
        
            
                
            
        

    
Transformations:


Dr. De-Mona

By Wayne and Ann Triskelion

Copyright 2020 by Wayne and Ann Triskelion

All rights reserved. This book or any portion thereof may not be reproduced or used in any manner whatsoever without the express written permission of the author except for the use of brief quotations in a book review.

This is a work of fiction. Any similarities between the characters in this book and real individuals alive or dead is purely coincidental.

All individuals engaging in sexual acts in this book are over the age of eighteen.


ADULT CONTENT WARNING: DO NOT READ UNLESS YOU ARE LEGALLY ALLOWED TO DO SO BY YOUR LOCAL LAWS! THIS STORY DEPICTS FANTASY SEXUAL ACTS BETWEEN ADULTS. ALL CHARACTERS ARE OVER THE AGE OF 18.


The Transformations Saga

Transformations: Witnesses

Transformations: Experiments

Transformations: Perversions

Transformations: The Farm

Transformations: Curse of the Were-Bimbo

Transformations: Visions of Sugar Plums

Transformations: Sinful Suburbia

Transformations: Return to Sinful Suburbia

Transformations: Dr. De-Mona

Coming Soon

Transformations: Morpheus

Our Short Stories and Novellas

Transformations Tingles: Britt-Ney

Transformations Tingles: The Hazards of Saving the Earth

Transformations Tingles Novella: The New Gym

All Available on Amazon Kindle!


Transformations: Dr. De-Mona

Dr. Demona stood in her metal floored lab. The floor was a metal grate, designed to convey all matter of bodily fluids to the sewer. The ceiling was cavernous and dark, tall enough to accommodate the tall transformation tubes filled with their pink or blue liquids.

Men and women and people between the two floated in their tubes behind her, their minds and bodies transforming.

The blonde on the operating table in front of her was tall with a fetish model’s curves. Her breasts were huge and firm, standing proud in defiance of gravity.

They were fake, of course. Obviously so, designed to attract attention whether bare or squeezed into a too tight blouse. She would turn heads.

The Church preferred large breasts, presumably because it was Morpheus’s preference.

She ran her black nail down the girl’s tight abs.

Demona was the creator, the artist in flesh and blood and bone.

The White Witches and SlutzNet molded their minds, but it was Demona and the other doctors who sculpted their bodies.

This woman had been a forty-something housewife with brown hair going to gray and a body slowly collapsing under the relentless crush of gravity. Pre-cancerous cells in both breasts, one leg a full centimeter shorter than the other. Her liver was suffering under the assault of early alcoholism and a fondness for sugar and anti-depressants.

All that was gone now.

From those raw materials was a curvy twenty-one-year-old with DDD breasts, a waist made for corsets, and an ass sculpted from marble. Cascading blonde hair with a hint of curl and deep blue eyes that would reduce her lovers to quivering jelly. 

There would be no cancer, no liver failure, no depression requiring alcohol or other chemical remedy.

She would live forever and never age.

But, the woman she had been, the family she had been a part of, all of that was in the past. That personality was still there, but it was now a subroutine running in the background, blissfully sleeping while the Whore Caste construct ran the show.

Cruelty and compassion, Demona thought. Lust and horror.

That was the dual forces that warred inside Demona. The drive to experiment, to tweak a person’s physiology, and the drive to be the hero, to stop what she was doing.

To undo it.

She took a deep breath. “Someday. Someday I’ll fix this. I’ll fix all of it.”

Demona put her hands on the girl’s long legs. “Open, please.”

The blonde stared up at the ceiling, her expression blank.

She spread her legs obediently.

Her perfect pink pussy was wet, her juices glistening under the lab light.

The clit was thick and protruding - dozens of times more sensitive than a normal woman’s.

Demona touched it lightly and the blonde moaned, arching her back off the table.

Lubrication gushed out as the pussy opened and throbbed in orgasm.

“Poor thing,” Demona whispered.

The woman’s nipples stood up rock hard, and her red lips parted.

Demona slid her finger into the quivering pussy gently. The woman was hot and tight. Demona touched her g-spot gently and was rewarded with another orgasm, this one resulting in a squirt.

Demona smiled. “In a little while, your body will adjust. It’s trying to get used to the powerful sensations. Just enjoy them.”

The blonde was hyperventilating.

“Shh, relax,” Demona whispered. She pushed deeper - the girl was no less tight deeper in. Her muscles clamped down and squeezed Demona’s finger, moving in a rhythmic motion that tried to pull her finger deeper.

Demona laughed. “You’re going to be popular.”

She reached down and picked up a thick black dildo. It was sixteen inches long and too thick to fit her hand around completely. “Believe it or not? This will fit inside you. And it will completely satisfy that hungry little hole. The odds are, you won’t see one this big for quite a while - most transformed you encounter are thinner and three inches shorter than this. This is a Whoremaster cock. I’ll introduce you to a real one a little later, but I’ll go ahead and show you how a real man feels, okay?”

The girl looked at her with the sleepy, blank expression.

Demona put the woman’s legs on her shoulders as she knelt on the table between the blonde’s thighs.

Demona put the base of the dildo against her own crotch and then gently stroked the woman’s clit with the rubber head.

The woman began to moan, straining her neck to look at the huge phallus now poised at her tight pussy.

“Relax. Don’t tense up.”

Demona nudged forward and the thick head pressed into the woman.

The blonde threw her head back and screamed as four inches of thick rubber intruded into her hole. She came hard, her squirt erupting around the dildo and spattering on the table.

This time, her nipples joined in, sending twin jets of Ambrosia into the air.

“That’s right. Good girl.” Demona lunged forward and buried the thick dildo in the blonde’s cunt.

***

“Hi, cutie,” Rita the Bimbot said as Courtney Fuchs stepped into Stallion’s Adult Video’s entry foyer.

Courtney smiled. “Hi, yourself, gorgeous.”

The bright sun through the open door glinted in Courtney’s long, blonde hair.

Rita winked her robotic left eye.

The inner door buzzed and unlocked.

“She’s downstairs on Level 10,” Rita said with a smile.

“Thanks!” She practically skipped into the porn store.

Ray whistled from behind the register.

She gave him a hair toss and a smile.

“Oh, you sure you don’t swing both ways?” Ray kidded.

“Keep that sausage behind the counter, big guy. I got a date with a doctor.”

“Heartbreaker - you’re a complete heartbreaker,” Ray groaned.

Courtney giggled and flipped him off with her back turned. 

Ray laughed in his deep bass voice.

The banter was fun. Ray, Rita, and Sugar Tits all kidded her, but she also knew they were thrilled she and Demona were in love.

Even though Demona was technically bound to Ray and the others, and in fact loved them, they were happy she was in love with Courtney.

Sooner or later, she would end up in bed with all of them, but for now they applied no pressure at all.

That was the magic of Whore Caste: they were loving and accepting with infinite patience. Polyamory, if it came, would be cherished but would never be a prison.

And they loved her.

Which was something that made her feel good.

She stepped through a door on the back marked PRIVATE, and into another world.

The garish neon of the sex store gave way to a clinically clean and stark white hallway. At the end of the hall was an elevator.

She pressed the down button.

Machinery groaned and cables whined as the elevator rose from deep in the earth.

The elevator doors opened on a sterile looking elevator lit with bright LEDs.

She stepped in and reached for the panel.

Ten buttons.

The ninth button had a piece of duct tape over it, and beside that the word NO! written in red magic marker.

She reached below it and pressed ten.

The elevator dropped quickly with instrumental music playing softly through overhead speakers.

***

In the level ten lab, Demona stood over the now satiated blonde who sat in a desk chair.

“Okay, honey, what’s your name?” Dr. Demona asked.

“Candace Malloy,” the girl said. Her big breasts stuffed into a black athletic bra, sculpted hips outlined in skintight black leggings. Her eyes were baby blue, lips full - the face of an angel with a body laboratory-built for sin.

“How old are you?” Demona asked.

“Twenty-one.”

“Married?”

Candace laughed. “No!”

“But, you have a boyfriend?”

“Yes, Caleb Jones - oh, he’s taking me on vacation to Cuba!” She looked conspiratorially from side to side. “It’s a sexcation, but don’t tell. My parents would flip out.”

Demona bit her lower lip. “This Caleb... do you love him?”

Candace blinked. “Of course! He’s my soulmate!”

Demona nodded and stroked the girl’s hair. “Girlfriend Experience Whores bother the shit out of me, honey. I don’t like doing this to anybody. Maintenance mode, sweetheart.”

Candace’s smile faded instantly. She sat up straighter.

“Who are you?” Demona asked.

“Candy di Stallion’s, Designation Girlfriend Experience Whore, Whore Caste.”

“How old are you?”

“Forty-Two.”

Demona smiled. She looked twenty-one - as she was supposed to.

“Were you married?”

The woman blinked. “Unable to access information.”

“Override blocks, authorization Demona.”

The woman slumped. She looked around with a confused expression. “Uh... where am I?”

“You’re safe. What’s your name?”

“Brenda Foster... where...”

“Were you married?”

The woman looked confused. “Were? What do you mean were? I am married... oh, God! Where am I?!” She started to hyperventilate.

Demona shook her head. “Run program.”

The woman jerked. A moment later, her smile returned. “Golly, did I black out?”

Demona smiled. “Just a little, Candace. Time to go to the airport. Caleb will meet you in Havana.”

“Yay!” Candace said.

“Now, you go get dressed.”

Candace got up and headed for the table with her traveling clothes - a half t-shirt and mini-skirt.

Demona watched as the brainwashed woman stripped off the athletic outfit without the slightest hesitation.

“I’m truly sorry, Brenda,” Demona said.

She turned and smiled. “Who are you talking to?”

Demona shook her head. “Nobody, honey. Ignore me.”

A bell sounded in the ceiling.

“Demona, Courtney is on her way down,” Rita said over the loudspeaker.

Demona smiled and walked out of the lab and into the hall.

She walked past the empty aquarium wall to the elevator.

The numbers above the doors counted up as the elevator descended.

Six, Seven, Eight.

Nine.

***

The elevator jerked to a stop, and Courtney froze.

Nine. The indicator read Nine.

She pressed her back against the wall.

Alarm bells started going off, not only in her elevator, but far above on the other levels and the ground floor.

The doors hissed open.

Beyond the doors, flickering overhead lights illuminated a dirty, dusty floor.

The air had the sulfur smell of rotten eggs.

Courtney dug in her purse and pulled out her only weapon: a syringe filled with Knock Out. She cursed herself for not taking a dart gun like Demona’s from storage.

She wished she had accepted her sister Madison’s gift of a nine-millimeter pistol.

Courtney was a doctor or would be soon, and she wasn’t going to kill anyone.

Now, she really wished she had the gun.

Far down the corridor, there was a gap in the wall and red light seeped through it.

“There she is,” a voice whispered somewhere in the gloom. “Finally, the right Fuchs girl.”

Courtney held the syringe in an overhand grip, arm raised above her head, needle out and thumb on the plunger. “Stay back!”

In the distance, she heard laughter. “Stab it with their steely knives...”

“But you still can’t kill the beast,” a woman said.

She was standing at the end of the hallway, shrouded in darkness.

She was tall and broad, and Courtney could swear leathery wings spread out behind her.

Her eyes glowed yellow in the dark.

“You are hers, aren’t you, child?” The demon asked.

Courtney tried not to shake.

“What?” Courtney sobbed.

The demon walked forward, and now Courtney could see the devil horns. “Demona. My niece. You are hers?”

“Stay back!”

The demoness folded her wings. “I am Demonica. This is my domain. And, these are my children,” she said and spread out her arms.

Things began to move behind the demoness.

Things that ran and things that crouched.

Things that were thin and appeared weak.

Things that were massive and looked invincible.

The hallway was filled with monsters.

Courtney screamed.

***

“SlutzNet!” Ray yelled. “Override the elevator controls and return it to the surface!”

“The elevator is not responding. It would appear something on Level Nine has sabotaged the control mechanism,” SlutzNet said from the ceiling.

“Open the elevator doors!”

“Unable to comply - there is a mechanical safety mechanism over which I have no control.”

“Fuck it!” Ray yelled. He pushed his fingers into the gap in the elevator doors and the metal groaned. The Whoremaster flexed his muscles and the metal gave way.

The elevator doors slammed open, revealing the concrete elevator shaft and the steel cables leading down to the car.

***

At the sound of the alarm, Demona opened the aquarium access hatch and rushed up the metal stairs.

At the top, there were two doors - one the aquarium air lock, the other the emergency access to level nine.

The access door was locked from her side and she punched in her code.

“Door lock override,” a voice said from the ceiling.

She opened the door.

On the other side was something roughly shaped like a man.

It was naked, its limbs emaciated and overly long. The skin was copper colored and slimy. A long, thin penis hung down from its crotch.

It was hairless and eyeless.

It opened its mouth displaying row after row of needle like teeth.

The metal corridor echoed with a scream.

***

Rita pushed past Ray and stood on the edge of the elevator shaft.

“Careful, those cables are greased!” Ray said.

“Cables?” She smiled. “You’re cute, lover.”

Rita stepped backward off the edge and fell straight down.

Looking down, she scanned the elevator.

She could see Courtney’s heat signature pressed against the back left side of the elevator.

She kicked her legs and spun 180 degrees.

Rita crashed feet first through the right side of the elevator’s roof.

She landed in a crouch, the force of her landing causing the elevator to shudder.

Rita stood up and smiled.

Then she raised her hands displaying gleaming long bladed knives in each. “Pick on somebody your own size.”

The monsters in the hallway screamed in rage.

***

Ray jumped out and grabbed the elevator cables.

His grip closed like a vise on the steel and he descended hand over hand into the shaft.

***

“Nasty little toy girl,” Demonica hissed from behind her horde.

“Aww, you remember me?” Rita said. “I remember you too. You got away last time. This time? Maybe not...”

An eyeless creature with oily skin and a mouth full of needle sharp teeth leaped at Rita.

Rita’s arms moved faster than Courtney could see.

The creature crumpled into two pieces: hips and below, abdomen and above, spewing red blood onto the dirty white floor.

“Stay behind me,” Rita said as she moved to shield Courtney.

A steel door to the left of the elevator door opened.

One of the eyeless creatures came through the door, and Courtney screamed.

Then, she stopped.

Only the creature’s head came through the door.

Demona was holding it out in her left hand.

A laser scalpel blazed in her right.

Demona threw it at the other snarling creatures.

She backed into the elevator. “Are you okay?”

“I’m fine,” Courtney whispered.

The eyeless ones filled the hall, behind them were some larger reptilian looking monsters. Others looked like men with heads like bats.

“Hello, niece,” the demon Demonica said and smiled. She was walking slowly forward in thigh high black leather boots and a long latex loin dress, the horde advancing in front of her.

“Hello, bitch,” Demona spat.

Courtney had to move slightly to see between Demona and Rita.

A short, thin woman in a gimp suit was now walking beside Demonica.

“I can take them, but I can’t protect you at the same time,” Rita whispered. The Bimbot spun the knives in her hands like propellers.

“Carry Courtney out of here,” Demona said. “I’ll hold them off.”

“Yeah, bad plan, Doc,” Rita said. “You can’t hold off that.”

The horde was still advancing, and more creatures were coming through the crack in the wall. Some were like the ones already in the hall, but others looked disturbingly human.

Only they looked sick, some appeared gangrenous.

“What the fuck are they?” Courtney asked.

“You do not want to know,” Rita said. “Don’t let them bite you... or touch you.”

“Fuck,” Courtney whispered.

“You two need to go back through the access door to Level Ten,” Rita said. “I’ll cover you. Once you’re inside, weld that door shut.”

“We’re not leaving you alone down here,” Courtney said.

Rita smiled. “Honey, trust me. If I don’t have to keep you two alive, I can kill the fuck out of these things.”

The creatures charged.

Courtney screamed as Demona pulled her toward the door.

Rita waded forward, her hands moving with lightning speed and impossible precision.

Monster heads began to fall on the floor and roll.

Demona almost got them to the door when three of the eyeless things leapt past Rita.

Courtney stabbed one with the Knock Out syringe.

It just hissed and chattered.

The creature showed no sign of going down.

Demona slashed with the laser scalpel and opened a creature’s throat, cauterizing the wound at the same time.

It gasped and heaved, the arteries feeding blood to its head suddenly closed.

The creature hit the floor flailing at its ruined neck.

The next creature batted the scalpel out of Demona’s hand.

Demona pushed Courtney and pressed her against the elevator wall, shielding her with her own body. “Sorry, I’m so sorry. I love you, Courtney.”

“I love you too,” Courtney sobbed.

One of the reptilian creatures rushed into the elevator.

A huge hand reached down from the hole in the ceiling tile, the big fingers closed on the monster’s long skull and lifted it into the air.

The hand squeezed and the skull shattered, spewing gore onto the elevator floor.

Ray dropped into the elevator, squashing the lifeless creature’s body. “Come on motherfuckers, I’ll show you how we did things back in my day.”

He swung his left arm and crushed two of the eyeless monsters against the wall, breaking their spines and sending them squealing to the floor.

His fists pistoned out, sending creatures tumbling backward into their friends.

Rita somersaulted backward, cutting into the creatures that had gotten past her.

She stopped beside Ray and turned. “What do you say we take down the queen bitch once and for all?”

“Yeah, fuck Havana. Let’s get some.”

They moved forward, pummeling and slicing the horde on the way to Demonica.

The demoness smiled. “Oh, not today, my sweets. Not today.” She turned and passed through the crack in the wall.

The gimp suited woman followed. She looked over her shoulder at Ray and Rita and laughed.

“God, I hate that little creep,” Rita said as she sliced one of the eyeless in two.

The horde began to retreat behind their mistress.

The other creatures followed first, leaving the eyeless to take the brunt of the damage from Rita and Ray.

A minute later, Rita and Ray stood outside the crack surrounded by the fallen dead.

Rita started to step through the hole in the wall.

Ray put his hand on her arm. “No. That’s what they want.”

“Yeah, it’s what I want too,” Rita said with a smile on her rubber lips.

“It’s a rat’s nest in there. They’ll be all over us.”

“Fuck, Ray...”

“Hey, take the win,” he said with a smile.

Back in the elevator, Demona picked up the laser scalpel and turned it off. Then she hugged Courtney. “Are you okay? Are you hurt?” She was sobbing and holding on so tight Courtney could barely breathe.

“No. I’m fine.”

Demona held on. “I can’t lose you. Not you. I swear to God, I’ll kill her.”

“Shh, it’s okay now,” Courtney whispered as she stroked Demona’s hair.

“They’re gone,” Ray said as he and Rita backed down the hallway to the elevator car.

“How the fuck did they get the car to stop this time? I thought you fixed it!” Demona said through gritted teeth.

“We did, honey,” Ray said. He yanked at the wall plate beside the elevator with the call buttons. “Jesus.”

It came off in his hands. Behind it was a mass of slimy flesh and a single eye that looked at each of them in turn.

Courtney screamed.

Demona stepped toward it and stared at the eye. “Jesus. It’s human... the eye. This was a human being at some point.”

“Fuck me,” Ray whispered. “How the fuck did she...”?

Demona shook her head. “I don’t... her technology is...”

“Fucking disgusting,” Rita said.

Demona nodded and the scalpel blazed to life in her hand. “It’s somehow melded with the control wires. The ‘brain’ is overriding the elevator controls.” She reached out and gingerly touched the copper colored skin. “It’s like one of the eyeless things - same skin.”

It blinked.

“Whatever you were? I’m sorry,” Demona said. She brought the scalpel forward and cut the creature in two with a deft stroke.

The eye went slack.

“We’ll move the control wires back to the far wall. Then we’ll weld the doors shut on this side,” Ray said as he stroked Demona’s trembling shoulder.

She patted his hand. “Thank you. You should seal the access door as well. There was an eyeless in the stairwell. We need to seal this floor off completely.”

“You got it, honey,” Ray said.

“We cleaning up this mess?” Rita asked.

Courtney looked at the crushed bodies of the Level 9 creatures strewn throughout the hall.

“No,” Ray said. “Let ‘em rot.”

“They won’t,” Demona whispered as she led Courtney to the access door. “They eat their dead. They have to. We haven’t brought them food in months. They’re eating something.”

***

Demona was holding Courtney's hand so tight it hurt as they went through the access door and into the stairwell.

Rita closed the door behind them, and Courtney could hear the sound of a welder hissing - Rita was welding the door shut. None of them trusted the locks anymore. 

Somehow the eyeless had made it through the locked door into the access stairwell, and that meant no place was completely safe.

"Demona, you're squeezing too hard," Courtney whispered.

Demona's grip relaxed but she didn't let go. "I'm sorry, baby." She stopped on the second step and touched Courtney's cheek. "They didn't hurt you, did they? Did any of them touch you?"

"No. Demona, I'm fine - what could touching me do?"

"I... don't know. I just don't want to take any chances, that's all."

"I'm transformed. I'm immune to anything they might have, right?"

Demona sighed and nodded. "You should be... yes, you are." She laughed. "I'm just paranoid." Her eyes were filled with tears.

The body of the eyeless she had beheaded was lying on the landing, oozing yellowish blood onto the concrete.

"I thought you didn't believe in killing?" Courtney asked.

"For those things, I make an exception. They're abominations - all her fucking monsters are abominations. I hope Rita and Ray kill them all."

Then, Demona began to cry. She turned and laid her face on Courtney's shoulder and sobbed.

Courtney held her in the narrow stairwell.

"I can't lose you. Not you. Not again."

"You're not going to lose me," Courtney whispered.

Demona shook her head. "This place is too goddamned dangerous. Havana says we’re to leave Level 9 to its own devices, but this is just too much. Maria has to tell Havana to go fuck themselves and let us end this.”

“Why not just move your lab up to eight?”

She shook her head. “The ceiling - it’s twenty-four feet high in my lab on ten. We need the height for the transformation tubes and the winches. When they designed this thing, they didn’t know Level 9 would become the tenth circle of hell.”

“She was looking for me, Demona,” Courtney said. “She said, ‘Finally, the right Fuchs girl.’”

Demona looked away. “Goddamn her.”

“I need you to tell me.”

Demona shook her head. “Tell you what?”

“I need you to tell me what happened... what happened to Butch.”

Demona clapped her hand over her mouth and shook.

Courtney put her hand on Demona’s shoulder. “Honey? I need to know.”

She nodded. “Her name wasn’t Butch. It was Bobbie. She hated it when I called her Butch.”

“You loved her,” Courtney said. It wasn’t a question.

Demona nodded and turned, tears filling her purple irised eyes. “Yes. Very much.”

Courtney took her hands and they sat down on the concrete steps.

Demona took a deep breath. “We have to start at the beginning.”

***

Two Years Ago

Dr. Mona Karnes lay on her back on the tangled white sheets, her legs spread as her wife thrust the strap on in and out of her now very stretched pussy.

“What am I doing to you, Mona?” Bobbie asked. She was smiling down with a touch of evil glee, her black eyes wide with lust.

“Unnh,” Mona sighed, and she worked hard against the dildo. “You’re... making love to me.”

“No, I’m not,” Bobbie laughed. “What am I doing, Mona?”

Mona shook her head and closed her gray eyes, her light blonde hair tossing left and right.

“Say it.”

“Aww, Butch...”

Bobbie stopped at the top of her thrust with the dildo just barely inside Mona’s pussy.

Mona’s eyes snapped open. “No, Butch! Please don’t stop!”

“Say... it.”

“F... Fucking me. You’re fucking me with your big...” Her voice trailed off again.

“Mona,” Bobbie whispered. “I want you to say it.”

“You’re fucking me with your big cock! You’re fucking my pussy with your big cock! Please, Butch!” She screamed.

Bobbie laughed and thrust into her hard.

Mona came, her pussy clenching hard on the rubber dick.

Bobbie’s lips found hers, and she moaned into the kiss, floating away on a beautiful wave.

“So good. So good,” Mona whispered in Bobbie’s ear, kissing her short black hair. “Butch, you fuck me so good.”

“Uggh, would you stop calling me that?” Bobbie laughed.

“I like Butch,” Mona giggled.

“How would you feel if I called you Lipstick Lez?”

Mona laughed out loud. “I am a lipstick lez.” She held on tight, loving the feel of her lover holding her even more than being filled.

“Yeah, Wendy Whitebread the Lipstick Lez,” Bobbie laughed.

“I’m not a Wendy Whitebread.”

“Oh, baby, you are so uptight your pussy squeaks.”

Mona wrapped her legs tighter around Bobbie’s waist and squeezed. “Take it back. Take it back or I’ll squeeze the piss out of you.”

“Go on, you nasty slut. I love it kinky.”

“Gross!” Mona laughed.

Bobbie rolled over, pulling Mona with her easily. 

Bobbie Palmer had thirty pounds on Mona - most of it hard muscle. She was a fitness instructor at one of Manhattan’s premiere athletic clubs.

Mona sat up, looking down at Bobbie’s sculpted abs and weightlifter arms.

She felt like a doll in comparison.

“I love you, Bobbie.”

“I love you too.” Bobbie smiled up at her.

Mona grinned. “I can’t believe I said what I said earlier.”

She felt the blood rushing to her face.

“Hmm, what did you say? I can’t quite remember,” Bobbie said with a grin.

“I said... fuck... and cock.”

“Proud of yourself, are you?” Bobbie asked. She reached up and cupped Mona’s small left breast.

“Hey, that was hard for me. It’s not easy to talk dirty.”

“For fuck’s sake, Mona. It’s easy. Fuck, pussy, cunt, cock, ass, motherfucking tits. See? Simple.”

Mona laughed. “Simple for you, Butch.”

Bobbie slapped her ass. “You just want me to spank you, don’t you?”

She giggled. “A little.”

“Ok, fine.” She brought her hand down, but then she pushed her middle finger straight into Mona’s asshole.

“Aiggh! No! Stop! Not there!”

“Shh.” Bobbie pressed deeper.

“Bobbie... don’t... it’s...”

“Dirty?”

“Yes.”

Bobbie began to gently fuck her hole.

Mona hugged her tight, feeling the fullness of the dildo still deep in her pussy and the strange fullness of Bobbie’s finger pressing into her ass. She began to move against both.

“Yeah, I thought so,” Bobbie laughed and pressed her finger deeper.

“God! So full... it’s wrong...”

“Just close your eyes and imagine it’s not my finger,” Bobbie said. “Maybe some other lez with another strapon... or maybe a guy?”

Mona groaned and thrust against the finger. “N... no... just you, Bobbie.”

“You lack imagination, Doc.”

“I only love you...”

“I love you too, but this is lust and fantasy. Imagine some stranger fucking your ass while I’m fucking your pussy.”

“Oh, God...” The dildo was hitting both her clit and her g-spot and Bobbie was exploring her ass.

“Come on. Fucking cum, you nasty slut.”

Mona screamed and came, her butt squeezing Bobbie’s finger as hard as her pussy muscles gripped the rubber dick.

Bobbie laughed and covered her face with kisses as she slowly pulled her finger from Mona’s ass.

“And that’s why I married her, ladies and gentlemen,” Mona whispered.

Bobbie laughed.

They held each other tight as the morning sun lit their eighth floor apartment.

“Thought about the tattoo?” Bobbie asked.

Mona sighed. Bobbie liked goth, and nothing would make her happier than for Mona to dye her hair black, get some piercings - especially down there. And, to get some tattoos.

“Maybe,” Mona whispered and snuggled against her.

“Teardrop by the eye?” Bobbie asked.

“No. Butterfly, shoulder.”

“Aiggh!” Bobbie screamed.

Mona giggled. “Pink butterfly with pastels.”

Bobbie began tickling her and a few moments later, they were kissing and exploring each other again.

“Don’t go,” Bobbie whispered.

Mona froze with her hands on Bobbie’s pert breasts.

“I have to go to work, you know that,” Mona said and snuggled against her.

“No. I don’t mean work. Don’t go upstate.”

Mona sighed. “Butch, come on...”

“I mean it. Mona, it scares me.”

Three months ago, Mona’s aunt Melanie had disappeared in Ithaca along with two of her employees. Others had disappeared the same week: two UPS workers and three Jehovah’s witnesses. All had vanished within hours of each other.

Since then, there had been rashes of disappearances in upstate New York and rumors of more than the normal number in New York City itself. The NYPD had a task force assigned to investigate, but so far, they had found absolutely nothing.

At least nothing they were sharing with the public.

“What are you hoping to accomplish by going up there?” Bobbie asked. Fear wasn’t something Mona was used to hearing in her voice. Bobbie was tough and sure of herself.

Mona was her only weakness.

“Butch, they’ve forgotten her. We haven’t heard anything in weeks. I have to see what is going on for myself.”

“I think I should go with you.”

Mona laughed. “Oh, God, here you go getting all alpha dominant on me.”

“Mona, I’m fucking serious. People are being abducted. They’re saying it might be some kind of human trafficking...”

“Come on, Butch. My aunt was middle aged, and, God bless her, not exactly a fashion model. She looks a lot like a cross between a bulldog and a tall fireplug. I don’t think somebody whisked her off to a sultan’s harem or a Colombian brothel.”

“I would just feel better if I went with you.” Her eyes were filling with tears.

“What the? You don’t cry. I’m the one that cries,” Mona giggled.

“You’re a buck ten soaking wet, Mona. And you’re a gorgeous blonde...”

“A flat-chested blonde.”

“Yeah, okay, you’re a member of the itty bitty titty club, but you’re hot. You’re a target.”

Mona stroked Bobbie’s face. “I will be fine. Besides, you have a career to think about - how are all those socialites going to lose those cottage cheese thighs if you take a vacation?”

“I’d give it up for you...”

“No. You’ve worked too hard to get where you are. Bobbie Palmer is a brand, not just an... amazingly beautiful, extremely sexually skilled, she-hulk.”

Bobbie laughed and shook her head. 

***

Trailers were too cramped for a six foot tall plus White Witch and a monstrously huge Whoremaster, but Ray and Sugar Tits made do.

One of the wonderful things about being transformed was the enhanced sex drive.

But it was hell on the furniture and walls.

The queen size bed in the single-wide’s main bedroom had broken during their first fuck party.

And, Ray had accidentally kicked two holes in the paper-thin bedroom wall trying to leverage against it as he was pummeling Sugar with his sixteen inch dick.

The trailer was a wreck.

The mattress now lay on the floor. Sugar rode reverse cowgirl on Ray, his long cock pushing impossibly far inside her as his thick index finger toyed with her ass.

They had given up on sheets, rubber or otherwise. The room was soaked with their combined juices.

It would be easier to burn the trailer when they were done with it.

Outside, the sound of cranes and trucks made a symphony punctuated by occasional explosions from deep underneath them.

Nine underground levels were being created under Stallion’s and the porn store itself was being completely renovated inside.

Dozens of Worker Caste labored under the watchful eyes of Church agents and Professional Caste engineers.

They worked in two shifts of twelve hours, all day and all night, seven days a week.

And the trailer would be the home of Ray and Sugar’s coven until the work was completed in the next few days.

They were technically a coven of four.

Technically.

But Demonica and Kimiko kept to themselves for the most part.

Sugar raised her ass and pushed back, then sank down, trying to coax Ray even deeper inside her.

Ray groaned and laughed, easing his finger deep into her rectum.

Sugar gasped. “Good... I like it.”

“I know, Sugar,” he whispered.

The man Ray had been was fading - he had been a fat, greasy perv whom Sugar, once known as Angela, had found distasteful.

That Ray was a memory.

Ray the Whoremaster was kind and loving - the magic of transformation making him into a perfect gentle giant with more than a little streak of heroism. Ray was a better man for what had been done to him.

And Sugar? She wondered. Was she better? Physically? Without a doubt. She had a body that turned heads, and all the aches and pains of early middle age were gone. She felt like a teen.

Mentally, though... that was a different story.

She had always been kind and empathetic, but now there was something darker. It was an elitism. Her humanity was fading just as Ray’s seemed to be growing.

She had an almost irresistible urge to modify others, to fix their minds and mold their bodies.

To transform them.

It excited her and frightened her.

After only a few months, she was already a monster.

Ray hit a particularly sensitive spot inside her and Sugar’s lust surged. “Rita. Come here!” Sugar called.

“No,” a robotic voice said from the living room.

“Rita... I know you want to.” Sugar laughed. “Come on, don’t be a whiner.”

The robot girl appeared in the doorway, her pink plastic body gleaming. Her electric pink hair was short today - she could make it any length or color she wanted.

“You two are disgusting.”

“Oh, God!” Sugar said and bit her lower lip. She held out her arms. “Please, Rita. Come on. Play with us!”

Rita glanced over Sugar’s shoulder at Ray as he plunged his thick cock in and out of Sugar’s pussy, his big right hand wide enough to grasp the White Witch’s waist.

Rita’s face could show emotions: the cheek bones bent and flexed, the mouth formed a frowning pout.

“Don’t be like that,” Sugar whispered. “Come here.”

Ray grunted. “Don’t force her. If she doesn’t want us, she doesn’t want us.”

“But she does! I know she does,” Sugar said. “It’s okay. I know you’re still angry over your transformation, but, honey, you have needs.”

“Sugar, don’t push her,” Ray said.

Sugar groaned in frustration. “Fine. Suffer then.”

Rita turned to walk out. 

“Fucking coward,” Sugar whispered.

Rita whirled and jumped toward Sugar.

The middle finger of Rita’s right hand pushed against Sugar’s clit as Ray’s cock thrust in and out of Sugar’s pussy.

Sugar screamed as the finger began to vibrate. It felt like her whole body was buzzing!

“God, God, God!!!” Sugar screamed as she came, her squirt spraying out around Ray’s cock.

“Jesus, Rita, what did you...?” Ray started.

Then Rita smiled at him and lowered the middle finger away from Sugar’s clit.

And she shoved it up his ass still vibrating.

Ray cried out and came, his cock throbbing as he filled Sugar with Whoremaster jizz. “Fuck!” He bellowed.

Rita eyed them both coldly for a moment.

Then she pulled her finger out of Ray’s ass.

“Christ, Rita... what the fuck?!” Ray whispered.

Rita looked at her middle finger.

Then she wrapped her left hand around it and jerked.

It popped off.

She threw the finger at them and walked away. “Souvenir. Perverts.”

Sugar leaned back on Ray’s chest, his softening cock still inside her. “Jesus... that was intense.”

“I think she hates us,” Ray whispered.

“Of course she hates us. But, for fuck’s sake how long can she keep it up?” Sugar said as she rose off Ray’s thick cock and lay down beside him.

The immensely long member fell back across Ray’s hard stomach.

“I mean, it’s getting hard to have group sex, and I really like group sex,” Sugar complained.

Ray laughed. He looked out the bedroom window at the construction. “You seen Demonica and Kimiko?”

“Not today. I think they’re sleeping in the unfinished levels.”

Ray nodded. “Have you fucked either of them recently?”

“Hmm? No, have you?”

Ray shook his head. “Not since we moved into the trailer.” He licked his lips. “I can’t say as I’ve missed them.”

She punched him gently in the shoulder. “Ray! That’s a terrible thing to say.”

He rolled toward her. “Yeah, tell me you don’t feel the same. There’s something not right about Demonica. And that fucking rubber weirdo creeps me out.”

“They belong to us, Ray. We’re bound...”

“Yeah, well, not by choice, sweetheart.”

“Gwen and I really did a number on them - both of them. Demonica thinks she’s a demon from hell...”

“Thinks? Sweetie, she pretty much is.”

“And we pretty much destroyed Kimiko’s mind and reworked it from scratch.”

Ray shook his head. “Look, all I’m saying is, maybe you should talk to Marapova. You’ve got some pull with her.”

“Nobody has pull with Maria, Ray.”

“Yeah, well, you’ve got considerably more than I do. I think you should talk to her about having Demonica and Kimiko relocated to Havana - I mean, shit, they’re too weird looking to even leave the compound.”

Sugar stared at him. “Ray, you’re scared of her, aren’t you?”

“Like you aren’t?”

Sugar rolled her eyes. “They just need time to adapt, that’s all.”

Someone cleared their throat.

Sugar looked up to see one of the engineers standing in the doorway.

“Pardon the intrusion, but there’s a problem,” the engineer said.

***

Ray and Sugar stood outside the elevator on the ninth level.

The clean white hallway stretched into the distance.

Hulking Worker Caste trudged back and forth through the hall, toting buckets of pulverized stone from the excavation.

The smell of sulfur filled the air.

“Jesus, what the fuck is that smell?” Sugar asked.

“Um, there’s geothermal activity in the cavern,” the engineer said as he led them down the hall.

“Cavern?!” Ray asked. “What cavern?”

The small man shrugged. “Through here.” He pointed to a triangular gap in the left side of the wall.

It reached to the ceiling and was big enough for Ray to fit through.

Red light glowed from within.

The engineer stepped through first. “Watch your step. There are a few steep drop offs.”

A high ceilinged cavern stretched out past the opening. The sulfur smell was very strong here, and it was at least ten degrees hotter.

Gray stalagmites and stalactites stretched from floor to ceiling.

Ray stared at them in wonder. “This isn’t supposed to be here.”

“No, sir,” the engineer said. “We made complete surveys of the bedrock down to a depth of 2000 feet before we drilled the first inch - I swear to God this wasn’t here.”

“Obviously, you made a mistake,” Sugar said. “Why is it so hot?”

“I’ll show you,” he said. He led them further through the cave.

They emerged on a ledge over a deep chasm.

Red light gleamed in a river far below.

“Jesus, is that lava?” Ray asked.

“Yes, sir, it is. About three thousand feet down We missed digging into this chasm on level ten by about twenty feet.”

Sugar shook her head. “Is it dangerous?”

“Free flowing lava in upstate New York? Yes, Ma’am. But it’s a half mile down, so I don’t think there’s any danger of it rising.” He walked along the wide ledge. “This place is honeycombed with caverns.”

“Is the structure of the sublevels compromised?” Ray asked.

“No, sir. The cavern just joins to level 9 through that corridor. The facility isn’t compromised.”

“Is there access to the surface?” Sugar asked.

“No, Mistress. Near as we can tell, it’s just a massive pocket of caverns. I mean the air is coming from somewhere, but there’s no navigable tunnel to the surface.”

The ledge they were on led to a massive gallery overlooking a wide river of lava.

Demonica stood near the edge, her tall, muscular body bathed in red glow from the magma below.

Sugar studied her from behind. Tall, black leather thigh boots stretched up the woman’s rust-colored legs - legs that bulged with muscles. A short, black leather skirt covered her muscular hips.

The long expanse of her back looked like it was carved from red stone.

At one point, this creature had been Melanie Karnes, a middle-aged pizza parlor owner.

Now, she was a tower of demonic perfection, shiny black hair hanging down in a cascade.

She turned and smiled at them, teeth gleaming white beneath her black eyes. “Isn’t it wonderful?”

Sugar smiled. Demonica was strange, but she was one of the most beautiful women Sugar had ever seen. Sugar’s heart swelled with love - they were bound: Ray, Sugar, Kimiko, and Demonica. They were a coven.

Sugar took Demonica’s black clawed hand and looked over the edge at the burning pit below. The pungent scent of sulfur was even stronger here. “If you like it.”

“I do. It’s like my vision when I was created. Morpheus made this place for me, Sugar.”

Sugar smiled and leaned against Demonica. 

She could feel the demoness tense slightly - affection was not part of Demonica’s personality.

Sugar put her arm around her anyway.

That was when she noticed Kimiko standing a few feet away. Her black latex skin making her almost invisible in the darkness.

In a fit of anger, she and Gwen had turned Kimiko into a mindless, gimp suited, sex toy. Now she was Demonica’s constant companion and sex slave.

Sugar smiled at her and held out her hand.

The creature backed into the shadows.

Sugar frowned.

“Pay no attention,” Demonica said in her low, sultry voice. “She is jealous, and she sulks. I will need to administer a pain session later, so she knows I love her.”

Sugar stared up at the demoness, unsure what comment she could make.

“We need to seal this place off,” Ray said as he walked up beside them.

“Seal it off?!” Demonica said. “No, please, Ray! I love it! Let me keep it as my sanctuary, please? I can feel Satan’s presence here.”

Ray stared at her. “You can’t be serious - this place is dangerous. One wrong move and you’ll fall to your death.”

“Kimiko and I aren’t so clumsy. Please, Ray?”

He sighed. “It’s your funeral.”

***

Dr. Mona Karnes walked into the Manhattan coffee shop at 10:00 AM to find it packed. She was meeting someone.

Someone she really didn’t want Butch to know about.

Her 10:00 AM meeting was with a woman, and it wasn’t Butch’s jealousy she was worried about.

It was the fact that she was meeting with Detective Patricia Kennedy of the NYPD’s abduction task force.

If Butch knew Mona felt the need to talk to the cops before heading upstate, she would have freaked out.

Mona ordered her latte and sat down at a small table.

When someone pulled out the second chair, she expected to see the detective.

Instead, she looked up from her coffee to see a tall, smiling strawberry blonde with the most enormous breasts Mona had ever seen stuffed into a black sausage casing dress.

She blinked her huge brown eyes at Mona. “Hi! I’m Raunchy Rachel.”

Mona stared at her. “Um, I’m waiting for someone.”

“A cute boy?” Raunchy Rachel squeaked as she sat down across from Mona.

“N... No.”

Rachel put her hand over her bee stung lips and looked comically embarrassed. “Oopsie! I mean a cute girl! You’re a lesbian. I forgot.”

“Do I know you?” Mona asked, though she was sure she would have remembered an overinflated bimbo like Raunchy Rachel.

“Golly, no. I’ve come here to offer you citizenship in the new Theocracy of Cuba.”

“The what?” 

“The new Theocracy of Cuba. I’m with the Church of Morpheus. I was sent to offer you a high position in our Professional Caste, on account of you being a highly respected surgeon and generalist... no, genuflectualist? No...”

“Geneticist,” Mona said.

The bimbo clapped and giggled. “That’s it! We offer eternal employment and life, free housing, mind blowing sex, eternal health... umm, I’ll totes have sex with you - not just ‘cause I have to, but because you’re super cute and you’re like a genius, and I really like smart people. I have a very long tongue. Wanna see?” Her pink tongue began to slide out of her ruby red lips.

Mona held up her hand. “No, no. Put that away.” She held up her left hand. “I’m married.”

“Oh! We want your wife too! You two can be together for like forever.”

“Look, honey, I don’t know what you’re selling...” Mona said gently. There was something about the bubbly girl that made it impossible to be rude to her.

“Oh, I’m not selling anything. We totes give it away.” She wiggled her chest, sending seismic waves through her mammoth bosom.

Mona laughed in spite of herself. “No, honey, what I mean is: I don’t want to join your church. I’m sorry.”

The girl’s adorable lower lip pouted. “Oh, I see. That’s too bad. I didn’t think I would at first either, but once they gave me my shots and the White Witch talked to me, I changed my mind.”

Mona cocked her head. “I... What?”

“Nothing,” Rachel giggled. 

“Is this person bothering you, doctor?”

Mona hadn’t seen the woman in the gray pin-striped skirt and white blouse walk up beside them. She had a gold badge hanging from the waist of her skirt. “Are you Detective Kennedy?” Mona asked.

“Yes, Ma’am.” She was staring intently at Raunchy Rachel.

“Uh, oh, here comes the po-po,” Raunchy Rachel giggled.

“Solicitation is illegal in New York,” Patricia Kennedy said.

Patricia was medium height and build with chestnut brown hair. Her voice sounded high class upper east side, but there was almost an undertone of hillbilly to it.

“I don’t know what that word means,” Rachel whispered.

“Solicitation. Prostitution. There’s a lot of you curvy bombshells working Wall Street all of a sudden. Doctor, did this woman proposition you?”

Rachel smiled gently at Mona.

“No,” Mona said. “We were just talking about religion.”

Rachel giggled. “See ya later, Doc. We can be totes convincing, you’ll see.”

Mona smiled as Rachel got up and wiggled away, her butt looking like it was attached to a universal joint at her spine.

Detective Kennedy watched the woman until she left the coffee shop.

“What the heck was that?” Mona asked as Patricia sat down.

“I have no idea - but there are a lot of them working the business district. She really didn’t proposition you?”

“Well, not... exactly. She wanted me to join her church - it’s that religious cult that took control of Cuba.”

“Church of Morpheus. Yeah, the hookers are all part of the church. We’ve been keeping an eye on them.”

Mona studied Patricia’s face. “Are they involved in the disappearances?”

Patricia stared back at her. “I can’t comment on the ongoing investigation, Dr. Karnes.”

***

When Ray and Sugar left the cavern, Demonica remained behind. She looked out over the fire pit from the high balcony. “You can come out, my darling.”

Kimiko slunk from the shadows and cowered at Demonica’s feet. She kissed and licked her mistress’s boots.

Demonica reached down and stroked her latex covered head. “He made this for us, my pet. I can feel it.”

Kimiko looked up at her and smiled.

***

When Ben Kelly scored the job driving an activities bus for Ithaca College, he thought he had died and gone to heaven. What could be better than shuttling drunk, half-naked coed girls around.

He figured this job would score him a lot of tail.

He was wrong.

Though the scenery was nice, he found that college coeds were not interested in scruffy forty-two year old bus drivers.

He regretted wasting this awesome identity on a job as a glorified Uber driver.

Ben had done a ten year stretch in San Quentin. A couple of smash and grab jobs at Los Angeles jewelry stores and a very short career as a bank robber had stolen ten years of his life.

When he got out, he had left California in the rearview mirror and headed east.

And it turned out there were a lot of ‘Ben Kelly’s in New York, one of whom had a commercial driver’s license and a bad heart that put him in the ground at thirty-eight.

Now California Ben had New York Ben’s identity and his CDL.

He should have driven trucks for a few years - false identity notwithstanding, Ben really could drive a rig.

But the promise of pussy had drawn him to Ithaca College.

Not that it was all bad. Heck, he had even managed to keep himself on the straight and narrow.

College kids sucked, though.

He stood beside the open bus door as the Astronomy class lined up to get onboard.

The students were an even mix of Astronomy nerds and liberal arts dummies who were in the class for an easy A. The girls were hot but stuck up. They giggled and laughed in their t-shirts and short shorts.

He was packing some serious five inch wood in his khakis from the flesh on display.

But they were completely ignoring him.

It was going to be a twelve hour drive to Mount Katahdin in Maine.

“Okay, we’re leaving in five minutes,” Ben said.

The students started filing onboard.

The first two were leggy brunettes in short shorts and Ben smiled.

They passed him without a word and climbed onto the bus.

“Mr. Kelly, you did check the oil or whatever you’re supposed to do on this vehicle?” The Astronomy professor, Miss Sorenson asked.

She was tall and chunky, mid-fifties, with black hair and what must have been a respectable rack back in the eighties.

Now, Ben figured they probably hung to her dimpled knees when unharnessed.

“Yes, Ma’am, I checked the oil. We’ll be just fine.”

“I don’t want us breaking down halfway to Maine, Mr. Kelly.”

“No, Ma’am.” He gritted his teeth. Punching the old cow in the face might feel good, but not good enough to lose his job.

She climbed onto the bus followed by about two dozen students. The ratio was about three nerd girls to every nerd guy - at least someone would get lucky on this outing.

A chunky girl who reminded Ben of Velma from Scooby-Doo right down to the thick sweater took up the rear.

She looked unsure of herself.

Ben smiled - yeah, she wasn’t spankworthy material like the other coeds, but she’d do in a pinch.

She glanced up at him and then quickly down to her feet.

“Mind your step, Miss,” Ben said with a little bow - it let him take in the girl’s thighs as she climbed the bus steps.

Even plain Jane here barely noticed him.

It was going to be a long trip.

***

“I can’t tell you what a bad idea it is to be looking into this on your own, Dr. Karnes,” Detective Kennedy said over her tall black coffee.

Mona nodded. “Noted. Now, if it was your aunt who was missing? What would you do?”

“Have some faith that we’ll do our jobs, doctor.”

“After talking to you, I believe you are doing your job, detective. But I grew up in Ithaca. Those cops couldn’t find Buffalo with a map.”

Patricia sighed. “Look, doc, I don’t usually give out this much information, and if you tell anyone else this? I’ll deny it: the people we believe took your aunt are a big deal. They’re organized, they’re professional. They leave no witnesses and no evidence. We think they are international...”

“Why are they taking these people?” Mona asked.

Patricia shrugged. “We don’t know. But, doctor, these people are dangerous, and this is an ongoing situation.”

Mona smiled. “Detective, when my parents died, it was my Aunt Melanie who took care of me. She accepted me when I came out. She put me through college and then med school. Everything I have, everything I am, I owe to her. I can’t just sit back and do nothing.”

Patricia bit her lower lip. She looked like she was mulling something over in her mind. Finally, she said, “Angela Owens.”

“What?”

“The UPS driver who disappeared. Her name is Angela Owens. The morning your aunt disappeared, Angela Owens drove her normal route. She made deliveries south of Ithaca where the Jehovah’s Witnesses disappeared. Angela Owens knows your aunt - the disappearances at your aunt’s pizza parlor correspond to when Owens delivered to the pizzeria. Donald Hastings, Kimiko Tanaka, and your aunt, all taken near the time the UPS van was at the pizzeria.”

“Jesus! Why doesn’t anyone know about this?” Mona whispered.

“It’s an ongoing investigation, and I’m going out on a limb here telling you any of this.”

Mona shook her head. “I won’t say anything.”

“The last disappearance that day was Madison Koslow - she was a secretary at the UPS warehouse. That’s the last place Angela Owens was seen. All the disappearances are tied to Owens.”

“You think she’s abducting people?”

Patricia shrugged. “No idea. None of them have ever been seen again, including Angela Owens. We’ve checked all the stops on Owens’ route that day. She made deliveries to suburban homes, farms, even a fucking adult store - nothing strange at any of them. Honestly, doctor, not only is this dangerous? You probably aren’t going to learn anything at all.”

“I was going to start at the pizzeria...”

“Don’t bother. If your aunt’s employees know anything? They aren’t talking. Trust me, we grilled those kids for three days and learned nothing.” She looked down at her coffee. “But there is one weak link.”

“Who?”

“Robert Lindsey, Angela Owens’s boss at UPS.”

“You think he’s involved?”

“Lindsey? No. But, I think he knows more than he’s telling. I wanted to interrogate him, but he lawyered up. He’s got connections in Albany. I was advised to look elsewhere - doesn’t mean you have to.”

***

Evelyn Morris didn’t like the way the Ithaca College bus driver stared at her. He had a sleazy look to him, and she was pretty sure he was checking her out as she went up the bus steps.

She was the last one on, and she looked longingly at the back of the bus.

Unfortunately, the other students had filled up the back.

Professor Sorenson smiled at her from a front seat.

The seat beside her was the only empty place to sit.

Evelyn smiled weakly. Sitting beside the professor was only going to make her feel slightly less self-conscious.

Hopefully, Sorenson wasn’t a talker.

Because Evelyn definitely wasn’t a talker.

She sat down beside the professor.

“I love your sweater,” Sorenson said.

“Um, thanks,” Evelyn said.

The big sweater was Evelyn’s attempt to cover up what she saw as ‘flaws’ - namely a chunky middle with big hips and breasts that strained a 42 G bra.

Sorenson looked to have similar breast issues, but with an extra thirty years of gravity damage.

The bus driver got on flashing her another overly friendly smile and sat down in the driver seat.

Professor Sorenson stood up and faced the back of the bus. “I’m glad all of you could make it. We’ve got a long journey ahead of us, but I’ve got a surprise for you - we’re taking a little detour before we head for Maine. I think you’re going to like it.” She turned to the bus driver. “Ben, head west on the Interstate and take the third exit.”

“West?” Ben asked. “That’s the opposite direction...”

“I know, Mr. Kelly, but like I said it’s a surprise.”

Ben nodded and started up the bus.

Sorenson sat down and looked at Evelyn. “I warn you, I’m very chatty.”

Evelyn smiled.

“And you’re not. Don’t worry, I’ll try not to make you uncomfortable,” Sorenson said.  Sorenson’s left thigh was pressed tight against Evelyn’s right.

So, Evelyn was already uncomfortable.

She liked to maintain a certain distance between herself and others, so being pressed against her professor in the narrow bus seats was horrible.

“Cold?” Sorenson asked.

“I’m sorry?”

“Are you cold? I always freeze from the AC on these buses.” Sorenson pulled a green and black tartan blanket out of her backpack under the seat. “Share?”

“Uh...”

Before she could say anything, the professor draped the blanket over both of their laps.

“There,” Sorenson said. “That’s better.” Sorenson put her hands under the blanket.

Her left hand closed on Evelyn’s thigh just above her knee.

Evelyn stared at her wide eyed.

Sorenson smiled. “Wow, you are cold.”

“I... uh... Professor, I...”

Sorenson nodded. “I used to be just like you.” Her hand slid higher, going under the hem of Evelyn’s skirt. “Self-conscious. Have you ever been touched?”

Evelyn knew she should pull away, scream, do something. Instead, she stared into the middle-aged woman’s eyes as the woman’s warm hand slid ever higher up her thigh under the blanket.

And that’s when Evelyn smelled it. There was a perfume in the air, subtle but warm with a hint of sweetness.

She felt like she was melting into the seat as Sorenson moved her hand gently up the inside of Evelyn’s thigh, less than an inch from the crotch of her cotton panties.

In the seats all around them, everybody was ignoring them.

How could they not see?

The lecherous bus driver seemed oblivious, and he was less than five feet away.

“I... don’t...”

“Really?” Sorenson asked. “You don’t want me to? Then why are you spreading your legs?”

Evelyn gasped. She was spreading her legs!

She scooted forward a little in the seat.

Sorenson’s fingers found the crotch of Evelyn’s panties and gently moved it to the side. Her fingers probed the curly pubes of Evelyn’s crotch. “You’re very wet, Evelyn.”

Evelyn nodded slowly. She put her hand over her mouth to stifle the moan as Sorenson gently stroked up and down, from Evelyn’s clit almost to her anus.

“Has anyone ever touched you?”

Evelyn shook her head.

“Just you?”

“Yes.”

“I’m going to make you cum, Evelyn.”

Evelyn bit her lower lip as the strokes on her clit became more forceful.

Sorenson was now leaning closer, and Evelyn could feel the woman’s breath on her ear.

“I was just like you. So shy. I can’t tell you the last time a man touched me.”

“Uh, huh...”

“You like this?”

“Y... Yes...” Was she gay? Evelyn had never even imagined being with a woman before, but now as Sorenson alternated between rubbing Evelyn’s clit in circles and plunging a finger into Evelyn’s pussy, she began to wonder. Was that why she had always felt so awkward?

She closed her eyes as Sorenson went back to focusing on her clit.

Her reverie was broken as the bus driver spoke.

“Third exit, professor,” he said.

Sorenson smiled. “Turn right at the top of the hill, Mr. Kelly.” She rubbed Evelyn’s clit harder.

Evelyn felt her orgasm coming.

“Uh, that’s a construction site,” the driver said.

“I know,” Sorenson said with a smile. Then she whispered. “It’s a wonderful place. Your whole life is about to change, Evelyn. Everyone on this bus is about to get an education.”

Evelyn came, her pussy throbbing under Sorenson’s expert touch.

“What the fuck?” The driver asked.

Sorenson stood up abruptly, and the blanket fell away, exposing Evelyn’s widespread thighs and hiked up skirt.

She jerked upright in her seat, smoothing her skirt.

She looked around, expecting everyone to be looking at her and laughing.

Nobody was looking at her.

Outside the bus, giants, all over seven feet tall, toiled, carrying huge rocks and pushing wheelbarrows bigger than a human should be able to move. They were all bald with dull, lifeless eyes.

Sorenson looked down at her and giggled. Then she held up the finger that had given Evelyn so much pleasure. Sorenson sucked it into her mouth and licked off Evelyn’s juices. “Don’t be afraid, Evelyn. It’s wonderful.” She spun around and turned off the bus ignition, taking the keys as she did.

“What the fuck are you doing?!” The driver yelled.

Sorenson just laughed and opened the door.

She jumped off the steps and ran away from the bus, ripping off her clothes as she did so.

Sorenson wasn’t wearing underwear.

She ran past the giants who appeared to take no notice.

Then she dropped to her knees in front of a tall redhead in white latex.

Evelyn stared as Sorenson began kissing the woman’s white latex boots.

***

“What did you bring me, professor?” Sugar asked.

The naked middle-aged woman looked up at her and smiled. “Cunts and cocks, Mistress. They won’t be missed for days.”

Sugar squatted on her heels, spreading her legs. She grasped the woman’s black hair and pulled her forward.

Professor Sorenson laughed and began kissing Sugar’s pussy.

“Such a good, obedient girl.”

“Can I be transformed now, Mistress?” Sorenson begged, her face slick with Sugar’s juices.

“Of course, darling. That was our deal, and I will never lie to you. What do you want to be?”

“Tall with long, gorgeous hair. I want my breasts high and firm. I want to be...” She burst into tears.

“Young and beautiful?”

She nodded and went back to licking and sucking Sugar’s pussy.

“And you will be, I promise.” She pulled the professor away from her cunt. “Now, go find Ray. We’ll transform you first.”

Sorenson hugged Sugar’s waist and sobbed against her breasts.

Sugar stroked her hair and looked at the bus.

Sugar smiled.

***

“What the fuck is going on?” The bus driver said.

‘Fuck’ seemed to be his ‘go to’ word.

Evelyn peered out the bus window.

They were at a construction site, albeit one that was being worked by giants. A plain, white cinderblock building sat at the center of the construction.

A neon sign on the outside read Stallion’s Adult Video.

And, in the middle of it all, Professor Sorenson was naked and eating out a tall redhead in white latex on the muddy ground.

“Get us out of here!” A coed screamed. 

Her scream caused Evelyn to come back to life - whatever the strange perfume was that made her docile and compliant left along with Professor Sorenson.

“I... can’t,” Ben the bus driver said. “That crazy slut took the keys.”

“I can’t get a cell signal,” a boy said behind her.

Evelyn turned and walked down the aisle toward the back of the bus.

“Oh, my God. That woman...” Someone said.

Evelyn turned and looked out the window.

The woman in white was walking toward the bus, her body swaying as she walked.

Her body looked like an adolescent’s wet dream. She was tall with long legs poured into white stiletto boots. The short, white rubber skirt hugged the sensuous curves of her wide hips like a second skin. Above that was a waist that looked like it was formed from decades of tiny corsets.

Her breasts were huge, bigger even than Evelyn’s own. And they rode high on her chest, encased in a white latex halter.

A silver pentagram glimmered at her neck.

She had the face of a classic beauty, her eyes huge and green above sky high cheekbones and full red lips. Shoulder length red hair completed the look.

She was, quite simply, the most beautiful woman Evelyn had ever seen.

And she was also terrifying.

“The door! Close the door!” A girl screamed.

Evelyn walked farther back through the bus.

Ben shook himself as if he had been asleep. He reached out and pulled the lever, closing the door.

The woman was two feet away from it, still smiling.

***

Sugar found it amusing. “Open the door,” she said.

The man in the driver’s seat couldn’t hear her words, not with his ears anyway.

But his mind heard the words.

And his mind obeyed.

He reached out and opened the door as the bus broke into a chorus of screams.

“Good boy,” Sugar said as she stepped onto the bus.

She saw the lump in the man’s pants rise as she spoke, and she smirked.

Sugar looked through the bus at the screaming college students. “Shh. Quiet.”

The bus immediately went silent as the students found to their horror they couldn’t speak above a whisper.

“Be calm,” Sugar said.

They settled back in their seats.

Sugar smiled. “Better.” She looked at the bus driver intently. “I can read some people easier than others - like you, jailbird. Not who you say you are, are you? Naughty boy.”

Ben Kelly went pale, but the lump in his pants was growing.

Sugar peered deeper and smiled. “Not exactly a model citizen, but you do have skills. We have need of someone who can drive a semi. Want a job?”

“Look, lady, I don’t know what’s...”

“There are fringe benefits,” Sugar said. She turned to look at two girls sitting side by side in a seat. “Stand.”

The girl’s looked panicked, but they stood up - they had no choice.

“Hmm, a blonde and a brunette. Do you like variety, Ben?” Sugar said as she looked lasciviously at the pair of coeds.

“What?!”

Sugar reached out and put her hands on the girls’ foreheads. “Liberal arts. Good. No loss,” Sugar laughed. “Best friends and lovers. Kelly and Kathy...”

“N... no...” The brunette said. “My name is...”

Sugar frowned and the girls began to tremble like they were hooked up to electricity. “Don’t interrupt, Kelly and Kathy. Strippers. Ben here owns you - until he gets tired of you. Then you’ll go wherever we say, understood?”

Sugar took her hands away.

The two girls stopped shaking.

Then they kissed, each tearing off the clothes of the other until they stood naked, making out in the bus aisle.

The other students began to scramble, trying to get away from the two women who had suddenly been transformed into sluts.

But, mostly trying to get away from the witch in white rubber.

The girls stopped kissing and dove on Ben, smothering his face with kisses before going for his crotch.

“There now,” Sugar said. “You think about that job offer. We’ll talk later.”

Sugar began walking down the aisle as the students tried to scream but found all they could do was whisper.

She looked at a boy and a girl sitting to her left. “Fuck.”

They immediately started tearing at each other’s clothes.

She winked at two girls to her right. “Fuck.”

The girls smiled and began making out.

Then Sugar locked eyes with two boys sitting together.

The boy in the aisle seat got up and literally jumped on top of the closest girl before Sugar could say a word.

Sugar burst out laughing. “That’s the spirit.”

The emergency exit on the back of the bus swung open and a tall, chunky girl in a sweater and skirt leaped out.

“Oh, for fuck’s sake,” Sugar said and rolled her eyes.

The other students near the back moved for the door.

“No, no,” Sugar said. “Sit. Stay. Orgy time.”

The students’ eyes rolled back in their heads and then the entire bus turned into a sea of arms and legs and exposed body parts.

The entire Astronomy class had turned into a very enthusiastic orgy.

Sugar turned around and went out the front door of the bus..

The chunky girl was fifty yards away and running.

“This is a construction zone, young lady!” Sugar yelled. “Don’t run, you’ll get hurt!”

***

Mind control! Hypnosis! Some kind of nerve gas?! 

Evelyn’s mind was moving a mile a minute as she ran.

She ran past the giants who treated her like she wasn’t even there.

Evelyn’s biggest fear was that she was going to be trampled.

She kept looking over her shoulder.

How did the woman move so fast in those skyscraper heels? She was gaining on Evelyn.

“Please don’t run, Evelyn. You don’t have to be afraid,” the woman called.

Other men began to exit the cinderblock building to her left - they weren’t giants, they were bald men in black suits. They were all staring at her and running toward her.

“No,” the woman said. “She isn’t going anywhere. Keep your distance. I’ll handle this.”

The men stopped.

Evelyn was watching the men.

The toe of her left sneaker dug under a heavy rock and she lurched forward.

Her shin hit the rock and she felt her skin tear.

She fell face first into a deep mud puddle.

Her face burrowed in the mud, driving it into her mouth and nose.

Strong hands gripped her under her arms and lifted.

“Poor thing, I told you not to run.”

Evelyn fought and screamed, spitting the mud out of her mouth as the woman in white lifted her as if she was an infant.

The woman cradled her in her arms and smiled down at her as she knelt beside the puddle. “Now, now, stop. I won’t hurt you.” She wiped the mud off Evelyn’s face.

“You’re very pretty,” the woman in white said. The woman looked down Evelyn’s body and gasped. “Oh, that’s a bad cut.”

Evelyn looked down to see red blood pouring down her shin mixing with the brown mud.

The woman stood up and carried Evelyn. “Well, let’s get you cleaned up... both of us, actually. I’m a mess now as well.”

***

Naked, the woman in white was even more impressive. Breasts weren’t supposed to float in midair like that.

But, this woman, she called herself Sugar, seemed to have been carved from flesh colored stone by some insane fetishist.

The breasts didn’t sag, there were no wrinkles anywhere on the woman’s body, not a single blemish.

She had led Evelyn into the cinderblock sex store and into a back room shower that could easily accommodate thirty or more.

Evelyn hadn’t put up a fight when the goddess stripped her bare, and then she had stood mesmerized in the steamy shower as the woman had taken off her own clothes.

Sugar caught her staring. “I know. Almost more than you can comprehend, isn’t it?”

Evelyn nodded slowly.

“You don’t talk much, do you?” Sugar said as she stripped off the latex boots.

Her feet looked painfully arched and contorted.

Sugar moaned and stretched her toes. Her feet popped and cracked as they took on a more natural shape. “I won’t lie, the shoes suck. Once they’re on, it doesn’t hurt. Oddly comfortable. But, when you take them off? Shit.” She took off the other boot and stretched her toes loudly. Then she smiled. “Much better.”

She padded naked across the tile, and Evelyn couldn’t help but stare.

“It’s okay. We were designed to make you stare. It’s all part of the plan, you see?” She knelt in front of Evelyn and gently caressed the bloody shin.

The water from the shower rinsed away the blood and mud.

Sugar picked up a spray bottle. “This doesn’t hurt at all. You’ll see.” She sprayed the wound.

Evelyn gasped as she felt her skin tingle.

The bleeding stopped, and, when the water from the shower hit her leg, the dried blood and mud slid away.

The wound was gone.

Sugar ran a long red nail down the side of Evelyn’s left hip. “Magic.”

Evelyn shivered despite the warm water. “What are you doing to me?” She whispered.

Sugar smiled up at her. “Keeping you calm. I can do that. I just push the calm into your mind, make you tranquil, relaxed.” She stood up slowly, towering over Evelyn - Evelyn found herself on eye level with the woman’s huge breasts. Each nipple was clamped with strange star shaped plastic clip.

“Stop,” Evelyn whispered.

Sugar moved Evelyn’s hair away from her temples and smiled. “The greatest cruelty is loneliness, isn’t it?”

Evelyn gasped.

And Sugar began to cry though she continued to smile. “It comes off you in waves. Waves of loneliness. When Professor Sorenson touched you, you wanted it, didn’t you?”

Evelyn shook her head.

Sugar touched Evelyn’s chin. “Don’t lie. I’m deep inside your mind. Deeper than the professor’s finger was inside your pussy. Her touch was the intimacy that you’ve longed for.”

“You’re... confusing me.”

“Am I? Or am I freeing you?”

“I’m not gay,” Evelyn whispered.

Sugar laughed gently. “Oh, sweetheart. I never said you were.” She picked up a bottle of green liquid. It was a squeeze bottle and she squirted some into her hands. “Stand still.”

Evelyn went rigid and tried to cry out through gritted teeth. She was paralyzed!

“No, no, darling. Relax. I will not hurt you, I promise.” She ran her finger gently over Evelyn’s upper lip, coating it with the green liquid. “The Church could rule the world by selling this stuff alone.

Sugar began to massage the green liquid into Evelyn’s body.

Evelyn stared into Sugar’s eyes intently.

She moaned as the woman’s long fingers began to coat her pubic hair, massaging her pussy - only the second person to ever touch her there. Then her eyes grew wide as Sugar slipped her fingers between Evelyn’s buttocks, coating her even there.

Sugar giggled. “You like that?” She leaned down and whispered in Evelyn’s ear. “So do I.”

Sugar nudged Evelyn under the powerful shower spray.

She gasped as her body hair began to slide off her skin. In seconds, everything below her eyelashes was completely hairless.

“It’s a requirement. Not sure why,” Sugar said. She pulled Evelyn against her, pressing her curves against Evelyn. “I’m going to kiss you. I can make you want that. But do I have to?”

Evelyn shook her head.

Sugar smiled and kissed her.

Evelyn let herself be drawn into the kiss. The goddess’s mouth was sweet and warm. She felt herself lean back in Sugar’s arms.

After the kiss, she just hung motionless in Sugar’s embrace, eyes closed.

When she opened her eyes, Sugar was smiling down at her.

“What did... you do... to me?” Evelyn moaned.

“Made a few minor changes. I made you more confident and relaxed. Opened your mind to... possibilities.”

Evelyn smiled.

“Oh! There it is! My smile. I was hoping for a smile.”

“This is insane,” Evelyn said. “I can’t believe this is happening.”

“I can’t believe you haven’t noticed the outside wall isn’t finished,” Sugar giggled.

Evelyn blinked and turned her head to the left.

The cinderblock wall was unfinished, and anyone bothering to look could see her locked in a sapphic embrace with Sugar.

And Evelyn didn’t care! Her insecurities were gone. Let them look.

She smiled at one of the bald men in black suits who stood watching outside the wall.

His face was expressionless.

“Come here,” Sugar said.

Evelyn watched in amazement as the bald man stepped over the unfinished wall and into the shower room.

“Strip,” Sugar said.

Evelyn watched as the man began taking off his suit.

“Church agent. Very obedient - to us, anyway. He won’t do what you tell him... yet.”

The man’s body was tall and powerful, and Evelyn watched as he bared it.

He was completely hairless, muscles rippling as he bent removing his pants.

There was a tattoo of an inverted pentagram below his navel that ended at his cock.

It was the biggest penis Evelyn had ever seen even in pornos. It dangled almost to his knees.

She gasped.

“Twelve inches - standard,” Sugar whispered. “Though, I think somebody fudged a little when they made him. I’d put that at closer to thirteen.”

“Made? What do you mean made?” Evelyn whispered as the man stepped closer into the spray.

“You’ll find out soon,” Sugar said. She reached down and grasped the man’s thick shaft.

It grew erect, the head becoming thick and purple as the shaft rose and curved.

The piss slit was big enough that Evelyn could put her little finger in the hole - and part of her wanted to do just that!

“Do you like him?” Sugar asked.

“Huh?”

“The agent, darling. Do you like him?”

She looked into the man’s eyes. They had been expressionless before, but now they seemed warm. “Y... Yes. I like him.”

Sugar giggled. “Then show him, silly.”

“Does he... want me?”

Sugar answered by taking Evelyn’s right hand and wrapping it around the agent’s thick cock.

It was so hard! And his body was hot to the touch.

“Stroke it. Don’t be gentle.”

Evelyn gripped the thick shaft and began to stroke his wet skin.

His cock grew even harder, and now thick precum was flowing from the piss slit.

“What’s your name?” Evelyn asked.

He looked confused.

“Your number, agent,” Sugar said.

“8213,” the agent said. “Church Security detail. Professional Caste.”

Evelyn looked at Sugar. “He doesn’t have a name?”

“He doesn’t need one. Identity is a distraction. He lives to serve.”

“That’s horrible,” Evelyn said.

“He’s still a man, don’t you think?” Sugar asked with a smile.

Evelyn could only nod. It was difficult to think. She should be totally confused by what was going on around her, but all that mattered to her was the thick cock in her hand. She wanted to...

“Suck it?” Sugar asked.

Evelyn stared into Sugar’s eyes and blinked.

“Yes, I’m reading your mind, Evelyn,” Sugar said as she gently guided Evelyn down to her knees.

“I... don’t know how,” Evelyn whispered as she looked up into 8213’s eyes.

“I’ll tell you a secret about men,” Sugar said as she knelt beside her. “You can’t do this wrong. Just, don’t bite it off.”

Evelyn giggled. It was insane. All of this was insane. It couldn’t be real.

Sugar leaned forward and ran her long tongue along the underside of the man’s cock while Evelyn continued to stroke him.

The precum flowed from 8213’s dick.

Sugar winked at her, and then she put her hand on the back of Evelyn’s head, pushing her toward the dripping head.

Evelyn moaned as she tasted precum for the first time. Slick, salty and a little sweet.

Sugar guided her closer.

Evelyn kissed the hot, bulbous head and let it slide between her lips.

“That’s it. Use your tongue.”

The thick precum flowed into her mouth and she swallowed.

Sugar took her hand away and Evelyn took the head deeper.

She heard him moan again and it sent a thrill through her. She was pleasing him! A complete stranger was moaning because she was using her mouth on him.

He touched her hair with his right hand.

She expected him to push deeper into her mouth, but instead he just caressed her hair.

Evelyn reached up and put her hand on his. She pushed herself forward.

She wanted him to force it deeper.

“Be careful with her, it’s her first time,” Sugar said.

“Yes, Mistress.” He pushed his cock deeper in her mouth.

Evelyn reached down and fingered her now bare sex.

“Now, you’re getting it. That turns him on as much as the blowjob,” Sugar laughed.

***

Mona threaded her way through the crowded Manhattan streets, her mind humming with Detective Kennedy’s conspiracy theories. Organized, multi-national, white slavery rings? It was insane, the stuff of pulp novels.

She felt eyes on her, but then she always did. Mona Karnes had a brilliant mind and a lithe, athletic body. And, though she was the least vain person she knew, she had a face that turned heads.

Men in business suits checked her out as she passed by.

Nowadays, she was getting an almost equal number of looks from women.

Changing times, she thought.

She had always known she was a lesbian, but unlike many, she wasn’t annoyed by the stares she got from men. And, because of Butch, she wasn’t tempted by the stares she got from women.

Mona was happy.

But, that happiness was tainted by the knowledge Aunt Melanie was out there somewhere alone and frightened.

She walked through the glass doors at Genetic Revolutions and smiled at the guard behind the black marble desk. “Morning, Joe.”

The older man smiled a cherubic smile. “Hiya, Doc. I thought you were on vacation.”

“Oh, I am. Just had to check on a few things.” She clipped her security badge onto the waist of her skirt and headed for the glass walled elevator.

“You work too hard. Me and your wife talked the other day and we both agreed you’re a workaholic.”

“Oh, so you’re the one who keeps agreeing with her. You should both mind your business,” Mona said with a laugh.

“All work and no play, Doc.”

“That’s the thing, Joe... my work is play,” she said as the elevator doors closed, and the transparent car glided upward.

Melanie had told her once: Do what you love, and you’ll never work a day in your life. For Melanie, that had been running a restaurant, though to Mona making pizzas looked like way too much work.

Mona had been a prodigy, graduating high school at fourteen and getting her first undergraduate degree from Ithaca College at sixteen.

By the time she was twenty-one, she was a Harvard educated surgeon with job offers from every major hospital in the United States.

But research was her passion.

She was one of the foremost authorities on human genetics.

Genetic Revolutions had offered her a seven figure income to run their genetic engineering team. 

But it wasn’t the money that drew her in.

It was the company’s promise that she could work on any project she wanted and use the company’s vast resources to that end.

While she supervised teams working on everything from cancer cures to treatments for male pattern baldness, her own personal work was pushing the limits of human knowledge.

She had written ten books and churned out dozens of research papers every year.

And, though her employee badge read ‘Lead Research Scientist’, Bobbie said her real title should be ‘Resident Mad Scientist’.

Oh, Butch, you’ve got no idea, Mona thought.

Some of her work stretched the law.

Some things broke it.

The elevator door opened on her floor in the Genetic Revolutions building.

There was no one there.

The entire floor was her laboratory - a glass walled sanctuary that only opened with her security badge.

The lights came on as she opened the door. The massive room was crowded with apparatus.

She made her way back to her desk through the jungle of equipment.

She didn’t sit down, but instead opened a small freezer behind her desk. The air misted from the cold within.

Inside were four glass boxes.

“Hi,” Mona said.

Within the glass boxes were Mona’s life’s work.

Bobbie had been a little apprehensive when Mona had asked to harvest some of her eggs. But Mona had explained how it only made sense for two career women to bank their eggs so that they could have children later in life.

It was the one and only real lie Mona had ever told her.

Because the truth might have frightened Butch. The truth was on the gray edge of being illegal.

One of the things that had attracted Mona to Butch was she wanted kids.

And Mona was going to make sure they had kids.

Inside the four frozen boxes were four successful female-female zygotes. She had taken genetic material from her own eggs and painstakingly moved it into four of Butch’s eggs.

She had achieved lesbian conception.

And, someday soon, they would be implanted, and they would have kids.

“Good morning,” she said to the frozen, fertilized eggs. “I know you’re afraid that something might happen to me. Don’t be afraid. See, I left a note for Bobbie that she’ll find if something happens to me. She’ll be able to have you someday. I promise.”

***

8213 had stopped being gentle. As Evelyn’s blowjob skill grew, his lust began to overcome his control. He was thrusting deeper and deeper into her throat.

Sugar knelt beside her. “He won’t cum unless I give him permission. He could do this for hours.”

Evelyn looked at her with a panicked expression.

Sugar laughed. “Relax. I’m not a sadist... most days. Sometimes a little. But not today. Time to switch positions.” She pushed 8213 back and guided Evelyn onto her hands and knees.

Evelyn panted for breath. “What are you...”

Then she felt hands on her buttocks.

She looked over her shoulder.

A second agent was kneeling naked behind her.

“Evelyn, meet 9745,” Sugar said.

His cock was almost the same size as 8213’s.

And it pushed at her virgin pussy.

Evelyn gasped. “Wait! I’m a...”

“Oh, we know,” Sugar whispered.

The cock slid inside her.

“Oh, my God!” Evelyn squealed. Her moans were quickly stifled as 8213 pushed his cock against her lips again before taking possession of her throat.

An hour ago, she had been a virgin. Then she had her first lesbian experience, followed by making out with Sugar, and then she had given her first blowjob. 

Now she had lost her virginity and was taking part in her first gang bang.

This had to be a dream.

The cock in her pussy felt better than her fingers ever had.

She felt her orgasm growing.

“All three at once, I think,” Sugar said. “Cum.”

The cock in her throat didn’t cum so much as explode. She worked hard to swallow the thick cream, but it leaked back into her mouth and dribbled out around 8213’s cock.

9745 throbbed and spasmed deep inside her - she could feel his hot seed filling her to overflowing.

And, Evelyn climaxed, her body milking both her lovers as Sugar gently rubbed her back.

Sugar laughed. “I’ll make a whore out of you yet.”

***

Demonica walked through the enchanted cavern with a smile, Kimiko clinging to her hand.

The little rubber woman was simple, but she knew how to please.

Demonica had feared she would tire of Kimiko, but the girl’s devotion was endearing. 

Demonica stopped on the ledge overlooking the lava river. She pushed Kimiko to her knees and positioned her between her legs.

The rubber slut laughed and raised her lips to Demonica’s sex.

She sucked and licked Demonica’s clit as Demonica stroked the bondage mask that was attached to the skin of the girl’s head. “I could toss you over the edge and you would only laugh on your way down, wouldn’t you?”

“Mistress, yes,” Kimiko moaned.

“I wouldn’t do that, Kimiko. I will keep you by my side forever.”

“Mmm.”

Demonica looked around at the cavern.  “I will build a temple to Satan here, just like in my vision. He made this place.”

“Morpheus?” Kimiko moaned.

“No. The father, not the son. Morpheus is the son of Satan, it was Satan that made this place for us.”

“Mistress?” A man said behind her.

Demonica looked over her shoulder at him. “What?”

One of the Church agents was standing behind her, a large crate balanced on his shoulder. “I have been instructed to deliver this to you.” He set the crate on the stone floor.

“What is it?”

“I do not know, Mistress.”

Demonica stepped away from Kimiko.

The rubber slut groaned in protest.

“Silence.”

Kimiko groveled on the stone floor behind her.

The crate looked old.

“Where did this come from?” Demonica asked.

“Havana, Mistress. It was to be delivered to you personally.”

Demonica hooked her claws in the edge of the crate and ripped off the lid easily.

Inside was a series of aluminum briefcases.

On top of them was a leather bound journal bearing an inverted pentagram.

“Leave us,” Demonica ordered.

“Yes, Mistress,” the agent said. He turned and walked away.

Demonica pulled the journal out of the crate.

The words ‘Dark Studies’ was engraved on the outside.

“What is it?” Kimiko whispered. She had crawled from the ledge and now clung to Demonica’s hard muscled thigh.

Demonica opened the journal.

The words were handwritten in flowing script on paper yellowed by age.

October 13, 1975

My beautiful demoness,

You will read these words many years from now. I am a god, but I have been far from perfect. I was in a dark place when I began the work contained within this crate.

I abandoned it, not because it failed, but because I chose a different path. Now, this belongs to you, my dark angel. Continue my work.

Sincerely,

M

Demonica read the date over and over. This was written four years before she was born. How could he have known what she would become?

She turned the page.

The drawing on the next page was her. The details of the face, the build. He had drawn her to perfection.

The next page was also a drawing of her, but this one was different. There were... additions.

Demonica stared at the page in disbelief.

Then she began to smile.

***

Professor Inge Sorenson, middle aged spinster, studier of stars and molder of young minds panted like a bitch in heat on the trailer floor.

Behind her, the Whoremaster, Ray, took her doggy style on the cheap carpet.

She lowered her face to the musty carpet with a smile as sixteen inches of hard cock pushed deeper inside her than was humanly possible.

Two weeks ago, she had been visited by two upperclassmen: Donny and Madison Fuchs. They had convinced her to accompany them on a little trip to Stallion’s.

They had manipulated her, she knew that now. But, at the time, she could only remember staring intently at the lump in Donny Fuchs’s tight jeans and thinking anything they wanted was just fine with her.

She had panicked upon being left in the care of Ray and Sugar Tits. She could remember crying and fighting.

But, then Sugar had simply talked to her calmly and gently.

Tears of fear had turned quickly to tears of depression - her life had been a waste. Her fear of human interaction had made her a prisoner in her own existence.

What did professional success matter if you were alone, without a companion, without a lover.

Sugar had dried her tears with kisses, and then she had opened Inge’s mind to an entire new world of lust and pleasure.

Part of her felt guilty for bringing her class to Stallion’s - it was the loss of free will after all.

But the benefits... oh, the benefits.

“Harder,” she moaned.

Ray laughed. “Easy, sweetheart,” Ray whispered, his big hand caressing the small of her back as he thrust a cock longer than Inge’s forearm in and out.

Gentle. He was gentle though he didn’t have to be. He was a Whoremaster, and she was going to become Whore Caste - there was no appeal in Professional Caste for her. She had her career, and now she was going to have fun... for eternity.

She thrust back hard against him, hoping that the thick condom he wore might tear, and that when he came his ejaculate would claim her as his.

That was the promise of Whore Caste - to be claimed into a polyamorous coven, twelve whores and one Whoremaster. Thirteen lovers locked together for all eternity.

The big cock found a place deep inside her, a new anatomical construct that caused her to orgasm instantly. Her body convulsed and spasmed as her squirt gushed out around his still pounding cock.

Ray laughed gently. “Look at you, not even complete yet and you’re cumming like a geyser.”

She laughed and rolled onto her back.

The giant took her ankles in his hands and bent her thighs back against her big breasts.

His thick cock thrust into her again, even deeper now.

Her eyes rolled back in her head as Ray smiled knowingly down at her.

Sugar had given her a double dose of slutifier - both her former ovaries were now pumping hormones into her system, turning her into a wanton bundle of sexual desire.

That was why she had seduced Evelyn on the bus: she was unable to control herself even for the short trip to Stallion’s from the college.

His thrusts became harder, more urgent.

She smiled up at him. “Take me, Ray. Please?”

He shook his head and smiled gently. “Don’t you worry, you’re gonna be somebody’s favorite real soon, Inge.”

He arched his back and came, his big cock pumping into the thick condom.

She crossed her legs behind his back, holding him deep inside her.

After the throbbing stopped, Ray lay over on his side, carrying her with him, still deep inside her.

He pulled out slowly.

She looked down longingly at the full condom.

“Hey, you don’t wanna be stuck out here in the middle of nowhere anyway, do ya?” Ray asked.

“I guess not,” Inge said.

Ray got to his feet, the laden condom clinging precariously to his massive cock. He walked into the bathroom and Inge watched his powerfully muscled body as he went in and began cleaning himself.

He came back a few minutes later, his thick cock hanging like a flesh colored club between his knees.

Ray took her hand and helped her to her feet. He held a grease pencil in his right hand. “Are you 100% sure about this? You’ll still fuck like a rabbit as a Professional Caste.”

She looked up into his eyes. “I want my only job to be to give pleasure, Ray.”

Ray nodded. “Then let’s make you perfect.”

She smiled as he scrawled the initials ‘SW’ on her forehead with the grease pencil.

***

Ben smiled as the former brunette coed, now a cheap slut, bounced contentedly reverse cowgirl on his cock.

The blonde was kneeling between his thighs, licking Ben’s nuts and the brunette’s clit as they fucked.

The bus was an orgy.

Not his first orgy - he had spent a wild night in a crack house in his youth. But the cast of this orgy was definitely a class above crack whores. He was having a blast watching the coed hard bodies playing out his wildest fantasies all over the bus.

A short haired brunette was leaning over one of the bus seats begging someone to fuck her ass as her perky tits swung forward and back with each thrust.

Two blondes were locked in a passionate 69 across two front seats, their mouths attached firmly to each other’s cunts.

What sort of magic was this? Or was it hypnotism? Some sort of nerve gas?

Whatever it was, he was having trouble holding back his orgasm as the girls worked hard for his cum.

Smiling, he slapped the bouncing buttocks of the brunette who rode him. “Grind harder, slut.”

She laughed and started moving her hips in slow circles.

Ben leaned back in the seat and closed his eyes.

***

In the shower, Evelyn was standing in 8213’s embrace. He held her left leg, wrapping it round his waist as his cock slid deep into her pussy. She giggled and kissed him.

She felt 9745’s strong hands on her buttocks and gasped as he pressed his body against her from behind.

She was pressed between the two studs.

9745’s cock pressed at her asshole.

“N... No... I’ve never.”

“Don’t be silly,” Sugar said. She stood beside them and touched her index finger gently to Evelyn’s temple.

Desire overwhelmed her! She wanted the man’s cock in her ass! She needed it. 

“Yes! Fuck my ass!”

The cock probed at her back entrance and she pushed, somehow knowing exactly what to do to accept the huge...

He pushed past her sphincter and surged inside.

“God!” Evelyn screamed. Two... I have two inside me, she thought.

“Yes, you do,” Sugar laughed. The woman had read her mind. “Whatever you want, anything you want. Any pleasure you desire - it can be yours.” Her eyes sparkled as she spoke, eyes full of mischief and compassion.

“Full... God, I’m so full.”

Sugar kissed her and she sucked Sugar’s tongue greedily as the cocks moved inside her, fucking her.

She came hard and moaned into Sugar’s mouth.

Both cocks throbbed inside her as they filled her with cum.

The three of them collapsed to the shower floor as Sugar smiled down at them.

The men withdrew from her, their hands caressing and kneading her flesh as she lay in the warm shower spray and smiled.

“That will be all, agents,” Sugar said.

The agents smiled at Evelyn and left through the hole in the wall, gathering their clothes as they went.

Sugar knelt beside her.

“Did you make me do all those things?” Evelyn moaned.

Sugar caressed Evelyn’s breasts. “I just... lubricated your will a little. You’re so frustrated, you just needed a little push to send you over the edge, that’s all.”

Evelyn sat up. “Who are you people?”

Sugar laughed and sat down beside her. “Let me tell you a story...”

***

“I can’t!” Kimiko whined. She cowered at Demonica’s feet.

“Of course you can,” Demonica whispered in the darkness of the cave. She leaned against a three foot high block of stone that projected from the cavern floor in the middle of a large chamber.

Kimiko’s tears fell. “Don’t make me.”

Demonica knelt and lifted the rubber girl’s face. “There now, stop crying. Have faith in the Master’s will. I will not die.”

“Might. You might! What then?” the sniveling woman whined.

Demonica squeezed her black latex encased cheeks and Kimiko murmured in pain and pleasure. “I will not. But, if I do? Throw yourself over the cliff and join me in hell. I will make you scream for eternity.”

Kimiko smiled and licked her lips, then she threw her arms around Demonica’s neck. “Don’t die.”

“I will not.” Demonica stood up and unbuttoned her black rubber skirt, letting it fall to the stone floor.

Kimiko gazed longingly at Demonica’s hairless, glistening sex.

Demonica smiled at her and ran her clawed middle finger along her wet slit. Then she held out the finger and Kimiko dutifully sucked the digit into her mouth, smiling as she tasted her mistress.

Demonica nodded. The creature would die for her without hesitation. She pushed the finger deep into Kimiko’s mouth, pushing into the girl’s small throat.

Kimiko’s eyes rolled back in her head. She existed to be used and thrived on abuse.

Demonica turned away and undid her black rubber halter, letting her big, full breasts fall free. She removed the pentagram shaped nipple clips and her Ambrosia flowed, dripping down to spatter on the stone.

She sat her bare ass on the stone and Kimiko rushed to remove Demonica’s thigh boots.

“You know the order of the shots?” Demonica asked as she lay back on the stone and looked up.

Kimiko had to climb onto the stone platform beside her. She ran her small fingers over the syringes arrayed beside Demonica’s body. “Yellow shot, face. Red shot, between breasts. Green shot, stomach. Blue shot, cunt...”

“No. Blue shot to my clit. Focus, Kimiko, this is important.” She stroked the freak’s face.

Kimiko cooed. “Yes. Sorry.” She looked down. “Fix Kimiko after?”

“Yes, my sweet, I promise.”

Demonica lay back on the stone slab and Kimiko picked up the first injection.

***

Evelyn stood in the trailer bedroom and watched the enormous workers toiling through the window. “Who are they - were they?”

“Criminals for the most part,” Sugar said. They were both naked. Sugar was lying on her side on the mattress, her miraculous curves on full display as Evelyn stood by the window.

“It’s so strange. I should be terrified,” Evelyn said and looked down at her naked body. “Not only that, I would never have allowed myself to be naked in front of someone before. It’s like I have no shame.”

“Isn’t that a good thing?” Sugar asked. Her fingers moved between her thighs, masturbating her clit gently in the evening sun.

Evelyn knelt by the mattress. “Is this all your doing?”

“Partly,” Sugar said. She took her moist finger from between her legs and rubbed the gloss across Evelyn’s lips.

Evelyn moaned and licked the woman’s juices from her lips, savoring the flavor.

“I’m simply telling that part of your brain that causes you to feel shame and anxiety to loosen up. This is what you want deep down inside. You want to be free with someone without boundaries.”


“But it’s not me. You’re making me...”

“No, Evelyn, I’m just telling you it’s okay.” She caressed Evelyn’s cheek. “You were one of us before you ever laid eyes on this place. I can see that - it’s part of my power.”

“But it’s wrong...”

“I know. When we make changes inside their heads? It’s against their will. We’re controlling them, but Evelyn it’s for their own good. This world doesn’t work. The new one will.”

Evelyn looked out the window. “What’s going to happen to them? The other astronomy students? Professor Sorenson?”

Sugar pulled her into her arms, nestling her against her breasts. “Some of the students - those who have skills will be offered Professional Caste. They’ll be made immortal and physically perfect and allowed to live their lives fully.”

Sugar kissed her neck. “Others will become Whore Caste, and they will live to service others.”

“Sugar, can’t you see that’s wrong?”

Sugar laughed. “They will be deliriously happy. Happier than they’ve ever been in their lives - happier than they ever could be in their old lives. We’re not consigning them to hell, darling.”

“No, you reserve that for Worker Caste,” Evelyn said icily.

Sugar nodded. “No system is perfect. What’s done to Worker Caste is outside my control. I’m in the business of pleasing people.”

“Will Sorenson be Professional Caste?”

Sugar laughed. “We offered. But Inge Sorenson has had enough of science. She wants to be Whore Caste - Stripper Whore to be specific. She wants to be lusted after and desired.”

“She chose that?” Evelyn whispered.

“Don’t sound so shocked. Inge Sorenson has led a lonely life and she’s ready for a change. The wallflower wants to be a party girl, and why not? There’s nothing wrong with wanting to be desired.”

Evelyn sighed. “No... I suppose not.”

“And, what about Evelyn Morris?” Sugar asked. “What do you want?”

Evelyn smiled. “I... don’t know. Professional Caste, maybe?”

“Well, you certainly have the brains for it,” Sugar said. “Tell you what, why don’t you watch the transformations of your friends and then you can decide?”

***

Mona had a long drive through upstate New York, so her temper was short. For the past hour, she had been sitting outside the office at the UPS warehouse waiting to speak to Robert Lindsey, Angela Owens’ former boss.

His secretary was an especially vapid looking brunette who appeared to be all legs and boobs. She smiled at Mona from behind her desk outside Lindsey’s office, but Mona had the odd feeling the woman was occasionally smirking.

Lindsey himself had only come to his door briefly when she first arrived - he had looked out with tired and nervous eyes before shutting the door.

The receptionist had then announced that ‘Mr. Lindsey had to make a phone call’ and that Mona should ‘make herself comfortable’.

That had been an hour ago, and Mona was not comfortable. Not even a little.

The phone on the receptionist’s desk buzzed.

The woman stared directly at Mona with her plastic smile as she picked up the phone. “Yes, sir,” she said.

She hung up the phone and said, “Mr. Lindsey will see you now.”

Mona got up and walked to the door.

Lindsey opened it. “Dr. Karnes, sorry to keep you waiting.” He held out his hand.

Mona shook it. “I have a few questions about Angela Owens...”

“Your aunt was one of the disappearances wasn’t she? Melanie Karnes? The lady who owned the pizzeria?” He motioned her inside to a small chair in front of his desk.

“Yes. How did you know that?” She asked as she sat down.

“Your last name. I remember it from all the police interviews I had to give...”

“Really? There were that many interviews? I heard you hid behind lawyers the entire time,” Mona said.

Robert Lindsey paused midway to his chair. “Dr. Karnes, I don’t know what you’ve been told, but I lost people that day. I’d known Angela for years and Madison was very special to me.” He sat down.

“Then you won’t have a problem handing over Owens’s log information for that day,” Mona said.

“I already gave it to the police...”

“And from what I can tell they ‘ve come up empty. I’m going to look into it myself.”

“That’s admirable, but I can’t give you the logs. You’re not the police...”

“No, I’m worse. I’m a nosy doctor with deep pockets and lots of friends. I’ll make some calls and there’ll be a news crew camped outside this warehouse every day asking you why you needed a lawyer when your employees were abducted?”

Lindsey stood up. “Are you threatening me?!”

“Yes. Yes, I am.”

He gritted his teeth. “I had nothing to do with this!”

“Tell it to the press. Or give me the logs and I’ll leave. Your choice,” Mona said.

He opened his desk drawer and pulled out a manila folder. He tossed it into her lap. “Fine. Take it.”

Mona stared at the folder. “You knew I would ask for this?”

“Everybody who comes here asking about that night wants the log, Dr. Karnes. Now you have it. Are we done?”

Mona stood up. “I think so. Thank you.”

He laughed. “Yeah, don’t thank me.”

Mona stared at him with her hand on the doorknob. “What’s that supposed to mean?”

He shook his head. He was smiling, but his eyes looked tired. “Sometimes ignorance is bliss, Doctor. It’s possible to know too much. You’ll see.”

“You know something, don’t you?”

He pointed at the folder in her hand. “You got what you came for. Now, please leave.”

***

Robert Lindsey watched Mona Karnes pull out of the lot. Then he picked up his cell phone.

“It’s done,” he said. “Dr. Mona Karnes, attractive - she’s Melanie Karnes’ niece. I sent her your way.”

The voice on the other end of the call spoke.

Robert answered. “Look, I’ve done everything you’ve asked, Angela...”

More words from the other side.

Robert looked panicked. “Sugar... I’m sorry, I meant to say Sugar. It won’t happen again. But, please, my wife? You have to undo what you’ve done to her, Sugar. Please.”

Laughter on the other end.

Robert looked deflated. He held out the phone. “She wants to talk to you."

The brunette receptionist took the phone from him and held it to her ear. “Yes, Mistress? Oh, he was a very good boy. Did just what he was told.” She smiled and winked at Robert.

He looked at the floor.

“No, I don’t think I should be easier on him. He likes pain now, don’t you, Robert?”

Robert nodded. “Yes, Mistress,” he whispered.

She opened his desk drawer and pulled out a long, black, coiled leather whip. “As a matter of fact, I was just getting ready to give him his medicine.”

Robert whimpered.

***

Kimiko huddled in the corner of the cavern and watched the stone slab where Demonica slumbered.

There had been changes.

Kimiko rocked gently as she observed the transformation - a transformation that shouldn’t have been possible. Melanie Karnes had already been transformed months ago when she became Demonica, and the transformed were immune to all future transformations.

But not this transformation.

Demonica went into a seizure and dragged her long, black claws along the top of the stone altar.

Kimiko stared at the scars Demonica had inflicted on the rock.

“Demonica?” Ray called from somewhere near the cave entrance.

Kimiko jumped at the sound.

She stared at her mistress transforming on the stone altar. To leave her at this point was horrifying, but the Whoremaster might interfere. She dashed through the corridor toward the crack in the wall.

***

Ray almost didn’t see Kimiko running toward him - the stygian darkness of the cavern was almost complete.

She stood panting, framed by the triangular crack in the wall.

“Where’s Demonica?” Ray asked.

“Busy,” Kimiko gasped.

“We have coeds to transform.”

“I will do it.”

Ray stared at her. “You? You’ve never...”

“I know how.”

The rubber creature looked terrified to Ray. In truth, he had always found her off-putting - she was more an extension of Demonica than a real person. Even in bed, she never strayed far from her mistress during group sex, preferring to lick Demonica’s pussy contentedly while everyone else fucked.

“They’re very valuable, Kimiko. Havana won’t be pleased if their transformations are screwed up...”

“I know how! Not stupid!”

Ray sighed and rolled his eyes. “Honey, I’m not saying that. It’s just - this is a lot of people. We have to do our best.”

She smiled with her ruby colored rubberized lips. “I will make them beautiful.”

***

Evelyn stood in the door of the bus and watched the orgy going on. She was naked - clothing now seemed pointless to her.

And it was definitely pointless to the college students fucking in every combination in the bus seats. The bus driver had a brunette coed bent over one of the seats near the middle of the bus, his balls slapped against her as he fucked her from behind, his fingers wrapped in her long hair, pulling back her head as she moaned.

A blonde knelt behind him, tonguing his balls and ass, her slender fingers plunging in and out of her own dripping snatch.

A naked boy abruptly scooted on his back under the blonde’s thighs and replaced her masturbating fingers with his lips and tongue.

Evelyn smiled and began rubbing her own clit. Watching was almost as much fun as participating.

Sugar had done something to her, to all of them - Evelyn knew this. But, she was fairly certain she had done less to Evelyn than to the other people.

Had this always been who she was deep inside? She had always had a high sex drive, she had simply not had the courage to explore it other than with herself.

Now, she had plenty of courage. She was literally oozing with it.

Someone touched her face - a college boy with a long, thin cock stood up from the seat beside her and held the tip near her mouth.

She smiled and nodded, taking him between her lips and sucking him in.

She could taste him and the girl he had been fucking a few minutes before.

Evelyn closed her eyes and sucked, focusing on maximizing the boy’s pleasure, and he began fucking her throat in long, slow strokes.

She felt a warm hand on her hip. “Somebody’s getting into the swing of things,” Sugar said.

Evelyn pulled the cock from her mouth and stroked him with her hand, licking the tip seductively. “I love this.”

“We have to move the party underground, unfortunately,” Sugar whispered as her hand trailed down Evelyn’s buttocks and explored between her cheeks. She made lazy circles around Evelyn’s asshole with her lacquered nail.

Evelyn moaned and sucked the cock again.

“You, driver?” Sugar said out loud.

The bus driver turned and smiled.

“Drive the bus around the back of the building. You need to unload... both the cargo and your balls.”

The bus driver groaned and pumped jizz into the brunette as Sugar giggled.

***

“We’re a bit like cowgirls,” Sugar said.

“Hmm?” Evelyn asked licking the boy’s cum from her lips. They were following the crowd of students onto a loading dock and into the back of the porn store.

Sugar stopped and pulled a boy and girl to their feet - they had stopped to try doggy style on the concrete. She shooed them forward into the store. “You know? Herding them - they are a bit like cattle in this state.”

Evelyn laughed as a thin redhead wrapped her arms around her neck and French kissed her. She had the initials ‘CW’ written on her forehead written in grease pencil courtesy of Sugar before they left the bus.

“I’ve always liked you, Evelyn,” the girl moaned.

Evelyn was shocked - first that the girl had been attracted to her before all this, and second because she had no idea what the girl’s name was. She lowered her hands to the girl’s thin buttocks. “I... always thought you were hot too.”

Sugar laughed.

The girl held her hand and followed along beside Evelyn contentedly.

“Her name is Ciara,” Sugar said.

“I... knew that,” Evelyn whispered.

“No, you didn’t... don’t lie to a telepath, dear,” Sugar whispered and laughed.

“She might hear,” Evelyn whispered.

“Ciara can barely understand words spoken directly to her at the moment. You, the bus driver, and Professor Sorenson are the only ones with a clear mind. The rest think they are having a vivid sex dream.”

Evelyn smiled at Ciara and she smiled sleepily back. “I... never noticed her before. And, I mean, I wasn’t bi before...”

“Well, she was. You think you had the corner on the loneliness market, Evelyn? Think again. Ciara there was attracted to you but too shy and damaged to even talk to you. Poor thing would have gone through her entire life without acting on her impulses, same as you.”

Evelyn put her arm around Ciara’s waist and pulled her close as they walked. The girl snuggled against her. “What’s going to happen to her?”

“I wrote codes on each of their foreheads - Ciara is a ‘CW’: Cheerleader Whore. We’re going to fill out her body with a tight little ass and cantaloupe sized tits, raise the cheekbones, enlarge the eyes, make that red hair thicker and longer. She’ll be quite the little sex kitten when we’re done.”

Evelyn felt suddenly protective of the girl.

“Relax, she’ll be incredibly happy - you can keep her if you want. We sometimes assign Whore Caste to Professional Caste on a permanent basis. You could keep her as long as you want. Make a proper little wife out of her if you like, until you tire of her, of course.”

Evelyn stared at Sugar in horror.

Sugar laughed. “I know. It’s terrifying how easily we objectify them. But you’ll accept it in time.”

The corridor beyond the loading bay led to a large elevator.

Sugar pressed the button and the doors hissed open.

***

In her dream, Demonica opened her eyes. She was in the dark cathedral from her vision, lying on her back as she had when she was first transformed in the farmhouse basement.

It felt like a lifetime ago, though it had only been a few months.

He lay beside her, naked, propped on his elbow. He smiled down at her and she smiled back.

“It’s nice to see you again, Demonica,” he said and brushed her hair out of her eyes.

“Master...”

“No, don’t call me Master.”

“But you’re Satan...”

He laughed and shook his head. “Am I? Maybe... things are so confusing sometimes. I get unstuck in time. Sometimes I’m not sure which me I am.”

She laughed. “I don’t understand.”

He frowned slightly. “I’m sorry, Melanie. I’m sorry for everything. This me is anyway at whatever time I’m talking to you. For what that’s worth.”

“I’m not Melanie anymore, I’m Demonica,” she whispered.

He nodded. “You will always be Melanie, and Melanie was always Demonica. And, for that, I’m sorry.”

She tried to raise up, but her head spun.

“Shh, relax. It’s okay. Rest.”

“I’m... not sorry you made me Demonica. I love being her.”

He gave her a weak smile. “I know. But all the same, I’m sorry. It’s all predestiny, you see. Decided before you were born. This is necessary, but it doesn’t mean I have to enjoy it.”

“You made me a goddess,” she whispered and put her arms around his neck.

“Yes, but sometimes goddesses are cruel. I just need Melanie to remember that I made her evil. She didn’t start out that way.” He smiled at her. “You are all the victims of a god’s plans. You are the extension of my will, and you are blameless. What’s left of Melanie might find comfort in that.”

He kissed her. “Goodbye, Demonica.”

“Goodbye? Won’t I see you again?”

He shook his head. “You no longer need me. You won’t need my guidance. You will follow your own path through dark places.”

***

Ten floors beneath Stallion’s Adult Video, the orgy started anew.

Ciara knelt in front of Evelyn, looking up into her eyes as she kissed and licked Evelyn’s pussy.

Evelyn ran her fingers through the girl’s red hair as she worked.

Evelyn knew Ciara was swallowing her juices mixed with the agents’ cum, and that thought made her quiver inside.

Sugar touched Evelyn’s hip. “Enjoy yourself.” She nodded toward the strange, gimp suited woman who was leading one of the coeds to an operating table. “When she comes for Ciara, tell Kimiko what you want for your friend - breast size, hair color, height, weight. The machines can do anything you want. Even her personality: she can be made sultry and soft spoken, giggly, anything you like.”

“I... she’s perfect the way she is,” Evelyn breathed as her knees began to tremble from the tender ministrations.

Sugar kissed her cheek. “Don’t be silly. Transform her. Get a feel for the power. You might find it addictive.” She stepped away.

“Where are you going?” Evelyn gasped.

“Back upstairs. I’m expecting a visitor.”

***

After leaving the UPS warehouse, Mona drove directly to Stallion’s Adult Video west of Ithaca. It was the next to last stop on Angela Owens’s route that fateful day.

She hadn’t bothered stopping at the pizzeria - it was boarded up and closed now, soon to be sold. She would find nothing there.

Her heart dropped when she saw the construction fence surrounding Stallion's and the heavy equipment parked all around it.

Closed. Another dead end, Mona thought.

Then she saw the neon sign was lit and soft light filtered through the front door.

She parked beside a construction truck and walked across the muddy parking lot to the front door.

“Welcome to Stallion’s Adult Video, where your erotic dreams come true,” a bored sounding college girl said from a small desk inside the entry.

Mona did a double take. The girl was wearing a pink plastic body suit under her blue Stallion’s short dress. Her electric pink hair and plastic doll mask completed the look: she looked like a sex robot in a dress.

“I... I need to speak to the manager,” Mona said.

“Inside. Big guy. You can’t miss him,” the girl said. It sounded like her voice was coming from a speaker in her throat.

The inner door buzzed and clicked open.

Mona put her hand on the door handle.

“Abandon all hope, ye who enter here,” the robot girl said.

“What?”

The girl shrugged and looked away.

Mona stepped into the brightly lit interior.

A tall redhead in a white rubber halter top and mini skirt was stocking shelves.

Behind the counter, a huge man with brown hair smiled down at her. “Hiya, what can we do ya for?”

Mona shrank back a little. “Are you the manager?”

He nodded. “Sure am.”

“I...” And Mona blacked out.

***

Sugar stood behind the thin blonde with her fingers on the woman’s temples. “Oh, Ray, look at her! I want this one!”

Ray’s eyes traveled up and down the blonde who was literally sleeping standing up. “Grab her ID.”

Sugar eased the woman’s handbag off her shoulder and tossed it to Ray.

She ran her fingers gently down the woman’s sides. “Look at that face.”

Ray opened her purse and held up her ID. “Dr. Mona Karnes, lives in Manhattan...”

“A doctor? I never saw a doctor who looked like this.” Sugar closed her eyes as she delved into Mona’s mind. “Fuck. Oh, my God, Ray.”

“What’s wrong?”

Sugar shook her head. “Most people’s minds are like little houses they live in... this is like standing in a cathedral... no, not a cathedral - a library! A huge library filled with books.” She laughed. “I can’t even understand half the words going through her head.”

Ray looked down at his smartphone. “Not surprising - she’s a surgeon and a scientist. Genetics expert. She’s got degrees from half a dozen universities, all of them Ivy League.”

Sugar gasped as she explored Mona’s mind. “Ooo, lesbian. I thought she was checking me out when she came through the door.” Sugar laughed. “Married...”

“Yeah,” Ray said. “Wife’s name is Bobbie...”

“But she calls her Butch,” Sugar giggled.

“SlutzNet don’t have that much detail.”

“She’s really in love,” Sugar said. “We have to take them both...”

Ray shook his head. “I just got a priority message.” He waved the cellphone at Sugar. “Church says to stand down. Let her go. She’s a VIP, and they plan to take her in voluntarily to Professional Caste. They want that mumbo jumbo in her brain.”

“Aww, come on...”

“Sugar...”

“But she’s so cute, Ray.” Sugar eased her hand into Mona’s pants. “Tiny little panties. Lace. Mmm, all shaved and wet.”

Ray laughed. “Church says no. I thought you already picked out a toy?”

Sugar rolled her eyes. “I could have two toys in one day...”

“Not that one. Too expensive.”

“Fine.” She kissed Mona deep with her fingers still buried in Mona’s snatch.

Mona leaned back when Sugar broke the kiss.

“Now, cum for me,” Sugar whispered.

“Jesus,” Ray groaned as he rubbed the long, hard lump extending down the leg of his pants.

Sugar winked at him as Mona cried out in her sleep, collapsing against Sugar as the psychic induced orgasm engulfed her.

Sugar held her in one arm as she slowly drew her hand from the woman’s soaked crotch. Sugar licked and sucked the nectar from her fingers. “Mmm, honey, you are definitely coming back to visit me.”

***

Mona was sitting in her car. She felt warm and content.

She was wet, like she had been in bed with Butch that morning.

Mona blinked and stared out the window at the concrete facade of Stallion’s Adult Video. As she watched, the lights went off inside.

She stared at the store for a minute.

Had she gone inside? Yes! She had. She had gone inside and talked to the manager and learned nothing. And now it was time to go to her hotel.

She nodded. Yes, that was right. Stallion’s was a dead end, and now it was time to go to the hotel.

She smiled thinking about the tall redhead in the porn store. She liked tall girls, tough girls like Bobbie. The redhead certainly fit that description. She felt a surge through her pussy at the thought of kissing the redhead.

She shook her head. Mona would never do that, of course. Butch was all she wanted.

Still. Maybe the three of them?

She felt a tremor go through her at the thought of a ménage a trois with Butch and the redhead. Maybe they could both use strapons on her...

Mona jumped as if she had been electrocuted.

What was wrong with her?

She never had those kind of fantasies.

Did she?

She shook her head and pulled out of the parking lot, unable to see the redhead smiling at her from the other side of the glass door.

***

“Tits, big?” The strange gimp suited woman asked. She was standing behind Ciara with her hands cupping Ciara’s perky breasts.

Ciara moaned as she was fondled.

“What?” Evelyn asked.

“Tits, big? Tits, small?”

Evelyn shook her head, finally understanding the question. “Can’t you just... leave her the way she is?”

“No. Ambrosia titties. Like this.” Kimiko squeezed her own latex covered left nipple. A jet of white milk sprayed out and struck Ciara’s hip.

The redhead cried out and fell to her knees. “Fuck me! Oh, please, God, somebody fuck me!”

Evelyn stumbled back - Ciara had been reduced to a groveling sex toy by the Ambrosia landing on her skin.

Kimiko giggled and pushed Ciara onto her hands and knees.

She held up two of her rubberized fingers, licked them, and then pushed them up Ciara’s ass from behind.

Ciara murmured and laid her face on the lab floor as Kimiko ass fucked her.

“Titties, big? Titties, small? Choose,” Kimiko said.

“Big... bigger... just a little,” Evelyn said.

Kimiko pulled out her fingers and slapped Ciara’s ass, causing the girl to yelp. “You, up.”

Ciara stood up on wobbly legs and turned toward Kimiko.

Evelyn stumbled backward at the sight of Kimiko driving two syringes into Ciara’s nipples.

“Hey! Don’t be so rough!” Evelyn yelled and balled up her fists.

“You. Too soft,” Kimiko hissed.

Ciara just stared down at her chest, the long needles embedded in her nipples, the syringes emptying into her breasts.

Ciara passed out and fell back into Evelyn’s arms. The needles slid out of her rapidly swelling breasts.

Kimiko laughed and dropped the needles into a sharps container.

“Goddamn it! You didn’t have to do that! Are you some kind of sadist?” Evelyn grumbled as she struggled to hold the dead weight of Ciara on her feet.

“Sadist. Masochist. Sub slut. Pain slut. Slave to my beloved,” Kimiko said as she took hold of a yellow box with red and green buttons that hung from the high ceiling. She pressed a green button and machinery groaned to life high above.

Evelyn looked up to see a metal winch moving on a track in the ceiling.

A cable descended from it. A black harness dangled from the cable.

“Harness her,” Kimiko said. “Then, the mask. Over her mouth and nose.”

Evelyn worked the harness onto Ciara’s thin body, fitting her arms into the vest and clipping it closed around her waist. Two straps fit around her upper thighs. The black rubber mask fit over her mouth and nose and fastened behind her head.

Kimiko pressed a button and the cable to the ceiling drew tight.

Evelyn felt Ciara’s weight lifted away from her and the girl rose into the air.

“What are you going to do with her?” Evelyn asked as she watched the redhead rise higher and higher above the steel grate floor.

Kimiko said nothing, but the winch began to crawl back long it’s track. It carried Ciara over a clear cylinder filled with pink liquid near the back of the room.

Her feet dangled over the open top of the cylinder.

“What... is that?”

“Transformation tube,” Kimiko said and pressed another button.

Ciara slid gently down, her legs entering the pink fluid.

It didn’t have the consistency of water - it was thicker, almost like a gel.

Ciara’s eyes opened wide as her hips slid under. She cried out behind the gag.

“Concentrated Ambrosia,” Kimiko said. “Pleasure.”

Ciara’s eyes rolled back in her head as she descended, her body racked by intense orgasms.

Evelyn watched mesmerized as Ciara slid completely into the pink goo.

Her hair was fanned out around her face and Ciara stared out through the pink liquid at Evelyn.

A headset descended into the tube. Goggles slid over her eyes and headphones closed over her ears.

Mechanical tentacles rose from the floor.

“Jesus,” Evelyn whispered.

Two of the tentacles were equipped with dildos and they quickly pushed up into her pussy and ass.

Ciara jerked and writhed as she was penetrated.

Two suction cups closed on her nipples and Evelyn could see them undulating as they sucked rhythmically on Ciara’s swelling breasts.

“Hair red?” Kimiko asked as she slid her finger on a tablet computer.

“Yes... only...” Could she do this? Could she change Ciara against her will? Evelyn sighed. “I want it thicker and longer. All the way to her ass.”

Kimiko smiled and nodded, her rubber fingers moving on the screen.

Evelyn felt a quiver of excitement. “How big will her breasts be?”

“36 DDD.”

Evelyn smiled. “And her waist...”

“You want it small? Corset small?” Kimiko asked with a sly grin.

Evelyn licked her lips. “How small?”

“Nineteen inches?”

Evelyn gasped. “But wide hips?”

“36. Full. Nice round ass?”

Evelyn just nodded. “Higher cheekbones? And, her nose, a little more upturned?”

Kimiko stepped closer and turned the tablet toward Evelyn. “Like this?”

Evelyn laughed. A perfected version of Ciara’s face was on the screen. 

“You want her double slutified? A real whore for you?” Kimiko asked. She reached out with her free hand and stroked Evelyn’s clit.

This new world was unbelievable! She smiled and nodded. “Yes.”

In the tube, two needles rose up on tentacles and pressed into Ciara’s abdomen.

“Standard Cheerleader Whore programming?” Kimiko asked as she leaned up and whispered into Evelyn’s ear, her finger still working on Evelyn’s now erect and throbbing clit.

“What is that?” Evelyn whispered back.

“She will think she is a college cheerleader. Bubbly. Happy. Completely in love with you. Athletic... limber,” Kimiko said and kissed Evelyn’s neck. “Like this...”

She held up the tablet.

A computer generated model of Ciara appeared on the screen, her body transformed to Evelyn’s specifications, wearing a tight, short, blue and white rubber cheerleader outfit and matching ankle boots with heels. Her eyes were huge and bright, her expression vapid, long red hair in a single braid down her back, breasts straining against the uniform emblazoned with the word SLUTZ across them.

Evelyn almost laughed. It was absurd, and, at the same time, completely erotic.

And, then Kimiko screamed.

She was looking behind Evelyn and she stumbled back, falling to her knees on the steel grate, the tablet clattering away from her.

Evelyn turned slowly.

The devil was behind her, and the devil was a woman.

Evelyn blinked, trying to make sense of the creature standing a few yards away.

She was tall, towering well over seven feet. Taller even than Sugar.

Her skin color was a combination of caramel and rust, and she wore black latex thigh boots with stiletto heels. Her thighs were bulging with muscles, but still long and feminine.

Her hips were strong and wide, and at the top of her pelvis, small onyx horns protruded.

She wore a loin dress, wide enough to cover her sex and inner thighs, but leaving the full curve of her hips exposed.

Her waist was thin in comparison, but defined by six pack abs.

The breasts were enormous and round, held in place by the black latex. The wide, thick nipples were clearly outlined beneath the rubber.

The woman’s neck was long and regal, the muscles standing out.

Her face was demonic, but beautiful with high cheekbones and arching dark eyebrows. Two curving onyx horns rose up from a mane of lustrous, soft red hair.

But it was the eyes that captivated. These would be the eyes that would follow Evelyn for the rest of her life, in her dreams and nightmares, when she closed her eyes in orgasm, they would always be there looking back at her.

They did not glow exactly. They flickered, a soft flame, like a fire in a stove on a winter’s day. The comfort of a hearth, the smoldering light of lust, and the fires of hell rolled into one.

She smiled, her full lips colored a dark rusty red with hints of purple. Behind the lips were straight white teeth with long fangs barely glimpsed as she spoke. “Don’t grovel, Kimiko. It’s still me.”

Kimiko rose up from where she was lying prostrate on the floor.

She crawled on her knees to the woman and began to kiss her black latex boots, looking up in adoration.

“Who... are you?” Evelyn asked.

The student orgy had come to a sudden stop as they stared at her from the floor.

The woman cocked her head sideways. “I am the demon goddess Demonica, beloved succubus of Morpheus. I am Satan’s whore, and I am evil incarnate, my pretty one.”

***

Sugar ran to the elevator followed closely by five Church agents.

Ray had called from Level Ten: “It’s Demonica. At least I think it’s her, Sugar, you need to get down here.”

Sugar watched the indicator on the elevator wall counting up as they descended.

The Church agents drew their nine millimeters and chambered rounds.

“I hardly think that will be necessary,” Sugar said as the elevator descended.

“We’re here for your protection, Mistress,” the lead agent said.

They had formed a circle around her, even in the elevator.

The door opened and the agents moved into the corridor.

“Clear front,” one of them said and the lead agent led Sugar into the corridor.

The walk to the main lab seemed to take forever.

Ray was waiting just inside the lab door. He looked at Sugar and shook his head.

“Oh, my God. Demonica?” Sugar whispered.

The demoness smiled at her. She stroked Kimiko’s head as the freak knelt before her. “Yes, my love. It’s me.”

“But how...” Sugar asked.

“Morpheus has transformed me a second time.”

“That’s... not possible. We can’t be transformed twice.”

She held out her strong, wide arms. “And, yet here I am.”

Evelyn was standing close to Demonica, staring at her in wonder.

“Evelyn, come here, please,” Sugar said, holding out her hand.

Demonica laughed. “The look on your face, Sugar. Are you afraid I might eat her or something?”

“I would just feel better if she were over here with me,” Sugar said.

“Ahh, yes. Evelyn, can you feel Sugar’s will working on you? Can you feel her tendrils in your mind, pulling you to her?”

“What?” Evelyn asked.

“Mind control. Sugar is subtle, but... demanding, aren’t you, my love?”

Sugar shook her head. “Demonica, I’m not controlling her...”

“No, you’re enticing her. A thousand subtle little manipulations. My new eyes see all, my love.”

“Evelyn, please come over here,” Sugar said.

The agents began to aim their pistols toward Demonica.

Demonica laughed. “Are you going to let them shoot me, Sugar?”

“No! Demonica, we just need a moment to figure out what is going on here.”

The lead agent touched the earpiece in his ear. “Say again?”

He looked confused. “But...”

Finally, he nodded. “Stand down.” He put his pistol back in his shoulder holster.

“What are you doing?” Sugar whispered.

“Orders, Mistress. Havana says to stand down. Goddess Demonica is to be obeyed.” He turned to leave the room and the other agents followed suit.

“Like fuck!” Ray bellowed. He grabbed a nine millimeter out of the nearest agent’s hand.

The man tried to take it back and Ray backhanded him, sending him skidding across the metal floor.

The nine millimeter looked like a toy in the Whoremaster’s massive hand.

The other agents drew their weapons again, this time aiming at Ray.

Ray held his pistol at hip level, aimed at Demonica.

“Stop. Everyone, please stop,” Demonica said. “Ray isn’t going to shoot me. He loves me, don’t you?”

“Of course, I do, but, honey, we need to know what the fuck is going on here. You’ve... changed.”

“I know. But I’m still me, Ray. Just better, that’s all.” Demonica turned to Sugar. “I’m doing the Master’s will, Sugar. The same as you. No one needs to be hurt.”

Sugar put her hand on Ray’s, pushing the gun down. “It’s okay, Ray.”

The agent Ray had taken it from regained his feet and took the gun from Ray’s hand with a scowl.

Demonica smiled, showing her long fangs. “See, we’re going to be just fine. You may leave, agents.” She walked slowly to Ray and Sugar, her heels tapping on the metal grate.

Sugar watched Demonica’s hips roll and felt her lust rising.

The demoness smiled.

Behind her, Evelyn stared transfixed at Demonica as she walked away.

Demonica laid an onyx clawed hand on Sugar’s face and did the same with Ray’s. “I still love you both. I always will.” Her voice was deeper than it had been that morning.

Demonica leaned down and kissed Sugar. Cinnamon with a hint of caramel and licorice lingered on Sugar’s lips as Demonica then kissed Ray.

“I will complete the transformation of these whores - you see? Everything is as it was. I’m still me, just with... upgrades,” Demonica said as she turned away.

Sugar half expected to see a devil tail extending downward beneath the loin dress.

Demonica looked over her shoulder at Sugar and smiled, baring her fangs. “No tail. But you’ll be amazed at some of my upgrades.”

Sugar went pale. 

The demoness had read her mind, something that shouldn’t have been possible.

Demonica winked and turned toward Kimiko who knelt beside Evelyn. “Now, who’s next for transformation?”

Evelyn was staring up at Demonica in rapt adoration.

“Evelyn? Why don’t you come with us?” Sugar said.

Evelyn didn’t look at her, she just shook her head. “Ciara is in her transformation tube. I don’t want to leave her.”

Demonica ran a claw gently down Evelyn’s round cheek. “Don’t worry, Sugar. I’ll take good care of your new protege... excellent care.”

Sugar gritted her teeth and stepped toward them.

Ray grasped her hand. “She won’t hurt her. Let it be.”

Sugar sighed. “We’ll be upstairs.”

***

Ray and Sugar walked toward the elevator.

“What the fuck is going on?” Ray asked.

“I don’t know. What she did isn’t possible: you can’t be transformed twice! Once you take final Ambrosia, your transformations are complete. You can’t be genetically modified...”

“Well, obviously, that’s not correct - Jesus, Sugar, what the hell is she?” Ray asked as he looked back over his shoulder at the door to the lab.

Sugar shook her head. “Telepathic for one thing - she read my mind, Ray. Something else that shouldn't be possible.” Sugar turned back toward the lab. “And I left Evelyn with her...”

“Sugar, we can’t do anything until we find out why the Church told the agents to stand down.”

“Ray, you don’t understand...”

“You want Evelyn to become a White Witch, I know. But, Sugar, that’s gonna depend on the girl - and right now, all she has eyes for is a seven and a half foot tall demon goddess.”

Sugar sighed and turned away toward the elevator.

***

“Street Whore,” Demonica said as she held a blonde coed’s face in her clawed hand. “The Church lacks... imagination.”

Evelyn looked at the SW written in grease pencil on the girl’s forehead.

The woman was staring directly into Demonica’s flaming eyes, a look of complete adoration on her pretty face.

“What would you do to her?” Evelyn asked.

Demonica laughed. “Maybe I would make her like me - a succubus. Make her irresistible to men...” She glanced at Evelyn and winked. “And women.”

Evelyn flushed at the glance.

“What do you think, pretty? Should I give you horns? A forked tongue? Wings, perhaps?”

The blonde smiled slightly. “Anything you want, Mistress.”

“Hmm,” Demonica breathed. “No, they picked you out for Street Whore, and a Street Whore you will be.” She cocked her head to the side. “Look at the ignorant whore - Sugar’s mind fuck was very effective. She would gladly let me do anything I wanted to her. Why, she wouldn’t even complain if I made her into something... hideous.”

“Why would you do that?” Evelyn asked. She was drawing closer to the demoness.

“There is beauty even in the grotesque. I can see that now. I see much clearer now than I did before,” Demonica said. “Take this one away, Kimiko.”

“Yes, Mistress,” Kimiko said and led the blonde toward an empty transformation tube.

Demonica turned and put her hands on Evelyn’s hips. “And, what about you? What do you want to be when we make you grow up?”

Evelyn’s heart skipped a beat. Looking directly into Demonica’s eyes was like staring into the fires of hell. “I... Sugar says it’s up to me.”

Demonica laughed. “Oh, did she?” She turned away. “Then your fate is sealed.”

Evelyn blinked. “What?”

Demonica looked over her shoulder at Evelyn, long red hair obscuring her flaming left eye. “When a White Witch tells you the choice is yours? Then the choice has been made.”

“I don’t understand.”

“A White Witch, Evelyn. She wants you to be a White Witch.”

Evelyn gasped. “I didn’t know that was an option...”

“Of course it is an option. You are smart, strong, brave - why not make you a White Witch? A goddess with their perfect bodies and all that... white latex?”

“Oh.”

Demonica smiled. “You will have the power to bend wills, rewrite personalities, re-make reality into your vision. It’s very much like being a goddess. One day, you and your sisters may rule the world... for what that’s worth.”

“You have powers too, don’t you?” Evelyn asked.

Demonica laughed. “Of a sort. But who would choose my path, Evelyn? I worship the dark... and I abhor white latex.”

Evelyn laughed. “But, the mental powers, you have them too, don’t you?”

Demonica smirked and crouched on her heels on the steel floor. “What makes you think that?”

“I can... feel it. It’s like a wave of power that radiates from you. I can feel you inside my head. Are you manipulating me?” Evelyn asked.

“Would it bother you if I said ‘yes’?”

Evelyn’s mouth went dry. “No.”

Demonica smiled and nodded. “No. I am not manipulating you. You know what you want - or you’re close to knowing. If I were going to manipulate you, I would do something like this...”

She looked at one of the male students who was lying on the floor with the other coeds.

He stood up, his lean muscular body covered in sweat. He walked to Demonica and looked down at her.

She smiled and took his flaccid, four inch cock in her hand. “It’s pathetic that a human woman can be satisfied by this.” She sucked him between her dark lips and his cock surged. Her head bobbed expertly as her claws raked beneath his balls.

After a few strokes, she pulled his cock from her mouth. Fully seven inches erect, it dripped with her saliva.

“You see, even fully erect he is disappointing.” She turned toward the tangle of bodies on the floor. “You. Slut. Come here.”

A brunette with big tits crawled on her hands and knees to Demonica.

The demoness spun her around and pressed her face to the floor. She grasped the boy’s nuts and twisted. “You want to fuck her, don’t you?”

“Y... Yes,” the boy said. He took the base of his cock in his hand and knelt, aiming the head toward the brunette’s dripping cunt.

“No. She needs more. Fist her,” Demonica said.

“What? I don’t...” The boy said.

“Of course you do. You’ve seen videos. Make a cone with your fingers and push inside her. She’ll adapt.”

“Don’t we need lubrication?” The boy asked as he looked at his right hand.

Demonica spat on the girl’s backside. “There. Lubricated. Fist her.”

The girl moaned, lost in whatever sex dream they all seemed to be experiencing.

The boy pushed his fingers against her pussy and the girl pushed back against him.

Demonica laughed. “No, boy. Not that hole. The other one.”

Evelyn paled along with the boy.

He moved as if hypnotized, his fingers touching the pucker of the girl’s asshole. His middle finger traced the anal ring and probed gently.

“Don’t be gentle. I’ve made her crave it. As a matter of fact, she will never orgasm again without a fist in her ass, will you, slut?”

The girl giggled and pushed back against the boy’s invading fingers. “No, Mistress.”

Emboldened, the boy pushed inside. One finger, then two, and then a third.

The girl moaned louder with each digit that stretched her.

Soon he had four fingers working in and out of the girl’s asshole.

Then he added his thumb.

The girl laughed and bucked back against him, trying to take his fingers deeper inside.

Evelyn was rubbing her pussy, and then reached back with her other hand and probed at her own ass.

“That’s right. Enjoy the show,” Demonica giggled.

Evelyn watched in amazement as the girl’s asshole expanded wider and wider - the boy was pushing his fist in.

And his hands were very big.

The girl cried out when her ruined asshole finally accepted the oversized intruder, and Evelyn moaned in sympathy.

“Harder, boy. Deeper,” Demonica said.

He slid his fist in and out, disappearing several inches past his wrist.

Demonica stood up and put her arm around Evelyn. “You see, if I was going to manipulate you? I would give you dark thoughts. I would make you crave pain and pleasure, both the giving and the receiving.”

Evelyn moaned and leaned against her as she masturbated both her holes.

Demonica’s hand slid down her back and pulled Evelyn’s finger out of her ass.

Evelyn protested, but then moaned with pleasure as Demonica’s long, clawed middle finger replaced it and began to ass fuck her.

***

“There’s nothing I can do,” Mistress Maria Anastasia Marapova said on speaker from her penthouse apartment in Manhattan.

Ray and Sugar stared at the cellphone.

They had gone straight upstairs and called Maria.

Maria had called Havana, and a few minutes later, she called back.

“Maria, something is seriously wrong here,” Sugar said.

“Sugar, I understand that, but Havana was very clear: do not interfere. This came directly from Sister herself,” Maria said. “And, for Sister to answer that quickly? She already knew what was going to happen with Demonica and had consulted with... higher authority.”

“Higher than Sister?” Ray whispered. “Who would be...”

Sugar shook her head and tapped the inverted pentagram pendant hanging from her choker.

“Oh... that higher authority,” Ray whispered.

“Indeed, Ray,” Maria said over the speakerphone. “That higher authority.”

Sugar picked up the smartphone. “Maria, can you please come up here? Demonica is, well, frankly she’s terrifying. If she becomes aggressive...”

“Sugar, if she becomes aggressive, you should run,” Maria said. “Don’t provoke her, you and Ray keep your distance. I can’t come up there right now. This federal suit against the Church has me running in ten different directions. This prosecutor the government has? Britt Connors is formidable. I may have to take extreme measures with her.”

“Well, shit, Maria,” Ray said. “If she kills us in the meantime, make sure you avenge us.”

Maria laughed. “Don’t be so dramatic, you ridiculous moose. If Morpheus wants her where she is, we have to trust in his will. Just... be careful, and I will join you when I can.”

***

Evelyn watched the demoness work. She was faster with the computer tablet than Kimiko had been. Occasionally she would ask Evelyn’s opinion on breast size or some other detail.

Each time Demonica spoke to her, she got the distinct impression Kimiko was staring at her. Was it jealousy? The rubber woman seemed to be growing steadily more morose and somber.

One by one, the students were hoisted up to the ceiling and submerged in their own tubes - pink fluid filled for the girls and blue for the boys. 

Except one boy who was dropped screaming into a pink tube.

Evelyn had cried out along with him, but Demonica had only laughed.

“His cock is too small. Better a shemale whore than an inadequate stud,” Demonica said.

Evelyn had just nodded and stared at him squirming in the tube as his breasts and hips swelled.

This entire situation was terrifying, and she knew without Sugar’s influence on her mind, she would most likely run away screaming.

“Were you a doctor or something?” Evelyn asked.

Demonica smiled and shook her head as she inspected the buttocks of one of the coeds. “I ran a pizzeria. When Morpheus takes you, sometimes he adds the things he needs. For me, well, I’m a bit of a mad scientist. Perhaps it was always in my genetics - my niece is a scientific genius. She lives in Manhattan.”

She bent the coed forward and parted the girl’s pussy lips with her claws. Demonica’s long tongue slid out between her teeth and she licked deep inside the woman.

“Oh, yesss!” The woman groaned.

“Fertile,” Demonica whispered. “Nice and fertile.” She raised the woman and spun her around, kissing her deep.

The woman went limp in her arms.

Evelyn could see the letters PC written on the woman’s forehead. Professional Caste. The girl was destined for Professional Caste.

Demonica reached out and rubbed the grease pencil letters away with her fingers.

“Can... you do that?” Evelyn asked.

“Demonica goddess. Demon goddess. She can do anything she wants!” Kimiko hissed.

Demonica held up her hand and Kimiko cowered. “Silence. Evelyn can ask questions, she is destined to be a White Witch, after all.”

“It’s just,” Evelyn said. “I thought once the Church decided what they were supposed to be, that was it.”

Demonica laughed. “The Church? I serve a different Master now. And I make my own decisions. I won’t be swayed by the Church’s plans.” She smiled and stared into Evelyn’s eyes. “None of us should accept destiny, Evelyn. We should exercise some free will.”

Demonica turned back to the coed. She caressed the girl’s smooth forehead with the tip of a claw. She drew the claw across the woman’s skin in straight lines.

Blood began to trickle from the girl’s forehead.

“I’m taking this one for my purposes. Free will. My will.”

Evelyn stared wide eyed at the inverted pentagram scratched into the girl’s flesh.

***

“So, how’s Ithaca?” Bobbie asked over Mona’s cellphone.

“Just as boring and backward as I remembered it,” Mona grumbled. She was lying on her back on the motel room bed.

“Any leads?”

Mona sighed. “Nothing. Robert Lindsey is a buffoon. He handed over the driver’s schedule without any fight - for all the good that’s done me.”

“You didn’t find anything?”

“I went to the stop before the pizzeria, Stallion’s Adult Video. I spoke to the manager and...” Her voice trailed off.

“And?”

Mona blinked. “I... he didn’t know anything...” She squeezed her eyes shut. Something wasn’t right.

“Babe? Are you okay?”

Mona drew in a long breath. “Yeah, I just... Have you ever gone somewhere and not really been able to remember anything about it afterward?”

“Um, no, babe.”

“It’s the strangest thing. I talked to the manager, and he didn’t know anything.”

“You said that already.”

Mona squeezed her eyes shut. “Yes, but I can’t remember anything about the conversation. I remember walking in the entrance past this weird cosplay girl...”

“Cosplay?”

“Yes, she was dressed like a pink plastic robot girl. Must have been some kind of Anime thing.”

“Robot girl in a porn store, okay that’s weird,” Bobbie agreed.

“And I went in and there was the manager and the redheaded woman in the rubber miniskirt and halter...”

“Oh! Can’t remember everything, but she remembers the redhead in the bondage outfit?” Bobbie laughed.

“It wasn’t a bondage outfit exactly. More of a latex fetish type of outfit. It had the oddest pendant dangling from this choker, like a pentagram...” Mona stopped, feeling the odd sensation of lips on hers, of fingers caressing her.

“Oh, my God, are you touching yourself?” Bobbie laughed.

“What? No! Of course not.”

“Mona, I know those short heavy breaths of yours, you are totally rubbing one out!”

“No, I’m...” Mona blinked. She had two fingers inside her loose cotton shorts. “Oh, I guess I am.”

“Mmm, she turned you on, huh?” Bobbie moaned.

“Are you masturbating?”

“Yes, because little Wendy Whitebread saw a big nasty redhead in a bondage outfit and is so hot and bothered she’s playing with her little See You Next Tuesday.”

“My what?” Mona asked.

Bobbie erupted in gales of laughter. “Your cunt, you ditzy nerd.”

Mona rolled her eyes. “Oh, C-U-N-T, got it.”

“Was she pretty?”

“Yes. She had nice eyes.”

“And?”

“She had this regal look to her. Like a classic beauty... okay, this is getting weird, Butch. Why are you asking me about her?”

“You wanted her,” Bobbie said. She sounded like she was smiling.

“No, I didn’t!”

“Mona, you love me, don’t you?”

“Of course! You know I do.”

“I do know that. And I love you too. Forever.”

Mona frowned. “Then why...”

“It’s okay if the redhead turned you on. I trust you, Mona. And you can trust me. Now, tell me about her tits.”

“God, you’re horrible.”

“Are you blushing?” Bobbie asked.

“Yes,” Mona said miserably.

Bobbie laughed. “Good. I like it when you blush. Because you blush all over. Even that little pussy of yours blushes.”

Mona laughed. “Oh, does it?”

“Yes. Now, tell me about her tits.”

Mona’s brow furrowed. “You know. I just... I didn’t realize before. Butch, they were huge! I mean, they were like watermelons stuffed in her rubber halter.”

“Watermelons?” Bobbie giggled.

“Yes! I mean, who would get implants that big?”

“A big nasty redhead who works in a perv store?”

Mona laughed. “Yeah, I guess.” She stroked her clit gently, thinking about the fantasy she had as she was leaving the porn store.

The redhead, Bobbie, and her in bed.

“What are you thinking about?”

“The three of us,” Mona whispered.

“Mmm, I like this,” Bobbie said.

“I would never...”

“I know, babe. But it’s okay to fantasize.”

“Really?”

Bobbie laughed. “Part of the reason I love you so much is that you are so very, very smart and so very, very naive at the same time.”

“I’m not naive, Butch.”

“Shh, just rub, babe.”

Mona closed her eyes and rubbed her clit. She could still feel the redhead’s imagined caresses, and the sweetness of her lips on hers.

***

Ciara Amber Sullivan had not always been a slut. Nor had she ever been a prude. She had, however, always had a simple view of life. She had fallen in love with boys. And, she had fallen in love with girls.

Love was love, and love made her warm inside.

Unfortunately, there was one thing Ciara had always been: shy.

Half of those Ciara had fallen in love with in her twenty years had no idea she even existed.

The other half had either not been in love with her or had quickly fallen out of love. Boys were the worst. A few fucks and they had tired of her.

Girls were sometimes kinder, but some were more terrifying. When she had professed her sapphic love the first time, the girl had actually laughed in her face and used the very non-PC phrase ‘lesbo dyke’ in front of dozens of other students.

Ciara had run home crying, unable to understand why a world so intent on telling her that all preferences should be respected could still make her feel like a freak.

In college, she had maintained a low profile, dating casually, hoping to find the one.

There had been no ‘one’.

So, when she had developed an attraction to the thick girl, Evelyn, in her astronomy class, she had admired her from afar and loved her in fantasy only.

All that changed today. After the witch at the porn store, up was down and down was up and every girl was bi and sweet and kind.

And Ciara had taken her fate in her own hands and told Evelyn how she felt.

Evelyn was the One.

Floating in the tube of pink goo, her body being modified, the computer voice droning in her ears, images flashing past her eyes so fast it was hard to think, the one thing that was constant was her love for Evelyn that was going to be returned.

Forever.

“Her name is Eve,” the computer voice corrected.

Eve? Yes, that was Evelyn shortened. A nickname. A pet name. The kind of name one lover would use when addressing another.

Images filled her mind, erasing old memories, creating new ones. Eve was her first love, not just an infatuation. That first time she had told a girl she loved her? It was Eve she told, and Eve hadn’t called her a ‘lesbo dyke’ - instead, she had kissed her in front of everyone.

And nobody had laughed.

When Ciara went home that day, she hadn’t run. She had skipped.

It was nice in the tube. Part of her knew the things being done to her were against her will, but there were benefits. Bad memories were disappearing from her mind like phantoms that faded one after another, turning to mist and then gone.

She didn’t feel the needle slide into her neck delivering the final dose of Ambrosia. The dose that would make her immortal.

And, then she was someplace else. Some other time.

She was standing on a street downtown in some city. A tall, white triangular building stood across the road. At its base stood men with guns and robots and nuns of all things, though the nuns wore black and white latex habits.

Wind from above whispered through her hair.

She was standing with Whore Caste. She was holding a metal street sign in her hands - it had been ripped off its mount. The sign at the top read ‘No Parking 9 - 5 Weekdays’.

She was holding it like a club.

And that was crazy because it was so heavy, but she felt so strong.

Everyone was yelling. They were screaming at the nuns.

She was behind and to the left of the general, a tall woman in white latex with blonde hair that was almost the same shade as her outfit.

A hand touched her shoulder.

She turned and looked into a man’s face. His eyes looked kind. “Hello, Ciara,” he said.

“Hello. Do I know you?”

He smiled and nodded. “We know each other well. My name is Adam.”

“Where am I?”

“San Francisco.”

“What’s happening?”

“The end of the beginning.”

“Oh.” She bit her lip. “I don’t understand.”

He nodded again. “That’s okay, Ciara. I’m bending time for you. I need to talk to you.”

She smiled. “Where’s Eve?”

“Close by. It’s important that you love her, Ciara.”

“Oh, I do!” Ciara frowned. “Hey, if you’re Adam and she’s Eve...”

Adam laughed and Ciara really liked it when he laughed. It felt like everything was going to be okay when he laughed.

“No, honey. Eve is your love, not mine. I don’t have much time. You see, the way I am now, I can only talk to you right after you take final Ambrosia. You need to know: you are the Enkidu to Eve’s Gilgamesh.”

“Uh, huh?”

Adam smiled and there was that warm feeling again.

“Sort of like Robin to Batman, or I guess more like Samwise to Frodo.”

“Oh! Lord of the Rings! I know that one!”

“Things are going to get very dark, Ciara. But you can help Eve through it. You’ll set her on the right path. Tell her, ‘In the middle of the journey of our life I found myself within a dark woods where the straight way was lost.’ Can you remember that?”

“Yeah.” She looked around. “Is there going to be a war or something?”

“I hope not, sweetheart.”

She scanned the crowd. “I can’t see her, Adam. Is she here?”

He smiled at her. “Yes. Look up.”

Ciara turned her face upward, feeling the wind in her face.

Hearing the beating of wings.

***

Ciara collapsed on the metal floor, the pink gel sliding off her naked body.

Evelyn rubbed her face with a towel, and she smiled up at her. 

“Golly, that was totes weird.” Ciara’s voice was high pitched and cotton candy sweet. She frowned.

Evelyn blinked and smiled.

“Is my voice different, Eve?”

“I... no. That’s your voice, Ciara. But my name is Evelyn.”

Ciara shook her head. “Gosh, I always called you Eve. Ever since we started dating.”

Evelyn stared at her. “Huh?”

“That’s her backstory. The AI filled in the gaps,” Demonica said behind her. “She’s been your girlfriend for three years.”

Ciara looked up at Demonica with her big, soulful eyes. “Eve, why is the Devil here?”

Evelyn laughed. “No, honey, she’s not the Devil. That’s Demonica. She’s a friend.”

“Oh, okay.” She got quickly to her feet, the big, firm breasts pointing straight out on her chest. She held out her slim hand with their manicured red nails. “My name is Ciara, pleased to meet you, Demonica.”

Demonica stared at the girl’s hand and chuckled before taking it. “You’ll tire of this one quickly, Evelyn. A week at the outside.”

Ciara’s smile never faltered.

“Don’t... say that,” Evelyn whispered.

Demonica smirked. “What? Do you think her feelings will be hurt? You’re viewing her through your own humanity. Her mind is conditioned to serve.”

Ciara just stared at Demonica as if she couldn’t understand the conversation.

“That’s what the Church creates - what you will create: perfect little sex dolls. From her vacant expression, to her plastic breasts, to her permanently shaved cunt,” Demonica said.

Evelyn put her arm around Ciara’s waist. “Come on, let’s find some clothes for us both.”

“Ooo, do you think there’s a cheerleader uniform around here somewhere? I’m a cheerleader, you know?” Ciara said, her big sparkling eyes twinkling.

Evelyn nodded slowly. “Of course. I’ll bet there’s one here somewhere that will fit you perfectly.” She tried to match Ciara’s perfect smile, but found she wasn’t in the mood.

***

Ben was pretty sure he had died and gone to heaven. Or maybe hell. If this was hell, the preachers were all dead fucking wrong. This place was like porn paradise.

Every woman he saw was ready to fuck in whatever combination he wanted. Threesomes, foursomes - they would do anything he wanted.

They were eager to do anything he wanted.

The problem was, he was spent. But the college kids just kept going at it like rabbits on Spanish Fly.

It wasn’t just their youth - something more had been done to them, and they seemed intent on fucking each other to death.

Occasionally, the gimp suited woman or the devil woman would drag one away and start working on them.

And the ones who were worked on? They emerged from those tubes as total sex freaks.

The women all had huge boobs and insatiable sex drives coupled with high pitched sex kitten voices.

There was a lot of giggling.

He had been sucked off so many times he was shooting painful blanks from his aching balls and raw dick.

The men they worked on came out with porn star cocks. One or two of them looked to be big enough to have made John Holmes cry. And, if any of them was tiring or sore, they didn’t show it.

Even the one they had made into a tranny was going strong.

He was feeling very much like an old man with a short dick, which, in comparison, he was.

He groaned in protest when he felt a hand close on his junk. “Yeah, sorry, I can’t.”

Ben turned and looked into the smiling rubber face of the gimp suited woman.

He swallowed. It was his turn.

“S10,” the woman said.

“Huh?” Ben said.

“S10. Forehead.”

Ben touched his forehead and felt the grease pencil mark. He had forgotten that Sugar had written something on him. “What does S10 mean?”

“S. Special. 10...” She grasped his dick and yanked. “Ten inches.”

Ben looked down at his cock. “Hey, wait! Even the tranny got a bigger dick than that!”

“Ten. Inches,” gimp suit woman said.

Ben gritted his teeth. “Fuck you, bitch.”

She leaned up and smiled at him. “Not with that little dick, you won’t.” Then she burst into cackling laughter and pulled him toward an operating table by his dingus.

***

Mona lay in the motel bed and stared up at the dark ceiling. She had rubbed herself to orgasm and then stayed on the phone to talk Bobbie to hers. All it had taken was Mona talking about what they would do in bed together with the redhead to send Butch into convulsions.

She had married a perv. But Bobbie was a fun kind of perv.

As much fun as the fantasy with Bobbie had been, the reality of the situation was anything but sexy.

Something had happened inside Stallion’s Adult Video. Mona had lost time and been left with nothing other than a paper thin illusion that the ‘manager had known nothing’.

Had she been drugged? Hypnotized? How was it she knew how the redhead’s lips tasted? That memory was clearer than her supposed conversation with the manager.

Had the woman actually kissed her? Fondled her? Surely not. No one could erase selected memories from your mind. Could they?

Mona bit her lip and rolled onto her side.

Tomorrow, she would return to Stallion’s and try to solve this mystery.

***

“Gimme a C. Gimme a U. Gimme an N. Gimme a T! What’s that spell? Cunt! When do we want it? Right now!” Ciara was doing an entire X-Rated cheerleader routine at 3:00 AM on the metal floor of Level 10 in her blue and white latex uniform.

The word SLUTZ was written over her boobs, although with the latex covering her big breasts it looked more like S lut Z.

Evelyn would clap and smile for her each time.

The praise was genuine. The girl had not only taken on the shape of a perfect cheerleader/gymnast, she also had the athletic prowess that would normally require years of diligent practice. Ciara performed cartwheels, back flips, and splits that would have made an Olympic athlete envious.

They were made even more interesting by the fact there were no panties under the short rubber skirt, her clit was pierced with a heart shaped ruby, and the words FUCK ME were tattooed permanently between the bottom of her navel and her little pink pussy.

Ciara had become the living wet dream of anyone with a cheerleader fetish.

She threw herself around Evelyn’s neck and giggled. “Did you like it?”

“Yeah, you’re wonderful,” Evelyn said.

“I love you, Eve.”

Evelyn smiled and kissed her neck. “I love you too, Ciara.”

“Not yet, but you will. You’ll see. The devil woman is wrong,” Ciara whispered.

“What?”

“You won’t get tired of me. You’ll fall in love with me and want me around forever. I won’t be annoying. You’ll see,” Ciara said. Her eyes sparkled and Evelyn was struck by how utterly innocent the girl actually was.

Ciara knew and understood nothing but love.

And her enthusiasm was contagious.

“I would have thought you would have chosen something white,” Demonica said behind her, breaking her train of thought.

“What?” Evelyn asked.

“Your dress.”

Evelyn looked down at the rubber dress she had picked from a closet. It was ruby red, open almost to the waist and falling to mid-thigh. It was the most modest garment in the closet.

Her feet were bare - the closet had contained nothing shorter than a four inch heel, and Evelyn did not have the grace of these transformed women.

“I don’t like white,” Evelyn said.

Demonica smirked. “That may be a problem for you. Sugar will not approve.”

“She said it was up to me.”

Demonica nodded. “We shall see.”

The bus driver, Ben, sat up from his operating table and stroked his thick cock. He groaned.

Demonica eyed him coldly. “These Whore Caste are complete. It’s time for Kimiko and I to take our prey back to Level 9.”

“Prey?” Evelyn asked.

“Those we cut from this herd of sheep.” She pointed to one of the girls with a pentagram cut in her forehead. “Recruits, if you prefer.”

Evelyn swallowed. “What are you going to do with them?”

Demonica smiled. “Much more interesting things than you have seen here. I would invite you to watch, but you should stay here with Sugar’s toys like a good White Witch. Perhaps your little manufactured girlfriend will do more splits for you?”

Evelyn raised her chin and frowned. “If you don’t mind, I think I’ll go with you.”

Demonica raised an eyebrow.

Ciara’s hand closed on Evelyn’s. “Don’t go,” she whispered.

Evelyn smiled. “I’ll be okay.”

“No, you won’t. They aren’t like us, Eve.”

“What do you mean?”

“They don’t love, Eve. Can’t you feel it? They’re just cold. Don’t go with her.”

“I’ll come back. I promise,” Evelyn said. She started to pull away.

Ciara’s hand closed tight on hers.

Evelyn yelped - the cheerleader was stronger than she looked.

“Where you go, I go.”

“How precious,” Demonica said. She turned and walked toward the doors. “Come then, children. Hell awaits.”

The naked coeds stood up and followed Kimiko and Demonica into the hall.

“In the middle of the journey of our life I found myself within a dark woods where the straight way was lost,” Ciara said.

Evelyn stared at her, not believing what she had just heard. She hadn’t known Ciara before all this, but she didn’t strike Evelyn as the type of girl who could quote Dante’s Inferno.

“We’re going into dark places, but we’ll be together, and I’m your Samwise,” Ciara said.

The thick girl in red and the fetish cheerleader walked hand in hand out of the laboratory.

***

Though it would have been difficult to walk in the heels, Evelyn really wished she had worn them. Level 9 had tiled floors, but those were soon forgotten as they stepped through the triangular opening in the wall and into the cavern.

The floor was of rough stone and every few steps Evelyn stumbled on sharp rocks.

“I can carry you,” Ciara whispered in the darkness.

“No, you can’t,” Evelyn scoffed.

“She can. She’s immensely strong,” Demonica said from somewhere ahead of them in the narrow passage.

A coed stumbled and Demonica’s hand appeared from the gloom, catching her, and setting her back on her feet.

There was a red glow ahead and Evelyn gasped when the passage opened up and she found herself staring over a high cliff at molten lava far below. “Jesus, that’s not possible. This is New York, not Hawaii,” Evelyn whispered.

“I think it’s hell,” Ciara whispered. She held Evelyn’s hand tighter, as if she were afraid her love might fall over the edge.

Evelyn smiled. “It’s okay. I won’t fall, Ciara.”

“Please let me take you back to Level 10. I don’t like it here, Eve,” Ciara pleaded.

Evelyn started to answer, but she found Demonica standing directly in front of her.

“Go back? Now? When we’re so close to the altar?” Demonica asked.

“No, we’re not turning back,” Evelyn said. “What altar?”

“The altar of Satan, of course.”

Ciara stared up at her. “I thought we worshipped Morpheus.”

Demonica smirked. “I’m afraid that’s a bit hazy to me. I’m not sure Morpheus isn’t Satan. I choose to worship both.” She turned and continued along the edge of the cliff.

Ciara and Evelyn followed her into a chamber that overlooked the cliff. In the center of the room was a waist high altar that had been carved from the dark volcanic rock.

The coeds collapsed on the floor around it, the orgy beginning again.

“I love this setting. It’s much more fitting, don’t you think?” Demonica asked.

“It’s amazing. Did you build this room?” Evelyn asked.

“No. The workers found it earlier today. It was created for us, by Morpheus, I believe.” Demonica said. She pulled Kimiko close. “My loyal slut. I have a gift for you.”

Kimiko looked up at her with love.

Demonica smiled and looked at Evelyn. “If you want to know about White Witches, you should ask Kimiko here. She could tell you what it was like to have Sugar and another White Witch, Gwen Kincaid, tear her mind apart and rebuild it - that is after they bonded this latex to her skin permanently.”

Evelyn blanched. “Why would they do that?!”

“Why?” Demonica echoed. “Because they can, of course. She angered them. She tried to escape, and this is how they punished her. She can barely communicate.”

“I... I don’t believe that,” Evelyn said. But, at the same time, she knew it had to be true. What else other than a White Witch could have done this to the woman?

Demonica shrugged. “But now I have powers, and I’m going to right a wrong.” She bent Kimiko over the altar.

The girl moaned and stretched out her arms.

Demonica pushed Kimiko’s head forward. Then she retrieved a syringe from beside the altar.

She jammed it into the base of Kimiko’s skull and injected her.

Kimiko wailed and Evelyn almost stumbled backward.

“Shh, pleasure is pain and pain is pleasure, my darling, remember?” Demonica whispered as she slowly withdrew the needle.

Kimiko rolled onto her back and sat up on the altar.

“Relax. Focus on my eyes,” Demonica said.

Kimiko’s eyes were focusing and refocusing as she wobbled forward and back.

“What is your name?” Demonica asked.

“Ki... Kimiko. I am... I am a Sub Slut, Whore Caste.” She blinked and shook her head. Her voice was clearer and more distinct, the short, choppy sentences gone.

“Go on.”

Kimiko smiled. “I am the property of my Mistress, the Demon Goddess Demonica.”

“Where are we?”

“The cavern on Level 9, beneath Stallion’s Adult Video.” She leaned over and kissed Demonica’s hand. “I love you, Mistress.”

“I love you too, pet.”

Demonica turned and walked among the tangle of coeds on the cavern floor.

Hands reached up, caressing her slick thigh boots, trying to pull her into the fray. “Look at them, they already worship me.”

Ciara twirled her long red hair on her finger. “Right now, they’re worshippin’ anything with a cock or a pussy. They ain’t thinkin’ too straight.”

Evelyn saw a flash of anger in Demonica’s eyes. She stepped in front of Ciara, shielding her from the gaze.

Demonica’s scowl softened. It turned to a smile. “She’s right to an extent. They are nothing but raw material - sexual thread that must be woven into a tapestry. The Church prefers to make them into something cheap and flimsy - no offense, Ciara.”

Ciara smiled. “None taken. I like being me. It beats who I was.”

“No doubt,” Demonica said. “But I can think of better uses for some of them.”

“Like what?” Evelyn said.

Demonica knelt beside two girls. She took their hands and pulled them to their feet. “Come, my darlings.” She led them to the altar and laid them on the stone. 

They immediately embraced and began touching each other.

Demonica went back to the group and retrieved three more girls.

The five of them began to laugh as they enjoyed one another on top of the altar.

“As you know, the Church sterilizes all their victims. They do love to spay and neuter their pets, our Church. But I’ve always believed that was a mistake. Take these five: healthy wombs, accommodating hips. With the right selective breeding, their offspring could be useful.”

“Breeding? You’re going to breed them?” Evelyn asked.

“Oh, not in the way you think.” Demonica leaned down and whispered in Kimiko’s ear.

The imp laughed and walked out of the altar chamber.

She returned a moment later with a large bottle of green fluid.

Evelyn recognized the depilatory that had been used on her earlier, but this bottle was much larger. She gasped as Kimiko began pouring it all over the coeds on the altar.

Two brunettes, a redhead, and two blondes were completely hairless within seconds.

They continued to lick and probe each other’s bodies, completely oblivious to the fact their hair had fallen out, even their eyebrows had been removed.

“I chose them for their wide hips and healthy wombs, but also because of their similar facial features,” Demonica said as Kimiko then doused the women in a clear liquid.

Demonica stood in front of the altar with her fists on her hips. “Now, girls, pay attention.”

The women got in line, kneeling on the altar side by side. They looked up into Demonica’s burning eyes and smiled as one.

“What is your name?” Demonica asked.

They all said their names at the same time.

Demonica shook her head and her eyes seemed to blaze brighter.

The women were silent.

“Again.”

They all spoke at the same time. “Chorus.”

Evelyn stepped toward the altar.

Ciara tried to pull her back, but Evelyn pulled away.

“What are you doing to them?” Evelyn whispered.

“They were individuals. It was a waste. They only need one mind, one personality. I’ve linked them. They are the Chorus. My Chorus. My personal little breeding farm.”

Evelyn looked from one of the women to the next - even their breathing was becoming synchronized.

Their expressions were blank as they arrayed themselves on the altar on their backs, legs spread apart. Their ankles touched the ankles of the women to either side of them in the circle.

The formed a pentagram, their pussies pointing toward the center.

Demonica leaned over the nearest, kissing her, kneading the woman’s breasts with her clawed hands.

The lips of the other members of the Chorus opened as their eyes closed, as if they were each being kissed themselves. Their nipples grew hard and erect.

Kimiko climbed nimbly onto the altar, kneeling between the thighs of each girl in turn. First she injected syringes deep into the turgid nipples, and then she injected their abdomens. Finally, a series of injections into their vaginas.

Soon they were all moaning as one as Kimiko finished her work and dropped from the altar.

Their bodies transformed quickly.

The breasts grew huge, far larger than Demonica’s or even Sugar’s.

But it was their pussies that transformed the most.

They were open wide and dripping with lubrication, the outer and inner lips swollen and gaping.

The clits grew and thickened, growing erect and hanging over the entrance to their vaginal canals like pink gargoyles.

“My God,” Evelyn whispered.

“I am the only god here,” Demonica chuckled. She drew Evelyn into her arms and kissed her.

Evelyn melted in her embrace.

Hours ago, she had been alone, and now she was falling in love with a demoness. She had sex with her professor and complete strangers. She had fallen in love with a girl she did not know and been courted by a White Witch.

She had completely embraced bisexuality and been taken in every hole by men and women alike.

She felt herself lifted off the ground by Demonica’s strong arms, the taste of her lips almost too sweet.

What would Demonica do to her? Would she find herself the sixth point of the star on the altar, hairless and anonymous? All traces of her mind erased?

She felt like a doll in Demonica’s arms.

I will not add you to my Chorus, Evelyn. You don’t need to be afraid of that.  Some personalities are too strong to be tossed aside. I have a plan for you. I will make you strong - stronger than a White Witch ever dreamed. Worship me, Evelyn, and I will make you a goddess. The words echoed in her mind, shouted telepathically from Demonica as she kissed her.

***

Sugar lay on her back on the mattress she shared with Ray in the dilapidated trailer.

Inge Sorenson, her body now transformed into a tall, leggy blonde with gravity defying breasts snuggled between them.

Sugar and Ray had tried to take out their night’s frustrations through sex with the freshly made Stripper Whore, but not even ‘Swingin’ Inge’ as she had named herself could ease Sugar’s troubled mind.

Though, the former Astronomy professor did give it the old college try.

Sugar traced a long red nail over Inge’s muscular backside.

Ray turned and looked into her eyes in the dark bedroom. “She will be fine.”

“Are you reading minds now too?” Sugar whispered.

“I can always read your mind, Sugar. You fell in love with Evelyn. One thing I’ve learned over the past few months: you wear your heart on your sleeve, honey.”

Sugar nodded.

“I wish I could be who you needed,” Ray said. He reached out and moved a stray lock of red hair away from Sugar’s eyes.

“Oh, Ray, don’t say that. I love you. I will always love you.” They were joined as Whoremaster and Whore, bound by Ray’s cum for all eternity.

“Aww, I ain’t jealous, Sugar. I just know there’s something missing from you. You’re like a jigsaw puzzle with a piece missing. I just want you to be happy.”

“I can’t feel her, Ray,” Sugar whispered.

“Evelyn?”

Sugar nodded. “It’s like she’s being shielded from my mind.”

“Demonica’s doing?”

Sugar’s eyes flashed with anger. “I could kill her, Ray.”

“Hey, don’t say that! You’re the one who reminded me she belongs to us earlier today, remember?”

Sugar shook her head. “That Demonica is gone, Ray. Whatever that... thing in the subbasement is? It’s not Demonica. It’s pure evil...”

“Sugar, we turn coeds into sex toys. She’s no more evil than us,” Ray said.

“No, Ray, there’s something else here. Something... older. We’re doing this to save the world, she’s doing this for... I don’t know, fun? She was playing with us in the lab like a cat plays with a mouse. Didn’t you feel it?”

“Yeah, yeah, I felt it.” He rolled onto his back and Swingin’ Inge stirred.

The Stripper Whore stood up and stretched.

Despite Sugar’s anxiety, the sight of over six feet of stripper rising toward the trailer ceiling was captivating.

She smiled down at them, peering over her big K cup breasts. Then she knelt gracefully between them.

Inge’s right hand closed around as much of Ray’s cock as she could manage with her long fingers, while three fingers of her other hand slid into Sugar’s pussy. “You two talk too much,” Inge purred, her voice throaty and sultry, the result of another mod she had requested.

Sugar smiled and nodded, letting the whore try to relieve her tension once again before the sun came up.

***

Evelyn knelt in front of Demonica, her ruby red dress discarded.

She could feel Ciara’s eyes boring into the back of her head - the air was thick with the Cheerleader Whore’s worry.

Demonica caressed Evelyn’s hair. “Give yourself to me, Evelyn. I will make you perfect.”

“She’s already perfect,” Ciara said defiantly behind her.

“Are you, Evelyn? Would you change anything? That poor, simple creature is blinded by her love for you, but you know what you want, don’t you?”

Evelyn nodded. She knew. “I want to be like you,” she whispered.

Demonica chuckled. “There is only one me. But I can make you a succubus with powers beyond anything you can imagine.”

“Don’t do it, Eve. She doesn’t want what’s best for you...” Ciara said.

Demonica tilted Evelyn’s face up. “She’s right. I want what’s best for me. I need a partner, a lover to help me do the Master’s work. That can be you, Evelyn. Give me your soul, and I will make you mine forever.”

Kimiko glared at Evelyn, her face a mask of jealousy and contempt.

“Don’t mind her. She will learn her place,” Demonica said, turning her gaze on Kimiko.

The gimp girl cowered.

Demonica smiled toward Ciara. “They both will. What will you have me do to sweet little Ciara?”

“Nothing!” Evelyn said, feeling suddenly protective. She lusted for Demonica, but her bond to Ciara was just as strong. “Please, Mistress. I love her the way she is.”

Demonica chuckled. “A sweet little cheerleader in love with a demoness? Very well, she can stay the way she is until you tire of her. Then I will show you how much fun it can be to twist her into something more fitting.” She leaned down and kissed the top of Evelyn’s head. “But, for now? She must kneel and pledge herself to me as well.”

Evelyn turned and looked at Ciara. “Come here, Ciara.”

Ciara frowned. “I don’t want to.”

Evelyn held out her hand. “You said you would go where I go. This is where I am going. I will not be a White Witch. If you won’t follow, I need you to leave.”

Ciara began to sob. “I can’t! I love you, Evelyn. Don’t do this!”

Evelyn shook her head. “Come here and worship our goddess with me.”

Ciara hung her head and knelt by Evelyn.

Evelyn took her hand. “If you aren’t sure, it’s okay. Just leave me here.”

“I can’t. I’m your Inky Dinky Doo and you’re my Giggle Mesh,” Ciara whispered as her tears fell.

“What?” Evelyn asked. She wiped the tears away.

“That’s what Adam said. He told me to tell you that thing I said to you earlier, that thing I can’t remember any more...”

“The quote from Dante?” Evelyn asked.

Ciara shrugged. “I don’t know. He told me to say it.”

“Darling, who’s Adam?” Evelyn asked.

The Chorus spoke as one. “The one who is to be. He brings balance by bending time. He is the Omega.”

Demonica spun around and stared down at the women on the altar. “What does that mean? How do you know this?” Her voice had an edge of panic.

“We are the Chorus. We are oracles. You created us, Demoness Demonica. The hell storm is coming.”

***

Just before daylight, Sugar pulled herself out of Inge and Ray’s embrace. The workers were already busy moving back and forth with their loads of dirt from the unfinished subterranean levels.

They shrank back from her as she approached, unwilling to meet her gaze.

Was she evil? Was the respect the Worker Caste showed for her station within the new world order born of her position? Or were they simply terrified that she would harm them even more severely than they had already been harmed?

On impulse, she reached out and touched one of the giants’ hands. He paused, looking down at her with a bewildered expression. He was clearly not used to being touched, not used to kindness.

She smiled at him, and he simply stared back.

Sugar looked away then and entered the elevator.

The giant lumbered away down the corridor toward the loading dock without looking back.

The elevator opened on Level 10 and she walked to the lab.

She knew there was something wrong when she opened the doors.

The Street Whores were giggling and playing - this part was normal.

The new truck driver, Ben was fucking a brunette Professional Caste on the steel floor.

There was no sign of Demonica, Kimiko, nor Evelyn.

And there were far fewer Professional and Whore Caste in the room than there should have been.

Ben pulled out of the brunette and walked toward her, his new ten inch cock bobbing in front of him. “Hey, lady! What the fuck?! You give these other assholes big dicks and all I get is ten inches?”

Sugar looked around the room. “Ron Jeremy is ten inches.”

“Who the fuck is Ron Jeremy?”

“Porn star. Be quiet now. Where is Evelyn?”

“First we’re going to talk about my di...”

Sugar held up her finger and stopped Ben’s heart - he was not completely transformed, nor would he be. Sugar could still control his mind.

Ben dropped to his knees.

“Be thankful you still have a dick. It isn’t necessary for you to perform your job function. I could have made you sexless with a hole to piss through - most of those poor bastards building this place are like that. Giving you ten inches was a gift.”

Ben’s lips were turning blue, his heart completely seized in his chest. He pissed on the floor and drooled.

“Enough.” Sugar waved her hand and he collapsed on the steel floor, gasping and wheezing, clutching his chest. He rolled into a ball.

“You... could have... killed me.”

“I might still.” She knelt over him. “Now, once again, where is Evelyn?”

“The freak show pulled out of here a few hours ago. They went up to the next level.”

Sugar stood up and stepped over him. “Question me again, and I’ll make that little demonstration look like a party. You’re ours now, whether that’s for better or worse depends on you.”

***

Evelyn and Ciara knelt side by side in front of Demonica. The demoness leaned back against the stone altar as her Chorus whispered and moaned.

Demonica’s confident air had returned.

Evelyn still wasn’t sure what the words they said actually meant, but Demonica had looked momentarily terrified.

There were chinks in the goddess’s armor.

And that only made Evelyn more drawn to her.

Demonica’s loin dress had two clasps that kept the sides closed.

Kimiko opened the clasps.

“Will you both worship me?” Demonica asked as she ran her clawed left index finger over her full, dark lips.

“Yes,” Evelyn answered. She loved Demonica, knew this as surely as she knew she loved Ciara.

Ciara looked longingly at Evelyn and then turned her eyes upward to stare at Demonica. “I’m Whore Caste. We love everybody. So, I love you, even though you scare me. And I worship Morpheus, and Morpheus created you to be above me. So, yeah, I’ll worship you. Because that’s the way the world works now. But I don’t like you. She can’t see the cruelty in you, but I can...”

Demonica smirked. “Careful, child.”

“You’re evil, but I’ll worship you as long as Eve does. Just know this: if you hurt her? I’ll kick your ass all over this cave.”

Evelyn stared at her in disbelief.

Her speech would have been impressive, if not for the fact her voice sounded like Jennifer Tilly huffing helium.

Demonica glared down at her.

Evelyn felt her hands balling into fists, felt the muscles in the back of her legs tense to raise her explosively to her feet.

Because she wouldn’t let anyone hurt Ciara, goddess or not. This thought made Evelyn’s blood run cold, and she shocked herself with how protective she had become.

And, then Demonica laughed. “Perhaps I’m wrong about this one, Evelyn. Maybe she is more than just a fuck toy.” She looked down at Evelyn and licked her lips. 

Then she eased the front of her dress to the side.

Evelyn almost cried out in shock.

She was inches away from the biggest penis she had ever seen.

“You... you’re a man?” Evelyn whispered.

“Golly,” Ciara whispered, her eyes wide.

“No. I was a woman. Now I am more than that.”

The cock was easily a foot long flaccid, hanging between her toned thighs.

The shape was no more normal than the size. The head was almost disk shaped. The piss slit was big enough to accommodate Evelyn’s index finger.

A steady drip of precum fell from the slit.

Evelyn reached out and caressed the head, it was as wide as her palm.

Her fingers were quickly coated with Demonica’s lube and she licked them on impulse.

Her body became warm, almost as if she had a fever. Her pussy was lubricating.

Beside her, Ciara shrugged out of her cheerleader uniform. “She can’t take one that big, but I can, Mistress.” She leaned forward and licked Demonica’s thickening shaft.

Demonica smiled. “We’ll see about that. Kimiko, use the sterilizer on Evelyn.”

Evelyn could barely hear her words. She leaned forward and put her tongue inside Demonica’s piss slit. She jacked the cock with her small right hand, and the precum squirted into her mouth.

She felt hands on her back, forcing her onto all fours.

Demonica knelt down, making it easier for Evelyn to continue sucking.

Evelyn felt something probing at her pussy.

Ciara kissed her ear. “It’s okay. It doesn’t hurt. It’s just scary when it snaps, and then you feel really full.”

The sterilizer slid deep inside her.

It reached the limit her body could take.

SNAP!

Evelyn cried out as the sterilizer surged forward, her womb opening for the invader that claimed it.

It felt like the sterilizer was trying to push into her throat!

Then it was pulled out of her.

She cried out at the empty feeling.

Evelyn consoled herself by redoubling her efforts on Demonica’s huge cock head. She strained to get it into her mouth.

Demonica laughed. “You’ll need surgery to accept that, I’m afraid.”

Ciara’s mouth was close to hers, tonguing the underside of Demonica’s shaft.

Then Ciara pushed her tongue into Evelyn’s mouth. They kissed, sharing the tip of Demonica’s cock as they did.

Evelyn smiled at Ciara as the redhead pulled away.

Ciara wrapped both her small hands around Demonica’s cock.

It was huge and hard - it had to be over sixteen inches and it was thicker than Ciara’s wrist.

Ciara stopped jacking and stared past Evelyn. “What transformation drugs are those? I don’t recognize them.”

“These are to prepare her body for the procedures to follow,” Demonica said. 

Evelyn yelped as two needles pushed into her shoulder blades.

“Don’t hurt her,” Ciara whimpered.

“They’re... not,” Evelyn moaned.

Demonica’s claws curled in Ciara’s red hair, pulling her lower.

Ciara licked and sucked the big balls.

Demonica pushed her even lower and Evelyn heard Ciara gasp.

Evelyn paused tonguing the head. “What is it?”

“A pussy! She has a pussy under her balls!” Ciara’s voice was full of wonder. The eroticism of making love to Demonica was overcoming her trepidation.

Evelyn kissed her way down the shaft and balls.

The taste was unmistakable: girl lube. Her tongue found the tender folds of Demonica’s pussy just behind her thick, semen heavy balls.

“I’m technically a Futanari. I have both male and female parts.”

Evelyn cried out as a needle slid into her left buttock. “Is... that what you’re doing to me? Making me into a Futanari?”

Demonica laughed low and pulled the two girls closer to her wet pussy. “Do you want a nice, thick cock? Would that make you happy? To fuck me? Ciara?”

“I... I want whatever... you want,” Evelyn whispered as her tongue joined Ciara’s deep within the demoness.

“That’s the correct answer,” Demonica giggled. “Give yourself to me, Evelyn. Let me decide - I promise you will be pleased.”

Evelyn felt like she could die right here and now and be satisfied. She desperately wanted to belong to Demonica, body and soul. “Mmm, yes... Mistress,” Evelyn whispered.

“My lovely girl,” Demonica sighed.

Evelyn concentrated on servicing her Mistress even as the needles pierced her labia, her clit, even her asshole.

***

Sugar was not surprised to find the lead Church agent and one of his men standing guard outside the cavern entrance on Level 9. She glared at them as she walked toward the opening.

The lead agent stepped forward. “You can’t, Mistress. I’m sorry.”

“Stand aside.”

“I can’t do that, Mistress. I am under orders from Sister herself.” He looked at the floor.

“I will hurt you if you don’t stand aside, Agent,” Sugar said. She wasn’t sure she could actually take the agent hand to hand - she’d never had occasion to take one on.

“I know you will, Mistress. But I cannot let you pass.” He nodded over his shoulder.

The agent with him drew his nine millimeter and pointed it at the floor.

Neither man could look her in the eye - they didn’t want to stop her, but they had no choice.

The Church was in control here. They were merely pawns.

“Would you shoot me?” Sugar asked.

The lead agent shook his head. “We wouldn’t want to, Mistress. So, please don’t make us...”

Sugar sighed. “Agent, the Cheerleader Whore, Ciara, is Whore Caste. Evelyn Morris is going to be Whore Caste. She took Whore Caste and Professional Caste acquisitions against the will of the Church. They are all in danger...”

“You don’t know that,” the lead agent said.

“Of course I know that. So do you. Whatever Demonica is now? She is absolutely not Whore Caste. I’m sworn to protect my Caste.”

“I can’t let you pass. I’m sorry.”

The look on his face said he would not shoot her. He would die before he let her pass, but he would not shoot her.

The other agent, however? He would shoot her.

She looked at the opening in the wall with its soft red glow from the Stygian lake of fire nearby.

“Mistress? Please?” He begged.

Sugar sighed and turned away.

***

The Chorus had climbed down from the altar, their bodies naked and dripping on the stone floor. They knelt around the outside of the altar facing it.

Demonica had picked up Evelyn and placed her gently on her stomach on the altar.

Ciara had followed them onto the stone, watching Evelyn intently.

The shots had made Evelyn lethargic, her movements were slow and languid.

Ciara was terrified. The only thing that kept her from grabbing Evelyn and running was the look on Demonica’s face as she maneuvered Evelyn onto the altar.

It wasn’t love exactly - Ciara was convinced that Demonica and Kimiko were not capable of love.

But the look was at least one of lust. It was a look of desire. She wanted Evelyn, and in that way she hoped that Evelyn was safe.

Demonica pulled Evelyn onto her hands and knees, her thighs spread wide.

She ran her hand down the small of Evelyn’s back and trailed it down the cleft of her buttocks.

Evelyn moaned as Demonica pushed one then two of her fingers deep inside Evelyn’s pussy.

Evelyn looked flushed to Ciara - her skin was taking on a subtle redness that Ciara found disturbing.

Her breasts seemed to be drawing tighter against her body.

Sweat glistened on Evelyn’s body, dripping down her sides and onto the stone.

“She has a fever,” Demonica said. “Come and feel.”

Ciara reached out and touched Evelyn’s side. She was hot to the touch.

Demonica chuckled. “She’s burning for me, don’t you think?”

Ciara nodded as she continued to stroke Evelyn’s side. Her love was quickly shedding weight, her thick curves becoming athletic and toned.

Ciara could feel her ribs, feel them expand and contract with each deep breath.

Demonica stroked her big cock.

Ciara bit her lip - she knew the sterilizer had worked its magic on Evelyn, but the massive dick looked like it would rip her in two.

“It won’t,” Demonica breathed. “But no one will ever be able to satisfy her again. Once I fuck her, she will belong to me. You’ll be nothing but her occasional plaything.” She smiled, gloating.

Ciara held her chin high. “We’ll see.”

Demonica pressed the disk shaped head of her enormous cock against Evelyn’s pussy and shoved forward, impaling her.

“Oh, Eve,” Ciara moaned.

Evelyn arched her back and cried out in ecstasy, her pussy convulsing as she squirted past Demonica’s cock and wet the stone altar.

Demonica laughed and sneered at Ciara. “Service us, whore. Show us what you’re good for.”

She spread her legs and began fucking Evelyn with abandon.

Evelyn was spouting gibberish as the insanely huge Futa cock touched places deep inside her.

Ciara got onto her back and pulled herself under Demonica and Evelyn’s thighs.

She began to lick and suck, working her way forward from Demonica’s asshole, to her pussy, to her balls, to her cock, and finally to Evelyn’s obscenely swollen clit. Then she would go back and start again.

Demonica smiled as she fucked Evelyn hard. “Close now. When I cum, the transformation will begin.”

“F... Fuck me,” Evelyn moaned.

Demonica laughed and arched her back, driving the Futa cock deep inside Evelyn.

Ciara gasped as the underside of Demonica’s cock began to throb and pulse as the cum flooded into Evelyn’s depths.

***

Evelyn opened her eyes in Stygian darkness. She was lying on her back on what she at first thought was the stone altar, but this was a different altar, a different cave.

Demonica and Ciara were gone.

She became aware of soft, moaning chanting from the floor beside her. A crowd in black robes knelt by this new altar backlit by smoldering red brasiers along the walls.

Someone had their arms around her.

Her eyes slowly adjusted to the low light.

A man held her. He was very tall and muscular, his hair and eyes dark.

“Are you the devil?” Evelyn asked, instantly feeling ridiculous.

He laughed softly and held her closer. “No... though I’ve often been accused of it. My name is Morpheus.” He nuzzled her hair. “And you are not supposed to be here.”

“I’m not?” Her body was sore, and she felt lightheaded.

“No. This was not the plan for you. I would like to think this was all your freewill, but I think there was some meddling in the events I set in motion.”

“Who meddled?” It felt nice being in his arms. She felt calm and warm.

Loved.

His hand trailed down her abdomen... was her tummy smaller? Her muscles felt hard.

“Who meddled? Now, that is a question.” He didn’t seem disturbed in the slightest. Amused, perhaps, but not upset. “Another god, I think. Someone who can bend time. And he bent it for you.” He held his hand palm up. “This was supposed to be you.”

A three dimensional image of a beautiful blonde appeared above his palm. The image smiled at her, the eyes blinked as if she was looking at a three dimensional video.

It took a moment for Evelyn to recognize some of her own features: the shape of the nose, the cherubic cheeks. But this woman’s hair was long and platinum blonde. She was dressed from head to toe in a long, white latex dress. A pentagram amulet hung from a white choker around the image’s neck and nestled between huge, firm breasts.

“White Witch,” Evelyn whispered.

“Yes. Evelyn Kravezit...”

Evelyn almost laughed. “Really? Kravezit?”

“Don’t laugh. I was naming you after Matt Helm’s secretary: Lovey Kravezit.”

“Who’s Matt Helm?”

Morpheus looked at her and shook his head. “Deano? All the movies?” He sighed. “I’m so old now, I lose track of what year it is. That’s the downside of immortality. Decades pass like years, a lifetime ago feels like yesterday. Do you understand?”

“Yes, I think so.”

He dropped his hand back to her abdomen and the image of the Nordic goddess she was to be vanished.

She sighed as he reached lower, his fingers playing over her clit.

His hand hesitated. “Do you want me to stop? You aren’t being manipulated, Evelyn. I won’t force anything on you.”

“No,” she said and smiled. “I like it. This. All of this. I can’t explain it, but... I feel free. Liberated.”

He smiled and nodded. “That’s what I wanted, you know? Peace and love. Just sensual pleasure for everyone, forever.” He looked far away. “It got ruined, of course. Corrupted I suppose. In the end, it’s my fault.”

“Sugar says we’re saving the world?”

“Yes, I promise you, we are. That’s the one thing I’ve never lost sight of. I will lie about other things, but never that.” He kissed her cheek as he made gentle circles with his finger around her clit. “You love her, don’t you?”

“Ciara? I... don’t know. I just met her...”

“No, not Ciara. Of course you love her. You will always love her. Street Whores, Cheerleader Whores, all of Whore Caste? They’re not just lovable - they are love. My second most perfect creation...”

“Third,” a woman’s voice said from the kneeling crowd around the altar.

“Don’t be jealous, Lilith,” Morpheus laughed.

Evelyn strained to see the woman’s face, but the room was too dark.

Morpheus kissed Evelyn and eased her back. “I know you love Ciara, and she loves you. No, I mean Demonica.”

Evelyn felt a thrill go through her at the mention of her name.

“For never was a story of more woe than this,” Morpheus whispered.

“What?” Evelyn whispered.

He smiled. “Just a line of poetry I used to thrill my lovers with when I took them to my studio to show them my etchings. God, that was so long ago.” He kissed her again as his fingers worked their magic. “You are an enigma, Eve. Cherubic smile of an angel but the body of a devil. A good heart but a streak of evil.”

“What are you talking about?” The room was spinning.

“You are not what you were meant to be. I planned all of this down to the molecular level, but this... other god? He’s playing the game backwards, changing the past as I try to manipulate the future. It’s chaotic. Exhilarating.” He smiled at her as his fingers finally penetrated her. “So you, Eve Helstrom, are an enigma to me and I find that tantalizing. Yes, I approve of his changes.”

Evelyn moaned as her orgasm built inside her and gripped her body, sending her over the edge. “Not... Eve Helstrom. Morris. Evelyn Morris.”

He laughed and stroked her inner depths, feeling her muscles contract around his digits. “No, Evelyn Morris was a cocoon. And two beings are going to emerge from it. Eve Helstrom, and someone else.”

“Who?” Evelyn moaned.

He smiled and kissed her. “Evilyn Hellstorm,” he whispered.

***

Evelyn awoke to Ciara’s screams.

The rubber clad cheerleader had slid off the altar and was now cowering at its base.

“What’s wrong?” Evelyn asked. Her head felt like it was packed with cotton.

She sat up. For a moment, the room seemed bright as the sun, but then it grew dark as it had been before she had passed out.

Demonica was grunting as she took one of the women now known only as the Chorus. The woman panted and moaned as Demonica fucked her doggy style on the stone floor.

“Fuck me!” The woman screamed, and the rest of the Chorus echoed her words.

The rest of the Chorus lounged around them, and even in the dark, Evelyn could see their gaping, stretched pussies leaking cum onto the stone floor.

Demonica had fucked them all.

Ciara was staring directly into Evelyn’s eyes and trembling.

“Ciara, what is it?”

“You... weren’t you,” the girl’s green eyes were as big as saucers. “I mean. You aren’t you now, either. But... Oh, Eve, you really weren’t you a minute ago!”

“What are you...” Evelyn looked down at her body.

Her skin was pale, almost milky.

Her breasts no longer hung down toward her navel, but now stood out proudly like two melons on her muscular chest. She stood up slowly and ran her hands up her tummy.

It was hard muscled and narrow. And, she was tall, probably six inches taller than she had been!

She reached up slowly and ran her fingers through her now short hair. “I... this is different...”

“It’s platinum. You’re really totes cute... now.”

Evelyn looked at her long, graceful fingers with their long ruby nails.

“Your eyes are blue,” Ciara whispered. She got slowly to her feet, big chest heaving in the latex top. She reached out and gently touched Evelyn’s hard abs. “Are you still you?”

Evelyn smiled. “Come here.”

Ciara hesitated. “You wanted to be like her. I don’t want you to be like her, Eve.”

On the floor, Demonica grunted as she drove her cock deep into the Chorus woman.

“I’m not,” Evelyn whispered.

Ciara was trembling, big green eyes looking at the floor. 

“I’m still your Eve,” Evelyn said.

Ciara smiled and hugged her tight, burying her face in Evelyn’s big breasts. “It’s just... I saw... you scared me.”

“How?” Evelyn soothed.

“You were...” Ciara let go of her and stumbled back, her eyes wide.

“What?” Evelyn asked. But she felt it. Something... changed.

She looked down at her hands. The milky white skin was gone, replaced by skin the color of fire. Her nails were longer and curved into talons. “What’s... happening?”

Something moved on her back and she turned her head slowly to the right.

A large membranous wing extended out of her back, just a few shades lighter in color than her skin. A long, onyx talon curled up from the midpoint of the huge bat wing. “I... I have wings. I...”

Ciara screamed as Evelyn raised her hands and felt the short horns extending up from just above her forehead.

The Chorus turned and looked at her, even the one being fucked, and said in unison, “Behold the Hellstorm.”

Evelyn’s eyes rolled back in her head and she fainted, falling on the floor, her wings wrapping around her.

***

Sugar was so preoccupied worrying about what was going on with Evelyn on Level 9, she almost missed Dr. Mona Karnes stepping through the doors into Stallion’s.

Sugar hung a red jelly dildo on the display rack and did a double take.

The pretty blonde was staring right at her.

Sugar smiled slowly. “You came back?!”

Ray was jolted from his porno magazine behind the counter. “Holy shit.”

Mona stared back and forth between the two of them. “What happened to me in here yesterday?”

Sugar held out her hands. “Dr. Karnes, just relax.”

“No! I...” Her eyelids fluttered. “N... No... don’t.”

“Don’t be afraid, honey. I won’t hurt you.” Sugar took Mona’s hands.

“I thought you put the whammy on her yesterday?” Ray hissed from behind the register.

Sugar rolled her eyes. “I did.” She ran her fingers through Mona’s golden locks. The doctor’s eyes were far away. “But, she fought through it, didn’t you, cupcake?”

“Missing... time,” Mona moaned.

Sugar nodded. “See this is the problem with brain fucking a genius - they turn things over and over in their heads. A scientist like the good doctor here? She can’t deal with a blank spot in her memory. So, she came back to see what happened the first time.”

“What are you going to do?” Ray asked.

Sugar bit her lower lip. “She masturbated thinking about me - she included her wife in the fantasy, but those little fingers were flying, weren’t they?”

“Yesss,” Mona whispered.

“I’ll bet Bobbie wouldn’t mind if we played a little, would she?”

Mona looked sleepily into Sugar’s eyes. “Yes... she would. I don’t... cheat.”

“Feisty, I like it!” Sugar said. She slowly began unbuttoning Mona’s blouse. “Cute little titties. I mean, I spend most of my time with augmented girls. Ray, did you know Mona hasn’t even seen a cock in real life?”

“Sugar, Havana said hands off,” Ray said, but Sugar could tell he was taking in Mona’s curves. 

“Did they? I thought they said not to transform her?”

“Sugar...”

“Hey, she came back of her own free will. Besides, I need a distraction.” Mona’s pink bra hooked in the front, and Sugar unclasped it, letting the cups fall free, revealing the doctor’s smallish breasts with their dusky almost purple nipples. “I’ll bet these are sensitive, aren’t they?”

Mona nodded slowly.

Sugar’s index fingers traced circles around the sensitive nips.

“No... Stop,” Mona moaned, her eyes closed.

Sugar’s right hand continued to caress Mona’s breast, but her left hand moved up, fingers touching Mona’s temple. “Monogamy isn’t natural,” Sugar said. 

Mona leaned her head forward.

“You love Butch, and that’s beautiful and I want you to be together forever,” Sugar said. And she meant that. But Sugar needed to free Mona, to expand her horizons. It was engrained in her psyche, this need to liberate, to pervert, to transform.

Sugar was wet, not only from the sight of the woman’s breasts, but just from the prospect of creating something even more beautiful out of someone already breathtaking.

Lust was part of it - something selfish that needed and wanted, but there was a caring as well.

She didn’t just want Mona, she wanted to help her. She wanted to make her happy.

“You and Butch are going to share so much. Look at me, Mona. You want me, don’t you?”

Mona stared sleepily up at her. “Yes.”

Sugar smiled. “We’re making a world where everyone is in love. It’s what we were always supposed to be - lovers of one another. You’re not cheating on Butch, Mona. If she was here? I would make love to you both.”

“Really?”

Sugar nodded. “Yes.” She leaned in close and whispered in Mona’s ear. “It would be just like your phone fantasy with Butch.”

Mona blinked. “You... read minds, don’t you?”

Sugar laughed. “Yes. But don’t be afraid. I only want to make you happy. I promise.”

“I... believe you.”

“I can look inside your deepest desires, Mona. I can see things even you can’t.”

Ray had left the register and was standing behind Mona. He reached around gently and undid Mona’s gray slacks.

“Wha... no, not... him,” Mona whispered as the slacks fell down her legs, leaving her standing only in her panties and flats. 

“Because you’re a lesbian?” Sugar giggled.

“Don’t like men.”

“Ray’s very gentle - he wasn’t always. He was kind of a pervy dick before.”

“Gee, thanks,” Ray said.

Sugar shook her head. “They do things to us. It changes us. Ray is a better man because of it. Haven’t you ever been curious?”

Ray’s big hands rubbed up her tummy and sides.

“Curious? No,” Mona whispered. “Like... girls.”

Sugar winked at Ray. “You mean you never even wanted to touch a cock?”

Mona turned red. “N... No.”

“Liar,” Sugar said and laughed.

Mona whined as Ray gently pulled her pantied butt against him.

“You’re lucky. Human’s aren’t equipped like Ray. The first cock you experience is going to be bigger than your arm.”

Mona cried out. “What? No!”

“Mona? Trust me. Just trust me. You’ll see,” Sugar soothed. She gently turned Mona to face Ray.

He was naked, and his body bulged with muscles.

She looked like a doll in his embrace.

He smiled down at her.

Mona looked down slowly until she gazed in wonder at Ray’s huge cock.

It was only half erect, but precum dripped slowly onto the floor from it.

“Go on,” Sugar whispered in Mona’s ear. “If she was here, what would Butch do?”

Mona was breathing hard. She reached out with both hands and grasped the thick shaft. “Warm. It’s so warm.”


Sugar laughed. “Much better than a rubber strapon, huh?”

Mona nodded slowly as her hands tugged and jacked the hardening monster cock.

Ray ran his thick fingers through her hair. “So pretty.”

“Beautiful,” Mona whispered.

Sugar stifled a laugh as Mona stared into the ‘single eye’ of Ray’s python.

“Hey, don’t make her bi. Leave her the way she is, Sugar,” Ray said.

“I’m not. This is all her curiosity. She’s experimenting,” Sugar giggled. “I’m just telling her it’s okay.”

Mona looked up into Ray’s eyes. “Does it feel good?”

Ray smiled. “Yeah, Doc, you’re amazing.”

She smiled and shifted her gaze back to the cock.

“Is she awake?” Ray whispered.

Sugar shrugged. “About half.” She eased the silk panties down Mona’s buttocks. “She can’t tell fantasy from reality in this state.” She reached around and let her fingers slide down over Mona’s clit.

Mona gasped. “Wish... Butch was here.”

Sugar kissed the back of Mona’s neck. “Me too.”

***

Evelyn woke up cradled in Ciara’s warm embrace. “What happened?”

“You fainted,” Ciara said in her fuck bunny voice.

Memory came flooding back. “Jesus! I’m a monster!”

“Don’t be ridiculous,” Demonica said as she arranged the Chorus back in their pentagram shape on the altar. They moaned in unison, rubbing their now identically massive breasts.

Their stomachs were swelling.

“She bred them,” Ciara whispered. “I think they’re all pregnant.”

“What am I, Ciara?” Evelyn whispered. She sobbed against Ciara’s neck.

“You asked her to make you like her, Eve. And I think you are something like her. She keeps calling you Evilyn Hellstorm, Princess of Hell. Whatever that means.” She kissed the top of Evelyn’s head. “I still think you’re beautiful - not just now when you are my Eve, but when you’re... the other one, too.”

Ciara was crying, and Evelyn kissed the tears away.

Something about the sight of Ciara crying made her feel braver. It wasn’t right for Ciara to be taking care of her.

She had to take care of Ciara. Evelyn helped her to her feet.

Evelyn stood up and looked down at her body. Her creamy complexion was back. “Why do I keep changing like this?”

“When you are unconscious, you take on the form you have now,” Demonica said as she ran her talon across Evelyn’s shoulder. “A very pleasing shape. But this is just camouflage. You are Evilyn Hellstorm - we just see Eve Helstrom because you create the illusion with your mind. Think about what you truly look like and the illusion will fade away. Just try not to faint this time - your other form is much more beautiful.”

Ciara smiled weakly up at her.

Evelyn formed a picture in her mind: the sight of her crimson skin.

And an instant later, Evilyn Hellstorm returned, her wings unfurling.

“I keep my own wings camouflaged, Evilyn. It’s less distracting,” Demonica said.

“You have wings?!” Evelyn whispered.

Demonica laughed and suddenly black, membranous bat wings unfurled from her back.

Ciara squeezed Evelyn’s hand tight - whether it was from fear or to give Evelyn courage, she was unsure.

“Mirror,” Demonica commanded.

Kimiko slunk forward with a hand mirror and held it up to Evelyn’s face.

Her eyebrows were more arched than before, but it was her eyes that commanded all her attention. They were baby blue with a vertical slit like a reptile.

She gasped and learned something else: her incisors were now a half inch longer than her other teeth.

She had fangs.

“You really are beautiful, Eve. Scary, but beautiful,” Ciara said. She was trying to smile.

Evelyn smiled back at her. She imagined the wings disappearing, and they folded, somehow, into her back, disappearing completely.

“I feel stronger,” Evelyn said.

Demonica shrugged as her own wings disappeared. “You have the strength of a dozen men. You can move faster than the eye can see - and, you might even be able to fly. You have the same mental powers as the White Witches. But your powers extend to the transformed - you can read their minds. Go on, try.”

Evelyn looked down at Ciara and concentrated.

“Be careful in there,” Ciara grumbled.

Love. Pure, unconditional love. And, fear, not of Evelyn or what she had become, but an almost paralyzing fear of Demonica.

She’ll kill us, Eve. The thought came through loud and clear.

“No, she won’t,” Evelyn said out loud.

She felt Demonica’s hand on her. On her back... but not on her back. It was...

And, then she saw it curling around from the back of her waist. At first she thought it was some type of snake.

But the snake was attached to her own lower back.

It was long and segmented, the same color as the wings.

“Don’t faint,” Demonica laughed.

“Tail... I have a tail,” Evelyn whispered. The end was bulbous and pulsating, almost like...

As soon as she thought it, the tail swung back behind her and then curled up between her legs.

The tip bent down, and it positioned itself against her clit.

The end of the tail was a cock.

Evelyn gasped.

“I told you I wouldn’t make you like me - I want you to be a complete woman. But I also want you to be able to reproduce.”

Evelyn stared down at the tail / cock as it pulsed and throbbed. “Reproduce?”

“When a man makes love to you, you will absorb his cum. If you then make love to a woman - fuck her with your new appendage? You will absorb her DNA. An egg will be released from your ovaries with a mixture of your DNA and the woman’s. The man’s cum will fertilize the egg.”

“I’ll be pregnant?” Evelyn asked.

Demonica laughed. “Don’t be ridiculous. I won’t have pregnancy spoiling that perfect body - no, the egg will be held until you implant it in the next woman you fuck.”

“One father, two mothers,” Evelyn whispered.

Ciara reached out and gently stroked the stiff member.

Evelyn bit her lip to keep from crying out.

“I knew you had a tail, but I didn’t know it was a cock too,” Ciara whispered. She got on her knees and suckled the ‘head’.

“Oh, God!” Evelyn moaned.

Ciara smiled up at her and slowly slid the thick cock into her throat.

Evelyn wrapped her fingers in the girl’s hair, trying to hold back from driving her length into Ciara’s tummy. Jesus, she thought. How do men hold back?! 

Demonica laughed.

She read my mind, Evelyn thought.

But she didn’t read Demonica’s. Could she? Probably. But something made her stop. It felt like a violation, even though Demonica was doing it to her.

“Anytime you like, my darling. I will deny you nothing,” Demonica said. She was staring down at Ciara as if she was an insect.

Evelyn didn’t have to read Demonica’s mind to know the demoness despised Ciara.

Ciara looked up as she sucked Evelyn’s cock. She smiled with a foot of demon cock in her throat.

“Could I impregnate her?” Evelyn asked.

Ciara slid Evelyn’s length from her mouth. “I don’t care. I wanna have your baby, Evelyn!”

“Idiot,” Demonica laughed.

Ciara scowled.

“But no. The whore is barren. Only good for fucking,” Demonica growled.

Ciara balled up her hands into fists.

No, just ignore her, Evelyn whispered in Ciara’s mind. I’ll make it better.

Ciara’s eyes lit up.

Evelyn picked her up like she was a doll and pulled her into an embrace. Her ‘cock’ angled up and slid to the limit into Ciara’s pussy.

The redhead squealed with delight.

Evelyn could barely control herself. Ciara fit tight around her new member.

“I love you, Eve,” Ciara moaned.

Evelyn smiled down at her and began to rock her hips, each thrust embedding the demon cock deeper into Ciara.

***

Mona was having the strangest dream. It was a fantasy. She was in the adult store, naked. The giant man was holding her in the air from behind. She just dangled there, legs spread, his thick cock rubbing back and forth across her pussy.

She watched, smiling as the thick cock appeared and disappeared, sliding across her naked pussy.

The redhead, Sugar, was standing in front of her.

Sugar was naked, her body perfect - beyond perfect. She was all curves and huge breasts with a supermodel’s smile and eyes that seemed to look right through her.

Sugar knelt and opened her mouth, taking the huge cock down her throat.

Mona gasped. It wasn’t humanly possible.

Sugar simply winked as the giant, Ray, groaned in Mona’s ear.

Sugar slipped her mouth off Ray’s veiny cock and kissed Mona’s clit, sucking it hard and tickling it with her tongue.

Mona felt her eyes roll back in her head.

This fantasy was so real!

She wondered how she could be masturbating and cause these sensations in her clit? Because, as far as she knew, she was back in the motel room, alone.

Sugar smiled up at her. “Relax. Don’t tense up.”

“I won’t hurt you,” Ray whispered in her ear.

“Wha... nuh... too big!” Mona whispered.

Sugar grasped the thick root of Ray’s cock in her hand and angled it upward.

The thick, purple head pressed against Mona’s pussy.

“It’ll ruin me,” Mona groaned.

Sugar laughed. “Don’t be silly.”

Mona strained to see as the head wedged between her pussy lips and then squeezed inside. “God! Oh, God!”

Sugar was giggling. “Yes, he is, baby.”

Ray grunted his own laughter and lowered the thin doctor onto the monster cock slowly.

Mona’s eyes bugged out and she made a gurgling noise as inch after inch disappeared into her, stretching her in length as well as depth.

Sugar’s full lips found Mona’s clit again, and Mona came hard, impaled on the big cock.

Ray began to move slowly.

Mona screamed as her orgasm came again, even stronger this time. She was kicking with her legs, but she wasn’t sure if she was trying to free herself or force it even deeper.

Sugar lifted her then, pulling her free from the huge cock.

“No... cum in me!” Mona complained as Sugar lay her gently on the floor.

Sugar laughed. “Not yet, Mona dear. One day, but not now. You’ll have to be a goddess first.”

Sugar jumped into Ray’s arms and the giant laughed, his huge hands encircling her waist.

His cock slid into Sugar’s pussy and Mona gasped as he went balls deep.

“Cum in me, Ray,” Sugar laughed.

He groaned, deep and low.

From her vantage point laying on her side, she could see his thick balls draw up tight. The thick root of his cock began to throb as he pumped cum deep inside the redhead.

Sugar kissed his face, her long arms wrapped around his neck.

Thick ropes of cum began to leak around Sugar’s stuffed pussy.

Mona smiled as the pearlescent liquid pooled on the floor.

She crawled toward it.

Sugar laughed and pulled herself free from Ray’s cock with a liquid pop. “No, you don’t. No Whoremaster cum for you yet, little doctor.” She scooped her up and sat her on the counter as Ray went to the back of the store for a mop.

“Am I dreaming?” Mona whispered.

“Sort of.” Sugar unrolled a canvas beside her.

Inside was a set of syringes with needles of various lengths. The contents were multicolored. She picked up a syringe of red liquid and inserted it in a metal box about the size of a pack of playing cards.

“What’s that?” Mona asked.

“A gift. Are you afraid of needles?”

“No.”

“Good.”

Ray began mopping up his spend from the floor. “Sugar! Havana said no.”

“Havana said don’t transform her. Didn’t say anything about not slutifying her.” Sugar ran the box with the syringe over Mona’s lower abdomen.

It was cold and Mona shivered.

“This shot is going to turn you into a total slut - hope you don’t mind,” Sugar said and then leaned in and French kissed Mona.

Mona kissed her back hard.

She squealed into Sugar’s mouth as the needle slid deep inside her.

Sugar held her tight, letting the needle empty its contents deep inside her before automatically withdrawing.

They still kissed as Sugar laid the box aside.

“You’re going to think about sex a lot from now on, Mona. Everything is going to make you want to fuck. Don’t fight it, just go with it.”

“I... this is the wildest dream I ever had...”

Sugar laughed and held her. “Now, let’s see if you can stay away this time.”

***

Cocks are amazing! Evilyn thought. 

Ciara had dropped onto all fours on the floor of the cavern as Evilyn - she no longer thought of herself as anyone other than ‘Evilyn’, Evelyn was a distant memory, and Eve was just Ciara’s pet name for her - Evilyn was taking Ciara from behind.

This was power! She thought as she knelt behind Ciara and took the little slut deeper into lust than she had ever been. Evilyn knew this because she was deep in the redheaded cheerleader whore’s mind. She was all love and animal lust, reduced to a sexual object by Evilyn’s deep thrusts.

And she loved knowing that Ciara was being pleased beyond anything she had ever known. The little whore belonged to her completely.

Evilyn knew that this power was what defined Demonica. The object of her lust meant nothing to her. Their devotion to her was important, but they themselves meant nothing.

But Evilyn was different. Yes, she loved the power she had over Ciara, the way she could manipulate the beautiful creature to higher and higher levels of ecstasy.

More than that, though, was a growing love for Ciara.

The redhead screamed and convulsed, her pussy squeezing Evilyn’s cock as Ciara orgasmed.

Evilyn laughed and then gasped as her first ‘male’ orgasm caused her body to tense. Her ‘cock’ spasmed and pumped jizz deep inside Ciara.

They collapsed together on the stone floor, and Evilyn wrapped Ciara in her embrace.

Ciara rolled over and smiled up at her.

Evilyn felt herself beginning to change, the horns disappearing from her head.

Ciara reached up and caressed her cheek. “No. It’s okay. Stay Evilyn. You’re beautiful.”

Evilyn smiled and the camouflage disappeared. “You’re sure?”

“Yeah,” Ciara said and snuggled closer.

Evilyn wrapped her wings around them both.

She looked up to see Demonica frowning down at them.

Evilyn’s wings reflexively wrapped closer around Ciara. She’s mine. You will not hurt her, Evilyn projected.

Demonica raised her left eyebrow. “Hmm. As you wish. Cling to childish emotions for as long as you want.”

Evilyn kissed the top of Ciara’s head and nuzzled her hair. “I think I will.”

One of the Chorus screamed on the platform above, and the others joined in a moment later.

Green liquid poured down over the side of the stone table.

Evilyn started to stand up.

Ciara held her hand. “I don’t wanna see, okay?”

Evilyn nodded. “Okay.”

Evilyn stood up.

The Chorus all had bellies distended past what would have been nine months of pregnancy.

One after another they cried out as their water broke, sending a gush of green liquid across the table.

Demonica spread out her clawed hand over one of the pendulous stomachs. “Push, whore.”

They strained as one, sweat pouring from their foreheads as their vaginas opened.

Evilyn swallowed as a something wet and copper colored began to emerge from the nearest woman’s birth canal.

It was a head, broader than a baby’s skull. It emerged as the woman pushed and screamed.

Evilyn almost fell back as the head rushed out in a spray of green fluid. “Not... right. That’s... Oh, God.”

It opened its mouth and screamed, showing a mouth full of long sharp teeth.

There were no eyes.

“Morpheus called them the Eyeless. Faithful servants,” Demonica said beside her.

“Oh, Jesus, Demonica, what have you done?!” Evilyn hissed.

The creature was folded, like some strange flesh and blood origami. As it was pushed out of the woman’s vagina, its limbs began to unfold with powerful snaps.

Once unfolded, it was nearly six feet long. A long, thin, grayish penis and small testicles hung down between its glistening, emaciated legs.

Demonica produced a gleaming silver cock ring with a hinge. She snapped it around the base of the creature’s penis encircling the balls as well.

The flaccid penis began to engorge.

“They’re impotent without a cock ring,” Demonica laughed.

The creature dropped on its ‘mother’ and latched onto her left nipple.

The woman screamed in agony as the eyeless’s needlelike teeth pierced her areola and began to suckle a mixture of blood and mother’s milk.

Demonica laughed and cooed as she stroked the creature’s pulsating throat.

The other Chorus were giving birth to their own ‘offspring’.

Evilyn just stared and shook her head. 

“I’m going to have a full time job breeding these sluts and building my eyeless army,” Demonica laughed.

Evilyn looked at the remaining members of the Astronomy class. The orgy on the floor had stopped as they stared in horror at the monsters their classmates had birthed.

“What’s going to happen to them?” Evilyn whispered.

Demonica smiled. “I have need of many types of minions. With the proper application of Morpheus’s formulae, they will all be suitable breeding stock.”

***

Bobbie Palmer opened the door to her apartment when someone rang the bell.

The woman on the other side was medium height with brown hair. She was wearing a very professional looking charcoal pantsuit.

“Can I help you?” Bobbie asked.

The woman stared at her. “You must be Bobbie Palmer? Dr. Mona Karnes’s wife?”

Bobbie looked down at the gold badge hanging on the woman’s waistband. She went pale. “Are you with the police? Has something happened to Mona?”

“I’m Detective Patricia Kennedy with the NYPD - and, no, Dr. Karnes was fine the last time I talked to her.”

“The last time you talked to her?”

“Yes. She met with me to have coffee the day she left for upstate...”

Bobbie rolled her eyes. “She never told me anything about talking to the police. She’s in danger, isn’t she?”

“I advised her not to go, if that’s what you’re asking? I thought she would be back by now?”

Bobbie shook her head. “No. She calls me every day, but... she doesn’t sound like herself.”

“How do you mean?” Patricia asked.

“I... I don’t know. It’s like she’s confused or something.”

“Confused how?”

Bobbie sighed. “More... okay, this is embarrassing. More sexual than normal. Masturbating on the phone - it’s just not like her to be that free. Mona would blush if you said the word ‘sex’.”

Patricia bit her lower lip.

“What? Does that mean something to you?”

“No, but there is a sexual aspect to the disappearances. It’s a lead we’re following.”

“And you warned her about all this before she went upstate?”

Patricia nodded. “I did, but Dr. Karnes is a very determined lady.”

Bobbie shook her head. “She told me she would be careful, and that she wouldn’t take any chances.”

“When she comes back? Could you please tell her to call me?” Patricia asked.

“Yes.”

Patricia nodded and turned away. Then she paused. “Miss Palmer, if Dr. Karnes was my partner? I would be very concerned about her.”

“You’re saying she’s in danger?”

“It’s an ongoing investigation, Miss Palmer. So, I can’t officially comment. But she’s in danger. Very real danger.”

***

Mona had turned into a complete masturbation addict.

As she lay on the hotel bed with her legs spread feeding a dildo as thick as her wrist into her pussy, she wondered through her erotic haze exactly what had happened to her?

The whole world seemed fuzzy as the darkened motel room’s air conditioner cooled the air that wafted over her naked, sweating body.

She wasn’t even sure where the collection of dildos had come from - the porn store was the logical explanation, but she had no memory of going there.

Had she even left the room today? She wasn’t sure.

She took as much of the dildo as she could, feeling herself stretched to the limit. “Big cock,” she moaned.

His cock was bigger than this.

She blinked. His? That had been a fantasy: the giant at the porn store had a cock bigger than her arm and he had fucked...

She shook her head. No, that wasn’t right. Why would she fantasize about a man, much less one endowed like a Clydesdale? She had never cared about male anatomy, never been attracted to any man.

While she thought about this, she was subconsciously relaxing her pussy muscles so she could push more of the dildo inside her.

Her cell rang.

She grabbed it with one hand off the nightstand while still working the dildo into her pussy. “I was just thinking about you.”

“Mona, are you okay?” Bobbie asked.

“Mmm, yes. I’m playing with myself. I have a thick dildo shoved into my pussy. It’s soooo big, Butch.”

“Why didn’t you tell me about talking to the detective, Mona?”

Mona frowned. “What?”

“The detective, Mona. You talked to Detective Kennedy and she tried to tell you not to go to Ithaca. She told you it was dangerous.”

“Oh, that? I think she was exaggerating. Butch, honey, something’s happening to me...”

“You lied to me, Mona! That’s not okay. You’re my wife, we’re partners. You can’t just lie to me like that.”

“I’m... unnh... sorry, baby. None of that matters now. This... Butch, I’m changing. I want things now. Dark, twisted things. Naughty things.” She giggled and rolled over, the thick dong still pushed deep inside her.

“Mona! Snap out of it! We need to talk.”

Mona put the phone on speaker and rose onto her knees. She arched her back, and then reached back with her free hand and caressed her asshole. “I want to do really, really dirty things, Butch.”

“Mona! For fuck’s sake, snap the fuck out of it. You’re scaring me.” She sighed. “I’m coming up there.”

Coming up? Mona thought. “Yes!” She laughed. “Come up here, Butch! It’ll be so much fun! I won’t be a Wendy Whitebread with you anymore. I’ll be your total slut...”

“Mona! Where are you?”

“In bed,” she giggled.

“Fuck me. What motel are you in?”

“Holiday Inn Express on the west side of Ithaca. Room 108.”

“I’m coming up there. I should be there by 10:00 AM tomorrow morning. Mona, lock your door and do not leave that room. Do you understand?”

Mona laughed. “No problem. I’ll keep the bed warm.”

“Jesus. Get some sleep, okay?”

“Right after I cum,” Mona whispered as she pushed her index finger deep into her ass while she rode the dildo to orgasm.

***

Evilyn lay with her back against the stone wall of the cave. Ciara was lying in her arms, and Evilyn had her wings wrapped around them both.

They were, quite literally, in hell.

Across the chamber, Demonica was tireless as she injected and performed surgery on the rest of the coeds.

The effects were amazing and terrifying.

A man with scales like a lizard crawled on all fours toward them. His eyes had slit pupils like Evilyn’s.

Two cocks hung down from his scaled groin, like the twin penises of a snake.

Behind him, his partner, a lizard-like woman was in labor with his offspring.

He eyed Ciara and smiled, a small forked tongue sliding out as he reached for Ciara’s ankle with a clawed hand.

“Touch her and I will kill you,” Evilyn whispered.

He opened his mouth and hissed at her.

She pointed at him with an onyx claw.

A tendril of flame jetted out, stopping less than an inch from the lizard man’s nose.

He whined and shrank back to his mate.

Evilyn stared at her finger in disbelief as the flame died.

“I can shoot fire from my fingers,” Evilyn whispered.

“You’re the Hellstorm,” Ciara mumbled and snuggled closer. “You’re warm.” She went back to sleep.

Evilyn smiled.

She had to get Ciara out of here. The cheerleader whore didn’t belong in this nightmare. And Hellstorm or not, Evilyn didn’t believe she was strong enough to protect Ciara from all this.

Something screamed near the altar - one of the coeds stood up, it’s face now wrinkled and deformed like a bat’s.

“Jesus,” Evilyn whispered.

Demonica turned and smiled at her.

***

Mona awoke drenched in sweat in the cold room. She looked at her phone: 2:00 AM.

At some point, she had extracted the dildo from her pussy.

She was red and sore.

She smiled. But she was satisfied, for now.

Mona frowned in the darkness.

It had happened again!

She went to Stallion’s and lost time!

Mona sat up, naked in the dark room. “Jesus! What the fuck are they doing to me?”

Then she stood up and got dressed.

***

The two Church Agents on duty at the cave entrance almost jumped out of their skins when the women emerged from the stygian depths.

The younger man almost drew his weapon before the older agent stopped him.

The smaller of the two women who stepped through the triangular entrance was a buxom, redheaded cheerleader with a mane of red hair and a blue latex SLUTZ uniform.

The other woman was even more breathtaking.

She was tall and dressed in a leather bikini and high heels. Her skin was milky white. She had a round face with ice blue eyes and short hair that was almost white.

“Where is Mistress Sugar Tits?” The white haired woman asked.

“Up... upstairs,” the older agent said. “Who are you, Mistress?”

“I’m not a mistress. My name is... Eve Helstrom.”

Ciara yawned. “I’m Ciara. Whore Caste, designation Cheerleader Whore.”

Eve put a protective arm around Ciara. “I’m taking her to Mistress Sugar Tits. Will you step aside?”

“Of course,” the older agent said. “Mistress was looking for you earlier. She’ll be relieved you’re... okay.”

They stepped aside and Eve led Ciara down the hall.

Ciara looked back at the two agents. “You shouldn’t be down here.”

“We’re guarding the entrance,” the younger agent said.

Ciara shook her head. “They don’t need guarding. You’re gonna be sorry you stayed down here.” 

***

“They’re not gonna like what you did to Dr. Karnes,” Ray grumbled from behind the counter.

Sugar leaned on the other side of the checkout counter and shrugged, her big breasts swaying. “Hey, she’s irresistible. I’d like to see those nuns down in Havana stay hands off - she just demands to be touched and poked.” She smiled. “Which I think you can attest to?”

The service door opened on the back wall, and Ray, who was facing that direction, looked shocked.

“What?” Sugar asked as she turned.

It was Ciara, and beside her holding her hand was a completely transformed Evelyn.

“Evelyn?” Sugar whispered as she walked across the store. She looked her over from head to toe.

“My old clothes don’t fit anymore,” the pale blonde said. “Demonica seems to prefer bondage outfits, so a leather bikini was the tamest thing I could find.”

“What... did she do to you?” Sugar whispered. She ran her hands over Evelyn’s shoulders, but did not actually touch her skin. She frowned. “This... Evelyn, it hurts to look at you.”

She looked away. “I’m sorry, Sugar, I know you wanted me to be a White Witch...”

“No, I mean it literally hurts to look at you. You’re beautiful, but this isn’t really you, is it? This is some kind of illusion from mind control.”

She nodded. “Don’t be afraid.”

But Sugar was afraid. This mind control was effecting her, and it shouldn’t have been - only a mother superior or bishop could cloud her mind.

Evelyn shouldn’t have been able to.

“Demonica says this is my camouflage. It’s so people won’t be able to see what I truly am. This body is Eve Helstrom.”

Sugar nodded slowly.

“But this one is Evilyn Hellstorm. Evilyn, with an ‘I’.”

She seemed to shimmer, like heat rising from pavement in the hot sun.

Evilyn Hellstorm was very different from Eve Helstrom, and neither of them was her Evelyn.

The creature that stood in front of her was taller than Evelyn had been, her skin crimson, eyes the same brilliant blue as her milky skinned form.

But, in all other ways, she was a demoness.

Leathery wings extended out from her back and shoulders, her fingernails were onyx tipped claws. Dark, short horns emerged from her hairline, and a reptilian tail waved in the air behind her.

Her slit pupiled eyes filled with tears. “Please don’t be afraid, Sugar.”

Sugar stood transfixed for a moment. Then she embraced the demon girl, pulling her close, her face nuzzling the supple neck. “You’re safe. That’s all that matters.”

“She’s making monsters, Mistress,” Ciara said.

Sugar took her hand. “What do you mean?”

“She’s breeding... creatures,” Evilyn said. “Not like me. She’s making brainless things with sharp teeth and claws.”

“She’s breeding? How...”

“She’s a Futanari, Mistress,” Ciara said. “Her and Kimiko have transformation drugs, but not like the Church’s. These drugs make humans into monster breeding stock.”

Evilyn shook her head. “She says she is doing Morpheus’s will...”

“Yeah, but sometimes she says she isn’t sure if it’s Morpheus or Satan,” Ciara added. “‘Cause she worships both.”

“Why is she breeding these monsters?” Sugar asked.

Ciara and Evilyn both shook their heads.

“She isn’t evil,” Evilyn whispered.

“Yes, she is,” Ciara said.

“Ciara, no, she isn’t. I know her. I...”

“You love her, yeah, I know - well, your girlfriend is the Antichrist and she’s evil as sin.” Ciara stared up into Evilyn’s eyes and held her ground. “You can’t see it, because you’re in love.”

“I don’t understand how she could have moved so far so fast, even with Morpheus’s help - he isn’t physically here to guide her,” Sugar said.

“She has a book,” Ciara said.

“What book?”

“I saw Kimiko carrying it around, little weasel. I couldn’t get a close look at it, but everytime they worked on a coed? They were consulting the book.”

Evilyn stared at her. “Wait. Why were you paying this close attention to what was going on down there?”

Sugar and Ciara looked at each other. 

“You were spying! Did Sugar send you with me to spy on Demonica?!” Evilyn asked.

“No,” Sugar said. “But... she’s Whore Caste.”

“I paid attention on account of I knew Mistress Sugar would want to know. But I went there with you because I love you and I want to protect you, Eve. I’m your Inky Dinky Doo, Gigglemesh.”

Evilyn shook her head. “What the hell is that supposed to mean?”

Ray shook his head. “Not Gigglemesh, Gilgamesh - he’s a hero from ancient Sumeria. His best friend was Enkidu.”

The three women turned and looked at Ray.

“What? I’m sixty-five years old. You think I never read a book?”

***

The fog had rolled in as Mona drove toward Stallion’s Adult Video from her motel.

She had spent some time in the motel room examining herself and the situation before she left. Her nipples and clit were constantly swollen with arousal, even her anus was twice as sensitive as it had been before. Mona had never been a sex addict, but now she was.

She felt like she was in a constant state of heat.

She also had a dull pain in her left side, lower abdomen.

There was a small bruise there.

And she was convinced she had been injected with something.

Was it some type of time-released sex hormone? 

Then there was the lost time.

Whatever was happening, something had been done to her.

This time, she needed to know what.

She hated guns, but she really wished she had one with her.

Mona touched her cell phone. She didn’t trust the local cops - they had done nothing to find her Aunt Melanie.

But she could call Patricia Kennedy. If nothing else, just to let her know where she was going and what she thought had been done to her.

Her fingers hesitated over the screen.

She bit her lower lip.

Patricia Kennedy was hours away, and whatever had been done to Mona? The worse that had happened to her was waking up in her motel room, dripping with lube, and masturbating.

What would she tell Kennedy? That there was a secret cadre of sex wizards in an interstate sex store who were turning her into a total slut? Kennedy would laugh at her.

She peered through the misty darkness and headed toward Stallion’s.

***

“Death is coming!” The Chorus screamed as one.

Demonica stumbled back from the altar.

The hairless, naked, and very pregnant women wailed.

“What are you screaming about?”

“Death comes! She is close!”

“Death comes for whom? Speak!”

“Death comes for you,” they whispered.

Kimiko tugged at her arm.

She looked down.

Kimiko was pointing behind them.

Demonica stared at the back wall of the chamber.

Evilyn and Ciara were gone.

***

“I’m going back,” Evilyn said.

Sugar took her arm. “No, you mustn’t.”

Ciara threw her arms around her. “No! No, don’t go! She’s going to hurt you, Evilyn.”

Evilyn stroked Ciara’s hair. “I have to. I only came out here to bring you back to Mistress Sugar.” She turned toward the White Witch. “Demonica hates her. I want Ciara to stay here where she’ll be safe.”

Ciara looked up at her. “None of us are safe! I won’t leave you, Eve!”

Sugar nodded. “Ciara. Go stand with Ray.”

“No,” Ciara said, still looking up at Evilyn.

“What? Ciara, you’re Whore Caste. You have to obey me,” Sugar said gently.

“No. I won’t. I’m not Whore Caste anymore. I am Ciara di Hellstorm, and I belong with my Mis... my girlfriend. Not my Mistress. My girlfriend.” She looked at Sugar. “I like you, you’re nice. But I no longer owe allegiance to you or Ray or even the Church. I’m my own person - you might have made me, but now I get to choose. I don’t even have to do Morpheus’s will if I don’t want to.”

Evilyn smiled at her.

“And, I don’t have to do what you tell me either, Eve. You’re stubborn and love blind. You leave me up here, and I’ll just follow you downstairs. And I will ‘cause I’m love blind too.”

***

The elevator door on level 9 closed.

There was a smear of blood leading from the hole in the wall to the elevator.

The Church Agents were gone.

***

Mona parked in the darkened lot of Stallion’s Adult Video.

The doors were locked, but the lights were on.

She knocked.

***

“Dr. Mona Karnes is at the front door,” Rita the Bimbot said as she opened the inner door.

“Fuck’s sake,” Ray grumbled.

“She’s persistent, I’ll give her that,” Sugar said.

“Who?” Evilyn asked. She effortlessly transitioned back into her Eve Helstrom form.

The Bimbot stared at Evilyn. “Fuck. What fresh hell is this?”

Evilyn frowned.

“I mean seriously? You people are making demon sluts now? What the actual fuck?” Rita said in her tinny, amplified voice.

“What do we do about Mona Karnes?” Ray asked.

A deep voice asked from the back of the store as the service door opened. “My niece is here?!”

They all turned and looked.

Demonica stood in the doorway with Kimiko by her side. Demonica had dispensed with the loin dress at some point, and she stood naked with her Futanari cock hanging to her knees.

Rita’s head cocked to the side. “Fuck. I mean... God, you fuckers are twisted.”

“Not now, Rita,” Sugar said. She turned to Demonica. “Mona can’t see you like that.”

Demonica arched an eyebrow above her glowing left eye. “Mona, is it? And how are you on a first name basis with my niece?”

“Havana says she’s a VIP,” Sugar said. “Destined for Professional Caste.”

“I see,” Demonica said.

“What are you doing in the cavern, Demonica?” Sugar asked.

“A little of this, a little of that - didn’t your nasty little Whore Caste spy tell you?” She grinned at Ciara.

Evilyn stepped in front of Ciara, shielding her from Demonica’s gaze. “I told Sugar. I wasn’t aware it was supposed to be a secret.”

“I have no secrets from you, my beloved Evilyn,” Demonica said. “Tell the Whore Caste whatever you like. I am doing Morpheus’s will, Sugar. He doesn’t trust that the castes can subdue mankind without my help.”

Sugar was looking at the floor to Demonica’s right.

There was a stain there.

“Is that blood?”

Demonica held up her right, clawed hand. Dark blood dripped from the talons. “An unfortunate accident. The Church Agents on level 9 seemed intent on keeping me in the cavern. I had... other plans.”

“Fuck,” Ray hissed.

“Where are they?” Sugar whispered.

“My pets require food,” Demonica said.

“Um, excuse me, this is all... gross and stuff,” Rita said. “But what do I do about the blonde broad out front?”

Sugar rolled her eyes. “Demonica, she can’t see you.”

“Agreed. I will return to my lair.” She turned away, then peered back over her shoulder at Evilyn. “Are you coming, my love?”

Evilyn looked down at Ciara. “Please stay here?”

Ciara shook her head. “No. Where you go, I go.”

Evilyn sighed.

“Oh, stop fretting. I won’t kill the little bitch,” Demonica said as she walked away, her hips swiveling.

Evilyn and Ciara followed her.

“Be careful,” Sugar whispered.

***

The weird girl in the robot outfit opened the door. “Welcome to Stallion’s Adult Video. Your final destination for smut, perversion, and the occasional succubus.”

“What?” Mona asked.

“Never mind. They’re waiting on you inside.” She opened the inner door and motioned Mona through.

The tall redhead and the giant were waiting inside with grave expressions.

“You... I know you both,” Mona said.

The giant was talking on a cell phone.

The redhead walked to meet her at the door. “It’s going to be okay, Mona. I’m sorry you’ve been so upset. But... being constantly turned on is kind of nice, isn’t it?”

Mona shrank back as the big redhead smiled down at her.

“Who... are you people?”

“Havana says go for initiation but hold back on final Ambrosia,” the giant said.

“What is he talking about?” Mona said.

“Shh. Everything is going to be fine,” the redhead said. She touched Mona’s forehead and Mona collapsed into her arms.

***

Demonica watched through the partially opened service door as Mona swooned.

She stared intently at her niece.

“They said, ‘Death is coming’,” Kimiko whispered beside her.

“Yes. They did.”

“Your death.”

“Yes.”

Kimiko kissed Demonica’s hand. “Shall I kill her?”

“No. No, I don’t think so. If we actively go against the Church, they will send that whore Marapova after us, if not an army of priests and nuns. No. We will wait and see. I’m not ready to accept the word of my Chorus as absolute truth.”

“Everything all right?” Evilyn asked from down the hall at the elevator.

“Yes, my dear. Everything is wonderful.”

***

“What if I told you the world was going to end?” Sugar said. “What if you knew everyone was going to die, every person in every country on earth was doomed? That, one day, perhaps soon, the earth would be devoid of all human life?”

Mona was strapped naked to a reclining chair that reminded her of a dentist’s chair. It was made of chrome and black faux leather. The straps were of steel, and they held her wrists and ankles immobile. “Let me go!”

“I can’t. I would love to, but I need you to listen,” Sugar said.

They were somewhere in a deep underground laboratory with high ceilings, and the walls smelled of fresh paint.

“Did you take my aunt? Melanie Karnes? She’s missing. Did you take her?”

Sugar walked around behind Mona. “Yes. She’s here at Stallion’s.”

“Bring her to me!”

“I don’t think that’s a good idea,” Sugar said as she stroked Mona’s blonde hair.

Mona jerked her head away. “Why not?”

“Because she isn’t the same as she was when you knew her.”

“What did you do to her?!”

“She’s just different, that’s all. You’ll see her soon, I promise.”

“Did you do to her what you’re doing to me?”

Sugar sighed. “I... some yes. Can we go back to my question?”

Mona strained against the bonds. “Yeah, fine, you think it’s the end of the world? Like Jim Jones and every other half-baked crackpot on earth.”

Sugar laughed. “No, nothing like them.”

“You’re part of some doomsday cult. I get it.”

“It’s true, doctor. The world is coming to an end. But we’re doing something about it.”

“Okay, I’ll play. How is it going to end?”

“I don’t know.”

Mona laughed. “Then how do you know it’s ending?”

“I’ve seen things, doctor. Things that should be impossible. I should be impossible. A few months ago, I was a middle aged woman whose best years were behind her. Look at me now.”

“Yay for plastic surgery, you psycho bitch.”

“No, not plastic surgery.” She leaned in close. “This is real. The real me. Younger, taller, stronger. I can’t get sick, I don’t age - I will never die, doctor. I have an amplified libido that makes me crave sex constantly - something I think you understand, don’t you?”

“Some kind of aphrodisiac...”

“No, I injected your left ovary with something called slutifier. It’s a retrovirus that converted your ovary into a hormone factory pumping carefully balanced sex hormones into your blood stream. You are perpetually horny, doc. How does that make you feel?”

“Violated!” She jerked against the bonds. “How do you keep making me forget?”

“Another power given to me - I can manipulate your mind. I could rewrite your entire personality if I wanted.”

Mona swallowed hard.

“No. I wouldn’t, doctor. Not only have I been ordered not to, I don’t want to.” She caressed Mona’s hair. “Your mind is a masterpiece. You are far and away the smartest person I’ve ever touched with my powers. We need you, doctor.”

“Need me for what? If you have science that can repurpose human organs through genetic manipulation...”

Sugar smiled. “We have so far to go. Our methods now feel cruel. We need someone like you to make our procedures painless, to perfect them, and to push the envelope. We’re the human race 2.0, but with your help? We can be 3.0 or 100.0.”

Mona stared at her for a moment. “You are a fucking lunatic.”

Sugar laughed and climbed onto the chair with her.

“Get off me.”

“You don’t mean that. You’re about to burst with sexual tension - I can read your mind, remember?”

“I don’t want you.”

“Not what you said yesterday.”

Mona’s eyes grew wide. “No... that was...”

“A dream? A fantasy? You know it wasn’t.”

Mona shook her head. “You’re making me want to do things. You’re controlling me.”

Sugar laughed. “No, I’m not. I told you: your mind is too beautiful. I’m afraid to touch it beyond just a simple manipulation. If I hurt you? I’d never forgive myself.”

Mona swallowed. Sugar was so close to her, even the smell of her hair was intoxicating.

“Pheromones,” Sugar laughed.

“What?”

“The smell of my hair? Pheromones. If you make love to a telepath? You have to be prepared for them to inspect your thoughts... and fantasies.”

“Stop...”

“Fantasies like how much it turns you on to be strapped down helpless to this chair, naked.”

“No. You’re twisting my...”

Sugar put her finger on Mona’s lips. “Shh. Don’t lie to me. It doesn’t work.”

Mona could taste Sugar’s skin on her lips, and she wanted to kiss the digit.

Sugar smiled and gently pushed her finger between Mona’s lips. “Go on - just don’t bite me. I won’t hurt you, so don’t hurt me, okay?”

Mona felt drugged. She let Sugar’s finger slide into her mouth.

Sugar smiled as she gently pushed her finger in and out, fucking Mona’s mouth. Then she pulled the finger free.

She laid her head beside Mona’s on the chair and together they looked at her finger. “We’re about sensuality, doctor. My caste wants to make people happy, especially Professional Caste like you’re going to be. Imagine what it will be like? No more loneliness, just fantasy, fulfilled.”

She lowered her finger gently and caressed Mona’s clit.

Mona shuddered.

“You don’t have to be afraid. We really are trying to save the world. We want you to join us.” She did slow circles with her moist fingertip over Mona’s clit.

“Butch. I want...”

“Yes. You’re going to be together. I promise you, doctor.”

Mona leaned her head back and moaned as the warmth in her crotch spread to her whole body.

A moment later, she screamed as she came in Sugar’s arms.

***

Bobbie Palmer pounded on Mona’s door at the Holiday Inn Express. “Mona! Open the door!”

An old man peeked out at her from next door.

Bobbie was wearing her exercise outfit: purple lycra leggings with matching sneakers and a sports bra.

She glanced at the old man. “Mind your business.”

The old man shut the door.

She pounded again. “Mona! Are you in there?”

“She left,” the old man said, his voice muffled behind his door.

“When?”

“Late. Like two or three in the morning.”

“Jesus,” Bobbie spat. “Hey, Pops, where’s the nearest porn store?”

“What?!”

She rapped her knuckles on his door. “Porn store! You know, where old pervs like you get their jerk off material?”

The old man was silent for a moment. “Stallion’s Adult Video up on the interstate. Maybe five miles.”

“Thanks, Pops,” Bobbie said and went to her car.

***

“What you’re talking about is sexual slavery,” Mona said.

“Hardly that,” Sugar said. 

Mona was walking around the newly constructed Level 10 laboratory. The equipment was top drawer, everything from more advanced CRISPR type systems to electron microscopes and things she didn’t even know existed. The tech was decades ahead of her Manhattan lab.

And the mad scientist in her was intrigued. She felt horrible guilt over it, but it was there, nonetheless. 

She stood in front of massive glass cylinders over ten feet tall filled with pink or blue fluid. “What are these?”

“Transformation tubes. They’re safer and gentler than our previous methods.”

“You put people in these?”

“They’re controlled by an AI – its abilities are limited. We’ll need a surgeon to take control of the process, but we have no doctor yet.”

“You psychos are going to drown people in pink and blue goo.”

“Not if we have the right doctor.”

Mona laughed. “This isn’t medicine. This isn’t science. This is science without oversight, without conscience, without a soul...”

“Then join us and give us those things, doctor. Help us save the world, Mona.”

“Turn off the sales pitch, I’m getting a headache.”

Sugar smiled. “Sexually frustrated again? So soon?”

“Shut up.” Mona flushed beet red. “I’m in control of my body. I’m not a slave to my libido like you.”

“You have to admit it’s fun though.”

“So, your guru waved his magic dick and poof! All of you believe you have to save the world by turning half the people on earth into sex slaves for the other half?”

Sugar laughed. “I am no slave, doctor.”

“No, you’re worse. You’re the slave master. You and that brute upstairs.”

“That brute has a name. It’s Ray. He’s kind and loving and gentle. We are masters and mistresses in name only.”

Mona shook her head. “Tell that to your victims.”

“Yes, doctor. It’s not perfect. The system isn’t perfect. We’re not perfect. We do bad things for good reasons...”

“You do bad things for NO reason, Sugar! Did it ever occur to you that your god is lying to you?!”

“Of course it has! I was transformed against my will, doctor. My original personality was suppressed. I have nightmares that she’s still inside me somewhere, terrified.”

Mona grabbed Sugar’s hands and squeezed. “Then why in the fuck do you believe in this?”

Sugar smiled and shook her head. “I just do, Mona. I believe it with all my heart. I know that if we don’t do these things the human race will die.”

Mona shook her head. “Fucking zealot. Enjoy your fucking Kool-Aid. I don’t want any part of this.”

“Don’t say that yet,” Sugar whispered.

“It’s bad enough what you’ve done to me to this point. I’m cursing. Angry. I’m not like that, Sugar. I’m soft spoken. Something you did to me has made me...”

“Fierce?”

“I was going to say ‘an asshole’ but ‘fierce’ is close enough.”

Sugar laughed.

“I’m not going to have a choice, am I?” Mona asked.

Sugar smiled weakly. “They won’t take no for an answer, doctor. I would, but they won’t.”

“Fuck. I’m a goddamned slave.”

Sugar shook her head. “It doesn’t have to be like that.”

“No, I just have to be your resident mad scientist. I just have to take innocent people and put them in glass tubes for you. Turn them into fetish models and whores for the amusement factor.”

“This is going to happen whether you are part of it or not, doctor. You are standing in front of a tidal wave, and you are either going to ride that wave or be crushed by it.”

Mona shook her head. “When do I get to see Aunt Melanie?”

Sugar closed her eyes. “Later today.”

“Jesus, what the fuck did you do to her? Give her tits as big as Volkswagen’s? Two pussies?”

Sugar shook her head. “Just... later, okay?”

***

Being the Hellstorm’s girlfriend had its perks. Chief among them? The things in the cavern that ate human flesh and / or blood (and there were lots of them) left her alone.

But Ciara stuck close to Eve just to be safe.

The needle toothed blind things and lizard people were bad enough, but the bat things always looked like they wanted to snack on her.

Earlier, one of the coeds had died during transformation.

And Ciara had kind of thought she was lucky to be out of this nightmare. Death would have been preferable to some of Demonica’s ‘experiments’.

Then, of course, the dead girl had staggered to her feet and stumbled away.

There was no escape from Demonica... which is exactly what Demonica said when the dead girl got up and walked away.

Ciara would give anything to escape from Demonica.

But she knew Eve would not leave.

That’s the way love worked. Ciara loved Eve, and she would never leave her.

Eve loved Demonica, even though she was Satan’s scum sucking bitch concubine.

She giggled when she though that, and instantly regretted it because Demonica looked up from where she was working on a girl and scowled at her. 

Ciara was unsure if she was scowling because she had heard her giggle, or because she had read Ciara’s mind and knew about the ‘scum sucking bitch’ comment.

“Both,” Demonica said without looking up, and that put the question to bed.

Ciara cowered behind Eve.

“What are you doing to her?” Eve asked and nodded toward the naked girl on the altar.

Demonica looked at the open book Kimiko held beside her. “She’s called an Incubatrix.”

Ciara looked gingerly around Eve.

The girl on the altar had been taller before, but now she seemed... squished. Her arms, legs, and torso were smaller. Her skin had a bronze pallor.

The face hadn’t been pretty to begin with, but now it was pinched and shrunken.

It had a sixteen inch cock grafted onto its groin with thick pendulous balls.

“What’s an Incubatrix?” Ciara whispered.

“She is infected with demons, filled with them in fact,” Demonica said. “And, when she fucks someone, her cum introduces demons into her victims. They become possessed and will do our bidding.”

“Eww,” Ciara whispered.

Demonica sighed. “Honestly, Evilyn. Put her somewhere I don’t have to hear her.”

Evilyn smiled down at Ciara and shook her head.

Ciara mouthed the word ‘Sorry’ at Evilyn.

“She’s just curious, Demonica. She’s very intelligent.”

Ciara smiled.

“I would prefer her silent. Better yet, comatose.” Demonica stood up straight.

Ciara had to admit, though Demonica was mean as a sack of cobras, she was astoundingly beautiful.

“Thank you,” Demonica said.

Ciara rolled her eyes. She really hated telepaths.

Demonica picked up the small form of the Incubatrix and lay her on the floor.

The Chorus lay back down on the altar, making a pentagram with their legs once again.

They were only a few hours away from giving birth again.

Ciara looked around the room that now seemed to be crawling with Eyeless. She wondered how many Demonica needed, and what she was planning to do with them.

If Demonica read those thoughts, she gave no indication. “Chorus, were you referring to my niece, Mona, when you said, ‘Death is coming’?”

“Death is here,” they said in unison.

“How will she kill me?”

Ciara and Evilyn looked at each other in confusion.

“Demonica, what are you talking about?” Evilyn asked.

Demonica held up her hand. “Something they said yesterday. They said death was coming for me, and then Mona showed up.” She leaned on the altar. “Chorus, how will Mona kill me?”

They were silent.

“Goddamn you! Answer me!”

They didn’t even flinch.

Demonica sighed and shook her head.

“Kill her,” Kimiko whispered.

Ciara squeezed Evilyn’s hand.

“Don’t be ridiculous,” Demonica said. “Why should I believe these walking wombs? No, Mona would never hurt me - she couldn’t kill anyone or anything. She’s a doctor. And, beyond that? I have use for her.”

***

Bobbie Palmer stepped through the front door of Stallion’s Adult Video and stared at the girl in the robot outfit.

“Welcome to Stallion’s Adult Video, rubbing one out or spanking your monkey, we got you covered,” the robot girl said. The label on her outfit read ‘Rita’.

“Really? That’s your sales pitch?”

“I’m experimenting with advertising.”

Bobbie squinted at her. “Keep experimenting.”

The inner door buzzed, and Bobbie stepped inside the store.

It was like any other porn store she had been in: racks of dildos and cheap lingerie, ads for lube and porn movies.

An immense hulk of a man was standing behind the counter.

She walked over to him. “I’m looking for my wife.”

The man smiled. “Spicing things up in the bedroom? Good for you.”

“Um, no. Well, of course we do, but I’m just trying to find her. Thin, blonde about my age? Really, super pretty.”

The man paused and then shook his head. “No, I haven’t seen anyone like that. I can check with my other cashier. Give me a moment?”

Bobbie nodded and walked over to a dildo display.

She had tried for over an hour to call Mona’s cell, but it kept going to voicemail.

***

Ray stepped back from the counter and pulled out his cell phone.

“Yeah?” Sugar asked.

“Bobbie Palmer is here. She’s looking for the doc,” Ray whispered.

“I see.”

“You want to bring her up?”

“I need to talk to Havana. Stall.”

***

Mona was studying an electron microscope like a car nut examined a Ferrari.

“I have to make a call. I’ll be right back,” Sugar said.

“Listen, I need to leave soon. My wife is meeting me at the motel.”

“Just a second, I promise.”

***

“Absolutely not,” the nun said on the cell phone.

“But she’s on the approved list for Professional Caste!” Sugar said.

“Dr. Mona Karnes is on the list. Bobbie Palmer is still under review.”

“Review?! What kind of fucking review?”

“Have you seen her? She’s a celebrity. There is interest in her from certain circles for Whore Caste.”

“What certain circles?” Sugar said gritting her teeth.

“I’m not at liberty to say.”

“I want to talk to a mother superior.”

“There isn’t one available. This comes from the highest authority, Mistress Sugar Tits.”

“Whose authority?!”

“The. Highest.”

Sugar stared a hole in the floor. “Are you telling me Sister herself has promised Bobbie Palmer to someone?”

“I haven’t told you anything, Mistress.”

“She did, didn’t she? Some politician she needed to buy? Some congressman or senator with an amazon fetish...”

“I can’t comment on your speculation, Mistress.”

“Well, take this comment back with you: Dr. Mona Karnes is one of the greatest medical minds in the world, and the only way I can pull her into the Church is by telling her she gets to spend eternity with her fucking wife! Otherwise, I have to go into that beautiful brain and start cutting while praying I’m not cutting out something that’s needed. So, you fucking ask Sister if turning Bobbie Palmer into a sex slave for some fat Washington slob is worth losing Dr. Mona Karnes!?” She hung up.

Sugar was shaking. She was squeezing the phone so hard it began to flex in her hand.

Everything was going wrong! First Evelyn and now this?

She called Ray.

***

“Yeah, I understand.” Ray ended the call. “Hey, Miss? I’m sorry. My other cashier hasn’t seen her either.”

“They’re sure?” Bobbie asked.

Ray took a deep breath. “Yeah, sorry. But we’ll keep an eye out for her. If you want to leave your number, we’ll call you if she comes in.”

***

Ray and Rita rode the elevator down to Level 9.

“Explain this to me,” Rita said through her throat speaker.

“Demonica’s not answering her cell. We can’t take Dr. Karnes into the cave to meet her, so we need to go in and get Demonica to go to Level 10.”

“Why do you need me?”

“Because Sugar is staying with the doc.”

“Yeah, I get that, but why do I have to go with you?” Rita asked. She studied his face. “You’re scared.”

“The fuck I am.”

“Yeah, you’re scared. Big, bad WhoreMaster is scared of the demon chick.”

Ray shook his head and smirked. “Yeah, that’s it, Rita. I’m scared. You got me.”

She looked at him with her expressionless, glass eyes. “You know if I have the opportunity? I’ll push you into the lava.”

“Why would you do that?”

“You ruined my fucking life.”

“Sugar told you not to buy the Bimbonix Harvester, did everything but twist your arm...”

“How the fuck was I supposed to know it would ‘harvest’ my fucking brain and shove it in this sex doll? Huh? I came in the store to buy a fucking vibrator, you fucking Neanderthal.”

“Look we’re all victims of the goddamned Church one way or another.”

She laughed. “Yeah, you’re fucking suffering. Body like Atlas with a sixteen inch dick. Try walking around in a mannequin’s body with a rubber cunt, you motherfucker.”

“Fuck, Rita! How many times do I have to tell you I’m sorry? I didn’t design the fucking thing, the eggheads in Havana did. And yeah, okay, you’re in a plastic body, but you’re beautiful and you’re going to live forever.”

She turned away.

The doors opened on Level 9.

They both looked at the wide blood stain on the floor.

“Fuck me,” Ray whispered.

“Those were the Church Agents?”

“I guess,” Ray said.

Rita nodded. “Okay. While we’re in there? You watch my back and I’ll watch yours.”

“Thought you were going to shove me in the lava?”

“Later. Enemy of my enemy is my friend and all that happy shit.”

“Yeah, I hear ya.”

***

Sugar walked back into the lab.

“I need to leave,” Mona said.

“I’m arranging for you to see your aunt,” Sugar said.

Mona stared at her. “Really?!”

Sugar nodded. “Listen, she’s different, okay? She’s... changed.”

“You keep saying that, but you don’t tell me how.”

“It’ll be easier to show you.” Sugar smiled. “She’s... well, she’s my wife.”

Mona frowned. “I’m sorry, what?”

Sugar nodded. “We call it wife, but we don’t really have that concept. WhoreMasters like Ray can have up to twelve in his coven. Your aunt and I are members of that coven.”

Mona laughed and shook her head. “Uh, that’s not right. Melanie is straight. She had a hard enough time accepting I was a lesbian, much less being one herself.”

Then Mona stopped smiling. “Oh, my God! You made her bisexual?”

“It’s a long story. Things got complicated.”

“You used mind control on my aunt and turned her into a bisexual?!”

“It’s more of a natural state for most women.”

“The fuck it is! Do you listen to yourself? There’s nothing ‘natural’ about reaching into somebody’s brain and flipping their ‘bi’ switch, or pressing their ‘queer’ button, or turning their ‘heterosexual’ knob.”

Sugar grinned. “Nice imagery.”

“Shut up! These things you’re doing? They’re wrong.”

“She’s happy, doctor.”

“How the fuck do you know?”

“Because I knew her. The way she was. Before.”

Mona stared at her. “Jesus. You’re her, aren’t you. You’re Angela Owens, the UPS driver.”

Sugar shrugged. “Told you I was middle aged.”

“God. You were her friend. How could you do this to her? How could you abduct her if you were her friend?”

“Angela was her friend. And I remember enough about Angela to know that Melanie Karnes was depressed and lonely and... she used to cry. All the time. And I remember this because they... we... used to cry together over a fifth of Jack and reminisce about the lives we never fucking had.”

“But you think she’s happier now.”

Sugar laughed. “Definitely. She sure as fuck doesn’t cry over her Jack Daniels anymore.”

***

Monsters were real. 

And why not? Rita thought. Gods were real and goddesses. And sex robots.

So, why not the monsters that dodged in and out of the darkness around them as they passed through the cavern?

She got glimpses of glowing eyes, of sharp claws and teeth, of scales and fur and slimy skin.

All of this in a day using the coeds as building materials and in some cases incubators.

A hand reached out of the darkness and ran up her inner thigh. A cool, scaled hand touched her rubber pussy lips under the skirt. She shrieked.

Her reaction time was ten times that of a human.

But somehow Ray was faster.

He leaped over her, driving his fist down into the darkness.

Something popped, something wet gave way and the hand fell away from her artificial sex.

“You okay?” Ray asked as he flicked green blood off his fist.

“What the fuck was it?” Rita whispered.

“I dunno, some kind of lizardy snakey thing. You sure it didn’t hurt you?” His hands were in her electric pink hair, brushing it away from her face. Touching her tenderly, like she was a real woman and not a doll.

She shrugged away. “Yeah. Fine. Let’s go.”

***

Bobbie Palmer tried to use her cell phone in Stallion’s parking lot, but found she had no service.

She stared at the cinderblock building.

If she had no reception, how did they?

She shook her head and pulled out.

She drove back onto the interstate.

A lone Church Agent stepped around a construction vehicle and watched her drive away. “Target has exited the area,” he said into his earpiece.

The Worker Caste lumbered out of their hiding spots and resumed their toils.

***

“Ray, what a pleasant surprise,” Demonica said. She was leaning against the altar while Kimiko and the Incubatrix sucked her Futa cock and balls.

Behind her, the Chorus was once again giving birth.

“Jesus,” Ray whispered.

The Incubatrix stopped sucking Demonica’s balls and hissed, slobber running down her small chin.

“She doesn’t like people invoking Christianity, do you darling?”

The creature purred and cooed before clambering back between Demonica’s legs and finding her pussy.

“Mmm,” Demonica purred.

Ciara and Evilyn stood nearby. The redhead looked nervous.

A crowd of eyeless and lizard creatures took up positions behind Rita and Ray.

Demonica smiled. “I see you met my pets.”

“Killed one that got a little too friendly,” Ray said.

Demonica shrugged. “I have more.”

“Yeah, I can see that,” Ray said. “Sugar wants you to come down to Level 10. The doc wants to see you.”

“Oh, my darling niece. Tell me, have you fucked her yet?” Demonica asked as she encouraged Kimiko to deepthroat her.

“Yeah, as a matter of fact.”

“Bet she’s tight,” Demonica laughed.

“You going down there or not?” Ray asked.

“Yes, I miss my sweet niece. She’s a lesbian, you know? Loves pussy.” She reached down and grabbed the Incubatrix’s hair and pushed her against her cunt. “Until I found the Church, I couldn’t relate. Now, I can see the appeal.”

Ray looked at the crowd of monsters behind him. “Don’t keep Sugar waiting.”

“Never! I love her so much,” Demonica laughed.

Ray and Rita backed out of the room as the monsters stepped aside.

***

Ray and Rita walked back to the hole leading to Level 9. The monsters kept their distance.

Ray stepped through and held out his hand to Rita.

“What are you doing?” Rita asked.

“I don’t know. It’s a step down. I just thought...”

“You thought I needed help? Why do you do that, Ray?”

“Uh, do what?”

“Treat me like I’m a person?”

“You are a person, Rita.” He held out his hand again and she ignored it.

She stepped lightly onto the floor. “I don’t need your pity.”

“Pity? What the fuck are you talking about?”

She shook her head. “Look, asshole, I’m not a real person, understand?” She held up her hand. “See? Plastic, Ray.”

“Yeah, okay. I get that. But Rita Gaia Blotchley is inside that plastic. Her brain is in there. Her soul is in there. Everything she is? It’s inside this, actually very pretty body.”

“And, what? You care about the me inside this body, Ray?”

He stared at her. “Of course I do. I care about you, Rita. I love you.”

She burst out laughing. “You? Love? You freaks don’t know the first thing about love. You’re ugly inside, Ray. Nothing but dead things. I fucking hate you and Sugar - you know, at least Demonica is honest about being a fucking monster. You and Sugar? You just lie to yourselves. You don’t love anybody, Ray. Certainly not me.” She pushed past him.

He watched her as she walked to the elevator.

“Next time you need someone to watch your back in the monster cave? Pick somebody else. Because I swear to Christ I’ll push you in the goddamned lava next time,” she said.

***

The elevator doors opened on Level 10.

And, when they did, Sugar was prepared for Mona’s reaction.

At the sight of Demonica, the demoness once known as Melanie Karnes, Mona stumbled backward into Sugar’s arms.

“Mona, she calls herself Demonica now, but she is still Melanie Karnes. Still your aunt,” Sugar said.

“My darling niece. How good to see you?” Demonica said as she stepped out of the elevator followed by Evilyn in her pale blonde form and Ciara.

“What? No... no, this can’t... her eyes,” Mona whispered.

“Don’t you like them?” Demonica said. She blinked rapidly, the glowing orange and yellow eyes flashing as she did.

“I don’t understand it completely either, doctor,” Sugar whispered.

“The voice is deeper, but the shape of the face is the same,” Mona whispered. She stood up straight. “Melanie, what did they do to you?”

“Who? Sugar? Oh, well, let’s see. She turned me into a bisexual slut, and then she transformed me into a dominatrix. Let me think, what was it like? Hmm, I suppose it could best be described as putting my brain through a meat grinder and pushing the meat back into my skull.”

Mona turned and glared at Sugar.

“I made mistakes, doctor.”

“Oh, it was no mistake, niece,” Demonica said. “They did exactly what they meant to do to me. It was Morpheus who had other plans. He made me what you see now.”

“And what are you exactly, Demonica?” Sugar asked.

“Hmm, well. You know the fairy tales tell us that Satan was God’s favorite angel, but that he turned on God and was cast out? I think that’s a lie. If we accept that God is perfect, how could he make such a mistake? No, I think God made Satan to serve a purpose - he punishes the wicked so God doesn’t get His hands dirty. And my god made me to find a different way to save the world just in case the Church fails. I’m the hammer in case the carrot doesn’t entice.”

“Morpheus told you that?” Sugar asked.

“Not in so many words, but he did set me on a path of self-discovery - oh, sorry about your coeds, I’m afraid I’ve used them up. So many successful experiments.” She stepped aside and pointed at Evilyn. “Take Evilyn here. Isn’t she exquisite?”

Evilyn blushed.

“You see, Mona, the Church had planned to make Evilyn like Sugar, but she chose to be like me. Show her, darling.”

“I’d rather not, if it’s okay,” Evilyn said.

“Don’t be shy! Oh, Mona, I have a book written by Morpheus himself. It details genetic manipulation on a scale you can’t even imagine. It’s so advanced, it’s like magic. Go on, Evilyn, show her.”

Evilyn shimmered and wavered.

Mona shrank back again.

Evilyn stood in her demon form, her wings spread out behind her.

“Isn’t she beautiful?” Demonica whispered.

Mona stared in disbelief. “Wings? Do they work?”

Demonica smiled and knelt beside Mona. “Honestly? We don’t know. I see no reason why not, but we’ll need to test - hers as well as mine.”

“You have wings?” Mona asked.

Demonica shrugged and the wings unfolded from her back.

Mona touched the membranous bat wings.

Demonica took her hand. “I know this is confusing, but I really am your Aunt Melanie. I remember everything about our lives together. I’m very proud of you, Mona.”

“It really is you?”

Demonica hugged her. “Yes, it is. Come with me to my floor, Mona. I have things to show you. You have more options than what Sugar has told you.”

Ciara caught Sugar’s eye. The cheerleader whore mouthed the word, ‘No’.

Sugar nodded. “Havana says Mona isn’t to go with you, Demonica.”

Demonica glared at Sugar. “Do they?”

“She is to be Professional Caste.”

“I doubt that. I think my mandate from Morpheus overrules the Church...”

Sugar smiled. “I doubt they would agree. But, if you like, I can contact Mistress Marapova and ask her opinion on it.”

Demonica matched her smile. “Oh, I see no reason to involve Mistress Marapova.”

“No, I doubt you do.”

Demonica stroked Mona’s cheek. “Don’t let them bully you, Mona. They can be cruel, but the choice is yours.”

***

As she drove away from Stallion’s, Bobbie kept an eye on her phone.

One hundred yards from the little hillside where Stallion’s stood, she had five bars of signal.

Blocking, she thought. Something on the hillside was blocking cell signals - but the cell phone the giant behind the counter carried worked just fine.

She turned around and drove back, pulling off at the exit.

Sure enough, the cell signal disappeared as soon as she approached the hill.

She didn’t slow down, she simply pulled back onto the interstate and stopped at the next exit, a mile away.

She parked in a supermarket parking lot.

Bobbie tried Mona’s cell once more.

Straight to voicemail again.

Maybe Mona’s cell was off?

Or maybe she was somewhere inside Stallion’s, her cell blocked.

She got out of the car and dialed her cell.

“Detective Kennedy, NYPD,” she answered.

“Detective, it’s Bobbie Palmer. I followed your advice and drove to Ithaca. I can’t find Mona.”

“Where are you exactly?”

“Near that porn store, Stallion’s. Did you know it’s a cellular dead zone?”

“Yes, we thought that was odd too, but Stallion’s checked out - I mean it’s a mob front, but all porn stores are. These guys traffic in drugs and extortion, not abducted women. Stallion’s just launders money for the New York families. For the mob, they’re almost legit.”

“I’m going to go back out there and look for her. I wanted to know if I should call the local cops?”

Kennedy was quiet.

“Detective?”

Kennedy sighed. “No. Don’t do that.”

“They’re dirty?”

“I never said that, okay Miss Palmer? I don’t know anything for sure, but... don’t call them. Listen, I’m in the middle of stuff here. My partner and I can be up there tomorrow. Just go back to the motel and wait for us, okay?”

“Yeah, if this was your wife, what would you do?”

Kennedy sighed.

“That’s what I thought. If something happens to me? You know where I went.”

“Shit,” Kennedy said as Bobbie closed the call.

Bobbie grabbed her backpack out of the trunk and tossed her cell inside.

Then she put on the backpack and started jogging down the street. A few minutes later, she crossed into the woods on her way to Stallion’s.

***

“I’m not getting a whole ‘love vibe’ from my aunt for you, Sugar,” Mona said.

“I know.”

The two of them were standing in the hallway on Level 10, still staring at the elevator doors where Melanie Karnes, now calling herself Demonica, had returned to her lair.

“No offense, but I think your story about universal, polyamorous love might have a few holes in it.”

Sugar nodded. “I told you. It’s not perfect.” She smiled weakly. “I can’t tell you what went wrong with your aunt, exactly. All I can tell you is, the other White Witch and I were very new when we made her. We didn’t do things correctly...”

“Correctly? My aunt is some kind of demon out of Dante’s Inferno. Yeah, I would say you made a few mistakes.”

“She wasn’t like that before... okay, she was cold and calculating. We made her a dominatrix, and that’s part of the personality. But this? This is something else entirely.”

“So, my choice is between becoming Professional Caste or... some kind of imp?”

“What?! No! Mona, no.” Sugar touched her arm. “Mona, you can’t seriously be contemplating going to Level 9 with her?”

“No, I’m contemplating running.”

Sugar looked away. “You can’t run.”

“Why not?”

Sugar sighed. “I’d stop you.”

Mona laughed. “There’s no choice here, is there?”

Sugar shook her head slowly. “The Church mandated what you are to become.”

Mona shook her head. “The giggly slut I ran into in Manhattan before I left? What was her name? Raunchy Rachel - one of you, isn’t she?”

Sugar nodded. “Street Whore. She was to make initial contact and begin getting you used to the idea. It might have been months before the Church came calling.”

“But the schedule got moved up because I was poking around here?”

Sugar smiled. “You’re persistent.”

Mona frowned.

“Mona, I want you to understand. I know this sounds like slavery...”

“It doesn’t just sound like it, Sugar. It is.”

“But is it really? Mona, you know how sexually fulfilling this can be. A complete loss of inhibitions. And your work? No limits...”

“Oh, yeah, I’ll be encouraged to experiment on the unwilling with no oversight. I took an oath, Sugar. I took an oath to ‘do no harm’.”

“It’s not harm. They’re happy when we’re done...”

“Jesus! Would you listen to yourself? You’re rationalizing forced medical experimentation! You’re turning women into bimbos.”

“Men too. It’s not all girls.”

Mona laughed. “You think it’s okay because you aren’t just victimizing women?! Fuck’s sake.”

Sugar nodded. “Look, this is going to happen. You are going to join us, whether you want to or not. They will make you. You have no idea how powerful, how connected, they are. The Church is everywhere now. They own politicians, police, finance - they’re all around you. And they want you, Mona. Nothing will dissuade them from taking you.”

Mona shook her head and looked at her feet. “Bobbie. She’ll be with me?”

“I’m... working on it.”

Mona looked up in horror. “You’re working on it? What the fuck is that supposed to mean?!”

“Evidently there is some confusion above me...”

“Tell them if they want me? She and I are a package deal. Understand? I’ll kill myself before I let them take her away. I mean it.”

“I already told them that. Give me time, and I’ll make this right. I promise.”

***

The Incubatrix hid in a space beneath the loading dock, unseen as the late afternoon became evening. She was just a few inches over three feet tall, so the cramped space was comfy for her, though the late day sun had warmed the narrow space to the uncomfortable point.

She was sweating down her ass crack and she scratched at her thick hairless balls as drops of salty sweat dripped from them onto the concrete.

She was a simple creature - a far cry from the honors student she had been. She had no memory of Kathy Morgan, Sophomore majoring in Botany at Ithaca College.

To the Incubatrix, she hadn’t existed prior to last night. Even though Kathy had cried out in terror as Demonica had stripped away her identity and memories.

She squatted on her haunches and waited.

The voices in her head entertained her.

They said nasty, vile things that almost made the Incubatrix giggle. She stroked her fat cock and licked her lips.

Demonica’s orders had been simple: wait for someone to come to the loading dock alone and drag them down to the cavern. Not one of the transformed - humans only.

And try not to be seen doing it.

This last part would be simple.

There was a series of air ducts rising up from the subterranean levels. One of those ran under the loading dock. It had been a simple matter to cut a hole in the aluminum with her sharp claws.

She would drag her prey back through the duct work and down to Level 9.

She had asked Demonica if she could fuck them first.

This had resulted in a backhand from the Mistress.

No fucking.

Though Mistress said she might allow the Incubatrix to play with some of the victims so long as she behaved. They would, after all, want to possess some individuals.

The voices in her head giggled at that thought.

They were in a hurry to get squirted into host bodies.

One of them whispered something naughty to her, and it caused her to laugh.

She jerked her thick cock furiously and shot black cum on the concrete.

***

“You’re just going to let me go?” Mona asked.

She was in the sex shop with Sugar and Ray.

“Yes,” Sugar said. “Please don’t call the authorities. You’ll make the Church angry, and they’ll punish you.”

“What if I just make a run for it?”

Ray shook his head. “Sorry, doc. They’ll find ya. Believe me. You can’t run and you can’t hide from these people.”

Sugar took her hand. “Talk to Bobbie about it.”

“And what if they won’t let us stay together?”

“I’ll fix this, Mona. You have my word. I’ll call in Maria Marapova. They’ll listen to her.”

“Who’s she?” Mona asked.

“Scariest motherfucker on earth,” Ray said. “I’m serious. Not one thing on Level 9 scared me like that amazon does.”

“She’s a White Witch made by Morpheus’s own hand,” Sugar said.

Mona sighed and let go of Sugar’s hand.

She walked out and the inner door shut behind her.

“This fucking sucks,” Sugar whispered.

***

Ray had moved Mona’s car behind the store last night, and he had retrieved it for her a few minutes before 4:00 PM.

Mona got in and left the lot at 4:17.

And that made all the difference.

If Mona had waited just five more minutes, or if Bobbie had started out jogging through the Ithaca countryside five minutes earlier, they would have met in that parking lot.

They would have embraced there and kissed. Mona would have complained about Bobbie’s face being sweaty, and they both would have cried in relief over finding each other.

But that’s not what happened. Bobbie was five minutes too late, or Mona five minutes too fast, and, because of that timing, everything was different than it would have been.

Destinies changed, people died, others went mad, and events played out in the way events do.

Because, though time can bend? It must be bent through conscious effort by someone who has the power to bend it, and though the one who could bend time cried in anguish at not being able to bend time for both Mona and Bobbie, he could find no way to save the future through this action.

Being a god sometimes sucks just as much as being a human.

That’s written somewhere in the Book of Adam, or at least it should be.

***

Bobbie Palmer lay down at the tree line and watched the movement of people around Stallion’s Adult Video. She had noticed construction vehicles when she had been there earlier, but there had been no activity.

Now, there was plenty of activity.

Perspective can be a funny thing. The construction workers looked normal when you stared down from the hillside from two hundred yards.

That is, until one of the workers stood beside one of the men in black suits who seemed to be guarding the work site.

Then you noticed that the workers were almost fifty percent taller than the men in the suits.

“That can’t be right,” Bobbie whispered as the sun began to set against the hills to the west.

As the shadows grew, she eased down the hillside, sticking to cover.

She would go in when it got dark.

She didn’t notice her cell was displaying ‘NO SIGNAL’ - she had closed to within 100 yards of Stallion’s, and her phone had been jammed.

***

“Come on, Butch. Pick up,” Mona whispered as she drove toward the motel.

“Hi, this is Bobbie. Please leave a message at the beep.” The tone sounded.

“Baby, it’s me. Sorry I’m late. I found out a lot. I’m heading back to the motel, and I really hope you’re there. Call me. I love you.”

***

When the sun went down, Bobbie decided to risk sneaking past the workers and guards.

There was a line of empty dump trucks behind the store, evidently being used to move earth from some excavation. She dodged from one hulking truck to the next.

The guards seemed to be concentrating on the front of the building and ignoring the back.

The more Bobbie saw, the more she was convinced Mona was in trouble. Who had a private security force protecting a porn shop? And where do you get eight foot tall construction workers?

She ran to the rear of the store.

There was a loading dock there.

And she almost ran headlong into one of the giants.

She fell backward and tried to scramble away on her hands and knees like a crab.

The bald man stared down at her, his eyes glassy like a shark’s.

His expression was blank.

Bobbie almost screamed when the man reached down and offered his hand.

She stared at it for a moment, and then realized he meant to help her up.

She took the dinner plate sized paw and he lifted her to her feet.

“Th... Thank you.”

He stared at her with the same dull expression and then stepped around her to continue whatever task he was intent on performing.

“Jesus,” she whispered as he lumbered away.

She ran up the ramp to the loading dock and across a steel grate in the floor.

Then she was falling forward on her face.

She landed on her hands and spun around.

The grate was lifted up and tossed aside by two bronze colored, tiny hands.

It rose from under the grate and sat on its haunches on the concrete.

The creature was naked and small, as if someone had taken a full grown person and crushed it down to something just over three feet tall. The big breasts marked it as female, but the thick cock and balls that dangled between its chubby thighs made it clear that it was decidedly masculine.

It smiled at her as it rocked on its heels. “You come with me,” it hissed.

“The fuck are you supposed to be?”

It laughed and stuck out a tongue at least a foot long. The tip waved like a serpent’s head reacting to a snake charmer’s flute.

Bobbie leapt to her feet and took up a boxer’s stance. “I really don’t want to hurt a little person.”

The creature scrambled on all fours and collided with Bobbie’s shins with enough force to send her tumbling forward on her face once again.

Bobbie got on her hands and knees.

Two tiny hands grabbed the back of her leggings and dragged them down her thighs.

Bobbie cried out as the long tongue slipped past her thong and between the cheeks of her ass. It licked her asshole.

She scrambled to her feet and yanked the leggings back up.

The little shemale cackled. “Mmm, yummy. Nice and salty and sweaty.”

“Oh, I’m kicking your ass now, bitch.”

Bobbie feinted with her left foot and then brought her right up and down in an axe kick to the top of the creature’s head.

But it never connected.

The little left hand shot up and grabbed Bobbie’s ankle.

She tore off Bobbie’s tennis shoe and laughed.

Her tongue shot out and licked Bobbie’s toes.

“Fuck! Gross!” She tried to yank her foot back, but the hand was like a vise on her ankle.

The thing giggled as its tongue slid further and further out of its mouth.

It slid up her leg, circling her calf and proceeding up her thigh.

“Fuck! What the fuck are you?”

The creature laughed, it’s voice muffled by its own tongue. The tip reached Bobbie’s crotch and probed at the seam in the fabric.

“What? No!”

The fabric stretched as the tip of the tongue pressed harder and harder.

“Stop!”

The fabric ripped and the tongue touched Bobbie’s panties only momentarily before deftly slipping past them and into her wet pussy.

Bobbie’s eyes rolled back in her head. “Fuck. What are you doing to me?”

She was on fire, the tongue was pulsing and throbbing inside her.

The little monster let go of her ankle and rose slowly, the extra length of its tongue retracting as it stood up.

Its hands closed on her buttocks and tore the leggings in two.

Bobbie stood naked other than the sports bra, one shoe, and the thong panties that had been pushed to the side.

The tongue slipped out of her and back into the creature’s mouth.

Bobbie was breathing hard, unable to move. “What... did you do?” It was hard to concentrate.

“Stung you, deep in your pretty pussy. Feels good, doesn’t it?” The creature hissed.

“Yesss... No! No. Let me go.”

“Can’t. Want to fuck you. Can’t do that either. Time to go now. Lie down.”

Bobbie obeyed lying down on her back.

“You’re long. This will be hard,” the creature whispered as she grabbed Bobbie’s ankles and dragged her toward the grate.

Bobbie tried feebly to hold onto the edge of the concrete as the thing dragged her under the loading dock.

“Shh. Stop. Let go,” the creature hissed.

Bobby let go and disappeared under the grate.

The monster closed it behind them.

***

“So, my niece has spurned me,” Demonica said in the gloom of the altar room.

“What do you mean?” Evilyn asked. She was holding Demonica’s hand.

“She chose the Church over me. If she hadn’t, she would have come here by now. I can’t help her now.”

Evilyn couldn’t tell if Demonica was truly upset or simply being overly dramatic. It was impossible to tell when the demoness was lying.

Demonica lowered her face and looked mischievous. “It would be easy for you to tell if you just read my mind like I read yours. You can, you know?”

Evilyn smiled. “You don’t have to read my mind. I’m an open book for you. I won’t keep secrets from you, Demonica.”

“Really? How boring.” She smiled. “I like some mystery, don’t you?”

“Are you really upset because she didn’t choose to come here?”

“Yes. I truly am. I find the Whore Caste to be hypocrites and the Church are fools. There is only one way to subdue mankind: by the whip and chain. We must make them fear us, only then will they worship us as their true masters.”

Evilyn stared at her. “Is that what you want? You want them to worship us?”

“Don’t you think they should?” Demonica asked. She pulled her loin dress aside exposing her Futa cock. “Am I not a goddess? Aren’t you?”

Evilyn reached out and stroked the veined member with the claw of her right index finger.

Demonica smiled wickedly at her.

Evilyn reached the head of Demonica’s cock and drew her claw across the ridge.

Demonica gasped as her cock began to harden.

“Yes. Everyone should worship you. But you don’t need the whip or the chain. You are the most beautiful creature on earth,” Evilyn said as she leaned forward and kissed Demonica’s dark lips.

The demoness kept her eyes closed even as Evilyn ended the kiss.

She opened them slowly, and her expression was almost sorrowful. “Sometimes I think... I could be happy without any of this, so long as I had you.”

Evilyn smiled. “I know I could be happy.”

Evilyn caught sight of Kimiko out of the corner of her eye.

She was scowling at them.

“Mistress! I found one!” The Incubatrix cackled as she dragged something along the stone floor toward the altar.

***

Mona had showered when she got back to the motel room. She expected Bobbie would be there by the time she got out.

But it had been two hours and Bobbie was nowhere to be found.

She looked out the window as the streetlights came on in the motel parking lot. “Where the fuck are you, Butch?”

***

“Did you fuck her?” The deep, sultry voice said.

“No. You said no. I didn’t. Licked. Stung. Not fuck.” The creature that time.

“What’s wrong with her?” A third woman asked.

“She’s high on Incubatrix venom. It’s an aphrodisiac.”

Bobbie’s eyes fluttered open. It was dark in the room, she was lying on something hard, and her head was spinning.

Faces looked down at her, but she couldn’t see them clearly.

“There she is. That’s my Bobbie,” the sultry voice said. It sounded familiar.

“Mel... Melanie?”

“Yes, dear?”

“Where am I?”

“Hell, darling.”

Bobbie opened her eyes wide.

And she screamed.

The woman looking down at her was Melanie Karnes. The face was the same general shape, the voice was the same.

But she had eyes that were lit with fire, dark crimson skin, fangs, and demon horns.

“Bobbie, don’t scream, dear. Everything is as it should be.”

The small creature from the loading dock was sitting beside her on the stone with a grin on her scrunched face.

A demon with white hair and blue eyes was staring at her as well, but while Melanie looked gleeful and the little monster looked lewdly at her, the white haired demon looked upset. “Who is she, Demonica?”

“My niece’s wife,” the Melanie demon said.

Bobbie tried to sit up.

She was chained to the stone table. “Melanie? What’s going on?”

“Well, darling, I’m a demoness now. And my minion dragged you down to my lair. Why did you come here, Bobbie?”

“I’m looking for Mona. Is she here?”

The Melanie demon slowly began to laugh. “Truly, this is Morpheus’s will. My niece resists me, but Morpheus delivers sweet Bobbie right into my hands.”

Bobbie looked from one of the nightmare creatures to the other. “Melanie, let me go.”

“Oh, I don’t think so. I need you, Bobbie.”

“Demonica,” the white haired demon whispered. “Let her go. She’s afraid.”

“Of course she’s scared,” the Melanie demon said as she loomed over Bobbie. “And she should be. Bring me the book, Kimiko.”

Someone nearby laughed.

A woman wearing a rubber gimp suit appeared beside the table with an old notebook. She smiled down at Bobbie and handed the book to Melanie.

“Why do they keep calling you Demonica?” Bobbie asked.

“It’s her name now,” the white haired demon said. “My name is Evilyn.” She leaned close and whispered. “It’s going to be okay, Bobbie.”

“No,” Demonica said. “It definitely is not going to be okay.”

Bobbie strained against the manacles.

“Kimiko?” Demonica pointed to an open page in the book.

“Yes, Mistress,” Kimiko said. She took the book and dashed away.

“When she sees what I do with you, Bobbie? Oh, she will turn away from the Church. She’ll come here. She’ll come to me.”

“Melanie, I don’t know what any of this is about?”

“Shh,” Demonica whispered as she lay down on top of her. “I’ll make everything better.”

Something was pressing against Bobbie’s thigh.

“Mel... Melanie, what are you doing?”

“Demonica, darling. Call me Demonica, or Mistress if you prefer.”

Bobbie tried to move away, but Demonica grabbed her knees and pushed them apart.

Something hard was pressing insistently against her bare pussy.

“No! Melanie, what are you...”?

Demonica kissed her, pushing her tongue deep in Bobbie’s mouth.

Bobbie stopped fighting almost instantly.

Her mind filled with erotic images: Demonica mounting her, taking her, driving a long, thick cock deep inside her.

She gasped and moaned into Demonica’s mouth as the demoness did just that. The cock went deep inside her, stretching her, fucking her.

Evilyn stared down at them, her face a mask of concern.

Then Bobbie closed her eyes and let the demoness make love to her.

***

“Do you see?” Ciara whispered. “Do you see now? She’s fucking her niece’s wife. She’s going to do terrible things to her, Eve. And then she’s gonna do terrible things to that doctor. We gotta do something!”

Evilyn shook her head as she watched Demonica make love to Bobbie Palmer.

The woman wasn’t struggling.

Demonica had reached down and broken the shackles with her strong hands.

Bobbie had wrapped her legs around Demonica’s waist as the demoness took her.

She moaned as she was fucked.

Kimiko emerged from the shadows with a syringe on a tray.

And a long sharp knife.

“What are you doing?” Evilyn asked.

Kimiko glared at her.

Demonica grunted with effort. “Bobbie, darling? I’m going to do things to you now. I’m going to change you into something I want. That’s okay with you, isn’t it?”

“God! Fuck! Yes! Whatever you want!” Bobbie laughed.

“You see? It’s what she wants,” Demonica said as she thrust harder into Bobbie.

“She’s mind controlling her! The real Bobbie is terrified,” Ciara whispered.

“Demonica, what are you going to do to her?” Evilyn pleaded.

“The injection Kimiko. In her neck.”

Kimiko nodded and quickly pushed the long needle into Bobbie’s neck.

“Demonica!” Evilyn yelled.

Kimiko emptied the syringe and Bobbie began to convulse.

Demonica laughed. “So tight. Be ready with the knife when I cum!”

“What?! No!” Evilyn said.

She ran over and grabbed the knife away and threw it into the darkness.

Kimiko hissed at her.

Demonica never stopped thrusting. “Never mind... I’ll do it myself!”

She arched her back and came as Bobbie convulsed and screamed.

Then Demonica drew her clawed index finger across Bobbie’s throat.

***

Ciara sat against the far wall and rocked, holding her knees against her big breasts.

Evilyn stood beside her.

“We don’t hurt people,” Ciara whispered.

“She’s alive,” Evilyn whispered back.

“No, she isn’t.”

“She’s moving. She’s alive.”

Ciara looked up at her with her big doll eyes. “No, she isn’t! That’s not Bobbie moving around on that altar. You know it isn’t. She made her into a monster. Her own niece’s wife! Her family, Eve! What will it take for you to see her for what she is?”

“I’m like her.”

Ciara hugged Evilyn’s legs. “No, you aren’t! You’re good and kind. She’s a monster. She’s the fucking devil. Why can’t you see that?” Ciara cried against Evilyn’s latex boots.

Evilyn reached down and stroked Ciara’s red hair.

Demonica was staring at them.

Then she turned and knelt in front of the Incubatrix. “When she wakes up? She’ll be hungry. I need you to find something for her.”

The Incubatrix laughed. “Can I fuck it first?”

Demonica laughed. “Yes. You’ve been a good girl, and you deserve a treat. Just make sure what you bring back is healthy.”

“Yes, Mistress,” the Incubatrix giggled and waddled away into the darkness.

Ciara tugged on Evilyn’s boot. 

She looked down.

“If you don’t do something, we’re all gonna die.”

***

Mona was growing more and more distraught.

It was almost midnight when she left the motel and headed back toward Stallion’s.

She pulled off onto the exit ramp.

Mona slammed on the brakes when she saw two eyes staring at her from the bushes across the road. They had been reflected in the headlights.

No sooner had she stopped than the eyes turned away from her headlights and ducked away into the gloom.

Mona continued up the hill to the porn store.

She parked and walked through the front door.

Rita looked up at her. “Welcome to Stallion’s Adult Video, where we have everything to help you stroke and diddle.”

“Keep working on it,” Mona said.

“Yeah, nobody likes my ad copy.”

Mona stopped and looked at her. “That’s not a costume is it?”

Rita shook her head.

“They turn you into a robot or did they just build you on an assembly line?”

“Human brain, robot body.”

“Motherfuckers,” Mona whispered.

“The motherfuckeriest.”

Mona turned and went into the store.

Ray looked at her from behind the counter. “Where’s your wife?”

“That’s what I want to know.”

***

The Incubatrix ran through the woods toward the lights in the distance. Her stubby legs pumped as she dodged trees and bushes.

The woman in the car had almost seen her as she ran through the bushes.

She had thought about grabbing her for the Mistress, but the car was an obstacle. She was strong, but not strong enough to overturn a car.

The voices in the Incubatrix’s head were very excited and they were all talking at once - one or more of them were going to get injected into a host soon, so they were all a titter.

She had to shush them every once in a while so she could concentrate.

She ran out of the woods and almost collided with the side of a single wide trailer.

***

Heidi Coombs stood in what passed for the trailer living room wearing the red nighty she had bought at Wal-Mart earlier in the day. “Calvin? I got something for ya.”

Calvin Coombs was leaning back in the green 1960s Naugahyde recliner with the baseball game droning on in the background.

A tower of empty beer cans was stacked higher than the recliner beside him.

“Calvin? You hear me?” She stepped around in front of the television.

Calvin was asleep, his pot belly pushing up the bottom of his yellowed wife-beater t-shirt. He snorted in his sleep.

“Calvin? Hey. Wake up.”

He stretched and farted before going back to snoring.

“Goddamn it,” she whispered and hobbled back to the bedroom on her four inch heels. They matched the nighty, ‘Color: scarlet mist’ according to the shoebox. She had done her best to match the lipstick shade from the picked over rack at Walgreens.

But he was a case of beer into a night sleeping in the recliner.

She stood in the tiny bedroom and looked at herself in the mirror. Her blonde hair came from a bottle, but her body was still good at 32. She made her lower abs flat by sucking in and turning sideways.

She could do better than Calvin Coombs. At least she could for now. All she had to do was put on her jeans and a tight t-shirt to show off the girls and she could get any man she wanted down at the bar.

Heidi sniffled and held back tears. She wouldn’t head down to the bar, of course. She might be trailer trash, but she wasn’t that kind of trailer trash.

She was faithful trailer trash.

Heidi lay down on the bed and faced the wall.

A few moments later the bedroom door cracked open and the light went off.

Heidi started to turn over. “Calvin?”

“Shh,” came the reply.

She felt him climb onto the bed. His hands caressed her sides and slid down to her buttocks.

“I thought you were passed out?”

His hand ran up the back of her thighs, lifting the nighty and rubbing her buttocks through the red lace panties.

She sighed and tried to roll toward him.

But he held her waist firmly and rolled her onto her stomach.

Then he straddled the back of her calves.

“Calvin, what are you doing?” She giggled.

“Shh,” he repeated. Then his hands closed on both sides of her waist.

He drew her gently onto her knees.

When she tried to raise her head, he pushed it back onto the pillow.

Heidi was breathing hard. He wasn’t usually this gentle. Most times he just kicked her knees apart and lay down on top of her, shoving his little cock inside and pumping.

This time he was taking his time.

“What’s got into you?” Heidi moaned.

“Shh.”

She gasped as a piece of light cloth went over her eyes. He had made a blindfold out of a scarf she had laying on the nightstand.

Heidi giggled. “Oh, my God!”

Another scarf wrapped her wrists.

Then he tied the ends of that scarf through the bars of their iron headboard. 

“Calvin? Oh, my God. You never...”

Heidi squealed in delight as Calvin did something else he had never done before.

He pushed the lace crotch of her panties aside and ran his tongue up her slit.

“Fuck! Oh, fuck, Calvin!”

His fingers parted her outer lips and then his tongue was everywhere, dipping into her cunny and then darting out to tickle her clit.

His lips closed on her nubbin and he suckled.

Heidi strained against the scarf around her wrists as she moaned and shook under his tender assault.

She felt like she was gushing lube.

Suddenly his tongue slid deep inside her.

Something stung her!

She yelped, “Calvin, watch your teeth!” But her lust was too deep at this point to really care.

Calvin Coombs could do anything he wanted to her. She would never complain about him again!

Her mind filled with visions of nasty, dirty sex. Anal, orgies - the visions flashed through her mind like a porno played at ten times normal speed.

She came hard, and then again not five seconds later. And this last cum made her squirt, something she thought was a myth.

“Fuck me!” She screamed.

And he obliged.

She felt the familiar shape of his cock against her pussy.

Only, it wasn’t familiar. It was thicker. She felt it stretch her, felt her body opening like a flower to accept it.

“Are you using a dildo on me? I want you. I want your...”

It surged into her, deep and thick and hot and she came again, her body trying to milk the firm cock inside her.

It was a cock. Not a dildo at all.

A huge, thick cock.

And that meant it wasn’t Calvin.

She pushed her face forward to her bound hands and yanked the blindfold away.

Heidi strained to look over her shoulder.

It was a woman - at least it had curves like a woman. A tiny, thick woman with big breasts and a scrunched face. The fat hands were squeezing and kneading her waist as the hips pumped what had to be more than twelve inches of cock into her.

The big, hairless balls slapped against her clit.

The woman smiled at her with sharp pointed teeth. The tongue lolled out and slid down to tickle Heidi’s exposed asshole.

The expression on the woman’s face was one of amusement.

She thinks I’m going to scream, Heidi thought. She was on fire inside with more lust than she had ever felt in her life. “Harder. Fuck me harder,” Heidi groaned. Then she put her face back into the pillow and arched her back.

The woman laughed and hissed, pounding harder.

The little woman came with a hissing scream and flooded Heidi’s pussy with cum.

Heidi raised her head and gasped as she came.

She heard voices all around her, laughing, jeering voices.

“Go to sleep,” a voice whispered.

And Heidi went to sleep to dream forever.

***

Calvin Coombs woke to the television blaring some infomercial at him, the ballgame long over.

He needed to take a leak. He had a piss hard-on that felt like it was going to make him explode.

He opened his eyes and looked down.

Heidi was kneeling between his outstretched thighs. His fly was open, and she was sucking his dick.

“Fuck! Goddamn, Heidi.”

She looked up and smiled as she sucked him to the ball sack and then rose to slather the head with her tongue.

Calvin reached down and wound his fingers in her blonde hair before pushing her back down on his cock.

She giggled and Calvin sighed feeling the vibrations in his dick.

“That’s the way to wake a man up, baby.”

She laughed and tongued his balls. “You like?”

“Fuck, yeah.” He leaned back in the chair and let her work.

She rose up and licked the tip. “You’re so...”

“What baby?”

“You’re so small.”

He opened his eyes and stared at her. “What did you say?”

“I can’t even call it deepthroat because you aren’t in my throat at all. Deep mouth, I guess.”

“What the fuck?!”

She shrugged. “You’re like four inches. Three maybe?”

He grabbed her hair again and squeezed.

“Yeah! That’s it!” Heidi laughed. “Make me! Make me work for it, Calvin!”

He pushed her down on his cock and held her there until he felt her choke. “Am I in your throat now, you ungrateful whore?”

“That time... almost.”

“You bitch!”

She laughed and leaned back. “No, baby, don’t be mad. I love you even if your cock is small. You don’t have to be big, just pervy. That’s what I want.” She rose up on her knees. “I want nasty, fucking, sex. Stuff that would make you blush, Calvin.” Heidi yanked open his pants and slid them down to his ankles along with his underwear. 

She shoved his knees apart roughly before reaching down with her right hand and tickling his balls before going lower.

Her middle finger pressed against his asshole.

“What are you doing?”

She smiled as she pressed harder. “You like?”

“I... feels weird.”

She laughed, something low and guttural. “I know. I like weird now, Calvin. So will you.” She shoved her finger in to the third knuckle.

“Fuck!” Calvin cried as his cock lurched and leaked precum.

“Ooo, that got a reaction!” Heidi laughed as she started sucking him. Her finger fucked his ass in rhythm with her mouth on his dick.

Calvin leaned back again. “Jesus, bitch.”

Smack. Smack. Smack. He could hear the sound over the droning of the infomercial.

Calvin opened his eyes.

Something was behind Heidi. It was small and dark.

It was fucking her.

“What... the... fuck?”

Heidi stopped sucking him, but she kept moving her finger in and out of his ass. “Oh, she’s my new friend. She’s called Incubatrix. Now, she has got a fucking cock, Calvin! It’s five times the size of yours. And... Mmm... she knows how to use it.”

Calvin stared in disbelief as the tiny shemale fucked his wife. “What? How?”

“Shh,” Heidi whispered. “Don’t worry about your little dick, Calvin. She says we can fix it.”

Calvin squeezed his eyes shut. He had to be dreaming.

“Aiggh!” The Incubatrix screamed.

Heidi’s eyes rolled back in her head. She pulled her finger out of Calvin’s ass. “Fuck! Oh, Calvin, I’m so full now.”

The Incubatrix fell onto the floor, her long cock going flaccid and falling across her thick thigh. She laughed and winked at Calvin.

Heidi stood up slowly, her legs spread.

Black liquid dripped from her gaping pussy.

She smiled down at the drops.

Then she reached down and caught some on her fingertips. She licked her fingers, drawing the black cum into her mouth.

“Tastes so good,” she gasped. Then she smiled, the cum on her lips, teeth, and tongue. “Let me show you.”

She leapt on him, pressing her lips to his and pushing the demonic cum into his mouth.

Calvin screamed against her lips as voices filled his head.

He stopped struggling and went limp for a moment. Then he drew his wife into a passionate embrace.

Blood pumped into his cock and it began to swell.

***

“We didn’t take her, doctor. I swear,” Sugar said.

Mona leaned on the counter. “I don’t understand. Where is she? Is there any other part of the Church that might have taken her?”

“No. I checked with Gwen and Alex Kincaid. She never went there. They are the only other Whore Caste operating in the Ithaca area.”

Mona started pacing in front of a vibrator display. “This is my fault. All of it. If I had just stayed in Manhattan...”

“Mona, it isn’t your fault,” Ray said.

“No,” Rita said from the inner doorway. “It’s their fault. Ray and Sugar and the rest of the perv patrol. Everything bad in this world is because of them.”

Sugar rolled her eyes. “Rita, as usual you aren’t helping.”

She held up her middle finger and went back to her desk, letting the inner door close.

“She isn’t wrong,” Ray grumbled.

“I know,” Sugar said.

***

The Incubatrix sat in the smelly recliner and watched her new conquests fuck on the dirty trailer floor.

She jacked her thick cock as Calvin’s body assfucked Heidi’s body - to call them Calvin and Heidi now was a misnomer. Their demons were in full control.

Calvin’s cock was now swollen to almost ten inches in length with bulging veins - enough to almost split Heidi’s asshole.

They grunted like animals as they fucked.

Calvin came deep inside her ass and the Incubatrix came as well, spraying them both with demon cum.

She leaned back in the recliner and took a sip of stale beer. “Time to go.”

***

Being mostly synthetic now, Rita’s thought processes were different than when she had been human. Things that took conscious thought like looking for something or figuring out the answer to something tangible like distance or speed were now handled by sub-processors. Her mind was, for the most part, free to ponder deep philosophical questions like: Why was she here? Did she really want to go on as a plastic doll? What is the nature of love?

How could she best kill Ray and Sugar without causing her self-destruct mechanism to go off and reduce her to a pile of plastic and silicon confetti?

Though her computer brain picked up movement in the parking lot at 3:00 AM, it took a few seconds for her human brain to latch onto the information and try to process it.

By the time she turned her video camera eyes toward the parking lot, the shapes were gone.

***

The Incubatrix ushered Heidi Coombs’s naked body into the space beneath the loading dock. The possessed woman squeezed into the open air vent all the way to her hips.

“It’s too small!” The demon with Heidi’s voice said muffled by the duct.

“Not!” The Incubatrix grumbled. “Heidi’s ass too fat! Squeeze, bitch!”

Heidi’s body tried to pull itself forward.

The Incubatrix grabbed the overhead grate and raised both legs.

She kicked Heidi’s ass and sent her flying into the duct.

The Incubatrix giggled and Heidi’s demon laughed as well as she disappeared down the air duct.

The Incubatrix turned and looked up at Calvin Coombs’s body.

It stared down at her with unfocused eyes.

“Hmm.” She put her hands on his hips to measure them and then compared them to the opening. “Ass fits.” She looked up and frowned. “Shoulders not. Come here!”

Calvin’s body knelt down.

She grabbed Calvin’s left wrist in one hand and his left armpit with the other. She jerked violently, dislocating his shoulder.

Calvin didn’t make a sound.

She repeated the operation on his right shoulder.

“Yes! Lay down.”

Calvin lay down in the cramped concrete space.

She grabbed his ankles and dragged him into the vent, his arms dragging uselessly behind him.

***

Bobbie Palmer opened her eyes. The cavern had been dark when she had passed out earlier.

Now, it was bright as day.

Demonica sat beside her on the stone altar. “How do you feel, Bobbie?”

“What did you do to me?”

“Fucked your brains out, don’t you remember? I have to confess, Melanie harbored some repressed homosexuality - you always turned her on, Bobbie.”

Bobbie rolled onto her side and looked away. “You did something to my head. You made me want you.”

“Yes, I did,” Demonica said. Then she leaned over and whispered in Bobbie’s ear. “But you loved it. You loved every inch of it. You can’t hide your thoughts from me, Bobbie Palmer. You’re just as twisted as I am. We’re practically soul mates.”

Bobbie shrank away.

Then she remembered what happened just before she passed out. She grabbed her throat and felt for the wound.

“All healed.”

“You... cut my throat. I...”

“Died? In a way. What was it Shakespeare and his contemporaries called an orgasm? The ‘little death’? Apropos in your case, darling.”

Evilyn was standing close by looking morose.

“What did she do to me?” Bobbie begged.

Evilyn closed her eyes and shook her head.

Smells came to her. The smell of the lava far below, the stagnant air of the cavern, the smell of unwashed bodies.

Blood. She turned and pressed her nose against the rock altar.

The smell of blood, strong and pungent.

Her blood. Blood from her throat.

A sudden compulsion swept over her and she licked the blood stained rock.

Her pussy quivered with desire.

Demonica laughed.

Bobbie sat up on her elbows, the taste of dried blood still on her lips. 

She wanted more.

“What did you do to me!” Bobbie screamed. The cavern echoed and the creatures in the darkness shrank back.

Even Demonica looked shocked.

Then the demoness smiled. She took Bobbie’s hand and held it up to her face.

Her hand was pale and gaunt, the skin almost transparent.

“No. No, what did you?”

Demonica placed a claw between Bobbie’s lips and tapped on one of Bobbie’s teeth. “Go on. Feel for yourself.”

Bobbie reached up and gingerly pushed her upper lip.

She cried out.

Her canines were an inch long and razor sharp.

“Are you cold, Bobbie?”

“What?”

“I’m just wondering. Being room temperature, do you feel cold? Or do you always feel warm?” She reached out and wrapped her hand around Bobbie’s wrist.

Her hand felt like a warm bath.

“I’m dead,” Bobbie whispered.

“Undead. You see, Morpheus was a big fan of the old horror films. He wanted to make a vampire, and here you are.”

Bobbie lay back down on the altar and curled herself into a ball.

Demonica laughed. “How tough you were? All bluster and bravado. But look at you now. You want to die, don’t you, Bobbie?”

“Leave me alone,” Bobbie sobbed.

“You think this is bad? Are you starting to feel hungry yet, Bobbie?”

Bobbie uncoiled herself and leapt on Demonica, driving her back on the slab.

She closed her jaws on Demonica’s throat and pierced her flesh, drawing in a mouthful of blood.

It burned like acid.

She spat and heaved, rolling off the altar as Demonica laughed above her. 

She cowered on her hands and knees trying to remove the burning blood from her mouth.

“Ignorant bitch,” Demonica laughed. “Only human blood will quench your thirst - from a live source. You can’t drink from me or one of my creations. You can’t even drink from one of the transformed. Only human blood. Innocent human blood, darling. Oh, and you’ll need to feed every six hours or you’ll start killing everything in sight.”

“Goddamn you!” Bobbie screamed.

“Indeed,” Demonica said.

Evilyn knelt beside Bobbie and helped her to her feet.

She looked over Bobbie’s shoulder at the altar where Demonica was sprawled. “How could you be so cruel?”

Demonica giggled. “I just made her immortal. So what if she has to suck blood to survive?”

Ciara took Bobbie’s other arm.

Evilyn left her to Ciara and turned toward Demonica. “Is this who you are, Demonica? A cruel monster? I can’t believe that. I couldn’t love you if that was the case. And I do love you. You’re better than this!”

A tall blonde in tattered red lace panties walked into the chamber.

Everyone stared at her.

Bobbie took one look at her and tackled her, driving her fangs into the blonde’s throat.

***

“Bobbie, stop!” Evilyn said as she pulled Bobbie off the unconscious blonde.

Blood flowed from twin puncture wounds on the woman’s neck.

Bobbie screamed and began throwing punches at Evilyn.

Evilyn lifted her into the air and shook her.

“Holy shit,” Ciara whispered.

Evilyn looked down. She was holding Bobbie at arm’s length.

And two feet off the ground.

Muscles in Evilyn’s biceps flexed as she held the struggling vampire.

Bobbie leaned forward, her eyes blazing red as she tried to bite Evilyn.

Evilyn shook her, the woman’s head snapping back. “Stop it, Bobbie!”

The woman’s eyes cleared, and she burst into tears, blood dribbling from the corners of her mouth.

Evilyn’s heart melted. She pulled Bobbie close. “It’s okay, Bobbie. It’s going to be okay.”

Ciara knelt beside the bleeding blonde woman. “She’s still bleedin’.”

Demonica walked past and grabbed Bobbie’s arm. She dragged her away from Evilyn and pushed her onto the floor. “This slut is here to be your meal. Eat.”

“What?! No!” Bobbie screamed.

“Demonica, stop this!” Evilyn said.

“Be quiet. I sent the Incubatrix to bring food for Bobbie, and she is going to eat.” She reached down and dipped her fingers in the woman’s blood. Then she wiped it on Bobbie’s lips.

The change was immediate.

Bobbie dove on the woman again, sucking greedily.

Demonica stroked her short hair. “That’s right, darling.” She looked up at Evilyn. “Oh, fine. Have it your way.” She wrenched Bobbie’s hand up and turned it over. She bit down on Bobbie’s wrist and blood spurted from the wound.

Then she pressed Bobbie’s bleeding wrist against the woman’s mouth.

The woman began to suckle.

“Fuck me, man,” Ciara whispered. She looked up at Evilyn and mouthed the word, “Gross.”

Bobbie stopped biting the woman’s neck.

Then they kissed and rolled together on the floor.

“Seems pretty friendly now,” Ciara whispered.

They spun into a 69 and Bobbie ripped off the remnants of the red lace panties before going down on the blonde.

Ciara leaned over and looked at the blonde’s face.

Her canines were now long and pointed.

“Guess there are two of them now.”

***

An hour before daylight, Mona walked to the door. “I’m going back to the motel. You’ll call if she comes back here?”

“Yes, of course,” Sugar said.

Mona walked through the inner doors.

“They’re worse than you think,” Rita said from her desk.

“You would know.”

Rita nodded. “I’d tell you to run, but it won’t matter. The Church wants you, that’s a good thing. They might not hurt you.”

Mona didn’t turn around. “They’re already hurting me.” The door to the parking lot closed behind her.

She got in her car and drove down the hill to the exit ramp.

She slammed on the brakes.

Melanie Karnes, Demonica, was standing at the ramp entrance in her latex loin dress and the thigh boots. She was illuminated by the headlights.

Behind her, distant cars sped past on the interstate.

She looked at Mona with her fiery gaze.

Then she walked to the car and opened the passenger door.

She sat down in the seat, the horns on her head making her headspace cramped.

“What do you want?” Mona asked as Demonica shut the door.

“Hmm, what a question to ask. What do I want? I want a world free of famine, poverty, disease. Unburdened by overpopulation.” She smiled. “Of course, I think my methods might not be to your liking, dear niece.”

Mona ignored her answer. “Do you know where Bobbie is?”

“Yes.”

“Will you take me to her?”

Demonica smiled. “Yes. Leave your car here and follow me.”

Mona parked the car on the shoulder and followed the tall demoness up the hill to Stallion’s. She took only her medical bag.

Mona barely came above Demonica’s stomach.

“You’re not Melanie, are you?”

“I have all her memories. Remember that time you snuck off to the concert and you got so drunk you puked on my shoes when you got home?”

“Yes. I remember it. I remember it because I was there. You weren’t. You’re not my aunt.”

Demonica looked over her shoulder and smiled a strangely beautiful smile. “You were always smarter than me, Mona.”

“This is a game to you, isn’t it?”

Demonica stopped and turned around. She reached out and stroked Mona’s face with an onyx claw. “It can be an enjoyable game. Since you’re convinced I’m not your aunt, nothing is stopping you from exploring your new sexuality with me.”

Mona shrugged away. “I love Bobbie.”

Demonica raised an eyebrow. “Oh, so you didn’t have sex with Sugar?”

Mona looked down.

Demonica laughed. “She’s quite adept with her tongue, isn’t she? Poor Sugar. She wears her heart on her sleeve. I fear she will come to a bad end.” Then she smiled. “Tell me, did you fuck Ray as well? His cock is magnificent, isn’t it? I find him dull, though, don’t you?”

“Are you taking me to Bobbie or not?”

Demonica nodded and turned toward the store. “We’ll need to go around back... unless you’d like me to kill Ray and Sugar? I can you know.”

“Fine. We’ll go around back.”

They walked around to the loading dock and climbed the steps.

Demonica opened the back door but then she stopped and held Mona back. “Almost forgot.” She stepped in alone and something broke.

Mona followed her into the bright hallway.

The remains of a security camera lay on the floor.

The elevator door opened and Demonica motioned her inside.

***

Bobbie sat with her back against the altar.

Heidi Coombs, or whatever now inhabited her body, lay snuggled against her.

Evilyn sat beside Bobbie and held her hand.

“I’m a monster,” Bobbie whispered.

“No, you’re not. You’ll find a way to control it.”

Heidi tried to push Bobbie’s knees apart so she could go down on her.

Bobbie pushed her away.

The woman hissed at her and crawled away into the darkness.

“You didn’t kill her. That’s something,” Ciara said as she paced back and forth above them.

“I wanted to. I would have drained her dry if Demonica hadn’t stopped me,” Bobbie said.

Evilyn had taken the opportunity with Demonica gone to explain everything to Bobbie. But Evilyn wasn’t sure how much of the story Bobbie could absorb given her traumatized state.

Bobbie glanced up and looked across the room at the other half of her ‘meal’. The naked man was Heidi’s husband.

He smiled at her and tilted his head to the side, baring his neck.

“Jesus,” Bobbie whispered.

“You’re hungry again?” Evilyn asked.

Bobbie nodded. “She lied. It’s not every six hours, more like three hours before feeding.” She swallowed hard. “I’m going to kill that man, Evilyn, and I won’t be able to stop myself.”

“He don’t seem to mind,” Ciara said as she chewed a fingernail.

Evilyn shook her head. “It’s like he wants to be eaten.”

“Boys are weird,” Ciara said.

Evilyn laughed despite herself. “Come here.”

Ciara sat down on Evilyn’s lap and laid her head on her shoulder. She reached out and held Bobbie’s other hand.

“Bobbie?” A woman said.

Bobbie leaped to her feet.

Mona Karnes was standing at the entrance to the chamber.

Bobbie began to sob.

Mona crossed the cavern floor and held her tight. “God, you’re cold! Why are you so cold?”

“Just hold me.”

Ciara snuggled closer to Evilyn. “This isn’t going to end well.”

***

Ray, Rita, and Sugar stood in the hallway and stared at the destroyed security camera.

“What was the last thing on the feed?” Sugar asked.

Rita cocked her head to the side. “That demon bitch’s hand closing on the lens. An hour earlier she was on camera getting off the elevator and leaving through the back entrance.”

“She has her. She has both of them,” Sugar said.

“We saw Mona leave,” Ray said.

“And ten minutes later Demonica destroyed the only security camera?” Sugar said. “She took Dr. Karnes to Level 9, and she already had Bobbie Palmer down there.”

“How?” Ray asked. “The camera wasn’t destroyed till this morning.”

“There has to be another way in,” Sugar said. “Rita?”

Rita’s eyes flickered back and forth. “I’m looking at the schematics... huh.”

“What do you mean, ‘huh’?” Ray asked.

“Follow me,” Rita said as she walked to the rear entrance. She stepped through onto the loading dock. “When they were routing the air vent down to ten? They ran into what they thought was a small cave and they ran the ductwork through it – it’s ten feet from the main cavern.”

There was a metal grate in the concrete. She yanked it up and dropped into the cavity beneath. “Fuck me.”

“What is it?” Sugar said as she knelt beside the hole.

“Air duct with the side cut open. Cut open from the inside.”

Sugar looked at Ray. “They dragged Bobbie Palmer through that?”

“Or she went through it on her own, looking for Mona,” Ray said.

Rita held up her plastic hand. “Bobbie Palmer has short, dark hair.”

“Yes.”

There was a long, blonde strand of hair between Rita’s fingers. “More people than just Bobbie Palmer took the air vent express.”

***

Bobbie sat on the altar as Mona examined her. She shined the small flashlight from her medical bag in Bobbie’s left eye.

Bobbie squeezed her eyes tightly shut. “Ow! Mona!”

“That hurts?”

“It’s like a laser beam.”

“Sorry, Butch.” She held Bobbie’s hand.

“You’re trying to find my pulse, aren’t you?” Bobbie asked.

“No. Just holding your hand.”

“You’re a terrible liar, babe.”

“Can’t I just hold your hand? It’s been days since I was with you.”

“I don’t have a pulse, do I?”

“Don’t be ridiculous. You have to have a pulse. It’s just shallow and faint, that’s all. If I was out of this stupid cave with real medical equipment, I could measure it just fine.”

“I don’t have a pulse, Mona.”

“Shut up. You’re not a doctor, Butch. I am. Open.” She pressed a tongue depressor against Bobbie’s lips.

Bobbie opened her mouth.

Mona gasped.

The fangs glimmered white in the low light.

“Close,” Mona said.

“I had sex with her, Mona,” Bobbie said. She couldn’t look Mona in the eye. “I couldn’t stop myself. I’m sorry.”

“Stop it,” Mona said. “They can make us do things. You couldn’t help it. I wasn’t myself either. We have more pressing problems.”

“I betrayed you, Mona!”

“I don’t care, Butch! You’re here with me now and I love you. The only thing that matters is making you well.”

Demonica walked into the chamber. “She is well. She’s perfect.”

Mona turned and stared at her. “I asked you before, and now I’ll ask you again: what do you want from me, Demonica?”

Demonica smiled. “I want you to join me. I have a book from Morpheus with instructions on creating my children. A ‘monster compendium’ you might say, or an ‘encyclopedia diabolica’.”

“You want me to continue his work,” Mona said.

“Think of it.” She held up the book. “Within these pages are secrets to end human suffering.”

“And a recipe book for making monsters, Demonica. What makes you think I would help you do that? Especially after what you did to Bobbie?”

Demonica raised an eyebrow. “Well, that’s the whole point, isn’t it? My book explains how to do it. You could use the book to investigate how to undo it.”

Mona looked at Bobbie.

Bobbie gave her a weak smile.

Mona turned back to Demonica. “I don’t need some two bit Jim Jones’s book to find a cure for this, Demonica. I’ll cure Bobbie, and I won’t need your fucking Necronomicon to do it. Now, let me take her to Level 10 and help her.”

Demonica frowned. “Pity. Tell me, Bobbie: how are your hunger pangs?”

“Go to hell,” Bobbie whispered.

Demonica snapped her fingers.

Calvin Coombs stood up and walked to her, his swollen cock swinging between his thighs.

Demonica stroked it. “Full of blood, this one. Though he smells like a brewery. I wonder if you’ll get drunk from sucking him dry?” She reached up and grasped the back of Coombs’s neck.

Demonica shoved him toward the altar and he fell on his knees.

“Bon Appetit, Bobbie. Enjoy him. I’m afraid the Incubatrix won’t be finding you another meal. Pity he’s the last human here.” She turned away and then stopped, looking back over her shoulder. “Oh, not quite the last, is he Mona, dear?”

“Goddamn you,” Mona whispered.

“Honestly, why do people keep saying that to me like it’s a curse or something?” She walked away into the gloom.

***

“We’re going to need an assault team on Level 9,” Sugar said.

The Church Agent looked at her. “I’m afraid we can’t do that, Mistress.”

Ray loomed over him. “What the fuck?”

“Havana has given us strict orders not to go to Level 9 and not to engage.”

Sugar pushed past Ray. “Those monsters killed two agents including your leader. They slaughtered and ate them, Agent.”

“Yes, Mistress,” the bald man said. “And Havana has said we are not to engage.”

Sugar turned away. “Useless!” She pulled out her cell.

“Who are you calling?” Ray asked.

“Maria. Hello? Who is this?” Sugar said. “Where is Mistress Marapova? We have to speak to her immediately.”

Sugar closed her eyes and gritted her teeth. “This is a matter of life or death! What do you mean she is searching Manhattan for someone?”

“What’s going on?” Ray asked.

Sugar held the phone away from her mouth. “That prosecutor in the federal case? Britt Connors? She’s gone missing and Maria is searching for her.”

Sugar shook her head. “I understand. As soon as you speak to Mistress Marapova again? Tell her to call Stallion’s. We have a grave situation here.” She closed the call. “We’re on our own.”

“Jesus!” Ray yelled.

“We have to get downstairs.” She turned to the Agent. “Give me your gun.”

“Mistress?”

“Sugar,” Ray said. “You don’t even know how to use a gun.”

“No, but you do,” Sugar said. “Gun. Now.”

“Mistress, I can’t do that,” the agent said.

“Ray?”

“Sorry, pal,” Ray said. He punched the agent in the face - from Ray’s perspective barely more than a tap.

The agent’s nose broke, and he went down on the hallway floor.

Ray took the gun from the man’s shoulder holster.

It looked like a toy in his massive paw.

“God, is that the biggest gun they have?” Sugar asked.

Ray shrugged. “They usually don’t need more than that.”

***

“I could use your help,” Ray said.

Rita didn’t look up from her desk at the front entrance. “No.”

“I could order you to. You’re compelled to follow my orders.”

She stared straight ahead. “Be my guest.”

Ray sighed. “No, I won’t.”

“Why not?”

“Because you are a person, Rita. And I respect you. I won’t order you to help me down there.”

“Good,” she said. “I hope you die.”

“Maybe I will. And if I do? I want you to remember I didn’t force you to help me. I asked. I asked like one person asks another for help.”

She laughed. “You aren’t seriously trying to guilt me into going with you, are you? After what you people did to me?”

“No. I’m not. I just want you to realize that not everyone sees you as a plastic girl. You are a real human being, Rita Gaia Blotchley. There are a lot of us who see that, even when you don’t.” He turned away and went back into the store.

Rita turned her head away and stared out the door at the parking lot.

***

The monsters started leaving the altar chamber.

“What’s happening?” Ciara whispered.

“I don’t know,” Evilyn said.

The only groups left other than Evilyn, Ciara, Mona, and Bobbie were the Chorus and Calvin Coombs who sat on his haunches and stared at Bobbie.

The Chorus were lying on the stone floor, their legs once again forming a pentagram.

They looked four months pregnant, a few hours away from birthing another quintet of eyeless.

Evilyn stood over them. “What do you know?”

“Many things,” they said as one.

“How do we get out of here?”

Silence.

“Where are Demonica’s minions going?”

“Battle comes,” they said.

“Battle with whom?”

Silence.

Evilyn clenched her fists. “I don’t understand any of this!”

“You are the Hellstorm,” they said. “You serve the Omega. He has bent time for you. He will bend time for Dr. Demona.” They sobbed. “But not in the way she wants.”

“Dr. Demona? Who is Dr. Demona?”

“The one who will be. The key. She is death and rebirth.”

Mona walked up beside Evilyn. “What are they?” She whispered.

“Demonica calls them her Chorus. They’re breeding stock, but they’re also like oracles or something.”

“What are they talking about? Dr. Demona?”

Evilyn shrugged. “None of it makes any sense. At one point they told Demonica you would kill her. I don’t think she believes it.”

Mona shook her head. “I won’t kill anyone, Evilyn. I’m a doctor. I take my oath very seriously.”

“I know.”

“Guys?” Ciara said. “Bobbie’s looking all vampy and shit.”

Evilyn spun around.

Bobbie had her lips pulled back from her fangs and she was staring at Calvin Coombs.

He smiled at her and bared his throat.

“Fuck!” Evilyn ran and caught Bobbie in mid leap. “No! Bobbie! You have to fight it!”

“Hungry! So hungry!”

“Let her go,” Coombs said. “I want her to.”

“You shut up!” Evilyn said over her shoulder. “That’s not even your body, you’re just a hitchhiker.”

He stroked his cock. “It’s so full of blood, Bobbie. I’m making his heart pump twice as hard to force the blood to his cock. Come taste.”

Bobbie screamed and struggled against Evilyn’s grip.

Mona opened her medical bag and pulled out a vial and syringe. “Hold her.”

“What is that?” Evilyn asked.

“A sedative. This is all I have. Might put her out for an hour or so - if it works at all. I honestly can’t tell if her heart is actually beating. Without circulation, the anesthetic won’t go anywhere.”

“No! Mona! Don’t!” Bobbie cried.

“Baby, I have to. We need time to figure out what to do.”

Bobbie screamed as Mona found a vein in her neck and slid the needle in.

She stopped struggling almost immediately.

“Put her down,” Mona said.

“Are you sure?”

“Yes. Put her down.”

Evilyn laid Bobbie on the altar and Mona lay down beside her. She held her wife in a tight embrace.

***

Demonica stood near the triangular opening to the cavern. Bright light from the hallway shown through onto the stone floor.

An eyeless crouched beside her panting. She stroked its bald head gently, like she was petting a faithful dog. “Kimiko, have the eyeless spread out in the shadows. It is important to let them enter the cavern, then surround them.”

“Yes, Mistress,” Kimiko whispered.

“Have the eyeless hide in the side passages. Only strike when they are too far into the cavern to retreat - surround them. Hold the reptilians and night demons back - sacrifice the eyeless as necessary but hold the elites back.”

“What of our vampire?” Kimiko asked and pointed to Heidi Coombs who knelt in the darkness near the entrance.

“Hold her back as well. Use the eyeless to overwhelm the brute - once he is down, the reptilians and night demons can finish him off. Have the vampire wait until the brute is down.” Demonica smiled. “Then have her rip Sugar’s throat out.”

“That leaves the robot.”

Demonica laughed. “The plastic girl? She’s just a toy. If she comes here, we’ll rip her to pieces.”

***

The sedative lasted a total of ten minutes.

Bobbie went rigid in Mona’s arms, and Mona held on tight as they struggled on the altar.

Bobbie screamed and it became a growl.

“No, Bobbie, please! Fight it!”

“Can’t fight it! Mona! I have to feed!”

Evilyn’s hand closed on Mona’s shoulder. “Mona. Let her go.”

“No. No, she can fight it!” Mona sobbed.

“No, she can’t.”

Mona looked up at Evilyn with tears flowing from her eyes. “I can’t let her kill.”

Evilyn shook her head. “Coombs isn’t alive. Maybe his heart is beating and he’s breathing, but whatever the Incubatrix put in him? That thing isn’t human. Let her feed.”

Mona looked over her shoulder.

Coombs was still kneeling on the floor, stroking his distended prick beneath his beer gut.

Bobbie was screaming. “Hungry! Mona, please!”

“Let her go, doctor,” Evilyn said gently.

Mona stopped holding Bobbie.

Bobbie rolled onto her haunches and then leaped over Mona and Evilyn.

Ciara jumped to the side as Bobbie landed on the naked man.

She didn’t go for the throat, instead her face went between his legs and she bit his cock, driving the canines through the hard flesh.

And Coombs laughed.

Blood sprayed from the wound as Bobbie gulped down the blood.

He put his head back and smiled, his hands in her hair. “Now that’s a fucking blow job!”

Ciara turned away and buried her face in Evilyn’s breasts.

“God, Bobbie,” Mona whispered.

Evilyn pulled Mona and Ciara close.

Mona let the demoness hold her, but she still watched as Bobbie drained Coombs’s blood through his dick.

***

Ray and Sugar stepped off the elevator on Level 9.

Ray dropped the magazine on the Glock and checked it. “Nineteen rounds, one in the chamber.”

“Twenty bullets?” Sugar asked.

“Yeah.”

“Is that enough?”

He kissed her forehead. “Honestly, babe? I don’t know. I got a feelin’ I’m gonna be crackin’ more skulls in there than shooting.”

“But, you do know how to use a gun, right?”

Ray smiled. “I ever tell you about the gunfight me and Jimmy Four Toes got into in the Bronx back in ‘75? Me and Jimmy took out six or seven goombahs that night.”

She stroked his cheek. “You actually knew a guy named Jimmy Four Toes?”

“Stand-up guy. Turned state’s evidence back in ‘82 and they took him out, but I was out of the life by then.” He laughed. “Jesus, I was a different person. What am I now, Sugar? I wonder, you know?”

“A good man.”

He shook his head. “I don’t know about that, babe.”

They walked to the triangular gap in the wall.

The cave beyond was filled with shadows.

Ray kept the gun trained on the entrance. “I’m goin’ in first, okay?”

“Why are you...”?

“Sugar, don’t give me the women’s lib stuff, okay? You’re smarter than me and faster, but I got three-hundred pounds of muscle on ya. I can take a lot of punishment. Let me go first.”

She smiled. “I’m right behind you.”

Ray had to both step up and crouch to go through the opening. 

He emerged on the other side and took a knee, scanning left and right into the darkness. “Okay, stay there a second.”

“Why?”

“Just... hang on,” Ray said. He stuffed the pistol into his waistband.

There was a huge boulder to the right of the entrance.

Ray picked it up. He strained and pivoted, setting the massive stone in front of the entrance.

“What are you doing?!”

“Can you lift that?” Ray asked.

Sugar reached in and tried to move it out of the way. “No. Why did you put that there? I can’t...” Then realization swept over her. “Ray! Don’t you dare!”

He looked over the top of the boulder at her and smiled. “I ain’t riskin’ you, understand? I love you, Sugar. But you ain’t comin’ in here.”

“You can’t do this alone!”

Ray shrugged. “I’m gonna try. You’re pretty when you’re angry.” He reached through and she took his hand, kissing his palm.

“Be careful.”

“I’m gonna bring them back. Wait here.”

***

“We have to get out of here,” Ciara said.

Evilyn nodded. “You should have stayed with Sugar when I took you upstairs.”

“I said ‘We’ need to get out of here,” Ciara said, fists on her hips.

“Yeah, I know.”

Bobbie sat with her back against the far wall. Even in the dark, Evilyn could see her blood stained face, the crimson spray that stretched from her throat down her naked torso.

Mona knelt in front of her.

“Kill me,” Bobbie whispered.

“What?”

“Kill me, Mona. I can’t do it myself...”

“Stop talking nonsense.”

“I can’t go on like this. I can’t keep doing... that.” She nodded toward Coombs’s lifeless body.

“I’ll find a cure.”

Bobbie shook her head. “It’s getting worse. That fucking bitch lied. Or maybe she just doesn’t understand what she did to me. She told me six hours, but I was ravenous at three. And now? I don’t feel full, Mona.”

“Butch, there is a lab downstairs with better equipment than any genetic engineering facility in the world. Tech that’s decades more advanced than anything I’ve ever heard of. If I can get you down there...”

“What if I go insane an hour or two from now? Hmm. And, after that, what if it’s every hour. I’m going to have to kill, Mona. People. I can’t, I just can’t.”

Mona took her hands. “Bobbie Palmer, you listen to me. I am in love with you. We are going to grow old together. So, you knock off that defeatist bullshit. Now, we are going down to that lab. Understand?”

Bobbie smiled, keeping her lips closed. “Look at you. Where’d my little Wendy Whitebread go?”

“She’s fucking pissed off.” Mona stood up and held out her hand. “Come on. We’re leaving.”

She led Bobbie back to the altar.

“I have to get Bobbie out of here. There’s a lab on the floor below. Is there another way out of here?”

“I don’t know,” Evilyn said.

“There’s one,” Bobbie said. “There’s an air vent back near the entrance. That’s how the Incubatrix brought me here.”

“They all went that way,” Mona said shaking her head.

Evilyn nodded. “Demonica is out there near the entrance. She doesn’t want us to leave.”

“Could you get us to the air vent?” Mona asked.

Evilyn shrugged. “Maybe. If she turns her followers on us, though? I don’t know if I can handle all of them.”

Mona shook her head.

“You and Bobbie might be able to get through that vent thingy,” Ciara said. “But I’m too big in the boobies to squeeze through. And Evilyn isn’t as little as she appears. It’s illusion. She won’t fit in a vent neither.”

“Still, if we can get you and Bobbie to the vent, you could get her to Level 10. Then I’ll get Ciara out of here someway,” Evilyn said.

***

Ray stood in the darkness and tried to rely on his ears more than his eyes.

He had the very distinct impression he was surrounded.

The shadows in the cavern were thick and numerous.

Every step away from the entrance meant more shadows behind him.

This was going to go tits up in a hurry.

Fifty feet from the entrance, Ray stopped and smiled. “Yo, motherfuckers. We gonna dance or you gonna jerk off all day?”

Somewhere, Demonica laughed.

And the shadows came alive.

***

Evilyn, Ciara, Mona, and Bobbie had left the altar room and were making their way along the cliff edge when the shots rang out. Only two at first, but a dozen more followed in rapid succession.

They froze on the ledge high above the lava.

The gunshots stopped.

“We need to hurry. Bobbie, do you remember exactly where the vent is?” Evilyn asked.

“The next chamber, there’s a tunnel that leads off to the right. It looks like they cut into the cave wall and found the vent there,” Bobbie said. The lava’s glow flickered on her pale skin. She looked gaunt and sick.

One of the bat faced creatures emerged onto the ledge. It looked at them and shrieked.

“Night demon,” Evilyn said. She stepped in front of them and unfurled her wings.

The night demon shrank back,

“Yeah, that’s right, fuck face. Take a step back.”

It bared small pointed teeth at her and hissed before running back into the passage.

“Stay behind me,” Evilyn said as they made their way into the passage leading to the mouth of the cave and the vent.

***

“Ray!” Sugar screamed as the shots ended. 

She couldn’t see Ray over the top of the boulder, but she could hear the blows landing and bodies hitting the cavern floor.

She jumped up and grabbed the top of the boulder, pulling herself up so she could see.

Fifty yards away, the eyeless things were swarming Ray from all sides.

They slashed at him with their claws and teeth, but each blow from Ray’s fists would send one of them flying into the darkness in a spray of blood and teeth. Only a few returned.

Sugar strained to move the boulder, but it wouldn’t budge.

***

A buddy of Ray’s had once told him about going hunting for bear out west. He had talked about how they would take their hunting dogs and set them loose, an entire pack to take down the bear.

No individual dog was a match for the bear, but together the pack would eventually take the bear down.

Ray felt like a bear.

Each slash from the eyeless was inconsequential, but a thousand cuts? No matter how strong he was? He was beginning to falter.

He punched one in the face, feeling the flesh, bone, and teeth give as the skull shattered.

But at the same time, one landed on his back and bit the back of his neck.

Ray reached back and grabbed it, yanked it over his head and threw it into the cave beyond.

He could hear Sugar screaming and crying behind him.

Sorry, Sugar, he thought. But it was better to die alone than to die knowing she was next. 

Two came straight at him and he caught them in mid-air, dashing their skulls together and letting them fall at his feet.

He wasn’t dead yet.

***

Evilyn stood and looked down the passage leading to the vent. It was filled with night demons and reptilians. Of course, she thought. Demonica knew they would try to escape.

“We’re coming through, stand aside!” Evilyn yelled into the passage.

Tittering laughter came from within. They had no intention of letting them pass, no matter what position Evilyn held.

Demonica’s word was law.

“That’s a lot of them,” Ciara said. “Can you take ‘em?”

Evilyn laughed and shook her head. “I can’t attack them, Ciara.”

“Sure, you can. You’re the Hellstorm. Let ‘em have it.”

“No. I have to go talk to her. I have to make her understand.”

“Are you insane, Evilyn?” Mona asked as she supported Bobbie. Her wife was even paler than before, and her eyes were sunken.

“I have to try, Mona.”

Mona shook her head. “Try quickly.”

Evilyn nodded and stepped toward the other passage, the one leading toward the doorway. Toward Demonica.

Ciara fell into step beside her.

“Where do you think you’re going?” Evilyn asked.

“With you, where else?”

She took Ciara’s hand. “No. You have to stay with them. Take them back to the cliff and wait for me - I don’t want you here with the night demons and reptilians so close. Go on.”

“But...”

“Ciara, they need you. Stay with Mona and Bobbie.”

She sighed and turned away. “Fine. But Demonica’s gonna say no.”

Evilyn stopped her and kissed her. “Maybe. But maybe I can convince her.”

Ciara smiled. “Okay, just hurry.”

Evilyn headed down the tunnel as Ciara took Mona and Bobbie back to the cliff.

***

Sugar clung to the top of the boulder and watched. Ray was holding his own, but he couldn’t for much longer.

She dropped back to the floor and pulled out her cell.

Rita didn’t answer.

She looked once more over her shoulder, and then ran to the elevator.

***

Demonica stood on a ledge overlooking the battle going on in the antechamber. She smiled as Ray, bruised and bloodied, began to slow in his defense.

She looked up. “Darling, I didn’t expect you to come here.” She turned.

Evilyn stood a few yards away. She looked down at Ray as he fought to hold off the eyeless. “Demonica! Stop!”

“Hmm? No, dear. I will end it soon, but not quite yet.”

Kimiko laughed as she clung to Demonica’s left thigh boot.

Evilyn sighed. “Demonica, why are you doing this?”

“I? Why darling, I’m merely defending against that brute. Ray came into my domain to take Mona and Bobbie from me. I can’t allow that.”

“Demonica, Bobbie is sick. She needs help. I want to take Mona and Bobbie to Level 10 so Mona can try to fix this.”

“Fix what?”

Evilyn rolled her eyes. “Her hunger, Demonica! It’s not every six hours like you said...”

Demonica laughed. “Oh, isn’t it?”

Kimiko laughed with her.

Evilyn went rigid. “Wait. You knew?”

Demonica shrugged.

Evilyn looked to the right. Heidi Coombs was lounging nearby. She smiled at Evilyn, showing her fangs.

Evilyn frowned. “Why isn’t she hungry? Why isn’t she sick?”

Kimiko laughed out loud.

“Oh,” Demonica said. “You see, Morpheus’s vampires? The original seed has a defect - they become ravenous. The vampires they sire don’t have that defect. Each time an original vampire feeds, their hunger comes on them faster. I assume Bobbie already consumed Heidi’s spouse?” Demonica smiled. “How long ago was that, Evilyn?”

***

“Hey? Bobbie? Are you okay?” Mona asked.

They were standing near the cliff edge. Bobbie was backlit by the crimson glow from far below.

Mona stroked her cheek. “Bobbie?”

Bobbie narrowed her eyes. “I love you, Mona.”

Mona smiled. “I love you too.”

Bobbie was breathing hard.

“Baby?” Mona asked.

Bobbie shook her head slowly. “I can smell it. I can hear it pumping.”

Mona took a step back. 

Bobbie swallowed hard. “I am what I am, Mona. I can’t change it.” She reached out and grabbed Mona’s throat. “I am so sorry, Mona! I just can’t stop!”

Mona kicked her feet as Bobbie lifted her with one hand.

A white high heeled boot swung around in a roundhouse and hit Bobbie in the back of her head.

She dropped Mona and tumbled forward on her face.

Ciara stood over her. “I don’t wanna hurt ya, Bobbie, but I’m gonna if you don’t stop it.”

Mona lay on her side and looked from Ciara to Bobbie.

Bobbie jumped on top of Mona, her teeth inches from Mona’s throat.

“Bobbie, no! I love you, don’t!” Mona cried.

The white boot again, this time it caught Bobbie in the right temple and sent her rolling across the stone floor.

Ciara stepped over Mona. She looked down at her. “Stay behind me, ‘kay?”

“Don’t hurt her, Ciara.”

“I won’t, doc, but I’m not gonna let her hurt you. You got any more knock out stuff in your bag?”

Bobbie was sitting on her haunches hissing toward them.

Mona dumped her bag on the rock floor and searched through it. “There’s nothing.”

Ciara nodded. “That’s okay, doc.” She sighed. “Bobbie, sometimes when I get upset? I count to ten. I get upset a lot - usually with Eve. She’s exasperating. But I just count to ten and smile. You want to try counting to ten?”

Bobbie spat on Ciara’s shoes.

“Okay, guess not.” Ciara clenched her fists. “I’m as strong as you are, Bobbie. I’m super tough, but I really don’t want to hurt you. So why don’t you just stay there until Eve comes back?”

Bobbie leapt.

Ciara spun and hit her with a back fist, sending her skidding across the rocks.

Bobbie landed in a crouch, her lips and nose bloody.

“Butch! Stop! Please stop!” Mona cried.

Bobbie leapt again.

This time Ciara did a spinning roundhouse kick.

But her planted foot went out from under her in the loose rocks and she fell sideways.

Bobbie landed on top of her.

“Butch, no!” Mona screamed.

Ciara grabbed Bobbie’s waist to push her away.

Her teeth closed on Ciara’s throat.

“Ow!” Ciara yelled.

And Mona screamed.

***

Ray was tired, and they just kept coming.

He slammed his fist into one of the eyeless and its face exploded, but Ray went down on his knee.

Another eyeless jumped on his back, shoving him to the ground.

They came from all directions and landed on him, sharp teeth and claws digging in.

***

“Help me, goddamn you!” Sugar screamed as she ran into Stallion’s first floor.

One of the Church Agents came running.

“It’s Ray, he’s on Level 9. They’re killing him. You have to help me!” Sugar cried, tears running down her cheeks.

At the mention of Level 9, the agent looked at the floor.

“Help me, goddamn it!” Sugar said. She pushed past him into the front entrance. “Rita! Please!”

Her desk was empty.

***

The eyeless held Ray on his knees on the stone floor. His shirt was ripped, his entire torso bloodied.

Demonica walked slowly toward him. “Hello, lover.”

Ray looked up at her, his left eye almost swollen shut. He spat blood on the floor. “Come to gloat?”

“No, Ray. I came to watch you die.” She cocked her head sideways. “I was going to let my night demons and reptilians finish you off, but I think the eyeless will suffice. Kill him. Slowly.”

The eyeless shoved Ray to the floor and began kicking him.

Demonica smiled. “Goodbye, lover.”

***

“Butch! Stop!” Mona cried.

Bobbie looked up and vomited Ciara’s blood on the stone floor. “Bad blood. Transformed taste... terrible.”

She stood up slowly, her face covered with Ciara’s blood.

Bobbie drew in a breath. “I can smell yours, Mona. Warm. Delicious.” She walked slowly toward Mona.

Mona began to sob. “Butch, you’re breaking my heart!” She stood up.

She was holding her scalpel in her right hand. “Please don’t come any closer, Butch.”

Bobbie smiled as she walked across the stones. “I’ll give you my blood, Mona. You’ll come back like me.”

Mona shook her head. “Fight this, Butch. You have to fight!” She glanced down.

Ciara was holding her throat, dark red blood running slowly between her fingers.

“Butch, I have to help her,” Mona sobbed.

“I love you, Mona.” She looked at the scalpel. “What are you going to do with that?”

“You know. Please don’t come any closer.”

Bobbie laughed. “You’re not a killer, babe. We both know that.”

“I have to help her, Butch. Step away!”

Bobbie rushed toward her.

She wrapped her arms around Mona.

Then she stopped and stared down.

The scalpel was sticking in her chest.

“I’m sorry! I’m sorry!” Mona cried as Bobbie dropped to her knees.

***

The night demons and reptilians kept watch over the air vent. Demonica had told them to expect that Evilyn Hellstorm might try to help Mona Karnes escape.

They were watching the entrance to the tunnel.

So, their backs were turned when the small shape dropped out of the vent.

Her blue Stallion’s uniform was gone, discarded before she entered the vent from the loading dock.

She crouched under the vent opening on her pink plastic legs.

She rose flicking her wrists.

In her hands, she held two butcher knives from the Stallion’s kitchen.

Rita Gaia Blotchley flicked her head back, sending the cascade of electric pink hair back away from her doll’s face.

The blades whistled in the air as her hands danced at the end of her mechanical arms.

A night demon was beheaded from behind, his bat-like head tumbled from his shoulders and a jet of blood painted the roof of the dark tunnel.

The others turned as one.

Death was a pink robot.

***

Evilyn ran through the tunnel toward the cliff.

Behind her, she heard the screams of the night demons and reptilians as they emerged from the side tunnel.

She spun, ready to fight, only to find the creatures were running away from her, running toward the mouth of the cave.

She didn’t wait to see what they were running from, she just kept running toward the cliff.

***

Mona fell on her knees with Bobbie. “I’m sorry.”

“I love you, Mona,” Bobbie gasped.

And then she was gone. Mona’s life died in her arms, her scalpel deep in Bobbie’s heart.

Mona wailed as she held her on a cliff overlooking a field of lava.

Ciara moaned nearby.

Mona closed her eyes, her chin trembling. She laid Bobbie gently on her side.

Then Mona stood up and collected her kit. She knelt over Ciara.

The girl’s pulse was weak.

“Ciara!” Evilyn screamed as she ran onto the cliff. She slid to a stop over Mona. “What happened?! Oh, Jesus!”

“Quiet,” Mona said. “I’m working. Take a step back.”

“How do I help?”

“By shutting up.” She pulled Ciara’s hand away from her throat.

Blood flowed heavily from a gash in her neck.

“She pierced the jugular,” Mona said.

“Can you fix it?”

“The puncture is small. I have to cauterize the vein. I need something to heat my...” Mona sobbed.

“What?!” Evilyn asked.

“I need my scalpel,” she whispered miserably. She turned and nodded toward Bobbie.

Evilyn cringed.

The scalpel was still sticking out of Bobbie’s chest.

“Jesus,” Evilyn whispered.

Mona started to rise. “I’ll get it.”

“No,” Evilyn whispered. She put her hand on Mona’s shoulder. “I’ll do it.”

Bobbie stared up at her glassily.

Evilyn reached down and pulled the scalpel out of her chest.

Blood dripped from the silver metal.

Mona didn’t look up. “I need something to heat the blade.”

Evilyn pointed her index finger at the scalpel. A tongue of flame snaked out and bathed the blade in fire.

Mona stared at her as the blood was burned away and the blade became red hot. “Bring it here.”

Evilyn held the blade in her claws.

“Touch the blade right here,” Mona whispered.

Ciara screamed.

***

Demonica whirled around as the night demons and reptilians rushed into the chamber. “What is it? What’s wrong?”

They were hysterical, but she caught one word: Robot.

Rita entered the chamber, her hands moving lightning fast, the knives finding flesh and severing limbs.

Kimiko grabbed Demonica and pulled her away as the blades passed within an inch of her Mistress’s throat. “We must go! Now!”

***

Ray was blacking out, his ribs cracking with each kick.

Then the eyeless were running away from him.

He looked up.

Rita was standing over him, kitchen blades spinning in her hands like an insane food processor. “Can you stand?” She called over the whistling of the blades.

He just stared at her.

“Ray? Can you stand?”

Ray smiled, his lip split. “Baby, I could dance.”

“Don’t call me Baby.” She dropped one of the knives and held out her hand.

He took it and she hauled him painfully to his feet. “We have to get Dr. Karnes and her wife,” Ray said. He collapsed against her.

“I’ll come back for them. I have to get you out of here.” She led him back to the entrance. She kept one eye on the shadows.

Ray’s fist rocketed out as one of the eyeless sprang on them from a dark corner.

The face exploded and Rita sliced its head off.

“Nice,” Ray whispered.

“Keep moving.”

They stopped at the boulder blocking the cave mouth.

She stared at it. “Did you put that there?”

“Yep.”

“God, you’re fucking stupid.”

He shrugged. “Seemed like a good idea at the time.”

“Fucking moron.” She sat him down and lifted the boulder over her head before throwing it into the shadows.

Something there made a squeak followed by a squishing sound.

Rita smiled, the corners of her rubber lips turning up.

Ray smiled back.

***

Ciara opened her eyes. “Eve? Hi.”

“Hi, sweetheart,” Evilyn said.

Ciara looked at Mona. “Hi, doc.”

Mona nodded.

“I messed up, Eve,” Ciara said. “I tried to stop Bobbie. I wasn’t good enough...”

Evilyn sobbed.

Mona looked away.

“Where’d Bobbie go?” Ciara whispered.

Evilyn moved to the side.

Ciara looked past her at Bobbie’s body. She gasped, and then she began to cry. She grabbed Mona and pulled her close.

Evilyn wrapped her arms around them both.

“Touching,” Demonica said.

Evilyn stood up, opening her wings and shielding Ciara and Mona. “You did this!”

“Me? Well, I didn’t kill her,” Demonica said.

Ciara stood up and stood beside Evilyn. “Do you see now? Do you see what she is?”

Evilyn sobbed. “Why? Why did you do this?”

Demonica looked bored.

Beside her Kimiko smiled and clutched Morpheus’s book against her chest.

“My Chorus said Mona was going to kill me.”

“You said you didn’t believe them!” Evilyn said.

Demonica shrugged. “Why take the chance? Look at her. She’s broken now. Poor thing. If only there was some way she could end her suffering?”

Ciara and Evilyn turned and looked.

Mona was standing on the edge of the cliff.

“Bye, darling,” Demonica said and smiled.

Mona pitched forward.

***

Everything moved in slow motion.

Ciara screamed and ran toward Mona.

Mona was already past the edge and falling.

Something moved in the air above Ciara, and she fell on the stone floor.

Evilyn Hellstorm, her wings spread, sailed over her. The wings drew against her body and then moved violently backward, moving a powerful wind behind her that blew back Demonica’s hair from thirty feet.

She rocketed over the edge of the cliff.

“Eve!” Ciara screamed as Evilyn disappeared.

Two seconds later, the Hellstorm flew high above the cliff.

She held Dr. Mona Karnes in her arms.

“What is she?” Kimiko asked.

Ciara stood up and smiled. “That’s my girlfriend!”

***

Evilyn dropped gracefully to the ground beside Ciara. “Take her.”

Ciara led a dazed Mona away from the cliff edge.

“My, my. I think I underestimated you, dear,” Demonica said.

Evilyn walked toward her. “Show me.”

“What?”

“Show me!” Evilyn screamed. The cavern echoed and the eyeless cowered.

Evilyn pressed with her mind. Demonica’s mind opened.

Visions flooded Evilyn’s mind. Cities on fire, bodies piled on sidewalks like stacks of firewood, rivers of fire and blood.

And above it all, Demonica, laughing.

Evilyn broke contact.

Demonica stumbled back and Kimiko kept her from falling.

Dark blood dripped from Demonica’s nose.

Evilyn shook her head. “Ciara was right. You don’t love. You can’t love. You’re nothing but hate.”

“I am what they made me.”

Evilyn laughed. “The fuck you are. You’re pure motherfucking evil.”

Demonica smiled. “Kill her!”

Her minions charged forward.

Evilyn rose ten feet into the air, her wings beating.

She screamed, her hands outstretched toward the minions.

Flames roared from her hands like flamethrowers. Fire poured out of her mouth and eyes.

Ten eyeless erupted in flames.

Ciara and Mona huddled together under Evilyn as Demonica and her followers scattered and the cavern beyond became an inferno.

Ciara saw Kimiko running toward the altar room. “Don’t you move, Mona. I mean it. Stay here!”

Ciara jumped to her feet and ran toward Kimiko on the high heeled boots.

Twenty feet away, Ciara leaped into the air and came down on her hands, somersaulting across the stone floor.

She came down behind Kimiko and put both hands on her shoulders.

She vaulted over the sub slut and twisted in mid-air, coming down facing her.

Ciara smiled at her. “Where ya goin’, bitch?” She punched Kimiko in the face and the woman fell back.

Ciara ripped Morpheus’s book out of her hands and ran back to Mona.

“The book!” Demonica screamed.

Ciara stumbled and fell near the cliff edge, her hands going over the side.

When she rolled back to her feet, her hands were empty. She looked over the edge. “Oopsie.”

Demonica shrieked.

Evilyn’s flames reached Demonica and she dashed away deeper into the caves toward the altar chamber.

***

Evilyn landed on the cliff as the fire died.

The cliff was littered with the burned out husks of the creatures.

Mona stared glassily toward the cliff edge.

Evilyn took her hands. “No, doctor.”

“I can’t... I can’t go on without her.”

“What would Bobbie want, Mona?” Ciara asked as she put her hand on Mona’s shoulder.

“It doesn’t matter what she...”

Evilyn put her hands on Mona’s temples. “You will not kill yourself. Do you understand? Grieve, cry, scream all you want. But this world needs you. Do you hear me? You will not kill yourself.”

Mona’s eyes unfocused and then re-focused. She blinked. “No. No, I won’t kill myself.”

Ciara smiled at Evilyn and nodded.

“It’s going to be okay, doc,” Evilyn whispered.

Evilyn started to lead them away toward the entrance.

Mona stopped moving. “We can’t... leave her.”

Evilyn looked at Bobbie’s body. She looked small on the cliff edge.

She walked over and scooped her up.

Together, they made their way to the cave entrance.

***

The elevator door opened, and Rita stepped out of it with a knife in her hand.

Ciara and Mona walked toward her down the hall of Level 9.

Behind them Evilyn carried the limp body of Bobbie Palmer.

Rita stepped aside as they got in the elevator without a word.

The doors closed and the elevator began to descend.

“I like your hair,” Ciara whispered.

“Thank you,” Rita said.

***

Sugar sat with Mona in the lounge on Level 10. The walls were stark white, but the furniture was chrome and black leather.

“What do you want us to do with Bobbie’s body?” Sugar asked.

“We had plots together in Long Island. Butch made me, I thought it was morbid, but...”

“I’ll arrange it,” Sugar said.

“Can I even go to her funeral?”

“Yes. It will private. Just you and anyone you want there.”

“You and Ray and Rita. Evilyn and Ciara.”

“Of course.”

Mona fought back tears. “Nobody can know, can they?”

Sugar shook her head. “Family members... well, I’ll wipe their memories afterward.”

Mona winced. “No. I don’t want anyone there but us. Can you... can you make her family accept that she’s just gone?”

Sugar smiled and nodded.

“Can you make me... forget?”

“What?” Sugar asked.

“I... Evilyn did something to me. To my head...”

“I know,” Sugar said. “She was only trying to help.”

“I can’t kill myself, but I still... I can’t stop thinking about her. I murdered my wife.”

Sugar got out of her chair and knelt in front of her. “No! This was Demonica. Not you. You freed her, Mona.”

“I... I don’t think I’ll ever stop thinking about it.”

“I’ll help you.”

Mona nodded. “I’m never going to be in that plot with her, am I?”

Sugar squeezed her eyes shut and shook her head.

“Immortality. Never ending pain.”

“No! Mona. It won’t be like that.”

Mona bit her lower lip. “I want to be with you and Ray.”

“What?”

“I want to be in your coven, Sugar. You can do that right?”

“Professional Caste usually isn’t part of a WhoreMaster’s coven...”

She began to sob. “Sugar, please! I want...”

“Yes. Yes, you will be.” She held Mona tight. “We’ll force the issue. Fuck the Church. They can’t do a fucking thing after you’re bound. Yes, Mona.”

***

Ray rolled over on the examining table and flexed his muscles. The ribs were completely healed - the miracle of being transformed and the miracle of Insta-Heal.

Rita walked into the lab and glanced at him, then she turned away.

“Rita?”

“Yes?”

“Why’d you do it?”

“I don’t know.”

“Thank you,” Ray said.

“Don’t.”

“I know you hate me but thank you for pullin’ me outta there. I owe you my life.”

Rita scoffed. “Fuck you, man.” She stalked away holding up the middle finger of her right hand.

Ray smiled. And why not? He was in love.

***

Mona moved steadily up and down the WhoreMaster cock, taking him deeper than humanly possible after the sterilizer had opened her womb.

Ray lay under her, his hands on her full breasts, pinching the newly pierced nipples.

Sugar knelt behind her, caressing her tattooed buttocks.

She turned and kissed Sugar, her lips permanently tinted with dark tattooed lipstick.

A heart was tattooed under her left eye and, above it, a star near the corner of her eye. Her skin no longer had the healthy tan of before, now she was a goth princess, her skin ivory, her blonde hair turned jet black.

No more Wendy Whitebread, now she was Butch’s dream - a hot goth girl.

She cried then even as she felt her orgasm building.

Sugar’s hands touched her temples. This would be the point where she took away Mona’s pain.

Ray cried out and sent his WhoreMaster cum deep inside her.

The world went black.

***

“Final launch wave will commence in T-minus twenty-two minutes. All transformed are to proceed to their designated HLV. Thank you for flying Richards Interstellar.”

Mona blinked. “Where...”

“Fuck, I have to pee again,” a voice said in front of her. “I’ll be right back.” She was looking at the back of a tall, willowy blonde’s head as the woman disappeared in a crowd.

“Wait,” Mona whispered.

She was surrounded by the transformed. It looked like an airport. She stared out the windows expecting to see jets. Instead she saw launchpads. Launchpads with silver rockets. Dozens of them.

“Hello, Mona.”

She started to turn. “No, don’t look at me.” Two warm hands touched the top of her shoulders.

“Who are you?”

“Your friend. At least I will be.” His hands squeezed her shoulders. “My name is Adam.”

“Why can’t I look at you?”

“Because you don’t know me yet, and I don’t want you to recognize me when you do.”

“Time. If I know you when I see you, it will change the future.”

He laughed and that laughter made her feel warm inside. “You’re smart, doc. Smarter than me.”

“You’re like him. Morpheus. You’re a god. You mean you’re not as smart as I am?”

He laughed again. “You ever read Greek Mythology, doc? Zeus was practically a moron.” He sighed. “I’m sorry about Bobbie, doc. I tried to find a way to fix it, but there was no way I could bend it that I could save Bobbie and the world.”

Mona began to shake. “Sugar was supposed to take the pain away.”

“She wanted to, doc. But see, Sugar’s smart too. Pain is part of us, Mona. It defines us like love, hate, fear, courage. Everything goes together to make a person. You can’t take away part of it without changing who a person is. Sugar knows that, but she’s going to take care of you till you can stand on your own. We all are.”

“I don’t see how that’s going to happen. I can’t stop...”

“No, and you never will stop thinking about her. But that doesn’t mean life ends. You just have to hold on a while, and you’ll see.”

“Nothing is worth this pain.”

“Aww, doc. One day you’ll know that’s not true. That girl you saw just now with the pretty hair, voice, and the weak bladder? She’ll show you. And, if that isn’t enough?” He took her hands and moved them down to her stomach.

Her round, full stomach.

“Maybe this will show you.”

She clutched her pregnant stomach. “But that can’t be.”

“And, yet here you are.”

“How?”

“You’ll figure it out, Dr. Demona. It’s what you do.”

***

She woke up wrapped in Ray and Sugar’s embrace.

She reached down and felt her belly. Flat - flatter than it had been before her transformation.

“Hi,” Sugar whispered in the dark.

“Hi.”

“You were out for a while.”

“I saw things, Sugar. None of it made sense.”

“It happens. Did you see Morpheus?”

“No, someone else.” She stared into the dark.

“You okay, Mona?”

“Demona.”

“What?”

“My name is Dr. Demona. Mona Karnes is gone. She died with Bobbie. Call me Demona.”

Sugar held her tight. “Yes, Demona.”

They fell asleep wrapped in each other’s arms.

***

Demonica stood and looked over the cliff into the lava below.

Behind her, the Chorus cried out. “Death is here! Demona is here!”

Demonica raised an eyebrow and stared into the void. Then she unfolded her wings and began to move them. Wind rushed around her legs and she rose into the air. She soared over the lava and landed on a ledge across the chasm.

The stone wall above the ledge was sheer.

She drew back her hand and slashed at the rock, gouging it.

Ray and Rita had secured the air vent - there would be no escape through it.

And Rita was waiting on the upper levels. To escape in the elevator was impossible.

They would need another way out.

Demonica slashed at the rock again, and a fist sized chunk fell from the wall, crashed against the ledge, and plunged down to the lava below.

Demonica smiled.

***

In a cemetery on Long Island, a small group gathered on a gray, overcast day. There was no priest, no rabbi, no minister. The people from the funeral home gave them space.

The man was huge, stuffed into a black suit that looked ready to burst.

Beside him was a tall redhead in white who looked like Jessica Rabbit from the old movie brought to life.

To her left was a thin girl wearing black jeans and a black hoodie. She had the hood pulled low, but her electric pink hair occasionally showed beneath the shroud.

Two girls stood together, one tall with short, almost white hair and piercing blue eyes. She wore a black raincoat and held the hand of a shorter redhead. The redhead was poured into a black dress that did little to hide her considerable charms.

The redhead never stopped crying, and the white haired woman never let go of her hand.

By the grave, a woman stood in black, her skin pale in contrast to her jet black hair.

Her purple eyes stared intently at the headstone.

Bobbie Palmer, Beloved Wife, and, chiseled beside it, Dr. Mona Karnes, Beloved Wife.

She was burying two that day.

Dr. Demona put her hand on the stone above Bobbie’s name. “I don’t know what to say, Butch. I miss you? I love you? All that and more. We got caught up in the affairs of gods and devils, and I’m sorry, Babe.”

She knelt down. “I have to leave the old me here, Butch. Because Dr. Demona has a lot of work to do. You see, when I talked to him, to Adam? I believed him. We’re going to save the world, Babe. We’re going to do it in a fucking awful way, but I’ve seen where we’re going, Butch. God I wish you could see it. I wish you could be there. Something wonderful is coming.”

She stood up and turned away.

The others looked at her. Even Ray was crying.

She turned back to the headstone. “One other thing, Butch. I’m going to kill that bitch. I’m going to fucking kill her. And I’m going to look in her eyes when I do it. I’m going to hear her scream, and I am going to watch the hope fade in those goddamn burning eyes when she knows I’m the one who ended her.”

Ray took her hand and led her back to the limo.

Sugar walked up to Evilyn and Ciara. “I spoke to Havana. They want to talk to you, Evilyn. They’re arranging to fly you down next week.”

Ciara looked up at Evilyn. “What about me, Sugar?”

Sugar frowned. “You’re also going to Havana - as Whore Caste. You’ll go to the port and be chosen by a Whore Master.”

Ciara’s lip trembled.

“Yeah, hard pass on all that shit, Sugar,” Evilyn said.

Ciara smiled.

Sugar tried to hide her smile. “What should I tell them?”

“You tell them Ciara and I don’t want any part of this. We’re not their property.”

Sugar bit her lower lip. “And, if they don’t accept that?”

Evilyn lifted an eyebrow. “Tell them I’ll fly down to Cuba and burn their entire island to a cinder. Then I’ll find Morpheus and light his ass up too.”

Ciara was beaming.

“You know? I think I believe you,” Sugar said as she walked toward the limo.

Ciara hugged Evilyn as they walked. “Where we going?”

“You’ll see.” They walked into the woods beyond the cemetery and Evilyn took her raincoat off.

Beneath it, she was dressed in her leather bikini and thigh boots.

“You’re gonna cause a scene, Eve,” Ciara giggled.

“Come here,” Evilyn said.

Ciara climbed into her arms and Evilyn kissed her.

Ciara closed her eyes as Evilyn changed, her wings unfurling.

“Whoa, don’t you drop me,” Ciara whispered. She wrapped her arms tight around Evilyn’s neck.

“Never,” she beat her wings and rose into the air over Long Island before soaring northeast.

***

Ciara woke up just as Evilyn landed in a grove of trees.

“Where are we?”

“Take a look.”

Ciara stepped out of the trees and looked down the hill at Ithaca College. “We’re going back to school?”

Evilyn shook her head. “Not we. You.”

Ciara blinked. “Huh? What are you talking about?”

Evilyn ran her fingers through Ciara’s red hair. “I need some time to think, Ciara.”

“But... I’m your Inky Dinky Doo... You need me.”

She knelt down. “Yes, I do need you. But right now, I need to find out what I am. I need to think, and I need to find us a home.”

“Find us a home?” Ciara asked. She smiled. “You mean like a house? Picket fence? Flowers?”

Evilyn laughed. “All that and more.”

“You’re not going to ghost me, are you?”

Evilyn shook her head. “No way. You’re totally my Inky Dinky Doo.”

“A real house?”

“A real house.”

“Okay.” She frowned. “Wait, what do I tell the cops about the astronomy field trip if they ask?”

Evilyn shrugged. “Tell them you had a cold and stayed home.”

“Hmm, okay. So, I just go back to class?”

Evilyn smiled. “You just go back to class.”

“Okay. I’m changing majors by the way.”

Evilyn laughed. “To what?”

“Mathematics. I feel like I’d be good at it.”

Evilyn frowned. “You sure, honey?”

She looked hurt. “What? You think I’m dumb or something?”

“Absolutely not. You want to be a mathematician? Go for it.”

“Cool.” Ciara bit her lower lip. “Um, Eve, you don’t expect me to be like, you know?”

“Celibate?” Evilyn said.

“Yeah. ‘Cause, I’ll try really hard.”

“You don’t have to be celibate for me Ciara.”

Ciara grinned. “Thank God! I’m gonna fuck like a rabbit, I just really didn’t want to feel bad for it, you know? You can too, just don’t forget about me?”

Evilyn kissed her. “I’m coming back for you.”

“You better.”

Evilyn kissed her again and then she beat her wings and rose into the air.

A Frisbee flew past Ciara’s nose as she watched Evilyn disappear into the clouds.

A boy in a t-shirt and shorts came running up the hill. “What was that? Some kind of bird?” He was staring straight up.

“No, that was my girlfriend. You almost hit me with that Frisbee!”

“Girlfriend?” The boy stared at her for a second and then brushed back his curly brown hair. “Oh, joke. Got it. Sorry about the Frisbee.” His eyes were moving all over her, unsure of what spot to stare at next.

Ciara twirled a lock of her hair with her finger. “Want to fool around?”

His mouth dropped open. “Uh, yeah!”

She led him back in the trees.

***

Demona stood in the lab on Level 10 and looked at herself in the mirrored wall in her office. She was wearing an old fashioned nurse outfit, cut short and cotton candy pink.

She giggled at how absurd it was, not to mention totally hot.

Someone whistled.

Demona looked over her shoulder to see Sugar wearing a skintight white latex dress standing in her doorway.

“That’s... a statement,” Sugar said.

“Says the chick in the white latex banana peel.” 

“Point taken.” She held out a package. “This came for you. You know, I kind of miss the Church Agents - at least I didn’t have to deliver the mail with the boys around.”

“Was kind of fun to see Marapova send them scampering - you’re right, she is one scary bitch.”

“Well, in her view, they put us in danger by not protecting us from Demonica. They’re lucky she just kicked them out of Stallion’s - she might have sent them back to Havana without their balls.”

“I’d have helped with that.”

“Orgy tonight? Gwen and Alex are coming up. They’re dying to meet you.”

Demona laughed. “No more Wendy Whitebread.”

“Hmm?”

“Nothing. Just commenting on how things change. Yeah, I’ll be there.”

Sugar winked and walked away.

Demona looked at the package. There was no return address.

She ripped it open and a piece of paper fell out.

She unfolded it.

Dear Demona, 

Hi from Ciara! I really miss you! I’m having fun, but I think Eve would be pissed if I told you where I was, so I better not. I hope you’re having fun at Stallion’s!

I still have nightmares about that day in the cave, and I bet you do too.

I wanted you to have something: Morpheus’s book. See, I didn’t really drop it - I’m not that clumsy. I just stuffed it in my cleavage. I got a lot of it thanks to titty grow.

I know you’ll put it to good use.

Hugs and Kisses,

Ciara

Demona pulled the book out of the wrapper. ‘Dark Studies’ was engraved on the outside. She opened it and slowly began to smile. She put it in her desk drawer and locked it.

Demona stepped out into the lab.

A blonde was strapped down to a table in front of a transformation tube.

“Sorry to keep you waiting, sweetie,” Demona said.

The woman moaned behind her red ball gag, her eyes flickering left and right in panic.

Demona laid out her syringes. “Let’s get started, shall we?”

***

Two Years Later

Courtney held Demona’s hand in the stairwell as she finished her story. “I never knew,” Courtney whispered.

Demona nodded. “And now you do.”

“The spaceport? The blonde with you? It’s me, right?”

“I think so. I hope so.” Demona leaned against her. “I love you, Courtney. I never thought I would feel that again.”

“I love you too.”

Demona stood up. “Let’s go.”

“Where?”

“My office.” They walked together down the steps.

They entered Level 10 and walked to Demona’s office.

Demona opened the safe behind her desk. “I only went back to my office in Manhattan once. I retrieved some things.”

The inside of the safe was cold and mist filled the air when she opened it.

Demona reached inside and pulled out four small glass boxes.

“Oh, my God,” Courtney whispered. “Are those...”?

Demona nodded. “My embryos with Bobbie. I think I’m ready.”

“Ready for what?”

Demona shrugged. “To let them go. It’s time to move on.” She stepped over to the small incinerator she used for dangerous specimens.

“No!”

Demona blinked. “What? Honey, I’m all in with you.”

Courtney touched her arm. “Me too. Demona, I don’t want you to stop loving Bobbie just because you’re in love with me. She’s part of you. So, she’s part of me too. And, besides, if your vision is right? We can get pregnant.”

“But these are half Bobbie.”

“Yes, and I’ll love them just the same as the ones we’re going to have together.”

Demona smiled.

***

Mistress Maria Anastasia Marapova stood outside the elevator on Level 9.

Ray, Rita, and Sugar stood on her left. Demona and Courtney stood on her right.

“This morning, I informed Sister that Whore Caste is going to put the demoness Demonica to death. This is a long time coming, too long. Today we right over two years’ worth of wrongs and take vengeance for the death of Bobbie Palmer,” Maria said.

A single tear ran down Demona’s cheek.

Courtney squeezed her hand.

In front of them, twenty-five bimbots and studbots, all the victims of the Bimbonix Harvester, all sworn to Whore Caste, stood gripping long knives in each hand.

“Ray?” Maria said.

“When we go in, they’ll attack in numbers from the shadows. They use the eyeless as their foot soldiers, they hold back the reptilians and the night demons until absolutely necessary. They will throw everything they have at us. They will show us no quarter, so don’t show them any either,” Ray said.

Maria took Demona’s hand. “Are you sure you want to go in?”

“Yes.”

Maria nodded. “Stay close to Ray and Rita. She hates you most of all, Demona. Don’t go anywhere near her.”

***

Ten robots rushed the opening and spread out.

Maria followed with Ray, Rita, and Sugar.

Courtney and Demona came next followed by the rest of the robots.

“Clear,” the robots in the vanguard announced.

Ray looked at Maria and shrugged.

“Advance,” Maria said.

They walked out toward the cliff.

Courtney held Mona’s hand as they retraced her steps from the day Bobbie died. The corridors went on and on, but soon they emerged onto the cliff.

“Jesus,” Ray whispered.

Everything was different.

A massive arched bridge spanned the chasm over the lava field.

The altar chamber had been carved into a gothic stone cathedral complete with flowing fountains of molten lava.

“There’s nothing here, Mistress,” a Bimbot announced as it ran back from the cathedral.

Demona looked at the bridge. She started across.

Maria stepped up beside her. “With me.”

Demona nodded.

They crossed the bridge.

On the other side, a tunnel had been carved in the stone wall that led up at a thirty degree angle.

Demona felt her stomach drop with each step toward the tunnel.

Sunlight shown on her face when she reached the mouth of the tunnel.

“Jesus. They’re out,” Demona whispered.

***

At midnight, Demonica stood outside the town limits. A sign read, ‘Welcome to Burdett, New York, a great place to live!’

Demonica smiled. “We’ll see about that.”

She raised her hands and the horde descended on the sleeping town.

The End

The Saga Continues in Transformations: Morpheus
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[image: ]Transformations: Witnesses

A religious cult has taken control of Cuba, turning it into a sexual playground. But, the Church of Morpheus has designs beyond the island. It plans world domination through sexual perversion. And, the organization is growing...

Upstate New York is a world away from the goings on in Cuba, but the Church of Morpheus is there. Three Jehovah's Witnesses come to a remote farmhouse in the country. What they find there will change them forever.

Book one of the Transformations series.

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B07F6YVFQJ
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Transformations: Experiments

After the events of Transformations: Witnesses, Ray and Sugar have converted Stallion's Adult Store into a recruitment center and experimental lab for the Church's dark designs. Sugar has ensnared an unsuspecting MILF and is converting her into something... delicious. In the basement of Stallion's, erotic fantasies become realities, and no one who enters will ever be the same.

A story of mind control, debauchery, and extreme body modification.

Book two of the Transformations series.

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B07VSH29YC


[image: ]Transformations: Perversions

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


[image: ]Transformations: Curse of the Were-Bimbo

After the events of Transformations: The Farm, Gwen and Alex have a new set of initiates to attend to. Among them is Amy Bellachik, the beautiful new bride from Transformations: Perversions who has been made into a Were-Bimbo, becoming a creature of insatiable lust during the full moon. Will Gwen and Alex cure her, or do they have other, darker plans for Amy's inner sex goddess?

Meanwhile, the cast of characters from Mama Jugs's hotel arrive at the Farm for much needed upgrades. They've abducted Mama Jugs's husband, but he may be more than the Church can handle!

Book five of the Transformations series.

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B07ZR862FG

[image: ]Transformations: Visions of Sugar Plums

It's Christmas, and Galleria Minnesota is packed with shoppers. When the mall announces a night of shopping for adults only, little do the merry makers know the mall has fallen under control of SlutzNet, the Church of Morpheus's AI. It'll give new meaning to the phrase: Ho, Ho, Ho's...

Bimbos, studs, and elves? oh, my!

Book six of the Transformations series.

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B082P5W714


[image: ]Transformations: Sinful Suburbia

Stacie Fuchs, the MILF Whore created in Transformations: Experiments, has been assigned by the Church to seduce and pervert the suburbs of Ithaca, NY. One by one, her neighbors fall into her web of kink and taboo pleasures. No man or woman is safe from her enhanced charms.

The Church of Morpheus: They shall make your homes into their brothels...

Book Seven of the Transformations series!

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B083RYXH1X

[image: ]Transformations: Return to Sinful Suburbia

The Church's MILF experiment in Ithaca, NY is progressing. As the Church expands further into the bedrooms of suburbia, there is no escape.

Carrie and her friends are taking a gap year before college, but the Church has other plans. All the nurturing mothers in Ithaca are becoming MILF temptresses with hypnotic blue eyes. One by one Carrie and her friends are pulled into the Church's web of lust and perversion. Will they rebel and escape, or will the taboo temptations prove too seductive to resist?

The Church of Morpheus: Possess the mother, control the home...

Book Eight of the Transformations series!

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B085P2H2ZZ


[image: ]Transformations Tingles: Britt-Ney

The US Government is investigating the Church. A witness has emerged, and Britt Connors, genius District Attorney, has her sights set on taking the Church down. Unfortunately for her, the Church has a genius of their own: evil mind controlling White Witch Maria Marapova. The Amazon blonde has her sights set on Brittney herself, and she will stop at nothing to turn the DA into a giggly, bimbified slut.

A story of depraved mind control, extreme body modification, and twisted romance from the perverted minds that brought you Transformations: Witnesses.

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B07FBTFQ84

[image: ]Transformations Tingles:

The Hazards of Saving the Earth

A religious cult has taken control of Cuba, turning it into a sexual playground. But, the Church of Morpheus has designs beyond the island. It plans world domination through sexual perversion. And, the organization is growing...

Rita is an environmentally conscious coed, so when she finds a sex toy at the local porn store guaranteed to get her off AND lower her carbon footprint, it sounds like a win/win. But, that Bimbonix Harvester she just bought comes direct from the Church of Morpheus. And, good vibrations aren't the only things she'll be feeling...

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B07FC5KY11

[image: ]Transformations: The New Gym: A Tingles Novella

Friends Pam and Emma want to find out about the new gym in town everyone is raving about. Rumors are flying: women go in plain Janes and come out stacked bimbos. The closer they look, the deeper the mystery becomes. What sinister secret lies behind the doors to the Morphosis Gym? Do they dare go inside, and, if they do, will they make it out? Will they ever be the same?

A story of mind control, seduction, debauchery, and extreme body modification. Book three of the Transformations Tingles series.

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B07W3PBG4W

[image: ]Punches: An Erotic Short Story

A woman alone in a cemetery at night, a lusty vampire stalking her, and all the while vampire hunters awaiting the monster's return to her lair: a horrific, comedic, erotic interlude.

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B00ITDPY7O
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