted. "Seriously? You’d sell your ass for sixty? Not much of a businesswoman, are you?"

She shrugged. "If you're gonna be an asshole." She turned away.

"Hang on, hang on." He put his hands on her shoulders. “How old are you?”

“Nineteen.”

“You lying?”

“No.”

“Lying bitch is twenty-three,” the bartender said as she wiped down the counter.

“Goddamn it, Aunt Jane!” Lulu whined.

“Fucking simpleton thinks guys won’t want her after twenty. Shit, I get dick every night and I’m twice her age.”

“Only twice?” Eddie sneered.

“Fuck you, Pimp,” Aunt Jane said and scowled away down the bar.

“You want me or not?” Lulu asked.

He stroked her stringy blonde hair. Normally, he wouldn’t have jerked off on a girl this used.

Problem was, the shit Gwen had done to him had him craving pussy constantly. He took out his wallet and peeled off a hundred.

Lulu’s eyes lit up. “I ain’t got change.”

Eddie laughed. “You don’t need change, Lulu. You got a room back there somewhere.”

She looked confused. “Don’t need a room. Nobody minds if we do it right here.”

Eddie surveyed the crowd. “Cops don’t come in here?”

Lulu was going to her knees on the dirty floor. “Are you kidding? These guys would eat them.”

She ran a slim hand down the front of his pants. She winked and unzipped him.

Lulu reached in through his fly.

Eddie almost laughed when he saw the look of confusion on her face. As she drew his long thick cock out, that look turned to terror.

She stared at his thirteen inches of meat. “Oh... shit,” she whispered.

“What’s wrong?”

“It’s... fuck, mister. I didn’t know you were like that.” She swallowed hard. “You want your money back?”

Eddie laughed. “Excuse me?”

“I can’t. You’re too big.”

Eddie shook his head. He grasped the base of his cock and angled it toward her lips. “I won’t hurt you. Open up, honey.”

She stared at his cock and slowly opened her mouth.

Eddie liked pushing into a woman’s throat, but he knew if he put his hand on the back of the little blonde’s head, she’d panic. Instead he just gently brushed the head back and forth across her lips.

Eyes closed, she began to lick and kiss his cock.

“Goddamn,” Aunt Jane said leaning over the bar to watch. “That’s some dick you got there.”

“You really her aunt?”

“Fuck yeah. My sister’s kid,” Aunt Jane said. “Takes after me, don’t you think?” She smiled her gap-toothed smile.

“No. She doesn’t.”

Aunt Jane laughed and headed down the bar.

Eddie smiled down at Lulu. “That’s good, honey. Think you can suck it a little?”

She moaned and opened wide. She took about an inch of the head in and sucked.

“Mmm, good girl. Suck it good. Use your tongue.”

She looked up at him with a hungry look and let her tongue stroke the underside of his glans.

He winked down at her. “A little more?”

She closed her eyes and slid another inch between her stretched lips.

“Yeah, just like that.”

She was stroking his shaft, and he could feel his precum pouring into her mouth.

Her eyes looked startled - she must have thought he had cum, but then she realized it was precum and settled back into her work.

He stroked her hair and then moved his hand to the back of her head.

She moaned around his cock and looked up at him pleading.

“Shh, relax.” He just held her against him, didn’t push deeper.

He felt her calm down. She started sucking and then he eased forward a little.

She moaned and let go of his cock. She pushed against his hips, trying to shove him away.

He let her and his cock slid out of her mouth with a wet pop. Her spit and his lube dripped down her chin.

“Sorry. I’m sorry. I just... I get scared.”

Somebody had used the girl, rough. Looking around the room he wasn’t surprised. “It’s okay.” He pulled her up to her feet and then sat her on a barstool.

He lifted her ankles and set them on his shoulders.

The hem of her dress slid up, exposing her shaved, wet pussy.

Eddie fumbled in his pocket for a condom.

Aunt Jane laid a foil pack on the bar in front of him. “On the house.”

He unbuttoned his jeans and let them fall to the floor. Then he ripped open the pack and took out the rubber. He handed it to Lulu. “Put that on me.”

She stretched it over the head of his dick and unrolled it down his length.

It was tight and it barely went halfway down his cock.

But, until Gwen gave him Ambrosia he wasn’t impervious to disease, and he had a feeling this girl was a walking petri dish.

She stared down at his dick with a terrified expression.

“I’ll go slow.”

“Don’t hurt me, okay?”

He grinned. “I won’t.”

Eddie rubbed his cock up and down the girl’s slit and she moaned each time he hit her clit.

He lined up with her hole and leaned forward.

“Fuck!” Lulu threw her head back as Eddie slid six inches inside her.

The girl was tight.

“Oh... wow,” she whispered.

He pressed forward a little more and felt the pressure of her cervix.

She gave him a panicked look and he pulled back a little.

“Just this much. Okay? You reach down there and hold my cock - that way I’ll know where I have to stop.”

“O... Okay,” she nodded.

Eddie started to stroke gently in and out.

Lulu cried out. “Big! Fuck! Big!” She lapsed into nonsense and her hand fell away from his cock.

Eddie did his best not to hit her cervix, but he fucked her hard nevertheless.

***

The chubby barmaid led Amy and Lorraine to a table at the end of the room.

A broad-shouldered man with salt and pepper hair looked Amy up and down.

“This is Meat,” the barmaid said. “He’s the leader. He gets you first.”

He smiled at Amy. “Now, what brings a pretty thing like you to this hell hole?”

Amy knew immediately: he wanted her. And, why wouldn’t he? She was a walking sex doll. She licked her lips. “Money. I’ve been a good girl for a long time, but my new pimp, Eddie, says I can make a lot of money with my body if I’m bad. What do you think?”

The words just came out. She didn’t have to think about it any more than she had to think about the pout to her lower lip or the way she presented her breasts.

Meat blinked and stared at her tits. His eyes trailed down her tummy to the almost transparent g-string under the even more transparent mini-skirt.

“I’ll leave you two to get better acquainted,” Lorraine said as she turned to a table of bikers behind her. She bent at the waist giving the men a view of her amazing cleavage.

Amy laughed and swatted Lorraine’s ass.

There were two other bikers at Meat’s table, and they were drinking in her body with their eyes almost as much as their leader was.

Meat slid back from the table and patted his lap.

Amy smiled and sat down on his lap, feeling something thick and hard pushing against her latex wrapped tush.

“What’s your name, honey?”

“Amy Lynn. Eddie says I could be a porn star with that name, what do you think?” She turned so her big tits were almost brushing Meat’s lips.

He laughed a low bass laugh. “Amy Lynn, that’s quite an act you got there.”

Amy giggled and leaned back against him. “It’s not all act.”

He pulled her to his lips, and she moaned into a kiss.

He smelled like beer and musk. It was a man smell, and it made her wet.

His hand found her big right breast. “Goddamn! They look fake, but fuck if they aren’t real!”

Amy laughed. “Squeeze them harder. I like it a little rough, Meat.”

He squeezed her boob hard and Amy moaned. It felt good to be handled. It felt good to be used. She had been nervous coming into this bar, but she felt the tension draining away.

This stranger wanted her and somehow that seemed... right.

Meat put his hand on her thigh, and Amy obediently spread her legs, offering him full access.

He didn’t disappoint her.

Meat slid his hand up the inside of her thigh, tugged the latex g-string to the side and pushed two fingers into her pussy.

“Ooo... I like that,” Amy whispered in his ear.

“You’re wet as sin down there.”

Amy nodded. “You can do anything to me you want, Meat. I’ll do anything you like. I’ll suck your cock. You can fuck me. You can fuck my ass, Meat, and I’ll moan like a whore for you the whole time. Just use me, okay? I really need that.”

“Fuck,” Meat whispered. He was staring into Amy’s eyes.

“I want you to fuck me, Meat. I want you to fuck me right now,” Amy whispered. She could feel her eyes throbbing and see the blue light reflected in Meat’s brown eyes.

He stood up and bent Amy over the table.

Her big breasts were crushed down on the cheap wooden tabletop.

Amy smiled as she felt him yank her g-string aside.

His thick cock pressed at her cunt and she pushed back, engulfing him.

“Fuck,” Meat repeated, and he sank balls deep in Amy’s pussy.

Amy stifled a laugh. His cock was at least four inches shorter than Eddie’s. To her, that was tiny now.

But, he made up for it in brute technique.

Meat pounded her, his thick cock touching nice places in her as he fucked her. She felt her orgasm growing - not so much from the small, nine-inch cock inside her, but from the fact she was being used and an entire room full of bikers was salivating over her.

She heard moaning nearby and caught sight of Lorraine.

The blonde was on a table on her hands and knees.

A burly biker with a red beard was fucking her from behind while Lorraine sucked off a younger man with a long, thin cock.

Amy turned and looked up into the smiling face of a man with gray hair sitting on the other side of her table..

“Goddamn, get some of this, Jack,” Meat said as he fucked her even harder.

The older man stood up and unzipped, hauling out a dick that looked like a flesh colored fire plug. He pushed it against Amy’s lips, and she sucked him in, letting him push deep.

“Fuck yeah!” Meat groaned.

Cum! He was cumming inside her!

He slapped her ass as he pumped into her.

He sat down hard in the chair, his cock sliding out of her.

The gray-haired man had his fingers in her hair, and he went even deeper in her throat.

“Okay, boys, come get some of Amy Lynn here,” Meat laughed.

An instant later, a hard cock probed at her cunt as the man in her mouth erupted.

Amy smiled as the unseen man fucked her hard and a new cock brushed her lips.

*** 

“God! God! God!” Lulu chanted as Eddie took her over the edge again. Her little body convulsed, and Eddie smiled as her cunt milked his new tool.

“Nuh... No more. Cum. Please cum. I can’t take any more,” Lulu mumbled. They had been fucking for over a half hour.

“Nonsense, you can take much more.”

Eddie was startled as Gwen Kincaid sat down beside Lulu on a barstool.

Gwen smiled at him and put her hand on Lulu’s temple.

The girl’s eyes rolled back in her head.

“Lulu, huh? Now, that’s a white trash name. Capable little whore.”

Eddie was close to cumming. “I... didn’t think you... were coming here....”

“Lulu, dear, isn’t Eddie the most amazing fuck of your life?”

“God, yes! I think I love him,” Lulu said with a smile.

Eddie glared at Gwen. “Cut that shit out. Don’t you make her fall in love with me.”

Gwen laughed. “You have made quite an impression on the little thing. But, you really were smart to wear the condom. Herpes is the most minor of the STDs she knows she has.”

“What are you doing here, Gwen?”

Gwen smiled.

***

Amy was lost in a beautiful pink fog of fucking.

Lorraine had been right: the bikers didn’t care if they were fucking a clean pussy or not.

Amy hadn’t been given the opportunity to use the Cunt Clean again.

The man in her mouth shot a stream of jizz down her throat and she winked up at him.

She had lost count of how many men had used her.

The man in her pussy spasmed and came.

He staggered away to make room for the next.

A strong hand caressed her ass. 

“Unnh, sweetheart? You can use the douche bottle on me to clean out my pussy if you like. It’s in my purse.”

A moment later, she felt the curved nozzle slide into her well used hole.

The lukewarm liquid filled her.

Her new lover pulled the Cunt Clean bottle out of her snatch and the liquid gushed out and down her thighs.

She felt his big cock pushing at her pussy. “Mmm, yeah, up and down, just like that. I like it when you take your time.”

He lined up with her hole and slowly pushed inside.

Thick. Nice and thick and... long.

Amy opened her eyes. This was the biggest cock yet and it just kept sliding deeper! “Oh, baby, yes! So nice and big. I love it. Jesus fuck, how much do you have, honey?”

The man answered by slapping her ass hard.

“Aiggh! Fuck... yeah. I like that.”

Slap, this time on the other cheek.

“Ooo...” He was deep, really deep! “Eddie? Honey?”

“No.”

Amy’s eyes bulged.

She looked over her shoulder.

Chad was frowning at her as he fed more and more of his cock into her.

“Chad?!” She felt her body begin to revert, felt her breasts growing smaller along with her ass. She was turning back into Amy.

Chad slapped her ass even harder. “Don’t you fucking dare. I want Amy Lynn. I want Amy the slut. You gave her to all these motherfuckers, so you can damn well give her to me.”

Amy shivered and her body reformed back into Amy Lynn. She arched her back. “Chad? Did Gwen do this to you?”

“My cock? You mean my big cock, Amy?” He began to thrust.

“Unnh! Yes! Chad, she didn’t tell me...”

“Shut up. You wanted to be a whore? Be one.”

“Y... Yes, Chad. I’m sorry. I’m so sorry.”

“Stop talking.” He slid all the way out. “Jesus, are those your rings, Amy?!”

“Yes. Chad. I’m sorry. Gwen said I had to...”

He yanked on the clit ring and Amy moaned. “Not enough you’re fucking that goddamned pimp, but now you made our rings into a joke? Fuck you, Amy.”

She heard a pinging sound - Chad had tossed his own ring across the crowded bar.

Amy sobbed. “We need to talk...”

“Later.”

Amy gasped as he pressed his huge cock against her asshole. “What?! No, Chad, don’t you want my pussy?”

“I want your tight ass, Amy. Just the way I fucked it a couple of nights ago...”

“What?! But, that wasn’t you. Eddie said...”

“I fucked you in the ass, Amy. I did. Amy Lynn gave me your ass and I loved it. But, now?” He pushed forward and Amy’s asshole opened. Six inches slid up her butt. “Now, I can go a lot deeper.”

Amy gasped as his huge cock surged into her until his massive balls slapped against her cunt.

“Aiggh! Oh, Chad! So... big...”

He fucked her slowly. “Tell me, Amy. You like fucking all those men?”

“N... no... Chad... please.”

He slapped her ass. “Don’t you fucking lie to me!”

“Yes! Yes, goddamn it! Yes...”

He fucked her harder. “What about now? You like me fucking your ass?”

“Yes, Chad,” she whispered. “I do. I love it, Chad.”

Chad stroked the small of her back as he fucked her. “You don’t want to be my wife anymore? Fine. But, I’m taking this ass as payment.”

Amy bit her lower lip. “Unnh... harder? Please? Fuck me harder?”

***

Gwen held Lulu’s face still as Eddie jerked off. “All over her face and those little tits, Eddie. She loves that, don’t you, Lulu?”

“Yesss,” Lulu whispered. Her eyes were a million miles away, and Eddie could only guess what Gwen was doing to the whore’s mind.

Whatever she was doing, it was sexy as fuck.

Eddie felt his climax rising. “Oh, baby, here it comes.”

He shot a long thick stream directly into the little blonde’s mouth and then put the second on her upper lip.

A few seconds later, Lulu was covered from face to tits in glistening cum.

Eddie staggered back.

“Mmm,” Gwen said. “What do you think, Lulu?”

The girl swallowed. “Cummy is yummy,” she said in a high-pitched voice.

Gwen laughed. “Yes, it is.” She leaned down and kissed the girl’s cum covered lips. “Would you like to come home with me tonight, sweetheart? I can make everything better. I can make you clean and healthy, and I can fill that hollow place inside you so that you’ll be happy forever and ever. Would you like that, Lulu?”

“Mmm, yes. That sounds wonderful,” Lulu whispered dreamily.

“You need a new name. Hmm? Lurid Lulu? No, Luscious Lulu, that’s it. Come home with me and I’ll make you Luscious Lulu.”

She nodded slowly “Okay.”

Gwen rotated Lulu around on the barstool and laid her head on the bar. “For now, sleep.”

The girl passed out on the bar top.

***

There was a crowd of bikers, their girls, and bar maids standing in a circle around Chad and Amy.

A few people cheered them on, but most were silent, not believing the brutal ass fucking the redhead was taking. 

Amazingly, she seemed to be loving it.

Amy ground her hips against Chad, loving the way he dominated her. There was no pain - maybe she couldn’t feel pain from being fucked any more, no matter the hole.

She could remember the ass fuckings she had experienced before. Getting fucked in the ass turned her on because it was so nasty, but physically it had just hurt.

Now, it felt just as good in her ass as in her pussy.

The things Gwen had done to her had changed her inside and out.

“Oh, God, baby, yes! So good, Chad. Fuck me harder. Punish me, Chad! I want you to.”

Chad was silent, moving like a machine, in and out, in and out.

Did he still love her? Could he? He wanted her, and that at least made Amy happy. It fulfilled her to know she was satisfying him.

But, the guilt still ate at her. Coupled with his silence as he fucked her, Amy wondered where this would end.

“Squeeze my cock with your ass,” Chad grunted. “Amy Lynn knew how to do that. You can too, slut.”

Amy quivered inside at the word.

Oh, her Chad was gone. He would never call her a slut. Never. She squeezed him as he pulled back, trying to keep him there.

“Yeah, that’s right. Keep doing that.”

She loosened as he thrust forward and clenched as he pulled back.

“Gonna cum,” Chad growled.

‘Yes, baby, cum...”

He yanked his cock out of her ass.

“No! Chad! Fuck me!”

He spun her onto her back and pulled her off the table and onto the floor.

She sat down in a pool of cum from the dozens of men who had taken her before.

“Suck, bitch.”

Amy’s eyes bulged. “But... Chad... It was in my... butt.”

He grabbed her hair. “Suck. Me. Now.”

She opened her mouth and his thick cock pushed inside.

So much bigger than before! Not that it mattered to her - she loved his cock before. But, now?

Oh, fuck, she had to admit it to herself: his and Eddie’s cocks were twins.

She looked up in his eyes as his cock pushed into her throat.

So what if it had been in her ass? The look on his face made her delirious with happiness.

And, a moment later when he went stiff and poured cum down her throat? She was in heaven.

***

“What the actual fuck?!” Eddie growled.

Across the room, Boy Scout was face fucking Amy.

Eddie did a double take: Boy Scout now had a thirteen-inch cock just like Eddie’s.

Gwen laughed beside him.

“Goddamn you! You told me she was mine! What the fuck, Gwen?”

“What did you think, Eddie? I was just going to give you that beautiful sex kitten to use any way you saw fit?” Gwen asked.

Eddie balled up his fists and took a step toward where Amy was drinking down Chad’s spunk to a cheering crowd.

“No, Eddie,” Gwen said. “You made your case. She knows who you are. She knows you love her. Now, it’s up to her. Chad gets to plead his case as well.” She tapped his fist with an index finger. “Also, he will kick your ass all over this bar and leave you a bloody pulp, if he doesn’t kill you outright. Leave them alone.”

Eddie looked at the floor. “Goddamn it.”

She hugged him. “Eddie. It has to be her choice. She hasn’t made it yet. You and Chad are human, Amy isn’t. Not anymore. What she wants is more important than what either you or Chad want.”

“Yeah. Story of my goddamned life...”

A few tables away, Lorraine was riding cowboy on a thick biker cock. “Fuck, yeah... oh, my God, I think I’ve found my favorite new bar!” She moved faster, grinding on his cock.

“Baby, you can ride me anytime you want. Fuck, come get on my bike and I’ll keep you satisfied all the fucking time,” the biker said.

“Mmm, gonna cum!” She went stiff and shook.

The biker threw back his head and cried out at the same time.

White cum leaked down his cock from her fresh filled pussy.

Lorraine clung to him for a moment. Then she pulled herself off his dick and got to her feet as a stream of cum fell on the floor. She caressed his stubbled cheek. “Tempting. But, I have a life, honey. I might see you again sometime.”

He grabbed her wrist as she started to walk away.

“Uh, oh,” Gwen said.

Lorraine smiled and jerked her wrist to the left.

Something snapped.

The biker howled in pain - his right hand hung limp at the wrist with a broken bone bulging under the skin.

In the back of the room, two bikers were trying to pull Chad off Amy.

He spun and decked one of them.

Gwen looked across the room at a skanky brunette standing by the jukebox. “C-24.”

The skank’s eyes glazed over. 

Then she turned and pushed buttons on the jukebox.

“Ballroom Blitz” by Sweet blared from the speakers.

Gwen smiled. “...and the man in the back said everyone attack,” she whispered.

All the bikers in the room trembled as if they had all taken a chill at once. Then they looked at each other and the fists began to fly.

Gwen smiled as the bar erupted in violence - biker against biker. Lorraine, Chad, and Amy were left alone. They seemed to be in the eye of the storm as they walked toward Gwen and Eddie.

Eddie stared in disbelief as the bikers attacked each other in a blind rage.

Gwen took Lorraine’s hand as she got close. “Time to leave, I think.”

“So soon? I barely came a dozen times. I’m just getting warmed up,” Lorraine said with a wink.

“Slut,” Gwen giggled.

“Whore.”

Gwen kissed her tenderly. “Take Eddie home - I drove your car here.” She handed Lorraine her keys.

“Cool. Come on lover boy, you can cry on my shoulder.”

Eddie stared daggers at Chad.

Chad caught sight of him, and he clenched his fists.

Bodies were falling all around him and Amy as the biker armageddon continued.

Eddie took a step toward Chad.

“No!” Gwen said. “Go with Lorraine. Now! And, give me your keys.”

Eddie spun around, his body no longer under his control. He put the keys in Gwen’s hand and followed Lorraine to the front door.

Aunt Jane emerged from behind the bar with a sawed-off shotgun. “Goddamn it! Knock this shit off you shitheads!”

“No, no,” Gwen said. “No weapons.”

Aunt Jane went rigid. Eyes glaze, she opened the breach of the shotgun and ejected the shells before throwing it behind the bar.

She turned and punched one of her barmaids square in the mouth. And, with that, the women in the bar started fighting as well.

Chad and Amy reached Gwen.

Amy clung to Chad. “Are they... are they going to kill each other?”

“No,” Gwen laughed. “Don’t be silly. They’ll stop pounding on each other as soon as we leave.” She took Amy’s hand. “Come on you two.”

Gwen looked toward the bar where Lulu still lay with her head on the bar, oblivious to the carnage going on around her. “Lulu, honey? Time to go home. I have so many delicious things in store for you.”

Lulu stretched and yawned.

She smiled sleepily at Gwen and followed them out of the bar.

***

Chad and Amy rode in silence in the backseat as Gwen drove back along the dark road.

Gwen had stripped Lulu naked in the parking lot and dumped her torn cocktail dress in the trash before they left.

Now the skinny girl lay curled in a ball in the front passenger seat. Her head was on Gwen's lap.

The top of Gwen's dress was open, her big breasts free. She had removed the nipple clamp from her right breast, and Lulu was contentedly nursing while Gwen drove.

Chad watched from the backseat, wondering what the witch was doing to the girl between the breast milk and whatever telepathy she was broadcasting into the woman's brain.

Whatever it was, Lulu was rubbing herself furiously, orgasming every few minutes with squirms and giggles.

Amy was curled into a ball herself. She was on the opposite side of the backseat from Chad with her face turned toward the window. Her breath fogged the glass.

As soon as they left the bar, she had taken on her 'normal' form. The bright red hair and G cup breasts were now Amy red and C cups, her buttocks slim. The latex outfit Gwen had given her had its own magic: it had shrunk down to conform to her thinner shape.

Chad felt numb.

He hadn't thought himself capable of dominating her the way he had in the bar. He was simultaneously ashamed and excited.

He had treated his wife like a cheap slut, and she had loved it. Amy had begged for more. More degradation, more firmness from his hand. She had even sucked his cock after he pulled it from her well fucked ass and swallowed his cum with a smile.

Now, she trembled and shook in the car - her outfit not made for a cool night.

Chad sighed. He should leave. As soon as they got back to the farm, he should tell her goodbye and simply walk away. This wasn't his Amy. This was some hybrid of Amy and Amy Lynn - a self-loathing slut.

She had fucked Eddie with abandon - cuckold. That's what Chad was now. Even after he fucked her brains out, Chad was still a cuckold.

He needed to leave. Maybe he could tell Gwen to pull over and let him walk. Just walk away and not look back.

Instead, he reached over and took Amy's hand.

She jumped and looked at him, her cold hand trembling. She looked in his eyes and sobbed.

"Come here," he whispered.

She turned and made herself small in his arms, shivering and crying. "I'm sorry. I'm so sorry."

"I know." He rocked her gently as she cried.

"I can't help it. I know it's wrong, Chad. I just can't stop," she whispered.

He glared in the rearview mirror at Gwen. She smiled back at him.

"I know you can't. Gwen and I had a long talk about what they did to you." He could kill the smiling witch in the rearview mirror.

"I know you could. I don't blame you," Gwen said gently.

He shivered. Having her in his head was terrifying. He looked at Amy instead.

She looked up at him as she cried. "You... You should leave me, Chad. I can't stop even if I wanted to."

"And, you don't want to, do you?"

Her lip trembled as she looked away. "Don't hate me, Chad. Please don't."

He turned her to face him and brushed her hair away from her wet eyes. "I don't. I did for awhile. But, I don't now."

She laid her head on his chest.

"Do you want me to leave?" He asked.

Amy sat up. "You... no... you need to, Chad. I can't be your wife anymore. God, why would you want me?"

"But, you don't want me to leave?"

"I... Chad... I don't know. I'm so confused."

Chad sighed and said what he knew he was going to say from the beginning. "I’ll stay with you. I'll help you be... this. I can do what that scumbag does. You don't need him."

She blinked. "Eddie? Oh, Chad, no. You're nothing like him. You couldn't..."

"Sell you? Haggle with johns on a price to fuck you?" He sighed. "If that's what it takes to stay with you, I would do that."

Amy shook her head. "You couldn't do that. You love me, Chad. How could you do that? I know you better..."

"Obviously, you don't. I promised to be with you till death do us part. Good times and bad... Jesus... this is definitely the bad, Amy. If you tell me you want me to stay? I'll stay."

"You liked it too, didn't you?" She looked away. "Fucking me. Like an animal? Using me. You liked it. Tell me."

"Yes. I loved fucking you in front of all those people."

She looked at him, half-astonished.

"Part of it was angry fucking. I was so pissed at you. But... there is no one I can imagine spending my life with other than you, Amy."

"Oh, Chad!" She went around his neck and held on tight.

"Hang on. I'm not done."

Amy sat back with a worried look.

"If I stay? He goes. Eddie Delacroix gets the fuck out of our lives."

Amy looked into the rearview toward Gwen.

"Don't look at her," Chad said. "She already said if you choose me, Eddie can leave."

"I have to choose?" Amy whispered.

"Yeah, you do."

***

"Stop the fucking car!" Eddie said. They were a few miles ahead of Chad and Amy.

Lorraine pulled off the road and onto an old dirt lane.

The tires scrunched across the gravel and Eddie flung the Tesla's door open. He jumped out and stalked away from the car.

"Goddamn it!" He screamed into the night.

Lorraine opened her door and got out slowly.

Eddie paced back and forth along the dark roadside.

"Might help to talk about it," Lorraine said as she leaned against the sleek nose of the car.

"No, it sure as fuck won't." Eddie said. He stared into the darkness, hands in the back pockets of his jeans.

"Try me. I'm pretty good."

"What the fuck do I care, Lorraine?! Why do I care? So, that stuck up bitch chose her husband over me? So fucking what? I can fuck anybody I want. Fuck that, I can be a goddamned porn star with this cock. I don't need that goddamned Wendy Whitebread in my life."

"No, you don't," Lorraine said with a smile.

"Goddamned right I don't." He hung his head. "I got options now. I can be somebody. I can be anybody I want."

"Who do you want to be, Eddie?"

"I sure don't want to be her fucking boyfriend."

"Of course not, that would be pathetic."

He turned and looked at her.

"And, you're not pathetic. Not Eddie Delacroix. He's tough. He can't get his heart broken," Lorraine said with the same pleasant smile.

"No. I can't get my heart broken."

"I mean, why would you? Every time you open up to someone, let someone in? They just disappoint you. They leave, don't they, Eddie?"

He stared at her in the moonlight.

"Everytime you fall in love? They leave. That happens enough times in your life and you shut that part of yourself off. Nobody can hurt Eddie Delacroix, can they? Not anymore. Eddie the hustler. Eddie the schemer."

He looked at the ground.

Lorraine walked to him. "Only... you did let her in. Let her get close. You love her, Eddie."

He shook his head. "Doesn't matter. I can't compete with..."

"Someone good? Someone decent. You envy him, don't you?"

"Fuck no."

"Lie to me if you want, that doesn't matter, Eddie. But, do you really want to con yourself?"

He turned around. "Goddamn it."

She rubbed his shoulders.

"She made me want to be a better person, Lorraine. She made me want to be a man. First time in my life, I thought, you know fucked up as this is? I thought, maybe..."

"She would love you."

He sighed. "Doesn't matter any more."

Lorraine hugged him. "Oh, sweetie, it matters." She held him in the moonlight. "Don't give up. I'm rooting for you."

***

Gwen carried the delirious Lulu through the front door. She was moaning and writhing in Gwen's arms.

"Shh, sleep now," Gwen whispered.

Lulu went limp in her arms and Gwen carried her to the stairs.

"What are you going to do to her?" Chad asked.

"Follow me and I'll show you," Gwen said as she carried her downstairs.

Amy leaned against Chad as they followed.

Chad looked up.

Eddie was on the stairs to the second floor looking down at them.


They locked eyes for a moment.

Amy looked up. "No. Please don't. Don't hurt him, Chad."

"Stay away from us, Delacroix. Stay far away," Chad said.

Amy tugged Chad toward the basement stairs.

Eddie turned and went back to the second floor.

"You need to tell him," Chad said as they went downstairs to the basement.

Amy swallowed hard. "I... When I decide. I'll say something then."

Chad touched her arm. "Hey, hold up. When you decide?! You mean you haven't?"

She pulled away. "No. But, I will. Soon. Tomorrow."

She preceded him down the stairs.

He stared at her open mouthed for a moment and then followed.

Gwen had laid Lulu on an operating table and the robot arms descended from the ceiling.

She caressed the naked girl's face. "SlutzNet? Medical diagnostics on subject Lulu."

"Scanning," the voice called from the ceiling.

Instruments buzzed around the girl on their robotic arms. Syringes slid into her skin, drawing blood while other devices probed her mouth, her pussy, her anus.

All the while, the girl slept motionless. The only movement the steady rise and fall of her thin ribcage.

"Subject Lulu. Weight: 95 pounds. Height: 5'3". Measurements: 30A-17-27. Age: 23. Heart defects. Lungs operating at 75% due to smoking and vaping. Evidence of heavy drug use: crack cocaine, methamphetamine, heroin, cannabis. Liver damage from excessive drinking. Chlamydia and Gonorrhea in secondary stages. Herpes, HPV, and early stages of HIV. Computed IQ: 101."

Gwen looked away and wiped away a tear. "You wanted to know what horrible things I was doing to her in the car, Chad? I was erasing 23 years of torturous memories that plagued her every time she tried to close her eyes. I spent the entire trip trying to undo the mental damage of a drug addicted mother dropping her off to live with a whore of an aunt who wasn't a monster but sure as hell wasn't a mother replacement either."

Chad shook his head. "What are you going to do with her?"

Gwen laughed. "Oh, make her into something the Church needs - something immoral and sick." She stroked the girl's hair. "And, while I'm turning her from a whore into a... whore, I'm going to fix her heart, her lungs, her liver. I'm going to cure her drug and alcohol addiction. I'm going to cure the diseases that riddle her tiny body and transform her into a living, breathing sex goddess with an innocent, sweet personality and a cotton candy brain and, God willing, she will never know another instant of unhappiness as long as she lives."

"Doesn't change what you did to us, Gwen. Doesn't make up for it," Chad spat.

Amy squeezed his hand.

"No, it doesn't. What I do for her is a mercy, and what we did to you is a curse. I know that, Chad. I can tell you I'm sorry, but honestly? The hell that is coming, Chad? You have no idea what is on its way. There will come a day when you will know this curse saved you both."

***

The sun rose, but Gwen did not stir from her bed. She slept spooned between Alex behind her and Lita in front.

She smiled feeling Alex's lips on her neck. "Hold me. Please?" She whispered.

Alex pulled her close and Lita stirred a little, snuggling back against Gwen.

"Talk to me," Alex whispered.

"It's getting harder. Doing this. I see Chad and Amy and I just don't know, Alex."

"They were a mistake. You're trying to fix it."

"Maybe I should have just blasted their personalities away? They're in so much pain."

"Life is pain, Gwen."

"But, it doesn't have to be, not with us. We can undo pain. That girl last night? I fixed her, Alex."

He smiled at her and kissed her neck. "Yes, you did. But, Chad and Amy, they don't want you to take away their pain, babe. They want you to let them decide what to do, and you're doing that."

Gwen laughed. "With a heaping helping of cruelty along the way. Alex, I got off making Chad watch while Eddie fucked Amy. I felt his heart break, and I didn't care."

"Yes, you did care. You care right now. You wanted him to understand what Amy had become."

"Oh, he understands it now. God, they both hate me. All three of them after I brought Chad back into the picture."

"It's done. It's in her hands now. She'll decide and life will go on."

"I... I might fix whoever gets left behind, Alex. I don't want them going off alone. That's the right thing to do, isn't it?"

Alex smiled. "You don't need my input on that. I would never second guess my beautiful, genius, goddess of a wife." 

He nuzzled her neck and she laughed.

"Me neither," Lita said sleepily. "Can we fuck? I'm horny." She turned around and kissed Gwen, her tongue snaking into the witch's mouth.

"I'm a little horny myself," Alex laughed. He pressed his huge cock against Gwen's pussy from behind.

She moaned into Lita's mouth as he surged into her moist depths.

Lita pulled back from the kiss and smiled. "Finally. You two talk way too much." She winked and spun around on the bed.

An instant later she was tonguing Gwen's pierced clit while Alex fucked her.

"Oh, yes!" Gwen moaned.

Lita swung her crotch around, putting her pussy inches from Gwen's face. Lita took a long, manicured nail and pointed insistently at her wet, pink pussy.

Gwen laughed and pulled the girl's hips forward, tasting the musky deliciousness of her wife's cunt while her husband fucked her cares away.

***

Amy left Chad asleep in the big four post bed. He had held her all night, and for that little while she felt ‘normal’.

She stood naked in front of the full-length mirror. She blinked and her eyes went electric blue. Cupping her breasts, she felt them grow. She watched as her hips widened and her waist narrowed.

Her hair went bright red in the morning sunlight.

She reached down and caressed her clit ring.

Not normal. Not anymore.

Fuck normal. She smiled. She needed to fuck.

She looked at Chad, sleeping on his back. The sheets tented over his morning wood. She wanted nothing more than to slide under those sheets and fuck.

Instead, she pulled on a silk robe she had found in the dresser. It barely contained her supernatural curves.

She went into the hallway and paused outside the master bedroom door.

The sounds of lovemaking drifted to her ears.

She smiled, thinking of Gwen and Alex and their wife. Was Lorraine in there as well? Maybe... her hand hesitated over the door handle.

She sighed and turned away.

No. She needed a clear head. There were things to decide.

She went downstairs and turned left.

The smell of coffee made her smile.

Eddie was standing at the kitchen sink, a cup of coffee in his hand.

Amy startled him.

“Oh... I didn’t think anybody else was up.” He pointed at the coffeemaker. “I made a pot. Not much good at it, tastes a little like battery acid.”

“I’m sure it’s fine.” She poured a cup and added cream and sugar.

Eddie laughed. “Want some coffee with that cream?”

“Mmm, I love it creamy,” she said and licked her lips.

Eddie turned away quickly.

Jesus, Amy thought. I can’t turn it off even when I try. “Sorry. It’s like the words just come out that way now. I can’t help it.”

“You don’t have to apologize. Especially to me, Amy. You never have to apologize to me.” He poured the remains of his coffee in the sink and rinsed the cup. “So, you and Boy Scout? Guess you two are back together?”

“‘Boy Scout’ has a name, it’s Chad.”

“Sorry, see you ain’t the only one who can’t control what they say.”

“No,” Amy said.

“No what?”

“Chad and I are not back together,” she said as she drank her coffee.

“Oh... I thought...” His eyes sparkled in the morning sun.

And, that look made Amy smile a little inside. “I have to decide between the two of you.”

“Oh... okay.” He took a step toward her.

She held up her hand. “We can talk, but nothing else. This is the biggest decision of my life, and I am going to make it with my head, not my pussy. God knows she’s turned into a very demanding bitch, but she’s going to have to take a time out.”

“Umm... I understand that. I do.” He seemed to be searching for words. And, then he just blurted it out. “I love you. I’ve been in love with you since I met you. Took me a while to understand that...”

“Eddie...”

“No, please let me say this, ‘cause I don’t think I’ll be able to say it again. You... you make me want to be better than I am, Amy. Only person who ever made me want that. You’re contagious, you know? It’s like you have a light inside you - and, it warms everything you are around. I thank you for that, Amy. No matter what you decide, you made me better.” He sighed and then laughed. “God, I sound...” He paused and Amy could see his eyes beginning to shine.

“Pathetic?” She asked with a smile.

He laughed. “Yeah. Definitely pathetic.”

“No, you’re not, Eddie. You are not pathetic. I think you’re pretty amazing. And, I love you too.”

He looked at her for a moment and then smiled.

She finished her coffee and handed her mug to him. “I have a lot to think about.” 

She turned and left the kitchen.

***

The girl in the basement’s name was Luscious Lulu.

She knew that because, in the mirror, it was tattooed across her back in gothic letters, but if she concentrated real hard? The letters would fade away, leaving her skin clear and tanned.

She was still Lulu. She knew everything Lulu knew, remembered everyone Lulu remembered. Her mom had been an addict and had abandoned her. That had been painful before, but now a voice whispered in her head and said, “Sometimes people are sick, and they have to go out of our lives. Remember you love them, but know their journey is not your own.”

Lulu had a Barbie Doll when she was a girl. It was the only thing she brought with her to Aunt Jane’s. That doll was pretty and completely, anatomically impossible.

Only now? So was Lulu.

She was standing in electric pink high heels that looked like ballerina shoes in the front but were seven-inch heels in the back. She was walking on her toes, but it totes didn’t hurt at all and she was really, really graceful in them!

Her tanned, long legs just went up and up for miles, and her tush was firm and tight and round. Her tummy was flat, and her waist was teensy, even teensier than when she had been skinny Lulu.

And, her titties were e-normous! She turned left and right looking at herself in the mirror. They were super sensitive and a little leaky.

“Let me help you, sweetie,” Gwen said. She held up these bubble gum pink plastic stars with clamps on them.

“Where do those go?” Lulu asked. Her new voice was so syrupy and sweet, it was like she was made out of spun sugar!

Gwen gently clipped them to Lulu’s big nipples. The girl giggled, but the leaking stopped. “You have to be careful with your milk, it’s called Ambrosia, and it will make people go insane with lust.”

“I know, Gwen. I paid real good attention to the video you had me watch.”

“Oh, such a good girl.” She ran her fingers through Lulu’s long, thick honey blonde hair. “So pretty.”

Lulu beamed, perfect white teeth in a dazzling smile behind plump, perfect lips. Her big blue eyes sparkled.

“Okay, honey, tell me: what do you say if somebody wants to give you drugs?”

“Yuck! I don’t use drugs. They make you stupid! Why would I need drugs?”

“Good girl. Pretty and smart.”

“Are you my fairy godmother?”

Gwen teared up. “You know? Maybe I am.”

“I knew it!”

Gwen stroked the girl’s arm. “Lulu? Are you happy?”

She giggled. “Of course! I’m totes happy, Gwen!”

Gwen touched her face. “Who are you?”

“Luscious Lulu. Whore Caste. Designation: Street Whore. I’m bisexual, very oral, and I love kinky, kinky sex. I can be a submissive...” Her voice dropped an octave and took on a smoky, sultry tone. “Or, I can be a dominant and make you scream.” She blinked and her voice returned to bubblegum sweetness. “I’m skilled in most sexual activities...”

“Lulu, what do you do if someone wants to hurt you?”

She blinked. “Hurt me how?”

“Let’s say someone wants to hit you hard, not play? Or, if they wanted to do physical damage to you?”

“I would tell them no.” She smiled sweetly.

“And, if they didn’t listen?”

“I’d make them stop.”

“How?”

“I would restrain them.”

Gwen nodded. “And, if that didn’t work?”

“I would break their fingers.”

“And, if they still didn’t stop?”

“I would break their arm. And, then I would take them to a White Witch or Whoremaster to have them adjusted.”

“And, you know what that means?”

“Make them happy so they won’t want to hurt anybody anymore.”

Gwen put her hands on Lulu’s face. “Oh, wow, you are just cute as a button.”

Lulu smiled and blushed a little.

Gwen kissed her and Lulu melted a little - Gwen was totes hot!

“Here,” Gwen said. She held up a cute, cute, cute pink mini-skirt and rubbed it on Lulu’s arm.

Lulu squealed in delight - the slick feeling of the mini-skirt sent an electric current right to her clitty! “What... is that?”

“Latex,” Gwen said with a smile. “You like the way it feels?”

Lulu stared open mouthed at the slick skirt. “Yes! Can I wear it?”

“Of course, I have a whole outfit for you.” She held up a matching pink halter top.

Lulu jumped up and down, her big tits bouncing.

***

Gwen stepped away as Lulu pulled the tight skirt up her strong legs and then pulled on the halter top.

Chad and Amy stood a few feet away and watched.

“I can’t believe she’s the same girl,” Amy said.

Gwen smiled. “Amazing, huh?”

Chad shook his head. “She’s still a slave.”

Gwen sighed. “It’s never going to be perfect, Chad. Without this? Lulu wouldn’t have lasted six more months. She would have OD’d or died from disease complications or drank herself to death.” She pointed at the towering bimbo as she struggled to fit J cup breasts into tight latex, dancing on her toes in fetish heels no human woman could have managed. “She’s happy for the first time in her life. Is she a slave? Yes. But, do you think anyone is going to mistreat her? She can lift a car, Chad. And, she won’t kill, but she will gladly break bones to protect herself.”

“Gwen?” Lulu asked. “I can’t get this silly clasp to work right.” She was struggling to close the quick release on the halter for her breasts.

“You have to twist, honey,” Gwen said as she went back to the girl.

Chad looked at Amy. “You understand how sick this is, right?”

Amy sighed. “Are you hard?”

“What?!”

“Are you hard, Chad?”

Chad stared at her. “What does that...”

Amy reached out and grasped her dick through his jeans.

“Jesus!”

“Hard. You want to fuck. Don’t you?”

“What does that have to do with anything?”

Amy squeezed his dick harder. “It has everything to do with it. She’s not human anymore, Chad. She has an insatiable desire to please, to fuck. I know, because I’m not human anymore either.” She pointed at Lulu. “I want to have sex with her, Chad. I want to lie down on that floor with her and eat her pretty pink pussy until she fucking squirts all over my face. Then I want to go with her back to that bar and 69 the fuck out of her while every man in the place fucks us both in every hole we have.”

Chad just stared at her.

“You’re still human and that horrifies you. But, this hard fucking cock of yours? Not quite human anymore. It knows what it wants. Same as I do. You don’t think she’s better off?! Fuck you, Chad. Do you think that if Gwen had said, ‘Honey, I’d like to cure you and make you feel like a goddess. I want to make you happy and make you immortal. I want to make you into someone who is absolutely fucking adored and wanted and lusted after. And, I want to make you enjoy it and love everybody and, Jesus Christ, I want to make you love yourself?’ Do you fucking think that Lulu would have turned it down?! Only an insane person would turn that down.”

She let go of his dick and grabbed his shirt. “I love you. I fucking love you, Chad. But, I thank God for what they did to me! I am free, Chad. And, I love this version of me. I love that I can make people happy - yes, I know that sickens you, but I won’t be controlled by that anymore.” She nodded toward Gwen as she finally corralled the grinning bimbo’s tits. “She saved me, her and Lisa. My only regret is your pain, and I am sorry for that. But, don’t ask me to hate what I am now. I won’t.”

She turned and left the basement, leaving Chad to watch her climb the stairs.

***

Downtown Ithaca

There were worse people in Randall's employ, Leslie thought. She was still high and a little loopy from the heroin, but, Penny, Randall's musclebound henchman, was being gentle with her.

Penny had taken a liking to her, maybe because she hadn't been revolted by Penny's face.

He looked like he had been through a meat grinder. Someone had knocked his front teeth out, and his face was cut up like someone had put him through a plate glass window.

Leslie hadn't seen her friends since yesterday when the three of them had come to Randall to try to score some drugs and get some forgiveness on their debt. The debt hadn't been forgiven, but they were definitely working on it. As a matter of fact, the drugs were now free - well, sort of free.

She had heard the term 'crack whore' all her life, but she never imagined she would be one. Heroin whore was the technical term, and she would do anything for it.

Anything.

Penny was monopolizing her time, making sure she got her fix on time and fucking her brains out the rest of the time. He liked her big tits and blonde hair.

But, she worried about her other two friends. They were somewhere in the big hotel, probably enjoying the heroin and learning to work same as her.

She started panicking when Penny led her out the back door of the hotel.

She had tried to go back inside, but Penny had pushed her to her knees and made her suck him off.

Leslie wasn't stupid. She knew where her candy came from, and Penny was the candy man.

She giggled as she sucked his thick cock in the filthy alley: Penny candy... she laughed as he pushed into her throat and almost choked her.

"The fuck is so funny?" Penny mumbled.

Leslie just sucked and giggled.

His thin cum gushed into her mouth and she swallowed.

Penny liked it when she swallowed.

He could be mean if she spit it out like the first time.

Real mean.

He wiped his cock off on her cheek then stuffed it back in his pants. "Come on, slut. We're going for a ride."

"Huh?" Leslie asked sleepily. "Where we goin', Penny?"

"Takin’ that little college girl ass down to Philly. You're gonna be on that street by tonight, sweet cheeks. Make some money for your new daddy down there."

"No!" She whined. "I want to stay with you, Penny. Is it time for my shot?"

Penny laughed. "Not yet. I'll give it to you in the car on the way."

"'Kay." Part of her wanted to scream. She shouldn't get in that car. If he took her out of town, she might never find her way back.

He opened the back door on a big SUV and pushed her into the backseat. She lay down on her back and he slid her across the seat.

Penny smiled down at her as he leaned in above her.

Then, something weird happened.

This big hand, bigger than Penny's face, came down on the top of Penny's head. There was a huge shape behind him.

Penny went flying backward with an 'Oof!'.

"Penny?" Leslie asked.

A woman leaned over her. She had a beautiful face and long brown hair. She was wearing a white latex halter top. The woman in white touched her forehead. "Sleep, angel."

And, Leslie went to sleep.

***

Clay sat behind the glass partition at the hotel front desk.

It took him a few seconds to understand what he was seeing.

Penny had flown across the room backward and upside down, head down, feet in the air. He had sailed from the direction of the front door, and he hit the far wall. The wall dissolved in a shower of old lathe and plaster as Penny continued on into the back room before crumpling to the floor.

Clay stood up and turned to the side, trying to see the front door.

He heard some of the girls screaming.

And, then Delia stepped in front of the glass partition.

Only, it couldn't have been Delia. This woman was beautiful and stacked, dressed like a fetish dominatrix complete with a whip on her belt. Her long blonde hair was in a ponytail down her back and pulled back severely from her smiling face.

"Hi, Clay," she said.

"D... Delia?"

She winked.

And, then she swung a huge sledgehammer right at the glass, and it exploded in a shower of safety glass.

Clay covered his eyes.

When he pulled his hands away, Delia was standing on the right side of the opening.

To her right was Bull Drummond, but this version of Bull Drummond was even taller and wider.

To his right, was Cindy. And, for all the world, she looked like a superhero in white latex.

"What the..."

Bull grabbed him by the shirt collar and yanked him through the opening, holding him five feet in the air with one hand.

"Jesus fucking Christ!" Clay mumbled through his wired shut jaw.

"Don't blaspheme," Bull said.

Bull hit him in the mouth so hard his jaw broke again.

***

Randall's boys came through the hole in the wall made by Penny who still lay unconscious.

They were drawing guns.

"Pain," Sindy said.

The henchmen fell where they stood, dropping their guns and howling as pain ripped through them like buzzsaws.

Delia clapped. "This is just like D&D!"

"Huh?" Bull said as he shook Clay. The man was limp in his hand.

"You know? Dungeons and Dragons? Sindy, you're like a wizard, and I'm like a ranger or something, and Bull, you're like the fighter, the tank."

"Wizard?" Bull asked. "You mean like Harry Potter?"

"No! No, that's totally different!"

Sindy laughed. "I don't know which one of you is sadder, the nerd or the old man."

Delia frowned. "I'm not a nerd. I'm a dominatrix. I'm totally hot."

"Still a total nerd," Sindy said with a wink.

The henchmen were sobbing and clutching their stomachs.

“That pain thing you do?” Bull said as he shook Clay a little harder to make sure he was alive. “How does it work exactly?”

Sindy laughed. “I imagine the worst period cramps I ever had? And, then I multiply them by like a hundred.”

“Vicious,” Bull said as Clay slowly came around.

Clay opened his eyes and screamed.

Sindy winked up at him. “Miss us?”

***

The door to Randall’s office exploded inward.

Randall was standing by his desk holding a revolver.

Clay flew threw the open door and collided with Randall, sending the revolver flying.

Randall was on his back, looking up at Clay’s face with its crooked jaw.

Clay’s eyes were looking in two different directions. “Run,” he slurred.

But, it was too late for that.

A huge hand closed on Randall’s ankle and dragged him out from under Clay and out of the office.

The owner of that hand flung him across the hall.

He looked up at the biggest human being he had ever seen.

Cindy peered around the giant at him. “Hi, Randall. This is my husband, Bull. He’s a Whoremaster.”

Bull smiled down at Randall.

“A... what?” Randall gasped.

Bull grabbed him by the shirt and hauled him to his feet.

Randall threw a punch, and Bull caught it with his free hand. He bent Randall’s hand backward. “Aiggh!” Randall screamed as he felt tendons ripping.

“A Whoremaster. Technically, I’m a pimp, like you,” Bull said. He shoved Randall against the wall and then threw a punch.

Bull’s fist hit the wall beside Randall’s head and knocked a bowling ball sized hole in the lathe and plaster.

Randall screamed again.

“Technically the same as you, but not quite. This place? It now belongs to me and Sindy... that’s Sindy with an ‘S’.” He switched the hand he was holding Randall with and punched the wall on the other side of Randall’s head creating another hole the same size as Randall’s skull.

“Now, repeat after me: Thou shalt not hurt a girl, prostitute or innocent.”

“What?!”

Bull pressed Randall against the wall and it buckled, caving inward. “Say it!” He roared.

“Thou... shalt not hurt a girl, prostitute or innocent!”

Bull smiled. “I ever hear of you hurting another woman? I don’t care where you are, I will find you and I will kill you. Understand?” He drew back his free hand, pointed his fist at Randall’s face, and his knuckles cracked from the strain.

“I won’t! I swear!” Urine ran down his leg.

“Bull, I think he just pissed himself,” Sindy laughed.

Bull looked down at the puddle on the floor. “I’m going to let you live. I’m going to let your boys live. But, you’re finished in New York. I catch you anywhere in this state? I’ll twist you into a pretzel and send you back to your bosses in a happy meal box.”

Randall just nodded.

“You go tell your bosses in the city that Ithaca is off limits. The whole state is now under the control of the Church of Morpheus. We’ll kill any of you motherfuckers on sight.” He threw Randall down the hall and he smashed into the far wall.

Randall staggered to his feet and ran.

Sindy took Bull’s hand. “A happy meal box?”

“I was improvising.”

She leaned up and kissed him. “Let me do the threatening from now on, old man. You’re tough as nails, but you aren’t quick, babe.”

Bull laughed.

***

Amy walked out of the farmhouse and into the afternoon sun. She was in her ‘Amy’ form. The bimbo bod was fun to play in, but all that swaying and rocking was distracting when she wanted to think.

And, she really needed to think.

She had changed into ‘vanilla’ clothes - her jeans and a white t-shirt, but she wasn’t wearing bras ever again... and she was wearing her red latex g-string.

She didn’t just like latex - she craved how it felt on her bare skin.

The g-string soothed her new rubber addiction. 

But, she knew she would probably never wear pants again.

Her crotch was soaked.

The transformed and cotton did not mix.

She walked up the hill toward the tree line where Gwen had first talked to her.

It felt like a lifetime ago.

Everything was different.

And, now she had to decide between the good man who wasn’t just her husband, but her best friend, and the bad boy who wasn’t nearly as bad as he thought who turned her on every second she was around him.

They were in just as much pain as she was, and it had to end. It wasn’t fair to any of them.

She sat down on the fallen log and looked toward the farmhouse.

***

“This is Overwatch. I have eyes on Amy Bellachik.”

Menser grabbed his microphone. “Location of other targets?”

“Subject is alone. No Hulk, no Dolly.”

Menser smiled. “Strike team to the tree line. Snatch and grab Amy Bellachik. Move!”

***

Chad stepped onto the back porch.

Eddie was sitting on the railing.

Chad gritted his teeth. Then he turned around to go back inside.

“Don’t leave on my account, Boy Scout,” Eddie said without turning around.

“She doesn’t want me to kill you. Best if I go somewhere else,” Chad said.

“Man, I fucking hate you,” Eddie said.

“Likewise, asshole.”

“You know why I hate you, Boy Scout?”

“I don’t give a fuck.”

“I hate you because you’re better than me.”

Chad laughed. “No shit. Tell me something I don’t know, creep.”

“She loves you. I mean, why wouldn’t she? She’s the perfect woman and you’re the goddamned perfect husband. Fuck, I hate you. I never stood a fucking chance.” 

“You have this epiphany while you were fucking my wife?”

“Jesus, you are without a clue. I was just someone she needed. Her body was on fire and I was available. They pumped you full of this Morpheus aphrodisiac the same as us - you know what she was going through, what we’re all going through. All I want to do is screw.”

“Yeah, well, the difference between us? I don’t take what doesn’t belong to me.”

Eddie nodded. “Like I said. You’re better than me. Doesn’t matter any more. She’s going to choose you. I just want you to know, I get it. I understand why she’s going to choose you. And, she’s right.”

Gwen stepped through the kitchen door. “What’s this? You two within punching distance of each other and not trying to kill each other? Where’s Amy? She’s going to want to see this for herself.”

Eddie nodded toward the field. “Up on the hill. I think she’s mulling everything over.”

“What?!” Gwen exclaimed. “Alone? She can’t be out there! Those black ops guys are still around.”

Chad took off running and Eddie jumped off the railing right behind him. They ran at full speed up the hill.

***

“Overwatch here. I have Chad Bellachik and the Pimp running toward Amy Bellachik. I have a shot on Pimp. Advise?”

“Negative!” Menser said. “Do not take that shot. Strike team, take Amy Bellachik now!”

***

Amy never heard the man who grabbed her from behind. He clapped a hand over her mouth and lifted her into the air.

Her reaction was instant.

She drove her left elbow back and felt the man’s ribs cave in.

He fell backward with a grunt, dragging her with him.

She rolled to her feet.

Six men in camouflage with rifles were standing around her.

One of them pulled a pistol and fired at her!

She dodged right.

She heard a thunk behind her: a red dart had hit the fallen tree trunk and stuck in the wood. A tranquilizer gun. The man reloaded.

And, then Eddie Delacroix tackled the man around the ankles and took him to the ground.

Immediately, three soldiers began kicking Eddie in the ribs.

But, by then, Chad was there.

He threw a punch and one of the soldiers went down.

Amy scrambled to her feet and grabbed the nearest soldier who was still kicking Eddie.

She grabbed the man by the collar and flung him.

Amy watched in amazement as the soldier tumbled end over end into the woods. She looked at her hands in amazement.

One of the soldiers touched his throat mic. “This is strike team, I need weapons free! I have three down! Advise!”

Chad reached him and threw a left to his ribs. The soldier crumpled, and Chad followed up with a right uppercut that sent him sprawling.

Meanwhile, Eddie was biting the soldier he had knocked down. He latched onto the man’s calf and drew blood through his fatigues.

“Motherfucker!” The bit soldier cried as he fumbled for his rifle.

Amy kicked him in the face, and he went silent.

Eddie kept gnawing at his leg.

“Jesus, Eddie, knock it off,” Amy said.

Eddie looked around dazed. Then he got to his feet. “Got him.”

Chad was in a boxer’s stance moving toward the remaining soldiers.

One of the men grabbed at his throat mic. “Say again, Overwatch? Say again... Say...” The man’s eyes glazed over. “Say your prayers, ‘cause Santa Claus comes tonight,” the man sang.

He dropped to his knees along with the other two who had still been standing, and they all lapsed into singing, “Here Comes Santa Claus” at full volume.

Gwen walked up behind her and took Amy’s hand. “Are you okay?” She was staring intently at the kneeling men.

“Yeah. I’m fine.”

Chad and Eddie crowded in beside Amy, shielding her.

“Are there anymore?” Eddie asked.

“What the fuck you going to do? Bite them all?” Chad asked.

“Hey, I did my part!”

“Pathetic. Seriously, fuck, where did you learn how to fight?”

“School of hard knocks, asshole,” Eddie grumbled.

Amy just looked from one of her protectors to the other and smiled.

Gwen reached down and took one of the throat mics off the singing soldiers and keyed it. “Listen to me. The next time you send armed men onto my property? I’ll send them back to you in body bags. Playtime is over. Stay off our land.”

***

Bull surveyed the damage to the hotel. All the breakage was on the first floor. A little drywall would be all that was required.

As soon as he had regained consciousness, Clay had followed his boss out the door along with the rest of Randall’s gang.

“Wasn’t smart letting all of them go like that,” Sindy said as she followed him into Randall’s wrecked office.

“What were we going to do with them? Couldn’t turn them over to the cops.  We couldn’t kill them.”

Sindy shrugged. “We could have sent them down to the farm or that adult store out at the edge of town and turned them into fuck bunnies.”

Bull rolled his eyes. “Ugly ass fuck bunnies.”

She laughed. “True. You do know they might regroup and come back here with guns, right?”

Bull nodded. “There is that possibility.”

“Lucky thing you have me then,” Sindy said.

Bull wrapped an arm around her skinny waist. “What? You bullet proof?”

“Don’t have to be. I reprogrammed Clay and the rest of those assholes while they were unconscious - if Randall tries to come back? They’ll kill him.”

Bull looked at her in disbelief. “You can do that?”

“Mmm, hmm... you’d be amazed at what I can do, old man.”

He smiled. “Can you crack a safe?” He pointed to a big standing safe behind Randall’s desk.

She wrinkled her nose. “Uhh, no.”

“Well, lucky you have me around then.” He grabbed the handle and pulled. Metal creaked and the door popped open.

“Ooo, I love a man with muscles.”

Bull laughed. “Whoa.”

The safe was filled with money and bags of cocaine.

“Party time?” Sindy giggled.

“No, Ma’am. We’re flushing the coke down the toilet.”

“What about the money?”

***

Bull stood in the lobby flanked by Delia and Sindy. “We found a little over $750,000 in the safe.”

A dozen hookers stood in front of them.

“Holy shit,” someone murmured.

“Here’s the deal. That money belongs to you girls,” Bull said.

Gasps and cheers broke out.

“Hang on a second,” Bull said. “Here’s what’s going to happen: any of you who want to leave? We’ll divide that money up between you. It’ll be a fresh start.”

Sindy spoke up. “Or, you can stay. You remember me. Remember what I looked like before? If you stay, you’ll get the same modifications I got. The Church is going to pay for everything you want for the rest of your life. You just work the way you always have.”

“Only, without Randall and the rest of those bastards leeching off you,” Bull said.

“It’s your choice,” Sindy said.

***

Sindy looked at the stacks of money. They were slowly dwindling. So far, five girls had decided to take the cash and leave.

It was hard to get used to: she no longer needed money.

Before they had left the farm, Gwen gave them each a black credit card and told them to buy anything they needed whenever they needed it.

Still, some little part of her mind wanted her to pocket some of the cash. Just in case. But, she fought the urge.

Besides, she could get anything she wanted anyway. All she had to do was ask and use her White Witch powers.

When the two young girls walked into what was now her and Bull’s office, she figured they wanted some cash before they split.

“We’re not whores,” the black girl said. Her eyes looked hollow and she had needle tracks on her arms.

“Well, actually we are, I guess,” the brunette corrected. She looked strung out as well. “We owed Randall money. Drugs, you know?”

Bull sat behind the desk and nodded. “There are no drugs here anymore.”

The black girl nodded. “Yeah, we know.” She was shaking. “That’s... not why we’re here.”

“It’s our friend,” the brunette said. “Leslie? She’s a blonde. She... they took her somewhere.”

Bull and Sindy looked at each other. “We can’t help you with that. I’m sorry,” Bull said.

“You don’t know where they took her?” The black girl asked.

Sindy shook her head. “I think the people Randall worked for were in Philly.  They probably took her there.” She looked away.

“God, this is a nightmare,” the brunette said.

The black girl started shivering hard, and the brunette hugged her.

Sindy smiled. She walked around the desk and took both girls by the hand. “I can’t help with the shakes. You feel like you’re going to die, but you won’t. You just need a little time.”

“We need a fix,” the brunette whispered.

“No, you don’t,” Sindy said. “You are never going to use drugs again.”

The girls’ eyes drooped slightly.

Sindy’s closed completely. “College kids, huh? Good. Go back to college. Have fun and work hard. You’re never going to use drugs again. You know what? No booze either.  You don’t need that shit.” She frowned a little. “When I let go of your hands? You’re going to turn around and leave the hotel. Go back to your dorm. You don’t really remember much about this weekend. You remember getting sick and spending the weekend recuperating. Your friend Leslie went out of town. You’re going to miss her, but she decided to leave school.”

Sindy opened her eyes and let go of their hands.

The girls looked at each other.

Then they turned around and left.

Sindy turned and looked at Bull. “Two good deeds.”

Bull smiled and shook his head. “Think it will balance out in the end?”

Sindy shook her head. “I don’t think so.”

***

“Hold still,” Lorraine said as she bandaged Eddie’s ribs. They were downstairs in the basement.

“Jesus, that hurts,” Eddie said. He was sitting on an operating table. “Why do they want Amy so bad?”

“I gave you a shot of Insta-Heal. In a few hours, the ribs should be good as new.” Lorraine pulled the bandage tighter. “As to your question: because Amy was transitioning to transformed. They want to study us and find out what makes us tick - grabbing one before we’ve been completely transformed will give their doctors another piece of the puzzle.”

“But, Amy has transitioned.”

“You know that, but they don’t. Her appearance hasn’t changed.” Lorraine thrust out her chest. “She isn’t carrying around these jugs in her ‘Amy’ body, and they haven’t put two and two together and figured out bombshell Amy Lynn is the same girl.” Lorraine smiled. “So, you actually bit that guy?”

“For fuck’s sake. Yeah, I bit him. Jesus, he was a trained fucking killer.”

“Your first instinct was to bite him?”

Eddie frowned. “I guess. Why? Is something wrong with that?”

“Oh, no, Eddie. In Psychology we don’t judge things as right or wrong or... strange.”

“Goddamn it! He was trying to kill me!”

“So, you bit him. Makes perfect sense to me,” Lorraine said. “Have you always had this oral fixation?”

‘Fuck you, Lorraine.”

She burst out laughing.

Eddie glared at her for a moment, and then he laughed too. “Shit. You know, that was fucking pathetic. I mean Amy tossed that other guy like a ragdoll and Chad went all Mike Tyson. What do I do? I bit a guy like a damned Shih Tzu.”

She leaned down and smiled at him. “Eddie Delacroix, you charged up a hillside, unarmed, and took on seven trained killers. You know what that makes you?”

“Stupid?”

“No, Eddie. It makes you a hero,” Lorraine said with a smile.

***

Lorraine led Eddie up the stairs to the living room.

Chad was sitting on the couch with his right hand in a bowl of ice.

Amy was standing near the window beside Gwen and smiled at Eddie as he leaned against the doorframe.

Lorraine sat down on the couch beside Chad.

“You okay, Eddie?” Amy asked.

“Yeah, no, I’m good. I just don’t want to breathe too hard.”

Amy held out her hand. “Chad?”

Chad stood up and took her hand. “What is it?”

“It’s time.”

Eddie went pale.

“You said I had to choose. So, I have.” Amy took a deep breath. “I love you, Chad. Ever since we were kids. I can’t remember ever not loving you.”

Chad smiled. “I love you too.”

“You never left my side, not once. You gave up Golden Gloves because I was afraid you’d get hurt.”

Eddie looked astonished. “Golden Gloves? Boxing? You’re a fucking boxer? No wonder you keep kicking my ass!”

“Eddie, honey? Shut up,” Amy said.

“Sorry.”

Amy smiled up at Chad. “Because I love you, when this all happened? I was going to let you go. What kind of wife could I be? I can’t control myself, I can’t stop.” She shook her head. “I don’t want to stop. Amy Lynn is part of me.”

“I know that. I don’t care,” Chad said.

“Let me finish. I love you so much, I was willing to let you go, for your sake. But, I can’t, Chad. I know it’s selfish, I know it’s cruel, but I can’t live without you. I choose you.”

Chad smiled and pulled her close. “We’ll figure this out.”

“I know.”

Eddie turned around and walked away down the hall.

“Eddie Delacroix, where are you going?” Amy said.

He turned around. “It’s okay. I told you. Whatever you decided, I’d accept it. Boy Scout... Chad... he’s a good man. A lucky man. I just want you to be happy.”

Amy shook her head. “I never liked bad boys. It’s a cliche: the good girl falling for the bad boy. Then you come along. You’re brash and smug and perverted, vulgar...”

“Don’t leave out ugly,” Eddie said with a laugh.

“No. You’re handsome.”

He stopped laughing.

“And, exciting and lovable and brave... stupid, but brave.”

“I...”

“Shut up, Eddie,” she said. “And passionate... nasty, but I’ve discovered I like that.”

“I’m confused,” Chad said.

“I made my decision,” Amy said. She smiled. “And, I choose both of you.”

“What?” Eddie said.

“What?!” Chad said.

Amy shook her head and looked up at Chad. She touched her chest. “The Amy you love, Chad? Still right here. Still in love with you. Still can’t live without you. Still thinks you hung the moon and the stars.” A tear leaked down her face. “But, I love Eddie too. And, I won’t settle, Chad. I want both of you.”

Chad stared at her with his mouth open.

Amy looked from Chad to Eddie. “So, I either have both of you, or neither. I won’t settle for just one of you. It’s both or nothing.”

“No, I cannot do this,” Chad whispered.

“Yeah, me neither,” Eddie said. “I mean, shit, Amy, he hates my guts.”

“I do. I really do.”

“Get over it,” Amy said. “You want to be with me? It’s a package deal.”

“How can you...” Chad began.

Amy shook her head. “You say you can live with what I am now. You can live with me having sex outside our marriage. Well, here’s the test: Eddie.”

Chad sighed and closed his eyes.

“Umm, just so we’re clear? Are me and Boy Scout supposed to be like sister wives? Brother husbands? I mean he gets you Monday, Wednesday, Friday, and I get Tuesday, Thursday, Saturday? We flip for Sunday?”

“No. All three of us. One bed,” Amy said with a smile.

“Fuck no,” Chad hissed.

“Yeah, that’s a hard no for me too, Amy,” Eddie said.

“The other night, when we were all in that hotel room? That was the best sex of my life. Because I had the two men I loved most inside me. Amy Lynn knew that, Amy just needed time to process it. Well, I processed the fuck out of it, and I can’t stop thinking about it.”

“I am not sleeping with him,” Chad growled.

“Jesus, I don’t want you guys to fuck for God’s sake. Just make love. To me. Together.” She smiled. “You don’t even have to look at each other.”

“Good, because when I look at him I just want to beat the shit out of him,” Chad said.

Amy pointed at Chad. “No more hitting. You should be ashamed of yourself, Chad Bellachik. He’s not even in your league. And, you’re a headhunter - you always punch to the face, and I like his face. So, from now on? If you have to hit him? Body blows only.”

Eddie smiled. “Hear that, Boy Scout? She likes my face.”

Chad clenched his fists and moved toward Eddie.

Amy put her hand against his chest. “Stop it.” She turned and shook her finger at Eddie. “And, you. Are you fucking stupid? Do you have a death wish? He could fucking kill you, but you still have to keep digging at him. Jesus, Eddie, sometimes you’re an idiot.”

***

Absolute power corrupts absolutely, Sindy thought as she walked up the steps to the second floor of the hotel. She hadn’t killed anyone when they took over the hotel - there was that.

But, she was far from the hero Randall’s girls now believed she was.

Neither was Bull, neither was Delia.

They would never let anyone hurt the girls again, that was true. And, that was a good thing, they were protectors of the weak.

They let some leave and gave them more money than most of them had ever seen. And, that was a good thing, they were generous.

But, they weren’t heroes.

She opened the door to room 204.

The room was warm and cleaner than most. Soon, the entire hotel would be warm and clean and new.

The Church would see to that. They would pour millions of dollars into their new brothel.

She heard soft voices coming from the bathroom.

The room smelled of scented bath salts and the only light within came from candles.

The blonde coed, Leslie, sat naked in the tub, the water just reaching her waist.

The girl was shivering, though the room was steamy from the hot bath.

She stared glassy-eyed, straight ahead.

Delia sat on the edge of the tub in her black latex dominatrix outfit. Her blue eyes glowed in the dim room. She smiled as Sindy walked in.

A few days ago, she held Delia’s hair away from her face while she threw up in a nearby room, a mishap involving deep throat training.

Neither of them were the same person.

She had always cared for Delia, but now? She was in love with Delia. They were married.

And, the girl in the tub? What was she?

She was human. Not like her and Delia. It wasn’t that Leslie was inferior, she was simply - unfinished.

That’s what all humans were in Sindy’s eyes now: caterpillars in need of a cocoon. 

How easily she had lied to Leslie’s friends, it didn’t matter. They were humans and humans didn’t understand. They still believed in free will.

She and Delia were about to remove Leslie’s will.

Leslie was going into her cocoon.

Sindy knelt by the tub. She touched the beautiful blonde’s shivering shoulders. “You’ll be warm soon, I promise.”

“I want to go home,” Leslie whispered. Her voice was emotionless and dreamlike.

“Soon, honey. Just relax. Delia’s run you such a nice bath. Doesn’t it feel good?”

Leslie nodded slowly.

“She got a little upset when she woke up,” Delia said. “But, we talked, and she feels much better now, don’t you, Leslie?”

“Yes, Delia.”

Delia smiled and winked at Sindy.

Brothels need prostitutes, and they had a few. None of them were great beauties, but that would change to an extent when they were transformed.

But, Leslie? She was a natural beauty. She had potential.

And, because of that, she was doomed.

“You’re a student at Ithaca College?” Sindy asked.

The hypnotized girl nodded.

“What do you study?”

“Art History,” she whispered.

“Oh, that sounds like fun,” Sindy said softly. Liberal Arts, she was destined to be well-educated, but not a professional. If she had been pursuing a profession? She would most likely be off limits - the Church wanted ‘useful’ people: doctors, lawyers, scientists, engineers for Professional Caste.

Leslie with that face and that body? She was destined for Whore Caste.

She was prey.

“The gentler we are, the more of her that will be left,” Sindy said. 

Delia nodded.

“Do you do well in school, Leslie?” Sindy asked.

“Hmm? Yesss, I have a... 3.8 GPA.”

“That’s wonderful. A 2.8 GPA...”

“N... No... 3.8...”

“1.8? Is that good?”

“No, 1.8 isn’t good,” Leslie said. Her brow furrowed. “But, I have a...”

“0.8,” Sindy whispered and stroked the girl’s right temple.

Leslie’s eyes rolled up slightly. Then she sobbed. “0.8? Oh, I’m in so much trouble.”

“Shh, there, there, it’s okay, Leslie,” Sindy said.

“No! They’ll kick me out!”

“Oh, that’s terrible,” Sindy said.

“What are my parents going to say?” Leslie whispered.

“Hmm... well, you don’t have to tell them...”

“But, if the school kicks me out...”

“You’ll just stay here with me and Delia,” Sindy said. “And, your parents don’t have to know.”

“Really? I could stay?”

“Of course, Leslie. We love you, don’t we Delia?”

“Very much,” Delia said with a nod.

Leslie shivered more, and Sindy hugged her. Fucking drugs. The girl was going through heroin withdrawal, and it was going to get worse before it got better. She had an urge to chase down Clay and Randall and shoot them up with enough H to kill a fucking horse.

This is what she was now: a compassionate human trafficker. Transformation had turned her into a sweet, friendly monster.

“Of course,” Leslie whispered. “If you’re going to stay? You’ll have to earn your keep.”

The girl looked at her with big watery eyes. “I will?”

Sindy stroked her long blonde hair. “Yes, but you like sex don’t you?” Her fingers caressed the girl’s temples.

“Yesss,” Leslie moaned.

“I mean, who doesn’t love sex, right? Nothing feels better than giving pleasure.”

Leslie nodded slowly.

“Especially a pretty, bisexual girl like you, Leslie.”

“I... No... I’m not bi.”

Leslie smiled. “Don’t be ashamed. It’s beautiful.” Her fingers made circles around Leslie’s right temple. “Delia loves the way you’ve been looking at her, don’t you, Delia?”

“Such a turn on,” Delia agreed. “You are so gorgeous. It really makes me happy that you want to make love to me.”

“It... does?” Leslie said. The desire was kindled inside her.

Leslie nodded. “If you ask Delia, I’ll bet she’ll kiss you. Would you like that?”

“I... think so.” She was staring at Delia’s full red lips.

Sindy whispered in her ear. “You have to ask her.”

“Delia, will you... will you kiss me?” Leslie asked shyly.

“I’d like that,” Delia said. She leaned over the tub and then gently touched her lips to Leslie’s.

This was a world of new pleasures for Sindy. Watching her beautiful, dominatrix wife kiss the timid coed was going to be a favorite memory.

The kiss was hungry, but sweet, almost innocent.

Leslie’s eyes were closed as Delia gently kissed her.

The whole time, Sindy was inside her head, listening patiently. When Delia’s tongue slid into Leslie’s mouth, all the coed’s inhibitions were cast aside, and Sindy made sure they would never return with a slight mental push.

One kiss, and the beautiful blonde was bisexual.

“Would you like to kiss me, too?” Sindy asked.

Delia broke the kiss gently and smiled.

Leslie looked questioningly at Delia.

“It’s okay, Leslie,” Delia said. “We share. You can kiss Sindy too. I won’t get jealous. I want you to.”

A slight smile crossed Leslie’s lips.

Then she turned and kissed Sindy with abandon, pushing her tongue deep into Sindy’s mouth.

Sindy held the back of the coed’s head and let her explore. Her breath was sweet.

Sindy broke the kiss. “I love kissing girls. It’s so much more fun than kissing boys, isn’t it?”

Leslie laughed. “No stubble.”

Delia laughed. “I know. No sandpaper on our cheeks, huh?”

Leslie giggled and leaned back in the tub. “I didn’t even know I was bi.”

Sindy ran her index finger down the girl’s supple neck. “Does it make you happy to know you are?”

“Mmm, yeah.” Her eyes drifted shut.

“You think she’s ready?” Delia asked.

“I don’t know. She’s come so far already. I don’t think she could handle it,” Sindy said.

Leslie’s eyes fluttered open. “What? Ready for what?”

“Shh, don’t worry about it,” Sindy said and stroked the girl’s hair. “Delia is just wondering how beautiful you want to be, but you’re perfect just as you are.”

“Oh, yes, Leslie, you’re completely hot. You’re adorable.” Delia thrust out her chest. “I mean, you don’t want to have big, round breasts like these, do you?”

Leslie looked in amazement at Delia’s enormous chest.

Sindy touched Leslie’s temple gently. “Those big, beautiful breasts?”

Leslie nodded slowly. “They’re beautiful.”

“Would you like a pair like Delia’s? Like mine?” Sindy asked, thrusting out her own latex encased breasts.

“I... Could I?”

Delia smiled. She reached over to the sink and took down a small bundle wrapped in white cloth.

Unwrapping them, she revealed a number of syringes. Two of them were filled with a red liquid. “This is Titty Grow. If we give you these shots? You’ll have breasts even bigger than ours,” Delia said.

Leslie’s eyes grew as big as saucers. “How big?”

Sindy looked thoughtful. “Mmm, I would say about, what? 38 J?”

“They couldn’t get that big!” Leslie whispered.

Delia laughed. “Yes, they can. And, since you’re already a D cup? You’ll still be smart...”

“Well, as smart as a girl with a 0.4 GPA can be.”

“0.4?! I thought it was 0.8?” Leslie looked confused.

Sindy hugged her. “It’s okay, honey, that’s all behind you now. Now, you just have to worry about earning your keep. And, with those big breasts on your skinny little body? Guys will be lining up around the block to fuck you.”

Delia looked in the coed’s eyes. “You want that, don’t you? All those hard cocks? Fucking you. Over and over...”

Sindy smiled. She could see Delia’s hypno-eyes reflected in Leslie’s dilated orbs. Delia’s blue eyes glowed and pulsated.

“Yesss! Delia, I want that sooo bad.”

Delia held up the hypodermic. “So, is it okay if I push this in your titty and give you a big ol’ dose?”

“Will... it hurt?”

Delia smiled. “Yes.” Her eyes blazed with blue fire. “But, pain is pleasure, Leslie.”

The girl’s eyes dulled, and she thrust out her big boobs. “Pain is pleasure,” she said.

She smiled as the first needle entered her nipple and dove deep.

***

“We need to talk about this,” Chad said as he followed Amy into the room Gwen had given them.

“I’ve already told you.”

Eddie tried to follow them into the room.

Chad turned and loomed over him. “This is private.”

“Hey, I’m part of this too, Boy Scout.” Eddie said and gritted his teeth.

“We’ll see about...”

“Yes,” Amy said. “He is. Eddie is part of this. You want to talk? He gets to talk too.”

“The fuck he does!” Chad growled.

Amy’s eyes turned from green to brilliant blue. “You want me to make you?! Because I will, Chad. I told you my decision.”

Chad looked quickly away from her hypnotic eyes. “Amy! Don’t do that!”

She shot up five inches, and her breasts grew. The t-shirt expanded out, the hem pulling up until her flat tummy was exposed - the cotton looked ready to rip apart across her big boobs, and the nipple clamps were clearly visible through the fabric. “I haven’t. You know how hard it is not to? You know how much I want to put an end to this bullshit and make both of you do what I want? It’s hard, Chad. It’s damned hard. You don’t know what it’s like to hold back because I love the both of you and I want you to choose me of your own free will.” She shook her head and the brilliant red hair returned.

Slowly, her eyes turned green again.

Eddie looked at her sheepishly. “You are scary as fuck sometimes.”

“Good. I want you two to be a little scared of me,” she said with a smile.

“I can’t accept this, Amy,” Chad said. “I just...”

She wrapped her hands around his neck and kissed him. Her hand wandered down to his jeans and she squeezed his hard cock. “Part of you has accepted it.”

“Yeah, but...”

She turned and grabbed Eddie, pulling him into a kiss. Her hand caressed the bulge in his pants as well. “You’ve accepted it, haven’t you?”

Eddie sighed. “I... if it makes you happy.”

She smiled and then grabbed Chad’s crotch with her other hand. “There is enough of me to go around.” She dropped to her knees.

“Wait, what are you...” Chad began.

She unzipped them both as she smiled up at them.

Her slim hand slid into their jeans, and she pulled out the two monster cocks.

“Amy, don’t,” Chad whispered.

“Are you fucking nuts?” Eddie asked Chad. “You’d actually turn her down?! Forget about me, Boy Scout. She’s what matters.”

Chad sighed as Amy licked and sucked his hardening cock.

He looked down at her as she turned slightly to her right and did the same to Eddie.

“Goddamn, that is so fucking good,” Eddie groaned.

Chad reached down and gently stroked Amy’s hair as she took Eddie into her mouth.

Then she switched, and slid Chad deep into her mouth.

“So fucking hot,” Eddie whispered.

“Shut up, Eddie,” Chad moaned.

Amy switched again.

“God... sorry... I can’t stop talking,” Eddie stammered.

Chad almost laughed.

Amy smiled up at them both and switched again.

“Push it in her throat, man,” Eddie said.

“I said, shut up,” Chad groaned.

“Chad, come on, man. She needs it. Give it to her,” Eddie said.

Chad curled his hand in his wife’s hair and pushed his hips forward.

“Fuck yeah,” Eddie said with a grin as Chad’s cock slid into Amy’s throat.

***

Sindy gently massaged Leslie’s clit under the warm bath water.

The beautiful blonde was leaning back in the tub. They had finished her injections, and her breasts were expanding deliciously.

She had cried a little with the clit injection but had made barely a peep as the two other needles pierced her abdomen to her ovaries.

Sindy had to concentrate to make sure Leslie didn’t feel pain - not much anyway. Regardless of Delia’s newfound love of inflicting sexual pain, Sindy had no desire to see the poor thing suffer.

“I... it feels so good, Sindy,” Leslie was almost hyperventilating.

Sindy smiled. “Not afraid?”

“No! It’s so nice, what you’re doing. What you and Delia are doing to me? It’s like my body is waking up from a long sleep.”

Sindy kissed her gently, feeling the tension building in the coed as her clit grew stiffer. “It feels even better than when you masturbated before, doesn’t it?”

“Yesss!” She threw her head back and whined, pushing her crotch against Sindy’s hand.

“Not mad at me for doing this to you? For changing you?”

Leslie opened her eyes wide. “No! No, Sindy, I could never be mad at you!”

Sindy kissed her again and the sweet thing came, her belly muscles clenching. The girl’s pussy convulsed under Sindy’s gentle touch. “Such a good girl.”

Leslie leaned to the side and laid her head on Sindy’s shoulder. “Thank you,” she whispered.

“Ready to learn something new?” Sindy asked.

“Anything,” Leslie said sleepily.

“Delia? I think she’s ready, don’t you?”

Delia arched and eyebrow and nodded. “Definitely.” She stood up, her body sculpted perfection in her high cut, black latex leotard.

“Isn’t she beautiful, Leslie?”

Leslie smiled. “Yes.”

“You want her don’t you? You want to please her?”

“Oh, yes,” Leslie said. She had a look of lust in her eyes as she stared fixated at Delia’s crotch.

Delia raised her right leg and set her heel on the far edge of the tub, straddling Leslie. Delia stared down at her with a look of amusement. She reached down and shifted the crotch of her leotard to the side, revealing her bare, pink pussy.

Sindy rubbed Leslie’s long blonde hair. “You need to please her now, Leslie. You need to show us what a good girl you are. Show us what a good whore you’re going to be.” Her own words thrilled Sindy almost as much as the thoughts she was pushing into the blonde’s mind.

Leslie leaned up in the tub, licked her lips, and then gently kissed Delia’s pussy.

Delia sighed and then reached down and twisted her fingers in Leslie’s hair. “Yes. Just like that. Just like you’re kissing my other lips. Oh, yes! Honey, use our tongue just like that.” Delia looked down at Sindy and mouthed the word, “Wow!”

Sindy smiled as Leslie slid her little pink tongue in and out of Delia’s pussy.

Delia was breathing harder and pressing her crotch against Delia’s attentive mouth. “Oh, yes, eat me. Oh, God, you are our special good girl, aren’t you?”

Leslie mumbled a yes as she went down on Delia.

“Her clit, honey. Suck it. Make it grow,” Sindy whispered.

Leslie latched on and sucked.

“Fuck! Oh, fuck, yes!” Delia groaned. “Going to... Leslie, make me cum!”

Leslie sucked harder, and Sindy could see the girl’s tongue working within her mouth, caressing Delia’s big clit.

“Fuck! Oh, fuck!” Delia trembled and shook.

Sindy got on her feet and supported Delia as she came in the pretty blonde’s mouth. Sindy laughed and kissed her wife’s cheek as she came.

Sindy helped Delia move away from the tub.

“Did I do that right?” Leslie asked.

“Absolutely!” Sindy said. “Look at her. Oh, Leslie, you made her feel so good.” She helped Delia sit down on the bathroom floor. “You’re such a good whore. Everybody is going to want you.”

Leslie bit her full lower lip. “Do you?”

Sindy smiled. She stood up and lifted her latex skirt. “Yes, I do.” She took up Delia’s position, straddling the tub.

Leslie giggled as she French kissed Sindy’s pussy.

Sindy bit her own lip as the pretty coed, now a bombshell blonde whore, fellated her. We are evil, Sindy thought. But, we make beautiful, wonderful people. Happy, beautiful, wonderful people.

***

Chad was close. He could feel the massive orgasm building in him, so he was shocked when Amy looked up at him and Eddie, their cocks tight in her hands. Her blue eyes flashed with mischief. 

“Don’t cum,” she said.

Eddie groaned out loud and Chad felt this immense pressure around his nuts. Her eyes! She was keeping he and Eddie both from cumming!

She stood up and walked away, her heart shaped ass swaying in full Amy Lynn form. She laughed. “Maybe I’ll just leave you both like this for a day or so.”

Eddie groaned again. “Come on, baby! Let us cum!”

Chad was almost doubled over from whatever she had done - the muscles in his groin felt locked, squeezing his balls tight. “Jesus.”

Amy pulled the stretched t-shirt over her head. Her big breasts looked bolted onto her thin body. She slipped the tight skirt over her full hips and let it fall to the floor.

Then, she sat down on the bed and spread her legs wide. “Hmm, what to do, what to do?” She tapped a long red nail on her ruby red lips.

“Uh, how about you let us cum?” Eddie asked. He was visibly bending over as much as Chad.

“I think I want both of you on your knees.”

“Come on, Amy!” Chad groaned.

“Want blue balls for a week, hubby?” She giggled.

Chad laughed despite himself. “Oh, you are going to get it as soon as I can move out of this position.”

She licked her long red nail. “That’s my goal.”

“Well, shit, I’m not proud,” Eddie said. He peeled off his clothes and dropped to his knees. He crawled to Amy.

“Good boy,” Amy said.

He arrived between her legs and immediately started eating her out.

“Mmm, he is sooo good at that, Chad. See? He’s a good boy and he gets rewarded.” Amy winked as she ran her fingers through Eddie’s hair.

Chad shook his head.

“Come on. Have some fun. It’s okay, Chad,” Amy said. She held out her hand. “This doesn’t have to be a bad thing.”

Chad took a step forward. Then he stopped. He peeled off his shirt and jeans, then he dropped to his knees and crawled to her.

She squealed with delight.

He reached her and climbed onto the bed beside her.

“You could eat my pussy too, you know?” She pointed down to where Eddie was slurping contentedly at her quim.

“I am not getting that close to that motherfucker.”

Eddie kissed her snatch loudly. “The motherfucker can hear you, asshole.”

“Shut up, Eddie,” Chad said, and he kissed Amy.

“Here I am doing all the work down here...”

“Jesus, Eddie, shut up,” Amy laughed.

“Fine,” Eddie said and attacked her pussy with renewed vigor.

Amy bit her lip. “Ooo... he really is good at that.”

Chad lowered his head and kissed her left nipple.

“Oh, God, yes... I’m ten times more sensitive than I used to be.” She unclipped the pentagram from her nipple and Chad latched on.

Ambrosia gushed into Chad’s mouth and he almost screamed - the liquid was like an electric current straight to his balls! But, he still couldn’t cum.

He sucked and drank, feeling his cock grow even harder between his thighs.

Amy pulled Eddie up from her pussy. She pushed him to her other nipple as she pulled off the clip and breastfed him.

He cried out against her breast and she laughed.

Eddie’s hand dropped down and found her clit.

Chad was almost delirious. He reached down past Eddie’s hand and slid his middle finger up Amy’s ass.

She screamed. 

Ambrosia gushed into his mouth as Amy came, the muscles in her butt squeezing his finger hard.

Together, he and Eddie held her until her body stopped thrashing.

She pushed them away from her breasts, and the Ambrosia dripped down from her nipples and across her flat abs. “Eddie. On your back. Now,” she breathed.

Eddie smiled and lay down on the bed.

She threw herself over on top of him, sinking her pussy down on his thirteen inches with a wet smack.

“Fuck! Oh, for fuck’s sake...” Eddie grunted.

“Spread me open,” Amy whispered.

“What?” Eddie grunted, his hips moving.

“My ass... open my ass... for him,” Amy moaned as she lay flat against Eddie’s chest.

His hands found the round globes of her ass and spread them.

Chad looked at the pink rosebud, slick with lube.

He stood up and grasped his cock by the base.

“Fuck me, Chad. Fuck me hard. Use me. Like last night. Make me your bitch,” Amy groaned as Eddie’s cock moved in fast strokes in and out of her pussy.

Chad rubbed his cock up and down her ass crack.

“Oh, don’t tease me, Chad! Please! Fuck me!”

He slid into her, going balls deep in a single thrust.

Amy moaned and arched her back. Her eyes rolled back in her head. “Full. So full.”

Chad began a slow stroke in and out.

Eddie matched his rhythm, sliding into her pussy as Chad slid out of her ass, then out as Chad slid back in.

Chad could feel the pressure from Amy’s cunt stuffed full of Eddie’s meat as he stroked in.

“Jesus... God, this is so good,” Eddie groaned, his eyes closed as Amy’s ambrosia poured onto his chest.

“Fuck me... fuck... my husbands are fucking me,” Amy said and then lapsed into gibberish.

“Goddamn it, you’re so fucking tight,” Chad whispered as he fucked her faster.

The rhythm was broken and then he was fucking into her at the same time that Eddie filled her cunt.

She threw back her head and screamed.

Her body convulsed, inside and out.

Amy turned her head and smiled at Chad. “Cum in my ass, now!” Her eyes flashed blue. Then she turned to Eddie. “Fill my pussy with cum, now!”

It was the hardest orgasm of Chad’s life.

His body let loose and he felt like gallons of cum flowed into Amy’s ass.

She screamed out and went limp in their arms.

Chad and Eddie held her unmoving, her holes impaled on them as they pumped their last into her.

Chad rolled to his side, carrying her limp body with him. He slid out of her with a spurt of cum. He lay on his side spooning her.

Eddie rolled onto his side facing her.

He stroked her red hair as it went from bright red back to its normal color. “Jesus, is she out?”

Chad kissed her neck. “I think so.”

Her body shifted, her hips narrowed, and her long legs grew shorter.

“She’s beautiful when she sleeps,” Eddie whispered.

Chad watched him watching her for a moment. “You love her, don’t you?”

He smiled. “You know I do.”

Chad nodded.

“I know what this has been like for you,” Eddie said. “I mean, I can’t know it, but I can imagine. She loves you, Boy Scout. And, I don’t know about you? But, I’d move heaven and earth to make her happy.”

Chad smiled. “These people, Eddie? They’re dangerous - I don’t mean the ones who tried to grab her today. I mean the Church of Morpheus people. They’re dangerous, and they attract danger. We have to protect Amy no matter what. To the death.”

Eddie nodded and held out his hand. “To the death, Boy Scout.”

The two husbands shook hands and fell asleep with Amy between them.

When she heard them both breathing steady, Amy smiled.

***

Sindy came out of the bathroom to find Bull lying in the bed covered in a sheet. She smiled. “I think you’re going to like this.”

She stepped aside.

Delia stepped though behind her with a devious smile.

Leslie came through next.

She was almost literally a doll.

Her body was perfect with long legs, round flared hips, a tiny waist, and huge breasts.

They had dressed her in white high heels, white nylons with white satin and lace panties. Her bra was also white lace and it strained to hold in her big breasts. Her eyes were huge, and her mouth was a cute bow lined in deep red gloss lipstick.

“Sweet Mary,” Bull whispered.

The girl walked slowly to him, one foot in front of the other, emphasizing the sway of her perfect hips and undulating breasts.

The crotch of the coed’s panties were a shade darker than the rest of her outfit. It was dark with her juices.

She nervously nibbled the edge of a red lacquered nail. Her voice was like warm butter. “Mr. Drummond? I’d like to stay here with you and Sindy and Delia. They said it would be okay if you agreed. I’ll be a really good girl for you.” She looked embarrassed with her eyes down.

Bull sat up in the bed. “My God, Sindy.”

Sindy took the girl’s hand. “When I saw her? I knew. We had to have her. She’s perfect. She belongs here, Bull.”

“Is that okay?” Leslie asked.

Bull held out his hand. “Come here, sweetheart.”

She took his huge hand and he pulled her to the bed.

He ran his hand through her long blonde hair. “You really want to stay?”

“Yes, sir.”

Bull looked questioningly at Sindy and tapped his finger to the side of his head.

She nodded. “A little, but not as much as you would think. She wants to be taken care of, Bull. She’s just as sweet as she seems. But, it’s up to you.”

Bull smiled.

“Can I please, Mr. Drummond?”

“I’m Bull, not Mr. Drummond.”

“Bull, I’ll be good to you, I promise.” She reached out and stroked the sheet over his crotch.

Her eyes grew confused as she traced the outline beneath.

“Don’t be scared, Leslie.”

“I... that’s so big...”

Sindy knelt by the bed. “Remember when we put that thing like a dildo inside you?”

Leslie nodded and continued tracing the bulge.

“It changed you inside. You can handle this.” Sindy slowly pulled the sheet away exposing Bull’s seventeen inch cock.

Leslie gasped. She nodded. “If you think so...”

Sindy laughed. “I know you can.”

“I’ll be a good whore, Bull,” Leslie said with a sweet smile.

“You’ll be a good wife too,” Bull said.

Sindy blinked in surprise. “What? Are you sure?”

“Wife?” Leslie whispered.

Bull smiled. “You create a work of art and think we’re just going to put her in a room?”

Sindy smiled. “Leslie, Bull is a Whoremaster. You know what that is, right?”

Leslie smiled. “They’re wonderful. You want me, Bull?”

Bull pulled her into his arms.

She moaned into the kiss as Bull lay back on the bed.

She spread her legs as Sindy pulled the soaked panties aside.

Sindy then guided Bull’s big cock into Leslie’s tight pussy.

“Oh!” Her eyes were already big, but as Bull slid into her, Leslie’s eyes became enormous. Inch after inch disappeared into her.

Bull held her waist, moving her up and down his cock as she jerked and spasmed.

Soon, he sat up and held her tight as he came inside her.

Leslie bent backward in his arms, and then laughed out loud as she was transformed.

***

Gwen stepped silently into the room where Amy, Chad, and Eddie slept.

“Sleep,” Gwen said as she touched Chad and Eddie’s temples.

The sleeping men slipped deeper into slumber.

Gwen smiled down at the sleeping threesome.

Amy’s decision was unexpected. But, looking at them, Gwen wondered why she hadn’t realized where the redhead’s mind was going. Of course, she would choose both, and then she would do whatever necessary to convince them.

She touched Amy’s shoulder.

Amy stretched and yawned. She smiled up at Gwen. “Is it morning?”

“Just,” Gwen said. “They agreed?”

Amy nodded. “Yes. Without tricks. I didn’t have to make them. They chose me, Gwen.”

Gwen smiled. “Who wouldn’t?” She stroked the men’s faces. “They’re asleep, and, soon, we have to transform them. After they’re transformed, you and I won’t be able to influence them. Not your hypnosis, not my mind control. If you want changes made? It has to be now.”

She shook her head. “No. I won’t change a thing. I love them both too much for that, Gwen.”

“Good,” Gwen said. “They’re both what we call ‘Junior Whoremasters’ - their pheromones will make them irresistible to human women. However, their cells have full Whoremaster DNA - even after they are transformed, that DNA can be activated, and they’ll be just like Alex.”

“Why not do that now?” Amy asked.

She stroked Amy’s hair. “Because, darling, Whoremasters love all their coven. For now, we need them to love only you. Enjoy it, one day your threesome will become a group. No need to rush it. We have all eternity.”

Amy smiled. “I am going to be so spoiled.”

“Really? Just remember you have to put up with these two forever...”

“Hmm, that part hasn’t sunk in yet,” Amy said with a giggle.

“You’re going to have fun, but two men can be more trouble than one. Still want their minds left intact?”

“Yes.”

“Then let’s transform them.”

***

Morning light streamed into the hotel room window. Bull had pushed the two king size mattresses together during the night - tearing one of the bed frames loose from the floor in the process.

Bull lay with Delia snuggled against his left side as Sindy curled into his right. Behind her, Mama Jugs nuzzled Sindy’s hair.

Cum Slut slept at Delia’s feet.

Leslie was curled in a ball between Bull’s thighs.

Other than Sindy and Bull, everyone was asleep.

“Weird world, huh, old man?” Sindy whispered.

“That’s an understatement,” he whispered and kissed her forehead.

“I thought I would hate myself for what I did to her - Leslie? But...”

Bull smiled. “You don’t?”

She shook her head. “I’m not sure I can feel guilt anymore. I really am becoming evil, aren’t I?”

“Maybe. But, if you are? So am I. I guess we’ll go to hell together.”

Sindy snuggled against him. “Good. Wouldn’t want to go alone.”

Loud sounds echoed up from the floor: saws and hammers.

Bull looked at Sindy. “What the hell?”

“Construction? I mean they said the Church was going to renovate, but this soon?” Sindy asked.

Bull rose form the bed and pulled his jeans up his muscular thighs.

Sindy put on her skirt and latex top.

They stepped out of the room and down the hall to the stairs.

As they descended, the sound grew louder.

The construction was going on in the basement.

Bull and Sindy stepped off the stairs.

The basement was lit with bright work lights. The workmen were huge - all of them bigger than Bull and dressed in brown coveralls.

A man dressed in black stood with his back to them. He was tall and thin, his head bald. “No, take out that wall. The surgery needs the largest space possible.”

“Excuse me,” Bull said.

The man turned. He had piercing blue eyes and a hawklike nose. Around his neck was a white clerical collar.

Below that was a gleaming silver inverted Pentagram. Inscribed within was an abstract figure of a man, arms and legs outspread.

A huge phallus hung below the figure’s crotch, stretching all the way past the sculpture’s knees: The symbol of the living god, Morpheus.

The man smiled and held out his hand. “I’m Father Cain, you must be Bull Drummond?”

“Yes, we weren’t expecting...”

Father Cain turned toward Sindy. He looked her up and down with a hungry gaze. “And, you must be Sinful Sindy?” He took her hand and kissed it. “Forgive me for staring - I’m fascinated by White Witches.”

Sindy smiled and nodded.

“We weren’t expecting you so soon,” Bull said.

“The timetable has accelerated. We should be finished within a week - the laboratory takes priority, of course.”

“Laboratory?” Sindy asked.

He spread out his arms. “All this will be the laboratory. Where you will transform a brothel full of whores for the glory of Morpheus. Your doctor arrives tonight.”

“We’re getting our own doctor?” Bull asked.

“Yes, Dr. Demona has her hands full between Stallion’s and the Farm. We thought it best to bring in a second surgeon,” Cain said. “Tell your girls they won’t be servicing clients this week. During construction, they will be servicing my workers - those that haven’t been desexed that is.”

Sindy frowned at the basement full of workmen. “Desexed?”

“Oh, you haven’t seen Worker Caste before, have you?” Cain said. He turned toward the workmen. “Hmm... Charlie 12, come here please.”

One of the workmen turned and lumbered forward. He was as big as a tank.

Sindy grabbed Bull’s hand and held on as the shape came closer.

The eyes were dull and glazed set in a skull that looked capable of smashing through a brick wall. He was hairless and an inverted Pentagram was branded between his eyes.

He stopped beside them, towering over Bull.

“We call all the desexed ‘Charlie’,” Cain said as he looked almost straight up at the giant’s face.

“Charlie?” Sindy asked.

“Charlie,” Cain repeated. “C. For castrated.”

Sindy gasped.

Cain saw her discomfort and laughed. He reached up and hooked the coverall’s zipper and pulled it down.

The creature’s chest and abdomen were hard muscled and hairless. At it’s crotch? Nothing but a lump of skin and bone.

Sindy shrank back against Bull. “Why... would they... want...”

“Want? Oh, they don’t want. Barely a brain inside that skull,” Cain said. “They obey - this group are skilled carpenters. It’s their only function.”

Sindy shook her head. “Why would you... desex them?”

“Punishment usually. Murderers, thieves, malcontents.” He zipped up the suit. “Now, eighteen of my workers haven’t been desexed - we call them ‘Peters’.” He laughed at the word play. “We work all of them twenty hours a day. Then the ‘Peters’ are going to want to drain their balls - that’s where your girls come in. Tell your whores that the Peters will be quick, not much for conversation, they’ve been lobotomized just like the Charlies.”

Sindy shook her head. “All these men...”

“And women... hard to tell them apart, honestly.”

Sindy and Bull stared wide eyed at the room full of Worker Caste.

***

Sindy still held Bull’s hand as they went up the stairs.

They walked in silence.

At the second floor landing, Sindy threw herself around Bull’s neck and began to cry. “Oh, Bull... I take it back. I take it all back. We’re not evil. Oh, sweet Jesus, Bull. They’re monsters! We’re in league with demons.”

He held her as she cried.

He cried himself.

And, then they talked.

Those talks turned to plans.

Those plans turned to resolve.

And, on the second floor landing of a dingy hotel, Bull and Sindy Drummond, two minor demons in a hell beyond their understanding, pledged to bring the whole goddamned thing down. They were going to kill every fucking Religious Caste monster on earth.

***

Chad and Eddie sat naked on adjacent operating tables.

Gwen brought out two metal cups and handed one to each of them. “This is transformative ambrosia. After you take it, you will be immortal. You will never get sick. You will never grow old. You will be stronger than ten men.” She nodded toward the cups. “You will be unbound, under no one’s control other than whom you choose.”

They both looked at Amy who stood in her original form beside Gwen.

“Neither Amy nor I will be able to control you. You will owe your allegiance to the Church. You each will be one of us. You can’t go back. You can’t change your mind.”

Eddie looked at the cup, then he looked up at Amy. “Forever, huh? I can live with that.” He smiled and put the cup to his lips.

“Wait,” Gwen said. “After you drink? You may have a... well, a vision. If you do? I need you to tell me.”

Chad nodded. “Okay.”

Both men put their cup to their lips.

They drank.

Eddie dropped his cup on the floor. He shook all over. “G... Goddamn!”

Amy rushed to his side. “Are you okay?”

“I... that was a rush!” He turned toward Chad. “What about you, Boy...”

Amy screamed.

Chad fell off the operating table.

He lay flat of his back on the floor, his eyes staring straight up at the ceiling.

***

Chad dreamed.

Or, was it? He wasn't sure. Was it a dream? Or, was the farmhouse a dream?

He was in an airport, but an airport unlike any he had ever seen. Advertisements and signs were everywhere - they hung in mid-air, three-dimensional projections advertising airline names he did not recognize and soft drinks he had never tasted.

People milled about going from store to store, gate to gate.

She was there - Amy, sitting in a chair. The body was all Amy Lynn, but the hair and freckles were Amy. She was smiling, talking, clothed in red latex. The outfit was mostly transparent but became more opaque in the places where modesty was required.

Her stomach was heavy with child.

She was talking to a beautiful redhead in white latex. Sugar, her name is Sugar, he thought.

Amy caught him staring and smiled up at him.

"Now, en Espanol, Chico?"

Chad turned to his left. A beautiful Latina in a tight, Spandex outfit walked up to him. She carried a toddler in her arms.

"Eduardo. Me llamo Eduardo," the little black haired boy said.

She kissed his forehead. "Ah, si, Eduardo. Muy bien!" She looked at Chad and smiled. "So smart!"

Chad smiled back and then went wide eyed when the beautiful woman handed the little boy to him.

He took the boy in his arms and ‘Eduardo’ smiled up at him, his face covered in blue liquid.

"He insisted on a blue raspberry Slushee, which is totally nasty, by the way - but cleaning him up is not Tia Belynda's job, is it? No, that is what Daddy is for." Belynda kissed Eduardo's cheek and walked away.

Daddy?! He looked at the tiny child in his arms. 

"Drink?" the little boy asked and held out a half-empty Slushie.

Daddy. I'm Daddy. "Yeah, absolutely." He took a sip through the straw and it was just as nasty as Belynda had said. "Yuck. Nasty."

The little boy giggled and laid his head over on Chad's shoulder.

The black hair and the eyes? Yeah, he was Daddy, but not the father.

"Boy Scout? Why the f..." Eddie started to say as he emerged from the crowd.

Amy looked up at him and stared fiercely.

"Why the 'heck'," Eddie stammered. "I was definitely going to say 'heck' and not that other word we don't say in front of Eddie Jr."

"Yeah, and you remember that," Amy said and went back to talking with Sugar.

"Anyway," Eddie continued as he handed Amy a container of something that looked like a bowl of cheese, bacon, and French fries. "How come she's pregnant with your baby, but I'm still the one traipsing all over the place looking for cheese and bacon fries?"

Chad smiled down at Amy. Mine. She's carrying mine!

"Daddy? I'm hungry," Eddie Jr. said.

Chad nodded. "What would you like, pal?"

"Cheese fries like Mommy's."

Chad looked at Eddie and nodded. "Here y'go, loudmouth."

Eddie rolled his eyes and took his son. "Really? Going to make poor old dad walk all the way back for fries?"

"Take me! Take me!" Eddie Jr. cried and held out his arms.

"Oh, for f..."

"Ahem," Amy said and stared daggers at him.

"Oh, for... goodness sake. Why not?" He took Eddie Jr. in his arms and headed back into the crowd. "I mean, who doesn't love cheese fries, right?"

Chad watched them go.

Someone touched his arm.

Chad turned.

Gwen Kincaid was smiling at him. She was wearing a white latex dress, but the middle was bare and her very pregnant belly was uncovered. "You're the Chad from before, aren't you?" She whispered.

He just nodded. "I don't understand."

Gwen smiled and took his hands. "A lot has happened. Time bends, and someone close bent it for you, Chad."

For the first time, Chad realized that almost every woman in the terminal was pregnant.

And, they were the transformed! White Witches, Street Whores, Professional Caste - they were all pregnant.

"I... Gwen what's going on?"

"You only need to know one thing. But, you have to keep it to yourself. You mustn’t tell them what you saw. One day, when everything seems lost, when the night is so dark they lose their hope? You tell them what you saw, Chad. You tell them: it’s going to be okay. All of this will be. All of it will happen.”

"What's going to be okay?"

"Everything, Chad. Everything."

“Why tell me this, Gwen?”

She put her hands on his shoulders and squeezed. “Because you are loyal and true. Through all of it, you’ll keep your faith, and you won’t give up. They need you, Chad. They all do.”

The floor shook and Chad looked out the window as a huge rocket roared skyward. "That's a rocket. It's a rocket," Chad whispered.

And, in the crowded spaceport, not one person paid any attention to it besides Chad.

***

Amy’s hands on his shoulders. “Please wake up. Chad, please? I love you.” She was crying.

Gwen stood above her, smiling, unworried.

Eddie stood by Amy. He grinned slowly as Chad opened his eyes. “Nice fucking drama, Boy Scout.”

Chad pulled Amy down and kissed her tears away.

“I was so scared. God, I can’t lose you,” She whispered.

“Never,” Chad said. And, he knew that was true.

“What did you see?” Gwen asked.

Chad smiled.

He shook his head. “I’m not at liberty to say.”

Gwen frowned. “Who told you not to say?”

“You did.”

***

“My intention, Mr. Secretary, is to take Miss Bellachik by force as soon as she leaves that compound,” Menser said into the cell phone.

“Your assault team didn’t work out too well,” the Secretary of State replied from Washington. “Those men stop singing Christmas carols yet?”

“This morning, yes, sir. We’ll take them on the main road. And, I’m informing you that I intend to use deadly force if necessary.”

“What makes you think they are leaving soon?”

“Dr. Lorraine Love left the compound this morning. Bitch actually waved at my sniper on her way out. If they sent their psychiatrist away, they must be done. If we’re going to take Bellachik, it needs to be before Marapova can get her diplomatic immunity.”

The Secretary sighed. “Agreed. I’ll inform the President. Menser, we want Bellachik alive - her and her husband if possible.”

“I’ll do my best, sir. No promises.” He closed the call.

***

“No, no, no... you listen to me: I got the hottest redheaded porn star you’ve ever seen. You want her to dance at your club? $15,000 per night,” Eddie said into the cell phone as they stood on the farmhouse porch.

Chad gritted his teeth. He was actually going along with putting Amy on stage at a strip club.

She squeezed his hand. “Hey, it’s a job.”

“Right. And, in the VIP room after your show?”

She shrugged. “It’s just sex. I like sex. You like sex...”

Eddie covered the cell phone with his hand. “I like sex too.”

“Shut up, Eddie,” Chad grumbled.

He turned back to the phone. “$10,000?! Listen, fuckface, Amy Lynn makes Tyffany Twysted look like a goddamned meth whore. $12,500 or we go on down to Manhattan where the clubs know how to treat the talent.” He stomped away.

Amy laughed. “We’d have to do it even if it was free.”

“Yeah, but they don’t know you’ll be hypnotizing the whole room and making them fixate on you,” Chad said.

She wrapped her hands around his neck. She grew, turning into Amy Lynn in seconds. “Why wouldn’t they fixate on me?”

Chad laughed and they kissed.

She held him tight. “You know, you keep missing the obvious fun part of this whole thing: you can have any little strip club tramp you want while I’m... performing.”

“Oh, is that right?”

“I’m no hypocrite. Fuck the little skanks till they scream... just come home with me.”

Chad laughed. “We’ll see.”

Eddie put his phone in his pocket and sat down on the railing beside Amy. “We’re on. $12,500... but, umm, Amy has to... suck him off.”

“You suck as a manager,” Chad hissed.

“Hey, I’m a great manager!” Eddie complained. “We only got to do this for a few months until the porn movies start rolling. Then we’ll be on easy street. They’ll be sucking our dicks then.”

“Pass,” Chad said.

Lulu came bouncing out of the house. She smiled down at Eddie - she was nearly a foot taller than him in her skyscraper heels.

“Hi, Lulu.” He was face to tits with the pink plastic goddess.

“I’m going home now. They’re gonna be real shocked to see me,” she said with a smile.

She was wearing her pink latex halter top and short pink latex skirt.

“I think that is an understatement,” Eddie said.

She leaned down and kissed him. “Toodles!” She skipped past him in the ballet heels and down the steps. She opened the door on one of the two Teslas sitting in the drive.

Eddie watched her bouncing ass as she leaned down to get in the car. “Lulu, honey? Can you drive?”

She turned to him and smiled. “Oh, sure! I can drive any motor vehicle, from a motorcycle to an eighteen wheeler. I can also fly aircraft up to and including a passenger jet.” She blinked as Eddie stared. Then she looked confused. “That’s funny. I don’t remember where I learned to do all that.” She shrugged and got in the car. A moment later, she waved as she drove toward the highway.

“How does she... I mean, she’s... dumb, right?”

“Intellect isn’t a simple thing to define,” Gwen said as she stepped onto the porch. “What is she? Cute, lovable, someone with potential. And, that is more than she had before.”

“But, you’re sending her back to the bar?!” Chad asked.

Gwen smiled. “Oh... there’s always a plan, Chad.” She turned to Amy who had gone back to her original form. “Now, if you two want to keep anything of your old life? How are you going to explain Eddie?”

Amy grinned. “Well, we’re telling my parents that Eddie is Chad’s cousin who needs a place to stay. And, we’re telling Chad’s parents that he’s my cousin.”

Gwen nodded. “Good plan. Got your credit cards and cell phones?”

Chad held up his card. “Right here.”

“Quit your job anytime you want, Chad. You’ll officially be an employee of the Church of Morpheus. Maria will have your diplomatic immunity paperwork completed shortly - until then, try to stay away from Colonel Menser. If you can’t...”

Chad made his hands into fists. His knuckles cracked. “I think we got it.”

“You’re not bulletproof,” Gwen said.

Amy’s eyes flashed blue. “Those guys won’t be a problem.”

Gwen smiled and handed Chad a set of keys. “Try not to dent it.” She pointed to the remaining Tesla in the drive.

“Hey, how come he gets to drive?” Eddie grumbled.

Chad tossed him the keys. “All yours, Sport.”

“Heh, heh. Thank you, Boy Scout.”

Chad took Amy’s hand. “Amy and I will just ride in the back.”

Eddie looked down at the keys in his hand. “You... son of a bitch!”

“You are really stupid, Eddie,” Chad said as he grabbed his wife’s ass getting in the car.

She screamed and laughed.

“Man, you guys suck,” Eddie said as he got in the driver’s side.

“How’d you guess?” Amy called from the backseat and then laughed.

“Be careful,” Gwen said.

Eddie winked as they drove away.

***

“Overwatch here. I have a second Tesla leaving the compound. Positive ID on Amy and Chad Bellachik. Positive ID on Pimp.”

Menser got out of the SUV on the shoulder of the road just beyond the farm. Menser keyed his mic. “All right, we’re on. Strike teams in position. Overwatch, anything happens, take out Eddie Delacroix and then take out the vehicle. Nobody shoots at the Bellachiks, understood?”

Acknowledgements flooded across Menser’s earpiece.

“Overwatch, keep one eye on the farm. If you see Dolly leave the house, you let me know immediately.” Dolly was code for Gwen.

“Copy.”

***

Eddie pulled onto the road and headed north. “It’s a classy club. I mean, you know, for a titty bar, it’s okay.”

“That’s nice,” Amy giggled as Chad kissed his way up her inner thigh.

Eddie looked in his rearview mirror. “Man, this is torture.”

He topped the rise.

Two black SUVs were sitting nose to nose blocking the route north.

“Oh, fuck,” Eddie said.

Chad sat up. “What is it? Fuck!”

A tall man with a military cut was standing on the road in front of the SUVs. Behind the SUVs were soldiers holding automatic rifles.

“Hang on, guys, I’m gonna turn,” Eddie said.

Two more SUVs roared up behind them, blocking their route to the south.

“Goddamn it!” Eddie said and pounded the steering wheel.

“Chad and Amy Bellachik. Exit the vehicle,” the man on the road said through a bullhorn.

Chad looked at Amy. “Stay in the car.” He smiled.

“Not on your life.” Her eyes turned blue.

Chad shook his head. “Eddie, don’t embarrass me.”

“To the death, Boy Scout.”

“Fucking A,” Chad said.

They got out of the car.

***

“Pimp exiting vehicle. Should we fire?” A voice said over Menser’s radio.

“Negative,” Menser said. He took a step forward.

Chad Bellachik stepped in front of his wife.

Eddie Delacroix moved behind her and watched the rear.

They’re protecting her. Both of them, Menser thought. Menser held up his hands. “Mr. Bellachik, you and your wife are being manipulated. I can’t imagine what they’ve done to you, but we are here to help you.”

“You want to help us? Move aside,” Chad said. He looked down at the shoulder of the road. He leaned down and picked up a good sized rock.

“I have a shot on Chad Bellachik,” Overwatch said over the radio.

“Negative! You watch for Dolly,” Menser said.

Chad stood up with the rock in his hand. He closed his fingers.

Chad smiled as the rock broke in his fist.

He dropped the rock dust on the road. “Move aside.”

“That’s impressive,” Menser said. “Did they tell you that you’re not human anymore? Did they tell you that you’re sterile? Do you know what they’ve turned your wife into?”

Amy Bellachik stepped out from behind her husband. “Want to see what they turned me into?” She smiled and transformed into a tall amazon redhead right in front of Menser’s eyes.

“Jesus Christ,” Menser whispered.

Her eyes turned glowing blue.

Menser looked at the ground and keyed his mic. “Do not look at her eyes! I will personally shoot any man who looks at that woman’s eyes! Overwatch, I need a solution on Amy Bellachik!” This whole thing was going sideways.

‘Overwatch, here. I have movement.”

“Dolly?!”

“Negative. Black Mercedes limo approaching from the south.”

“How the hell did anything get through our roadblock?” Menser spat. “South roadblock? Come in, this is Menser.”

The radio was silent.

“South roadblock?” Menser gritted his teeth. “Overwatch, I need an ID on that vehicle.”

“Passenger windows are open... Ice Queen! I have a positive ID on Ice Queen!”

“Goddamn it! Overwatch, get me a solution on Ice Queen!”

Amy, Chad, and Eddie looked around nervously.

“She’s rolled up her window. No shot.”

“Okay, Overwatch, listen to me very carefully. You put me in your crosshairs. If you see me doing anything weird, anything at all? You take me out.”

“Sir?!”

“That’s an order. I will not be that bitch’s puppet. Shoot to kill, Overwatch.”

“Acknowledged.”

The black Mercedes pulled up behind the SUVs behind the Tesla.

The men near those SUVs crumpled to the ground.

The SUV drivers jumped as if they had been electrocuted.

Then they pulled their vehicles off to the side of the road.

Both men sat motionless with their hands on their steering wheels.

The back door of the Mercedes opened.

Maria Anastasia Marapova, aka Ice Queen, climbed out.

She was dressed in skintight white latex pants that hugged her curves like a second skin. Her breasts were held in place by a white latex bustier.

A tall blonde in black latex climbed out behind her. She had a pink sucker in her mouth. She took it out of her mouth and waved. “Hi!”

Maria rolled her eyes. “Brittney, honey? Shush.”

Brittney winked and put the pink sucker back in her mouth.

“May I help you, Miss Marapova?” Menser asked.

“Colonel Menser, isn’t it? Of the NRO?” Maria said with a smirk.

“Obviously you know more than we thought,” Menser said.

“Oh, and my title is Mistress, not Miss. Mistress Maria Anastasia Marapova di Morpheus. Official envoy of the Church of Morpheus and government diplomat of the Religious Republic of Cuba.”

“That’s a mouthful.”

“More than a mouthful,” Brittney giggled.

Maria glanced sideways at her and Brittney went back to sucking the lollipop.

“Again, how can I help...”

“You can immediately cease this black op on American soil - something that is against the law.”

“This is a matter of...”

“National security, yes, I thought you might say that. That’s why I had a long talk with a federal judge this morning.” She held up a folded paper. “This is a court order to cease and desist. You are to leave the area of Kincaid Farm and you are not to harass either the Kincaids or the Bellachiks any longer.”

“Yeah, I can make a call...”

“Oh, please do call. Call your bosses and see what they say. Just so you know? Rebecca Tanner from WNYC is about two minutes behind me with a news van... I think CNN, NBC, CBS, and all the others are about a minute behind her. Something about a shadowy government organization violating that whole ‘Freedom of Religion’ thing has them intrigued. You can explain it to them.” She stared at him with her preternaturally brown eyes and smiled sweetly.

Menser wanted to wipe that smug smile off her beautiful porcelain face.

He sighed and keyed his mic. “Stand down. I repeat, all units stand down and fall back to base.” He winked at Maria. “This ain’t over, Mistress Marapova.”

“Why no, Colonel. It’s only just begun.”

Menser looked at the trio in front of the Tesla. “I pity you. You’ve been turned into monsters. You don’t even know that, do you?”

Chad put his arm around Amy. “We know, Colonel. We just don’t care.”

Amy laid her head on Chad’s shoulder as the soldiers drove away.

***

Maria walked up to the threesome once the NRO had left. “That should take care of them. Nothing frightens a clandestine operation more than the press.”

“You’re one of the White Witches? Like Gwen?” Amy asked.

“Yes. Tomorrow, Rebecca - she’s one of Gwen’s wives - will interview Amy Lynn on television. A little piece about the burgeoning porn industry in New York.”

Amy looked panicked. “Wait... I don’t want people to know...”

“No, dear, you misunderstand. You will be in your Amy Lynn form. No one will know you’re Amy Bellachik. And, most important, you’ll be in the public eye. The NRO will leave you alone then,” Maria said.

Amy nodded. She smiled and hugged Chad and Eddie. “My heroes.” She smiled at Maria. “All of you.”

Maria raised an eyebrow. “Really? Amy, you could have handled them by yourself.”

“It was nice that I didn’t have to,” Amy said. “Thank you.”

“Don’t thank me,” Maria said as she turned back to the car and Brittney. “I’ll be producing your porn videos. You’ll grow to hate me soon enough.”

Brittney nodded and smiled. “Everybody does.”

Maria looked at her in shock.

“Except me. I love you.” Brittney giggled.

Maria sighed. “Get in the car.”

Chad laughed as Maria got in the limo and closed her door. “You know, I think they’re more dysfunctional than we are.”

“Cute though,” Eddie said.

Amy punched him in the shoulder.

“Ow! Hey! I’m allowed to look. This is an open relationship.”

“Uggh,” Amy grumbled and got in the car.

“What’d I do?” Eddie asked Chad.

“Never tell your girl that another woman is cute, dummy. You’ve got a lot to learn about women,” Chad said. “And, I’m teaching you how to fight when we get home.”

“I can fight.”

“You fight like a little bitch, Eddie. Drive the fucking car,” Chad said as he climbed in the backseat with Amy.

***

Maria watched as the Tesla pulled away. She touched Brittney’s hand. “Stay in the car. I’ll be right back.”

“Where ya going?” Brittney asked.

“I have something I need to do. Don’t follow me, okay?” She caressed Brittney’s cheek and got out of the car.

The NRO were dangerous people. They were highly skilled.

But, there were other predators in the woods.

She stepped off the shoulder and into the forest.

“Quite theatrical.”

Maria turned and put on a practiced smile.

Father Cain stood near a tall oak in his black suit and white collar. “My, you certainly took the wind out of Colonel Menser’s sails. Just out of curiosity, how did you know I was here?”

“I know everything, Cain. Didn’t they tell you that in Havana?” Maria said. “Just like I know there are at least ten of your men hiding in the underbrush.”

Cain laughed. He raised his hands.

The forest floor came alive as men in camouflage suddenly came into view.

“What was your plan? Kill the NRO soldiers and take the Bellachiks? Messy,” Maria said.

“Actually, we were going to wait patiently and simply take them from the good Colonel when his guard was down.”

“Why do you want the Bellachiks? We’re on the same team, aren’t we?”

“Your friend Dr. Demona hasn’t been exactly forthcoming with all her research. This were-bimbo treatment for instance. We haven’t been able to duplicate it. It’s almost as if she’s leaving things out of the notes she shares with Havana.”

“More likely your Havana scientists are incompetent,” Maria said with a smile.

Cain returned the smile. “No doubt. I will... discuss their inadequacies when I return.”

“And, when will that be, Father?”

“It might be several months. There are the brothel renovations in Ithaca to attend to, and, I’m sure I can find other things to keep my interest...”

“I think you should leave New York at your earliest convenience.”

“I beg your pardon.”

“We don’t need you here, Father. New York is under our firm control. I think the rest of this sprawling nation could benefit from your talents. I hear Iowa is nice this time of year.” Her smile never wavered.

“Of course. Who am I to disagree with one of Morpheus’s own creations?”

“Who indeed?” Maria turned and walked away. “Oh, and leave the Bellachiks alone. She is Whore Caste now, so are her husbands. And, Whore Caste is my dominion by Morpheus’s decree.” Maria turned and looked over her shoulder. “I would hate it if there was some misunderstanding between us.”

Cain smiled and bowed. “As you wish, Mistress Maria Anastasia Marapova di Morpheus.”

Maria walked back to the car, leaving Cain in her wake.

***

Gwen and Alex sat in the porch swing as the sun set. She had the cell phone to her ear. “I love you too.” She ended the call and smiled at Alex. “They’re coming home. Heather and Bear. Now that Maria put an end to the NRO surveillance, they can come back from Montana.”

“Good,” Alex said. “That means we can get the hucow operation going again.”

Gwen laid her head on Alex’s shoulder. “I just want them back here.”

Alex kissed her cheek. “I know.”

Lita came out the front door stark naked.

“Hello,” Alex said as she gyrated and jiggled across the porch.

“I’m horny and bored,” she said as she lay down across their laps on the swing.

“Go play with a vibrator,” Gwen said.

“No! Come to bed. The house is empty. Everybody is gone. We can spend the evening fucking.”

Alex smiled. “Does sound relaxing.”

“Hmm, I do have a new strapon I wanted to try out,” Gwen said.

“Ooo, now we’re talking!” Lita said.

“Not for you, dear,” Gwen said and winked.

“Whoa! I’ll get the lube!” She jumped up and ran in the house. “It’s pegging time!”

“Nope. Not happening,” Alex said.

“Where is your sense of adventure?”

“Well, it ain’t in my ass,” Alex said. He grabbed Gwen and slung her over his shoulder.

Gwen screamed and laughed as he carried her into the house.

***

Aunt Jane, the manager of the Iron Horse Saloon was drunk as fuck. She had passed out on her bare mattress in the singlewide trailer she shared with Lulu.

That is until Lulu had up and run off.

It was bound to happen sooner or later, Aunt Jane mused. 

So, on her only evening off, Jane had grabbed a bottle of whiskey from work and polished it off along with a piece of dry toast. That had been dinner.

She woke up in the middle of the night to the smell of eggs and bacon.

“What the fuck?” She rolled out of bed wearing nothing but a man’s t-shirt that had once been white but was now dingy yellow.

She stumbled into the kitchen.

A life size Barbie Doll was making breakfast in her galley kitchen.

“Who the fuck are you?” She demanded as she leaned on the simple kitchen table.

The doll in pink latex turned and smiled. “Lulu, silly! Who else would I be?”

“Lulu? Lulu?! What the fuck happened to you?”

“I made new friends!” Lulu giggled. She bounced a little when she said it.

The bouncing caused the huge fake breasts to undulate, and that undulation caused Jane to almost lose the fifth of whiskey and toast from earlier. She sat down at the table and stared at the rubber bimbo that had once been her niece.

Lulu set a plate of bacon and eggs in front of her. “Bon Appetit!” Lulu said. “That’s French.”

Jane stared at the plate.

The girl had made a smiley face with the bacon for the mouth and the eggs for eyes. 

“You got to be fucking kidding me?” She stared up at Lulu. “Are you taller?”

“Yes. Eat before it gets cold. Then we gotta give you your shots.”

“My... huh?”

“Titty Grow, Booty Max, Slutifier, and something to make you younger. Also, there’s a shot there that will make you grow a new set of teeth, on account of you ain’t got any.”

Jane peered toward the kitchen counter where a line of gleaming hypodermics had been arranged on a clean white sheet. “You ain’t giving me any shots, you crazy bitch!”

Lulu smiled and blinked. “Sure, I will.” She twisted one of Jane’s arms around behind her back, drawing a howl from the older woman.

Lulu lifted her easily off the chair with one hand and jammed the Booty Max injection into Jane’s left ass cheek.

***

Menser took out his cell phone. “Rosen? Start your surveillance.” Menser smiled at Rosen’s response. “No. I had no hope or intention of taking the Bellachiks...”

***

That evening, Secretary of State Edwin Miller rode in the back of a Secret Service SUV on the ride home. He looked at the text on his cellphone. “Bellachik rendition failed. The Ice Queen cometh. Suspending ops. Menser.”

Miller closed his phone as the SUV pulled up in front of his house.

He looked out the window.

There were two decorative lanterns flanking his front door. The one on the left was out.

Miller frowned. “Bob? I won’t be needing my security detail tonight.”

The head of his Secret Service detail turned around in the front seat. “Sir? Are you sure?”

Miller nodded, still looking at the burned out bulb. “Quiet evening at home with my wife. We’d appreciate the privacy.”

“Okay, sir. Just make sure to set your alarm when you enter the residence. We’ll be next door.”

Miller got out of the SUV and walked toward his house. He paused by the light. He reached up into the housing and tightened the bulb.

It came on.

Miller took a deep breath and opened the front door. “Liz? I’m home.”

The house was silent.

The lights were off, but a warm glow sifted in from the family room.

Miller looked nervously at the firelight glow. “Liz?”

He stepped into the room.

Elizabeth Miller, his wife of thirty years was on her hands and knees naked. A huge vibrator was stuffed in her ass.

She moaned as she ate out the woman who sat in front of her in an overstuffed chair.

Maria Marapova smiled as she enjoyed Liz’s oral talents. “She’s improved, Edwin. Between my conditioning and her frequenting of lesbian hotspots, your wife has turned into a wonderful little pussy licker.”

Edwin swallowed hard. “I... I did everything you asked...”

“Late... I almost didn’t make it to the farm in time, Edwin. That won’t do.”

“Please, you said you would leave her alone.”

“If you were a good boy, Edwin.”

Edwin dropped to his knees as the trigger phrase, ‘good boy’ washed over him. “Please... Mistress...”

“Deeper, Liz. Push your tongue deep inside. I think perhaps it’s time you left your husband, don’t you?”

Liz lifted her head. “Anything, Mistress. I’m yours! Anything!”

Maria laughed and pushed her back down into her crotch. “Such a good girl.”

Liz moaned and shook - a jet of girl cum squirted out of her and wet the Persian rug. 

“Honestly, Edwin, I really should take her. You’re an ungrateful little worm - I mean after I took your frigid wife, knocked thirty years off her, gave her these delicious tits, made her a loving swinger? And, you thank me by letting that asshole Menser harass my friends?”

“Please, Mistress! Don’t take her. I love her. I won’t let it happen again.”

“You must be punished, Edwin. I’m sorry. But, don’t worry, I’ve already taken care of it.”

“What?”

“Brittney, bring her out,” Maria said with a smile.

Brittney stepped into the room in her black latex outfit. She held a leash in her hand.

The other end was attached to a collar around a pretty brunette’s neck.

“No!” Edwin cried as Brittney led his oldest daughter into the room.

“We picked her up at Harvard right after I cleaned up your mess in New York,” Maria said.

“Karen?” Edwin asked.

His daughter said nothing. She was stark naked other than the collar. She stared at the floor.

“It’s okay, Mr. Secretary,” Brittney said. “We didn’t hurt her. Well, I mean Maria flipped a few switches in her head, but other than that, I was real gentle.”

“You said you would leave the rest of my family alone!” Edwin said to Maria.

“You said we had nothing to worry about from the NRO. It would appear both of us lied,” Maria said coldly. “Brittney here has introduced your daughter to the pleasures of bisexuality - poor thing was what? Two weeks away from getting married? I think we’ll be putting that on hold while she sorts out her new sexuality.”

“Please, don’t...”

“And, as an extra added treat? I made her submissive in bed - she likes to be spanked, doesn’t she Brittney?”

“Totes. Came like fireworks when I spanked that little tushy.”

“What are you going to do with her?” Edwin asked.

“There’s a certain mother superior in Havana. She does love cunt slave college girls - God only knows what she will do with her, but suffice to say you won’t recognize her in a month,” Maria said and smiled. “The mother superior does love her futanari.”

“Please, I’m begging you...”

Maria stood up and pushed Liz away from her pussy with her latex boot. “Yes, why don’t you beg me, Edwin? You people disgust me. Politicians... none of you any better than Stalin and his fucking ilk when I was a child.” She stood over him and he cowered.

“Look at me, Edwin.”

Edwin looked up her long legs at her wet sex.

“You are like ants to us. I could kill you with a thought.”

“I know. I’m sorry. Just don’t hurt her. Hurt me if you want.” He sighed. “You can have Liz. Just, not Karen. Please. I won’t fail you again.”

Maria smiled. “One last chance, Edwin. We’ll return Karen to Harvard. She won’t remember anything about this evening.”

“Thank you!” He kissed her white latex boot.

“But, we’re leaving her bisexual - her future husband will thank us later,” Maria said.

Edwin sobbed.

“Do not disappoint me again, Mr. Secretary.”

***

“Do not disappoint me again, Mr. Secretary...”

Menser watched the monitor with its grainy image of Maria Marapova having her boots licked by the President’s primary cabinet member. “How’d you get this?”

“Drone, sir,” Gilder said.

“Drone?! You sent a drone over the Secretary of State’s house?! What the hell did you tell the Air Force?”

“Umm, not a military drone, sir,” Rosen said. He pointed at a plastic quadcopter sitting in a box in the back of the van.

“A toy? You used a fifty dollar toy to spy on the Secretary of State?!”

“$800,” Gilder said. “It’s... not a toy, sir.”

Menser laughed. “Goddamn.”

“What are we going to do, sir?” Rosen asked.

“Do? Well, son, the first thing you’re going to do is put a copy of that footage on a USB thingy for me. And, then you’re going to erase all the other footage. And, you two aren’t going to say jack shit to anybody about what you saw.” He pointed at the monitor. “Just knowing about that is enough to get you killed - if not by Miller, then you can bet your ass by that Ice Cold Bitch.”

“But, he’s a traitor, Colonel!”

“Yes, Mr. Gilder, he is. You know what we do to traitors?”

“Execute them?”

“Fuck no. We use them.”

***

While Alex, Gwen, and Lita made love throughout the night, Heather Kincaid and Bear Bruner drove back from self-imposed exile in Montana.

Colonel Menser planned.

New York mourned the deaths at a burned out nightclub.

A girl named Lulu laughed while she watched her aunt grow younger as the injections took hold.

Amy Lynn showed off her lack of a gag reflex on the fat owner of a strip joint while Eddie counted their money.

Chad dreamed of a better future as he listened to the smokey bass beat of the strip club.

High above the Northeast, Maria Marapova looked out the window of the Learjet as Brittney sang sweetly to the coed sleeping on her lap.

In Ithaca, Bull Drummond left the bed he shared with his wives.

From the other rooms, loud moans and cries echoed down the darkened halls as the Worker Caste used the girls.

Bull walked silently down the hall.

He didn’t know why he descended to the basement. Maybe he secretly hoped to find the bald priest, Cain, down there, alone.

If he did, the man would be the victim of a construction accident.

A wall would fall on him.

Maybe two.

He paused outside the frosted glass door that read “Surgery”.

A warm glow emanated from inside.

Bull smiled. Maybe it was his lucky night. He opened the door.

The room was dark except for a small desk lamp that lit only the top of a nearly empty desk.

A bottle of Scotch sat on the desk and, beside it, a simple glass with about an inch of the amber liquid.

As Bull watched, a massive hand nearly the size of a manhole cover reached out of the gloom behind the desk and set a second glass down beside the first.

“Good,” a deep bass voice said in the darkness. “I hate to drink alone.”

Bull squinted into the dark.

Someone was sitting at the desk.

Or, rather, something. It was huge and bulky, but completely obscured by the inky darkness.

Bull reached for the light switch.

“If it’s all the same with you, I prefer the darkness.”

Bull stopped.

“Have a seat. You’re Mr. Drummond, aren’t you?”

Bull stepped forward and sat down in a wooden chair. “Bull. They call me Bull.”

“Dr. Everett Thompson. I’m your surgeon.”

Bull squinted, trying to take in the massive bulk of the man behind the voice. “You’re a Whoremaster, aren’t you?”

Thompson laughed. “I’m the first. The prototype.” He picked up the partially filled glass, which looked like a thimble in his massive paw. The glass disappeared into the darkness. “The first victim.”

He set his empty glass back on the desk and picked up the bottle. He poured two fingers of Scotch in the other glass and nudged it toward Bull.

“I don’t drink.”

“You better learn.”

Bull picked up the glass and took a sip. It was old and smooth.

Thompson poured himself another. “You met Cain?”

“Yeah, I met him.”

“Want to kill him?”

Bull peered into the darkness.

Thompson laughed. “Me too.”

“Are you one of them?” Bull asked.

“The Church? Once. Not now. What are your intentions, Mr. Drummond?”

Bull took another drink. “I’m going to put a stop to them.”

Everett Thompson leaned forward into the light revealing a massive face that appeared to be carved from flesh colored stone. “Then, Bull, we’re going to get along just fine. Finish your drink. I’ll pour you another. We have a lot to talk about.”

The End
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Bull’s Coven

Front Row, kneeling, left to right: Cum Slut, Leslie

Middle Row, left to right: Delia, Sindy, Mama Jugs

Back Row: Bull
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Alex’s Coven

Back Row, left to right: Rebecca, Alex, Lita, Gwen, Akimi

Front row, kneeling: Heather
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Amy Lynn and Husbands

Left to right: Chad, Amy Lynn, Eddie
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A religious cult has taken control of Cuba, turning it into a sexual playground. But, the Church of Morpheus has designs beyond the island. It plans world domination through sexual perversion. And, the organization is growing...

Upstate New York is a world away from the goings on in Cuba, but the Church of Morpheus is there. Three Jehovah's Witnesses come to a remote farmhouse in the country. What they find there will change them forever.

Book one of the Transformations series.

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B07F6YVFQJ
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Transformations: Experiments

After the events of Transformations: Witnesses, Ray and Sugar have converted Stallion's Adult Store into a recruitment center and experimental lab for the Church's dark designs. Sugar has ensnared an unsuspecting MILF and is converting her into something... delicious. In the basement of Stallion's, erotic fantasies become realities, and no one who enters will ever be the same.

A story of mind control, debauchery, and extreme body modification.

Book two of the Transformations series.

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B07VSH29YC
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After the events of Transformations: Experiments, Ray and Sugar's latest creation is transforming in the lab. Little do they know that this woman Ray calls Rose needs no perversion therapy - she's evil already! Join the employees of Stallion's as they travel from upstate New York all the way to the Big Apple with stops along the way where the unsuspecting are ensnared in the Church's nefarious plans.

A story of mind control, debauchery, and extreme body modification.

Book three of the Transformations series.

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B07WGG35XR
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	Transformations: The Farm


The Transformations story continues. Lisa and Jason have arrived at The Farm, and Lisa is ready to learn the ways of the White Witch from Gwen Kincaid, the powerful mind controller from Witnesses. Little do they know that ace reporter Rebecca Tanner is investigating the farm. What she finds will stun and forever change her and everyone around her. The Farm is an erotic den of perversion where no one emerges unchanged.

A story of mind control, bizarre body modification, and unspeakable lust.

Book four of the Transformations series.

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B07XWSN2VG
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Transformations Tingles: Britt-Ney


The US Government is investigating the Church. A witness has emerged, and Britt Connors, genius District Attorney, has her sights set on taking the Church down. Unfortunately for her, the Church has a genius of their own: evil mind controlling White Witch Maria Marapova. The Amazon blonde has her sights set on Brittney herself, and she will stop at nothing to turn the DA into a giggly, bimbified slut.

A story of depraved mind control, extreme body modification, and twisted romance from the perverted minds that brought you Transformations: Witnesses.

https://www.amazon.co.uk/dp/B07FBTFQ84
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The Hazards of Saving the Earth

A religious cult has taken control of Cuba, turning it into a sexual playground. But, the Church of Morpheus has designs beyond the island. It plans world domination through sexual perversion. And, the organization is growing...

Rita is an environmentally conscious coed, so when she finds a sex toy at the local porn store guaranteed to get her off AND lower her carbon footprint, it sounds like a win/win. But, that Bimbonix Harvester she just bought comes direct from the Church of Morpheus. And, good vibrations aren't the only things she'll be feeling...

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B07FC5KY11
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Transformations: The New Gym: A Tingles Novella


Friends Pam and Emma want to find out about the new gym in town everyone is raving about. Rumors are flying: women go in plain Janes and come out stacked bimbos. The closer they look, the deeper the mystery becomes. What sinister secret lies behind the doors to the Morphosis Gym? Do they dare go inside, and, if they do, will they make it out? Will they ever be the same?

A story of mind control, seduction, debauchery, and extreme body modification. Book three of the Transformations Tingles series.

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B07W3PBG4W
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Punches: An Erotic Short Story


A woman alone in a cemetery at night, a lusty vampire stalking her, and all the while vampire hunters awaiting the monster's return to her lair: a horrific, comedic, erotic interlude.

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B00ITDPY7O
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Sister Asmodea here, Sorry, no time to talk! Giggles
and I were at a real swinging Halloween party
tonight...

Swingin' on account of there were like lots of
swingers there!

That's right, Giggles! And, everybody was talking
about Were-Bimbo sightings in this old cemetary, so
we thought we would check it out...

Totes bad ideal I got an owie!

Poor Giggles, that mean old Were-Bimbo scratched
" her!

She needed a manicure!

i Indeed, Giggles. We're gonna go find some iodine -

| Meanwhile, why don't you enjoy our latest swinging
»f; adventure, Transformations: Curse of the Were-
Bimbo.

Giggles and I will be back later. Come on, Giggles!
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GET OUER HERE. YOU LATER PENCUINI! TIME FOR
A SPANEINGIN

Yikes! Well, I guess the power dynamic in this
relationship just changed dramatically! Who knew
Giggles was a switch? But, I'll bet a lot of your
girifriends are difficult once a month tool

I hope you enjoyed Curse of the Were-Bimbo.
Amy turned out to be a lot sweeter than you
know who here! Plus, looks like Bull and Sindy are
going to war with the Church.

We'll be back soon with a touching Holiday
Story, Transformations: Visions of Sugarplums.
In the meantime, drop me a line at

g SisterAsmodea@gmail.com!
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Ahead!
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