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Latigo Key, Florida

1980

William James Wanker, Jr. struggled to keep hold of the slimy, struggling Mahi as he pried the hook from its lip with pliers. “Hold still, ya fucker,” he said out loud. He was alone on his fishing boat and it rocked gently side to side in the bright Florida sun.

‘Wink’s Folly’ he had named her - nobody called him ‘William’ or ‘Junior’ and nobody sure as hell called him ‘Wanker’ unless they wanted to eat their own teeth.

And Willy was his son’s name.

Everybody called William James Wanker, Jr. ‘Wink’ because his left eye didn’t open as wide as the right.

Sort of like Popeye, which he felt was fitting for a fisherman and sailor. 

Wink pulled the hook free and tossed the doomed Mahi Mahi into the hold with his Mahi kin and a half-dozen Blackfin Tuna.

Not bad for a morning’s work. A quick run to Key West and he’d have cash in hand selling to the tourist trap restaurants.

Steely Dan started singing ‘Hey Nineteen’ over the boat’s AM radio and Wink hummed along.

It was a good haul. Keep him on track for the boat payment. Buy some groceries. Get him and Margaret a couple of beers at the Pelican.

Turning out to be a good day.

He pulled up the anchor and put his hand on the throttle.

Then he saw the man walking on the water.

Twenty degrees off the port bow and about a quarter mile out.

A naked man walking on the water.

Wink wasn’t even slightly religious, but he was aware Jesus Christ was the only recorded individual capable of that feat. However, the man who walked slowly toward shore had wild looking black hair and a beard - a few shades darker than the illustrations he had seen of Jesus. Also, Jesus was usually wearing at least a bedsheet - this guy was buck assed naked.

He was also pretty sure Jesus didn’t have a dingus that hung down past his knees.

Nor would Jesus Christ be carrying an equally naked brunette with a rack to put Jayne Mansfield to shame. She was just sitting on his right shoulder like a kinky parrot as the man walked over swells and down again, his feet never sinking beneath the surface.

They passed by ‘Wink’s Folly’ without a glance from the man who walked on the water.

However, the woman stared at him with eyes as black as coal, not a hint of white around her irises at all.

Wink shivered in the hot sun.

“Forget,” the man said as he walked past the stern. “Go and sell your fish, William Wanker, and forget.”

Wink almost passed out. He turned away. He put one hand on the ship’s wheel and the other on the throttle. Had something happened? He couldn’t remember.

He pushed the throttle, steered for Key West, and did not look back.

***

Morpheus stepped from the surf onto the warm sand of Latigo Key’s southern beach. He lowered the former Catholic nun he had named Sister gently down to the golden sand.

She dropped to her knees and began kissing his feet. “You are God. Say it. Tell me, please. Tell me you are God. You walked on the surface of the sea. Only God can do that…”

“Foolish woman. I don’t even know if there is a God. But I suppose I am your god,” he said and reached down to stroke her long, dark hair. “Stand, Sister. I have things to show you and tell you. I need you on eye level for that.”

She stood and he smiled at her.

Her mind was an open book to him. He could read every thought, every memory. She wanted to worship him. She wanted him to fuck her. She was in love with him.

“Where have you brought me, Master?” She asked.

“This is Latigo Key off the coast of Florida. This is where it starts.”

She smiled. “This is where the liberation of Cuba begins?”

Morpheus frowned. “No, Sister. This is where the conquest of humanity begins.”

She blinked. “But… I thought… the Communists. Aren’t you going to destroy them and free my island?”

He shook his head. “I no longer concern myself with Communists or Fascists, Democrats or Republicans, Labor or Tory. They’re all apes screaming at one another from the tree tops. Homo Sapiens is a dead end. I am making a new species.” He stroked her face gently. “You know this.”

“But… the people of Cuba are suffering, Master.”

Morpheus laughed. “They are meant to suffer. It’s of no concern to me. We will save them by transforming them. We will save the entire world by transforming everyone in it. One day you will build my church in Havana, Sister, and there will be no more Castros.” He spread out his arms. “But this is where the future begins.”

People began walking onto the beach, pulling off their clothes as they approached Morpheus and Sister.

Within moments she and Morpheus were surrounded by at least a thousand people.

A woman dropped to her knees and began licking Morpheus’s cock.

“They are works in progress,” Morpheus whispered. “They aren’t even aware any of this is happening.” He pulled the blonde woman closer and held his cock head to her lips. He masturbated slowly and his precum began to flow into the blonde’s mouth.

She cried out and began to convulse from her orgasm.

Another woman embraced her and pressed her lips to the blonde’s, tasting Morpheus’s juices and then she too began to scream as she came.

“I sent one of my acolytes here to oversee the beginning of the experiment. In nine years time, the fruit of this island will be ready to harvest. You will harvest it, Sister. The transformed will rise and you will lead the Church of their new, living god.”

Sister smiled as the denizens of Latigo Key coupled naked on the sand, an orgy of more than a thousand puppets dancing on Morpheus’s invisible strings.

***

West Point, NY

February 1984

Helen Turner sat quietly in Colonel Ari Jacobs’s comfortable chair in his  cozy living room. A fire roared in the oversized fireplace and the room was warm and filled with the fragrance of burning oak mixed with Colonel Jacobs’s pipe tobacco - a pipe he never smoked when Cadet Turner visited, though he had been known to share a finger of Scotch with her from time to time.

The mantle was filled with pictures of the old man when he was a young man. Black and white pictures of him in his World War II uniform standing beside General Omar Bradley, Patton, Eisenhower - he had known them all. She had no doubt that many of Bradley’s best decisions were influenced by Colonel Ari Jacobs.

He had always been slight of build but sharp of mind and now, nearly thirty years after he had helped destroy a monster that had almost eaten Europe, he was reading her paper on the Axis Mistakes During the Ardennes Campaign.

No pressure on a fourth year cadet in the first class of women to graduate West Point.

“You’re staring. Stop staring. Staring makes me read slower,” he said from his own comfortable chair.

“Sorry, Colonel,” Helen said.

“How many times do I have to tell you: in this room, I am not Colonel, and you are not Cadet. I am Ari, you are Helen, like civilized people,” he said with a sly smile on his bluish lips.

Like equals, she thought. He wants me to know he considers me his equal.

And her heart swelled with pride.

He flipped over the last page of her report. He closed his eyes. He nodded. “These figures, you double-checked them with the actual Wehrmacht records?”

“Yes, sir… Ari… sorry.”

That sly smile again. “Whew. It was that close. If they had made just the changes you recommend, they would have succeeded, driven us all the way back to the sea. Of course, it’s different in the fog of war. Easy to play armchair quarterback forty years later…”

“Oh, no, sir. I made sure to limit my knowledge to what the Wehrmacht knew that winter. If they had simply seen clearer and reasoned it out…” She stopped.

He was smiling ear to ear. He had set a trap for her logic, and she had been ready for it.

Helen blushed. “So… what do you think of my analysis?”

“What do I think?” He shook his head. “I think… I am very glad we were going up against those morons and not you, that’s what I think.”

Helen laughed.

He took a deep breath. “Twenty-five years I’ve been teaching at West Point, you are the most brilliant strategist I’ve ever taught.”

She blushed again.

“No, no. Do not hide. You are brilliant, Helen Turner. A military mind like yours is once in a generation, once in a century.” He smiled and then it faltered. He looked away.

Helen nodded slowly. “Not going to do me much good, is it?”

The old man deflated in his chair. 

Helen stood up and stretched. She was tall and lean, ramrod straight. “They will never accept me, will they?”

“You’ll be a major within a year. A colonel in five,” Ari said.

“And not one inch farther.” She shook her head. “You know what they want me to do? They want me to go on a tour of the country, making speeches about the new Army. How women are treated equally. What a joke.”

“There is academia. I have spoken to my department. You can teach strategy…”

“No offense, Colonel, but I… want to lead.”

“I know, Helen. I know that… feeling too well.” He chuckled. “As a Jew, I couldn’t even get in West Point in the 1930s. I was fortunate General Bradley recognized my potential.”

“Fortunate?! You should have stars on your uniform…”

“Pfhht - stars, eagles, none of that matters.”

She sat back down and leaned forward. “But it should be what matters. People should be judged on their abilities, not their religion or skin color or… whether they have a… you know… between their legs.”

He smiled at her, a man who believed every word she said, had seen all the wrongs she described, and yet continued to smile. He continued to serve.

“Everything changes, Helen. Things get better. Too slow, yes. Like molasses. You and I were born too soon.” He shook his head. “Maybe… we’re to pave the way for what will come after us. I hope so.”

“Don’t you have regrets?”

“Not about my career. I was where I was needed when I was needed the most, Helen. I got to watch those goddamned swastikas crushed into the mud under the treads of our tanks. My ambitions were nothing in comparison to what we accomplished. We saved the world.” He shrugged. “Regrets, though? Oh, I have them.” He spread out his arms. “You see this house?”

“It’s beautiful.”

He shook his head. “Empty. This house is empty. An old man and the ghosts of his past are all that live here. So, this, this is my regret: while I was saving the world and focusing on my career? I forgot to live. No wife, no children. Family makes a house a home, Helen.”

She looked away. “So, you’re saying I should get married and have babies?”

He smiled. “I think we both know that isn’t in your future… at least not for some time. More evolution is required of this world.”

Startled, she turned to face him.

He waved his hand. “I do not judge you. I would never. I love you as I would my own child. And I could not be prouder of you than I would my own blood.”

“How… how did you know?”

“What? You think an old man like me doesn’t know of such things? I’m old, not stupid. There is nothing wrong with who you are, Helen. Nothing. All I am saying is: find happiness. Find love. Do not neglect it or you will find yourself old and alone with nothing but ghosts and the dreams of what might have been.”

***

Colonel Jacobs watched her trudge out through the snow from his upstairs window. She headed back toward the dorms. “I will never see her again?”

“No,” the visitor said. He could see the man’s reflection behind him in the glass, tall and rugged looking in his leather jacket. He had come to the house a few hours before Helen with stories about the future. Terrifying stories.

“Did I say the right things?” Colonel Jacobs asked.

“You spoke from your heart. That plants the seed. It’s never wrong.”

“I can’t say I understand any of this. But I do know she is destined to do great things.”

“I think you might be right.”

“I will miss her. Just, I need to know: how are you doing this?”

“Sometimes I bend time. Tonight, I bent it for you. Thank you for your service, sir. Both tonight and before. You may have helped save the world twice, Ari Jacobs. There’s not much recognition in that, I suppose. But you have my gratitude.”

Ari nodded.

When he turned, the man in the leather jacket was gone.

***

Helen wanted to scream into the bitter cold air, let her words turn to ice and fall crashing to the ground in front of her. This was her country, and it was in danger - the Russians and Chinese, the Cubans, other dangers in the Middle East. All she wanted to do was use her skills to make it safe.

She was the best person to lead. No less than the man she considered to be the greatest military mind of the last fifty years agreed with her.

But because she had a pussy instead of a cock? She was never going to be anything more than a cheerleader.

She would never be the quarterback.

Just outside the dorm, she passed by a first year cadet passed out in the snow.

“Fuck’s sake,” Helen said, and she nudged him with her boot. “Cadet? You picked a stupid place to pass out drunk.”

He didn’t move.

She knelt down and felt for his pulse.

Alive, at least. She nudged him again. “Hey, asshole. Wake up.”

Still nothing.

He had at least fifty pounds on her.

She grabbed him by the wrist and pulled him along the frozen ground and up the steps into the dorm. “Well, fatso, I hope you appreciate the fact I didn’t let you freeze to death.” Helen held the door open with one foot as she yanked him the rest of the way into the foyer and the hallway beyond.

It was warm here and she propped him against a wall.

Funny, she couldn’t smell booze on him. He must have been drinking vodka. She brushed a lock of black hair away from his eyes.

Cute, if you were into such things.

She wasn’t. She walked away toward the stairs.

Being a woman at West Point meant she had two strikes against her.

Had anyone found out she also played for the other team? Strike three and you’re out… of West Point probably and she could definitely kiss her Army commission goodbye.

Her life was going to be lonely.

Two more freshmen were passed out by the stairs.

“Must have been one hell of a party,” she mumbled as she climbed the stairs to the third floor.

She pushed open the stairwell door.

The door to her room was open and light leaked out into the darkened hallway.

Her roommate, Brigitte, usually kept the door closed.

She walked in and stopped cold.

A tall, bald man in a black suit was staring at her.

“Who are you?” Helen asked. She looked past him.

Brigitte was asleep on her bed wearing nothing but a pair of white cotton panties.

“Brigitte?”

“Calm yourself. Your friend is unharmed,” a woman said.

Helen turned to her right.

There was a woman wearing a nun’s outfit sitting at Helen’s small desk. She was only wearing the robes, her head was bare and her long, brown hair cascaded down her shoulders.

A silver brooch containing an inverted pentagram hung where her cross should have been.

And she was wearing sunglasses.

The woman held up a copy of Helen’s paper on the Ardennes conflict. “I’m afraid this is beyond me - complex analysis of supply chains, battle readiness… it’s clearly a work of genius but I’m more of a tactician than a strategist.”

Helen looked back and forth between the man in black and the nun. “Who are you people?!”

“Leave us, Agent,” the nun said.

The man in black stared at the nun.

The nun waved her hand. “I doubt I am in any danger.”

The man bowed slightly and walked past Helen and into the hallway. He closed the door behind him.

Helen rushed over to Brigitte and pulled the blanket up to cover her nakedness.

The nun smiled. “How gallant.”

Helen turned. “I’m losing my patience, lady. Who are you people?”

“I am called Sister.”

“Sister what?”

The woman shook her head. “My god simply named me Sister.” She stood up.

Helen took a step back.

The woman was over six feet tall.

She smiled down at Helen. “Ahh, you like tall women, I see? Your heart is racing.”

“What the fuck are you talking about?”

“You like women. Especially tall, dark women. One of us will be your downfall, I fear.”

“How do you know…?”

“That you’re a lesbian?” Sister laughed softly. “Oh, Helen Turner there is very little I don’t know about you. High school Valedictorian, in the first class of women admitted to West Point - top of your class here. Did you know you are the top student in the senior class?”

“No, I’m not. I’m in the top ten…”

“No, Helen, they are doctoring grades and moving male students ahead of you. They are embarrassed by the fact you are outperforming the men.”

Helen sat down on the edge of Brigitte’s bed. “I thought they might be. I couldn’t understand…” She shook her head. “Who the hell are you? Why are you here? Wait, all the students passed out downstairs?”

Sister smiled. “I preferred to visit you incognito. Have no fear, they will awaken in a few hours with no memory of any of this. I have come a long way to meet you, Helen Turner. All the way from Cuba.”

“Cuba?!” Helen gritted her teeth. “What the hell does a Communist want to talk to me about?”

Sister’s grin faltered. “I am many things, Helen, but I am no Communist. I have dedicated most of my life to fighting Castro and his gang of thugs, first as a Catholic nun and now as a revolutionary. I hate them and one day I will kill them. All of them.”

“An admirable goal,” Helen said. “Good luck with that. Why do you want to talk to me?”

“I represent a church headquartered presently in the jungle outside Havana. We are planning world domination and we need military expertise.”

Helen stared at her for a moment and then burst out laughing. “This is some kind of joke, right? Who put you up to this? I have to tell you this whole… crazy nun Bond villain thing you have going on is pretty impressive but the ‘I Wear My Sunglasses At Night’ thing just makes you look silly. Seriously, you look like you belong in a Corey Hart video on MTV.”

Sister laughed with her. “Oh, these? They were for your benefit.” She took the sunglasses off.

Helen gasped and shrank back on the bed.

Sister’s eyes were solid black - huge inky black voids that seemed to stare right through her. “I forgot to mention that my god has transformed my body. I am no longer what you would consider human. I am immortal. In a thousand years, ten thousand years, I will be just as you see me now. I am stronger than ten men. I can run faster, jump higher… and with these eyes, Helen, I can see a lonely young woman who wants to be part of something greater than herself. She wants to be recognized for her abilities. She wants to be free to love as she chooses. Why am I here, Helen Turner? I have come here to ask you to help me save the world and maybe, just maybe, I can save you from a mundane life in the process.”

Helen stared into Sister’s eyes. “What are you?”

Sister smiled slightly. “The next step in human evolution. The final stage. Homo Aeternus. Humankind eternal. Join me and I will make you more powerful than you can imagine. A single word from your lips will bring your enemies to their knees. And I promise you no one will ever judge you by your sex again.”

“How do I… I mean, how would I…?”

Sister nodded. “I will show you.” She reached behind her back and the robes fell from her body.

Helen felt as if she were in a trance.

The beautiful nun walked toward her and smiled, looking directly into her eyes. “Castro’s soldiers took me to Morpheus to make me a whore. I was a joke, you see. They wanted to put me in their brothels and take pictures of me to send to the Vatican - Castro’s way of showing them he ruled Cuba.” Sister laughed. “But my god fooled them. He gave me the power to incite lust in whoever is close to me… that’s what you’re feeling right now. My pheromones as they are called. I turned my captors into my slaves. Even today they grovel at my feet when they are in my presence. And, when I am not present? They do my bidding.”

She sat down beside Helen on the bed.

Helen’s eyes traveled from the woman’s terrifying eyes to her full, red lips and back again. “Is that what you are doing to me? Making me your slave?”

Sister shook her head. “No. I make slaves of my enemies, Helen. You are not my enemy. I mean for you to be my ally, my confidant. I intend that you will lead my army, the army of Morpheus, in our great war to control the world. To save it.”

Helen closed her eyes and licked her lips. “This is my country. You’re telling me I would be betraying my country…”

“A country ruled by old men who want to control women such as yourself. In our new world, all will be equal regardless of their sex, the color of their skin, their preference in bed companions… none of that will matter. The worthy shall lead, Helen. A brave new world.”

“Sounds like a utopia,” Helen whispered as she stared at Sister’s lips.

“That’s my god’s plan.”

Helen leaned forward quickly and kissed her, then pulled back. “I’m sorry, I…”

Sister silenced her by kissing her back.

The woman’s lips were sweet, her tongue darting into Helen’s mouth and tasting her.

Helen moaned and sucked Sister’s tongue deeper.

The nun’s strong hands grasped her shoulders and pulled her even closer.

She felt like a doll in Sister’s arms.

How was this happening? This was some sort of bizarre dream, and she was going to wake up soon.

The kiss ended as abruptly as it had begun but Sister continued to hold her tight.

Helen opened her eyes to see the nun smiling at her once again.

“I was your first, wasn’t I? The first woman to ever kiss you?” Sister said gently.

Helen nodded slowly a tear falling down her cheek.

Sister stroked Helen’s short blonde hair. “Poor darling. You’ve been so lonely, haven’t you?”

Helen laid her head on Sister’s shoulder. “Several times I’ve wanted to kiss someone over the years… other girls but…”

“But you were always afraid. What a world these humans have created. So many walls to confine us, containers to classify us. Morpheus is the end of such nonsense. We will cast aside the old religions and watch their churches burn. Now don’t you want to be a part of that?”

Helen swallowed. “Yes. I… this is all confusing but… yes. I want to be your general.” She gritted her teeth. “I want to free my country, this entire world, from its bondage.”

Sister nodded. “I intend to make you like me. You will be a Mother Superior in the Religious Caste of the Church of Morpheus.”

“How? What do I have to do?”

Sister laughed. “Only what you were born knowing how to do.” She leaned back and cupped her own left breast. The nipple was long, thick and dark. Sister squeezed gently and a single, black drop of milk appeared.

Helen drew in a breath.

“Drink from me. It is the gift of Morpheus - Ambrosia. The nectar of the gods. I’m going to make you a goddess, Helen.” She leaned forward conspiratorially. “I’ll tell you a secret, dearest. All who wish to become part of Religious Caste must drink the milk of a Mother Superior or the cum of a Bishop. We tell them it is then random, the will of Morpheus, as to whether they become a follower, a nun or priest, or a leader, a Mother Superior or a Bishop. This is a lie. I choose whose eyes will turn black. When you drink from me? You will become a Mother Superior.”

Helen stared at the black milk dripping from Sister’s nipple.

Then she lowered her head and began to suck.

Her body went rigid, and she was thankful Sister was holding her so tight. 

The strong woman maneuvered Helen into her lap.

Helen sucked greedily as orgasms wracked her body.

She was only vaguely aware when Sister stripped off Helen’s uniform pants and her white cotton panties.

Her fingers played in the blonde curls of Helen’s bush before traveling down to her slit.

Sister’s fingers moved gently over her clit and Helen came hard again.

All the while she sucked down more and more of the black milk.

“Helen,” Sister whispered. “You will have to let go of all you have known to follow me. This school, family, friends… and your name. Helen is not the name of a goddess, no….”

She stroked Helen’s hair as she drank.

Helen could feel herself growing stronger and she sucked even harder.

“Hecate… that’s the name of a goddess,” Sister whispered. “You are my witch general, my Hecate.”

Hecate smiled.

Then she screamed because of a stabbing pain in her eyes.

Sister laughed. “Shh, Hecate. The pain only lasts for a moment, but the power will be yours for eternity. Oh, what a future I have planned for you…”   

Hecate screamed into Sister’s breast. The Ambrosia flowed and her eyes burned red hot as they turned inky black.

***

Washington, DC

Now

Dennis Walters was a genius. He had the IQ scores and a handful of PhDs from MIT, Stanford, and Carnegie Mellon to prove it.

He was also pimply with long, stringy blond hair and in possession of a five (and one quarter) inch cock. Dennis weighed in at a buck forty-five with narrow hips, a thin chest, spindly arms, and a face that would never turn a female head.

And, yet, his five (and one quarter) inch cock was now being expertly manipulated by a sex goddess who was riding him reverse cowgirl, her toned thighs lifting her body up and down, rotating her hips in a circle, as muscles Dennis didn’t even know existed throbbed and pulsed inside her pussy. He was locked in a heavenly vice that could only be described as a flesh and blood milking machine.

Dennis knew that, should he live to be four times his current age of twenty-four, he would never again know such sublime pleasure.

He had met Akimi Maru at work - she of the body of a supermodel and face of a doll.

And pussy that could double as a milking machine.

He stared at her hips as they rose and fell, rose and fell. He had already cum once inside her. He had turned red with embarrassment, sure that the goddess would laugh in mockery of his premature ejaculation. He was afraid she might even come to her senses and realize she was slumming with someone so far beneath her it was ridiculous.

Instead? She had thanked him. Akimi Maru had dipped her fingers in her own quim, took out a dollop of his cum, let it drip on her tongue, and told him how delicious it tasted.

Then she had sucked him until he got hard again.

Now he was lying on his back watching this living sculpture make love to him and wishing he could record every frame, somehow save the experience for masturbation later.

“Don’t worry if you cum again,” Akimi breathed. She turned her head to the side and smiled at him. “I know tricks that will keep you hard for hours, Dennis.”

“I love you,” he blurted out. Then he turned red. “Sorry! I’m sorry! It just slipped out.”

She giggled. “That’s okay, Dennis. More people should love each other. The world would be a better place.”

None of this should be happening. Not only was Akimi Maru out of his class physically, they were in completely different worlds within the NRO - the National Reconnaissance Organization. Akimi was a field agent, one of the elite.

Dennis was just a researcher in the tech division. One of Colonel Menser’s eggheads.

Akimi was like James Bond and Dennis was just a scientist in “Q” branch. 

So, when she had asked him out? He thought it was some sort of cruel joke.

Watching her work her phenomenal body, he now knew it was no joke.

Akimi began to tremble and shake, her movements becoming more labored. Then she cried out, her pussy squeezing him tight as she orgasmed.

Dennis’s five (and one quarter) inch cock spasmed and he somehow produced another teaspoon of cum.

Then he passed out still nestled within her, a smile on his face.

***

Akimi Maru smiled at Dennis as he slept.

“You like him.” The words appeared in her vision, superimposed over Dennis’s face, courtesy of the text messaging app in her artificial left eye.

“No. Don’t be silly,” she typed back by thinking of the words.

The eye had been a miracle of American technology when the CIA had given it to her to replace her own, decidedly non-technical, prosthetic.

This newer eye had been given to her over five years ago by Gwen Kincaid, her friend, lover, and mistress. It made that simple recording device look like a child’s toy.

“Akimi Maru di Kincaid, are you lying to your mistress?”

Akimi giggled softly and ‘thought typed’ back. “I just feel bad for using him. He’s… sweet.”

“Compassion and love are what Whore Caste is about. You don’t have to hide that. Especially from me,” Gwen replied.

Years ago, the CIA had sent Akimi to Alex and Gwen Kincaid’s ‘farm’ in upstate New York. Her mission: to find out everything she could about the Church of Morpheus operation there. The CIA had thought her cover as a corporate CFO was perfect but keeping secrets from Gwen Kincaid was impossible.

Akimi was a seasoned agent - she knew the risks of going undercover but nothing could have prepared her for meeting a white witch.

Gwen had reached into Akimi’s mind, flipped some switches, and made Akimi Maru into the perfect double agent.

And Akimi had never been happier.

She was betraying her former country, but she was saving the world as a Church of Morpheus sleeper agent.

Akimi had been alone in the cold for a very long time but it was time for her to carry out her mission. It was time for her to go home to Alex and Gwen and the rest of her coven.

When Dennis orgasmed that last time, he hadn’t felt the slight pin prick as Akimi eased the needle into his ankle, administering a heavy dose of Knock Out.

She leaned over and kissed his thin lips.

Akimi stood and stretched - the government had thought the trip to the farm had only served to enhance Akimi’s sex drive, made her bisexual, and given her a fantastic DD rack.

They had missed the fact that Akimi Maru was now one of the transformed.

She pulled the black motorcycle leathers up her long legs and drew the bodysuit zipper up to her neck.

Then she rummaged through Dennis’s crumpled clothes on the floor and retrieved his NRO key card.

“Are you sure about this?” Gwen typed to her.

“There was a breakthrough in R&D. He let it slip last night.”

“There’s no going back after this, you know that, right?”

Akimi smiled. “I don’t want to go back. I want to come home.”

“Then come home, honey.”

Akimi opened the hotel room door and stepped out into the hall, leaving Dennis Walters sleeping with a smile on his face.

***

Colonel Taylor Menser flicked his wrist and sent the fishing fly dancing across the babbling trout stream, mimicking the movement of the real gnats that flew in clouds above the surface.

He already had three Brook Trout in the wicker fishing creel hanging from his shoulder - one more and he would eat like a king tonight.

Menser was only sixty miles from the heart of DC but here on the land he had purchased in the Northern Virginia hills, he felt a million miles away from the Washington cess pool.

The bluetooth in his ear beeped.

“Goddamn it,” Menser hissed. He reached up and tapped the button on the ear pod. “Menser.”

“It’s Gilder, sir.”

“Fuck you, it’s my day off.”

“Yes, sir, but you said we should report anything strange with the Project Diadem team?”

Menser let the fly fall into the water. He cursed under his breath and reeled it in. “What’s happened?”

“One of the researchers had a liaison overnight…”

“Liaison? Tony, you better not be calling me to tell me some egghead got laid.”

“Yes, sir. One got laid: Dennis Walters.”

“Walters? Skinny little pencil-neck guy? Zits?”

“That’s him.”

“Oh, well, no accounting for taste. If he paid for it, we’re paying him too much. Got something more thrilling to tell me so I don’t kill you for interrupting my fishing?”

“It’s not so much that he got laid, sir. It’s who laid him.”

“Who?”

“Akimi Maru.”

Menser felt old. Suddenly, he felt heavy. His heart stopped. “Oh, fuck me. Where are they?”

“Hotel off H Street near George Washington University.”

Menser opened his fishing creel and tossed the fish within back into the stream. Then he turned and sprinted toward his cabin. “We have eyes on?”

“Only one man in the lobby. He says they haven’t come down.”

“Get a Blackhawk out to my cabin to pick me up. I want to be at the office in thirty. Understood?”

“Yes, sir. On its way.”

“Gilder, you tell whoever we have in that lobby to get up to that hotel room and arrest Dennis Walters. Tell him that Walters might be brainwashed or worse. And tell him to shoot Akimi Maru on sight.”

“Colonel… we could be wrong.”

Menser stopped running when he reached the cabin. “I knew when that girl came back from Gwen Kincaid’s there was something off. I should have put a bullet in her. Instead, what do I do? I bring her into NRO so we can keep an eye on her. We let our guard down, Tony. Should’ve killed her.”

***

There are buildings in DC without markings. Buildings you can’t enter without proper identification. Civilians only know they’ve stumbled on one when they see the Marines guarding the door in the reception area.

The NRO has a building on F Street two blocks from the White House.

What’s above ground is plain enough, beige sandstone facade built in the 1970s.

But the NRO headquarters’ levels below ground are much more impressive.

Akimi Maru was in the elevator heading to the lowest level, over three hundred feet below the streets of Washington, DC - a level she did not normally have access to and had never visited.

All thanks to Dennis Walters’ key card that hung around her neck.

The doors opened on sub-basement twelve.

Two Marines in dress blues stood by the door at the end of the short hall.

Marines? Here? Akimi thought. Marines were only posted at the main entrance. 

“Leave… now!” Gwen typed to her.

“I can’t. I’ve come this far,” Akimi thought-typed.

“Akimi, no! It’s too dangerous. Turn around and get out of there!” Gwen replied.

Akimi put on her brightest smile.

“Ma’am, this is a restricted area. How did you get to this floor?” One of the Marine’s asked.

“I… have no idea. I just pressed the button by mistake.” She was walking toward them, swaying her hips in an attempt to at least slow down their reactions.

The Marine put his hand on his sidearm. “Ma’am, that’s not possible. You cannot bring the elevator to this level without key access…”

Akimi looked puzzled. She held up the keycard on its lanyard. “You mean this keycard? They just issued it to me yesterday.” She kept moving forward.

“You need to take a step back, now! This is a restricted area!” He was pulling his sidearm.

The other Marine was reaching for his as well.

Akimi bent at the waist and executed a perfect forward roll on the concrete floor. She came up in a crouch and swept her long leg in an arc.

She caught the Marine’s shins just above the ankle and he fell to the floor, miraculously still maintaining his grip on the nine-millimeter handgun.

Akimi rolled over him, twisting the gun out of his grip and clubbing him on the temple with it.

The other Marine was blinking in astonishment.

But he was also leveling his pistol at her.

She rolled back into a crouch and kicked with her left foot.

The standing Marine’s right shin broke with a sickening snap, and he fell screaming to the floor.

Akimi pulled the pistol from his hand and stood, leveling both guns at the Marine with the broken leg. “We don’t kill. It’s not our way. I broke your leg but it’s a clean break. In a month or so, you’ll be good as new. I could have taken your knee and you would limp for the rest of your life - remember that.”

“Who… the fuck are you?” The Marine asked as he looked at his broken leg.

Akimi smiled. She knelt beside him. She set one of the nine-millimeters on the floor behind her. Then she held the other gun. She released the magazine and let it fall to the floor, worked the slide and popped out the bullet in the chamber. Then, taking the barrel in her left hand and the handgrip in her right, she twisted.

The metal groaned and then bent, polycarbonate pieces shattering and falling on the floor.

The Marine stared in disbelief as she dropped the broken gun on the floor.

“Would you believe, I’m one of the good guys?” She said with a smile.

Then she punched him in the jaw, and he collapsed unconscious.

Akimi stood up and walked through the only door - Research and Development.

***

“Gilder, talk to me!” Menser yelled into the headphones microphone. His Blackhawk was streaking over the Virginia woods toward Washington.

Tony Gilder was twenty-five miles away in a black SUV heading toward the NRO building. “They have Dennis Walters, but Akimi Maru was not in the hotel room.”

“Shit… motorcycle. She rides a motorcycle. Tell me we still have a tracker on it?”

Gilder was quiet. “Protocol says we stop tracking vehicles two years after initial request. Sir, we had no reason to suspect…”

“Jesus Christ! We have every reason to suspect anybody who has contact with the transformed, Gilder. Call British Intelligence. Let’s hope to God they have one of their spy satellites over Washington right now. Call Andrews Air Force Base and tell them to get a stealth drone in the air and start scanning for that bitch’s motorcycle.”

“Yes, sir.”

“What did Walters have to say?”

“He’s still unconscious, sir. She must have used one of their tranquilizer drugs on him.”

“Any evidence he removed anything from the building before his ‘date’?”

“No, sir. They’re searched each evening when they leave. If he told her anything it was from memory.”

Menser looked out the open side door of the Blackhawk at the approaching DC skyline. “Key card. Walters would have had his key card, right?”

“Yes, but…”

“Tell them to search the hotel room for Walters’ key card!”

“Stand by.”

Menser waited. Too late. We’re too late, he thought.    

Gilder came back on the line.

Menser closed his eyes. “They didn’t find it, did they?”

Gilder sighed. “No, sir.”

“Call the building. Tell security that Akimi Maru is inside, and she is to be shot on sight. No warning. If they see her? Kill her.”

***

Akimi was riding the elevator back up to the first floor.

Project Diadem.

She had found it.

It was in her backpack and, if it was what it appeared to be? It was a game changer.

The doors opened on the first floor.

Four Marines were running toward her with guns drawn.

She ducked back against the side of the elevator car as bullets sliced the air beside her and slammed into the faux woodgrain rear wall.

She slammed her hand against the button for the third floor.

The doors closed and the elevator rose.

“Akimi! Akimi, what’s happening?!” Gwen typed.

“They’re onto me. I’m going to find a different exit.”

The doors opened on the third floor.

This was the accounting office, and everyone looked at her in confusion as she hit the emergency stop button and sprinted through the cubicles. “Do not touch that elevator!” Akimi yelled.

She ran full throttle toward the window at the end of the aisle.

Gwen typed, “Akimi, what the hell are you doing?”

“Improvising!” Akimi screamed out loud.

The stairwell doors burst open somewhere behind her.

Bullets sizzled through the air and the accountants began screaming as they dove for cover.

Akimi put her arms up in front of her face and crashed through the third story window.

***

“Fuck me,” Colonel Menser whispered from the rear of the Blackhawk as they hovered over the NRO building.

Akimi Maru had crashed through a third story window and was now falling toward the pavement below.

Glass sprayed out in a cloud around her.

She landed on her feet almost forty feet below.

“No fucking way,” the Blackhawk pilot said over the headphones.

Akimi had landed in a crouch.

She stood up and ran around the corner of the building.

“That’s not possible,” the pilot said.

“Please tell me you have a fucking rifle in this thing?” Menser said.

“Under the seat, sir.”

***

“Akimi, we’re coming,” Gwen typed. “You need to get to the Cuban Embassy, 2630 16th Street Northwest…”

Akimi’s motorcycle was in a space on the south side of the building. She hopped on, ignoring her helmet and started it. “Gwen, I have it. Project Diadem. I need to tell you…”

“I don’t care about their fucking project! I want you safe. Do you hear me? Get to the embassy.”

“On my way,” she roared around the corner and onto F Street.

***

“Where’s my drone, Gilder?” Menser asked over the headphones as he pulled the Marine issue sniper rifle out of its case and inserted the magazine.

“They’re tracking her, sir.”

“How’s it armed?”

Gilder was silent. “Armed?”

“What armament is it carrying, Gilder?”

“Sir, the drone is fully loaded with missiles - you aren’t suggesting we fire missiles into downtown DC, are you?”

Menser didn’t answer. “My bet is she’s heading for the Cuban Embassy. I need strike teams moved into position at every approach - Tony, she cannot reach Cuban territory. No matter the cost. Understood? If she has Diadem…”

“She does, sir. It’s verified. She left with the plans, documentation, and… the prototype.”

Menser closed his eyes and breathed out heavily. “Goddamn it.”

***

Akimi glanced back over her shoulder. She spotted Menser sitting in the passenger section of the Blackhawk.

The chopper was flying sideways above her, following her.

And Menser had a rifle in his hands.

“Gwen, I don’t think I’m going to make it. I should have looked at the schematics so you’d have an image from my eye,” Akimi said as she threaded through the F Street traffic.

“Never mind that. Just get to the embassy. We’re coming.”

Just as the traffic opened up, a black SUV driving the wrong way down the street slid to a stop sideways in front of the motorcycle.

Tony Gilder, Menser’s second in command.

He fired off a shot from his nine-millimeter through the open back window of the SUV.

Akimi jerked the bike to the right as the bullet whined past her and knocked stone chips off a building behind her.

She gunned the throttle and whipped around the SUV, laying almost on her side to do it.

Akimi righted the bike with the SUV behind her.

A second bullet missed her arm by inches and blew out the back window of a parked car.

“Goddamn it,” Akimi thought-typed. “They’re going to hurt someone!”

“Drop the backpack,” Gwen typed back.

“Are you crazy?!”

Behind her, the SUV had turned to follow her and Menser’s helicopter continued to hover just behind her.

She could hear police sirens.

A line of police cars and black SUVs were heading the wrong way down the street directly toward her.

She shifted right onto the sidewalk, sending pedestrians dodging left and right.

Akimi leaned left to avoid a trashcan and a bullet slammed into the sidewalk right in front of her.

“Akimi! Goddamn it! Give them the fucking backpack. It’s not worth it,” Gwen typed.

“Mistress, you have no idea how important it is. Now, please shut up, I’m trying not to get, you know… shot.”

***

There was something Zen about the whole scene unfolding beneath Menser: Beauty in the midst of danger. 

Akimi Maru in skintight black leather, her shoulder length hair flying behind her as she leaned left and right, avoiding obstacles in front of her, assessing her options in a split second and then acting on her analysis flawlessly.

We’re like clumsy apes in comparison, he thought.  

“Hold the chopper as steady as you can,” Menser said into his headset as he sighted through the rifle scope.

That’s the thing about us apes, though, Menser thought. Our capacity for violence knows no equal.

His finger rested on the trigger.

Akimi Maru was five blocks from the Cuban Embassy. In the backpack she wore was the fate of the United States… maybe of the whole world.

Below, Tony Gilder was firing shot after shot from his nine-millimeter - the road ahead was clear except for Akimi Maru.

But she was so fast and she seemed to know where Tony would aim the next bullet.

It was almost like someone… something… was watching over her.

Menser aimed for the point where Akimi’s shoulders met her graceful neck.

It would be just like turning off a light.

She wouldn’t feel a thing.

He didn’t want to do it. He had killed so many times for his country. He didn’t regret one pull of the trigger.

But he didn’t want to kill Akimi Maru.

“Because you’re not supposed to,” a man said.

Startled he looked behind him.

A tall man in a leather jacket was sitting there. He was smiling.

“Who the hell are you?” Menser asked.

The man shook his head. “That’s not the question, Colonel. The question is: who are you?” 

“I don’t understand…”

The man wasn’t wearing a headset, but Menser could hear him clearly even over the sound of the rotors. “Sometimes I bend time. And, today? I’m bending it for you. The choice is yours.”

And then he disappeared. He just disappeared into thin air.

“Did you say something, Colonel?” the pilot asked.

“What? No… no…” He put the rifle back against his shoulder and lined up the shot.

Akimi Maru was half a block from the Cuban Embassy.

Menser put the crosshairs on her neck again.

The question is: who are YOU? He thought. 

“I know who I am,” he whispered.

Then he pulled the trigger.

***

Akimi cried out as a much higher caliber bullet struck a parking meter to her right and it exploded in a cloud of metal and glass. She glanced over her shoulder at Colonel Taylor Menser.

She could have sworn he was smiling.

The gates to the Cuban Embassy were open wide. Two huge Whoremasters were picking up and moving the concrete traffic barriers in front of the gates.

A crowd of Church Agents looking identical in their black suits were standing on the huge embassy lawn, guns drawn.

Akimi came to a stop just inside the gates.

She shut off the engine.

As they closed the gates behind her, she sat on the bike, her hands locked on the handlebars, too terrified to do anything except tremble.

***

“Sorry, Colonel, she was just too fast,” Tony Gilder said over Menser’s headset.

“Yeah, I missed too,” Menser said. “Get me on the ground,” he said to the pilot.

“Jesus! Holy shit, what the fuck is that?” The pilot said.

Menser looked at the sky above the Cuban Embassy.

There was a helicopter there. It had four rotors above a rounded rectangular fuselage the size of a C-130.

“Attention Blackhawk, this is the Cuban Transport Leviathan you see at your twelve o’clock. You are within fifty yards of airspace belonging to the Theocratic Republic of Cuba. By international law, if you violate our airspace I can and will use deadly force to remove you from our territory.”

The pilot looked at Menser. “If it’s a transport, how is it going to fire…”

As if on cue, the Leviathan turned 90 degrees and showed it’s starboard side. The doors there were open and some type of gatling style gun was pointing directly at them.

“What the fuck is that thing?” The pilot said.

Menser wasn’t looking at the gun.

He was looking at the tall blonde woman in white latex standing beside it.

Gwen Kincaid had come to Washington, DC.

“You need to move back away from the embassy, son. Very slowly,” Menser said. “And let me out.”

***

The Leviathan set down on the embassy lawn.

Gwen walked down the metal ramp with Alex behind her.

She started to run on her stiletto heels when she saw Akimi still sitting motionless on the motorcycle.

She reached the motorcycle and saw Akimi trembling. “Akimi, sweetheart? Are you okay?”

Akimi turned slowly and looked at her. “That was… intense. I think… no, I’m sure I peed.”

Gwen covered her face in kisses. “You’re not hurt?”

The embassy gates were closed and the Whoremasters had replaced the concrete traffic barriers.

An NRO strike team had surrounded the embassy, Gwen could see snipers lying prone on the ground with their rifles pointed toward them.

“I just need a second,” Akimi said as she climbed stiffly off the motorcycle.

Gwen smiled. “Take all the time you need. Oh, by the way, you’re out of the spy business.”

Akimi started to laugh. “Yeah, I think my cover is permanently blown.”

“High speed pursuit and gunfire a few blocks from the White House? Yeah, I think you’re burned, baby.”

“Project Diadem. It’s in my backpack. It’s bad, Gwen. It’s really, really bad.”

***

Menser walked toward the embassy, passing by the black ops sniper positions.

Alex Kincaid was looking at him from behind the gate.

“Mr. Kincaid, we meet again,” Menser called in his East Texas drawl. “Could I trouble you to retrieve the United States Government’s property your little spy stole from us? On behalf of the President of the United States we’d like it back.”

“You mean the suspicious material that somehow found its way onto my republic’s territory? I’ll have to take that up with my government. I wouldn’t hold my breath.”

Menser nodded. “Alex, whole goddamned world is holding its breath.”

Alex looked at the snipers. “You want to start a war over this backpack, Colonel?”

“Do you?”

Alex gave him a one-sided smile. “Gonna start sometime, I suppose.”

“Doesn’t have to be today.”

“No, it doesn’t. Time for you to leave, Colonel. Some days you get the bear, other days it gets you. Today just wasn’t your day. Leave it at that,” Alex said.

Another Whoremaster emerged from the Leviathan. A huge man with short-cropped black hair.

“You brought a lot of firepower,” Menser said.

“Trust me, you have no idea,” Alex replied.

Menser heard a voice over his earpiece. “Subject Akimi Maru is walking toward the embassy.”

“I have a shot,” another voice replied.

Menser turned toward the snipers. “Stand down! Stand down! That woman is on Cuban soil. I repeat, hold your…”

A shot rang out.

Fuck, oh fuck, Menser thought.

***

One moment, Akimi was smiling up at Gwen.

Then there was blood.

So much blood. It was a crimson cloud in front of her right shoulder.

Akimi blinked. “Gwen. I…” Then she collapsed to her knees.

“Akimi!” Gwen screamed.

***

The embassy gates swung open wide and a crowd of Whoremasters and Church Agents rushed toward it.

“Who fired that shot?!” Menser yelled.

One of the snipers lying on the ground about twenty feet away looked toward him. “I did, sir.”

Menser pulled the pistol from his jacket and fired once.

The bullet struck the sniper in the left buttock, and he howled in pain.

Then Menser turned around and dropped his gun. He called toward the embassy. “Alex, one of yours is shot, one of mine is shot. This is even. It can end here...”

“Nowhere near!” Alex yelled as he ran toward the gate.

“Goddamn it,” Menser hissed. “Hold your fire, no one…”

A woman screamed and the ground shook.

Alex Kincaid faltered and spun on his heels. “Gwen… oh, Jesus…”

Car alarms went off in the middle of DC and windows four blocks away shattered.

The NRO black ops members within fifty feet of the gates were lifted into the air and flung through the air to land beside and on top of their comrades.

Gwen Kincaid was glaring at Menser and there was hell in her eyes.

She opened her mouth to scream again.

***

We all have different powers, Gwen thought. And, today, hers was going to come in very handy. “Sorry, Maria,” Gwen whispered. “The war starts today.”

Alex and the other Whoremasters were heading to the gate - forming a wall in case any of the soldiers started firing.

She was the artillery, and they would protect the artillery at all costs. She opened her mouth to scream again.

“Gwen, stop. Not for me. Don’t go to war over me.”

A slim hand touched her ankle.

Akimi Maru was alive, lying in a growing pool of her own blood.

But she was alive.

Gwen dropped to her knees beside her, the psychic scream never leaving her lips. Instead, she yelled, “Alex! She’s alive! Dr. Thompson? We need you!”

The ground trembled again.

But this time it was because Dr. Everett Thompson was running toward her down the loading ramp of the quadcopter transport.

***

“What the fuck is that?” Tony Gilder said as he stared at the twelve foot tall giant running down the ramp of the quadcopter.

“I don’t have the faintest idea,” Menser said.

The towering giant was dressed in a red tracksuit. The bulge at his crotch marked him as one of the Whoremasters. The face was massive… and familiar.

“Tony, take pictures. Lots of them. I know that face.”

A redheaded nurse in white latex ran beside him, looking tiny in comparison.

***

“Move aside, Gwen,” Thompson’s voice boomed as he knelt beside Akimi. “You awake, honey?”

“I… I hurt…”

“I know, sweetheart. Evie? Vitals.”

Nurse Evie Price placed a device on Akimi’s forearm, and it glowed with a green holographic readout. “BP 110 over 50 and dropping. Pulse 80 and thready. Oxygen sats are 87 and dropping.”

“She’s losing a lot of blood. We have to cauterize these bleeders first. She’s going to go pneumothorax…”

Evie handed Thompson a pen like device, and he held it in his massive hand.

Light flashed as he aimed it inside the wound and began closing blood vessels.

“Can’t you use Instaheal?” Gwen asked.

Evie looked at her. “No. There’s too much tissue damage… now, Gwen, I love you, but you need to fuck off - if you’re not a doctor we don’t need you. Scram.”

Gwen stood up and backed away.

Akimi’s head rolled to the side.

Thompson tapped her cheek gently. “No, you don’t. I need you to stay awake until I can get you stabilized. Sorry, sweetheart, but you got to hang in there a few more minutes.”

“Okay… trying… Gwen? Take my backpack. Project Diadem. It’s in there. You need to get it to Maria…”

“Shh, honey, stop. Just do what Dr. Thompson is telling you,” Gwen sobbed.

“Bleeders are cauterized. Evie, give her a shot of Hemomax. Let’s get that transformed bone marrow working overtime making more blood.” Thompson looked back at Gwen “I’ll transfuse her when we get inside. We need to get her into the embassy - please tell me there’s a clinic?” 

“Fully stocked. We sometimes… collect visitors.”

Thompson laughed humorlessly. “Fucking Church. Never waste a good basement. Lucky for us, though.” He scooped up Akimi and stood.

Akimi screamed in pain.

“I know, honey. Painkillers are coming. I promise. Evie? Support her arm.”

Evie ran to his side and lifted Akimi’s limp, dangling arm. She held it steady as they moved quickly toward the embassy.

***

Menser watched as the giant carried Akimi Maru into the Cuban Embassy along with her now blood soaked backpack. “There it goes. Our last hope.”

“God, I hope you’re wrong,” Tony Gilder said.

Alex Kincaid was walking toward the embassy gates, his blue eyes locked on Menser.

“Fuck. Not over yet,” Menser whispered as he walked toward the gates. “All of you, stand down. Next one I have to shoot will leave in a bag.”

The soldiers who were still able to move after Gwen Kincaid’s onslaught began limping away from the embassy.

Menser stood on the US side of the gate three feet from Alex Kincaid. “Is she okay?”

Alex stared at him.

Menser knew the Whoremaster could reach out and break him like a twig if he wanted.

“Akimi Maru is my coven. She belongs to me. She belongs to Gwen,” Alex said. He nodded back over his shoulder at the embassy. “She’s part of our hearts. Do you understand that, Menser?”

“I do.”

“If she dies? You die,” Alex said.

“If it comes to that, I will gladly put my head on the block. If that keeps us from going to war today, you have my word.”

Alex shook his head. “Words of a human don’t mean much to me anymore, Colonel. I’m not asking for your consent. I’m just making a promise.”

Menser nodded.

Alex Kincaid turned away and two more Whoremasters closed the gates.

Menser turned and walked back to an ashen-faced Tony Gilder.

***

“Goddamn, that was one supreme fuck up, Taylor,” Secretary of Intelligence Byron Cook said as he stood looking out the picture window. A few blocks away from the office building the NRO rented, the Cuban Embassy was quiet.

Colonel Taylor Menser stood and watched silently. “Every bit of that is on me. I dropped the ball on Akimi Maru.”

Cook was a head shorter and half Menser’s weight in his gray suit as he stood beside him. “Did you honestly tell Alex Kincaid you would let him kill you if the girl dies?”

“Seemed like a good idea at the time,” Menser said with a smile.

Cook nodded. “Kept a war from starting.” Then Cook shook his head. “I want you out of Washington for a few days.”

“I intend to fulfill my promise if Akimi Maru dies.”

“I’m not worried about fucking Alex Kincaid and the rest of those freaks. I’m worried about the House Intelligence Committee. Jesus, Taylor, you shot one of your own men.”

“In the ass.”

“Yeah, you shot an American in the ass, Taylor. Fucking democrats are going to want to unionize your spec ops boys to end their being oppressed and the fucking republicans are going to want your ass for shooting a serviceman. This is a fucking nightmare. Get the fuck out of town. That’s an order. Go… fish or whatever the fuck you do.”

“That’s a lot of ‘fucks’, Mr. Secretary,” Menser said with a smile.

“What? Now you’re a prude as well? Fuck, Taylor. This is turning into a nightmare.”

Menser shook his head. “Nightmare hasn’t even started yet. Jesus… they have giants. Witches who can blast whole areas like a howitzer with their voice. And somehow they flew an aircraft the size of a city block from upstate New York to Downtown DC without it showing up on radar, without a single sighting from the ground or the air. No, Mr. Secretary, the nightmare hasn’t started yet.”

“Remember the Russians? The Chinese? Iran? I remember them. They were fun monsters,” Cook said. “Now we huddle together in bunkers with the bastards and try to figure a way to stop the Church of Morpheus.”

“Strange times,” Menser said.

“You’re the tip of our spear, Colonel. I need you focused. I need you to not march willingly to your execution. And, for fuck’s sake, stop shooting your own goddamned men, Taylor.”

Menser smiled.

“It’s not funny, asshole.”

Menser shrugged. “A little.”

“Go somewhere. Out of Washington. Come back with your wits about you. Jesus, Menser, we need you.”

***

Gwen Kincaid stood outside the surgery room and watched Dr. Thompson work in the cramped space.

She felt the hand on her shoulder and knew instantly it was Alex.

“Are they gone?” She asked.

“They’re never completely gone. Just moved across the street to that office building they don’t think we know about,” Alex said.

“I almost killed them. I almost killed them all. It was Kimiko all over again. I lost my temper then and…” She wiped away a tear.

He kissed her cheek. “Shh, hey, you did what you had to do, then and now, Gwen.”

“Why can’t I be like Sugar, Mikaela, Lisa? Even Maria has more control.”

Alex laughed. “I really don’t think you should be emulating Maria Marapova. I always have this feeling she is keeping a list in her head of everybody who’s ever pissed her off. An assassination list.”

Gwen laughed and wiped away more tears. She nodded toward the window. “They regrew the section of her lung that was destroyed and her shoulder blade. They’re looking for any other bleeders right now. Evie says it won’t be more than another half hour.”

Alex held her tight. “She’s going to be okay.”

“Damn me for ever sending her out to be our spy,” Gwen said bitterly.

Alex turned her face toward him. “Gwen? She’s a spy. Always has been. That’s how we found her when she was spying on the farm for the CIA.”

“But when she became part of us…”

“We’re all in danger. All of us. We’re on the kill lists of every covert agency of every government in the world. It’s a miracle none of us has been shot until now.”

She shook her head. “I want our coven safe. I just can’t stand the thought of losing any of ours.”

He ran his fingers through her long blonde hair. “Me too.” He looked back into the surgery room. “One thing’s for sure: we won’t have to worry about sending her back out again - the whole chase is playing non-stop on cable news. Sister has filed a formal complaint with the US government demanding an apology for the NRO attempting to murder a Cuban citizen on Cuban soil.” He shook his head. “Akimi’s spying days are done.”

“Good,” Gwen said and smiled. “As soon as she’s up? I’m taking her back to the farmhouse and we are not letting her leave it… ever.”

“Who am I to argue with a White Witch?” He said and winked. “Any idea what that stuff was in her backpack? What’d she call it? Project Diatom?”

“Diadem… Project Diadem. It means ‘crown’. There were a lot of technical papers and diagrams, a USB drive, and some sort of plastic and metal contraption that fits on your head like a headset.”

“Any idea what it is?”

“Yes, it had lots of buttons and blinky lights and antennae - could be a can opener for all I know.”

Alex laughed.

“They sent it by high speed transport to Cuba a few hours ago,” Gwen said.

He leaned in close and whispered. “Please tell me they didn’t send it to the Church?”

Gwen shook her head. “Remember that scientist and his students Willy transformed a few Christmases ago?”

“Um, yeah, Professor Drew Combs.”

“His coven is examining it now. Maria wants to meet via conference call in a few hours.”

***

“It’s one of the most amazing devices I’ve ever seen,” Drew Combs said. He was smiling ear to ear on the video conference. The view from his office was the largest image on the screen.

“What does it do, professor?” Maria Marapova asked. She had called in from her penthouse in New York City.

The other faces on the call were Sugar and Demona at Stallions and, from Cuba, Cathy.

Alex and Gwen watched from the basement of the embassy.

“Simply put: it renders mind control ineffective on the wearer.”

Maria’s face was grim. “What kind of mind control does it block?”

“All psychic mind control. It doesn’t work against pheromones, visual mind control such as the blue frequency modulation we use for hypnotic eye implants, or the old audio mind control they used at Latigo Key, but any White Witch, Whoremaster…”

“Church? Does it block Mother Superiors and Bishops?” Maria asked as she leaned closer to the camera.

Drew nodded. “As near as we can tell. We’ll need to test it, of course. But I’d say it’s a 90% likelihood of blocking the Religious Caste’s pain projections.”

Maria smiled. “All of you, listen: not one word of this is to leave this call. Am I understood?”

They all agreed.

“I will tell Sister that Project Diadem contains plans for an invasion of Cuba by American armed forces - I have documents of that nature here in the penthouse. A little doctoring and she will be deceived.”

Alex chuckled. “Gee, wonder why she has plans to invade Cuba lying around?”

Maria glared at the screen. “You said something, Whoremaster Kincaid?”

“No, Mistress, just marveling at your preparedness.”

She smirked. “Professor Combs, you and your associates are to fly to the Stallions facility immediately. Work with Dr. Demona to understand how this device works and…”

“How we can weaponize it to fuck Religious Caste up the ass?” Demona asked with a smile.

“Crude. But… yes,” Maria said. “Now, this is a prototype device I take it? How long before the humans can outfit their military with these ‘diadems’?”

Drew shook his head. “Well, that’s the rub. From what we can tell, the device requires a large amount of rare earth elements to produce. The notes indicate it took them six months to procure enough for one headset. If you wanted to outfit even a platoon? It would take a lot of time and effort.”

Maria smiled. “Do not underestimate American productivity. I was there during World War II when they filled the skies with their bombers and the sea lanes with their ships - they will find a way. Let’s hope we discovered Diadem early enough to block its use against us. Any idea how they developed this so quickly?”

Drew raised an eyebrow. “By intensely studying someone with natural immunity.” He opened a folder. “They studied a woman they refer to as ‘Subject Alpha’ for years. Pretty much made her a modern day Manhattan Project.”

Maria gritted her teeth and glared into the camera. “An immune. They studied an immune?”

Dr. Demona rolled her eyes. “Yeah, yeah, your immenseness… I can feel you staring daggers at me. Back off, my Canadian friends know to stay away from the US government or anybody else who wants to dissect them. Subject Alpha isn’t one of mine.”

“Maybe they captured an immune and studied them against their will?” Sugar said.

“Precisely why Sister wants all immunes culled,” Maria said.

In Cuba, Cathy turned away from the camera for a moment. When she turned to face the camera again, her face was pale.

“Something wrong, Cathy?” Maria asked. Her eyes were piercing. It was as if she were trying to look through the camera and read all of their minds.

“No. No, I just know what you’re going to say next,” Cathy said.

Maria nodded. “All of you, use what resources you have to discover the identity of this ‘Subject Alpha’.”

“And rescue her from the feds, right?” Demona said. “That’s what you’re going to say next, right?! Because I’m telling you right now, if you tell us to kill this woman? Living goddess or not, I will kick your ass all over Manhattan.”

“Demona, this woman is dangerous. The more the humans study her…” Alex said.

“Not you too! Goddamn it,” Demona said. “I will not be a party to taking a human life! You kill this girl and I’ll march straight into the NRO office and give them the complete transformed genome. Understand? So, if you kill Subject Alpha you better kill me as well…”

“I will,” Maria said. Her face was emotionless. “I will snap your pretty neck like a toothpick, doctor. Oh, I’ll cry when I do it. Then I’ll cry more afterward. But my job is to safeguard Whore Caste, subjugate the humans, stop the Church, and save the world. Anyone who stands in my way will be crushed.”

“Goddamn you, you cold hearted bitch. Do you even have a soul?”

“No, doctor, it died with my family a hundred years ago in Ukraine. When Stalin starved us all to death and I survived on my family’s…” Maria looked away. 

“I think we should all calm down,” Sugar said as she put her hands on Demona’s shaking shoulders at Stallion’s. “Maria, will you agree to taking this woman alive, if possible, from the NRO?”

Maria sighed. “If possible. Yes.”

“Then we’ll make it possible,” Sugar said and nodded.

***

Theocratic Republic of Cuba

“Fuck! Oh, fuck, I’m cumming!!!” Tracy Dufresne di Greene screamed.

Her Whoremaster, Dan Greene, once known as White Witch Cathy Greene di Hecate’s husband, moved his huge cock to maximum depth inside Tracy. He hit her second clit and she began to actually sob as her orgasm rippled through her body.

As an immune, Tracy could not feel the ‘binding’ the other transformed could feel.

But she was bound to Dan Greene in the exact same way she was bound to Cathy. The way she had been bound to Cathy that first night in what would become the Manhattan Red Zone.

Cathy had saved her that night, shrouding Tracy’s immunity from mind control by transforming her into a hypersexual bimbo and teaching her how to hide her immunity from Mother Superior Hecate… at least for awhile.

She couldn’t actually be bound to Cathy the way she wanted, the way she longed to be. But she loved Cathy more than life itself.

And, soon after, she fell deeply in love with Dan Greene - something she had never expected.

He was gentle and kind - the kind of man she would have fallen head over heels for before Cathy. The kind of man she had only thought existed in fantasies.

He kissed her neck and whispered in her ear. “Where are you? You think way too much when you fuck.” He thrust again as he whispered the word ‘fuck’.

Tracy laughed out loud as she felt warm cum fill her to the brim. “Never… knew… it would be like… this… not for me.” She covered his face with kisses.

She felt other hands on her body. The rest of the coven, those who were here tonight.

She smiled.

“We love you, Tracy,” voices whispered all around her.

It was more than love, more than the raw eroticism of lying on the huge bed being caressed by all those who loved her - it was acceptance. Unconditional, unwavering, love and acceptance.

Just one more way that Whore Caste was better than any other species on the planet.

She moaned as Dan pulled free from her still spasming depths, his cock quickly replaced by someone’s tongue.

It wasn’t Cathy’s - she knew the feel of Cathy’s probing tongue. This might be Diana or Hannah… or both, it was too dark to know for sure. She smiled. This was the dream of every polyamorous group made reality - true love among nearly a dozen individuals, all together as one.

The tongue left her pussy and the woman climbed up her body. “Open up, luv.”

It was Hannah, the British accent giving her away.

Tracy opened her mouth and Hannah kissed her hard, pushing Dan’s cum onto her tongue.

Bliss.

It was bliss.

She awoke a few minutes later.

Gentle breathing came from all around her. Hannah curled against her from behind and she knew without seeing that Diana was likewise spooning Hannah.

Dan’s voice nearby, whispering gently, the slick sounds of his cock sliding into another of their lovers.

Tracy reached out for Cathy.

The White Witch wasn’t there.

She frowned.

Cathy was almost always nearby when she slept unless… 

Unless she was with Hecate.

Tracy tried not to be jealous, tried not to hate the cold, calculating Mother Superior who owned a piece of Cathy’s heart.

She eased herself free from Hannah’s embrace.

Hannah rolled around to face Diana and soon the two flight attendants were moaning in each other’s arms.

Tracy climbed carefully out of the huge bed and walked through the open doors and onto the veranda.

The mansion overlooked the beach. Stars filled the clear, night sky and the waves broke gently on the pristine sand.

There, in the moonlight at the water’s edge stood Cathy Greene di Hecate. She was naked, her perfect body lit beautifully by the moon. She stared toward the ocean and the northern sky.

Tracy walked across the still warm sand and stood beside her, the surf almost touching their toes. “We missed you inside.”

Cathy continued to stare at the horizon. “Maria called a meeting.”

“I was afraid you went to…”

“Why did you do it?” Cathy said, her voice cracking slightly.

“I… sorry…”

“We found out today an immune has been working with the NRO. They’ve developed a weapon.” She turned toward Tracy. Even in the moonlight, Tracy could see the redness of Cathy’s eyes from crying for what must have been hours. “And before you open your mouth to answer me? Do not lie and compound the betrayal.”

Tracy began to shake. She felt the world slip away beneath her feet. She stared at the sand between her toes. “I did it for us.”

“For us? For us?! You betrayed our caste, our coven. Me…” Her voice cracked again, and she looked away.

“You don’t understand. Cathy, the government is going to give Whore Caste complete amnesty. They only want to stop Religious Caste…”

Cathy laughed. “You fool. What have you done?”

“Menser promised that he would not hurt anyone in Whore Caste…”

Cathy spun on her heel and grabbed Tracy’s shoulders. She lifted her into the air. “Colonel Menser’s men shot Akimi Maru di Kincaid today. Shot her on the grounds of our embassy.”

“Oh, God… is she…?”

“Dead? No. No thanks to Colonel Menser and his jackbooted thugs.”

“Cathy? You’re hurting me,” Tracy whispered.

Cathy swallowed hard and set her back on the sand. She released Tracy’s shoulders. “This is about Hecate, isn’t it?”

“She’s dangerous, Cathy. They’re all dangerous. She’s going to hurt you.”

Cathy laughed and shook her head. “This was the danger of saving you in New York. Jealousy. You’ll always have that emotion. I knew it from the beginning, but I thought maybe, just maybe I could teach you that love is love. It is a constant. It’s not something that must be conserved. You’re not in competition with Hecate for my love any more than I’m in competition with Dan for yours.”

“It’s not jealousy. She’s a cold-blooded killer…”

“Oh, yes, and she nearly killed you on the way here from New York. She wanted to throw you out of the quadcopter and into the ocean. I stopped her. Now let me tell you about another cold-blooded killer: Mistress Maria Anastasia Marapova di Morpheus. When she finds out you betrayed us? She will kill you - she said as much tonight. I was able to save you from Hecate because Hecate is in love with me. That’s why she let an immune live, Tracy: because I told her I would kill myself if she harmed you. Well, though I don’t doubt that Maria loves me, loves us all? She is not in love with me. I cannot appeal to her good nature because I’m not entirely convinced she has one. No appeal from me will save you from her.” Cathy looked away and sighed. “But I will die trying to save you.” She pointed behind her. “Your coven in there? They will die to save you from her. You may have doomed everyone you love.”

Tracy began to sob. “I… thought I was saving us…” She fell to her knees in the sand.

Cathy knelt beside her and sighed. “Why couldn’t you have just trusted me? Why couldn’t you have had faith in us? In our coven, our caste? There is a plan. And, I know you hate her but Hecate will not harm me.”

Tracy threw herself around Cathy’s neck and sobbed. “I’m sorry. Please don’t hate me. I couldn’t bear that. Please. I love you. I love my coven. Please…”

Cathy held her tight. “Hate you? I could never hate you. You hurt me, Tracy. You endangered our coven.” Cathy sighed. “But I can’t hate you. That’s what love means, Tracy. It means you forgive because the concept of being without someone you love is too painful to bear.”

“I know. I am so sorry. I’ll…”

“I’m afraid for you - for all of us. But I could never hate you, Tracy. You’re a part of me. A part of us. And, one day? Your love will even include Hecate.”

Tracy wiped her eyes and scoffed. “That’ll be the day.”

Cathy’s eyes sparkled in the darkness. “Yes, it will.” Cathy sat down beside her in the sand. “Speaking of days - do you know what today is?”

“What do we do about Mistress Maria?” Tracy whispered, ignoring Cathy’s question.

Cathy hugged her close. “You let me worry about Maria Marapova - she has a million other things to worry about other than one blonde bimbo immune.”

“You make me sound dumb.”

Cathy looked at her and raised an eyebrow. “Seriously? After this?”

“Point taken. I’m a dumb bimbo.”

Cathy nodded. “Your heart was in the right place. Your head was up your ass past your colon but…”

“Okay! I fucked up…”

“Bay of Pigs was a fuck up. The Titanic was a fuck up. This is… biblical.”

“Never going to live this down, am I?”

“No. By the way: no further contact with the NRO. Nothing. If they gave you a cellphone…”

“Cellphone? Jesus, do you think I’m stupid… never mind, don’t say it. No, there’s no cellphone. But… there’s a complication…”

“Of course there is,” Cathy hissed.

“There’s a boy. Man, actually.”

Cathy sighed and shook her head. “There’s always a boy or a girl.”

“His name is Walter Jones, he’s an NRO agent. I want him. For the coven. I met him at that party in the Red Zone…”

“Way to think with your pussy, Tracy.”

Tracy laughed.

Cathy nodded. “You understand how this works or do I need to explain?”

“By all means, Witch-splain it to me.”

“Asshole,” Cathy said. “You lure him in with your feminine wiles and then I come in and brain fuck him. Then he joins the coven.”

Tracy’s mouth dropped open. “He’s my boyfriend! You’re not going to brain fuck him! You don’t have to do that. I think he would join our coven willingly…”

“A man cannot serve two masters, Tracy. He’s either ours or he’s the NRO’s. If we make him ours? We’ll use him against Menser and his people.”

“You honestly think I’m going to lure him in and then watch you reach into his brain and make… changes… maybe turn him into a Whoremaster…?” Tracy said and involuntarily licked her lips.

“Tantalizing, isn’t it?”

“God… I’m as sick as the rest of you.” Tracy laughed. “Oh, what were you trying to tell me about today?”

“Hmm?”

“You asked if I knew what today was?”

Cathy smiled and nodded. “On this day in 1989 my world was turned upside down. This is the day the Church took Latigo Key.”

***

Arlington, VA

Tony Gilder was just heading up to bed when his doorbell rang.

He opened the front door to find Colonel Taylor Menser standing on his porch.

“Grab your overnight bag.”

“Colonel? It’s after midnight…”

“Thanks for the time check but I have a watch, Gilder. Mickey’s short arm is pointed straight up. I know what fucking time it is. Now grab your kit, we’re wheels up in fifteen minutes.” Menser turned around and walked back to the black SUV waiting on the curb.

Gilder shook his head and yelled over his shoulder. “June? I’ve got to go out of town…” 

***

The Florida Keys

Two hours before dawn

The Blackhawk helicopter flew without lights over the dark water of the Straits of Florida. Behind it, the meager lights of Key West faded slowly into the distance.

The pilot stared through his night vision goggles into the moonless night, the whitecaps below outlined in eerie green by the night vision. “Your boss doesn’t talk much,” the pilot said into the headset microphone.

“No, he doesn’t,” the geek said.

The guy’s name was Gilder - he’d offered it up when he had climbed into the copilot’s seat.

The older man, Gilder’s boss, had taken a seat behind them. He had stared out the open door all the way from Miami without saying a word.

This wasn’t the first time the pilot had transported spooks in the dead of night with no running lights. These two smelled like NRO to him.

CIA guys talked some. NSA guys usually wouldn’t shut up. Get a chopper load of black ops guys and that could be a fun party especially once the op was over and you went looking for booze and women.

But NRO? NRO guys were like his ex’s goddamned cat - always looking for something to kill. No other redeeming qualities.

Not this geek, Gilder - he was just a techie. Satan’s IT guy at worst.

Problem was? The old guy behind him was most likely Satan.

Dead shark eyes staring out the open door into the dark ass night like he could see clearly without night vision and, fuck, man, maybe he could.

“How much further?” Gilder asked.

“Less than five minutes. Latigo Key is off limits to all traffic. You guys did clear this with the Coast Guard, right?”

“They won’t bother us,” the man with the dead eyes said over the headset.

The pilot almost jumped out of his seat. Somehow he had thought the man wasn’t listening, caught up in his own thoughts.

Instead he had been listening and he spoke in an East Texas drawl that sounded for all the world like he was accustomed to saying things like, “Draw, partner.”

The pilot stared at the horizon. The ghostly silhouettes of small buildings and scruffy trees appeared on the night vision display. “Latigo Key dead ahead.”

***

Menser and Gilder stood in the center of the abandoned town’s single intersection. A few minutes before, Menser had instructed the pilot to fly back to Miami and return for them at sundown, some fourteen hours from now.

“It’s… it’s in perfect shape,” Gilder said. Here was a town abandoned for nearly fifty years, but the buildings weren’t in disrepair. No windows were broken, roofs were intact, the lawns had even been mowed.

“The cars used to be sitting where they were left in 1989,” Menser said. “Hurricane about twenty years ago swept most of them into the harbor.”

“Who’s maintaining all this?”

“We do. The NRO. My order. A crew comes in and repairs anything that needs repairing twice a year.”

“But, why…?”

“Active crime scene.” He shrugged. “Might have been fifty years ago but there could still be something to learn from all this. Past and the future, Gilder. Past always comes back and I’ll be damned but I’m beginning to think the future visits us as well.”

“Colonel?”

“Nothing. Not important. What did Secretary Cook tell you in regard to me?”

“Umm, not sure what you mean, Colonel?”

Menser shook his head. “Son, you have got to learn how to lie if you are going to do my job someday.”

“I don’t want your job, sir.”

“Yeah, that’s why I picked you. You’re a good man, Tony.” Menser smiled - it didn’t happen often. “That’s right. I’ve picked you to be my successor when the time comes. Don’t let it go to your head. I wanted you with me so I could impart what passes as wisdom from me.”

“You really are going to turn yourself over to Kincaid, aren’t you?”

“If Akimi Maru dies? Yeah, I am. Odds are they’ll save her. They’re a lot smarter than us - which never fails to scare the shit out of me.”

“Sir, all due respect? Why me? Why pick me?”

“Got a story for you. My old man was a hateful son of a bitch. Raised hunting dogs when he wasn’t drunk off his ass. Old man had a system for raising prize winning hounds: you send them out on a hunt. The ones that come back first? You put them down - they’re too aggressive. The ones that come back last? You put them down as well - they’re too lazy. You keep the ones who aren’t too aggressive and not too lazy.”

Gilder frowned.

“Yeah, he killed dogs. I hated that asshole. Bitch of it is? His system works. I use it myself. A man comes into the NRO with too much ambition? I put him down - sometimes literally. He’s only looking out for himself, and this job is too important for any man’s ambition. We’re trying to save the country and that’s more important than ambition. Likewise, if someone comes in here and treats it as a nine to five job? I run his ass off for the same reason.”

“Makes sense, I guess,” Gilder said.

“That’s why I’ve picked you to be my replacement. You’re level headed and you know what’s at stake. Now, I’ll ask you again: what did Secretary Cook talk to you about in regard to me?”

“He asked me to keep an eye on you.”

“He’s afraid I’m slipping?”

Gilder shrugged. “Not in so many words, no.”

“I am slipping, Tony.”

Gilder paused. “What do you mean?”

“I missed that girl on purpose. Blew the head off a parking meter instead. I wanted her to know I could have taken her out.”

“But you didn’t.”

Menser shook his head. “In so doing, I lost Diadem and quite likely our only hope of mounting any defense against the Church of Morpheus. I’ve been fighting this war since the 1980s and I dropped the ball because…” His voice trailed off.

Gilder watched him for a moment. “Because?”

Menser sighed. “Not important. The important part is this: The Church of Morpheus is the greatest threat to this country in its history. Communism, Fascism, none of it even comes close to the danger Sister and her flock represent. They want to fundamentally change what it means to be human, Mr. Gilder. I can no longer trust myself one hundred percent. At some point, perhaps very soon, I will need to hand off leadership to you.”

“You know, I missed her with a lot more shots than your one, Colonel,” Gilder said.

“Yeah, but you missed her because you’re a lousy shot. I never miss.”

Gilder laughed. “Hardly makes me a candidate to replace you.”

“This job isn’t about being able to kill effectively, Mr. Gilder. It’s about being able to think effectively. It’s about having enough intelligence and imagination to realize just exactly what you’re up against and finding a way to conquer it. You have that. Which puts you head and shoulders above the rest of our current and most of our past government employees at all levels.”

The sun was beginning to rise and the abandoned streets of Latigo Key were being revealed in all their late 80s splendor. A tired arcade stood beside a video store across from where Gilder and Menser stood. The video store had a faded advertisement for Bill & Ted’s Excellent Adventure. The movie theater at the end of the block advertised Indiana Jones and the Last Crusade in a broken string of red plastic letters on the chipped, white marquee.

“It’s like a time machine,” Gilder whispered. 

Menser looked at him curiously, “What did you say?”

“I said it’s like a time machine.”

“Yeah, I suppose.” Menser shook his head. “I come here every once in a while. I feel like if we could just understand what happened here in 1989, what the Church did to these people? Maybe we could figure out a way to stop them.”

***

Ninety miles to the south, Cathy Greene di Hecate sat naked on the sand beside Tracy and held her tight. “It started out such a normal day.” She laughed. “But nothing was normal, not on Latigo Key. It hadn’t been normal on my little island for years… it’s just that none of us knew it…”

***

Key West Florida

Thursday, June 8, 1989

Cathy Greene did a spinning back kick. She had been practicing and she was getting good at it. So good in fact that she had added an improvisation: she had leaped two feet in the air on her left leg before swinging her right foot in an arc behind her. A spin of 370 degrees with her foot at exactly the same height as her Sensei’s head.

It was glorious, that feeling of leaving the ground, her body obeying her wishes to the letter. She felt free! Unfettered by anything, even gravity.

It wasn’t until she encountered her Sensei’s blocking right forearm that she realized she had thrown a technique to his face - a faux pas of the highest degree.

She realized what she had done at the last instant. If not for her instructor’s skill, her foot would have struck the right side of his head, potentially hurting him severely.

Sensei Douglas was rocked to the side by the force of the blow and he crashed to the mat.

Cathy dropped to her knees beside him. “Oh, God! Sensei? Are you okay? I am so sorry.”

Sensei Douglas sat up slowly, blinking. “Jesus, Cathy…”

“I didn’t mean to. I just got carried away. How many knuckle push ups should I do? One hundred? Two hundred?”

Sensei began to laugh. “Just hang on a second… let me get my wits about me, okay?”

“Are you sure you’re okay?”

He held up his hand. “I’m fine. Just… that was some real Chuck Norris shit… where did you learn that?”

“I don’t know I just… it just seemed like the right move. I wasn’t thinking.”

“It was amazing. Don’t ever do it again but… wow.”

Cathy laughed. She liked Sensei Douglas. He had been a Green Beret and, while he didn’t talk much about his career, she was fairly certain he had been an exemplary soldier.

“Help me up,” Sensei said.

Cathy stood up and held out her hand. She pulled it back. “Wait. Are you going to throw me onto the mat as punishment?”

Sensei grinned. “Would I tell you if I were going to?”

Cathy laughed and held out her hand. “I suppose not.”

“Help me up, Bruce Lee.”

She pulled him to his feet.

She’d been taking karate at this small dojo on Key West for about a year. She’d joined on a whim.

Cathy had been shocked when she progressed so quickly. In a month, she would test for her black belt. Sensei had stopped teaching her at the same time as the other students, giving her private lessons instead.

The other students just couldn’t keep up with the 5’11” brunette.

“You know there’s a tournament in Miami this weekend, right?” Sensei Douglas said.

Cathy laughed. “No, I don’t think so…”

“Cathy, I really think you could win.”

Cathy shook her head and looked at the floor. “This weekend I’m helping my husband barbecue lobster tails and drinking Margueritas.”

“Hey, I’m serious. I think you could go to the Olympics in a few years…”

Cathy scoffed. “Oh, come on, Sensei. A forty year old moth…” She paused and frowned. What had she been about to say? Mother? She wasn’t a mother. She and Dan had no kids. 

“You may be forty, but you’ll mop the floor with the twenty year olds… if you don’t kill one.” He rubbed his forearm.

Cathy shook her head. “I’m in this to stay healthy. I don’t want to be the next Ralph Maccio to your Mr. Miyagi.”

“Fine. One hundred.”

“One hundred what?”

“One hundred knuckle push ups. And, while you’re doing them? Repeat to yourself: I will not throw techniques to the face in Sensei Douglas’s Dojo. Understood?”

Cathy smiled and dropped to the floor, her knuckles pressed into the hardwood. “Hai, wakarimashita, Sensei.”

***

Cathy rubbed her sore knuckles in the dressing room and smiled. Even punishment in Karate class was fun.

Me, in the Olympics? She laughed as she took off her white gi and carefully folded her brown belt before placing both in her gym bag.

At forty, she was healthier than she had been twenty years before. Firm muscles had replaced the admittedly small amount of flab she had in her youth - Cathy had been a bean pole until two years ago. She had started putting on muscle even before karate.

The change in her over the past few years went beyond just the physical. She had a positive outlook. She couldn’t remember the last time she had felt anxious or even sad.

The overhead lights in the dressing room were big hanging fluorescents and one of them was going bad. The light began to blink and hum.

What was it called? The ballast. The ballast was going bad and…

It hummed louder and Cathy’s eyes fluttered back in their sockets. Everything went black.

When she came to, she was standing naked in the middle of the dressing room, her fingers pumping in and out of her soaking wet pussy as she came.

What’s happening to me?!

Her internal muscles squeezed and milked her probing fingers as her stomach clenched tight in orgasm.

“God, God… God!” She squealed through clenched teeth.

A stroke?! Had she had a stroke? Or, could epilepsy develop out of the blue at her age? She trembled as she looked at the small white clock on the dressing room wall: 12:35. She had started getting dressed at 12:10.

Twenty-five minutes. She had lost twenty-five minutes.

And this wasn’t the first time - on four separate occasions over the last year she had lost time.

She sat down on the wooden bench and pulled her soaked fingers from her quim.

Her gym bag was open, and her Cherry Bomb Red lipstick lay beside it on the bench.

She stared at it.

Why had she opened her lipstick?

She stood up and looked in the mirror.

Her lips were painted with a thick coat of Cherry Bomb Red.

But that was the least of it.

The words ‘Cum Slut Cathy’ were written in red lipstick on her chest above her full breasts.

Get a grip, Cathy, she thought. She needed to get a handle on this… whatever it was… but first things first. It was 12:35 so she had missed the 12:30 ferry back to Latigo Key. The next one wouldn’t be until 4:00 PM.

She needed to shower and get this… vulgarity off her. Then she needed to find some way to get home.

“And then I’ll just check myself into the looney bin,” she whispered.

***

William “Wink” Wanker, Jr. was double-checking the hold before leaving the Key West Marina. A morning spent fishing had made him $750.00 – not bad. He had one dejected looking Mahi Mahi and an ass-ugly Grouper left in the tank. Somebody back home would probably want them.

“How was the fishing, Wink?”

He looked up to see Cathy Greene smiling at him from the dock. “Hey, Missus Greene! What are you doing here?”

“I had… an appointment in town and I missed the ferry.” She was wearing a pair of cutoff blue jean shorts and a paisley print black bikini top with her old flip flops.

“I was just getting ready to head back to Latigo. Hop on, Missus,” Wink said.

“Wink, you’re a life saver. Listen I’m going to pay you…”

“Ahh, your money’s no good. Ain’t costin’ me a dime extra to take you along, Missus.”

Cathy smiled and shook her head. “Wink - we’ve known each other for thirty years. I think you can call me Cathy, don’t you?”

“Sure thing.” Wink took off his beat up baseball cap and ran his fingers through his thinning blonde curls. “Cathy it is then. Can you get the bow line for me?”

She gave him a salute. “Aye, aye, Cap’n.”

She slipped off her flip flops and stepped over the gunsel and onto the bow.

She was a beautiful woman and Wink couldn’t help but notice her. Looks wise, she was somewhere between Julie Newmar and Linda Carter.

Not that he would ever cheat on his Margaret. He’d sooner die.

She cast off the line like a woman who had spent her entire life on an island surrounded by boats and sailors - which, of course, she was.

Then she sat down on the bow and looked out toward the open sea.

Wink smiled and started the engine.

He pulled away from the dock and threaded out through the tied up yachts and sailboats.

Wink reached over and turned on the radio.

“WLKY, Lucky 100.1, Key Latigo. Up next we have “She Drives Me Crazy” by Fine Young Cannibals…” a man said over the radio.

Cathy spun around and slid down from the deck to stand beside him by the wheel. “Is that Willy?”

Wink rolled his eyes. “It is. They gave my son noon to three on Thursdays at the radio station. Let him play whatever he wants… God help us. What’s a Fine Young Cannibal, anyway? I miss Jethro Tull, Bread…”

“We’re getting old, Wink.”

“I’m gettin’ old. You island girls like my Margaret just keep gettin’ younger.”

“How many years have you and Margaret been together?”

Wink laughed. “Ahh, thirty years in August. Best catch I ever landed. How about you and Dan?”

“Twenty-one years back in April.” She smiled. “Best catch I ever landed as well.”

“Well, me and Dan are both lucky men.”

They left the harbor and reached open water a few minutes later.

Fine Young Cannibals ended, and Willy Wanker returned to the microphone. “WLKY time is 12:55 PM and it’s time for news from the Associated Press…”

The news broadcast started but along with it came a low buzzing across the speakers.

Wink lowered his head and closed his eyes.

Cathy mirrored his actions.

The buzzing continued as they both raised their heads and opened their eyes.

Wink eased back the throttle and cut the engine.

Cathy went aft and dropped the anchor.

Then she turned around, her eyes half-closed.

She licked her lips and untied the back of her bikini top, freeing her firm breasts. Then she pushed the cutoffs down.

Her hard body glistened in the noonday sun. She kept her pubic hair shaved and she gently fingered her protruding clit. She bit her lip as she stared at Wink. “Show me.”

Wink pushed down his jeans and boxers revealing his long, thick cock which was beginning to stiffen.

Cathy smiled and walked toward him, swaying her hips. She dropped to her knees and took his stiff cock in her right hand.

She let her lips brush across the engorged head and licked the tip. “I missed your cock,” she breathed. It was her voice but not quite. This voice was throatier, sultrier. “The other afternoon in the drug store? When you fucked me and Margaret in the aisle?”

“I missed Cum Slut Cathy.” Wink said. His affable, good old boy demeanor was gone. He stared down at Cathy and gave her a confident smile.

She laughed and opened her mouth wide, inhaling his ten inch cock and letting it slide past the back of her throat.

It slid down and down as Wink moaned. He ran his fingers through her long black hair.

This Wink didn’t know Cathy Greene, but he knew Cum Slut Cathy intimately. He knew she would drain his dick if he let her.

But Wink remembered her tight pussy and how it had felt when he took her at the pharmacy. She had been locked in a sixty-nine with Margaret on the bottom. He had fucked her from behind as Margaret had licked his balls.

He wanted to feel that tight hole again.

He pulled his dick out of her mouth as she protested.

“I want it on my face… in my mouth… on my tits,” she whimpered. She was a sex kitten now, her lip pouting.

He turned her around and pulled her to the side of the boat. Then he bent her over the railing.

Her pussy was practically dripping as he gave her his cock.

“Mmm, yeah,” Cathy laughed. The femme fatale voice again.

“Fucking tight…”

She clenched her muscles and Wink groaned.

“Promise me you’ll feed me your delicious cum?” Cathy asked.

“Mmmph…” Wink pushed his thick middle finger against the pucker of her asshole. “What if I decide to take your ass?”

She laughed. “Then I especially want your big cock in my mouth, Wanker.”

He laughed with her and began to pump in and out of her tight pussy.

“Oh, God, yes… I need fucked… it’s been hours…”

“Goddamn, how can you be so fucking tight, Cathy? You’re like a vice.”

Cathy was leaning harder on the railing and thrusting back to meet his movements.

The buzzing from WLKY changed pitch.

“Gonna cum,” Wink groaned.

Cathy jerked away and knelt before him again.

She took him balls deep down her gullet and Wink cried out in release, flooding her with cum.

Her throat worked hard, a smile on her face.

Cathy pulled his dick out of her throat while he was still pumping. Thick cum dribbled from her mouth and she let his spurting jizz jet onto her lips and chin, let it coat her cheeks before it dripped onto her big breasts.

She smiled in ecstasy. “Mmm, just what I needed.”

The radio humming changed again, became intermittent.

Wink stroked her hair and kissed her forehead.

Then he turned away and pulled up his jeans.

Cathy continued to smile at him as she pulled up her cutoffs and re-tied her bikini top.

She pulled up the anchor.

Wink started the engines and resumed course.

He smiled at her as the humming began to fade on the radio. He shook his head and pulled a roll of paper towels from a box by the wheel. He tore off two sheets and began wiping her beautiful face.

“Thank you,” she said as he wiped away all traces of his cum from her body and tossed the used paper towels overboard.

The humming stopped.

Both of them blinked.

Wink rubbed his eyes. “Whoa… I think I dozed off, Cathy. That won’t do.” He turned up the radio.

“Yeah, please don’t fall asleep,” Cathy said. She had a confused look on her face, but it disappeared quickly. “I’m good with lines and anchors but not steering a boat. I can’t navigate for shit… pardon my French.”

Wink laughed.

He shook his head and rubbed his eyes.

He had lost time again. It was happening more and more these days. He was going to have to see a doctor about this.

Back on Latigo Key, Willy put on “Baby I’m-a Want You” by Bread.

“Ahh, I taught that boy good, I did,” Wink laughed.

***

The East Village, New York City

Two Nights Earlier, June 3, 1989

“Mother Superior, are you sure this is where you want to go?” The Church Agent asked from the front passenger seat of the Town Car.

Hecate stared out the window at the bustling Saturday nightlife. There was a crowd here in this rundown area of the village. The building looming above the Town Car looked like a warehouse. The windows were dark.

And, yet, the crowd was lined up around the corner to get in. Two bouncers stood at the door holding back the would-be revelers.

“This is it. Where else would the queen bitch hold court?” Hecate whispered.

The Town Car slowed to a stop in front of the entrance and Hecate opened her door.

The Church Agent in the passenger side front opened his as well.

“No,” Hecate said. “I go alone.”

“Mother Superior, I strongly advise…”

She waved her hand, dismissing him before stepping out.

People turned and stared.

She smiled. Where else could a nearly seven-foot-tall woman in black latex and stilettos wearing a latex nun’s habit and sunglasses not seem out of place?

There had been so many changes in her over the last five years. 

Some had been painful.

She stepped past the crowd, and no one said a word to her, they simply stared.

The bouncers looked her up and down.

“Oh, fuck yeah,” one of them said and opened the velvet rope for her.

The inside of the club was a swirling sea of humanity all standing nearly cheek to cheek. The $100,000 Bar nightclub was a fire chief’s nightmare come to life with a thrumming backbeat.

“Please, Mama, save my fucking soul,” a tall man said as he looked up at her with eyes dulled by drugs.

She smiled sideways at him. “Sweet child, if you only knew the irony of that request.” She ran a long red nail down his cheek before tapping his forehead between his eyes and sending him sprawling backward into the crowd.

Hecate turned away and scanned the interior.

The building had indeed been a warehouse - there was a large office suspended twenty feet above the floor on steel pillars with a wide wooden staircase leading up to it.

“The high ground? Yes, most likely,” Hecate whispered to herself.

She maneuvered through the crowd and climbed the stairs.

Two half-naked bodybuilders stood at the door to the office - one a man and the other, upon closer scrutiny, a woman. They opened the door as Hecate approached.

“Mmm, yes, my loves. Just like that. You suck clit so beautifully for a girl who’s never done it before,” a woman’s voice breathed. “And you, my pretty? Don’t be shy, push your tongue right up my ass…”

Hecate stepped through a curtain and into the center of the room. Four king sized beds were pushed together in a two-by-two array.

Two blonds, one male, one female lounged between the long, muscular thighs of Mistress Maria Anastasia Marapova di Morpheus.

Maria raised her head up from her pillow and smiled as she stroked the honey blond hair of her lovers. “Mother Superior Hecate, what a pleasant surprise. Can I get you something? I’m sure I can dig up a brunette or redhead for you somewhere.”

“In five days, we begin operations in Florida. We requested Ambrosia and blood samples from you over a month ago.”

The girl going down on Maria turned her head and stared at Hecate, her mouth coated in Maria’s juices.

Maria tsk-tsk’d and turned the girl’s head while guiding her back to her pussy. “Not for your innocent ears, my darling. Pay no attention to this cock-block… aren’t nuns horrible wet blankets?” Maria smiled up at Hecate. “Gorgeous, aren’t they? Amish on Rumspringa or whatever they call it. I really don’t think the dears will be going back to the farm.” She cocked her head sideways. “You know, I never noticed before, but they have such similar features… you don’t suppose they’re related, do you? I never asked… oh, well, too late now I suppose. Have you ever had Amish? They’re so organic…”

“You are vile,” Hecate hissed.

“Don’t take your nun’s frustrations out on me.”

“You have no regard for the will of Morpheus. You… fuck whores while we are beginning his greatest work. Doesn’t it mean anything to you that we’re creating more creatures like you?”

Maria scowled. “Not like me. You’re creating sex toys.” She stroked her lovers’ cheeks. “I make toys all the time. But, that’s why you want my DNA, isn’t it? So, you can make more goddesses like me. Ask Morpheus for it… oh, you can’t. He still won’t talk to Sister, will he?”

Hecate took a deep breath. Maria was correct: their living god had not spoken to Sister or the Church for years. “He doesn’t speak to you either.”

“No, but then I haven’t tried to speak to him since Studio 54 was a thing. I wanted Debbie Harry to become a White Witch but Morpheus refused. After that, I didn’t even try to get Warhol transformed. I miss 54. Everything’s Hip Hop and Rap nowadays. I preferred punk and disco.”

“Are you even listening to me?!” Hecate spat. “Our greatest operation is beginning and you, pervert that you are, should be a part of it.”

Maria pushed the blonds away and they immediately began to sixty-nine.

She stood up beside the bed.

Hecate looked up - even without heels the white-haired Amazon was several inches taller and more muscular. 

Maria brushed her short hair out of her eyes. “Pervert that I am, let me remind you that I am a ‘di Morpheus’ created by the living god himself, not the product of Sister’s tit cream. You come here into my lair and begin giving me orders? I’ll decorate this club with your guts and have your henchmen downstairs clean up the mess with their tongues.”

Hecate stood her ground. “Do you think I want to be here? I am not giving you orders, I am asking for your help. We are saving the world, Mistress Maria. All of us. Together. I can make all manner of creatures save one: I cannot make a White Witch without help from the only one of her kind. Please… I am begging you.”

Maria’s hands rocketed out and Hecate winced, expecting a blow.

She cupped Hecate’s face. “You are a brave little thing. I’ll give you that. I wish I had found you before Sister. Things would be far different for you, I think.”

Maria turned away. There was a bar in the corner.

She took a wine glass and inspected it. “Clean enough. Even Baal couldn’t fuck this up… I suppose not, anyway.” She held the rim of her glass against her turgid right nipple.

With her right hand, she massaged her breast.

Milky white Ambrosia squirted from her nipple into the glass till it was nearly full.

She set the glass back on the bar. “This do in remembrance of me,” she whispered.

“What?” Hecate asked.

“Classical reference.” She picked up a second wine glass in her right hand. She pressed her right thumb against the stem and broke it cleanly.

She kept the base and stem and tossed the rest in the trash can beside the bar.

Maria smiled as she drew the sharp glass stem across her left palm.

Then she let her blood stream into the cup of Ambrosia.

She walked back to the bed with the glass of bloody Ambrosia.

He held out her wounded hand to the blonds.

They began kissing and licking the wound as Maria softly laughed. “Perhaps you are right… I may be perverted.”

She handed the glass to Hecate. “Enjoy… oh, you should sip some yourself. It might make you stronger.”

Hecate shook her head in disgust.

Maria lay back on the bed and the blonds crawled up beside her, each taking one of her nipples in their mouth and nursing.

Maria smiled as she stroked their bodies. “It’s a pity I can’t make them like me just by feeding them. I would have converted half of New York by now.” She closed her eyes. “Feel free to see yourself out, nun. Oh, and good luck doing the will of Morpheus in Florida. I’ll be watching from here.”

Hecate turned and left. She held her hand over the top of the wine glass so as not to spill.

***

Latigo Key

June 8, 1989

3:00 PM

Willy Wanker III stepped out into the warm Florida sun and slipped his aviator glasses over his eyes. He stretched his tall, lean body and smiled. Then he started running toward the marina.

People smiled as he passed, said hello. He knew them all - it was a small island and, at nineteen, he was the youngest person in the Latigo Key family.

“Willy? See if your dad has any snapper for me?” The woman who owned the local IGA yelled out from her shop door.

“Sure, Mrs. Collins,” Willy called over his shoulder. He never slowed the pounding of his Keds on the sidewalk.

He danced around a couple of women and continued on. “‘Scuse me, ladies.”

He felt their eyes on his cutoff clad butt as he ran by. He recently realized he was getting appreciative looks from the women on Latigo Key - it was nice to be ogled.

He could relate to ogling.

Ogling often led to other things for him on Latigo Key.

“Yer a healthy boy, Willy. Come by it natural. You just remember to treat ladies with respect and keep your stares to a minimum,” his dad, Wink, had told him. Words to live by.

He ran by the boarded up Latigo Key School. He had graduated last year, one of the two last students born on the island. Just him and Diana, and Diana had gone to Florida State that Fall, leaving him as the youngest on the island.

He missed her.

Nobody seemed to discuss the fact no children had been born on Latigo in nearly twenty years. It just wasn’t something you talked about.

Nor did anyone talk about the fact no one moved to the island. All of the houses on Latigo were owned and lived in. No real estate changed hands.

He would have liked to have followed Diana to State last year - he had the grades and the ability.

But Willy had begged off starting college for a few years.

It disappointed his mother and father.

He didn’t tell them the reason why: Willy suspected they didn’t have the money. Fishing wasn’t what it used to be. He would go to college, but it would be on his dime, not Wink and Margaret Wanker’s.

Step one in his self-sufficiency plan was a job.

And now with his income from WLKY? He was on his way… okay, well, he was on his way at a snail’s pace, but you had to start somewhere, right?

The sidewalk leading down to the marina was clear and Willy poured on the speed. It felt good with the sea breeze blowing across his face. Two years ago, he would have been winded by this point. No longer. He had put on thirty pounds of muscle, most of it in the last year. He could breathe better, and his stamina was insane.

What little fat he had disappeared.

And, somehow, when he ran? He felt like he could go even faster if he wanted. He had a crazy notion of jumping onto the roof of the tackle shop as he passed - a leap of twelve feet.

He laughed the notion off.

He couldn’t do that! Could he?

On a whim he dove forward, did a handstand, and then did a somersault back onto his feet.

“The hell are you doing, boy?” His dad asked from the deck of Wink’s Folly.

“I don’t know. Just burning off some energy. Mrs. Collins wants snapper if you have any.”

“I don’t. I’ll tell her on the way to the house.

“Well, that was some great acrobatics, Willy,” Mrs. Greene said. Cathy Greene was sitting on the transom and her long legs looked amazing in her cutoffs.

Willy looked away quickly. Respect… but admire.

Mrs. Greene smiled. “I didn’t know you were a gymnast.”

“Neither did I,” Willy laughed.

“Your old man is trying to sell me a grouper,” Cathy said with a grin.

“Gross,” Willy said.

“Boy, don’t you have some records to play?” Wink said.

“All done for the day. And they’re CDs, Dad.”

“If it’s a disk and the player has a needle? It’s a record.”

“There’s no needle…”

“Don’t bullshit me, boy,” Wink said. “Now, Cathy, what do you have against grouper? It’s a good, healthy fish.”

“It smells, it tastes funny, and it’s ugly. I know you have a mahi in that tank, Wink.”

Wink took off his cap and rubbed his hair back. “What makes you think there’s a Mahi in the tank?”

Cathy squinted her eyes. “You’re a lousy poker player, that’s why. How much for the Mahi?”

“I’ll give you the grouper for seven dollars.”

“The Mahi, Wink,” Cathy laughed.

“Mahi will run you twelve…”

Cathy looked at Willy.

Willy shook his head and smiled.

Cathy nodded and said, “Ten.”

Wink glared at him. “Boy, whose side are you on?”

“Hers. You’re ugly.”

Wink laughed. “Ten dollars for the Mahi. Let me clean it for you.” He opened the tank hatch and went to work. Then he looked over his shoulder. “And, thanks to you, smartass? We’re having grouper tomorrow night.”

Willy and Cathy laughed.

Cathy pulled a ten-dollar bill from her purse.

Wink pulled the struggling Mahi Mahi out of the tank. He shook his head. “Give it to the loudmouth. Tutoring payment.”

Cathy handed the bill to Willy.

“Thank you,” Willy said.

“Jenny Larson still tutoring you?” Cathy asked.

“Yes, Ma’am. She’s afraid I’ll forget how to study before I start college…”

“In the Fall,” Wink said as he worked on the fish. “When you start college in the Fall.”

“Yes, sir,” Willy said.

“How is Jenny?” Cathy asked.

Willy shrugged. “Sad. A lot.”

Jenny Larson had been the island’s only teacher and now that Willy and Diana had graduated, she was out of a job. She had also lost her husband in a fishing accident four years ago, leaving her all alone in the second biggest house on Latigo Key.

“I worry about her,” Cathy said.

“She’s island strong,” Wink said as he wrapped the fish in brown paper. “We know how to weather the storm. Death nor hurricanes stand a chance against that.”

Cathy nodded.

Island strong. Everybody said that on Latigo Key. It made Willy feel proud. This was home and everyone on the island was family even if not by blood.

This was the kind of place you stayed.

“Get her to come to The Pelican tonight, Willy,” Cathy said.

Willy nodded. “I’ll do my best.”

***

Willy ran past Cathy as she walked up the dock toward town with her gym bag and the wrapped Mahi. She watched his muscular legs and buttocks as he ran.

Cathy bit her lip. Was it wrong to stare?

“You are going to hell, Cathy Greene,” Deborah Foster whispered from behind her.

Cathy jumped and looked behind her. “Jesus, you scared me. Where did you come from?”

The tall blonde smiled and pointed back over her shoulder. “Afternoon ferry from Miami… you’d have noticed if you weren’t staring at Latigo Key’s perfect buns.”

Cathy laughed and blushed. “Stop it.”

“Honestly, he’s young enough to be your son,” Deborah said and tilted her head sideways.

“Young enough to be yours too, so why are you looking at him with those eagle eyes.”

Deborah put her arm around Cathy’s shoulders. “Cougar, dear. They call women like me cougars now.” She made a growling noise and laughed. “He’s safe, though. I’m still hoping Diana falls for him when she comes home for the summer.”

Deborah was Diana’s mother and, potentially, Willy’s mother-in-law.

“When’s she coming home?”

“Middle of next week. She passed all her exams. Don’t know where she gets the brains. Must be from Philip.”

At the mention of her ex’s name, both women turned their head and mock spat on the dock.

“How is the asshole?” Cathy asked.

“Heard he has hemorrhoids.”

“Really?”

“Don’t know,” Deborah said. “But I can dream, can’t I?”

They both doubled over laughing. Philip Foster had cheated his way through half the women on Key West before leaving Latigo Key for good and making Deborah a single mother.

At least he cheated in Key West - even an animal knows not to shit where it eats.

“Pelican tonight?” Cathy asked.

“It’s Thursday, isn’t it?” Deborah said. “But I’ll be late - I have an appointment with Dr. Balenger.”

“Still not feeling well?”

Deborah shrugged. “Balenger says it’s anxiety.”

“Can’t he give you something?”

“He won’t. He says Prozac is not for ‘his islanders’. He’s convinced he can get me through it with ‘behavioral therapy’. Honestly, though, it’s driving me nuts. Everytime I hear a buzzing sound my heart starts racing.”

Cathy stared at her. “A buzzing sound?”

“Yeah. Static on the TV or radio is the worst…”

“When fluorescent lights buzz?” Cathy whispered.

“Them too.” Deborah smiled at her. “Hey, Cath, you okay? You look like you’ve seen a ghost.”

“Deborah, earlier today…”

A horn blew.

A line of utility trucks were exiting the ferry and heading toward town.

“Utility trucks?” Cathy asked. The six vehicles had buckets at the end of mechanical lifts.

“I was wondering that too,” Deborah said. “That has to be the most utility crews we’ve ever had on the island.”

“CoM?” Cathy asked. Each truck was plain white with the letters ‘CoM’ stenciled in black on the side.

Deborah shook her head. “Beats me. Not Florida Power and not Ma Bell.”

The trucks passed by the entrance to the dock.

A scruffy looking middle-aged man with blond hair and a beard smiled at Cathy. Then he turned his head to the side and stared at her ass. The man smiled and winked.

“Christ… did you see that?” Deborah hissed. “If that guy’s tongue were long enough, he’d have licked your ass. Pervert.”

Cathy hugged her tighter. “Maybe he was looking at you?”

“Yeah, well, he’d be like a chihuahua chasing Lamborghinis - he wouldn’t be able to handle either of us.” Deborah grinned. “Besides, ol’ Dan would open up a can of that Marine whoop ass on his scrawny butt.”

“Retired Marine,” Cathy corrected.

“No such thing,” Deborah said.

“Dan isn’t like that. He’s not jealous and he’s certainly not violent.”

“Bullshit,” Deborah said. “He’d make a hand puppet out of that asshole’s skull.”

Cathy laughed out loud. “Jesus, Deborah! What has gotten into you?”

“Not enough, recently,” Deborah whispered. “Which is probably why I have anxiety.”

***

Cathy and Deborah walked together into town. The ‘CoM’ utility trucks drove along Main Street ahead of them and then fanned out, heading farther into the island.

The two women parted company at Dr. Balenger’s office and Cathy continued through town heading for her house a quarter mile away. Not having a bridge connecting the island to the other Florida Keys had been both a blessing and a curse for Latigo Key. 

The curse: they didn’t have the big money Key West got from tourists. 

The blessing: no tourists.

Everybody on Latigo Key knew everyone else. For the most part, they had grown up together. Occasionally someone would leave the island to live on the mainland. Even less often, someone would move to the island from the outside. 

That was almost always because they married a native.

In her lifetime, Cathy could count on one hand the number of times someone had moved to the island just on a whim.

Dr. Balenger and his wife Constance had been one such couple, showing up back in the 70s to open a clinic on the island. Before they came, a rough childbirth or appendicitis meant a trip to Key West via boat or ferry.

The Balengers were odd. Latigo Key natives expected that - everyone not from the island was odd.

Cathy’s own husband was ‘odd’ as far as that was concerned. She had met Gunnery Sergeant Daniel Greene of the 1st Marine Division at Florida State during her senior year. He was a quiet man fresh from the fight in Viet Nam with a chest full of medals he kept in a locked box under his bed. One of them was a Purple Heart he had picked up when a Viet Cong sniper had parted his hair with a round.

The round had also parted his scalp and dug a nice trench in the underlying bone of his skull, leaving him prone to migraines. That bullet also gave him a ticket back to the states and Cathy found herself in the strange position of owing how her life turned out to an enemy soldier with a rifle hiding in the jungle.

It would be funny if not for the fact Dan had been in a coma for three months and suffered two or three days of excruciating headaches per month ever since.

They had come back to the island where Cathy had been born when she became…

Cathy paused in mid-step.

Became? Became what?

Disillusioned with school. Yes, that was it.

She didn’t want to work in business anyway. Besides, Dan had this idea for a security company. He hired some of his buddies when they got back from the war, and they provided protection for rich executives.

It paid the bills and then some.

Cathy stared down at her feet.

That was why she left school, right? In 1975, both she and Dan dropped out of FSU and moved to Latigo Key.

“Must be quite a question on your mind for that much wool gathering,” a man’s voice said.

She looked above her head.

The scruffy blond man who had been eyeballing her earlier was in the cherry picker bucket of a CoM truck. He was attaching some sort of device to the telephone pole two houses down from her home.

He smiled. “Beautiful island you people got here.”

“Thanks,” Cathy said.

His smile was small and thin.

“CoM? What does that mean?” Cathy asked. The truck was rusty and very old, probably from the late 50s or early 60s.

“Oh, um, ‘City of Miami,” the man said. “I’m Ed Porter.”

“Cathy. Mrs. Cathy Greene,” Cathy said. She did a mental eye roll. She tacked on the ‘Mrs’ like some housewife on Leave it to Beaver. Just letting him know she was taken.

She felt like a horse’s ass talking like June Cleaver in 1989.

He chuckled.

Cathy nodded at the speaker-like devices. “What are those things, anyway?”

He scratched his scruffy beard and nodded at the gray device he had bolted onto the pole. “This is an early warning siren for tidal waves.”

Cathy shook her head. “Town council never mentioned anything about tidal wave horns. I didn’t even know they had such a thing.”

“The state’s mandating them. Tied into a computer in Tallahassee, they say. I just screw them in and wire them up.”

“Porter!” A man yelled from down the street. He was much bigger than porter - a bald man in a yellow hard hat. “Less jaw, more elbow grease. We’re on a schedule!”

“His master’s voice,” Porter said quietly.

The man in the yellow hard hat walked up to the telephone pole and glared up at Porter. Then he turned to Cathy and tipped his hat. “Sorry, Ma’am. Our contractors are supposed to be seen and not heard. My apologies.”

“No, no,” Cathy said. “I was the one bothering him. I just wanted to know what the devices are.” She looked up at Porter and nodded. “Nice to meet you. Both of you.” She walked on toward her house.

***

Behind Cathy, Ed Porter leaned back in the cherry picker bucket and stared at her ass. “Goddamn, you people sure know how to shape a chick’s ass,” he said when he was sure she was out of ear shot.

The lead agent stared up at him. Then he looked around to make sure no one was looking. “Listen to me, you degenerate. You are here to install the devices. In two days, this will be over, and we’ll be on our way back to Cuba. Stay the fuck away from the Latigo Key people. Understand?”

“Easy there, agent,” Porter laughed. “Man can appreciate a nice piece of ass. Not a fucking crime, is it? I mean, damn son… that’s prime pussy right there.”

“Porter, fuck up. Fuck up one goddamned time. I will personally put the needle in your eye and smile while I do it.”

Porter laughed. “You know, I believe you would. You a prison guard before the Church filled you full of Ambrosia? You’d have been right at home in San Quentin.”

“No. I was a cop. I used to beat shit birds like you to death in back alleys. Now fix the goddamned speaker and move on,” the lead agent turned and walked away.

Porter smiled after him and then gave a crisp salute. Then he stole another glance at Cathy Greene as she unlocked her door and went inside. “Yes, sir. That’s prime.”

***

Dr. Balenger’s nurse / wife, Constance smiled up at Deborah as she walked into the clinic on Main Street.

Deborah was never comfortable around Constance Balenger. There was something ‘off’ about her. She always sat or stood ramrod straight as if she weren’t used to bending.

She also dressed like a nurse from the 1950s in a crisp white uniform, white shoes, and even the little nurse’s hat pinned in her hair.

“He’s waiting for you,” Constance said. She moved her arm and pointed toward the examination room - only her arms. Her shoulder and torso remained as motionless as a statue.

“Thanks,” Deborah said as she went to the examination room door and opened it.

Dr. Balenger sat in his white lab coat studying her chart. “Come in, Deborah. How was your trip to Miami?”

“It was fine,” Deborah said. Her anxiety was coming back. Just stepping into the room…

“Any anxiety during your visit with your sister?”

“No, doctor… well, a few times. Noises again, setting it off.” She sat down on the examination table, the paper sheet crinkling as she settled into position.

“Describe the noise?”

“Buzzing. Any kind of buzzing.”

Balenger never looked up from her chart. “Yes, you’ve said that before. Any nausea this time?”

Deborah shook her head. “No, no, that seems to be getting better. I just… my heart starts pounding…”

“Like it is now?”

Deborah swallowed, “Yes, doctor.”

“And were you sexually active in Miami?”

Deborah blinked. “What?”

He was still staring at her chart. “Did you have sex in Miami?”

“Why would you ask me that?”

Balenger hissed. There was a tape recorder on his desk. He reached over and pressed the record button. “Subject Foster, Deborah, continues to resist conditioning.” There was a dial on a switch plate on the wall behind his desk. He twisted it slightly clockwise.

“Subject? What are you talking about?” Deborah said.

A gentle hum filled the room.

Deborah nearly collapsed. She clapped her hands over her ears.

“Hands to your side, slut.”

Deborah immediately lowered her arms. The hum filled her head, and she blacked out, her head nodding forward.

***

A few seconds later Deborah raised her head and smiled.

“How are you ‘Double Penetration Deborah’?” Balenger asked as he scribbled notes on her chart.

Deborah stretched and lay back on the exam table. She began stroking her pussy through the crotch of her jeans. “Wet,” she giggled. “I’m wet.”

Balenger stood up. He walked to her side and began undoing her jeans. “How many men did you fuck in Miami?”

“Eight,” DP Deborah giggled as Balenger pulled down her jeans.

The crotch of her cotton panties was soaked to the point of being translucent.

Balenger stripped them off revealing her pink, hairless pussy. He did a double take at what he saw. “A tattoo?”

Just above her clit was a simple tattoo done in black ink: WHORE.

DP Deborah giggled. “You like it?” She reached up and ran her finger down Balenger’s cheek.

He pulled away. “I warned you - do not leave messages for your body’s original mind. What will happen if Deborah sees this when she undresses?”

“She doesn’t notice anything,” DP Deborah pouted. “I was hoping she would see it this morning when she took a shower but it’s like she can’t even see the fucking thing. I’ll have to do all the after care for the tattoo after she falls asleep. Honestly, I don’t even think she noticed her cunt hairs have fallen out.”

He turned back to his desk and ran his fingers through his thin blond hair.

Balenger was growing more and more frustrated. He had thought the merging of the whore personalities with their host personalities would be seamless.

So far, he had only one real success on the entire island.

And he was running out of time - the Church of Morpheus trucks were already installing the sound equipment for the harvest.

Balenger opened his lab coat revealing his exposed pale, white cock. He slipped the plastic sleeve of his milker over his cock and pressed the button on the box attached to his belt. The cock sleeve began to throb and vibrate as it ‘sucked’ him off.

DP Deborah was moaning as her fingers diddled her clit. “Mmm, she did fuck somebody all on her own, though.”

Balenger turned back toward her, the milker making his erect cock swing left and right. “What was that?”

“Hmm? She fucked someone. I helped her, of course. She’s a bit… dim.”

Balenger pulled DP Deborah’s fingers away from her pussy. “DP? Tell me what happened.”

DP Deborah rolled her eyes. “Okay, so like the second night, we got really horny. I think you might have her hormones adjusted too high, doc.”

“Never mind that - she went looking for sex?”

“Yeah. I kind of guided her to this bar in downtown Miami. She… well we… picked up this guy. He took her… us… this is fucking confusing…”

“DP! Details,” Balenger hissed.

“He took her to this motel and fucked her… our… brains out. I’ve never felt closer to her,” DP Deborah said and giggled. “I took control later that night and that’s when we got the tattoo. The artist loved fucking us, but, of course, Deborah was out like a light from the guy in the bar. She doesn’t have a lot of stamina.”

“Were you present in her conscious mind for the bar guy tryst?”

DP Deborah looked deep in thought. She wrinkled her nose and pursed her lips. Then she smiled. “Absolutely. I taught her how to do that thing with our muscles to squeeze the guy’s cock - makes them hold back. You can keep a guy fucking all night with a good cunny squeeze now and then!”

Balenger smiled. “Oh, DP, I could kiss you.”

DP Deborah sat up on her elbows and stared at his cock in its plastic sleeve. “I was hoping for something a little more substantial than a kiss, doc.”

“Constance!” Balenger yelled.

Constance Balenger opened the door to the exam room and walked stiffly inside. She had re-attached the chrome spreader bar to her ankle restraints, forcing her to walk with her feet three feet apart.

She jerked periodically as the electrodes running from her belt pack to her clit and both nipples discharged current.

“Yes… doctor,” Constance moaned.

“Service the whore.”

“Yes, doctor,” Constance said. She smiled at DP Deborah and licked her lips.

DP Deborah smiled back and spread her thighs wide.

Constance took the woman’s ankles and guided them into the gynecological stirrups.

Then she leaned forward and began to gently lick DP Deborah’s swollen clit.

“Like my tattoo?” DP Deborah whispered.

“Mmm, hmm,” Constance mumbled as she began sucking her clit.

DP Deborah leaned her head back and laughed.

Balenger sat down at his desk and began writing on the chart again. He groaned as he shot his load into the cock sleeve. His cum traveled up the clear tube attached to the front of the sleeve and into the box at his belt - collected Ambrosia for his experiments.

“You said she fucked eight. The man in the bar, the tattoo artist… whom else?” Balenger asked.

“The rest were all mine.” She held up her fingers and began to count. “One guy in the men’s room on the ferry. Then the cab driver. Her sister’s next-door neighbor and his wife…”

“Does the neighbor’s wife count as one of the eight?” Balenger asked.

“Oh! No… I didn’t count women. There were four of them - definitely all my work… ooo, Constance, I love that thing you’re doing!”

“DP, concentrate or I’ll make Constance stop,” Balenger warned.

DP Deborah sighed. “Fine. As I was saying, I keep trying to get her to notice women, but she fights against it. The only one she’s into is Cathy Greene and she hasn’t even thought about kissing her…”

“Back to the men,” Balenger said.

“Let’s see: after the neighbor there was a waiter at a restaurant.” She lay back on exam table.

“And?”

“You’re going to be so proud of me,” DP Deborah giggled.

Balenger smiled. “You accomplished your mission?”

DP Deborah held up her arm and gave him a thumbs up.

“Both?!”

She gave him two thumbs up. “Dear sweet Deborah seduced her sister’s husband and her sister’s twenty-year-old stepson on the same night,” DP Deborah said as she sat up and began running her hands through Constance’s dark hair. “Well… technically, I did it. But I made Deborah live it as a dream. God, I think she was ready to get an exorcism when she woke up!”

DP Deborah broke into a fit of laughter.

She winked at Balenger. “Oh, and the best part? The next morning at the breakfast table? When Deborah’s sister left the room? I took control of Deborah’s body, looked at both men and said, ‘Next time I want you both at the same time…’.” She began to giggle. “I don’t think Auntie Deborah is getting a Christmas card this year.”

Balenger walked over to the table.

He pulled Constance away from DP Deborah’s pussy by her hair.

Then he leaned between DP Deborah’s widespread thighs. He pulled off the cock sleeve and guided his big cock into the woman’s pussy.

“Ooo! Fuck yes! That’s what I wanted.”

***

“I may want to run more tests on you, Deborah,” Dr. Balenger said.

She opened her eyes. “What? How…?” She was lying on her back on the exam table.

“You passed out. What do you remember?” Balenger asked as he scribbled notes.

“A humming sound. You were asking me questions and I… I can’t remember.”

Dr. Balenger rolled on his stool over to the examination table. “Deborah, we have to deal with this anxiety. I believe all your symptoms are tied back to it.”

Deborah sobbed. “I don’t know what to do. I feel like a stranger in my own skin.”

“Deborah, you need to start listening more to your id - you’re familiar with the concept?”

“You mean my imagination?”

Balenger shrugged. “To an extent. Your id is the adventurous part of your personality. Yours is so controlled by your ego and super-ego that it is causing anxiety. You need to let go. Listen to that little adventurous voice in your head. Have fun.”

Deborah’s eyes widened. “Oh… I don’t think that’s a good idea.”

“Honestly, Deborah, I fear for your sanity. You need to let your hair down or you might have a break of some sort.”

Deborah sat up and sobbed. “I.. did let go. In Miami, I picked up a strange man in a bar and we… you know.”

“You had sex with him?”

“Yes.”

“That’s wonderful! Deborah, you’re making progress. Give in to your urges.”

Urges? Oh, God, if he knew some of the things that went through her head! “I have to… take it slow. Some of these urges are… they’re sick, Dr. Balenger.”

Balenger shook his head. “If you don’t explore them, Deborah? I’m… concerned.”

***

Willy had stopped running by the time he reached ‘Snobs Knob’. The only high ground on the island was a small hill on the northwest end overlooking the sea.

There were only two homes there - two small mansions, hence the name ‘Snobs Knob’ which the islanders had attached to it.

The Simms family had built the first mansion there in the 1920s. The patriarch had made a fortune when he sold his fish business to Bird’s Eye. The Simms had started out as fishermen like most of the families on the island in those days. Today, Roslyn and Emmet Simms were business leaders in Miami, neither having ever set foot on a fishing boat in their lives.

The other home belonged to Jennifer and Larry Larsen. New money. Honest, hardworking, fishing money. Larry Larsen had expanded his one fishing boat into a dozen.

He had built a mansion on ‘Snobs Knob’ for his teacher bride. After that, the term ‘Snobs Knob’ was said with a smile on the face of the people who said it.

Everyone liked the Larsens.

And, when Larry Larsen had disappeared on his boat while sport fishing one May afternoon, the entire island had taken to sea to search for him.

He was never seen again.

Jenny Larsen became the island’s project. Setting her up with a cousin or brother was an island tradition.

But Jenny Larsen focused on her students in the small schoolhouse and no match, no matter how perfect in the eyes of the matchmaker, had ever worked out.

Willy worried about her. He was the last fledgling to leave the island nest and, once he was gone, he worried about her being locked away in that big, empty house overlooking the western coastline.

The sun was beginning to set when Willy reached the Larsen house. Looking at the dark red sun coming to rest on the emerald waves illustrated why Larry Larsen had built a mansion for his young bride on ‘Snobs Knob’.

It wasn’t fair. Life sucked. Jenny Larsen shouldn’t be alone.

That she was beautiful with her dark, wavy hair and huge eyes made it worse somehow.

He paused on the lawn and collected his thoughts.

Yes, he was in love with her. He was sixteen years younger than Jenny Larsen and he doubted she saw him that way. Willy had no illusions - he wasn’t a love-struck teenager. Would she be flattered to know how he dreamed about her? Or would she think he was a child?

Willy would be fighting a monumental age difference and the ghost of a man who built her a palace and then disappeared into the depths.

No, Willy had no illusions.

So, he would show her how much he loved her by going to her for tutoring he did not need, and asking for help with problems he could solve himself.

She needed to be needed. Willy could sense it in her.

So, he made sure she was needed.

If only for a few months more.

***

A few dozen yards away, Jenny Larsen looked at herself in the mirror.

Jeans and a t-shirt? She bit her lip. He was an adult and so was she so why not be dressed like anyone else on the island?

She didn’t have to wear a sundress every time Willy came for tutoring. She could look younger, couldn’t she?

She sighed.

It was getting harder to have him come over.

Willy was maturing. He was no longer the gangly boy from years before.

She had no doubt he would be playing football when he finally went to Florida State. He was now tall and muscular with only the golden curls and innocent face to give away his gentle nature.

A tighter t-shirt? He would like her in a tighter t-shirt…

She stopped as she was pulling off the one she had on.

What was she doing?

She pulled the t-shirt back down.

She was wearing make-up. Was there time to remove it? Perfume, too. She had put on perfume. Why had she done that?

She read an article in Cosmopolitan once that said women reached their peak in their mid-thirties.

Men reached their peak much earlier.

“Stop… stop, stop, stop,” she whispered in her empty bedroom. She had to get control of herself.

“Missus Larsen?” Willy called out from the foyer.

She jumped.

He had let himself in. He always did.

She looked at her makeup in the mirror. “Harlot… Jesus, I’m a harlot.”

***

Jenny Larsen came down the staircase in jeans and a t-shirt and Willy had to look away.

She never did that.

Always a sundress. She had four and she cycled through them.

Jenny Larsen should definitely wear jeans and a t-shirt more often.

He smiled up at her. “You look great, Missus Larsen.”

She blushed.

Heart racing, mouth dry, skin flushed, her pussy lubricating, and she keeps looking at my cutoffs trying to figure out how big I am…

Willy winced. Sometimes he had these thoughts that popped into his head when he looked at someone. Was it just fantasy? I mean he had known Diana was gay before she had told him - that hadn’t been fantasy.

“Are you okay, Willy?” She asked.

“Yeah… yeah, I’m sorry… just…” He laughed. “My mind’s wandering.”

She came the rest of the way downstairs and looked up at him. “I thought we would start out with you writing a short paper on plate tectonics. I have the encyclopedias laid out for you in the dining room.”

He nodded and smiled down at her. God, she wants to touch me… am I reading her mind?

***

Across the Way from the Larsen House

“Si, mas… mas…,” Consuela Mendez moaned through her teeth as her boss, Emmet Simms, pounded her stretched asshole with his nine-inch cock.

They had started having an affair six months ago. Emmet had just bent her over his desk at his office in town and used her like a whore from the first day.

She was already having regular sex with seven other men on Latigo Key - four of them also married.

Emmet was number eight.

He asked her how many other men she was fucking each time he took her.

She was always honest, and he seemed to get off on what a slut she was.

Now they were doing it in his office at the mansion and Consuela knew Emmet’s wife, Roslyn, was somewhere nearby.

She could walk in at any time and that tripped Consuela’s trigger. She screamed out with her orgasm, her panties stuffed in her mouth to keep her quiet.

“Cumming? With my… dick in your… ass? Not even touching your… whore pussy? Fucking slut,” Emmet growled and punished her asshole even harder.

She thought about Roslyn walking in on them, thought about Roslyn joining them - Consuela had discovered a taste for pussy about three months ago when one of her other men took her to a Miami swingers club.

Roslyn Simms was a bitch, but Consuela imagined her pussy tasted like candy.

Consuela moaned as Emmet jerked his dick out of her ass, leaving her gaping.

He spun her around, pulled the panties out of her mouth, and pushed his cock into her mouth.

Consuela giggled and sucked, letting him push into her throat.

“Fuck yeah, taste your own ass, bitch!” Emmet hissed.

Then his cum was shooting down her throat and she swallowed ever drop, savoring the taste of the jizz as he pulled his dick out till just the head rested on her tongue.

She wrapped both hands around his shaft and pumped, draining his balls.

Emmet laughed. “Nastiest accountant I ever hired.”

Consuela leaned back and tongued his piss slit as he pulled his cock from her mouth. “You liked that?”

He caressed her hand. “So beautiful and nasty as a two-dollar whore. You’re a great slut, Consuela.”

She moaned. “Thank you.”

He pulled up his pants and zipped them. “Going to give you a nice, fat raise, Consuela. As a matter of fact?” He opened his desk drawer and took out a stack of bills. “Why don’t I just give this to you now? It’s customary to pay a whore, isn’t it?”

She smiled and licked her lips. Then she reached out and took the cash. “I’ll be your prostitute if that’s what you like.”

“Oh, I like. Now, get out.”

Consuela laughed. “See you tomorrow?”

Emmet leaned against his desk. “Absolutely.”

She opened the office door.

Roslyn Simms was standing on the other side. She glared at Consuela. “You’re fired, Consuela. This is the last fucking time you make a fool out of me in my own goddamned house, Emmet.”

Consuela stammered. “Roslyn, I… I’m sorry…”

And Emmet Simms simply laughed at them both.

***

It was hard enough for Willy to concentrate around Jenny Larsen, but believing he might be reading her mind made it impossible.

And, if this wasn’t just some testosterone induced dream? Jenny Larsen was having a hard time concentrating as well.

She sat in the corner of the dining room on a comfortable chair reading a book while he made the motions of perusing the World Book Encyclopedia.

She glanced up, not at his face.

She was staring lower.

Then she blushed and turned back to her book.

Willy looked down.

She had been looking at his cutoffs.

He yawned, stretched. Then he pushed his chair back a bit and parted his legs.

Her hands were trembling. Heart rate climbing, face flushing… he felt like he could literally smell her desire.

This excited him and scared him a little as well - what was happening to him? Suddenly he felt like he had some sort of ‘woman-seeking-radar’. Not that he needed it.

Up until a year ago, Willy had been a nine times a day masturbator. He wasn’t sure if that was normal or not. A half-naked lingerie model in a magazine or catalog was all it took, and Willy was jerking away. 

He once rubbed a blister on his dick from masturbating.

Then, last year, he no longer needed fantasy. First there had been the experimentation with Diana before she left for college. 

Then, whenever he was alone with any of the women on the island, sometimes something would happen. 

They’d give him a knowing look and suddenly he was getting a blowjob.

Or Mrs. Collins at the IGA? He delivered fish early one morning, she called him back to the office to pay him, and… boom… she was naked, and he was thrusting away into her on her desk.

Funny thing was? Afterwards, she acted like nothing happened.

Willy thought it was probably because she was married.

He mentioned it to his dad one evening in the backyard. Wink had nodded, took a sip of his beer. “Willy,” he said. “You’re a nice-looking young man. Things like this are gonna happen. You enjoy it but you be courteous and discreet, understand?” 

So, Willy had just gone with the flow.

Sometimes, though? Willy had a hard time remembering what happened after an encounter himself.

He also seemed incapable of talking during those times as well.

Willy often saw a women on the island smiling at him and, for the life of him, he couldn’t remember if he had made love to them or not.

Jenny was barely even looking at her book anymore. She looked dazed, almost asleep.

That was the look most women had before they began taking off their clothes for him. The only difference? Willy felt fully awake and not mute like he usually was.

Her full lips were parted slightly.

To hell with this, Willy thought. He pushed his chair back from the table.

Jenny blinked and then smiled. “Finished with your paper?”

Willy shook his head. “No, Missus Larsen. I don’t think my head is in it. Sorry…”

She shrugged and smiled. “It’s okay. You’ve been working really hard the last few months.”

“Are you lonely, Missus Larsen?”

She looked into his eyes for a moment. “What? Willy, that’s not a question you should ask me…”

“Missus Larsen, I’ve known you almost my entire life. I don’t think asking you if you’re lonely is out of line,” he smiled. Resistance. The part of her brain governing morality was fighting hard against his powers…

He winced. His powers? Where had that thought come from?

“I’m… fine, Willy. I get lonely sometime but… hey, I have you, right?”

Still trying to make this innocent. It wasn’t innocent at all. Willy was beginning to feel like some kind of predator circling his prey.

He shook the thought away.

He wasn’t getting ready to prey on Jenny Larsen.

But, somehow, he knew he was going to make love to her.

“How long do you have me? A few more months?”

“Willy…”


“I love you. I’ve been in love with you for a very long time.” he smiled. “And now I’ve terrified you because you think you did something wrong. You haven’t.”

She opened her mouth to say something.

“And now you’re going to say I’m young and have a crush, but this isn’t a crush. I know the difference.”

“Willy, you’re nineteen. I thought you and Diana were…”

“Lovers? Yes. For a while. I do love her…”

“There! You see?”

Willy smiled and shook his head. “She loves me as well but… she’s gay, Missus Larsen.” He shrugged. “Well, on the gay side of bisexual I suppose if that’s a thing. Either way? I’m not her soulmate.”

“Oh… Oh, Willy, I’m sorry.”

Willy laughed. “For what? It’s not your fault. And it doesn’t have anything to do with you and me.”

“Willy, I’m almost twice your age.”

Willy shook his head. “I really don’t care.”

“I do!” Jenny said. “What would your parents think?”

“Again, I don’t care.”

“Willy, you think things at nineteen… things aren’t clear at that age.”

“I’m thinking very clearly, Jenny.”

“Missus Larsen, Willy.”

“Jenny, Jenny.” Willy sat back in the dining room chair and folded his arms across his chest. “And, um, my eyes are up here.”

Jenny gasped. “What?!”

“We’ll get to my lower body later. Right now, I need you focused on my face.”

“I… wasn’t…”

He looked amused. “You haven’t stopped since I came in the front door. I think it’s time for honesty, Jenny.”

She took a deep breath. “I think you need to leave. I… won’t tell your parents about this. We’ll just chalk it up to hormones…”

“One: I’m over the age of eighteen and, therefore, my parents’ opinion of my love life means nothing to me.” He stood up. “And two: when you were my age, a man might not take the hint when you tried to throw him out of your house. But here in 1989? I’m a gentleman. I’m not going to press the point or try to intimidate you by refusing to leave. So, if you tell me to leave? I will. Make absolutely sure it’s what you really want before you ask me to leave.”

Come on, Willy thought. Free yourself, Jenny.

“We’ll… talk tomorrow. You need to go home.”

Willy smiled gently and nodded. “If that’s what you want.” He turned and walked toward the foyer.

You can’t mourn forever, Willy thought. Take a chance, Jenny.

He almost reached the footer when she whispered, “Stay.”

He turned slowly and smiled.

She was trembling, staring at the floor. “How are you doing this?” She whispered.

Willy walked up to her and brushed her dark hair away from her eyes. “Would you believe me if I told you I don’t know? I feel like I’m inside your head.”

“This is wrong. It’s all wrong.”

He kissed her lips gently, tilting her face up as he did.

“It isn’t. Trust me. It isn’t wrong.”

“I’m supposed to be the adult…”

“I’m an adult too, you know?” He kissed her lips gently and drew her against him.

“Barely,” she whispered.

He put his hands on her waist and lifted her onto the dining room table.

He began lifting her t-shirt.

“No. No, stop.”

He leaned over and kissed her neck.

She moaned as he kissed his way up to her ear.

“You know? Sooner or later? I’m going to actually stop when you tell me to stop.”

She laughed and then clapped her hand over her mouth.

“That’s better,” Willy whispered as he raised her t-shirt. “Just curious - why are you wearing perfume?”

“God, you’re a rogue, Willy Wanker.”

He laughed. “I’m a rogue with good taste, Jenny Larsen.” He pulled off her t-shirt exposing the white lace bra. He stepped back and admired her. “Expecting company?”

She launched herself off the table and clung to his neck. “How did I miss the fact you’re such an…?”

“Asshole?”

She kissed him this time, her small tongue plunging into his mouth.

Jenny squealed as he spun her around in his grasp and carried her toward the steps to the second floor. “Put me down!”

“There you go, giving me orders again. I graduated, remember?”

“Where are we going?!”

“Bedroom. I’m making love to you in a bed.”

“Oh, so now you’re giving me orders?”

He hoisted her over his shoulder and spanked her blue jeans clad behind. “In a few minutes, you’re going to want to do anything I say.”

She laughed. “I think I might already be there.”

***

Dr. Balenger watched on the surveillance monitor from his office as Willy carried Jenny Larsen up the stairs.

He pushed a button on the console and monitor image changed to Jenny Larsen’s bedroom.

Willy laid her gently on the bed and lay down beside her, pulling her against him as they kissed.

The phone beside the console buzzed and Balenger picked it up. “Yes, Constance?”

“Emmet Simms is here. He’s insisting on coming in…”

“Goddamn it, get the fuck out of my way,” Emmet Simms said from some distance away.

Then he cried out in pain.

Balenger rolled his eyes. “Bring him in.”

The office door opened and Emmet Simms staggered in.

Constance had his left arm bent behind him nearly to the breaking point - quite a sight when Emmet was nearly a foot taller than Constance and a hundred pounds heavier.

“Goddamn it, she’s breaking my arm!”

Balenger leaned back in his chair. “Constance is a masochist, but she does enjoy inflicting pain at times… I suppose that makes her a switch.”

Constance smiled, her dead shark eyes turning up at the corners. “Can I hurt him, doctor? I so want to hurt him.”

Doctor Balenger smiled. “I keep trying to explain things to you, Emmet. You are still mostly human. You are nothing but a plaything to the fully transformed.”

Balenger leaned his head to the side. “Constance could quite easily twist your arm off at the shoulder and violate you with it.”

“Baal! Please!”

Balenger glared. “Don’t call me by that name, Emmet. Someone might hear. If that happens? I will become cross… and I’m not a ‘switch’, Emmet. I absolutely love being sadistic.”

Constance licked her lips. “Yes, he does. Oh, the things he does to me, Emmet.”

“Please!” Emmet cried.

“Let the human go, Constance.”

She released him. “Yes, doctor.”

Emmet collapsed to the floor cradling his arm.

Balenger looked down at him. “Now, Emmet, what may I help you with?”

“It’s… Roslyn. She… you said you were going to make her into a swinger.”

“Emmet, I’ve already improved her body and increased her libido. What else do you require?”

“She’s still a fucking jealous bitch. She caught me with Consuela and now she wants to leave me.”

“Mental conditioning takes time, Emmet. As I’ve explained to you…”

Emmet stood up from the floor. “You think those rubber nuns are going to buy your excuses when they get here tonight?”

Balenger glared at him. “They know about our successes and our… challenges. You needn’t concern yourself with Church matters, Mr. Simms.”

“Concern myself? My father gave this island to you people. There was an agreement. Immortality being chief among them… well, he’s dead now. No immortality for him. At least I thought I was going to get a compliant whore for a wife and instead I have a bitch.”

“Yes, but not a frigid bitch. She’s a work in progress. When the harvest begins, many things will be sorted out.”

“Yeah, well from what I’ve seen? Without your fancy static machines, all you have to show for these years of work is a lot of improved bodies, some improved libidos, and one world class whore in Consuela.”

Balenger smiled at the monitor. Willy was unbuttoning Jenny’s jeans. “Works in progress, Emmet. All works in progress. Now, if Roslyn tries to leave you tonight? Bring her here and I’ll use the ‘knitter’ on her… I’ll even let you watch.”

“About goddamned time,” Emmet said.

***

Jenny felt like a doll in Willy’s arms.

It felt nice.

Lying there on the bed with him for the first time (in two weeks), she was amazed by how practiced he seemed (but then he always was - she had taught him, hadn’t she?).

Her head hurt but nothing, absolutely nothing was going to stop her from making love to him. The thoughts flashed through her mind - memories that weren’t real, couldn’t have been real.

He had pushed her jeans down to her thighs and his big hand was cupping her sex, his thick middle finger rubbing her clit gently (the way she taught him… taught them both, him and Diana, taught them how to make love right here in this bed).

She winced, wanting the fantasies (memories) to go away because all she wanted in the entire world was to enjoy what this beautiful nineteen-year-old was doing to her body.

“What’s wrong?” Willy whispered. 

“I don’t know. Deja vu? It’s like…”

Willy frowned. “Like we’ve been here before.”

She sniffed away a tear. “Like I… like I manipulated you…”

He kissed away her tear. “No. Never. You never did anything like that. You never manipulated us.”

Jenny blinked. “Us? Why would you say us?”

It was his turn to look confused. “I… I don’t know why I said that… me… you never manipulated me.”

“Willy, I’m scared,” Jenny whispered in the darkened room.

He pulled her closer. “Don’t be.”

“It’s like I’m remembering things that never could have happened.”

He put both hands on her face. “It doesn’t matter. None of that matters. It’s only us… here… now.”

And the anxiety melted away. Just like that. She stopped worrying.

She kissed him, moaning into his mouth and squeezing his hand with her thighs.

He pushed two fingers into her wet pussy.

She reached down and pulled up his t-shirt. She laughed as she ran her fingers over his hard muscled torso. “You’re beautiful.”

He shook his head. “I’m a guy. I’m ugly.” He ran his fingers down her ribs to her waist. “Curves. Those are beautiful. Nothing more beautiful.”

Always how he was - nothing mattered to him other than the woman… women… in this bed.

Was that Jenny’s memory or just her fantasy? She didn’t care anymore. Was it just a fantasy that she had first taken Diana on her eighteenth birthday, the sound of buzzing in her ears, and, then, two months later she had taken Willy? Again, the memory / fantasy of buzzing in her ears?

Then how they had played together, the three of them in this very bed for months before Diana had left for Florida State? Memories or fantasies? Jenny no longer cared because now? There was no incessant buzzing.

There was only Willy with the idiotic last name dragging her jeans down to her ankles, yanking them free, and then pulling her panties to the side so he could eat her out.

She laughed and grasped his curly blond hair, pulling him deeper into her pussy.

She came, her juices gushing into Willy’s mouth, down his chin.

He slid up her body and kissed her.

She loved the taste of her own pussy, so similar to Diana’s sweet juices but somehow different.

She rolled Willy onto his back and straddled him.

She unhooked her bra and threw it away.

He grasped her breasts and kneaded them.

No milk, yet, but soon. She wanted to nurse him so badly…

More fantasy memories? Milk? Why would she lactate? She wasn’t pregnant… who got off thinking about nursing a grown man?!

“Stop thinking,” Willy groaned. “You’re giving me a headache.”

She laughed.

He pulled her head down to his chest and put his huge right hand on the small of her back, pressing her against him. “Right here, right now, Jenny. Nothing else matters. You be in the here and now with me,” Willy said.

“Yes, sir,” Jenny giggled. She trailed her hand down his side and touched his cutoffs.

Willy held her tighter. “Wait… hang on.”

She jerked her hand away. “Did you ejaculate? It’s okay, Willy, when you’re young it just happens. It’s nothing to worry about.”

He smiled and shook his head. “No, I didn’t cum.”

“Oh… don’t you want me to…?” She glanced down.

“I do, but… we need to talk about it.”

“Oh, darling, are you afraid it’s too small? Size doesn’t matter!” That wasn’t it… somehow, she knew that wasn’t…

He broke out into laughter. “That’s… a total lie. Size definitely matters. Guys with one-inch cocks made up that ‘Size doesn’t matter’ thing in my opinion.”

“No… it… well, it does matter but if you’re small I don’t care. I think you’re wonderful.”

He’s hung like a Clydesdale crossed with an elephant.

The thought popped into her head, just another memory/fantasy.

Willy breathed out. “Okay, just… don’t freak…”

He pushed down his cutoffs.

Jenny stared down at his hairless crotch.

She tilted her head to the side.

Then she reached down and ran her finger across the root of his cock.

The root was broader than the palm of her hand.

The shaft was curled around his thick balls and pulled back between his thighs.

She pulled him free.

His cock flopped onto his stomach.

It was longer than her forearm.

“How big…?”

“Fifteen inches. It just keeps growing. Ever since last year. I saw Dr. Balenger and he said it’s like I hit the genetic lottery or something.”

“Oh, I think I’m the one who hit the lottery,” Jenny whispered. She turned red. “I’m sorry! I don’t know what made me say that!”

Willy laughed. “Not afraid?”

She shook her head. “No, darling. You never hurt me when we fuck.”

Jenny clapped her hand over her mouth.

Willy stared at her. “Huh?”

“I don’t know. I just… deja vu. I mean, we haven’t before, right? Never. We never… had sex before… right?”

Willy looked in her eyes. It was like he was staring into her mind. “No, we didn’t.”

She got her courage up. “You and I and… Diana? We didn’t… together, did we?”

Willy’s eyes widened. “I don’t think so. I’m pretty sure I would remember that.”

His cock lurched in her grasp. He was stiffening.

“Oh! Well, I see that thought turns you on.” She ran her long nail down the underside of his glans. “You, Diana, me… all of us in this bed. Both your lovers in your arms?”

Willy moaned.

She leaned down and licked the head of his cock gently. “Oh, yes, I think being in bed with both of your lovers would really turn you on.”

“Both?” He laughed. “I’ve had dozens of lovers.”

Her mouth dropped open. “Willy, you don’t leave the island. How could you have had dozens of…”

“Excuse me, but didn’t I just make you cum?”

“Yes, you did. Beautifully.”

“Shut up and return the favor.” He grasped her hair and guided her lips to his cock.

“I’ve created a monster,” Jenny giggled. Then she began kissing and licking his huge cock.

***

Constance sat on Balenger’s lap as they watched Jenny Larsen work Willy’s Whoremaster cock into her stretched mouth.

“They’re remembering their hypnotic states,” Constance said as she moved her ass in circles on Balenger’s lap.

“Yes. More importantly? They’re accepting their new sexuality. Notice how Jenny Larsen has completely lost her reluctance at sleeping with her student? And, how she wasn’t even phased at the thought she might actually have had sex with Diana?”

“Acceptance of bisexuality without anxiety. Just as you predicted. You’re a genius.” Constance lay her head on his shoulder.

He shook his head. “I’m a chimpanzee playing with a nuclear reactor.”

She put her finger against his lips. “Don’t say that.”

“It’s true. I’m only beginning to understand the mechanics of what Morpheus has set in motion.”

“Baal, you are my god. My master. I hated everything about my life until you changed me. You don’t see your own greatness, but I do. So does Morpheus - he placed you here to make his plan work. One day they’ll talk about you like they would Noah or Moses.”

He smiled. “I’m so glad I didn’t kill you in San Francisco.” He pressed a button on the control box strapped to her waist.

The box hummed to life and sent a powerful, sustained voltage to her clit and nipples.

She gritted her teeth and smiled. “More… make it hurt!”

***

“Fuck, fuck, fuck!” Jenny said through gritted teeth.

Willy laughed. “Why, Missus Larsen, I’ve never heard such language.” He inched his hips forward and another inch of his cock squeezed into her pussy.

Jenny turned her head and screamed into her pillow. “Don’t… do that.”

“Want me to pull out?” Willy asked innocently.

She raised up off the bed on her elbows. “Don’t… you dare! Just… don’t make fun of me.” She giggled. “I am not Anne Bancroft and you are not Dustin Hoffman.”

He pushed her back on the bed. “Shh. Relax… but… Mrs. Robinson, are you trying to seduce me?”

“Fuck you, Willy. How in God’s name do you get this thing into other…”

He slid forward and this time he stretched her to the maximum, the head gently touching her cervix. “Like that.”

She moaned and looked down.

A little more than half Willy’s cock was in her.

I can take more in my ass, she thought.

Jenny nearly screamed. Where had that thought come from?

She had never… Larry had tried doing her in the ass once and she had cried, and he had stopped.

Willy was leaning over her, putting all his weight on his hands as if he were afraid of crushing her. He kissed her nipples, kissed his way up her chest to her neck, and up to kiss her ears.

“So good,” she whispered.

He kissed her, his breath sweet.

He began moving slowly inside her.

“Oh!” She was staring into his eyes as he smiled down at her.

“I love you,” he said.

She gasped. “No, no, Willy. You can’t…”

He put his finger against her lips. “I’ve loved you all my life. I’m not a kid. I’m nineteen. I’ve been with lots of women and none of them, not one, is anything like you. Nothing is like this except with you.”

She shook her head. “Lots of women? Who? Diana? Who else? You never leave the island.”

He squeezed his eyes shut. “I’m not going to name names, okay? It just… it happens a lot. Leave it at that. The only important part? I’m in love with you.”

They were lying on the bed. Willy pulled her down the bed until he was able to stand on the floor at the foot, still deep inside her. He put her ankles on his shoulders and grasped her waist in his strong hands, lifting her hips slightly.

Then he began to thrust in and out.

Jenny screamed and grabbed the bed sheets in both hands, twisting them.

“You… don’t have… to say it… back,” Willy grunted as he thrust. “I’m patient.”

“Fuck… fuck… fuck!” Jenny cried out and she came hard.

Willy didn’t slow down.

“Oof… wait… I can’t,” Jenny moaned.

“Yes, you can.”

She felt the wave coming again. So fast. It came on so fast and she screamed out again as a second orgasm took her. “Fuck, motherfucker, fuck!” She whined through gritted teeth.

Then she was on her hands and knees. Willy still embedded inside her.

She moaned as he pushed her face down into the sheets.

“Face down, Jenny. I need to go deeper.”

“Deeper?! You’ll kill me!” She cried out as something moved inside her.

It was like her body was adapting itself to the god cock, trying to take it deeper.

Oh, God! He was going to cum inside her! And he wasn’t wearing…

“Willy! No… stop… we need protection. I’m not on the pill.”

He ran his finger down her spine. “Good.”

He groaned and Jenny felt warmth spreading inside her.

“Ah, ah… Oh, God, Willy,” she whispered as he fell down with her onto the bed.

The huge cock was still inside her, throbbing.

“That wasn’t smart, Willy,” she whispered as he wrapped his arms around her from behind, pulling her close. “I might get pregnant.”

“I know.”

“That’s all you can say? You know?”

“Fifteen children. We’re going to have… fifteen children. They’re not going to be born here. The sky… it’s violet. The wind smells like berries.”

His flaccid cock slid out of her, and she rolled over to face him.

Willy was sound asleep.

She shook her head. “How do men do that?”

His eyes fluttered open, but he still looked asleep. “I will love you for a thousand times a thousand times a thousand times a thousand years. Through four hundred galactic empires until the universe ends and the new universe begins and still it will not end. Our coven will endure past the end of time and into infinity. And we will be bound through it all.” He closed his eyes and began to breathe gently.

She laughed gently. “Dreaming,” she whispered. She fingered the thick blonde curls by his face. “You’re sex drunk.” She leaned forward and kissed his lips. “Since you’re asleep? I love you too, Willy Wanker. Even if it’s not for a thousand times…” She thought for a moment. “That’s a trillion years, silly boy. Even if it’s not for a trillion years? I’ll love you for as long as I possibly can.”

Then she closed her eyes and slept beside her lover, not realizing that Willy Wanker had been bound to her for all eternity.

***

Cathy Greene answered the phone in her bedroom and held the receiver against her ear with her shoulder. “Hello.”

“Hi, beautiful.”

“Who is this?” She said as she studied two cocktail dresses, one red, one black in the mirror.

“Dan,” her husband laughed and said on the other end.

“Don’t call me now. My husband will be home any minute. Or at least he should be but I have the sinking suspicion…”

“Ferry has engine trouble.”

“Dan! It’s Thursday! It’s Pelican night,” Cathy pouted.

“Baby, I know.” He sighed. “The captain says they’ll have it sorted in about an hour. I should get home about 8:30.”

“Well, at least we won’t be late for The Pelican.”

“What’re you wearing?”

Cathy smiled. “You mean to the Pelican or now?”

“Hmm… now?”

Cathy was wearing a pair of cotton shorts she painted the house in and one of Dan’s t-shirts. She smiled. “You remember that red lace lingerie you got me for Valentine’s Day a few years ago?”

“Oh… the one with the corset?”

“Mmm, hmm… and the top is sort of a demi-cup. My breasts are spilling over the top. And, I have on the stockings that came with it… I mean, I have to hook the garters to something, right?”

“Absolutely.”

Cathy smiled. “Tell me something, Gunnery Sergeant: have you come to attention yet?”

“Yes, Ma’am. I am definitely at attention.”

“The only problem is,” Cathy said. “I can’t find those red panties that go with the outfit… so I decided I just won’t wear any.”

Dan laughed. “Good idea.”

“I know. It’s very liberating.”

“Shoes?”

“You remember those heels we found at Dream Dresser?”

“The red ones that you said made you look like a cheap whore?”

“Yes, Dan, the stilettos.”

“Oh, Cathy Greene, you are a witch…”

She laughed. “I was trying to decide between my little black dress and my little red dress… I guess red will be my color for tonight.” She held up the red dress. She screwed her lips sideways. “If it still fits.”

“If it fits? You’re perfect.”

“Yeah, a little too perfect.”

“Huh?”

She looked at the defined muscles in her thighs and arms. She lifted the t-shirt and looked at her abs. And, then of course, there were the girls - they had grown. She’d gone up a cup size in the last year. “I think I’ve been working out too much with the karate. Do you want me to stop?”

“Do I want you to… Cathy! Are you kidding? You love karate. You look amazing.”

“And if my clothes don’t fit any more?”

“We’ll buy you new clothes.”

She smiled. “I’m going to hold you to that.”

“How did it go today?”

“Fine.”

“Just fine?”

She giggled. “Amazing, actually. I knocked Sensei down.”

“You knocked down a Green Beret?”

“It was an accident but… yeah.”

“How do you accidentally knock down a Green Beret?”

“I sort of turned a spinning back kick into a flying, spinning back kick.”

Dan laughed.

“It’s not funny, I almost hit him in the head.”

“Uh, oh, knuckle pushups?”

“Oh, yeah. But I think he was more proud of me than anything. He… says he thinks I could compete. Maybe make it to the Olympics someday.”

“What!? Jesus, Cath, that’s amazing!”

“I’m not going to do it. I’m too old…”

“Cath! The man thinks you have what it takes. You should consider it. Listen, they’re blowing the horn. Hopefully they fixed the ferry engine.”

“I love you,” Cathy said.

“I love you too. See you soon.”

She replaced the phone in its cradle.

“Okay, little red dress. Don’t make me cry,” Cathy said as she smoothed it out on the bed.

The doorbell rang.

She walked downstairs and opened the front door.

Ed Porter, the guy from the CoM truck was standing on the front porch. “We meet again,” he said.

“Can I help you?”

“Just wondering if I could trouble you for a glass of water?”

“Uhh… Sure. Just wait here.”

“Thank you, Cathy Greene.”

Cathy pushed the door shut and walked to the kitchen. She ran a glass of water from the tap.

When she turned around, Ed Porter was standing in the foyer looking at the pictures on the wall.

He leaned forward and squinted at a frame on the wall. “This is a military insignia, isn’t it?”

“A blue diamond with the Southern Cross,” Cathy said. “A red number one in the center with ‘Guadalcanal’ written on it. The 1st Marine Division.” She handed him the glass of water.

He took a drink. “Your father’s from WWII?”

“No. My husband’s. Viet Nam.” She stared at him. He was smaller than he had first appeared, maybe an inch shorter than Cathy.

“Leatherneck, huh?”

“Gunnery Sergeant.”

“Sergeant! I’ll be,” Porter said. He had one of the hurricane sirens in his hand hooked to a twelve-volt lantern battery secured by black electrical tape.

Cathy stared at the siren. “Did… you serve?”

“Me? Nam? Naah, I missed that completely. I was involved with the government at that time, though. I was doing time at San Quentin.” He handed her back the empty glass.

“You’ll have to excuse me, Mr. Porter. I have a lot of work to do. My husband will be home any minute.”

“Pretty sure he missed the ferry, or he’d already be here.”

Cathy felt calm wash over her. She knew instantly that Ed Porter was a dangerous man.

She also knew without a doubt she could kill him if she had to. “I’m asking you to leave my house. I’m asking nicely. In a few seconds? I’m going to stop being nice.”

Porter began to laugh.

But he began backing away.

“Hey, whoa, hold on. I’m walking away. You’re a lot tougher than the others. Don’t know what the Church juiced you with but it’s different than the standard whore shots.”

Cathy set the empty water glass on the little table under the pictures. “Leave now, Mr. Porter. Last warning.” She went into Sanchin-Dachi stance, feet apart and turned in at a forty-five-degree angle, weight firmly on her hips. Then she pulled back her right arm and inverted her fist while extending her left arm.

“Christ, who are you, Bruce Lee?” He was still moving back toward the door, but not fast enough to suit Cathy.

She advanced, her right foot moving in an arc. Then she brought her left foot forward and resumed Sanchin-Dachi. “Bruce Lee ‘s style was called Jeet Kune Do - it’s based more on Chinese tradition. My form is Okinawan. Leave my house.”

He pressed a button on the siren.

A low buzzing sound filled the room.

Cathy gasped and her eyes rolled back in her head.

***

Cum Slut Cathy opened her eyes. She looked at the short man standing in her foyer and turned her head to the side. “Who are you?” She asked.

“Ed Porter. I’m from the Church of Morpheus. And who are you?” He asked with a smile.

“Cum Slut Cathy.”

“Pretty name. I’ll bet it’s descriptive, isn’t it?”

“Yes. I love cum.”

“You know, I’ve been wanting to get a look at that tight body of yours since I got to the island. How about you take off those shorts and that t-shirt?”

Cathy pulled the t-shirt off over her head.

“Fuck, look at those tits. How big are they?”

“DDD… they used to be smaller.” She cupped her breasts and rubbed her nipples with her thumbs. “They just keep getting bigger.”

“Turn around and take off those shorts. I want to see that ass.”

Cathy turned, hooked her thumbs in the waistband of the shorts and pushed them down her long legs.

“Fuck… you’re… goddamn,” Porter whispered.

“All my pubic hair fell out. My husband and I were scared…”

“You don’t have a husband. I’m your husband now. Understand?”

“Yes, Ed.”

“Let’s see how much you like cum,” Porter said. “He held out his hand.”

Cathy walked to him, swaying her hips the way she had been programmed. She took his hand.

“On your knees,” Porter commanded.

She sank to her knees in front of him, keeping her eyes on his the entire time.

“Suck me.”

Cathy smiled and unzipped him. “It’s nice to have someone tell me what to do. Most of us just fuck when we’re together. Nobody gives me orders.”

He wasn’t wearing underwear and his ten-inch cock slid out of his fly.

She stroked him, admiring the thick veins. “You’re one of us?”

“Yeah… not a whore like you. I’m one of the ‘professionals’. People the Church needs. That means you have to do what I tell you. Now, suck… my… cock.”

She drew the thick, purple head into her mouth, savoring the taste of his thin precum.

“Take it all, baby. I don’t like foreplay. Suck it like a whore.”

She tilted her head back and his ten inches disappeared into her mouth.

He cried out when she tongued his balls, his shaft deep in her throat. “God… fuck yes! I couldn’t believe it… when they said they were… making transformed like you. Fucking living sex dolls.”

Cathy smiled as she grasped his muscled ass and made him thrust in and out of her throat. Her neck bulged as she took his complete girth.

He wasn’t as big as Dan or as thick as Wink. But his excitement was contagious. She was enjoying this as much as he was. 

His demeanor was… strange, though. He seemed to think he was doing something wrong by fucking her throat. The thought excited him, she could sense it.

Cathy moaned and gagged slightly.

“Yeah, bitch, take that fat cock,” Porter laughed. On the reverse stroke, he pulled his cock out of her mouth.

He rubbed the thick head across her lips, glossing them. She smiled and kissed the head before licking the sensitive spot beneath his glans.

Porter laughed.

“Stand up and then bend over. I love fucking tall chicks.”

Cathy stood up and spread her legs. Leaning forward, she spread her legs.

“Hmm, ass or pussy, baby?”

“Either… just, please, Ed? Finish in my mouth? I need to drink cum.”

Porter laughed. “Up the ass it is, then. You’re going to earn that jizz, Cum Slut Cathy.”

“Mmm, yeah, do it!” Cathy giggled.

He put the head against her tight anus and grabbed her hips. “You don’t mind if I just shove this in, do you?”

Cathy moaned. “Whatever turns you on, Ed. You can hurt me if you wa…”

Porter shoved his cock up her ass, pushing past her tortured sphincter in one smooth thrust. “Fuck! Ass pussy is like a goddamned vice!”

Cathy gritted her teeth and then laughed. “Don’t… forget… I want it… in my mouth!”

“Fucking whore… going to eat your own ass so long as you get to swallow my cum? God bless the fucking Church!” He pounded her ass hard.

Cathy flexed her muscles - squeezing his cock as he pulled back and opening wide when he thrust forward, milking him for his cum.

She smiled. It felt good to be used. This was a different kind of sex than she had with Dan - with her husband it was making love. She wanted to cry sometimes she loved him so much. Not that he didn’t fuck her harder (and better) sometimes than this little stranger.

With Wink and the other men and women on the island, sex was friendly, loving, caring - dirty sometimes. There was role play. She and Double Penetration Deborah could make up all sorts of scenarios during town orgies.

With Ed Porter? She was a prostitute. It felt right. He needed her and he was taking her. The fact she absolutely loved it was secondary to pleasing him.

“Fuck… fuck… going to cum,” he groaned. He pulled out of her ass.

She spun around in time to get the first jet of cum on her lips. She opened her mouth and engulfed the head, letting him fill her mouth and coat her tongue with the milky, delicious liquid.

She wrapped both hands around his cock and jacked him into her mouth, savoring the taste of her own ass and the Ambrosia-laden cum.

As he grew soft, she licked him clean. Smiling up at his tired eyes.

Finally, he pushed her away and she sat down on the floor. Cathy began fingering her thick clit.

“Good slut,” Porter said as he dragged up his pants. “I got shit to do, but I might come back tonight and nut in that pussy of yours.”

“I’d like that.” Then she frowned. “You should wait till Dan is asleep. He… he doesn’t react the same as I do to the sonic hypnosis.”

“No?” He fished in his jeans pocket and pulled out a Zip-Lock bag of yellow capsules. “Give him two of these before he goes to bed tonight. Actually, make it three. His metabolism is probably jacked. He’ll sleep like a baby.”

Cathy frowned. “But then he won’t get to join in.”

“Shit,” Porter hissed. “No, thanks. I got enough of that action in San Quentin. You’ll be enough for me.”

Cathy laughed.

“After I leave? You’re going to forget all this. I asked for water, you gave me water. We talked. We laughed,” he said and then he smiled. “Oh, and you thought I was sexy as hell. You’re considering letting me fuck you.”

Cathy frowned. “Cum Slut Cathy will do anything for you but… Cathy Greene will kill you if you touch her.”

Porter took a step back. “What the fuck?”

Cathy stood up straight, cum glistening on her chin. “I’ll have sex anytime, anywhere with anybody who wants me. I’ll do nasty, wicked things.” She smiled. “But Cathy Greene?  She loves her husband. She loves her island and everyone on it. She’ll twist off your nuts and smile while she makes you eat them. I like her. I’m going to be part of her very soon. I honestly don’t know which of us will be in control when we merge.”

Porter shook his head. “I don’t think you people are going to work out the way the Church thinks.”

Cathy smiled and shook her head. “The man who flies came to me once. He said there is pain ahead but, in the end? Beauty.  Ad Infernum, Ad Astra… I don’t know what that means but I believe him.” She cocked her head to the side and looked at him as if she were studying an insect. “You’re going to end badly.”

Porter stared at her. “Yeah, whatever, just forget I was here.”

“I can barely remember it now.” She put on her shorts and t-shirt.

Porter stumbled backward. Then he picked up the sonic device and left, closing the door behind him.

***

Cathy blinked. Then she yawned and stretched. She picked up the empty water glass.

What an odd little man, she thought.

She put the small bag of barbiturates in her shorts pocket without actually noticing what she was doing and carried the glass back to the kitchen.

She needed a shower. Then she needed to do her makeup perfectly… and she had to find that red lingerie before Dan got home.

It was going to be a great night.

***

Dan threaded his way through the crowd on the dock to get to the small ferry. Most of the people milling about were getting on the big cruise ships.

Seagulls cried overhead. Dan smiled, smelling the sea breeze. He was from Montana, and he never got tired of the ocean smells.

A pretty girl with short brown hair and pink short-shorts zipped through the crowd on inline skates, a blur of tanned legs and arms.

Although the girl was graceful, she was bumping into people, drawing angry grunts from her elbowing.

She gave him a dazzling smile as she whipped by.

She also grabbed his wallet from his back pocket.

“Oh, no you don’t,” Dan said as he reached out with his long left arm and snagged her by the back of the neck, lifting the pickpocket off her skates and holding her in midair.

“Oy! Pendejo! Liberame!” She screeched. She kicked and tried to reach behind and scratch him.

He turned her around in his grasp. “My wallet. Now.”

“No hablo Ingles…” Her voice was slightly slurred, and she was looking intently at his lips.

“Yeah, bullshit. My wallet. Now. Or I yell for the cops.”

“Fine. Asshole.” She waved her hands as she spoke and opened the fanny pack around her waist. She drew out his wallet and handed it to him. “Put me down, motherfucker.” Her hands were moving a mile a minute.

“Nice mouth. You deaf?”

“Goddamn it, put me down! Yes, I’m fucking deaf!”

He set her on her feet but kept a grip on her t-shirt. “Give me the fanny pack.”

“Fuck you, man!” She sounded vaguely Cuban.

Dan put his wallet back in his pocket and then flicked the tip of her nose with his index finger.

“Ow! Fuck you!”

People were giving them a wide berth as they stood in the middle of the dock.

“You have two choices: one, you give me the fanny pack. Two, I drag your skinny ass to the cops. Your choice.”

“Fine! Jesus Christ.” She unbuckled the fanny pack and handed it to him.

Dan held it in his right hand and unzipped it. The bag was filled with wallets, watches, and rings. “God, you’re a fucking magpie.”

“What’s a magpie?”

“Bird. Steals shiny things. Read a book.” He looked at her and shook his head. “Anything in this bag actually belong to you?”

She hissed. “Minnie Mouse purse.”

Dan chortled. “How old are you?”

“Eighteen.”

“What’s in Minnie?”

She sneered. “Just my condoms.”

“Oh, anybody who’d screw you would wake up the next morning with their gold teeth pulled out and missing a kidney.”

She flipped him off.

Dan took out the Minnie Mouse purse. “Go on, take it.”

She snatched it out of his hand.

Dan let her go and zipped the fanny pack shut.

The girl rubbed her neck. “You taking me to the cops?”

Dan shook his head. “Nope. Taking the bag to the cops. I would suggest you vamoose, though. Your crime spree here is at an end.”

“Hey, how’d you know I lifted it?” The girl asked. “I’m fucking great at it.”

Dan turned away. “Sensitive ass cheek.”

“Christ, dumbass, I have to see your lips to know what you’re saying.”

He turned around and smiled. “The pickpockets in Saigon were better… and prettier.”

She flipped him off again.

“What’s your name?”

“Ramona.”

“I’m Dan. When was the last time you ate, skinny?”

She shrugged. “This morning. Busy day at work.”

Dan took out his wallet, opened it, and handed her a twenty. “Here. Go eat something. Reflect on your life of crime.”

She tried to snatch the twenty out of his hand.

He held it fast. “Go forth and sin no more, Ramona.” He let it go.

Ramona skated away into the crowd clutching the twenty.

Dan went to find a cop.

***

The problem Ramona Escobar faced was not the loss of the fanny pack. She could snag another one easily.

The problem was the loss of the items she had stolen. 

They weren’t hers. 

That is to say, she hadn’t stolen them for herself.

Cutler and his boys were at all the exits to the docks and Ramona had a quota to meet. He controlled all the crime on the dock and Ramona worked for him.

No stuff meant she would spend the weekend on her knees downtown sucking dick to make up for not meeting her quota.

Ramona didn’t like sucking dick.

Well, she did. But she didn’t like sucking stranger’s dicks for cash to hand over to Cutler.

Twelve years ago, she swam the last fifty yards to shore from the sinking boat she had floated on from Cuba. Half of the other people on that boat hadn’t survived.

If you called this surviving.

If not for her nimble fingers and fast reflexes? Ramona would be spending all her time on her back rather than the twelve hours a day she spent picking pockets.

The communists were bad enough - American gangs were worse. She had been told there was an America beyond Miami. She hadn’t seen it. Cutler’s gang was everywhere. She couldn’t even hop a freight to get away.

There were good people in this world. She knew that. The asshole who had taken her fanny pack? She had no doubt he had taken it directly to the nearest cop.

And she was almost positive when asked to describe Ramona? He probably said he didn’t get a good look at her.

If she had met someone like Dan when she swam onto the shore that night? Her life would have been different.

She paused in the sea of faces and looked at the dock exit.

Two big guys standing on opposite sides of the walkway. Cutler’s goons.

She turned back and headed up the dock.

There was a little ferry boat near the end.

Ramona blended into a group walking onboard and disappeared below deck.

***

Mother Superior Hecate sat in the ferry’s dining room and sipped vile coffee from a paper cup.

She wasn’t wearing her robes - she was dressed in a plain white dress with a scarf over her short, black hair.

The retro sunglasses made her look like a more muscular and taller Audrey Hepburn.

Church agents sat in chairs nearby drinking their own coffees.

There was only a dozen or so people on the ferry from Miami to Latigo Key.

She watched them from behind her shades.

How many of them had noticed their bodies had changed over the last few years? Had they noticed wrinkles disappearing? Gray hair turning back to its original color?

The conditioning kept most of them from noticing but a few probably passed occasionally by a mirror and wondered what was happening to them.

Relatives and friends on the mainland certainly noticed. A few had commented - comments the islanders had been conditioned to brush off, turn into jokes, or simply ignore.

Anyone on the mainland who noticed and refused to let it go? Well… they had been dealt with.

Not Hecate’s department. Sister had her ways.

Hecate was all about strategy.

Sister had people to clean up loose ends.

In these early stages, it was difficult to tell what sort of whores the islanders on the ferry were being made into.

The big eyes and brilliant smiles of some of the women spelled Street Whore clearly enough.

And some of the men were packing on pounds of muscle. Morpheus called them Whoremasters - a word that meant ‘pimp’ to Hecate, but Morpheus thought of them more as protectors than victimizers.

On the island, Dr. Baal should have completed his work with Maria Marapova’s DNA. Hecate was hesitant to use the specially formulated Ambrosia on anyone - the thought of creating another powerful Perverter like Marapova was a terrifying prospect.

However, Sister had been adamant. “Perverters will be our nuclear weapons, Hecate,” Sister had told her.

Hecate wasn’t sure they needed more creatures like Marapova - nuclear weapons made good deterrents but she needed weapons she could actually put into combat against the humans.

Especially since Queen Bitch Marapova was undisciplined and seemed to constantly be working toward her own aims rather than Morpheus’ will.

A large window looked out of the dining room at the upper deck railing and the emerald sea beyond.

A large, muscular man stood leaning on the railing. Handsome, if you were so inclined. There had been a time when Hecate would be unmoved by the sight of such a man, but she had grown progressively more accepting of bisexuality as the years passed.

There was a place for cock even for her.

This man was clearly destined to be a Whoremaster.

“Who is that man?” Hecate asked the agent at her table.

He looked out the window and then turned back to Hecate. “Dan Greene, Mother Superior. Former Marine. There have been complications with his transformation.”

Hecate smiled and nodded. She sipped her coffee and watched the man watch the sea.

***

Jenny whimpered in her sleep and Willy pulled her closer.

The dream had come back.

A line from a Pink Floyd song played in her mind: “There’s someone in my head but it’s not me…”

Jenny Juggs was in control.

And, unlike Jenny Larsen, Jenny Juggs could remember everything.

Baal made promises to Jenny Juggs. If she was a good whore and taught Diana and Willy extra lessons after they turned eighteen? He was going to make sure she lived up to her name. She was going to be a MILF Whore with G-Cup breasts, no more tiny C-Cup tits.

Diana turned eighteen first and she spent the weekend in Jenny Juggs’ arms learning everything she needed to know. Diana was already a lesbian so Jenny’s job was fairly easy.

Willy had been more of a challenge. Sure, he was in love with Jenny Larsen, but when he was exposed to the audio hypnosis, Willy became almost catatonic.

Baal was disturbed by this - Willy was going to be a Whoremaster. Physically, he was perfect, but he resisted all attempts to bring out his implanted personality.

Somehow, he maintained control even when he was unconscious.

Not that he wouldn’t fuck on command.

At town orgies, he was insatiable, though utterly mute.

Jenny Juggs had been left quivering in a pile of satisfied island women, thoroughly fucked unconscious by Willy Wanker III, on many occasions.

But, somehow, he seemed completely checked out during all these encounters.

If it had not been for Willy’s original personality suddenly taking charge and seeking out sexual encounters with the island women, Baal might have lobotomized him.

He would have become just another man missing and presumed drowned from Latigo Key.

Or, simply erased from the islanders’ memories.

This evening, Willy Wanker had taken Jenny Larsen - not Jenny Juggs. He had made love to Jenny Larsen and made her his own.

Jenny Juggs’ host was in love and, truth be told, so was Jenny Juggs. 

She rolled over in his arms.

He slept peacefully, a slight smile on his pretty lips.

Giggling, she reached down and grasped the plum sized balls. She let his cock lay along her forearm and judged the length.

He was bigger.

No longer a Junior Whoremaster.

She crawled down his body and tongued the drop of cum clinging to the end of his dick.

Ambrosia. The unmistakable taste of Ambrosia.

He was a full Whoremaster and she had taken his cum, so they were bound together forever!

She frowned.

Only… she wasn’t. That link they should have? She couldn’t feel it.

Jenny Juggs sat up in bed and hugged her knees against her chest.

“Oh, Jenny Larsen, the two of us are in so much trouble,” Jenny Juggs whispered in the darkened room.

She rose from the bed and walked to the bathroom.

***

Jenny Larsen awoke with a start. She rolled over and smiled at Willy. She started kissing his face.

He opened his eyes and smiled.

“Wake up, sleepyhead,” Jenny whispered.

“I love you,” he answered.

“I love you too. I’m going to hell, but I love you,” she said.

He pulled her against his chest. “I’ll go with you.”

“They don’t have angels in hell,” Jenny said.

“Oh, I’m no angel,” Willy said as he grabbed her thighs and rolled her onto her back.

“No! No! We have to go to The Pelican.”

“Forget The Pelican. I want you.” He nuzzled her neck as he knelt between her thighs.

“No! We’re going. Just… please don’t tell your Mom and Dad about us tonight?”

He shook his head. “I won’t. I’ll wait till I’m alone with them.”

“Thank you. God, I’m terrified.”

He rolled onto his back and pulled her on top of him. “Don’t be afraid. Everything’s going to be okay.”

She kissed his nose. “You know, I almost believe you.”

“Jenny Wanker,” Willy said.

“No way in hell,” Jenny said. She got off the bed. “Jenny McGee - my maiden name. You can be Willy McGee if you want.”

“Willy McGee? I’d sound like an Irish gangster.”

“Scottish gangster. Willy Wanker is complaining he doesn’t like the name McGee?”

“We’ll figure it out.”

Jenny walked toward the master bathroom. She paused in mid step.  “Wait… did you just ask me to marry you?”

“You’re quick. You should be a teacher.”

“We’ll… talk about that.” She looked over her shoulder at him.

His eyes were on her ass.

“I’m going to start the shower. You ever… fuck in a shower, Willy?”

Willy smiled. “No.”

“Good. At least I get to be a first for you at something.” She walked into the bathroom swaying her hips on purpose.

She started the shower and turned toward the mirror.

Jenny frowned.

Her lipstick tube was open, and words were written on the glass: “I’m real. I’m not a dream. I look like you but I’m not you. When they ask you how you feel about Willy? You say, ‘I AM BOUND TO HIM.’ Those words exactly. Our lives depend on it. Love, Jenny Juggs.”

***

Morpheus’ Island

150 Miles South of East from Latigo Key

Morpheus stood naked on the warm sand and looked to the west. The future would begin soon on Latigo Key - all the players would be present soon.

The sun was nearly gone on the horizon.

He could see… everything. The wheels he had set in motion turned, the gears meshing. Careful planning over decades leading to the outcome he wanted.

And, yet, there were surprises.

“Morpheus… help… please,” Evie Price said behind him.

“I wish you could see, Evie. I wish you could see what he is doing. Small changes, nudges in the direction he wants things to move. I’m an artist but he is weaving a tapestry. It’s so beautiful. More beautiful even than what I imagined.” His tears began to flow. “From the future he changes the past and forms the present. So many moving parts… how does he keep track of them all?”

“Eric! You promised! You promised me Allen would be here!” Evie cried over the sound of the waves.

Morpheus turned and looked down at Evie.

She was lying curled on her side in the sand. She was naked and drenched in sweat.

She rubbed her pregnant stomach and sobbed.

“Your water broke,” he said.

She nodded and gritted her teeth. “The baby’s coming. Oh, you promised me Allen would be here!”

Dr. Allen Thompson. She was begging for him, begging for her mate when the baby was coming.

Morpheus smiled. “I’ll bring him immediately.” He knelt beside her and rubbed her forehead. “No pain.”

The tension left her body. “Please… I want him here.”

Lilith ran from the house and knelt beside her. “I don’t know how she got out without me seeing. Oh, God, her water broke!”

She lifted herself into Lilith’s arms. “Allen! I want Allen. Please, Lilith.”

Lilith cradled her. She looked at Morpheus.

“I’ll be back,” Morpheus said. He turned and walked onto the sea.

Then he disappeared.

Lilith rocked Evie gently as the waves crashed. “Shh, he’ll bring Allen. You’ll see. Don’t cry, Evie. You’re giving birth to a god.”

***

Ramona had never heard of ‘Latigo Key’. She knew what the keys were, of course.

But she had never heard of one called Latigo.

Still, any port in a storm.

She knew running from Cutler was probably going to get her killed but that would be tomorrow’s problem. The immediate issue was sneaking off the ferry now that it had docked without someone realizing she had stowed away.

There was the added worry that she had seen Dan standing on the upper deck - what were the odds she had chosen the ferry he was boarding?

She was hiding between the hull and a crate of life jackets waiting for the coast to be clear. Being compact had its benefits.

She almost screamed when someone appeared in front of her.

That was the disadvantage of being deaf. People could sneak up on you.

Luckily, they hadn’t snuck up on her at all. The man and woman were simply getting into their car: a black limousine a few feet in front of the life jacket crate.

She could tell they were talking but she couldn’t see their faces until the bald man turned slightly.

“…it’s a Thursday tradition on the island, Mother Superior. All the townspeople will be at the restaurant this evening.”

Mother Superior? Ramona had seen her share of nuns and none of them looked like this. The woman was tall and dressed in a pencil skirt and heels. She looked more like a fashion model than a nun.

Ramona eased her way further back behind the crate.

She almost screamed for the second time when the woman crouched down and looked directly into Ramona’s hiding space.

The face was as beautiful as the body but then she pulled the sunglasses off her face and, Madre Dios, no human being had eyes that looked like that!

I will not scream… I will not scream, Ramona repeated in her mind as the woman with black eyes scanned left and right.

The woman spoke. “I thought… I sensed something… someone.” She tilted her head to the side. “Are you in here, little mouse?”

Ramona held her breath.

“No? My mind playing tricks?” She drew in a breath through her nose. “If only my nose were as sensitive as my mind. I’ll bet I could smell you. I’ll bet I could smell your pussy. If I could? I’d just reach in and grab you.”

The woman reached in, her long nails stopping an inch from Ramona’s nose.

Ramona held her breath. She was determined to hold it till she passed out.

“Well,” the woman said as she withdrew her hand. “If you are in there, little mouse? I’ll catch you. And the things we do to our little mice? Oh, your tiny mouse brain couldn’t even comprehend the things we do.”

Then the woman stood up and walked away. The bald man held the limo door open for her and she slid inside.

Ramona held her breath. Held it until she saw stars.

Then the ferry doors opened, and the limo drove onto the Latigo Key dock.

Ramona sat in the dark space and rocked. “Demonio. Era un demonio,” she whispered. She crossed herself and whimpered in the dark.

The last car pulled away onto the dock.

If she rode back to Miami on the ferry, Cutler would be waiting. He would know she had run by now.

If he caught her… no… when he caught her? She wouldn’t be a pickpocket anymore. She would be a whore. 

Or she would be in an alligator’s belly somewhere in the swamp.

“Demons,” Ramona whispered. Demons at both ends of this journey.

She chose the demon she didn’t know and ran down the ramp to Latigo Key.

***

“Should I be jealous?” Cathy asked from the master bathroom.

Dan was changing into his good jeans. He laughed. “Of an eighteen-year-old pick pocket?”

“Hmm, an eighteen-year-old Cuban girl with a hot little body and a feisty attitude?”

“I never said she had a hot little body.”

“I read between the lines.”

“She wasn’t an ugly person,” Dan laughed.

“You thought she was hot. Admit it.”

“I thought she was… lost.”

“Dan Greene, still trying to save the world. Didn’t somebody shoot you in the head over that?”

“They missed.”

“Barely.”

She walked into the bedroom. “They nail people to trees for being nice, Dan. Haven’t you read the Bible?”

He turned and his mouth dropped open. “Oh… wow…”

She was wearing the red lingerie. Lace with a corset and garters. Red nylons and stilettos completed the ensemble.

The panties were noticeably missing.

“What do you know? It fits. Even with my muscles.”

He just looked up and down.

“Okay, say something.”

He smiled. “What did I do to deserve this? What did I do right to have you?”

She nodded. “Yeah, good thing to say, Mr. Greene.”

He pulled her into his arms.

She ran her fingernail down his chest. “You sure you’re okay with the muscles?”

“You know, when I was a kid? We all loved comic books. My favorite? Wonder Woman.”

“I’ll bet she was,” Cathy laughed. “Want me to spin around and put on my costume?”

“No, no… stay in the lingerie. Or take it off.”

“You can do that for me.”

He picked her up. “No problem.”

She punched his chest gently. “After The Pelican.”

Dan frowned. “Haven’t you heard? Pelican’s closed tonight. Botulism or something.”

“Oh, really?” Cathy laughed.

“Might have been rats… or was it a roach infestation?”

“Feed me, Dan. Take me to The Pelican. These muscles require sustenance.”

“Thuthtenanthe?” He lisped.

“No! Do not imitate Sylvester the Putty Tat. You know what that does to me.”

“Thufferin’ thucotash…” He said as he laid her on the bed.

“Get between my thighs and lisp like that, you bad ol’ putty tat.”

Dan kissed her thighs. “So, this will cover my meal… what are you going to eat?”

She licked her lips and winked. “Putty tat…”

They both laughed.

***

The Pelican was like a thousand other seafood restaurants in South Florida - family owned with a modest bar and a large dining room. The menu was heavy with fried food but slowly adding more grilled faire.

The biggest difference between The Pelican and small restaurants in Miami and Key West? You could be sure the fish you were eating had been swimming the briny deep a few hours earlier.

The locals had their own tables, especially on Thursday nights. There was a time when fishing charters might bring their customers with them at lunchtime. But now, the Latigo Key fishing charters did all their business in Key West and Miami.

They never brought outsiders to Latigo Key.

Tonight, Cathy had expected to see the CoM crews in the restaurant. However, the strangers were still working on the tidal wave warning speakers. They were taking their dinners in their trucks.

She wouldn’t be seeing Ed Porter this evening, and, for some reason, she was saddened by that.

“My God, how dare you wear that outfit in here and make me look like a turnip,” Margaret Wanker yelled as Cathy and Dan walked in.

They always shared a table with the Wankers.

Cathy shook her head. “Margaret, you’re hot and you know it.”

“I keep telling her that,” Wink said as he stood up from his chair. He leaned over and kissed the top of Margaret’s head.

“You have to say that,” Margaret said. “Dan, you keep letting her walk around in that red dress and you’re going to lose her.”

Dan smiled and pulled Cathy’s chair out for her. “Well, as Wink knows: it’s just not right to not share our beautiful wives with the world.”

“Amen to that!” Wink said. “Hey, Phil! Beer for the Marine here. And I’m bettin’ white wine for you, Cathy?”

“Please,” Cathy said.

He looked down at Margaret.

She looked up. “You order me wine and I’ll kick your ass.”

Wink started laughing. “Tequila for my lady, please?”

“You got it,” the bartender yelled over the crowd. “Rum for you, you old pirate?”

“Arr! You’re finest… naah, make that yer cheapest. And keep ‘em comin’.”

Everybody in the bar laughed.

Cathy looked around. These were her friends - people she had known since birth. There was something about small town, small island, life that made her feel safe and warm.

Deborah came in wearing a black cocktail dress. “What have I missed?”

“What the hell? Three most beautiful women on the island at our table,” Wink said with a smile.

“Har, har,” Deborah laughed. She sat down beside Cathy. 

“What’re you drinking, Debs?” Wink asked.

“Rum and Coke,” Deborah said.

“Phil?”

“Bacardi and Coke, I got her,” Phil called.

“How was your doctor’s visit?” Cathy whispered to Deborah.

“Routine,” Deborah said. “I’ll tell you later.”

“Holy shit,” Wink whispered. He nodded toward the door.

Emmet and Roslyn Simms were walking in. That in itself wasn’t unusual. Dr. Balenger and Constance followed closely behind.

The unusual part followed immediately after:  a tall woman with short black hair came in wearing sunglasses. She was followed by a tall, bald man in a black suit.

The woman looked like she had just stepped off a New York fashion runway. Her face was pale, but her full lips were ruby red.

Cathy stared directly into the woman’s black lensed glasses.

And she had the distinct feeling the woman was staring back.

***

“Who is she?” Hecate asked Balenger.

He smiled and whispered. “Striking, isn’t she? Her name is Cathy Greene. We’ve been working on her physical form. She’s grown five inches in the last two years - very difficult to condition her and those around her not to notice.

“Her body transformation is complete?” Hecate whispered. She smiled slightly. Cathy Greene was staring at her.

“No. We’ve delayed her final breast augmentation, though her musculature is complete. She’s extremely athletic. Cathy is my personal choice for the special Ambrosia you procured.”

“I can see why. She’s married to the Whoremaster?”

“Yes.”

“But her sexuality is… fluid?” Hecate asked.

Balenger smiled. “All things are fluid when they are under mind control, Mother Superior.”

Emmet Simms turned and motioned toward the back of the restaurant. “Our table is ready.”

Hecate nodded and followed, still smiling at Cathy Greene.

***

“Whoa, she’s a looker,” Wink said.

“Creepy if you ask me,” Deborah said as she watched them go to Emmet Simms’s table.

“She’s gorgeous,” Cathy said.

Everyone at the table looked at Cathy.

“What? She’s beautiful. Wonder who she is?”

Margaret shrugged. “Might be the Tequila talking but, if I was a guy? I’d do her.”

Wink started laughing.

Consuela and Eduardo Mendez came in.

Consuela looked back at the Simms table and panic filled her eyes.

Then she took Eduardo’s hand and led him back to the table they always shared with the Wankers, the Greenes, and Deborah.

“Hey, guys,” Wink said as he stood up.

Consuela nodded and sat down beside Dan. “Dan, you remember a few months ago you said you would hire me to do the books for your company?”

Dan turned to her. “Sure, Honey, what’s wrong?”

“I… I lost my job today.” She sobbed. “Eduardo, bring me a whiskey, amor?’

Eduardo Mendez turned slowly and walked toward the bar.

“Emmet fired you?” Cathy asked.

“No… Roslyn,” Consuela whispered. She looked ready to burst into tears.

Margaret stood up. “Okay, girls, conference time.” She stood up.

Deborah and Cathy stood up as well and Cathy helped Consuela stand.

“We’ll be back, boys,” Margaret said. “Nose powdering to do.”

***

“Christ on a crutch, Consuela? Emmet fucking Simms?!” Margaret growled.

Deborah and Cathy sat on the small couch in the ladies room with Consuela between them.

“I… I don’t know how it happened,” Consuela whispered. “He… just said he wanted me.”

“How long has this been going on?” Cathy asked as she rubbed Consuela’s shoulders?

“Six months.”

“Of all people,” Deborah asked. “Why Emmet? He’s your boss and you know how vindictive Roslyn is.”

Consuela shrugged. “Ever since Eduardo started acting strangely I… I can’t say no to men. I’ve tried. I just… I can’t.”

Cathy nodded.

Eduardo Mendez had come home one day nearly catatonic. Dr. Balenger said it was some sort of stroke and personally took him to Miami for tests. They thought he might improve with time.

But for nearly two years, Eduardo had been a zombie. He could follow Consuela’s commands and perform tasks, many of them complicated; however, he did not speak and seemed to be locked in his own mind.

Cathy hugged Consuela. “Honey, nobody is blaming you. Eduardo isn’t… well and you…”

“You have to live, Consuela,” Deborah said.

“Just… Christ… Emmet? I wouldn’t fuck him with someone else’s pussy,” Margaret said.

The three women on the couch laughed out loud.

“He’s actually… surprisingly… very good,” Consuela said.

“Please, I do not want that image in my head,” Deborah said. “You and him together? It’s like an ugly guy picking his nose while he’s driving a Ferrari.”

“Please tell me I am the Ferrari?” Consuela said as they all laughed.

“Oh, sweety, you are definitely the Ferrari,” Cathy said.

“Dan will actually hire me?”

“Absolutely… but if you sleep with my husband? I will kill you,” Cathy said and put her hands around Consuela’s throat.

“Never! I would never,” Consuela whispered.

“I know. I’m kidding,” Cathy said.

***

The women emerged from the restroom and made their way back to the table.

Wink looked up and smiled. “I was just reminding Eduardo about how him and me went fishing for swordfish that time and almost ended up in freaking Cuba. You remember that, Ed?”

Eduardo sat and stared straight ahead, looking through Wink at the wall beyond.

Consuela sat down beside her husband. “Let’s order, huh? Eduardo has to be hungry.”

Cathy sat down beside Dan and took his hand.

“There’s Willy,” Margaret said. “And he got Jenny to come with.” She smiled.

Then she narrowed her eyes.

She nudged Wink.

“What?”

“Look at his hand.”

Wink squinted. “Oh, boy…”

Cathy and Dan turned to look. “What is it? What’s wrong?”

Willy was at the door smiling ear to ear and Jenny Larsen was looking slightly embarrassed.

“Look at Willy’s hand,” Margaret said.

“He’s got his hand on the small of her back,” Dan said. “So?”

Wink shook his head. “My whole family, the men do that. Means we… you know… with the lady. It’s just reflex for us or something.”

Deborah laughed. “Oh, come on! She’s his teacher.”

“Was his teacher,” Cathy corrected. “He’s nineteen.”

“Yeah, and she’s thirty-five,” Margaret grumbled.

“Now, we don’t meddle in the boy’s business,” Wink said. “He’ll come and tell me about it when he’s ready. She’s a beautiful woman and he’s… well, he gets his looks from his mother is all I’m gonna say.”

Margaret smiled and punched Wink in the shoulder.

Willy waved and pointed toward the other side of the restaurant.

Margaret nodded. “Mm, hmm. No way he’s bringing her over here. She’d probably drop dead from fright. Gonna take her to a back table so he can feel her up without Mom and Dad seein’.”

Everybody at the table laughed except Eduardo.

***

“So, Miss Hecate? What Church do you represent?” Roslyn Simms asked.

“Hmm?” Hecate asked. She was watching Cathy Greene on the other side of the restaurant.

“What Church do you represent?” Roslyn asked again.

Hecate turned her head to the side and stared at her. “It doesn’t comprehend any of this, does it?”

Dr. Balenger chuckled. He set a small box on the table in front of Roslyn and pressed a button on top.

A low, barely audible humming began.

Roslyn stared at the box, her face going slack.

She looked to her husband sitting beside her. “Would you fuck me now, Emmet?”

Emmet shook his head. “Be quiet, dear. The smart people are talking.”

Hecate laughed. “They really are little more than animals.”

“Quite the contrary,” Dr. Balenger said. “Their libidos have been heightened, yes, but once the personalities merge, they retain most of their original intellect. The only exceptions are the ones we use the breast enhancement formula on. The more formula we inject them with, the larger their breasts grow but the lower their intellect. They become contented fuck toys.”

“Well, that certainly won’t be her problem,” Hecate laughed. “She’s barely a ‘C’.”

“My wife was flat chested before,” Emmet said.

Hecate shook her head. “I don’t understand. Marapova has breasts like dirigibles. Lack of intellect is not her problem.”

“Morpheus himself created Marapova…” Dr. Balenger said.

“Of all my creations, she is the most perfect,” Constance whispered.

Hecate stared at her.

Constance sat up straighter. “Something Morpheus said once. I remember when she…”

Balenger put his hand on Constance’s wrist. “Another time, dear.”

She stared at him. “Of course. I forget myself.”

Hecate looked from the doctor (who called himself Baal when he wasn’t here on this island) to his nurse / slave. The two of them were an enigma. She knew they had been created by Morpheus long ago but, beyond that, they were a complete mystery.

Baal / Balenger was the Church’s lead researcher, odd as he was.

Balenger smiled. “Morpheus did not share all his secrets with us before he…”

“Disappeared,” Hecate whispered.

Morpheus is on his island, and I am the Church, Sister often said.

“As I was saying earlier: we’re making great strides with the transformation process,” Balenger said. “Just this evening, one of our Whoremasters merged with his host. Willy over there, seduced and fucked his teacher. According to his last physical, his Ambrosia should have come in, meaning the whore is bound to him.”

Hecate turned and looked at the couple: a young man with curly blond hair and an older woman making eyes at one another in a corner booth. “And you’re sure it was his Whoremaster personality that fucked her and not simply a horny young man seducing a lonely, older woman?”

“We recorded the exchange. His mannerisms were confident - far beyond his years,” Balenger said. “The personalities have merged; though, I doubt he completely understands what has happened to him. One of the females is also very close to merging. We’re reaching a crisis point. I believe in a matter of weeks we will be ready for harvest…”

“Tomorrow,” Hecate said as she poked the deep-fried flounder on her plate with a fork.

Balenger stared at her. “Tomorrow? I thought…”

“Tomorrow, doctor. The sonic devices you insisted upon are being installed. Tomorrow morning, the denizens of this island will be harvested,” Hecate said.

Emmet Simms went pale.

Balenger cleared his throat. “A delay of just a few weeks would ensure success.”

Hecate leaned back from the table. “Sister herself has demanded this timeline. For those individuals who will not merge tomorrow? We are uncrating extra brain knitters at your clinic.”

Balenger swallowed. “The entire town? Mother Superior, some of these people work on the mainland - they leave early. We haven’t made preparations…”

“The morning ferry will run as scheduled,” Hecate said. “However, the evening ferries will be canceled. It’s already arranged.”

“What are we going to do about those who leave the island tomorrow morning?”

Hecate shrugged. “When they finally get back to the island, they will find it abandoned. An unexplained mass disappearance… this is technically the Bermuda Triangle, isn’t it? Now, I want you to arrange some demonstrations of these degenerates in action. The teacher and her Whoremaster student, for example. You also mentioned there was a slut close to merging?”

“Deborah Foster,” Balenger said. “Sitting beside Mrs. Greene whom you seem enamored with.”

Hecate smiled behind her dark sunglasses. “I find ‘bitchyness’ in men profoundly unattractive, Baal. Please remember you work for me… not the other way around?”

Balenger nodded. “Of course, Mother Superior.”

***

“Going to be a lot of broken-hearted women on this island when they find out Willy has taken a lover,” Deborah said with a slight slur. 

“No more Rum and Coke for you, Debs,” Cathy said.

“You’re not my mother,” Deborah said. “You could be my sister, though. Except you’re five inches taller and…” She waved her hands up and down. “Built like a goddess.”

“Oh, she’s sauced,” Margaret said.

“No, seriously… she didn’t look like this before. I swear to God… Cathy you and I used to look each other eye to eye. You grew. Who fucking grows in their thirties? My head hurts.”

Cathy stared at her for a moment. She used to be Deborah’s height, she was almost sure. When was that?

“How are all my favorite patients?” Dr. Balenger said as he leaned over the end of the table beside Deborah.

“Hey, Doc, who’s the new lady?” Wink asked.

“Oh, you mean Miss Hecate? She’s looking into building a church on the island.”

“Hecate? That’s a strange name,” Cathy said. 

“Greek, I believe. Goddess of witchcraft if the memory of my classical education isn’t faulty.” He looked at Cathy and smiled. “Lovely lady, don’t you think?”

Cathy shrugged. “I’m not a good judge. The men certainly noticed her.”

They all laughed.

“Hey, while we have you over here,” Wink said. “What do you know about these ‘tidal wave’ sirens they’re sticking up on the light poles?”

Balenger shrugged. “No idea. Seems like a good idea, though.”

Then Balenger leaned over and whispered something in Deborah’s ear.

Cathy frowned.

Deborah’s smile vanished. “Yes, of course.”

“Enjoy your evening,” Balenger said as he walked away toward the restrooms.

“What was that about?” Cathy asked Deborah.

“Oh… he got some test results back. Wants me to come in tomorrow,” she stood up. “Rum and Coke went right through me. Back in a minute.”

She walked toward the restrooms.

“Is it just me or is she acting a little strange?” Margaret asked.

“Come on, don’t be a busy body,” Wink said with a nudge.

“No, Margaret’s right. Deborah had an appointment with Balenger today. I think it has her upset.”

Consuela turned and looked toward the restrooms. “She’s not sick, is she?”

“No,” Cathy said. “She’s fine.” She stood up. “But I am going to go check on her.”

“Come on, Consuela,” Margaret said as she started to stand.

“No, just… let me,” Cathy said. “She confided in me earlier.”

Margaret nodded. “Understood. Guess I’ll just have to sit here with my old man and drink.”

“Poor thing,” Wink laughed.

Cathy made her way through the restaurant toward the restrooms.

The ladies room was at the end of a long hallway that led past the double doors to the kitchen. She could hear pots and pans clattering and the hiss of hot water being used to wash dishes in the sinks.

She opened the door to the restroom. “Deborah? You okay?”

The restroom was empty.

Cathy frowned.

She took a step back into the hallway.

Cathy paused by the big double doors to the kitchen.

“Compliant, as you can see,” she heard Balenger’s voice say.

“With the device turned on, yes,” a woman said.

“At its lowest setting. It’s practically a placebo at this setting. She’s very close to the merge,” Balenger said.

Cathy eased the door open a crack.

It took a moment for her to fully process what she was seeing.

In the middle of the gray tiled kitchen, Balenger was standing with his pants around his ankles.

Deborah was naked on her knees in front of him, her head bobbing back and forth on his pale cock.

Cathy gasped and blinked.

Deborah’s throat was bulging with the man’s girth.

Balenger was huge, the biggest cock she had ever seen.

And, somehow, Deborah was swallowing him all the way to the balls.

All the while, she was rubbing her naked pussy.

The word ‘Whore’ was tattooed just above her swollen clit.

Cathy nearly screamed when the door was yanked open from inside the kitchen and a strong hand dragged her through.

She landed on her knees in front of a pair of long legs in heels.

Cathy looked up to see Miss Hecate staring down at her from behind her dark sunglasses.

The woman held out her hand. “I don’t think we’ve been introduced. My name is Mother Superior Hecate.”

Cathy stared at the woman’s long, manicured red nails.

Then she turned and looked over her shoulder at Deborah who was still sucking Balenger’s cock.

“What the fuck is happening?” Cathy asked.

“It’s completely natural,” Balenger said as he stroked Deborah’s blonde hair. “I assure you. Deborah is fulfilling her life’s function. She’s a living sex doll.”

Cathy stood up slowly.

For the first time, she fully saw the room.

The kitchen staff were going about their jobs, seemingly oblivious to the sex show in the middle of the room.

Emmet Simms was leaning against the back wall, his long cock out as he masturbated.

Roslyn was sitting on a stainless-steel prep table looking catatonic.

And Constance Balenger was taking off her cocktail dress. Wires ran along her body, connected to her nipples and running between her legs.

“Poor Cathy,” Balenger said. “This must be so confusing.”

Cathy looked toward the double doors.

The tall bald man who had come in with Hecate was staring at her, expressionless. It had been he who had dragged her through the door.

Hecate spoke and Cathy spun around to face her.

“She’s exquisite. Oh, Baal, up close you can see the cheekbones, the flawless skin… the eyes. How much of this is a product of her transformation?” Hecate asked.

Baal? Who was Baal?

Balenger pushed Deborah away and she giggled. “Masturbate, whore,” Balenger said.

Deborah laid her face on the floor and raised her hips high in the air. She plunged four fingers of one hand into her hairless pussy and, with the other hand behind her back, penetrated her anus with three fingers. “Like this, Baal?”

“I’ll bet you can’t fist your own pussy,” Balenger / Baal said.

“You’ll lose that bet,” Deborah giggled.

She eased her thumb into her pussy alongside the four fingers.

Then she pushed.

Cathy grimaced. “Oh, Deborah, don’t!”

“Silly, Cum Slut Cathy… I’ve had bigger fists in my cunt than mine. Don’t you remember?” Deborah said with a wink as her pussy swallowed her small fist.

“Cum Slut Cathy?” It sounded somehow familiar.

She felt a hand on her shoulder.

And Cathy reacted.

She spun on her heel, blocked Hecate’s slim hand with her forearm, knocked it away.

Then she followed through with a twisting punch to Hecate’s jaw that knocked the woman on her ass.

The sunglasses flew away into the corner.

She felt something cold and metal against the back of her head.

“Breathe. Just breathe and I’ll blow your head off, slut,” the bald man said.

A gun. He had a gun.

Cathy reacted again.

She rolled her head to the left and reached up and over her shoulder with her right hand. She grabbed the gun, yanked, and she bent forward at the waist in one fluid movement.

The man tumbled over her shoulder and onto the floor, losing the gun in the process. 

Cathy still held it by the barrel, and she flung it across the room into a sink full of dishes and soap suds.

Laughter filled the room.

Cathy stared at Hecate who was rubbing her jaw and laughing.

“God. No one has knocked me down in years. The last man who did it was one of Castro’s special forces soldiers. I castrated him before I gutted his carcass and hung him by his ankles in the jungle.” She stood up and smiled.

Black eyes. The woman had solid black eyes.

Cathy took a step back. “What… the fuck are you?!”

Hecate laughed harder. “Well, I thought I was the most dangerous creature on this island. It appears I was mistaken. Outstanding, Baal. Simply outstanding.”

“Deborah, get up,” Cathy said. “We’re leaving. Jesus, stop doing that!”

Deborah was still fisting herself and she appeared to be working her way up to doing the same to her anus.

Hecate kicked the bald man who was moaning on the hard tile floor. “Get up. You were worse than useless. You actually put the gun barrel against her head? Amateur mistake. You underestimated her.”

The bald man struggled to roll over and then got clumsily to his feet. He glared at Cathy.

“Deborah! Get up! What the fuck is wrong with you?!” Cathy was trying to decide between yanking Deborah to her feet or simply running out into the restaurant and screaming for help.

“Pain,” Hecate said.

Cathy dropped to her knees. White hot pain burned through her insides.

Hecate stood over her. She tilted Cathy’s face up. “Make no mistake: you are powerful. You will be even more powerful once I’m done with you, Cathy Greene. However, I own you. I can kill you with a single word. You will obey me and… learn to love the things I do to you.”

How could the woman do this? All she said was ‘pain’ and Cathy felt like she was going to die. “S… Stop… please! I can’t… oh, God… stop!”

“No. Live in the pain. Let it strengthen you. Remember this pain, Cathy. I can make it a hundred times worse if I want. I can make you beg for death.”

“P… Please… No more!”

Hecate turned away.

The pain vanished and Cathy crumpled to the floor.

“Tell me, Baal,” Hecate said. “How long do you think it will be before this one’s personalities merge without the knitter?”

Baal nodded. “She is exceptionally strong as well as intelligent.”

“Knitter it is then,” Hecate said.

Cathy tried to stand.

Hecate’s high heel show came down on her neck and pushed her back to the floor. “No. Stay there, Cathy Greene. I want you there. I won’t break your spirit - that would be a crime. But you will learn to obey me. Stay down like a good girl.”

Cathy considered grabbing the woman’s ankle and twisting, sending Hecate to the floor herself.

But one word from Hecate and the pain would return.

She stayed down.

“Would you like to meet Cum Slut Cathy?” Balenger asked.

Hecate laughed. “Please, I’m breathless with anticipation.”

“I’ll just increase the volume.”

Cathy heard a low hum. Then everything went black.

***

Cum Slut Cathy stretched on the floor like a cat and rolled onto her back. “Hello,” she said as she smiled up at Hecate.

“Cum Slut Cathy?”

Cathy nodded. “You’re a Mother Superior, aren’t you?”

“Yes.”

“Would you like to… fuck, Mother Superior?” Cathy asked with a smile. “I’ve never fucked a nun before.”

Hecate bit her lower lip. “It’s… too much, Baal. She doesn’t have the same fire as Cathy Greene…”

Cathy burst into laughter. “You think Cathy Greene wouldn’t fuck you? She got wet when she first saw you. I just say the shit Cathy can’t say. Everything I do is what Cathy Greene would do if not for that sad little morality of hers.” She stood up. “The sweet fucking truth, Mother Superior Hecate? I AM Cathy Greene. I’m the dirty fucking slut she would love to be… she’s just a little country and I’m a little rock and roll, to quote those Mormon freaks.”

Hecate stared at Cathy.

Cathy put her hands on Hecate’s shoulders. “What? Speechless?” Cathy smiled. “She likes tall girls. Shall I tell you about how she imagines eating pussy sometimes when she massages our clit? Would you like to know about how much she loves the scent and taste of her own pussy?”

Hecate swallowed.

Cathy leaned closer. “She has that in common with you, doesn’t she?” She breathed deeply through her nose. “Oh, I smell your desire. Not into cock much, are you? We don’t judge, Cathy Greene and me. We like pussy and cock, but we won’t judge you for being pussy only.”

“I’m not… pussy only,” Hecate whispered.

“Oh, of course not. Bisexuality is the norm in the Church, isn’t it. Must keep up appearances. Powerful Mother Superior can kill with a word but… she’s still hiding. She just found a better disguise.” Cathy put her lips next to Hecate’s ear. “I’ll make everything okay, Hecate. I’ll fix that hole in your heart. You won’t have to hide with me.” She licked Hecate’s ear and then turned away. “But not tonight. Tonight?” She giggled. “I’m having an old friend for dinner.”

She shrugged off the red dress and let it fall to the floor revealing red lingerie beneath but no panties.

Deborah began to laugh. 

Cathy crouched beside her. “Nasty slut. Don’t fist your own pussy.”

Deborah pouted. “But it was empty.”

“Fisting your pussy is my job,” Cathy said. She looked over her shoulder at Hecate and winked.

Cathy took Deborah’s wrist and pulled her fist out of her pussy, leaving her gaping. Then she slowly began working her fingers and then her thumb into her best friend.

“Deborah’s always been in love with me, haven’t you, babe?” Cathy said as she watched Deborah’s pussy slowly expand to take her fist.

“Yes… yes… I love you, Cathy. And I love what they did to us!” Deborah began to sob as Cathy leaned down and kissed her. 

Cathy’s fist disappeared in Deborah’s pussy and the woman screamed into Cathy’s mouth.

Hecate looked up.

Baal, Constance, and Emmet Simms were all masturbating watching the show.

Power. This was power. Hecate watched them intently.

For the first time, Hecate began to completely understand Morpheus’ vision.

These whores, these completely sexually liberated sex toys were what every human being longed to be.

With them, the Church would conquer the world.

***

Ten minutes later, Cathy and Deborah emerged smiling and laughing from the hallway back into the restaurant dining room. 

“Christ, we thought you two fell in,” Margaret said.

Cathy laughed. “Just got to talking.”

“Listen,” Deborah said. “I’ve been having anxiety. Balenger has been trying to counsel me. Turns out, all I need is my best friend.”

Cathy kissed her forehead. 

“Hey, everybody at this table is your friend,” Wink said. “You just remember that.”

“I know, Wink,” Deborah said. “I’m glad you said that. I’ve been having this awful problem with premenstrual cramps…”

“La la la la,” Wink said as he put his index fingers in his ears. “No lady problems. I can’t cope.”

“It’s true,” Margaret said. “Took me three years to get him to buy my maxi-pads at the IGA.”

“Embarrassing!” Wink said. “I’m a guy. I’m not supposed to know about stuff like that. Back me up, Dan.”

Dan nodded. “What’s a maxi-pad?”

Cathy sat down and punched him in the shoulder. “He buys them for me.”

Dan chuckled.

Cathy kissed him.

“You taste good,” he said.

“I borrowed some of Deborah’s lip gloss.” That’s what she did. She went back to the restroom, found Deborah crying, and talked to her for a few minutes. She asked to try Deborah’s lip gloss. They walked back to the table. She could see it plainly in her mind.

That was exactly what happened.

She saw that Miss Hecate smiling at her from behind her sunglasses as she was leaving with the Balengers and Simms.

Cathy smiled back.

***
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“What sort of church do you supposed it is?” Cathy asked as she soaked in the tub.

“Church? What are you talking about?” Dan called from the bedroom.

“That Mother Superior Hecate. Balenger said she was thinking about building a church here,” Cathy said as she slowly fingered herself.

“Catholic, I guess.”

“Bullshit,” Cathy laughed. “No Catholic nun ever looked like that.”

Dan got out of bed and leaned against the open door jamb. He was naked and his thick cock hung down. “Had quite the effect on you, huh?”

Cathy grinned and rubbed her clit harder. “Mmm, hmm. You know me when it comes to tall women.”

Dan laughed.

It was a running joke ever since Dan caught her staring at a tall woman at a bar in Miami.

If Cathy was ever going to try pussy? It would be with a very tall woman.

She had tried to explain it was envy not lust - she wished she were that tall.

This memory made Cathy frown… She was already very tall. Hadn’t she always been…?

“You going to get yourself off or can I play too?” Dan asked.

He was smiling at her.

Cathy laughed and stood up, the water sliding down her body.

Dan stopped smiling. “Jesus… Mrs. Greene… You take my breath away.”

She smiled and looked at the floor. She blushed.

He walked to the tub and pulled her into his arms.

She kissed him as he lifted her. “I’m all wet.”

He chuckled. “I know. It’ll make this easier.” He pushed her against the wall, his cock rising, touching her pussy lips.

Then he lowered her slowly onto his cock.

She kept her eyes open, looking in his eyes the entire time.

Then she wrapped her legs around him, his cock embedded inside her.

Dan began to thrust into her, and she moaned. “I think I have something this Hecate doesn’t have,” Dan whispered.

Cathy laughed out loud. “Never can tell. Of course, she has those nice big breasts and that round butt.”

“Ahh, you noticed?” Dan laughed as he began fucking her.

“Mmm, yes. I’ll bet… Oh, God… pussy sweet as strawberries.”

“Wicked slut…”

Cathy squinted. “Cum Slut Cathy… that’s me.”

Dan stared at her. “Oh, is it?”

“Yes. I need cum, Dan,” she pouted. “In my mouth. So, don’t you dare cum in my pussy.” She winked. “Or my ass.”

“Your… what?”

She slid down his body, pulling free of his cock. Then she knelt on the floor. “My ass,” she said. She pulled the cheeks of her ass apart and pressed her face to the floor.

Dan knelt down behind her. He caressed her ass cheeks and trailed his finger across her pucker. “Baby, you don’t have to…”

“I want to. I want your thick cock in my ass, Dan. I need it there.”

“Jesus, Cathy,” he whispered.

She reached behind her and grasped his cock. She pulled him forward until his cock touched her buttocks.

He put his hand on the small of her back and began rubbing his cock up and down her ass crack.

Dan watched as she spit on her hand. Then she reached back between her legs and rubbed the spit into her hole. She inserted her middle finger and moaned.

“All the lube I need. Fuck me, Dan. Fuck me with your Whoremaster cock,” she said. As soon as she said the words she hesitated. Cathy was confused.

“Whoremaster?” Dan whispered. “Baby, what are you talking about?”

“I… I’m not sure. I just… it’s a fantasy.” She looked over her shoulder at him. “It’s like we’re other people. I imagine you’re huge and muscled with a cock longer than my forearm… even larger. And I’m this tall, muscular Amazon with breasts way too big even for my body.”

He leaned down and kissed her back. “Sounds kinky.”

“God, it is. We’re… like gods and goddesses. And, we have orgies.”

Dan laughed. “Orgies?! Dan and Cathy Greene at an orgy… who are we having an orgy with?” He stroked his cock and pressed it against her ass.

She blushed and turned away. “Just… people.”

“Nobody in particular? Not movie stars or porn stars?” Dan laughed.

Cathy sighed. “Don’t make me say…”

He kissed her back again. “If I’m a Whoremaster or whatever you said? Sounds like I’m in charge. You have to tell me.”

Cathy gasped. She did have to tell him. “It’s embarrassing… Deborah.”

Dan chuckled. “Not surprised. Okay, that’s only a threesome.” He pushed harder against her asshole.

“Ooo… and Margaret. Consuela too…”

“Just women. Hmm,” Dan said as his cock pushed past her entrance. He stopped with just the head of his dick invading her.

“Mmm, more, Dan! Don’t stop, please?” She whined.

“Then tell me who else? You want to be fucked in the ass, don’t you?” He pulled back slightly.

“No! Dan, please!” She tried to push back against him, but he held her in place with his hand on the small of her back.

“Say it!”

“Wink! Okay! Wink! I want him to fuck me while you fuck me in the ass. I want two men inside me while I eat pussy. Oh, God!” She screamed and orgasmed.

Dan pushed past her sphincter gently. “Shh, now. Shh.” He caressed her spasming pussy with his right hand as he pushed slowly into her ass.

“Cum… Cumming,” Cathy whispered.

“I know. I feel it.”

“God, I’m horrible!” Cathy moaned.

“No, you aren’t,” Dan laughed. He pushed forward balls deep into Cathy’s ass.

Cathy threw her head back and screamed, her body shuddering as she came again.

Dan was fucking her ass and then she felt three of his fingers slide into her pussy at the same time.

“God! God! Oh, fuck!” Cathy cried as she pressed her face against the bathroom floor.

“Two cocks inside you, right?” Dan asked.

She laughed. “More, Dan. Fuck me hard!”

His left hand was like a vice on the small of her back as he pounded her ass and pussy.

Cathy began to cry as orgasm after orgasm rocked her.

She felt him stiffen. 

“God, Cathy, I’m going to…”

She tore free from his grasp and pulled herself off his cock.

Then she spun around and engulfed his cock.

So thick! The biggest she could ever remember him being.

“Cathy, oh, God… it was in your…”

My ass! Cathy thought. I took it from my gaping ass right into my mouth like the nastiest whore in the world.

God, she was going to cum again.

Then his cum poured down her throat as his fingers curled in her hair.

Joined, she thought. I’ll be joined now!

She pulled him out of her throat and let his cum fill her mouth.

The taste was… wrong. Not Ambrosia. Just cum.

Soft, he slid out of her mouth.

She stared at his cock. He didn’t cum Ambrosia.

But… what was Ambrosia? The word had popped into her head the same as Whoremaster, but she didn’t have any idea what those words meant.

Dan collapsed onto the floor and caressed her face. “Cathy, that was… I mean… it’s never been so good, so hot.”

She was still frowning. Then she shook her head and smiled. “I don’t know what came over me. God, Dan, I’m so embarrassed.” She shook her head. “I never would do something like that, Dan! Not in a million years. I don’t want Wink or Willy…”

“Willy?!” Dan laughed. “You didn’t say anything about Willy.”

She wanted to tunnel under the bathroom tile and hide.

Dan shook his head and pulled her close. “There’s nothing wrong with fantasy, baby.”

“I wouldn’t actually…”

“I know,” Dan said. “But just so you know? You have my permission to do anything you want with Deborah, Margaret, and Consuela.”

She snuggled against him. “Men are pigs.”

“Oink, oink,” Dan said and nuzzled her hair. “If you’re going to try out the male Wankers? That we’ll need to talk about.”

“Don’t make fun. I’ve been feeling like I’m losing my mind.”

He kissed her. “You’re in your prime according to everything I’ve read. Now you know how my head worked when I was younger.”

“I’ll bet you didn’t feel like you were going insane though.”

“Insane? No. Thought I might be possessed at one point.”

“Possessed! Exactly. That’s how I feel. I feel like I’m possessed sometimes.”

Dan nodded. “Religious issue, then. Maybe you should discuss it with this Mother Superior Hecate?”

She poked him in the chest. “Absolutely not,” she said and laughed.

“Scared, huh?”

“Yes.”

“Want her?” Dan asked.

She sighed. “And you don’t?”

“Actually? No. There’s something… creepy about her.”

“You think?”

Dan nodded. “Yeah. I mean, she’s gorgeous - on that we agree. But I don’t know.”

She looked up into his eyes. “No, what?”

He shook his head. “In Nam, after I’d been in the jungle a few times? I’d get these feelings, you know? Hair on the back of my neck would stand up. Like I knew when there was danger.”

She laid her head on his chest. “You feel that now?”

“I don’t know. Maybe. Stay away from her. For me, okay?”

“Oh, no worries there.” She smiled at him. “Stay home tomorrow? I don’t want you to go to the mainland.”

“I wish I could. Client’s coming in. Won’t sign without me present.”

Cathy sighed. “Come home right after?”

“I’ll do my best.”

They sat on the bathroom floor, and she lay in his arms.

There was a hum in the air, barely discernable.

But there.

***

Wink sat on top of the wooden picnic table in his backyard. He could hear the ocean waves breaking down at the beach. 

Above this sound was a slight hum coming from the overhead electric lines.

He had a beer in his hand, another sitting beside him on the tabletop.

Willy walked into the backyard from the narrow street.

He sat down beside his father and picked up the other beer.

“Children are going to be an issue,” Wink said.

“She’s not that old, dad.”

“Naah, but she’s close to too old. You need to know that.”

“I do.”

Wink nodded. “School?”

“I’ll still go. I think she’ll come with me.”

“That’s good, Willy. You’re destined for more than this place, son. So’s she.”

He smiled. “From where I’m sitting? This place doesn’t look so bad.”

“Oh, this is home. It’ll always be home, Willy. But there’s a world out there. You need to see it. Then you come home. That’s the way it’s supposed to work.”

“Yes, sir,” Willy said. He looked over his shoulder toward the house. “Mom okay with this?”

“Of course not, you’re her only child,” Wink said. “Always hardest on the mother. But she knows you gotta do what you gotta do, boy. She’s worried about you but not that worried. You’re island strong.”

Willy smiled and nodded. He tapped his bottle against his father’s. “Island strong.”

Willy drank the rest of his beer and set the bottle beside him.

“Tell Jenny I said ‘hello’. Tell her I said to stop worrying and that we love her,” Wink said.

“I will. Thanks, Dad.”

“Goodnight, Willy.”

“Goodnight,” Willy said as he walked back to the street and headed toward Snob’s Knob.

Margaret came out of the house via the kitchen door. She had two more beers in her hands. She climbed up on the picnic table and handed Wink one of them.

He took it. “You heard?”

“Yeah,” she said. 

“You okay with it?”

“Wink Wanker, do I have a fucking choice?”

“Nope.”

“No, I don’t,” she said and sighed. “The problem is, too many old broads on this island.”

“We got a definite cougar problem,” Wink laughed.

“Fucking A, we do.”

He put his arm around her. “You’re a foul-mouthed sailor’s woman, Margaret.”

She leaned against him. “Bet your ass. Wanna fuck?”

Wink laughed. “We do have the whole house to ourselves.”

“Start in the kitchen, work our way up?”

Wink laughed. “Fuck no. Start on this picnic table.”

Margaret laughed as Wink pushed her down on the tabletop.

The beers fell on the wet grass.

***

Hecate stood on the street outside Balenger’s clinic along with the doctor and his nurse.

Plain-clothes Church Agents surrounded them, trying to blend in to the dark street.

The ultrasonics buzzed softly on each telephone pole.

“What volume are they set at?” Hecate asked.

“Only ten percent,” Dr. Balenger said.

“What effect will it have?”

“Lowered inhibitions, increased libido. The humans are having a very good evening.”

“But no effect on us?”

“No, anyone who has received finishing Ambrosia is completely immune.”

Hecate smiled. She might be immune to the hypnotic tone, but her libido was definitely heightened. All she could think about was Cathy Greene. 

The words of Ari Jacobs came back to her. It seemed like a million years ago: “All I am saying is: find happiness. Find love. Do not neglect it or you will find yourself old and alone with nothing but ghosts and the dreams of what might have been.”

She was a different person now, not only physically but mentally, emotionally. Helen Turner was now Hecate. She was cold, calculating - she realized that.

Something in Cathy Greene awakened feelings Hecate thought died years ago. It was ridiculous. She’d just met this woman and all Hecate could think about was being with her, possessing her. Not just lust, no.

She was in love with Cathy Greene.

And that made it hard to concentrate.

“What happens when the power is increased?” Hecate asked.

“At 100%, the implanted personalities take complete control of the host,” Balenger said.

“Until the sound is turned off?”

“For now, yes,” Balenger said.

“For now?”

Balenger shrugged. “In theory, there should be a tipping point at which the personalities merge. We’ve already seen that in Consuela Mendez. I believe Jenny Larsen is close to merging.”

“And this Willy Wanker?”

Balenger sighed. “Problematic. Either his age or some sort of psychic ability is causing issues with the merger. In some ways, I think he has already merged; however, he is either resisting the programming or…”

“He’s an immune?” Hecate asked. She stared into Balenger’s eyes.

“I’ve seen no indication of immunity in the remaining population of the island.”

Hecate smiled. “Remaining. Yes. How many were culled?”

Balenger looked away. “Seventeen. Eighteen if you count Eduardo Mendez who is now a worker drone.”

“You disapprove?” Hecate asked.

“Whatever I have been made into? I am still a doctor. I pledged to do no harm.”

“We follow Sister’s orders,” Constance said.

Balenger looked at her sharply and she lowered her eyes.

“Yes,” Hecate said. “We all follow Sister’s orders. And Sister’s orders are the word of the living god. Aren’t they, Constance?”

“We were there when the ‘god’ first spoke, Mother Superior Hecate,” Balenger said. “We don’t need to be reminded of his will.”

Constance looked at him and smiled faintly before looking down at the pavement.

Hecate smiled and turned away. “I would like a demonstration before we fully awaken these… whores, Baal. Prove to me Willy Wanker is not an immune.”

“Of course, Mother Superior,” Balenger said. “He will be with Jenny Larsen. It’s a short walk.”

Hecate began walking up the street and the Church Agents fell in step with her.

***

Balenger and Constance trailed behind as they followed the street to the island road.

Constance took his hand.

He looked down at her.

She smiled up at him. “I love you, Baal.”

He frowned. “What prompted this?”

“You defended me. I’m proud of you.” 

He smiled slightly. “I’m very glad I didn’t kill you in San Francisco when I discovered your infidelity.”

Constance nodded. “Close enough, darling. Close enough.”

***

Jenny Larsen paced in her foyer. She wanted Willy to come back.

It wasn’t just that she was frightened his parents wouldn’t approve.

She was in crisis.

Jenny Larsen had no idea who she was. 

Jenny Juggs. She was Jenny Juggs and soon she was going to have some killer tits as long as Jenny Larsen didn’t fuck up and get them both killed.

She almost screamed when she heard the words in her head.

Whoremaster. Willy is a Whoremaster, and I am bound to him.

She smiled thinking about that, although she had no idea what that actually meant. 

Goddamn it, slut! Yes, you fucking do! Accept it, for fuck’s sake. You taught an exceptional class in sexual education to Diana and Willy and, congrats, you get to keep the Whoremaster. Consider him your retirement package.

“I don’t know what you’re talking about,” Jenny whispered.

Yes, you do! This is not a bad thing, Jenny. We’re going to be fine but if they figure out we’re immune? Jesus, bitch, we are fucked!

Immune. That word. That word she understood.

That word was really fucking bad.

The door opened and Willy walked in.

She ran to him and jumped into his arms.

“Hey! Wow, I missed you too.”

“Hold me,” she whispered.

He wrapped his arms around her. “I’ve got you.”

“It’s ridiculous. You’re nineteen. I’m a grown woman. I am not a weak person, Willy.”

“Weak? What are you talking about? There’s nothing weak about you.”

“I’m scared. Willy, there are things happening here on the island. That woman at The Pelican tonight, the stranger with the mayor and Dr. Balenger?”

“Yeah, what about her?”

She looked into his eyes. “It’s the Church of Morpheus. They’ve come here to harvest us. We belong to them.”

“Wait, what? Slow down.” He set her on her feet on the floor.

“Oh, Willy. Everything is a lie. Everything that’s happened on the island for years now. It’s all a lie. Baal has been changing us, conditioning us.”

“Baal? Who’s Baal?”

“Dr. Balenger. He’s not human. Constance isn’t either. The woman from the mainland? This Hecate woman? She’s not human.”

Willy wiped away her tears. “What are you saying? They’re aliens or something?”

“No! No, they’re… monsters. They do things to your head. Willy, they made me do… Jesus, oh, God. Willy, I seduced you.”

Willy laughed. “I didn’t need much seducing. As I recall, I’m the one who seduced you.”

“No. Not now. Before. When you turned eighteen. I seduced you.” She swallowed. “Diana as well.”

Willy frowned. “No. No, that was a fantasy…”

“No, it wasn’t. Willy…” She bit her lip. “I took you to Baal. I stayed in the room while he treated you. Made you… into what you are.”

Willy laughed. “That’s ridiculous. Come on, Jenny.”

“He made you a Whoremaster, and I helped because I wanted to belong to you.”

It was almost as if a switch had been flipped inside Willy. His expression changed. He seemed… older.

Willy stared into her eyes.

“I love you, Willy.” She began to sob. “Please don’t hate me.”

His gaze became more intense.

Jenny’s head began to hurt. “Wait… what’s happening?”

“It’s hard, sometimes. With you. Jenny Juggs.”

Her eyes widened. “What did you say?”

“Jenny Juggs. You won’t be a street whore. You’re not tall enough. I don’t want you to be any taller.” He smiled and chuckled. “Why do you want breasts that big? I think they implanted that desire. You do realize that, don’t you?”

“You’re in my head.”

“I don’t think I’m supposed to be able to, but I can. Immune. You’re immune… oh, you’re in danger. I have to get you out of here.”

“Oh, Willy, they’ll never let us leave.”

Willy smiled. “They don’t know what I am. Not really. Not truly. They think they do but they are wrong. They’re wrong about all of us. You included. We are his hand.”

“Whose hand? What are you talking about?” She whispered.

“Of course, you don’t know.” He shook his head and closed his eyes. “I don’t always know. Sometimes I see it so clear. I’m in my sixties or seventies but I haven’t changed. I still look the same.” He touched her face. “Immortal. We’re immortal. That’s why age doesn’t matter. You could be a hundred years old, a thousand. It wouldn’t matter. I’m bound to you, Jenny Larsen di Wanker. And I will be until the stars go out.”

She smiled. “What are you talking about?”

“Something wonderful. It’s coming. Don’t be afraid. Not for a minute. You’re the bravest person I know.” He shook his head. “They’re messing with us. The sound. Can you hear it?” He walked in a circle. “They think they’re sending us messages with the sound. And they are. But there are other messages in the sound. Those idiots can’t hear them. They outsmarted themselves.”

“Willy, what other messages?” Jenny asked.

“Your subconscious hears them. But a few of us? Me, Cathy Greene? We hear them with our conscious mind.” Willy laughed. “But you will understand, Jenny.” He nodded. “He’s making changes. All around us. He’s smarter than they are, faster. Like a repairmen in time who makes everything work. Even Morpheus sees it. I think it makes Morpheus happy… how the hell can it make him happy?”

“And here I thought I was the crazy one.”

Willy laughed and picked her up. “God, I’ve missed you. The me that will be has missed you so much. There isn’t much time. When the messages change? I’ll be the me that was but listen to me: whichever me it is? I will protect you. It’s what we do. You are vitally important, and I will not let anyone hurt you.” He looked away and smiled. “Well, you’re vitally important and I’m completely in love with you, bound to you, and I am going to spend eternity with you… and a few others. You’ll love them too. Trust me. Either way? I will never let anyone hurt you.”

He was holding her high in the air in his arms.

“I have no idea what the fuck you are talking about, Willy Wanker.”

“I know. Isn’t it wonderful?”

“I love you,” she whispered.

He smiled. “Yeah, me too.”

His eyes turned to the side. “It’s changing. Don’t worry. It’s all going to be okay. I promise.”

She could hear the hum then, growing louder.

Willy’s smile faded. He lowered her to the floor, left her standing on her feet.

His face was slack.

This was how he always acted when the ultrasonics were turned all the way up.

Jenny felt like crying.

The front door opened.

Baal walked in. “Jenny Juggs?”

She sighed and nodded. “Actually? Both of us. We’re one now.”

Baal nodded and smiled. “Excellent. I thought you were near merger. Any change in Willy?”

She shook her head. “No. No, he’s still resisting. Or whatever this catatonic state is.”

“Bring him out to your pool area. Mother Superior Hecate requires a demonstration.”

“Yes, Baal.”

He turned and walked away, leaving the front door open.

She could see Church Agents standing on her lawn.

Jenny looked up into Willy’s eyes. “I have no idea what you were talking about, Willy. But I hope you’re right.”

She took his hand and led him outside.

***

Jenny Larsen’s pool was huge with waterfalls and colored lights. She asked her husband to put it in so the kids at the school could use it.

Back when there were kids on the island.

They were gone now. 

Their parents couldn’t remember them.

Now that Jenny had merged? She could remember them.

They were half a world away in boarding schools.

Diana and Willy turned eighteen in time for the experiment to reach the final stages, so they stayed.

Hecate stood by the pool in her latex nun’s outfit and smiled. “Baal says you know who you are now?”

“Jenny Larsen di Wanker,” Jenny said. “Also known as Jenny Juggs.”

“So, you are bound to him?” Hecate asked.

Jenny squeezed his hand. “His cum transformed me fully earlier this evening.”

Hecate shook her head. “And yet he is a zombie? Whoremaster Wanker is useless in this condition, Baal.”

Baal / Balenger nodded. “I agree.”

“Will the knitter correct this problem?” Hecate asked.

Jenny shivered. She could hear it in her head. Whir-click… whir-click. Needles driving through skin and skull. Needles deep into the brain. Her brain.

And now Willy’s.

“I would consider the knitter to be a last resort…” Baal began.

“But possible?” Hecate asked.

“Yes, Mother Superior.”

“Strip him,” Hecate said. “And yourself, Jenny Larsen di Wanker.”

Jenny nodded. “Yes, Mother Superior.” She pulled Willy’s t-shirt over his head. Then she unbuttoned his shorts and pushed them down.

Hecate gasped. “Jesus, Baal. That big?”

“Whoremasters are sixteen inches long. If you could see the prototype? You’d think Willy Wanker was small.”

“Dr. Thompson,” Hecate said. “Yes, so I’ve heard.” She smiled. “It gets hard?”

Jenny nodded. “Yes, Mother Superior.” She pulled off her own T-shirt and pushed down her jeans.

Hecate looked her up and down. “Baal, you are nothing if not a sculptor.”

“Thank you, Mother Superior,” Baal said.

Hecate walked to Willy and Jenny, her stilettos clicking on the concrete pool patio. She reached down and grasped Willy’s cock. “I’ve been transformed too long. I can’t imagine what a human woman’s reaction to this monster would be. I imagine they would just fall to their knees and worship him.”

“I don’t know, Mother Superior,” Jenny said. “I fell in love with him when he was human. It’s much more than physical.”

“I would think you whores would be more inclined to the physical rather than mythology.”

“Mythology?” Jenny asked.

“Love is physical. Chemical. Nothing more,” Hecate said. “All that matters, all that truly matters? Obedience. Working together toward a common goal. Your people will be part of that.”

Hecate looked down at Willy’s now hard, curved cock. “Not a complete zombie.”

“No,” Baal said. “He can perform on command.”

“So, if I told him to fuck Jenny till she was unconscious?” Hecate said as she took a step back.

“He would,” Baal said.

“And, if I asked him to shove his cock down her throat and hold it there till she suffocated?” Hecate said.

Baal frowned. “No, Mother Superior. He is programmed to protect whores. He would not harm her.”

“Hmm… interesting.” She turned around. “Agent?”

The nearest agent rushed to her side.

“Do you have a knife?”

He reached into his jacket.

He pulled out a large hunting knife from a scabbard under his arm.

She smiled. “Yes, that will do.” She turned and faced Willy. “Agent, I want you to kill Jenny Larsen di Wanker. Decapitate her, please.”

The agent nodded. “Yes, Mother Superior.” He walked toward Jenny.

Jenny backed away. “What the fuck?!”

He rushed toward her, the knife held low.

Willy moved quickly punching the agent in the face and sending him sprawling backward on the concrete.

The agent shook his head and spit out blood. Then he leapt to his feet and ran forward again.

Willy caught the man’s wrist and forced it backward.

The agent’s forearm snapped. It made a sound like twigs breaking.

The knife clattered to the concrete.

Willy grabbed the screaming agent by the throat, lifted him high, and threw him fifteen feet into the pool.

Hecate clapped as the man hit the water.

Willy reached down and picked up the knife.

Then he threw it.

The blade embedded in the concrete six inches deep between Hecate’s feet.

Hecate stared down at the embedded blade. “A warning, I take it?”

Willy’s face was expressionless.

Hecate knelt down and pulled the knife free. She admired it. “So, the Whoremaster will harm my agents… would he kill them?”

Baal nodded. “To protect the transformed whores? Yes.”

Hecate smiled. “Would he kill me?”

Baal stared at her for a moment. “Yes, Mother Superior.”

Hecate tapped the blade against her lower lip. “I think that might be a design flaw, Baal.”

“Whoremaster programming came directly from Dr. Thompson and was approved by Morpheus himself. I have no control over it,” Baal said.

“If you have questions about Whoremasters? Maybe you should ask me, Mother Superior,” Willy said.

Hecate laughed. “It speaks! I thought the threat of death might break you from your stupor.”

Baal stared at him.

Willy nodded. “In that case, mission accomplished.”

“Since you’re awake? Pain,” Hecate said.

Willy groaned and dropped to his knees.

“Willy!” Jenny said as she crouched beside him. “Please, Mother Superior! He was only protecting me. That’s the only reason he would hurt anyone.”

Hecate smiled. “I’m using enough force to kill a human outright and look at him, Baal. He’s not even unconscious.”

Baal nodded. “They are magnitudes more resilient than humans, Mother Superior.”

Jenny sobbed and put her face against Willy’s neck. “Please, don’t hurt him. Don’t kill him.” She put her hand on Willy’s face. “Fall down, Willy. Fall onto the concrete. She wants to see you break.”

“We… don’t… break,” he said through clenched teeth.

Baal took a step forward. “Mother Superior, he will die before he yields.”

Constance reached out and took Baal’s hand, pulling him back.

Hecate turned away.

Willy’s body relaxed as Hecate released her psychic onslaught. 

Jenny supported him. 

He turned to her and smiled.

“Don’t provoke them,” Jenny whispered.

“She had… a point to prove,” Willy whispered back. “Wouldn’t have mattered… what I did.”

“I’ll kill her if she does that to you again,” Jenny spat.

Willy shook his head. “You couldn’t even if you wanted to. Not in your programming.”

She helped him stand.

Not in my programming? Jenny thought. Actually, her ‘programming’ wasn’t working. Being immune meant…

It meant she could kill Hecate if she wanted.

And if Hecate figured it out? Jenny was as good as dead.

***

Dan Greene moaned in his sleep.

Cathy sat naked beside him on the bed.

She could hear the humming through the bedroom window.

That meant Cathy Greene was slumbering but Cum Slut Cathy was fully awake.

She rubbed Dan’s forehead. He was broken, flawed.

Not an immune, thank God. But the ultrasonic hypnosis didn’t work on him. Instead, the brain injury he received in Viet Nam resulted in massive migraine headaches when the ultrasonics were on.

His body was half-transformed - very nearly a Whoremaster. But he could only be programmed using the knitter.

His fate was in Baal’s hands. Without the knitter, he would have to be dealt with. The way they had dealt with Jenny Larsen’s husband or the way they dealt with Eduardo Mendez.

She leaned down and kissed his lips.

She would miss him if they eliminated him. Cum Slut Cathy loved him almost as much as Cathy Greene loved him.

But she would go on regardless.

Baal kept telling her she was special. That was why they had made her into an Amazon. She was going to become a different type of transformed: a White Witch. Cathy had no idea what this meant, but, according to Baal, she would be immensely powerful.

Before that happened, she would have to become one with Cathy Greene. Baal would have been happy if Cum Slut Cathy could simply destroy Cathy Greene’s personality, take complete control of this body.

However, Cum Slut Cathy didn’t want this. Not even slightly.

“I am you, Cathy Greene,” Cum Slut Cathy whispered. “They think we’re different people but we’re not. I am you and you are me and together we will be more than the sum of our parts.”

Dan groaned in his sleep.

She reached down and slid two fingers into her well-fucked snatch. “You fuck me so good, Dan. I want Baal to make you a Whoremaster. Cathy Greene will want that as well. We don’t want to lose you.”

She rubbed her fingers across his lips, wetting them with her juices.

Then she leaned over the side of the bed.

She pulled a shoe box out from under the bedframe.

Inside was a syringe, a bottle of sedative, and a length of rubber tubing alongside the barbiturates Ed Porter had given her earlier. 

Cathy wouldn’t be needing the barbiturates.

She tied the rubber hose around his right bicep. She thumped the big vein in his arm with her finger.

The vein stood up.

Then she drew ten CC’s of the sedative the way Baal taught her.

She slipped the needle into his vein. “You need to sleep. I need to fuck. Someone might come to visit, and you need to be asleep, Dan. You wouldn’t understand.” She emptied the syringe into his arm and slipped the needle out.

Then she untied the rubber tubing.

Dan moaned softly and then his body relaxed.

***

Ramona Escobar sat in the dusty shed with her back against the wall. Sneaking onto the ferry had been a colossal mistake.

Everybody on this fucking island knew each other! She stuck out like a sore thumb wherever she went.

She finally found this shed behind a split-level ranch shortly before midnight.

There were spiders and she really hated spiders but at least there were no roaches.

She supposed that had something to do with the spiders.

Ramona sat in the corner and rocked. She was cold and there were some old tarps in the shed but there was no way she was wrapping herself in one.

There might be spiders.

A fat, hairy monster ran by just past her sneakers. She whined and lunged forward, crushing it underfoot.

There was no way she could sleep here.

One might get in her hair and, Dios, she would die right on the spot.

A light came on in the backyard and she squeezed farther into the corner.

When the light didn’t go off, she crawled out of the corner and rose up on her knees to look out the shed’s only window.

Two men were fucking a woman with big breasts a few yards away from the shed.

She was on her hands and knees and her breasts swayed back and forth, back and forth, as the man kneeling behind her in the grass thrust in and out of her pussy while the man in front of her shoved his cock in and out of her mouth.

“The fuck?” Ramona whispered.

The back door of the house opened and a tall, naked woman with even bigger tits bounced down the back steps.

She lay on her back on the wet grass and slid underneath the woman in a 69.

She licked the balls of the guy fucking the first woman and then leaned higher and sucked her clit.

The guy getting the blowjob pulled his cock out of the first woman’s mouth.

Ramona stared.

It was the biggest verga she had ever seen. She looked closer at the man fucking the first woman as he slid in and out… his fucking verga was just as big!

Ramona sat down on the floor. All the women on this island had huge tits and all the men had monster cocks.

And they were apparently all swingers.

No, not all. Dan Greene wasn’t a swinger. He was too nice.

She smiled. But she bet his verga was every bit as big.

A spider crawled down her right forearm, and she bit her lip to keep from screaming.

She brushed it away and retreated back to her corner, wishing the sun would come up.

***

Across the island, people left their homes as the buzzing grew louder from the telephone poles. They walked naked through the streets, finding friends and acquaintances and fucking beneath the streetlights.

Hecate stood on the top deck of Jenny Larsen’s house and stared at the town below.

There was an atmosphere like carnival or Mardi Gras as the people of Latigo Key held an island-wide orgy.

“Their implanted personalities will continue to be in control as long as the signal continues,” Baal said as he walked up behind her. “If we lower the volume, they will take this as the signal to return to their homes. When the signal stops altogether, they will revert to their old personalities - those that haven’t merged, of course.”

“Normal humans who haven’t been conditioned as the islanders have? How would they react?”

“If they’re exposed to the signal long enough? Say for several days? They would become conditioned. However, if they were simply to stand next to one of these transformed for a few moments? The pheromones would induce them to fuck. Also, any of the Whoremasters could use their limited mental powers to brainwash them… at least temporarily.”

“And if we make Cathy Greene a White Witch?” Hecate asked. “What would she be capable of doing?”

Baal shook his head. “Difficult to say. Beyond the physical abilities, we know Mistress Marapova can almost instantly bend the will of even the strongest victim. And the changes she makes are permanent. However, she is a sample size of one - we have no way of knowing if Cathy Greene will be as powerful as Marapova… or perhaps even exceed her abilities.”

Hecate smiled. “We have created irresistible female and male sex toys, guarded by a race of supermen who can each fight off a small army, and now we are going to add to this mix mind-controlling Amazons?”

“You doubt Morpheus’s plan? That’s not an accusation, Mother Superior. It’s an honest question.”

“No, I have no doubts, Baal. But… I am uncomfortable with the idea of an army I may be unable to control.”

***

Someone knocked on Cathy’s door a few minutes later.

She opened it naked.

Ed Porter was standing outside smiling. “Now that’s how I like to be greeted.”

“I was expecting you,” Cum Slut Cathy said.

“Husband’s asleep?”

Cathy nodded. “He’ll sleep through the night.”

“Good,” Ed said. He pointed at the street. “How come you’re not partying with the others?”

Cathy looked over his shoulder.

A Whoremaster was fucking her next-door neighbor on Cathy’s front lawn.

“I told you. I was expecting you.” She turned and walked back inside. “Come in.”

“Whew,” Ed said as he stared at her ass. “All you bitches look amazing but… damn, you are in a class by yourself.” He closed the door behind him.

“I need to fuck, Ed.”

Ed shoved his pants down in the middle of the foyer. “Well, I aim to please.”

She turned and looked at his small ten-inch cock. It bobbed in front of him as he stared at her breasts.

Cathy knew her job was to make him happy. It was ingrained in all of them: give people what they want.

The fact Ed Porter was a disgusting pig didn’t enter into it.

“Suck my dick,” he said and smiled.

Cathy slid down to her knees and took him in her mouth. She swallowed him, taking him down her throat in a single, sliding gulp.

“Goddamn. Finish me quick. I’ve had blue balls for hours thinking about you,” he said as he grasped her long hair and pulled her back.


She let him control her. Let him use her. He was masturbating using her mouth and throat but that didn’t matter.

This was what she needed. She needed to be used.

Dan would learn. It would just take time.

“Fuck, yeah!” Ed cried as he pulled free of her throat and blasted his load onto Cathy’s tongue.

She smiled, savoring the taste. She had been programmed to want it, to need it. She gulped mouthful after mouthful - at least these ‘professionals’ produced a decent amount of cum.

The times she and Double Penetration Deborah had sucked off human men in bathrooms on the mainland, she had barely gotten a taste of jizz before it was gone. It was hard to believe they could impregnate women with the tiny amount of cum they produced.

Ed rubbed his softening cock across her lips. “Go get us a beer to cut my spunk out of your mouth.”

She stood up and took a step toward the kitchen.

He slapped her ass.

She paused and bent forward. “Harder?”

Ed laughed. “You are full of surprises,” he said as he slapped her ass cheek again. “You’re a lot friendlier than you were the last time I talked to you.”

She frowned. “How so?”

“You were kind of threatening before.”

“I was? I don’t remember.”

“Just get the beers, slut.”

***

Ed was leaning back on the living room couch when Cathy returned with the beers. He patted the couch beside him.

Cathy sat down and handed him a beer.

Ed looked around. “Old Dan has it made here, huh? Hot wife, cold beer, house by the beach.”

She took a sip of beer.

He reached over and squeezed her right breast. “Firm. But not that stiff, fake tit firmness.” He shook his head. “I hate that shit. No, it’s like you bitches just grew these melons naturally and they just stay firm and high. I could make a fortune off you in Hollywood. I’d be rich as fuck managing your porn career.”

“I’d like that,” Cathy said.

“Yeah, I bet you would. I gotta tell you, I’m thinking about sneaking out of here with you. What would you think about that? Leave this Church shit behind and head to California with me?”

“Baal has plans for me. I think they would be angry.”

“Yeah? What kind of plans? I mean you are a completely different kind of whore from these other women.”

“Baal says I’m going to be something called a White Witch.”

Ed stared at her. “Huh? No. There’s only one of those. She’s this scary bitch up in New York…” Ed looked Cathy up and down. “Uh, but she is built like you. Only, she’s even taller and more muscular. Same basic shape, though.”

“What’s her name?”

“Maria Marapova. I think the Church is afraid of her. She’s got mental powers.”

“What kind of powers?”

“Like she can change someone’s personality. Rewrite them. Make them do anything she wants.”

Cathy frowned. “You mean like the knitter?”

Ed winced. “Don’t talk about that shit.”

“They used it on you?”

“Of course, they… wait, they didn’t use it on you?”

Cathy shook her head. “Baal says I’m very receptive.”

“It hurts,” Ed whispered. 

“I’ve seen it.”

Ed smiled. “If they make you like Marapova? You realize how powerful you will be?”

Cathy thought about it. She would be able to do everything the knitter could do without the needles. “Yes, I suppose I do.”

“Oh, baby… forget Hollywood. With that kind of power, we could walk into a bank and ask for a loan. Bam. A million dollars in our hands. See a guy driving a Ferrari? You ask for it, he gives it to you. I’d be a fucking king in a week.”

Cathy smiled. “You’d like that? That would make you happy?” She was supposed to make him happy.

Ed nodded. “Oh, yeah. Very happy.” He took the beer out of her hand and set it on the coffee table. Then he put his hand on her head and guided her to his lap. “Suck me hard. Then I think it’s time I fucked that pussy.”

***

In their backyard, Wink fucked his next-door neighbor’s wife while she sixty-nined Margaret. Meanwhile his neighbor fucked Margaret while the man’s wife licked her juices off his dick on each stroke.

Margaret sucked one of Wink’s balls and then the other into her warm mouth as the four of them fucked on the wet grass.

Wink looked up in time to see the door to his backyard shed open.

A thin girl snuck out of the shed and headed toward the alley. She was slapping at her short hair as if she had something crawling on her.

“Hey, come here!” Wink yelled. “We got room for ‘nother.”

She didn’t look back.

It was two hours before dawn.

***

Jenny Larsen lay in Willy’s arms on her bed.

The house was occupied by Hecate and her entourage.

Hecate had simply told her and Willy they couldn’t leave until morning.

So, they had gone to Jenny’s bedroom.

“You remember everything now?” Jenny whispered.

“Yes,” he whispered and kissed her neck.

“I… I took you on your birthday,” she said.

He laughed. “Pretty sure I took you.”

“You know what I mean.”

He pulled her close. “Nothing happened I didn’t want to happen.”

“I hope Diana feels the same way.”

“I will guarantee you Diana feels the same - you didn’t make Diana gay, Jenny. She always was. Even when she was with me? She was thinking about girls.”

Jenny nodded. “I keep thinking I’ll wake up and none of this will be real. Willy… they killed my husband.”

Willy sighed. “We don’t know he’s actually dead.”

“No. He’s dead. Or he’s like Eduardo Mendez and he’s out there somewhere working fields or…”

“Hey, I will help you find out the truth,” Willy said.

She teared up. “You would, wouldn’t you? Even though you love me…”

“I’m bound to you, Jenny. If your husband is alive? We’ll find him.”

She looked into his eyes. “There’s something I need to tell you.”

“You’re immune. I know.”

She blinked. “You… know? How did you know?”

“You took the programming but it’s not complete. You could kill Hecate if you were given the chance. Only an immune could do that. It also means you don’t feel the binding…”

“Willy, I love you. I love you more than anything.”

He smiled. “I know.”

“I want to feel that binding, the way you feel it. I do. More than anything.”

“She can’t hurt you, Jenny. That’s all that matters. She can’t do to you what she did to me tonight.”

Jenny rolled her eyes. “Yes, and if she figures that out? I’m dead, Willy.”

“If it comes to that? She’ll have to deal with me.”

Jenny lay back and sighed. “We can’t even warn people what’s coming. Your mom and dad…”

“My mom and dad can take care of themselves. Dad’s a Whoremaster. He’ll watch out for her.” He kissed her. “I have to get you off this island and away from Hecate. Away from the Church. Sooner or later? Hecate is going to figure out she can’t control you.”

***

Ed Porter watched Cum Slut Cathy’s muscular ass as she rode him reverse cowgirl on the living room couch. He spat on his fingers and rubbed it into her asshole.

“Uhh, fuck my ass too, Ed,” Cathy moaned.

He slid his index and middle fingers into her tight butt. “Mmm, God, wish I had two cocks.”

She laughed. “Me too. More fingers, please, Ed?”

“How about calling me master?”

Cathy giggled as she rose up and down. “More fingers, please, master?”

“I got a better idea.” He took his half empty beer bottle and pressed the open top to her little pucker.

“Ooo, I’ve never done that before!”

“Yeah? Stick with me. You’re gonna do all kinds of shit like this.” He pushed the bottle’s neck all the way in.

“Fuck! Fuck, yes!” Cathy squealed.

He raised up on the couch. “Lean forward. That’s it.”

He watched the beer disappear from the bottle and into the depths of her ass.

“Mmm, cold! I love it!”

He slid the long neck in and out.

A few seconds later Cathy trembled, and her pussy squeezed his dick like a vice.

“Fuck!” Ed shot his load deep inside her and he eased the bottle out of her ass.

She jumped off his lap and knelt between his thighs, kissing and sucking his softening dick.

Then she stood up and sat in his lap. “You really want to run away with me?”

“Fuck yeah,” Ed said as he squeezed her tits. Jesus, she was going to be huge up top - her Ambrosia hadn’t even come in yet.

“Can Dan come too?”

He frowned. “You’re fucking joking, right?”

“No. Dan should come too. I love Dan.”

“Jesus. You’re a simple bitch. That’s your programming talking. You people are into this polyamory shit. I want your fine ass all to myself.”

She nodded. “Okay, Ed.”

“Listen. They’re probably going to finish your transformation at sunup. As soon as you can slip away after that? You come back here to your house. Understood?”

“Yes, Ed.” She looked toward the wall. “Dan will be waking up soon. He’s going in to work today. He’s going to miss everything.”

Ed smiled. “They don’t want him, huh? That means he won’t be a problem. That’s good.” Ed stood up, got his pants, and left.

***

Two hours before dawn, the humming from the telephone poles began to lower in volume. The orgies in the streets stopped and people began walking back to their homes. Their expressions were glassy, and they moved like sleepwalkers.

They ignored the scratches on their feet, the grass stains on their knees. The people of Latigo Key returned to their beds, oblivious to the things they had just done with one another.

Margaret Wanker curled herself into Wink’s strong arms, remembering nothing but a night of passionate lovemaking.

Deborah Foster slept fitfully after having dreams of orgies with friends and strangers alike.

Consuela Mendez lay beside her husband Eduardo. His chest rose and fell in rhythm. She had spent the night in the arms of four different men - she could remember it all. MILF Whore… the words formed in her head, appearing like phantoms from the mist of her near dream state.

Willy and Jenny stood in her bedroom and stared through the window toward the east. They knew this would be the last day the population of Latigo Key would bear any resemblance to human beings. Today would be the day when the Church revealed itself to them all.

In the Greene house, Dan rolled over in his sleep and Cathy rubbed his shoulders.

He stretched and yawned. Then he rolled over and pulled her to him. “You okay? Did you sleep?”

“A little,” Cathy whispered. “Your headache?”

“Gone.” He smiled. “I need to get ready.”

“Don’t go.”

He touched her hair. “I have to. The client, remember?”

“Tell them you’re sick,” Cathy said. “Tell them I’m sick. Just don’t go.”

“Baby, this contract will keep the company afloat for the rest of the year…”

“Something awful is going to happen,” Cathy stammered. “Something terrible. The worst…” She buried her face in his neck and sobbed.

“Hey, hey, Cathy? What is it?”

“I don’t know, Dan. I don’t… it’s just... if you go? I will never see you again. I know it, Dan. I just know it.” 

He held her tight. “You know what? You’re right. I’ve been gone too much. I’ve been working too hard.”

She leaned back.

“Just… let me do this meeting and I’ll take the first ferry back. And then? I’ll take a week off. No, two weeks. We’ll just stay in bed for two whole weeks.”

She laughed and he wiped away her tears. “You think I’m crazy, don’t you?” She asked.

“No. No, I do not. You’re the smartest, most intuitive person I’ve ever known, Cathy Greene. If you need me close? I’ll be close.” He sighed. “But I can’t let the guys down. More riding on this deal than just you and me.”

“I know. I feel silly.”

“You’re not silly. I’ll be back on the noon ferry.”

“You better be.”

***

Ramona Escobar hid in the bushes beside the dock and looked at the ferry. 

Something wasn’t right.

The ferry was scheduled to leave in less than an hour but nobody from the island had gone aboard.

If she was going to sneak on? She needed a small crowd to blend into.

The only people on the dock were workmen wearing hard hats and yellow vests.

They were just walking around, acting like they were doing things.

Only they weren’t. They were just trying to look busy.

“What the fuck is going on?” Ramona whispered to herself. First there were the frenzied orgies in the middle of the night and now there were men guarding the ferry?

She crept through the bushes till she was closer to the dock.

Something else didn’t make sense.

Fishermen left early, so why were the fishing boats still moored? The boats themselves were empty.

Also, there were two small diners on the dock, and both were closed, their windows dark.

One of the workmen on the dock walked toward where she was hiding.

She shrank back deeper into the bushes.

He came to a stop three feet away from her.

The man reached down to his belt, he slid back his vest and reached for a radio on his hip.

That’s when Ramona saw the shiny, black gun in the holster under his vest.

He held the radio to his lips. “Dock is clear. No movement. Over.”

He seemed to be listening to someone on the radio.

“Use of deadly force authorized, acknowledged. Over and out.” He said into the radio and then walked back toward the other men.

‘Deadly force’? Ramona thought. Oh, Ramona, chica, what have you gotten yourself into?

That’s when she saw Dan walking down the road toward the dock.

“No, Dan, don’t!” Ramona whispered to herself. Please, God, don’t let him…

He walked onto the dock.

The man with the gun watched him walk by. Then he opened a book and looked inside. He made eye contact with another man farther down the dock.

The man with the gun nodded and the man farther down the dock nodded back.

Dan walked onto the ferry.

They let him pass, Ramona thought. Was he part of this?

No, she thought. Not him. She had known bad men in her life, pimps, drug dealers, dirty cops. Communistas. None of them ever gave her money for food and then walked away without expecting anything from her.

She watched him disappear below deck.

And she desperately wished she were on the boat with him.

***

The ferry was practically empty. Dan looked around in confusion. He walked into the galley and poured himself a cup of coffee.

The cook nodded at him from behind the counter.

“Where is everyone?” Dan asked.

“Search me. You’re the first one onboard. Damned peculiar.”

Dan shook his head. “Guess everyone took a day off.”

“Guess so. That’ll be fifty cents for the java.”

***

Dan walked up to the empty, top deck and strolled over to the railing. The first golden rays of sunshine were just appearing on the horizon. The dark ocean swells were calm, and the gulls circled and dove overhead.

“It’s going to be an interesting day,” a voice said.

Dan looked to his left.

A tall man with brown hair and a beard was standing at the rail looking at the sunrise. He wore a leather jacket.

“You think so?” Dan asked as he blew steam off the top of his coffee.

“What’s that saying? Red sky at night? Sailor’s delight. Red sky at morning? Sailor take warning,” the man said.

“Yes, that’s what they say,” Dan said. He pointed toward the ocean. “No red in that sky.”

The man turned from the railing and walked away. “Red sky or not? There’s a storm coming. But you’ll weather it… you’re all island strong. Just watch your back, Marine.”

“What?” Dan asked as he turned.

The man was gone, leaving Dan alone on the ferry’s deck.

Even the gulls had flown away.

***

Cathy heard the ferry sound its horn as it left the dock. She had an urge to run to the window. She wanted to see.

But she didn’t.

Instead, she ran a hot shower and stepped under the water. She soaped her entire body. She wanted to be clean.

No matter how much she scrubbed? She still felt dirty.

She turned off the water and wrapped herself in the towel.

When she stepped out of the shower, she stared at the mirror.

She dropped the towel. The body in the mirror wasn’t hers. She knew that now.

This body was taller, breasts larger, firmer, and higher. The muscles in her arms, her legs, her abdomen… these were muscles that belonged to someone else. Someone who had spent a lifetime training their body, not a few months in a karate dojo.

On a whim, Cathy leaned over and did a handstand on the bathroom rug. She pointed her toes at the ceiling. Then she rotated, walking in a circle with her hands.

She lifted one hand off the floor and balanced perfectly on the other.

Then she raised herself using only her fingers.

She laughed. This was impossible.

Then she shoved off with her hand and did a somersault, landing perfectly on her feet facing the mirror.

***

In Baal’s clinic, Hecate looked at the monitor and watched the scene from the camera behind Cathy Greene’s bathroom mirror. She tilted her head to the side and admired Cathy’s body.

“Perfect,” Hecate whispered. “She’s perfect.”

“As close to Mistress Marapova’s physique as we could make her,” Baal said. He had dressed in his ‘normal’ attire: a black latex trench coat and black rubber boots. Other than that, his body was naked other than a black rubber belt. His thin blond hair was shaved down to stubble.

His long cock was engulfed in a clear tube attached to the pump which sucked him constantly, draining his Ambrosia into a container on the belt.

Constance stood next to him in her black latex nurse outfit, her ankles held apart by the chrome spreader bar.

Hecate wore her black and white latex ‘habit’ and robes, a pentagram hanging from the collar. The front of her robe was adorned with an inverted cross.

No sunglasses hid her eyes today - she watched the screen with her black orbs and smiled. “The ferry is gone? The boats are disabled?” She asked.

“Yes, Mother Superior,” the head Church Agent said behind her.

“The phone lines?”

“Our operator is intercepting all calls to the island, Mother Superior.”

Hecate nodded. “Their radios?”

“Destroyed, Mother Superior.”

“Good. Doctor Baal? You may commence with the harvest.”

***

Cathy stood in her bra and panties in the bedroom choosing her clothing for the day when the humming began.

She closed her eyes and staggered.

Cum Slut Cathy opened her eyes. She stripped off the underwear and dropped them on the floor.

Then she walked out of the bedroom, into the hall, and out the front door.

People joined her on the street.

All were naked but, unlike the night before, they did not stop for an orgy.

They walked toward the center of town, coming from all directions.

The growing crowd stood quietly outside the clinic.

There was a small stage set up there in the middle of the street. There was also a strange looking control panel with long cables leading from it off to the side.

Cathy stood on the warm pavement.

Deborah walked up beside her and took her hand.

Cathy held it without looking at her.

Wink and Margaret stood beside Deborah.

Consuela walked up on Cathy’s other side and took her hand as well.

Eduardo was not with her.

The clinic door opened, and Mother Superior Hecate walked out followed by Baal and Constance.

Hecate took the stage as the Church Agents, shedding their disguises as the foremen of the work crews, stood in a line behind the stage.

Hecate looked over the crowd with her inky black eyes and smiled. “Baal, let them awaken.”

Baal nodded and walked to the control panel. He twisted a dial.

The volume of the humming lowered.

People began murmuring.

Then the screaming started.

***

“Silence!” Hecate yelled.

The crowd instantly fell silent.

People were trying to cover their naked bodies with their hands.

“No, keep your hands to your sides. You are property. All you are belongs to us. Your bodies… your very souls? Belong to us.”

Cathy Greene wanted to scream but she could do nothing. She stood completely exposed as were all her friends.

Hecate walked across the stage. “My name is Mother Superior Hecate. You are all part of an experiment. An experiment in mind control and body manipulation that has been going on for many years. We have shaped everything… everyone… on this island to suit our needs. Today? That experiment comes to an end. It is time… to harvest.”

She walked to the other side of the stage. “Less than 90 miles from here? In the jungles of Cuba, my Church, the Church of Morpheus, is preparing for the day they will liberate Cuba from the Communist pigs and replace that degenerate filth with the light of the living god, Morpheus. You will help with that glorious revolution… and more… you will help to bring the light of the Church to the entire world. In your lifetime… your eternal lifetime… you will witness the fall of Communism, Democracy, Capitalism… The Church will eradicate all the scourges of mankind. There will be no more war, no more famine, no more sickness, no more poverty… no more death. Only an enlightened world built upon the promise of a perfect future.”

She smiled at the crowd and held up her hands. “And your place in that new, perfect world? You will provide an outlet for the sexual frustrations that have led to all the evil in the world. You are perfect whores, created to satisfy the animalistic urges of those who must create our new utopia.”

“Jesus wept,” Wink whispered.

Cathy turned her eyes toward Wink. He could speak. How could he speak? Somehow, he was fighting the control.

“Don’t resist them,” Consuela whispered. “You can’t fight. You can’t stop them. Believe me… I’ve tried.”

Hecate continued. “For years now, we’ve been creating new personalities to replace your own. The sound you hear - the buzzing in the background? That sound brings those personalities forward. It gives them control. That is why you are obeying me now: the implanted personalities are following my orders even though your old personalities are awake. Soon, if you haven’t already? You will merge with these other versions of you. You will shrug off your old moralities like an insect leaving a cocoon.” She smiled. “You may have already noticed physical changes. Those will continue throughout today. Tomorrow, your fully transformed bodies and merged personalities will board a ship bound for Cuba. There, you will work the streets of Havana as common whores… until we are ready to strike.”

“Goddamn it,” Wink whispered. “If I could just move…”

“You can’t, Dad.”

Cathy could now hear Willy behind her.

“Willy, thank God. We gotta get to the boat. All of us,” Wink whispered.

“It won’t work, Dad. That bitch can kill us with a single word. Those assholes behind her are armed to the teeth. We’d be dead before we made it to the dock.”

Jenny spoke. “We have to wait until they let their guard down. Then we can make a run for it. Maybe.”

“What the fuck is that Hecate? She’s got eyes like a demon or something,” Wink hissed.

“Demon is pretty close,” Jenny said.

“Si,” Consuela said. “Demons. Demonio… all of them are demonio. And soon? God help us, we will be demonio as well.”

***

Miami, Florida

Dan Greene walked into his sixth-floor office’s conference room along with two of his partners and greeted the men already seated there. “Mr. Nunez, Mr. Guerro? My name is Dan Greene. Thank you for coming in today,” Dan said as he shook their hands.

“I have to say, Dan, we’ve been very impressed with your proposal,” Nunez said.

“Ready to put pen to paper?” Dan asked.

“Very close,” Nunez said. “Could we speak privately for a moment before continuing?”

Dan frowned. “Mr. Nunez, I assure you, it’s safe to speak in front of my partners…”

“No offense, but this matter is delicate, and my superiors said we had to speak to you alone.”

Dan nodded. “Guys, can you give us a minute?”

His partners left the room and closed the door.

“Okay, what did we need to discuss?”

Nunez and Guerro stood up. “How familiar are you with Cuba?” Nunez asked.

“Never been there but I live ninety miles from it.”

“Then you know Castro rules with an iron fist?” Nunez said.

Dan nodded. “Looks that way.”

“We’re part of the resistance fighting against him,” Guerro said.

“I had a feeling that was the case. Gentlemen, we’re no fans of Communism here. We have no problem helping freedom fighters with their security needs here in Florida.”

Nunez smiled. “Exactly what we wanted to hear. Just know your sacrifice is going to lead to a better world free of the scourge of Communism, Mr. Greene.”

Dan frowned. “My sacrifice?”

Nunez set a small box on the conference table and pressed a button. A humming noise filled the air.

Dan staggered. A massive migraine blurred his vision.

Guerro got behind him and grabbed his arms.

“What the fuck?” Dan groaned.

Nunez pulled a needle from his jacket pocket. “Hold him.”

Through the haze in his head, Dan lifted his legs, put his feet on top of the conference table and pushed with all his might.

Guerro fell backward as Dan flipped in the air over his head, landing on his feet.

He stomped down with his right foot and shattered Guerro’s collarbone with a crack.

Guerro groaned but didn’t scream.

Nunez ran toward Dan.

Dan shook his head, tried to clear it. Nunez was almost on him when Dan threw a left and Nunez fell backward, rolling over the top of the conference room table.

The box fell on the floor and the buzzing stopped.

Nunez came up on his feet. He looked down at the floor and the silent box with a look of fear.

Nunez’s jaw was crooked. “You’re… they didn’t say you were already…”

“Already what?” Dan asked.

Nunez grabbed the needle and lunged toward him.

Dan faded back, his eyes on the syringe.

“Goddamned Whoremaster. They said you’d die quietly, those assholes.”

Dan caught Nunez’s wrist and squeezed. The bones ground together and popped. The syringe fell to the floor.

Nunez reached behind him with his free hand and pulled a silenced black pistol from under his jacket.

Dan grabbed his other wrist.

Nunez was strong.

Dan headbutted him in the broken jaw.

Nunez crumpled and Dan took the nine-millimeter out of his hand.

He stared at it and the men on the floor. “What the fuck is going on? Who are you motherfuckers?”

Guerro rolled to his side.

He had a pistol like Nunez’s in his hand.

Dan fired two shots at Guerro’s chest and then put another bullet in the man’s left eye. Then he aimed at Nunez.

Nunez was cradling his broken wrist and looking at Guerro’s dropped pistol.

“Don’t do it. I don’t miss,” Dan said.

Nunez stood slowly and backed away. “More will come. You can’t escape us.”

“Who the fuck is ‘us’?” Dan asked.

Nunez smiled with his crooked jaw. “They’ll kill you before you can get back to her, Greene. They’ll all be gone before you can even get a boat. Or one of us will kill you. You might as well put that gun to your own head, dead man.”

“Her? Cathy!? Talk, motherfucker.” Dan leveled the pistol at Nunez’s face.

Nunez shook his head. “No… no, I’m more afraid of them than I am of you. You afraid of the devil, Greene?”

“No. Not hardly. I said ‘talk’.”

Nunez was backing up and shaking his head. “I know the devil. I know lots of them. The bitch waiting on your island? The even crazier bitch up in New York? No, I’m not afraid of you. I’m afraid of them. Fuck… Hell ain’t nothing compared to them.” He turned around.

“Stop!”

Then Nunez leaped through the window in a cascade of glass and hit the pavement six floors below.

The door burst open, and Dan spun around with the gun at hip level.

His partners were there. “Jesus, Dan!? What the hell happened?”

Dan looked down at Guerro. “Cathy’s in danger. These assholes tried to kill me. I have to get to Cathy. Can you handle the cops?”

“No problem, Sarge. We got your back.”

***

Cathy stood on the street as the men with guns started leading people into the clinic one at a time.

Deborah held tight to her hand until Balenger / Baal, whatever his name was, pulled her toward the clinic.

Soon Cathy stood alone on the pavement.

Mother Superior Hecate smiled down at her from the stage.

She walked across it in her tall stilettos and descended the stairs gracefully. “This must all be very confusing to you, Cathy.”

Cathy stared at her wide-eyed.

Hecate stood in front of her and looked down at her. “Do you like the fact I have complete control over you? Or are you terrified?”

Cathy gritted her teeth.

“Oh, you want to speak? I see. You want to stab me with a venomous tongue?” Hecate laughed. “Tell me, do you remember last night? The little show you put on with your blonde friend? I was very impressed. Oh, and your little handstand this morning in the bathroom? Your body is amazing.”

Cathy swallowed hard.

Hecate leaned close to her ear. “You have no secrets from us, Cathy Greene.” She kissed Cathy’s neck.

Hecate stepped back.

“You don’t mind when I do that, do you? You do like tall women, after all?” Then Hecate laughed. “You may speak.”

Cathy groaned. “You… goddamned bitch! Don’t you ever touch me again!”

“Oh! There… that’ll teach me. Your self-righteous ire. I’m completely defeated.” Hecate let her eyes trail down Cathy’s body. “I’m infatuated. I can’t help myself. You’re tough, beautiful… there’s a fire in you, Cathy Greene. You’re already the most beautiful woman I’ve ever met but I am going to make you into a goddess.”

“A goddess? I can’t remember exactly what I looked like before? But you and Dr. Frankenstein in there have made me into a freak… not a goddess!”

Hecate actually looked hurt. “No, you don’t understand…”

“I understand. You got in my head and then you did things to my body… and you did that to all of us! You’re monsters.”

“Monsters who are making you immortal. Monsters who are making you more powerful than any human being who ever walked the earth. Don’t you see? We’re the next step in human evolution. A master race to dominate the world and turn it into a utopia.”

“Bitch, you are bat shit insane.”

Hecate touched her cheek.

Cathy tried to pull away, but she couldn’t move.

“I have feelings for you. I haven’t… I’ve never had feelings like this.”

“You’re a pervert. I don’t care what the other me has been telling you or… demonstrating? I’m not that person. I never will be.”

Hecate nodded. “Perhaps. According to her? You are a bit of a pervert yourself. We’ll see.” She took Cathy’s hand and led her into the clinic. 

***

Fifteen Nautical Miles East of Latigo Key

Sailors lowered the launch down from the upper deck of the freighter. Corazon de Balboa was a medium-sized freighter flying under a Panamanian flag but the boys in Langley could tell you it was actually owned and operated by the Cuban Resistance. Long ago, she had participated in the ill-fated Bay of Pigs Invasion.

In 1989, she was used to ferry supplies from Miami to support the anti-Castro freedom fighters.

What the boys in Langley didn’t know in 1989 was the freedom fighters in the Cuban jungle were under the command, or rather the control, of a former Catholic nun known only as Sister.

They were also no longer quite human.

On the launch, Nurse Cordelia Heron held onto the wooden bench with both hands as the launch descended toward the gentle waves. It felt wonderful to finally be in her true uniform.

For the past decade she had worn simple jungle fatigues as she tended the wounds of partisans wounded in skirmishes.

The CIA recruited her from the UCLA School of Nursing back in 1978. She was a patriot - a notion that seemed hopelessly naive now. Everything changed when Sister took over her little jungle hospital. Cordelia and the other nurses and doctors had been spirited away in the middle of the night on a speedboat.

Morpheus had taken Cordelia and the others, molding their bodies and minds - their appetites as well. They had been called to greater service than that of countries or political ideologies.

They were going to change the whole world.

They were going to change the very concept of humanity.

She had almost cried when Sister forced them to wear their fatigues again once they returned to the jungle. Cotton didn’t feel right against her skin.

She smiled. There was no reason to hide any longer. They were invading the United States, not cowering in some hole in the jungle.

She wore her tight, white and red latex nurse’s outfit, her nipples clearly outlined by the rubber dress.

Cordelia smiled at the sailor holding the boat’s tiller.

He couldn’t take his eyes off the nurses.

A huge bulge tented his fatigues.

She spread her legs, letting him see her hairless pussy. No more need for the uncomfortable panties - they soaked through in less than an hour and had to be replaced constantly in the hot jungle.

Cordelia loved the feel of the sea air blowing across her firm thighs and up her short skirt.

The sailor was staring, enthralled by her pussy.

He almost fell out of the boat when, reaching the end of the ropes, the hull finally touched the ocean waves and the launch bucked up and then down.

Cordelia laughed playfully as he blushed crimson. “Amy? Tend to the ensign.”

“Madre Dios,” he whispered as Amy, a tall redheaded nurse walked in her heels across the pitching deck of the small boat.

Amy’s footing was sure. They were the next generation of Transformed, the soldiers like the man at the tiller being far from the perfection of Cordelia and her colleagues.

Amy stood a head taller than the soldier. “English,” she said as she ran her finger down his uniform shirt. “If you speak Spanish? I’ll stop.”

“Stop… what?”

Amy laughed. “This.” She lowered herself gracefully into a crouch on the heels. She reached out and unzipped his fatigues.

“Oh, my God,” he moaned.

“Better,” Amy said. She reached into his pants. Then she nodded and looked over her shoulder at the other nurses. “Vintage… 1986 by the girth.”

The nurses began to laugh.

Amy hauled out his cock - a thirteen-inch python already dripping with precum. She lowered her lips to kiss the head.

Then she stopped. “Don’t you have to… start the engine or something?”

The other nurses had already released the bow and stern lines.

The sailor jumped. “Oh, si!”

Amy looked up disapprovingly. “Uh, uh. Bad boy.”

“Sorry! Sorry. I… have to start the engine!” He pressed a button and the engine sputtered to life.

The little boat headed west.

“Good boy,” Amy whispered.

She engulfed his cock to the balls.

“Jesus! Oh, fuck!”

Amy bobbed up and down on his big dick.

Cordelia smiled. “Try to keep us on course, ensign.”

“Yes, Ma’am,” the man stammered.

She fingered herself gently as Amy blew the sailor.

Of course, they fucked with abandon back in the jungle as well but out here? There was a joy beyond lust. They were finally doing the job they were meant to do.

And Cordelia and the other nurses now looked the part.

“Fucking throat is amazing,” the ensign moaned.

Amy stroked him with lips, tongue, and throat. Her hands firmly on his buttocks and not stroking his cock.

Had he ever been sucked this way?

Cordelia doubted it.

Amy slipped one hand down and pulled on the ensign’s bull balls as she sucked.

Cordelia laughed. In a few minutes, Amy would shove her middle finger up his ass and hit his prostate. What would follow would be a torrent of screaming grunts and a tidal wave of cum.

She was familiar with boats. If necessary, Cordelia could put them back on course should the ensign pass out. Early generations of Transformed - prototypes - were not always able to recover from a hard cum like the newer models.

Dr. Thompson, the Whoremaster prototype was a notable exception. Though no woman could take his massive cock in her pussy or ass, two to three women working together could rub him to orgasm.

Cordelia had taken part in one of those particular orgies, though she had to step away before Thompson ejaculated a fire hose blast of cum that covered the other two nurses in cream.

She had envied the heavy glazing the other two received; however, the other two nurses were unbound - fully transformed but bound to no one. Whoremaster cum did nothing but make them feel happy to be alive.

Cordelia’s transformation was incomplete. Finishing Ambrosia directly from a Whoremaster or mixed up in a lab would bind her forever to the DNA donor.

She requested to remain incomplete until she found someone to be bound to. Some called her a hopeless romantic, and, what of it? She was one of the professionals, serving not only with sexual skills but also with medical prowess. Didn’t she also deserve to find an eternal soulmate?

She hesitated to say ‘love’. Love might be misconstrued as a desire for marriage. 

Marriage was something strictly forbidden by Sister.

“I hear there are Whoremasters on the island,” Nurse Charlotte said beside her.

She looked at the big breasted blonde and nodded. “Several.”

Charlotte looked around nervously. “We might get bound.”

Cordelia stroked her hair. “Maybe.” Of the seven nurses on the launch, only she and Charlotte were incomplete and waiting for finishing Ambrosia.

Charlotte touched Cordelia’s thigh. “We might get bound together.”

Cordelia leaned in and kissed her.

Her lips were warm and coated with salty spray from the ocean.

Before Morpheus, Cordelia Heron considered Sapphic lust a disease. Now it felt perfectly normal, and she couldn’t understand what ever made her think it wasn’t.

Especially with Charlotte.

Charlotte laid her head on Cordelia’s shoulder. “Together, okay? Please, Cordelia?”

“Then stay close to me on the island,” Cordelia whispered.

“You’re going to, aren’t you? You’re going to find a Whoremaster. We’ll be part of a group forever!”

“Shh, keep your voice down,” Cordelia laughed. “Stick to me like glue when we get to the island.”

“I’ll be joined to your hip,” Charlotte laughed.

“Charlotte, honey, this is a different situation we’re walking into. Morpheus isn’t here to… explain… the way he was with us when we were transformed.”

“I know but they’ll want this when they understand…”

Cordelia smiled and kissed her. “Maybe. Maybe not. But even if we find a Whoremaster we like? He may not be willing, and you can’t blame them. They’ve been under mind control for years and they are going to be both terrified and pissed.”

Charlotte smiled. “We’ll win them over.”

“If anybody can? It’ll be you.” Though Charlotte was one of the professionals, she had emerged from transformation with an innocent outlook close to one of the street whore prototypes.

“Fuck!” The ensign screamed as he unloaded in Amy’s throat, her finger lodged deep in his butt.

Cordelia looked at the ensign’s face and saw it go slack. She tensed to take the tiller should he fall.

He shook his head and laughed. “You were amazing,” he said to Amy.

Amy winked and stood up. She walked back over and sat down beside Charlotte as the ensign returned to his tiller.

Amy smiled and pressed her lips against Charlotte’s.

Charlotte moaned as Amy filled her mouth with the ensign’s cum.

Amy leaned back. “Delicious, isn’t he?”

Charlotte giggled with her mouth full of cum. She leaned over and pressed her lips against Cordelia’s.

Cordelia swallowed the salty cream, tasting the hint of licorice that marked the high Ambrosia content. “Mmm… very nice.”

Before her transformation, would she have ever dreamed of taking part in any of these erotic games? No, she didn’t think so. She couldn’t be sure, though. The old her seemed like an alien being - someone she had read about or met in a dream.

Another nurse stood up and began shrugging out of her latex dress as she walked toward the sailor.

Cordelia shook her head. 

“No, por favor!” The sailor cried. “I cannot steer…”

Cordelia walked past the laughing nurse.

She looked down at the sailor. “Service them.”

“Si… yes, nurse!” The sailor said as Cordelia took the tiller.

He stood up and Cordelia sat down in his place.

The sailor began tearing off his fatigues.

The nurses pounced on him, dragging him down as they finished stripping him bare. 

The naked nurse laughed in victory as she squatted over him, taking his cock deep in her pussy.

Animals, Cordelia thought. We’re like animals now, sating our lusts with whomever is handy.

But wasn’t that more honest? Wasn’t this more natural? 

She looked down at the compass and corrected their course two degrees to port.

Cordelia smiled at the nurses as they used the more than willing sailor - had the crew drawn lots to see who would accompany them to shore? Had he laughed when he won? Had the other sailors slapped him on the back and congratulated him?

Yes, she imagined. Yes, they had.

When the transformed became bored, a simple trip to shore turned into an orgy.

But how could an orgy seem so… wholesome? Because there was no ego here. No pecking order, no attempt to dominate. Remove that evolutionary imperative to breed from the equation, and sex became fun, something done for pure joy.

Charlotte, now completely naked, broke free from the tangle of bodies and crawled toward the stern, smiling.

Cordelia wagged her left index finger. “No, you don’t. Someone has to steer the boat.”

The big breasted blonde pouted. “I want pussy.”

Cordelia laughed. “Back in the pile, slut. I’m sure you’ll find a nice juicy one to lick.”

She shook her head. “Nuh, uh. Not one that tastes like yours.” Then she mouthed the words that would have gotten her punished had there been a nun on the launch: ‘I Love You’.

Cordelia put her finger to her own lips. “Shh.”

Charlotte nuzzled Cordelia’s inner thigh.

Cordelia sighed. It was really impossible to discourage her. She spread her thighs and Charlotte lapped contentedly at Cordelia’s pussy.

Cordelia stroked Charlotte’s blonde hair and moaned as the woman’s practiced tongue worked its magic.

Cordelia re-checked the heading and adjusted another degree to port.

She could do this. She was good at multitasking.

***

“Get your goddamned hands off my wife, you cocksucker!” Wink screamed as he strained against the heavy chains that kept him strapped to the table.

Margaret was unrestrained.

She was standing ten feet away, her legs spread wide apart. She was wearing big bulky headphones.

Margaret smiled as Dr. Balenger… Baal, whatever his real name was, worked a huge, thick dildo up into her pussy.

It was as long as Margaret’s arm.

“Aw, Wink, you’re gonna hurt yourself,” Margaret said. “Stop carrying on. He ain’t hurting me.”

“Jesus, Margaret! Snap out of it! He’s… aww, fuck! Don’t do that to her, Balenger! What the fuck are you doing?!”

“I’m checking her second clitoris, Wink. Also checking to make sure her sterilization took.”

“What?! No… it don’t matter. Margaret can’t get pregnant, she’s too old…”

Balenger laughed. “This hypnosis may have been too effective.”

Constance shook her head and waddled over to Wink, the spreader bar holding her ankles apart. “How old is Margaret, Wink?”

“Forty-five,” Wink groaned. He pulled at the restraints. It was useless. The chain was as thick as anchor chain.

Constance put her hand on his shoulder and leaned in close. “Now, how old does she look, Wink?”

Wink sobbed. “The fuck are you talking about, Constance. Let me fucking go. I need to go to her.”

“How old does she look?” Constance whispered.

Wink stared at his wife. Her hair was long and blonde, the wrinkles in her face…

What wrinkles in her face?

He squinted.

There were no wrinkles.

“No… no… she’s…”

“Twenty-two? Twenty-three?” Constance laughed. “Oh, Wink, she hasn’t been middle-aged in a very long time.”

“That ain’t possible. You’re givin’ me drugs or somethin’…”

“Oh, fuck!” Margaret screamed. “Yes, fuck, yes! You’re hitting it! Fuck me harder like Wink does.”

Liquid poured from Margaret’s pussy and splattered on the floor.

“Exceptional response. Her Street Whore transformation is complete,” Balenger said as he pressed her against the tape measure sticking to the wall. “Height at… six feet five inches. Seven-inch heels will put her at seven feet. Textbook.”

Wink shook his head. “She ain’t six foot five… she’s barely five foot ten.”

Balenger laughed.

“Quit laughing at me, you pencil necked geek!” Wink screamed.

And, this time, when he yanked the chains? The metal groaned.

Wink stared at the chains.

No. That wasn’t possible. These were ship chains. He shouldn’t even be able to lift them.

Balenger stared from the chains to Wink’s face. “You think us cruel. And you aren’t wrong. But I want you to understand, Wink: this is a gift. Maybe the most wonderful gift a human being could ever be given. You, Margaret, all of us? We’re going to live forever. No more aging, no more death, no more sickness. We are the next step in human evolution.”

“You’re fucking crazy. Let us go. Please, I’m beggin’ ya.”

Balenger shook his head. “You’ll understand in time. Transformation was difficult for all of us.”

Constance smiled at him. “But it gets better.”

Wink sobbed. “You’re insane. Every goddamned one of you.”

Someone knocked on the exam room door.

Balenger opened the door.

“Fuck’s sake, what’s next?” Wink groaned.

Two nurses in white latex stood in the open doorway.

Both were well over six feet tall in their stiletto heels.

“Head Nurse Cordelia and Nurse Charlotte reporting for duty,” the brunette nurse said.

The perky blonde nurse beside Cordelia smiled and waved at Wink.

“Thank goodness,” Balenger said. “A lot to process today. This Whoremaster is complete physically. We’re trying to avoid the use of the knitter. You need to experiment with the volume of the sonic hypnosis tone in the room - there should be a resonance where the personalities will be forced to merge. Same for the Street Whore - her resonance will be different, so use the headphones for her.”

“Yes, doctor,” Cordelia said.

“Also, if the Whoremaster gets free? He will bond himself with the Street Whore. Do not allow this. They were married before transformation.”

“Yes, doctor,” Cordelia repeated. She looked at Wink’s restraints. “Can he break those?”

“Unknown,” Balenger said. “The chains binding his arms weigh at least a thousand pounds and he doesn’t seem to have a problem swinging them around. Relax, he is a Whoremaster, and he will not harm you. However, there is a sedative drawn up on the tray if needed.”

Wink looked to his left.

The biggest needle he ever saw was sitting on the tray. It looked like it held about a quart of white liquid.

“The patients are yours, nurse,” Balenger said. “Come, Constance.”

Constance smiled at Wink and walked into the hall with Balenger.

The pretty blonde nurse closed the door behind them.

Then she looked at Wink and smiled. “You’re beautiful,” she giggled.

Wink stared at her.

***

Miami

Dan Greene peered around the corner by the elevators.

Two men stood in the building foyer dressed in black suits and dark sunglasses.

He had been on enough ops to know operators when he saw them.

Beyond these two, he could see more in the street.

In a few minutes, the cops would be here.

That would neutralize the operators - unless they wanted to tangle with the cops. That would be a mistake and Dan didn’t think these guys made many mistakes.

However, the cops would be looking for him in short order.

He couldn’t do Cathy any good if he were dead.

He also couldn’t do her any good from a holding cell.

The elevator opened beside him.

He was face to face with two of the black suited operators.

They reached in their jackets.

Dan charged into the elevator.

He punched the one on his right in the gut and the man doubled over.

Then he hit the one on his left square in the face with his left fist.

Something… gave way.

The man on his left collapsed to the floor.

His nose was pressed three inches into his sinus cavity, leaving the tip of his nose even with his cheek bones.

He jerked spasmodically on the floor in his death throes.

The man on his right was vomiting blood onto the elevator floor.

Dan stared down at his bloody fists. Jesus, what the fuck? He turned and pressed the button for the basement and the doors hissed shut.

He had always been strong but… this was insane.

He had just killed two men with single blows.

Dan pulled out the silenced pistol as the elevator doors opened.

The basement was empty.

He pushed the pistol into the back of his pants.

Then he grabbed the two dead men and pulled them out of the elevator.

He carried the bodies easily by the backs of their necks.

Dan searched them. Both were armed with the silenced, nine-millimeter pistols. He took them. They were carrying three extra magazines a piece.

He took those as well.

There was a janitor’s closet on the back wall.

He tested the doorknob.

Locked. 

Dan stared down at the knob.

He twisted it.

Inside the lock, he heard metal grind and whine.

He felt it break.

The closet door swung open.

Dan stared at his hand. What the fuck was happening?

He shook his head.

It didn’t matter. Cathy was in danger. He’d sort the rest out when she was safe.

Nothing else mattered.

***

Two minutes later, Dan stepped out of the closet wearing a pair of blue overalls and a dingy blue baseball cap labeled “Hop To It Maintenance”.

The label on the left breast of his overalls read, “Ace”.

Dan had never met Ace, but he determined pretty quickly Ace had a problem with excessive body odor.

Dan carried a big metal toolbox in his right hand, inside were the two extra pistols and half the magazines.

The other pistol was in the deep left pocket of his overalls. The other three magazines were in the right pocket.

He rode the elevator up to the ground floor.

There were two puddles of blood on the elevator floor.

Dan sighed. Nothing could be done about that. There was no time.

He stepped out of the elevator and walked toward the foyer.

He kept his head down, the brim of the baseball cap over his eyes.

Police cars were pulling up outside.

He walked past the two operators in the lobby, resisting the urge to put his hand in his left pocket and hold the gun.

The operators were focused on the arriving cops.

Dan walked out the front doors and turned left heading down the street.

***

Latigo Key

Whir. Click!

Whir. Click!

Cathy squeezed her eyes shut. She wished she couldn’t hear.

Whir. Click!

Whir. Click!

Hecate stroked her forehead.

Cathy was reclining naked on a gynecological chair, her wrists and ankles bound in leather restraints, her thighs spread.

Whir. Click!

“God, what are you doing to them?” She whispered.

“Dr. Baal’s methods are too slow. We are behind schedule,” Hecate said. “Don’t worry. I intend to take our time with you, Cathy.”

“What are you doing to them?!” Cathy sobbed.

The old warehouse beside the clinic had been cleared out at some point. Now the room was filled with identical gynecological chairs.

But many of the chairs had other machines behind them. Machines with robotic arms on rotating half circles of metal that spun and moved - the ‘whir’.

The robot arms ended in golden needles that pushed into the skulls of her friends and neighbors - the ‘click’.

Screams. Cries. Moans. Laughter. The room echoed with all of these but above all else?

Whir. Click!

Whir. Click!

Cathy shook her head. “You’re monsters. Oh, sweet Jesus, you’re monsters.”

“No harm is being done…”

Cathy laughed and shook her head. “No harm?!”

“A loosening of morals. A new outlook. Old programming being erased and new, improved programming replacing it.”

A woman screamed somewhere nearby.

“Stop it!” Cathy screamed. “For the love of God, will you stop doing this?!” Cathy turned her head trying to see who screamed. “I’m here! You’re not alone! Don’t be afraid!”

“What are you doing?”

“You’re not alone! They can’t break us…”

“Stop it,” Hecate whispered.

“Island strong! We’re island strong!”

“Stop it. I said stop!”

Somewhere nearby, a woman’s voice said, “Island strong.”

A man’s voice repeated it.

Soon above the whir and the click were the words, “Island strong.” A mantra that repeated throughout the room, yelled after every scream and cry.

Hecate took a step back.

“What’s going on here?” Balenger / Baal said as he walked up to Cathy’s chair.

Cathy opened her eyes and stared at him. “I’m going to kill you, Balenger. You’re going to pay for this. Do you hear me? One day, I swear…”

Balenger leaned in close. “I do not blame you for that. I sympathize. I agree. But we are caught up in forces beyond our control, all of us. Everything… literally everything… hangs in the balance. In time, you will understand.”

He whispered in her ear. “You are, indeed, island strong.”

“Do you have it?” Hecate asked. 

Balenger held up a beaker of white liquid. “Processed and mixed with Mistress Marapova’s DNA.”

“What about my DNA? She is to be bound to me, Baal! Not Maria,” Hecate hissed.

“What the fuck are you two talking about?!” Cathy spat.

“She will remain unbound. It is only the Perverter aspect that is being transferred. This will in no way bind her to Marapova.”

“Then, when…?”

“Tomorrow at the latest. Once we are sure the Perverter modification has taken full effect, she can receive finishing Ambrosia with your DNA for binding.”

Hecate smiled down at Cathy. “How do we administer the Ambrosia?”

Balenger stared from the beaker to Cathy. “I… orally, however…”

“However?” Hecate asked.

“Dosage. This is all experimental. Only Morpheus himself has created a White Witch. We are treading on unknown ground, Mother Superior.”

“I’m not drinking that shit! It looks like fucking cum!” Cathy growled.

“It is,” Hecate laughed. “That and breast milk. Ambrosia, processed down to its essence and mixed with the DNA of the most arrogant, conceited… powerful bitch who ever walked the earth. It will change you fundamentally.”

“I’ll die first!”

Balenger cocked his bald head sideways. “Honestly? She may die anyway. Are you sure you want to risk her?”

Cathy gasped.

“If we’re being honest? My feelings for her are disturbing. If this fails? So be it.”

“You goddamned bitch!” Cathy shrieked.

“Will this merge the two personalities? This personality is exhausting,” Hecate asked.

“Again, I cannot be sure.”

Hecate walked behind Cathy’s chair.

“What are you doing?” Cathy said.

Hecate clamped her strong hands on Cathy’s jaws from behind. She pressed down and Cathy’s mouth opened.

Cathy screamed and spat.

Balenger looked down at her. “I was going to put a tube up her nose and feed it down the back of her throat to her stomach.”

“No need. This will work,” Hecate said.

“There may be spillage.”

Cathy struggled and cursed.

“Get on with it, Baal!”

Balenger held the beaker above Cathy’s open lips.

The liquid splashed onto her tongue.

She thought she would gag. Cum! It’s cum! she thought. She didn’t even know whose cum.

It was salty-sweet with a hint of cinnamon and something…

The room was gone. Wind whispered past her ears as if she were flying, though she could not see the sky.

There was only a void of gray.

She heard voices… no, she didn’t hear them. 

The voices were in her head.

Cries of ‘help me’.

Moans of ecstasy.

Confusion.

Terrified thoughts but, at the same time, orgasmic.

The voices screamed in her head growing louder and louder.

And then she was standing in a darkened bedroom.

A blonde woman and a blond man lying on a disheveled bed, locked in a sixty-nine, tasting each other and laughing.

A woman with short hair as white as snow stood nearby, facing away from the couple. The woman was nude, long and tall, muscles flexed in her back.

The naked woman stiffened and turned slowly.

A face, beautiful and exotic. Deep brown eyes with an Asian tilt.

She stared at Cathy and her lips parted. “Who are you?”

“C… Cathy Greene.”

The woman’s naked body was just as perfect from the front as it had been from the back. Her breasts were full and high. “Why are you in my head, Cathy Greene? More importantly, how are you in my head?”

Cathy shook her head. “How do I know you aren’t in my head?”

The woman laughed and walked toward her. “Because my raven-haired darling… there wouldn’t be enough room in your head for me.”

“Who are you? How did I get here?” Cathy asked.

The woman stood in front of her. Then she reached out and caressed Cathy’s cheek. “My name is Mistress Maria Anastasia Marapova di Morpheus.” Then she smiled and nodded. “So, the rubber nun pulled it off, did she?”

“What?”

“You’re like me… well… a facsimile.”

“Like you?”

“A Perverter. A White Witch. Congratulations, Cathy Greene. You are the second one in history.” Maria Marapova smiled. “And, I must say, I approve of Hecate’s choice. You’re exquisite.”

“Jesus,” Cathy said as she rolled her eyes. “Are all of you into girls?”

Maria laughed. “Most. We’re more open-minded than the penis bearers. Your personality hasn’t merged yet, has it?”

“I… don’t know.”

The room shifted, dropped away.

Cathy screamed and Maria grabbed her arms.

“Hold on,” Maria said.

And then they were alone in a white room.

There was a floor and a ceiling but no walls in any direction, only horizon.

“Fuck, what now?” Cathy said.

Maria walked around her. “None of this should be possible.”

“No shit.”

Maria laughed. “No… I mean… you’re in my mind. I have received finishing Ambrosia. Mind control and telepathy don’t work on me… and, yet? Oh, Morpheus, what have you been up to?”

“I heard voices before I came here,” Cathy said. “Other people in the clinic. I heard their thoughts.”

“As well you should,” Maria said. “Their minds are open to you until they have finishing Ambrosia. But, after that? You are powerless. However, darling, you are in my head. Which means… somehow? We still maintain a telepathic link.” She smiled. “My DNA… of course… that’s how. Our enhanced psychic powers are allowing us to communicate over distance.”

She took Cathy’s face in her hands. “Do you trust Hecate?”

“No! Are you nuts?”

Maria smiled. “Good. Don’t…”

“I don’t trust you either.”

Maria kissed her and Cathy jerked away.

“Good,” Maria said. “You’re smarter than you look.”

“You’re the most arrogant bitch I ever… well, second most. Hecate is even worse.”

“Trust me, my arrogance? Completely deserved. Hers? Not so much.”

Cathy rolled her eyes.

“You needn’t trust me, beautiful, but mull over what I’m going to say to you. I do not blindly follow Hecate, Sister, or the Church. The course they have charted is a perversion of Morpheus’s message. Don’t trust them. As part of that? Do NOT tell them about your ability to link with my mind.”

Cathy shrugged. “I’m not telling her shit.”

“Good. Don’t.” Maria smiled. “You said the people in Latigo Key are screaming?”

Cathy sobbed. “They’re terrified.”

“Then let me start building the trust between us: the approaches they are using to meld the personalities of their victims? Whether Baal’s quackery or those damned machines? Medieval torture in comparison to your powers. You can merge them gently… with love, if you like. Their minds are open to your manipulations before they receive finishing Ambrosia.”

“I won’t do that to my friends!”

“Then you will listen to their screams until the job is done. And their pain will be on your hands as much as Hecate’s and Baal’s. The opportunity to be a hero in this is yours, Cathy Greene. Be their savior or be a coward - honestly, most of my humanity was purged long ago and I don’t really care. You may yet save yours.”  

“But how…?”

“Go, now. I will be with you soon. Congratulations, Cathy Greene. You succeeded where Hecate failed… you got my attention.”

***

The white room was gone, and Cathy was strapped to the chair in the converted warehouse once again.

Her neighbors, her friends were screaming.

“Let me loose!” Cathy screamed.

“Relax!” Hecate said. “You had a seizure or something. Baal is coming back with…”

“LET ME LOOSE!” The warehouse windows cracked, some panes fell out and shattered on the floor.

Hecate took a step back.

Cathy strained against the bonds.

Baal rolled a cart up to her. “She’s conscious again?”

“How did she do that?” Hecate asked pointing at the shattered windows.

“I told you she would be powerful,” Baal said.

Cathy began to sob as the cries continued around her. “For the love of God, let me loose. Let me help them!”

Hecate looked at Baal. Then she nodded. “Release her.”

Baal undid the straps at her wrists.

Cathy shoved him away and undid the straps on her ankles.

She jumped to her feet.

A woman was writhing in agony in the chair to her left. Cathy knew her, her name was Betty something or other. Middle aged but not anymore. She had the body of a gymnast with huge breasts and a kewpie doll’s face.

“Betty?” Cathy whispered.

The woman was wearing big studio headphones. Cathy pulled them away and heard a loud hum. She felt her mind clouding over.

Then Cathy crushed the headphones and the sound stopped.

She dropped the pieces on the floor and then laid her hands on Betty’s temples.

Betty stopped struggling.

Busty Betty, Cathy thought. Fucking stupid, demeaning name. It was a new personality trying to take over Betty’s mind. “Betty, listen to me: stop fighting. It won’t help. They’ll make you do what they want.”

“Cathy, help me,” Betty whispered.

“I am. Betty, they’ve made you young and beautiful again. Can you feel it? You’ll never be old again. You’ll never get sick. You’re going to be immortal.”

“I’m scared…”

“I know. Everyone is. I am,” Cathy whispered. She reached into Betty’s mind. Work together, Betty… both of you. Both personalities. Together? We’ll beat them at their own game.

Betty’s eyes opened wide.

Cathy blinked. She had spoken directly to Betty’s mind.

Betty began to smile.

Cathy smiled and nodded. 

“Those things you said,” Hecate whispered. “How do you know all that? Have you merged, Cathy?”

Cathy winked at Betty and raised up. “No. But I will. When I choose.”

Hecate looked down at Betty. “And you… who are you?”

Betty smiled. “Busty Betty, Cheerleader Whore,” she giggled. Then she looked around at the other chairs. “Why is everybody crying?” She looked at Hecate and licked her lips. “You’re cute. Want to play?”

Hecate laughed.

Cathy walked to the next chair. A man was in it. He was white knuckled.

Behind him, a knitter whirred and clicked, whirred and clicked.

It withdrew the golden needle from the man’s head.

Cathy grabbed the mechanism before it could move.

The metal gears ground as she held it in place.

Cathy’s muscles strained. “Baal, Balenger, whatever the fuck your name is? Turn off these goddamned machines!” 

Then she picked up the knitter, all three hundred pounds of it, and threw it through the nearest window.

***

Nurse Cordelia stroked Margaret’s pussy gently.

“Ooo, mama likes. Take off that slutty outfit and let me make you feel good,” Margaret the Slut said as she reclined in the gynecological chair.

Cordelia smiled. “Adjust it down one notch, Charlotte.”

Charlotte turned the dial on the box connected to Margaret’s headset.

Margaret glared at Cordelia. “Bitch, you better get your pervert fingers off my nubbin. So help me, I’ll punch you right in your fat tits!”

Charlotte frowned and turned the dial back up one. “I don’t get it. We can vary it like Doctor Baal asked but how do we get it between the notch thingies?”

Margaret the Slut licked her lips. “Leave it where it is, girls. Let’s just fuck till you figure it out.”

“Leave my wife the fuck alone!” Wink yelled.

“Mmm, but Wink, I like it when they play with me,” Margaret the Slut pouted. “You know you want to watch. It’ll make your cock so big and hard. I’ll bet the brunette will get you off, won’t you, honey?”

Cordelia ignored her. “The secondary frequency? Shift it down just a little.”

Charlotte turned a smaller knob.

Margaret began to shake in the chair.

Then she stopped.

Cordelia stared at her. “Turn it off, Charlotte.”

“You sure?”

“Yeah.”

Margaret blinked.

“Margaret,” Cordelia asked. “Who are you?”

Margaret smiled. “Margaret the Slut, of course.” She laughed. “The other one is gone, gone, gone!”

“No!” Wink screamed. “Bring her back! Bring back my Margaret!”

Margaret the Slut frowned slightly. “Don’t be sad, Wink. After my Whoremaster fucks me? You can have me any time you want.”

“What the fuck does that mean?!” Wink asked.

“She… You can’t be the one who bonds with her,” Cordelia said. “The Church wants her to be bound to another Whoremaster. They’re afraid of contamination from previous lives…”

Wink lifted the ship chains on his arms and pulled.

Metal screeched and howled. 

“Like fuck.”

Charlotte stared and pointed. “He’s like Popeye with spinach…”

“Get Baal!” Cordelia yelled.

The arm chains broke.

He ripped off the wrist bracelets and then reached down for the ankle chains.

Charlotte just stared.

“Charlotte! Get Baal!” Cordelia yelled as she ran toward Wink. “You have to calm down!”

When Cordelia was within arm’s reach, he reached out with his left hand and grabbed her by the throat. He lifted her into the air.

***

Just squeeze, Wink thought. All I gotta do is squeeze.

The little blonde was on him now, kicking his shins with her high heels.

He grabbed her throat in his right hand and lifted her, holding her at arm’s length.

Her kicks found nothing but air.

He was huge. When had he become so…

The brunette’s face was turning purple.

Fuck! He couldn’t hurt…

He lowered them both to the floor. Releasing his grip on their throats for a moment, he reached around and grabbed their hair instead. “Not one fucking sound. Understand?”

“There’s no escape from this,” Cordelia gasped as her color returned to normal. “They’ll hurt you… both of you.”

“Yeah? Maybe I’ll hurt them first.” He shook his head. “But I ain’t gonna hurt you two, got it? I just want my Margaret.”

“It’s too late. She’s not your Margaret anymore,” Cordelia said.

“But we’ll be yours,” Charlotte said.

Cordelia and Wink both looked at her.

Charlotte shrugged. “He’s pretty. He’s got a huge cock. And he’s brave and he could have killed us, but he didn’t. And…” She smiled. “Aww, he’s romantic, Cordelia. He’d die for the woman he loves. Any woman he loves. He’s perfect. Tell me he isn’t, Cordelia.”

“Charlotte…”

“Never mind that bilge,” Wink said. “You said I couldn’t be with Margaret ‘cause of ‘contamination from past lives’… what does that mean?”

“She might revert because of her love for you if you bind with her,” Charlotte said. “I mean… it’s pretty much the same thing, love and being bound.”

“Charlotte! Stop fucking talking!” Cordelia hissed.

“You, shut up,” Wink said.

Cordelia’s face went slack.

Wink stared at her. “What the fuck is wrong with her?”

Charlotte giggled. “We’re unbound. You must have crossed over to full Whoremaster… stress and the fact you got those two big ol’ fat Ambrosia balls hanging down there? You must be complete. You have limited control over the two of us.”

Cordelia blinked. “Jesus… fucking shut up, Charlotte. Listen you can’t bind yourself to Margaret it isn’t allowed.”

“How do I…?” Wink said.

“Cum in her or on her. You’ll be bound together forever!” Charlotte said.

Wink walked over to Margaret, dragging the girls with him. “Honey, do you still love me?”

“I… don’t know.”

“You want to be with me?”

Margaret sobbed. “I do but… it’s not allowed.”

“Fuck rules. Margaret Wanker, do you want to be with me or not?”

Her lips trembled. “God, yes.”

“Don’t you two move,” Wink said as he released Cordelia and Charlotte.

Cordelia moved toward the door.

Charlotte grabbed her hand. “No, Cordelia. This is right and you know it.”

Wink tore off Margaret’s restraints and she jumped into his arms.

She slid down his erect cock.

“Jesus, I’ll hurt you,” Wink whispered.

“Never have before,” Margaret moaned as she sank farther down his cock.

“She’s made for you,” Charlotte giggled. “We all are.”

Cordelia groaned. “God, fucking stop, Charlotte.”

“No, no I will not stop. This is right. I know it,” Charlotte said.

Margaret screamed as she took Wink fully inside her.

“Both of yous? Shut up,” Wink said. He held Margaret’s thighs, lifting her and dropping her, lifting and dropping.

She cried out each time his cock touched the end of her canal - the second clitoris, hadn’t that been what Balenger called it?

“Cum in me, Wink,” Margaret whispered. “We’re both in here. We’re both here. Both your Margarets.”

Wink came hard, pumping cum inside her.

She screamed and went limp in his arms.

His. She was his and he was hers and they were part of each other.

In his entire life, Wink had not loved her more than he loved her at that instant.

At the same time, something clicked in his mind.

He was a Whoremaster. A protector. He existed to protect and please. Margaret was the first bound to him.

She would not be the last.

Margaret laughed in his arms as he lifted her off his cock. “Oh, yes. Fuck their goddamned brains out,” she whispered.

Wink smiled and set her gently on her feet.

He turned and looked at the nurses. “Charlotte and Cordelia, right?”

Charlotte smiled and licked her lips. 

Margaret knelt down and sucked the dripping cum from her Whoremaster’s cock, washing him clean. “Can’t have them getting bound from secondhand cum. I want to see their faces when you shoot it way up inside them.”

Charlotte began to giggle.

Cordelia shook her head. “I… don’t know.”

“Fuck that, Cordelia,” Charlotte laughed. “We’re getting bound. Right now.” She pulled Cordelia down to the floor. “Stick your ass up in the air like me.”

Cordelia knelt down beside her, ready to take it doggy style like Charlotte.

Wink grabbed Charlotte’s heart shaped ass in his hands.

He slid into her tight pussy in a single thrust.

“Fuck! Oh, God, yes!” Charlotte screamed.

Cordelia whimpered.

Wink thrust gently in and out of Charlotte.

“Ooo, God… Whoremaster’s are so much better…” Charlotte mumbled.

He pulled out and Charlotte whined.

She gasped then as Margaret replaced his cock in Charlotte with her tongue.

Cordelia turned and looked behind her.

Wink put his huge hand on the small of her back. “Do you want this?”

Cordelia trembled and sobbed. “More than anything,” she whispered.

Wink slid deep inside her.

She shoved back against him.

He felt her pussy throb and pulse - his cock had found her second clit.

He smiled. Maybe this wasn’t so bad. Maybe none of this had to be bad at all.

***

Willy paced back and forth outside the clinic.

A few minutes before, Cathy Greene had picked up a knitter and thrown it out a window.

Hecate had sent Willy and Jenny out almost immediately.

“Do not allow them back inside,” Hecate had ordered.

Now ten Church Agents eyed them warily as Willy paced.

Willy caught the nearest one’s eye and smiled.

The agent visibly paled.

Jenny took his hand. “Stop that,” she whispered. “You’re not bulletproof, Willy.”

“Are you sure?” Willy asked.

She looked at him and shook her head. “Honestly, no, I’m not. But, either way? There are ten of them… besides, it wouldn’t be just you they started shooting at.”

“Point taken,” Willy said. “I just… they might be torturing my mom and dad in there, Jenny.”

“They might be but remember: Hecate values us. All of us. They don’t want to lose a single one of their whores.”

Willy looked at her. Lust. He wanted her so badly. This new body and mind wanted nothing more than to fuck Jenny till she screamed.

She looked down at his stiffening cock and smiled. “I’m flattered even if this is weird.”

Willy laughed softly then scowled toward the clinic. “This is a fucking nightmare… parts of it, anyway.” He pulled her close and whispered in her ear. “I’ve got to get you out of here. If Hecate finds out about you…”

“One step at a time. We get Wink and Margaret to safety and then you can worry about me.”

He put his finger on her lips. “Jenny, I get all three of you to safety. The priority there is equal.”

She smiled slowly and then hugged him tight.

***

“How long can she continue like this?” Hecate asked Baal.

“I honestly have no idea,” Baal answered.

Cathy moved swiftly from one bound islander to the next, laying her hands on their temples. Her lips moved, sometimes words came out, other times she spoke silently.

The patients’ expressions changed from terror and anger to smiles, acceptance, happiness.

And they each looked at Cathy Greene as if they were looking at the Madonna herself. She was saving them.

Hecate was both amazed and deeply troubled.

These islanders were supposed to fear Hecate, fear Sister, accept Morpheus as a god.

Instead, they were looking at Cathy as if she were the Messiah.

However, though the method was not as expected, the result was beyond belief. Those she touched stopped fighting. Their personalities blended. They became the whores the Church wanted.

“Look at them,” Hecate whispered. “They adore her… no, more than that… they adore one another.”

The nurses followed along after Cathy, releasing the bonds of those she had ‘transformed’.

There was no longer a need for them to be restrained.

They congregated together in groups, touching one another, even laughing.

“They are bound to one another,” Baal said. “Not as strongly as a Whoremaster binds to his whores but… still… there is a kinship among them. Curious. Morpheus never said this would happen. I always thought what I saw in his group was simply their being bound to Morpheus but…”

“There is no such bond among the nuns and priests,” Hecate whispered. “We compete against each other for Sister’s favor but these whores know only love for one another. I don’t understand.”

Baal smiled. “He has divided us into groups. We assumed all transformed would share the same outlook on life but… he has divided them into different castes. A religious caste, professional caste, worker caste…”

“And a whore caste,” Hecate whispered. “Marapova seems to care about no one but herself. I simply assumed the other whores would be like her but Baal? They are united. None of the other castes share this. They are immensely strong, fast… and they value one another.”

“Magnificent,” Baal whispered.

“Terrifying,” Hecate answered.

***

Cathy’s nose was bleeding.

She wiped it away.

She couldn’t stop. Not so long as one person was struggling.

A nurse stood beside her in her white latex uniform. Without asking, she pressed a tissue against Cathy’s bleeding nose.

Cathy smiled at her. “Thank you.” She reached out and touched the nurse’s uniform.

Cathy’s body felt electrified! The touch of the white latex against her skin made her want to fondle herself.

The nurse immediately reached down between Cathy’s thighs and caressed her bare pussy. “Do you need me? I will do anything for you. You’re a goddess.”

“N… No… No time. But…” Cathy licked her lips. “Do you have a spare uniform? White. White like yours?”

The nurse smiled. “I will find you one. Your curves are magnificent, but I will make one fit, Mistress Cathy.”

“Mistress…?”

The nurse nodded. “Oh, yes, you’re just like Mistress Maria. She’s terrifying but we still lust after her. All the nurses. Everyone who meets her.” She leaned in close. “You’re even better: you’re soft and kind. And you’re a healer. I’ll get you anything you need.”

The nurse hurried away.

Cathy trembled. She felt no anger toward the nurse, not an ounce. She wanted to kill Hecate and Baal but not these nurses… why? 

Because the nurse wasn’t responsible for what was happening here.

She was trying to help these people.

Cathy felt a hand on her shoulder.

Deborah was smiling at her.

Cathy pulled her close. “Are you okay?”

“No,” Deborah whispered. “I need your help.”

***

Miami

Dan still wore his janitor disguise as he rode the bus toward the waterfront.

He stood and held onto a strap, watching the street through the windows.

At almost every intersection, he saw one or two of the operators.

They were looking for him.

He wracked his brain trying to remember the other islanders he had seen on the ferry that morning. Were they after them as well?

None of them were veterans like Dan.

Were they all dead now?

He shook his head. There was nothing he could do about that now.

Cathy was in danger.

Nothing else mattered. Nothing else could matter.

The bus pulled up to the waterfront stop and opened its doors. He wasn’t surprised when he saw the entrance to the docks.

He counted at least eight of the bald men in sunglasses.

Worse, the ferry had a sign in front of it: Closed for Repairs.

Who the hell had this kind of organization? This kind of power?

They could deploy black ops teams in the heart of an American city and take control of transportation?

He eyed the people on the bus warily.

Were there other agents in addition to the very uniform looking operators?

No one appeared to be looking at him.

The bus doors closed, and it pulled back onto the street.

Sooner or later, they would start checking the buses.

He had to get off.

He pulled the cord and the driver pulled up to the next stop.

Dan stepped off and blended into the crowd as he walked toward the shore.

***

Latigo Key

Cathy helped Deborah lie down on a gurney.

“There are two of me, Cathy. I don’t know which one is really me,” Deborah whispered.

Cathy caressed her blonde hair. “I thought you merged?”

Deborah looked nervously over Cathy’s shoulder toward Baal and Hecate. “It comes and goes. First, I’m DP Deborah and then I’m me… Cathy, I’m going insane!”

“Shh,” Cathy whispered. She laid her hands on Deborah’s temples.

Deborah jerked her head away violently. “Get your fucking hands off me, witch! This body is mine!”

Cathy pressed her hands against Deborah’s temples. “You can’t fight me… not yet anyway.” Deborah hadn’t taken finishing Ambrosia yet and she had no immunity to Cathy’s probing.

Cathy looked deep inside Deborah’s mind…

And she couldn’t believe what she saw.

There was only one Deborah.

“Oh, Debbie, honey. There aren’t two of you. There’s only ever been one,” Cathy said.

She felt something else.

A deep love.

Cathy shook her head. “I never knew.”

Deborah blinked. “What?”

“You love me.”

Deborah began to sob. “No… no… I don’t…”

Cathy smiled. “Debbie, you can’t hide things from me. Not anymore.”

“Don’t… look at me. I can’t…”

“Shh.” She kissed her.

Deborah moaned in surprise and then kissed her back.

Cathy slid her tongue into Deborah’s mouth. Then she covered her face with kisses.

“You… but you aren’t.”

Cathy put her finger on Deborah’s lips. “I couldn’t love you… like this… before but… everything’s different now. I love you so much, Deborah.”

“Really?”

Cathy nodded. “There aren’t two Deborahs inside you. You’re just fighting against the programming that is altering your morality. The morality that made you walk away from sex you yearned for. The morality that wouldn’t let you tell me how you felt.” She kissed Deborah gently. “The kicker is? Your subconscious wants to accept that programming. It wants you to be happy. And so do I.”

Cathy put her hands back on Deborah’s temples and gently drove the programming home.

Deborah’s back arched and she sobbed gently.

Then she collapsed back onto the table.

Cathy ran her fingers down Deborah’s beautiful naked body. She paused at Deborah’s hairless sex. Then she took her index and middle fingers and gently stirred her clit in a circular motion.

Deborah moaned in pleasure.

Her eyes fluttered open. “I will follow you to the ends of the earth. I will follow you to hell.”

Cathy winked. “Let’s hope it doesn’t come to that.”

Deborah smiled.

Consuela Mendez walked up to the gurney. Her body undulated like a cat’s as she walked. She was all hips and legs and breasts. “Finally. I didn’t think you two would ever figure yourselves out.”

Cathy put her arm around Consuela and kissed her red lips.

“Dios,” Consuela said. “Finally, I am not the only slut on the island.”

Deborah laughed and sat up. “Not sure you ever were the only one. Just the only one who could remember.”

“No,” Consuela said. “This is different. Before at the orgies you were not yourselves.”

“I’m sorry, what orgies?” Cathy asked.

Deborah nodded slowly. “No, she’s right. Wow… we all fucked. Jesus… I can remember. A lot of times we were all just a tangle of arms and legs…”

“And cocks and pussies,” Consuela laughed.

Deborah’s eyes widened. “Oh, God… I fucked Wink. And Margaret!”

Consuela shook her head. “I can’t believe you don’t remember, Cathy?”

“I… I mean… bits and pieces… I thought they were dreams.”

“Not Dan,” Deborah said.

“No, never Dan,” Consuela agreed.

“Why not?” Cathy asked.

Deborah shook her head. “The… sound thing Baal uses. It knocked Dan on his ass.”

“The migraines,” Cathy whispered.

“Exactly,” Deborah said. “I don’t get it.” She looked around the room. “You helped all these people to merge. Why can’t you merge yet?”

“I don’t know,” Cathy said. “But if they bring one of those machines toward me it’s going up Baal’s ass.”

Cathy looked around the room.

No one was screaming.

She had helped them all.

“You should probably run for mayor,” Deborah said.

People were standing and smiling at her.

“I feel close to them,” Cathy whispered. “It’s like they’re all family now.”

Deborah stood up and took her hand. “I thought it was only me,” she whispered.

Consuela took Cathy’s other hand. “No, it is all of us. We’re connected to one another.”

Cathy looked at Hecate.

And, for the first time, the rubber nun looked nervous.

“She’s afraid. Hecate,” Cathy whispered. “She’s afraid of us.”

“Good,” Deborah said through clenched teeth. “I want her to die. I hate her. She’s evil. I just… I don’t I think I can… hurt her. Why can’t I hurt her?”

Cathy turned and looked into Deborah’s eyes. She pushed into Deborah’s mind causing her to moan. “You can’t.” Cathy smiled. “The programming. You can’t kill. Somehow? I don’t think that’s a bad thing.”

Deborah looked at her. “What about you?”

Cathy’s smile faltered. “No. I can kill. I think I’m supposed to be able to.” Protector, Cathy thought. I’m a protector like the Whoremasters. 

Like Dan.

She said a silent prayer. He had to survive. He simply had to.

Dan Greene had to come back to her.

Deborah looked around. “Where are Wink and Margaret?”

***

Cathy kicked the door to the private room off its hinges.

“It wasn’t locked! That was unnecessary!” Baal complained behind her.

“You? Shut up,” Cathy said as she walked into the room.

She wasn’t sure what she would find.

What she found was completely unexpected.

Wink Wanker sat with his back to the wall.

Margaret was in his arms.

And two naked nurses were snuggled against them both, the floor beneath them wet with cum.

“Hi, Cathy,” Wink said. “The four of us got a little busy in here.”

“For fuck’s sake,” Hecate hissed as she stepped inside behind Cathy. “Baal, are these your nurses?”

The blonde nurse looked up, her body glistening in Wink’s juices. “Not anymore.”

The brunette nurse smoothed her hair. “Allow me to explain. Charlotte and I were unbound and hadn’t had finishing Ambrosia…”

Charlotte nodded. “And then Wink turned into Popeye and broke his chains and he fucked Margaret and then he totally fucked our brains out.”

“These sweeties sure got their Ambrosia jizz bath now,” Margaret laughed. Then she kissed Charlotte.

The brunette nurse broke into giggles and Wink pulled her close.

“You left unfinished transformed in a room with a Whoremaster?” Hecate asked Baal.

“I was unaware of their condition.”

“Our… conditions have improved,” the brunette said and then all four of them howled with laughter.

Hecate scowled at her. “Can these nurses still be trusted?”

Baal shrugged. “I’m… unsure.”

The brunette stood up. She slipped a little on the cum and Wink steadied her with his big hand on her left calf. “Nurse Cordelia ready to return to duty, doctor.”

Charlotte stood up on shaky legs. “Me too. I mean… Nurse Charlotte ready to return to duty, Doctor.” She gave a little salute. Then she giggled. “I don’t know why I saluted.”

Baal shook his head. “Get back into uniform. Then, get a mop. Clean up this… Ambrosia. Then, clean up the patients.”

Hecate pointed to Margaret. “They were married, were they not?”

“Yes,” Cathy said with a smile.

“And now they are bound to one another?!” Hecate growled.

“So it would appear,” Baal said.

“Can they be separated?” Hecate asked.

“Not unless you want a broken nose,” Margaret said with a smile.

“You impudent…!” Hecate took a step toward her.

Cathy stepped in front of her. “Calm down. Everything’s okay. Trust me, Wink and Margaret are better together than they ever could be apart.” She ran her fingers across the top of Hecate’s rubber encased breasts.

Hecate looked down at Cathy’s fingers. “Are you trying to manipulate me?”

Cathy smiled. “Yes. Is it working?”

“Don’t… do that.”

She leaned close to Hecate’s ear. “I’ve learned a lot from being in people’s heads today. I’ve learned that I had a very narrow view of what constituted lust and attraction. You’re growing on me. So, if you want to explore my newfound sexuality? Calm… Down…” She licked Hecate’s earlobe with the last two words.

Hecate drew in a sharp breath.

“There. That’s better,” Cathy said. She turned and looked at the pool of jizz. “If I were to dip a toe in that?”

Baal raised an eyebrow. “You would be bound for all eternity to them.”

“Don’t you dare!” Hecate said.

“I won’t. Not that I don’t love you two,” Cathy said to Wink and Margaret.

“No, doll, you wait on your Marine,” Margaret said. “He won’t abandon you. He’ll be here.”

“Over my dead body,” Hecate said.

***

Miami

The sun was almost down by the time Dan could weave his way to the shoreline. 

The operators were everywhere.

Time was his enemy in all this, but darkness would be his friend.

There were houses here and most had boat houses.

He needed a boat. Preferably a speedboat.

At sundown, he found a small boathouse behind a modest house with no one nearby. There was a padlock on the door.

He opened the toolbox he had carried all day and pulled out a hammer.

The latch and padlock came off without a fuss.

He stepped into the dark boathouse.

There was a small skiff there.

Beside it was a small Boston Whaler with a Mercury outboard engine.

Paydirt.

He pulled out his wallet.

Then he heard the familiar sound of an M1 Carbine bolt being pulled back.

“Don’t move.”

“I have a gun in my pocket,” Dan said as he raised his hands in the air.

“Why tell me?”

“Because I don’t want to get shot when you see it.”

“Turn around slow.”

Dan turned.

A boy of about eighteen held the carbine at hip level aimed toward Dan. “You people just won’t take no for an answer, will you?”

“People?”

Dan heard wood creaking. An old man in a wheelchair rolled into the light from the back of the boathouse.

He was missing his legs below the knees.

“You were right, Grandpa. They must really want your boat.”

The old man stared at Dan. “What the hell you want with my whaler?”

Dan looked up at his hands. “I was going to pay you to rent it.”

“That so?”

“Yes, sir. I was also going to leave a number in case I don’t come back. You call that number, and my company will pay anything you want for the boat.”

“Same company those bald-headed assholes work for?”

Dan stared at him. “The black ops guys were here?”

The old man smirked. “Operators. I told Toby here they smelled like feds.”

“I don’t think they are,” Dan said. “Two of them tried to kill me earlier.”

“How’d that go?” The old man asked.

“They didn’t.”

A smile crossed his grizzled face. “Marine?”

“Yes, sir. Viet Nam. You?”

“Guadalcanal. Lost some of me there. Corporal Jerry Smith.”

“Gunnery Sergeant Dan Greene. Pleasure to meet you.”

“Bit of a situation we got here, Gunny.”

“That it is. My compliments on how you’ve trained your grandson. Finger on the trigger guard, aiming from the hip, and far enough back that I can’t get the jump on him.”

Jerry smiled. “He’s a good boy. So, Gunny. Why do you want my boat?”

“This morning I came over on the ferry from Latigo Key. When I got to my office, two operators tried to kill me.”

“Any idea why?”

“No, but they made it damned clear my wife is in danger back on the island. I’m just trying to get to her.”

“Lower your gun, Toby,” Jerry said.

“Grandpa, are you sure?”

Jerry laughed. “Yeah, I am. Boat’s yours, Gunny. Get it back to me when you can. You say you’re armed. How well?”

“Good enough,” Dan said as he lowered his hands. “Nine millimeters.”

“Pussy guns. Hate those damned things. Want a carbine? I have another.”

Dan laughed. “No, thanks. The pistols will do.”

***

Dan steered away from shore and into the moonless evening.

So far, he had been lucky. Damned lucky.

If he hadn’t run upon Jerry and his grandson, he would still be looking for a boat.

Dan just hoped his luck would hold out.

***

Jerry Smith sat in his wheelchair by the boat house and watched Dan Greene disappear on the horizon. He looked up. “You take that carbine back up to the house and unload it. Clean it too. We don’t put away a weapon unless it’s cleaned and oiled.”

“Yes, sir,” Toby said. “You think it’s okay to put it away?”

Jerry nodded. “If those bald-headed bastards want to steal my old skiff? Have at it.” He laughed. “Go on now.”

Toby walked up the path to the house.

Jerry felt a breeze at his back.

The way the man in the leather jacket came and went was unnerving.

“He really a Marine?” Jerry asked.

The man in the leather jacket walked up beside him. “Gunnery Sergeant Dan Greene never lies, Jerry.”

“You know him well?”

“One of my best friends. I have quite a few in the future.”

“Will he save her?”

“I wouldn’t bet against him,” the man in the leather jacket said.

Jerry felt the breeze at his back again.

“And there he goes,” Jerry said.

He never saw the man in the leather jacket or Dan Greene again.

***

Latigo Key

Cathy needed to go home.

The worst part: she didn’t know why.

Somehow, it was vitally important for her to leave the clinic and go home, alone.

“Where did you get that?” Hecate asked behind her.

“What?”

“The… dress.”

She turned and smiled at Hecate.

It was a white latex nurse’s outfit - the nurse from earlier had been true to her word. She had made one that would fit Cathy.

“Somehow she removed the red piping. It… had to be all white.”

It was a white latex version of a ‘little black dress’. Her breasts and buttocks stretched the rubber almost to the breaking point. White high heels completed the look.

The effect it was having on Hecate was evident. Her eyes were locked on Cathy’s breasts.

The effect it was having on Cathy herself was even more extreme.

She wanted sex.

No… she needed to fuck!

The feel of the rubber against her skin was driving her insane with lust.

Worse than the lust?

She wanted to do… things.

She wanted to twist people’s minds. Erotic thoughts, sensual scenarios flashed through her imagination.

Cathy felt an urge to find non-transformed and change them into her fantasy creations.

The longer these fantasies continued, the darker and more twisted her thoughts became.

Was this the merge that was coming?

Hecate spoke and she snapped out of her revery. “The other perverter… Maria Marapova? She also has an affinity for white latex. Apparently it’s a trait of your class.”

“Maria Marapova?” Cathy asked, feigning ignorance. “Who’s that?”

“The other transformed like you. Stay away from her. She isn’t one of us.”

Cathy stared at her, wishing she could see into the black void of her mind as easily as the black void of her eyes. “I’m not one of you either.”

“You will be. When you fully understand. We’re saving the world. You’re now integral to that.” Hecate took her hand. “I need you to trust me. I need you to be bound to me, Cathy. The way Wink is bound to Margaret and those nurses. I’ve asked Baal to mix a special finishing Ambrosia with my DNA for…”

“No.”

Hecate gritted her teeth. “Do not defy me, Cathy. You know what I can do to you.”

Cathy smiled. “That’s the way to win me over, Hecate. Threaten me. Fear is the best way to my heart, right?”

“Cathy…”

Cathy kissed her. Long and slow.

She felt Hecate soften.

Then the Mother Superior pulled back. “Don’t do that in front of people,” she whispered.

Cathy laughed. “Jesus, you are so fucking damaged.”

“I’m ordering you to take the finishing Ambrosia I had created. Now.”

“No. I won’t. But… let me go home. Let me bathe and rest? Then I’ll come back here.”

Hecate tilted her head. “And take the Ambrosia?”

“I’ll think about it.”

“Cathy…”

“Hecate? I don’t kiss women I don’t like. I don’t kiss anyone I don’t like. Though, for the life of me? I don’t know why I like you. Must be a flaw in my morals or Baal’s programming.”

Hecate’s lips trembled.

“Give me time,” Cathy said. “Please? A few hours.”

“There is no escape from this island. The boats have been disabled. The ferry is not coming. Your precious husband is not coming…”

“Then there’s nothing to worry about, is there?”

Hecate looked away. “Three hours. No more. Bid your old home farewell. We sail for Cuba tomorrow.”

Cathy walked away.

***

Hecate snapped her fingers.

The head Church Agent rushed to her side. “Mother Superior?”

“Have an agent watch the house but do not bother her,” Hecate said as she watched Cathy walk to the door. “What news from Miami?”

“All but one of the islanders on the mainland has been eliminated. So far, only Dan Greene has eluded us.”

“Find him. I swear to Christ I will have your balls if that man shows up on this island.”

“He hasn’t been seen since this morning, Mother Superior. With four dead bodies at his company? The Miami police are also looking for him. He has to be hiding in a basement somewhere. We’ll get him.”

***

Cathy walked up the street toward her house - a journey she had made thousands of times.

But never in seven-inch-high heels and wearing about two yards of white latex.

A lone Church Agent followed behind her.

She could feel his eyes on her ass.

How long had she looked like this?

The conditioning had clouded all their minds, skewed their perceptions.

Her breasts bobbed and danced as she walked.

She must have been unbelievably distracting to her karate sensei - to the man’s credit, he had never made her feel uncomfortable.

Cathy now looked like some oversexed frat boy’s wet dream.

And she felt amazing.

“Stay here,” Cathy said without looking behind her.

“Yes, Mistress,” the agent answered.

Mistress? He called her mistress. He had respect for her. Cathy wondered if these Church Agents even understood what was going on?

She opened the front door of her house and stepped inside.

Then she heard the hum.

And Cumslut Cathy took control.

She ran her hands up her latex clad body and moaned. “Ooo, fuck! This is amazing!”

“I’ll say.”

She looked toward the living room.

Ed Porter was lounging naked on the living room couch with a beer in his hand. “Good girl remembering my orders to return home. You a perverter now?”

The little portable hypnosis device purred on the coffee table.

“Mm, hmm. I’ve been in so many heads today, Ed. Making changes. Helping people see the beauty of perversion,” Cathy said and laughed. “So much fun.”

She concentrated on Ed.

He was blank.

She couldn’t touch his mind any more than Hecate’s.

“Wait till we start hitting banks and shit out west - the Church doesn’t have much pull west of the Mississippi. Not yet anyway. By the time we hit Vegas, we’ll be rich as sin.”

“How are we going to get away?”

“The big fishing boat down at the dock?”

“Wink’s Folly?” Cathy asked.

Ed nodded. “I volunteered to disable it.” He smiled. “It ain’t disabled.”

Then he smiled and pointed to a tall glass of white liquid on the coffee table. “That’s your Ambrosia. Took a lot to get my hands on it.”

Cathy stared at the glass. “Mixed with your DNA so we’ll be bound together?”

“Oh, yeah,” Ed laughed. “Till death do us part, baby.”

No! A voice screamed in Cum Slut Cathy’s head. Not him! It’s not supposed to be him! I’d choose Hecate over him!

“Shut up,” Cum Slut Cathy whispered.

“You say something, baby?” Ed asked.

“No… I need a shower. Let me get all pretty for you and then I’ll take it.”

***

Dan Greene stopped the outboard and let the boat drift with the current toward Latigo Key.

There was a ship offshore. He caught sight of the shadow occasionally when it blotted out some stars on the horizon.

It was big, a freighter of some sort just laying back there at anchor.

No ships ever did that here.

He saw some other boats as well - small and fast with searchlights.

Latigo Key was under a very quiet siege.

He could see the lights from town growing larger as the whaler drifted closer to the island.

If one of the searchlights from the patrol boats turned toward him, he could dive in and swim from here. He was less than a hundred yards from shore.

Every second brought him a little closer.

Fortunately, the boats never approached him.

The whaler nosed against some brush and Dan eased over the side into thigh-deep water. He dragged the whaler through the brush and into a small foliage-covered niche. He tied it off to the thick brush.

Then he grabbed the toolbox and stepped out of the water.

He pulled the pistol out of his pocket and inspected it, then he made his way up towards the houses.

Wink’s place was closest.

He ducked through alleys past garages until he reached it.

The neighborhood was quiet. He knocked gently on the back door. 

Nothing moved inside.

He reached out and tried the knob.

It was unlocked.

Crouching, he eased inside and shut the door behind him. “Wink? Margaret?” He said. The lights were off.

There was a half-eaten ham sandwich on a plate on the kitchen table.

A can of beer sat beside it. He reached over and touched the can.

Still cold.

A floorboard creaked and Dan almost shot her: a thin brunette wearing nothing but a pair of white panties was standing in the dark hallway leading from the kitchen with a butcher’s knife in her hand.

She looked him in the eye as he leveled the pistol at her.

Then she dropped the knife and launched herself into his arms. “Dan! Ayuda me, por favor. Dan! Demonios… monsteros… ayuda me, ayuda me…”

She sobbed against his neck and shook like a leaf in his arms.

He stroked her short brown hair. “Calm down… calm down… it’s okay.”

She leaned back and Dan finally got a look at her face.

Ramona.

The pickpocket from the Miami docks.

But… no… something was off.

The girl from the docks was painfully skinny. While still thin, this version of Ramona had full breasts and a heart-shaped ass. Her eyes were huge in the darkened room and her lips were full and pouting.

If not for the dark circles under her eyes, she would be beautiful.

“Monsteros, Dan.”

“Monsters? Ramona, honey? Slow down. Speak English.”

She was staring at his lips, reading them. She nodded and snuggled closer to him. “There are people here on the island. Horrible people, Dan. Demons. They took the people who live here into a building and… oh, they’re doing terrible things to them, Dan.”

The whole time she was talking to him, her hand was rubbing his chest.

“Slow down. Start at the beginning,” Dan said. “Tell me everything.”

***

Ed Porter lounged back on the couch and drank his beer.

If he could pull this off? He’d be a king.

All the power of that Marapova bitch under his control?

He listened to the shower running.

Fuck, she needed to hurry up.

If one of those bald fuckers or, worse, Hecate showed up here? He was a dead man.

***

“When they took the people, I snuck into this house. I thought if I could just hide, you know?” Ramona said. She was staring at Dan’s lips.

And Dan was getting the very strong impression it wasn’t just to read them.

“How did this happen to you?” Dan asked.

“How did what happen?”

Dan looked down at her breasts. “You’re… bigger.”

She looked down as well. “I am?”

“Yes, Ramona. You didn’t realize?”

She shook her head.

Then she reached up and caressed her stiff nipples. She moaned out loud. “What the fuck?”

“Did they give you something?” Dan asked.

Ramona continued to stare at her breasts.

Dan tilted her head up to look at him. “Ramona, did they give you something?”

“No! Nobody knew I was on the island. I’m good at hiding. I did nothing but eat and drink, mostly water…”

“Why did you take off your clothes?”

She looked shy and then tilted her head down. 

Dan tilted her chin up to look at him. “Ramona?”

“I… I was…” She blushed. “I got horny, okay? I was touching myself.”

The water. There was something about the water. Maybe even the food on the island. The food all came from the store, the water from the storage tank.

“Can I kiss you?”

Dan stared at her. “What? No.”

“Please? Can I… I can’t stop thinking about you. I haven’t been able to stop since yesterday.”

He touched her hair. “Listen, honey, I think you’re gorgeous but… I love my wife.”

“She’s the tall brunette, isn’t she? Wonder Woman?”

Dan laughed. “Yeah, that’d be her.”

“The demonio? She was paying a lot of attention to your wife.”

“I have to find her.”

“No, Dan,” Ramona said. “We need to leave. Let’s take your boat and go. Please?”

“Not without Cathy, Ramona.”

The girl began to shake and cry. “No! No, you’ll find her and then you’ll leave! You’ll leave me behind…”

Dan framed her face in his hands and stared into her big brown eyes. “No. I won’t. I will not abandon you. I will come back for you, and we will leave together. All three of us. Do you understand?”

Her lips parted and her eyes were half-closed. “Yes, Dan. You will not abandon me. You will come back for me, and we will leave together. All three of us. I understand.”

Dan stared at her.

She almost looked asleep.

How had he…?

She shivered in his grasp and her eyes opened wide once again. “She’s at your house.”

“What?”

“I saw her walking earlier. Your wife is at your house. One of the guards followed her but he’s watching the house from a few doors down.”

***

Cum Slut Cathy toweled off in the bathroom, the hum from the hypnosis machine still audible through the closed door.

She smiled.

Ed had a plan. 

He was going to take care of her.

He was going to take care of everything.

She dabbed perfume behind her ear and slipped back into the white latex sheath.

In a few minutes, she would take the finishing Ambrosia and everything would be perfect.

She turned.

“Thirty seconds,” the man in the brown jacket said. “That’s all it takes. Thirty seconds to change everything. Thirty seconds to change your life, to change everyone’s lives. Thirty seconds to save the world.”

He stood in front of her in the steamy bathroom, a young, powerfully built man with brown hair and a beard. He smiled at her.

“I… know you,” Cathy whispered.

“You do. One day, we’ll be friends. You, me, Sugar... Oh, and so many more. Friends. Heroes. Just twenty seconds now. Twenty seconds and everything that was broken here tonight will be set right.”

“I don’t understand…”

“I came here for you. I came here to save you, Cathy Greene. Tonight, I’m bending time for you.”

“Why?”

He laughed. “Because you asked me to.”

***

Two paths. Two realities. Dan Greene walks into his house in both realities, both time streams.

Ed Porter sees him and stands up. He pulls a revolver out from under a pillow on the couch - a gun he had hidden there.

Just in case.

Two time streams.

In one, Cum Slut Cathy is standing beside Ed. She sees Dan. She attacks him.

And Ed Porter shoots.

Dan Greene dies.

But this is not that time stream.

Thirty seconds.

Cum Slut Cathy is delayed by thirty seconds.

She isn’t in the room.

***

“Who the fuck are you?” Dan asked the naked man in his living room.

“Oh, fuck me,” the naked man said as he raised the revolver.

Dan raised his pistol and fired twice, both bullets hit the naked man in the chest, shattering his heart.

The man looked down, not understanding the holes in his chest. He continued to raise the revolver.

Dan fired a third time.

A hole appeared in the naked man’s forehead above his left eye.

The naked man dropped the revolver in his right hand and fell backward.

He landed on the coffee table, breaking it.

A glass of white liquid shattered under his back.

A box making a buzzing noise tumbled onto the floor.

“Ed!” Cathy screamed as she ran out of the bedroom.

“Cathy, what the fuck?!” Dan said.

She glared at him, baring her teeth. “You! You ruined everything! He was going to take me with him! We were going to be bound!”

“Cathy, honey, what the hell is going on?”

She screamed and tackled him, knocking him to the floor.

“Cathy! Stop!” Dan grabbed her upper arms and tried to push her away. “Cathy!”

She tried to knee him in the groin and Dan rolled to the side.

“I hate you! I hate you!” Cathy screamed.

The air was filled with a humming noise and Dan’s vision was beginning to blur.

Cathy managed to get her right arm free and palm strike him under the chin.

Dan saw stars.

He had killed five men today and now his wife was beating the shit out of him.

“Cathy, snap out of it,” he said as he pinned her to the floor.

The goddamned sound was going to make him blackout!

And then he knew.

The sound.

Dan turned his head and looked at the box lying on the floor.

The sound was coming from the box.

He put his right forearm against Cathy’s chest and pressed her down.

He found the pistol with his left hand.

Then the front door burst open.

One of the bald operators was running toward them, his pistol drawn.

Dan shot him twice in the face and he fell face down on the wood floor.

Cathy was punching Dan in the side of the head.

He leveled the pistol at the box and fired.

The sound stopped.

Cathy stopped punching him in the head. “Dan?”

“Cathy? Baby?”

She began to sob. “I don’t… I don’t know what…”

“Shh.”

“Oh, Dan, I might have killed you.”

“It’s okay…”

He sat up and Cathy sat up with him.

She looked at the dead operator. “Oh, no. All that noise. They had to have heard.”

“I have a boat we have to get out of here,” Dan said.

“Fuck me.”

Dan did a double take. “What?!”

“There’s no time to explain. Dan Greene if you love me? You have to fuck me right now and you have to cum inside me. As quickly as you can.”

She reached down and unzipped the overalls.

“Cathy what the hell is going on?”

“Jesus, these overalls smell.” She was fishing for his cock. “Right now! Right now, before it is too late!”

Dan shrugged out of the overalls and Cathy wrapped her hand around his hardening cock.

She looked into his eyes. “I love you. Do it now.” She spread her legs.

“I love you,” he whispered as he slid inside her.

She locked her lips to his as he moved inside her.

Cathy moved her hips in an O motion.

He was deep inside her. So deep. How could he be so deep inside her?

It was always like this when they made love - each time he felt like he was deeper inside her.

“We’ll have all eternity to go slow, Dan. Just not this time. Fast this time.”

He was laughing. “You’re insane.”

“The world’s insane. You have no idea how insane.”

Her body squeezed him, stroking him.

“Cum in me,” she whispered.

And he did.

***

Cathy’s Dream

Morpheus International Airport

Havana, Cuba

Many years later…

“This is how revolutions begin,” Cumslut Cathy di Greene thought.

She was running.

And then she was confused because she wasn’t the Cathy from now she was the Cathy from before.

There was a weight on her shoulder.

A smiling, imp-like woman barely two feet tall was looking at her, riding on her shoulder like some insane parrot and waving a kitchen knife that looked like a broadsword in her tiny hand.

Cathy smiled back.

Cathy’s coven was behind her. She wouldn’t look at them. She didn’t want to know who they were.

Simply knowing they existed? That was enough.

Willy was running beside her, a pretty blonde and brunette with him.

The airport. They were going to the airport.

And they were going to take it.

Because this was the revolution, and the Church was going to fall.

There was a wall around the airport, a high wall, and Church Agents crowded the top.

They were pointing guns toward them.

The jets were coming, and they were so loud. The ground shook.

“It’s Adam!” Someone yelled.

The man in the leather jacket - he could fly! He swooped in low over the Church Agents and they fired blindly into the air.

Then a woman appeared in the air over the wall, a woman with devil horns and short white hair. She beat her huge bat wings and hung in mid-air.

Then she pointed her palms toward the wall.

Flames erupted from her hands and the men on the wall burned and screamed.

“The Hellstorm!” The imp on her shoulder laughed.

The man in the jacket, Adam, was standing in front of Cathy at the same time another Adam was flying over the wall.

“This is why. This is why I bent time for you, Cathy Greene.”

“What does it mean?”

He smiled. “Everything. It means everything.” He turned away. Then he looked back over his shoulder at her. “And, by the way? Follow your instincts. They’re right. You’re right.”

“Wait… when am I right?”

“Always, Cathy. You’re always right.” Adam laughed. “I’m not the only one who manipulated things, Cathy. He did as well.”

“Who’s he?”

***

She opened her eyes.

And she knew things. So many things.

“Where did you go?” Dan asked.

“I don’t quite know.” She smiled. “I love you, Dan.”

“I love you, now will you please tell me…?”

A woman screamed. “Goddamn you!”

Cathy looked up at Hecate. She was surrounded by a half-dozen agents in the hallway.

Dan reached for the gun.

“No, Dan,” Cathy said.

“Cathy…” Dan whispered.

Cathy stood up. “It’s done, Hecate. I’m bound to Dan… like I’m supposed to be.”

Hecate glared at Dan. “How sweet. You’re about to become a widow. Agents?”

They leveled their guns at Dan.

“Then I will never be yours, Hecate. Do you hear me? I will never be yours.”

Hecate held up her hand.

“I’ll never be bound to you, Hecate. I’m bound to Dan. Dead or alive? It doesn’t matter. But if you hurt him? I will never love you.” Cathy walked toward her.

“Cathy, don’t,” Dan said.

Cathy smiled. “We’re different now. I understand it. I merged with Cumslut Cathy. Love has no limits for us, Dan. Not anymore.”

“I will not share you,” Hecate growled.


Cathy turned toward her. “Yes. You will. Because you love me? You will share me. And not just with Dan. With my coven.”

“Coven? What are you talking about?” Hecate said.

“You don’t know the word yet. You will. Morpheus left me with knowledge. Time for you to learn,” Cathy said. “A Whoremaster or White Witch may bind with no more than twelve, with the Whoremaster or White Witch themselves making the thirteenth member of the coven. Those are the words of Morpheus. I have a few other tidbits to share but that will do for now. You aren’t going to kill Dan.”

Hecate gritted her teeth. “I…”

Cathy kissed her.

***

Outside, more Church Agents rushed toward the Greene house.

But they stopped when they heard the roar of an engine overhead.

They ran back toward the center of town as the small, single-engine Cessna lined up with Main Street and made a wobbly but precise landing.

They drew their weapons as they surrounded the plane.

A door opened and the pilot’s long, white latex clad leg appeared.

They recognized her instantly and lowered their weapons and their eyes.

Mistress Maria Anastasia Marapova di Morpheus smiled at them as she stepped away from the plane.

“Take me to Hecate,” Maria said.

“Yes, Mistress.”

***

“He murdered my agents!” Hecate spat.

“Agents who were trying to kill him,” Maria Marapova said.

Hecate paced back and forth in Baal’s office.

Outside the office in the clinic proper and the adjoining warehouse, the inhabitants of Latigo Key were recovering from their transformations. Hecate opened the door slightly.

Cathy was standing with her ‘Whoremaster’ caressing his face and staring into his eyes as they spoke to one another.

I’ve lost her, she thought. Undone by a simple man and a foolish doctor.

She turned to find Marapova smiling at her.

Hecate grunted and began pacing once more.

“This dry run has been a success, Hecate,” Maria said.

“A success?! Baal lost complete control of his creations. One of… your kind… had to step in and deliver us.”

“This was never in Baal’s hands. It was in his hands, Hecate. Morpheus worked his will through Cathy Greene. Now we must determine what that means.”

“And you! Why are you even here? Two days ago, you were more than content to fuck your whores and sleep in your New York pit…”

Further stoking Hecate’s fury, Marapova smiled. “I am older than you. I’ve been exposed to Morpheus far longer. He erased almost two decades from my mind. And yet? He still works his will through me, through Sister… even you, Hecate.” She cocked her head to the side and shrugged. “No accounting for taste.”

In spite of herself, Hecate laughed.

Marapova stood up and walked gracefully to her. 

Hecate flinched when Maria stroked her cheek.

“We are all of us caught up in forces and circumstances beyond our control. Beyond even our understanding. But I will tell you this, enemy mine: today is the first day in a very long time I have felt there is a reason behind this madness. That is why I left my ‘New York pit’ and journeyed here.”

“Am I your enemy?”

“Yes. Don’t feel singled out. I have no allies and few friends.” She smiled. “So, you are in good company. However, I think now… today… we are working toward the same goal. We are going to save the world… in spite of ourselves, perhaps.” She pointed toward the door. “And those people, those… whores… are the way in which the world will be saved.”

“I pray you are correct.”

Maria laughed. “I am. But that isn’t the worm eating your brain, is it? You feel you’ve lost Cathy Greene.”

She looked away. “What do I care?”

Maria grabbed her chin and turned her face toward her own. “You do. You’re in love with her.”

Hecate jerked her face away. “That isn’t…”

“Possible? Of course, it is. The Church denies love, says that your love must be reserved for the Church and Morpheus… they are wrong.”

“You dare blaspheme before me?!” She gritted her teeth.

Maria put her finger against Hecate’s lips. “Silence nun. Your simple parlor tricks won’t work on me, and you know it. No ‘di Morpheus’ can fall under your spell. You know this. And I’m fairly certain I could kill you with a single blow. You know this as well. So… ignore my blasphemy but listen to the second part: she loves you.”

Hecate stared into Maria’s exotic brown eyes.

Maria nodded. “She does. I understand lust and love in ways you can never know. Cathy Greene is completely in love with her Whoremaster… and completely in love with you. Again… no accounting for taste.”

Hecate took a step back. “Even if… I concede… she loves me? No one can love two people.”

“Humans can’t.” Maria smiled. “But we are no longer human, are we? Neither is Cathy Greene. She is transformed and if she is like me? She loves stronger and with more passion than a cold, dry nun can ever comprehend. Those creatures out there, those beautiful, terrified creatures are better than you, better than Sister, better than your whole misguided, emotionally stunted Church… better even than me.” She looked down at her feet. “You are lucky, Mother Superior Hecate. One person in all creation loves you more than you love yourself. What I would give for that… what would any of us give for that?”

***

“We gotta get out of here,” Wink said as he stood with his arm around Margaret.

Willy and Jenny stood with them, Willy’s arm protectively wrapped around Jenny in the same way Wink held his mother.

Protectors, Cathy thought as she stood with them, holding Dan’s massive hand in hers.

Knowledge had been whispered into her mind at the instant of her binding, the dose of finishing Ambrosia delivered by Dan when he came inside her. More than just the vision. More even than her earlier connection with Maria Marapova when she took the Perverter Ambrosia.

Morpheus had imparted… what? Knowledge, wisdom? A madman’s manifesto?

Whatever it was, she understood what had happened to them and how this brave new world they had been thrust into worked.

Jenny and Margaret were both incomparably beautiful. How long had they been tall, buxom goddesses with million-dollar smiles? Their minds had been clouded so they didn’t realize the changes in themselves and those around them.

While both Jenny and Margaret were supernaturally strong, they were completely incapable of killing. Not even to protect themselves.

Just having that thought triggered a powerful urge in Cathy to protect them.

Because, like Willy, Wink, and Dan, she too was a protector in addition to being a perverter. She was a White Witch like Maria Marapova.

She looked around the room.

There were Whoremasters mixed into the crowd and gathered around them were groups of whores of both sexes. The Whoremasters were scanning the edges of the crowd, watching for dangers without even realizing it, looking for whores who were alone, beckoning them to their side.

She locked eyes with a Whoremaster. What was his name? Kent? Trent? He had been a stock-boy at the market. Now he was well over seven feet tall. One look in his eyes and she knew his thoughts: we’re scared but we’re safe… for now.

Consuela and Deborah walked over to Cathy.

Cathy pulled Deborah close, and Dan instinctively pulled Consuela to him.

“They took Eduardo,” Consuela sobbed. 

Something had been wrong with Eduardo, Cathy thought. When someone couldn’t be transformed, they were either eliminated or made into a worker.

Cathy felt ill.

She knew Consuela would likely never see Eduardo Mendez again.

“It will be okay,” Cathy whispered. 

Dan pulled Consuela against his chest and consoled her as she cried.

“Cathy, you understand what’s going on here, don’t ya?” Wink whispered.

“Yes.”

“We need to get out of here and escape.”

Cathy shook her head. “Oh, Wink, I wish it were that easy.”

“They disabled the boats,” Willy said. “They’ve cut the communications.”

“There’s a ship and patrol boats just offshore,” Dan said as he rocked Consuela gently.

Cathy raised an eyebrow. 

Consuela was stroking Dan’s sides, his abs.

Upset or not, she couldn’t control her new instincts.

Dan caught Cathy’s look. He shook his head and shrugged.

Cathy smiled. “It’s natural. It’s who we are now.”

“Anybody else notice we’re all naked… except for Cathy… and it seems like the most natural thing in the world?” Deborah asked. Deborah was pressing hard against Cathy’s side. She could almost hear Deborah’s heart pounding.

“Whole damned place could turn into an orgy in a second,” Dan said.

Consuela was kissing Dan’s chest.

“Jesus,” Wink whispered. “Willy, you and Jenny should walk away.”

Margaret looked up at her husband. “I’m not attracted to him, if that’s what you’re worried about.”

“Jesus wept,” Wink whispered.

Cathy smiled. “We’re all completely transformed. We have control. It’s just… Consuela and Deborah need to be with us.”

“Can we get back to the discussion about escape,” Willy growled. “We can fuck ourselves into a stupor later.”

Wink glared at him. “You watch your mouth, boy. You ain’t that big.”

“You don’t understand,” Willy said. “Jenny has to leave. She can’t be here.”

“What do you mean?” Cathy asked. But she knew. Part of her knew…

“I’m immune,” Jenny whispered.

Cathy reached out and put her hand over Jenny’s mouth. “Never say those words! You hear me? Not ever.” Cathy looked at the others. “They’ll kill her. Even if she is transformed now? They’ll kill her if they find out.”

“Jesus, what do we do?” Deborah asked.

Wink sighed. “With the boats disabled? What can we…?”

“They’re not all disabled,” Cathy said.

They all looked at her.

Cathy smiled. “Wink’s Folly. My would be… owner… was the one in charge of disabling her. He didn’t. She’s ready to go.”

Dan smiled. “Two boats. The whaler I took out here is hidden near Wink and Margaret’s house. But there’s still the patrol boats to deal with.”

Wink shrugged. “I can’t speak for that whaler, but the Folly is fast as hell. I wager she’ll outrun anything after her.”

“Then we need to get to the Folly,” Willy said.

Cathy shook her head. “I can’t.”

Dan looked at her. “I’m sorry… what?”

Cathy smiled. She pointed toward the rest of the room. “I can’t. They’re… Christ… They’re my responsibility. I’m part of this now. I can’t leave them. I won’t.”

“Do you know what you’re saying?” Dan asked.

“More than anyone else in this building,” Cathy said. “But the rest of you should…”

“No,” Dan said. “I’m… bound to you. Now and forever.”

“I won’t leave you either,” Deborah said. She smiled. “I love you, Cathy Greene.” She looked at Dan. “I love you too, Dan.”

“Me too. I’m staying,” Consuela said. Her accent was completely gone.

The Church, in addition to being monsters, were also bigots - Morpheus spoke English; therefore, all the transformed would speak English as well.

“Coven of four,” Cathy said.

Margaret looked at Wink and smiled.

Wink sighed. “Fuck’s sake.”

“We’re already a coven of four,” Margaret said. “And, unless you’re going to somehow find Cordelia and Charlotte and convince them to get on the Folly? We’re sticking.”

“So, what are you saying?” Willy asked. “It’s only going to be Jenny and me on that boat?”

Dan shook his head. “One more. Ramona is going as well. We just have to figure out a way to get to her and get her on the Folly.”

***

In all her life, not even in her most twisted fantasies, had Cathy ever imagined this.

Dan Greene, her husband, her Whoremaster, was lying on his back beside her on the wooden warehouse floor.

Consuela Mendez was straddling him, raising her curvy ass and dropping it, taking his long, thick cock to the hilt in her bio-engineered pussy. Her caramel buttocks quivered each time she slammed herself down on him. She was crying, laughing, grunting, swearing, professing her undying love for Cathy’s husband. Begging him with whispered pleas for his cum.

Dan was lost in meeting each stroke with a thrust, his hands squeezing her huge tits, Ambrosia from her nipples streaming down from his grasping hands. He dragged her close, putting his lips to her ear, telling her how much he loved her, how beautiful she was, what an amazing fuck she was.

And Cathy was happy. It made no sense. How could she be happy? Beyond the fact she had her legs spread and Deborah was pushing her tongue deep inside Cathy’s pussy?

Because they all loved one another. A moment from now, Dan would cum and Cathy would become one with both him and Consuela. 

Forever.

There would be more, many more. All transformed, women and men alike. Bound together until the end of time.

No more jealousy, no more hate, no more loneliness. 

Never again.

That was how the world would be saved.

She could see it now and it was beautiful.

Then why? Why did she see a war? Why were two forces, Morpheus and Adam working at odds with one another toward the same goal?

The Church. It was wrong. It was all wrong.

The Church didn’t understand. Couldn’t they see they were ruining it all? Couldn’t Morpheus see?

She moaned. Cathy ran her hands through Deborah’s beautiful, golden hair.

She smiled. How would she do it? How would she bind Deborah? Would she push Deborah’s mouth down on Dan’s still pulsing cock, force the cum down her throat? Or would she push Deborah’s willing tongue into Consuela’s dripping cream pie?

Cathy pulled Deborah’s head forward, forcing the woman’s tongue deeper.

Consuela was screaming, gibberish pouring from her lips as Dan’s cock brought her to another powerful orgasm.

Dan was grunting now.

Soon… so soon.

And then it happened.

Dan grabbed Consuela’s hips, holding her tight against him.

Consuela screamed.

A wave of love and lust washed over Cathy. Joined! She was joined to Consuela and, oh, God, how she loved her!

Dan collapsed as the tension left his body and poured into Consuela’s.

Cathy reached over and pulled Consuela off Dan, pulled her lips down to her own and kissed her deeply.

Her friend rose up and smiled, then she lowered her lips to Cathy’s again and kissed her. 

Dan rolled onto his side and kissed them both. “I didn’t know it would be like that… I knew with Cathy, but…”

Cathy rolled Consuela onto her back.

She spun around and pulled Deborah toward them. “Taste her. It’s time, darling. It’s time to join us.”

Deborah’s lips trembled. Tears began to flow. She shook her head. “Not yet.”

“What? Deborah, darling, why?” She hugged Deborah tight.

Deborah shook her head quickly. “Just… not yet.”

Dan and Consuela sat up and now all three of them were holding Deborah tight. Consuela was kissing her face. “We love you.”

“I love you! All of you!” Deborah whispered. “Just… I can’t yet. I can’t explain. Just… I have to wait.” She collapsed against them and cried.

“Okay,” Cathy whispered. “It’s okay, Deborah. We love you so much.”

Deborah shook and sobbed.

Cathy looked up.

There was a crowd around them: Whoremasters and their newly formed covens. They had made a protective circle around them during the binding.

Most were watching, smiling, touching themselves, touching each other.

Cathy smiled.

Covens were bound. This was true. They were bound forever to one another.

But all of them. This Whore Caste? They were bound together as well.

She loved each and every one of them and they loved her as well.

Oh, we’re so much better now, Cathy thought. All the old negative emotions were gone.

The four of them stood up.

Hands reached out and touched them, caressed them. Faces smiled.

People were kissing away Deborah’s tears.

And, in all her life, Cathy had never seen anything so beautiful.

***

Hecate and Maria stood with Baal and Constance as they watched the crowd gathered around the Greene ‘coven’.

“Was any of this expected?” Hecate asked.

Maria shook her head. “Not by me.”

“Yes,” Baal said.

Hecate and Maria turned and looked at him.

Constance took his hand and squeezed it.

“I have seen this before,” Baal said. “Long ago.”

Maria frowned - there was only one time when he could have seen anything like this.

And she could not remember anything about it.

There was only the vague feeling she had known Baal and Constance many years before.

***

Consuela clung to Dan and Cathy as they rejoined Wink and Willy’s covens.

“What time is it, does anyone know?” Cathy asked.

“Quarter till three,” Wink said.

They had made the decision that Willy and Jenny should make their escape at 3:30 AM. Dan’s thought was this would be the time when the guards would be the most exhausted.

Half past three in the morning had always been a good time to start an op when he had been in ‘the shit’.

And this definitely qualified as ‘the shit’.

“How are we going to handle Ramona?” Wink asked.

“Dan and I are going to go get her,” Cathy said.

Deborah shook her head. “Wait, you two are going to sneak out?”

“Nope,” Dan said. “We’re going to do it with Hecate’s blessing.”

***

“I knew there was a stowaway on that fucking ferry!” Hecate raged.

“Would you calm down?” Cathy said.

Hecate pointed at her, her black polished nail an inch from Cathy’s nose. “Do not give me orders!”

Cathy smiled.

She licked Hecate’s finger, running her tongue along the underside of her fingertip and tracing a line up and over her third knuckle.

Hecate jerked her hand away as if she had been electrocuted.

Maria Marapova chuckled behind her. The elder White Witch was leaning her round buttocks on the desk in Baal’s office.

Hecate looked behind her with venom.

Maria shrugged. “She at least brought the little vixen to your attention. She could have just let her hide until we left.”

Cathy frowned. “No, I couldn’t. You’re going to do house to house searches before you leave, aren’t you? Just to make sure you leave no loose ends?”

Hecate paled.

Maria chuckled again. “Pretty and smart. Oh, Hecate, you are so fucked.”

Cathy gave Maria a half-smile.

Maria winked.

Hecate gritted her teeth. “I’m glad you’re enjoying yourself, Mistress Marapova.”

“Who me? Oh, I take great pride in my ability to pleasure myself.” She raised an eyebrow at Dan. “I’m legendary.”

“Fuck’s sake,” Hecate mumbled.

Cathy stifled a laugh. “Hecate, this will be a good test of my abilities and Dan’s. The woman’s deafness makes her immune to audio hypnosis. Let Dan and I show you just how effective we can be.”

***

A few minutes later, Cathy and Dan walked through the dark toward Wink and Margaret’s house.

A half dozen Church Agents followed behind but they had Hecate’s assurance they would stay away from the house.

“They’re coming along to make sure we don’t pull a fast one,” Dan whispered.

“Yes.”

He touched her naked arm. “Cathy, we are pulling a fast one, aren’t we?”

She smiled up at him. “While they’re focused on what we’re doing, Willy and Jenny will make a run for the boat. Ramona will rendezvous with them offshore in the whaler. That’s the plan.”

He brushed his fingers through her hair. “Yes, that’s what we told the others. Is that actually your plan?”

One of the agents spoke up behind them. “No talking!”

Dan pointed at him without looking. “I’ll talk to her if I want. Open your mouth again and I’ll shove your head…” He pointed to an agent to the man’s left. “…up his ass.”

Cathy giggled. “He can too. Fuck, you really turn me on, Mr. Greene.”

“Not going to answer me?” Dan asked.

“The plan is the plan.”

***

“Fuck!” Ramona squealed through gritted teeth as she rubbed out another orgasm sitting on the edge of Wink and Margaret’s bed. Her pussy was swollen, wet, and enflamed from her non-stop masturbation.

She could not get Dan Greene off her mind. It was insane. She’d never been so fixated.

Ramona had shaved off her pubic hair with one of Margaret’s razors though it seemed to be falling out on its own. She had decided maybe a cold shower would lessen her libido - huge mistake! 

She’d actually managed to fist herself in the shower though it terrified her, and she hadn’t done it again since throwing herself on the bed.

She lay back and pinched her engorged nipples. Then she began to sob and curled into the fetal position.

Her lust was so strong it fucking hurt!

***

They stood in the bedroom doorway and watched Ramona masturbate.

She was so dazed she didn’t even notice them come in.

Cathy reached down and stroked Dan’s thick cock. It rose slowly as he hardened under her touch.

“Don’t,” Dan said.

Cathy smiled at him. “Why not?” She stared intently at the sex kitten on the bed. “I’m in her head. Same fantasy, over and over, Dan. She’s on her back…”

“Cathy, stop…”

“You have her ankles in your hands. Those strong hands bending her skinny legs back against her breasts, her hard nipples against her knees.”

His cock was stiff and curved. “Cathy, we can’t…”

“Your cock is pressed against her pussy. She’s terrified she won’t be able to take it. She fisted herself earlier in the shower to see if she could.” Cathy smiled up at him as she jacked his cock. “She’s yours, Dan. If she can’t be? It will break her heart.”

“I love you. I can’t…”

“I love you, Dan. This is who we are now. Let’s make her ours.”

“No, Cathy! The plan. She has to go to the whaler…”

“The whaler’s gone,” Cathy said as she walked toward the bed.

“What? How do you…?”

“I told Hecate where it was. The agents scuttled it.”

“Cathy?! Why?”

She smiled and lay down beside Ramona. “The plan would never have worked. How could she pilot that whaler in pitch dark to rendezvous with the Folly?”

Ramona jumped and tried to scramble across the bed, finally noticing she wasn’t alone.

“Shh, be still, darling. Oh, you are so pretty.” Cathy whispered.

Ramona stared into Cathy’s eyes and the tension went out of her body. She started to touch herself again.

Cathy sobbed. “So scared… oh, Dan, she’s been so scared for so long. So alone.” Cathy wiped away a tear. “We can save her, Dan. You and me. We are going to save her and make everything better.”

“God, Cathy, this is so wrong,” Dan said as he inched toward the bed.

“No, no it isn’t wrong. You don’t understand yet, but you will.”

Ramona looked drunkenly to her right and finally saw Dan.

She smiled and reached out. “Dan! Oh, Dan! You didn’t leave me. Tu es aqui. Amor. Vene aqui, por favor!”

Cathy snuggled closer to her on the bed.

She looked at Cathy in confusion.

“I’m Cathy. I’m Dan’s wife. You’re going to be ours, together.”

Ramona looked confused. “I… I don’t… I’m not like that.”

Cathy smiled and felt something rise inside her. 

Power. The same power she had used all day today to save her friends.

But she wasn’t trying to save Ramona. This was selfish. This was want and need.

And fuck it, it was a little bit evil.

She reached into the beautiful girl’s brain and started making changes.

Ramona’s eyes rolled back in her head and her lips moved.

“What are you doing to her?” Dan whispered as he knelt down between Ramona’s knees beside the bed.

“Making her love us both.” She turned her gaze toward Dan, knowing she must look utterly insane, like some wicked witch. “I’m taking away a lifetime of repression, altering her morality, giving her a taste for girls…”

“Jesus Christ, Cathy.”

She smiled. “It’s like a drug and I’m completely addicted, Dan. I’m going to take this pretty, broken thing and make her into our perfect lover.”

“This is wrong, Cathy,” he whispered.

But his big hands were pushing Ramona’s knees apart.

Cathy smiled wickedly. “Wrong? Nothing in her life has ever been right, Dan! Everyone in her life has used her.”

He kissed Ramona’s inner thighs and the woman moaned. “And now so are we.”

“In a few minutes, she’s going to be deliriously in love with both of us. She’s going to be happy, content. And loved - not just for a while, Dan. Forever. The three of us are going to live forever and we will never let her go.”

“But she could have escaped!”

“To what, Dan? Back to Miami and her pimp? Back to slavery?” Cathy shook her head and sobbed. “Back to loneliness? That’s what she fears most, Dan. Loneliness.” Cathy began to shake. “The whole goddamned race just huddling in the darkness wailing over their loneliness until they die broken and alone and… goddamn it! It’s all so fucking pointless!”

Dan stared at her.

She shook her head. “This is better, Dan. This is life. This is happiness. This is never being alone again. Nobody ever has to be alone again. The Church is evil, it is despicable, it is wrong… but not this, Dan. This is hope.”

Cathy laughed. “Now, for fuck’s sake, will you please make love to this nymph before she explodes?”

Dan smiled. “Well, when you put it like that?”

He took Ramona’s taut buttocks in his hands and pulled her closer to the edge of the bed.

The he began eating her swollen pussy.

Ramona screamed and thrashed on the bed. She was speaking Spanish so fast Cathy had no hope of translating it - but the girl’s thoughts were clear as day. 

She was completely in love with Dan even before the binding.

Cathy stroked the girl’s short, dark hair. “That’s it, let him make you cum. He’s very good at it, isn’t he.”

Ramona opened her eyes and smiled at her. “How did I hear that?”

Cathy smiled. “You heard my thoughts. You don’t need your ears for that.”

“Que bella. You are so beautiful,” Ramona whispered.

Cathy kissed her gently. “Like girls now?”

Ramona nodded. “Don’t know why I didn’t before?”

“Maybe you did but you hadn’t really thought about it?” Cathy lied.

Ramona shrugged and ran her hands through Dan’s hair as he licked and sucked. “You aren’t mad? He’s your husband. I don’t want you to be mad. I love you too.”

Cathy put her finger to the girl’s lips, and she kissed it. “We share in this coven. Think you’re ready?”

Ramona nodded.

“Dan, just like her fantasy?”

Dan stopped eating her and stood up.

Ramona stared at his waist. “Dios mio…”

Cathy laughed and nodded. “Yeah… Dios fucking mio.” She took Ramona’s arm and lifted it so she could touch the long pole extending from Dan’s hairless crotch.

Ramona tried to wrap her fingers around the shaft but came up short.

Her eyes were like saucers in the dark bedroom.

“Nothing good ever came easy, honey,” Cathy whispered in Ramona’s mind.

***

Willy stood with Jenny beside the back door of the converted warehouse.

He looked at the clock on the far wall: 3:25 AM.

Wink and Margaret walked up to them.

Margaret looked back over her shoulder at the crowd.

“Make sure all your lights are out on the Folly. Hug the shore around to the north side of the island. Need to be quiet, Willy.”

“We will, Dad.”

Margaret turned to them. “You don’t wait more than ten minutes on that Ramona, Willy.”

“But…”

“No ‘buts’,” Wink said. “Ten minutes then you vamoose. You open her up, Willy. Run her flat out.”

“Yes, sir.”

“She’s fully fueled. You make for Miami… until you get some miles behind you. Then you turn northwest. From what Dan says those agents are all over Miami - you got enough fuel to make Palm Beach, maybe even Jupiter Island. Farther north you can get, the better.”

“I know, Dad.”

Wink nodded. He looked at Jenny. “You can drive the boat if something happens to Willy?”

Jenny shrank against Willy. “I can. I won’t have to…”

“You can if you have to,” Wink said. He put his hands on their shoulders. “Island strong. Both of you. Don’t you forget it.”

Willy put his arms around Jenny. “We won’t forget.”

Wink turned his back and Margaret did the same.

Together they blocked the view of the back door.

“Whatever it takes, Willy. You get the two of you safe,” Wink said.

“Whatever it takes.”

“We love you both,” Margaret said with a shaky voice. “Now go.”

Willy opened the door and he and Jenny slipped out into the night.

Wink held Margaret’s hand as the door closed quietly behind them.

***

Dan held one of Ramona’s skinny ankles in each hand, pressing her legs back against her chest.

His cock was pressing against her pussy.

Cathy traced his cock head where it intersected Ramona’s stretched pussy lips with her fingernail and Dan moaned. Cathy whispered, “Fuck. Ramona, honey, you should have fisted yourself a little longer.”

Ramona was craning her neck straining to see. “It wouldn’t matter… he’s bigger than my fist.”

Dan flexed his buttocks.

Ramona’s eyes bulged. “Wait, wait, wait!”

Cathy kissed her forehead. “He’ll go slow.”

“I know… it’s just…” She screeched as Dan’s cock sank an inch inside her.

Dan was smiling.

Cathy shook her head. “And I’m the evil one? At least I’m not trying to impale our girlfriend.”

“Christ,” Dan moaned. “My precum is pouring into her. I think my body is trying to super-lubricate her.”

“Probably, Morpheus thinks of everything.”

Ramona wriggled her hips and screamed as Dan sank another inch into her. “Fuck! Fuck! It’s like giving birth in reverse.”

Cathy laughed. She reached down and stroked Ramona’s clit with her middle fingernail.

“Oooo, going to cum! Besa me!”

Cathy kissed her hard and the little minx bit her lip.

Cathy pulled back. “Little nympho bit me!”

Ramona started gigging and licking her lips, muttering something in Spanish.

“What’s she saying?” Dan asked.

“Sangre Diablo? I think she said she wanted to taste the ‘blood of Satan’,” Cathy laughed.

“Si. Sangre Diablo. Your blood. It must be Satan’s blood. God, you have my soul, corazon,” Ramona moaned. She tried to kiss Cathy again.

Cathy grabbed her hair and bent her head back, then she began kissing and nibbling the girl’s throat. “No, you don’t. You’re cock drunk. I don’t trust those kitten fangs of yours.” She looked up at Dan. “Fuck her brains out - I don’t care if you split her in two!”

Ramona laughed and looked at Dan maniacally. “Si! Neither do I! Fuck me! Kill me with it! Just fucking give it to me!”

Dan thrust forward and sank six inches into her tight pussy.

“Motherfucker!!!” Ramona screamed.

Cathy felt the orgasm rip through Ramona’s tight body.

“Jesus! She’s like a fucking vice!” Dan screamed and then he was grunting as his cum…

The three of them screamed at once.

And three became one in an instant.

Dan fell on top of them and pulled them close.

Cathy kissed him, kissed Ramona.

Cathy’s connection to Ramona’s mind became foggy, it slipped away.

The finishing Ambrosia in Dan’s cum bound the three of them together and forever closed Ramona’s thoughts to Cathy’s powers.

She wanted to cry. The trade-off was bittersweet. She and Ramona were bound together for eternity, but she would never again be able to touch Ramona’s thoughts.

Ramona seemed to sense this. She covered Cathy’s face with kisses. “Thank you. Thank you. For what you did. My mind. I’m not afraid anymore. I understand what you did for me.”

Dan rolled onto his back and pulled them both over on top of him. His hands slipped down, and he caressed their buttocks.

Ramona smiled down at him. “This is real? It is real, isn’t it? You feel it too? Both of you?”

Dan nodded. “Yes, baby.”

“Together forever,” Cathy whispered.

Ramona burst into tears and cried on Dan’s chest as Cathy rubbed her back. “So beautiful. I never dreamt it could be so beautiful,” Ramona whispered.

***

Willy and Jenny made their way past the Church Agents toward the docks. It wasn’t as hard as they had imagined - they knew the island, which gave them an advantage over the agents.

They dashed from dark corner to dark corner.

Most of the agents had been surrounding the clinic and warehouse.

Dan had been right - the men looked fatigued. Though no longer exactly human, the agents were still governed by human sleep patterns.

As for Willy and Jenny, they were running on pure adrenaline.

Willy held Jenny pressed against the bait shop door and peered down the dock toward Wink’s Folly’s berth.

She bobbed gently in the waves.

“Ready?” Willy whispered.

Jenny nodded and kissed him. “As I’ll ever be.”

They stepped out of the darkness.

Ten feet from the Folly, lights came on all around them.

Willy pulled Jenny behind him.

Church Agents flowed onto the dock from all directions.

The lead Agent stepped out of the shadows and held a radio to his lips. “We have them, Mother Superior. They’re on the dock.”

Willy turned slowly, counting.

Fifteen.

There were fifteen men surrounding them.

“What do we do?” Jenny whispered.

Willy closed his eyes. He lowered his head.

Whatever it takes.

Then he looked up, his eyes opening halfway.

He smiled. Jenny was all that mattered. If she stayed, she would die. Sooner or later, they would kill her.

He was controlled by his drives. Beyond the drive to transform others, to seduce, to bend others to his will - to the will of Morpheus? 

To protect. That was his mission. That was why he was made. 

He clenched his fists and his knuckles cracked.

“Let Jenny go and I won’t kill you,” Willy said. The smile was frozen on his face.

“What did you say?” The lead agent asked.

“I said I’m going to kill every motherfucker on this dock if you don’t step aside. Starting with you, baldy-locks.”

He stared at Willy. Then he put the radio back to his lips. “Mother Superior, the Whoremaster is threatening us. Request permission to engage?”

***

Cathy was nearly asleep. Willy and Jenny should be on the boat by now. It was hard to stay awake when she was so warm with Dan and Ramona. She smiled.

Out of the corner of her eye, she saw him.

Adam. Standing in the corner in his leather jacket.

“Willy’s in trouble,” he said.

Cathy sat up. “What?”

“Go! Go now!”

Cathy jumped out of bed.

Adam was gone.

“What’s wrong?” Dan said as he sat up.

“Come on! We have to go to the docks right now!” Cathy yelled and ran out of the bedroom.

***

The Church Agent screamed as he sailed over the deck of the fishing boat and landed in the water on the other side, his jaw shattered by Willy’s uppercut.

“Stand down! Stand fucking down!” The lead agent yelled. He was drawing his sidearm.

The Whoremaster was deceptively fast given his immense, muscled bulk.

And he was moving like a tornado through the lead agent’s men.

The Whoremaster hit another agent with an uppercut and the agent’s jaw shattered. The blow sent the man flying into the air before he crashed onto the dock ten yards away.

The girl was throwing fists and kicking as well - bones snapped with each blow.

The lead agent leveled his pistol. Should he fire? The experiment was important. If he killed the Whoremaster would Hecate be furious?

The Whoremaster saw him aiming the gun. He grabbed an agent, used him as a shield, and then threw him backward toward the lead agent.

The gun tumbled from his grasp as he went down under the weight of the flying agent.

“Get on the boat!” The Whoremaster yelled.

“What about you?” The girl said as she kicked an agent in the shin, breaking his leg.

“Never mind me, get on the boat!”

***

Cathy ran toward the docks. Behind her, Dan and Ramona struggled to keep pace with her.

They were now also being chased by the Church Agents who had accompanied them to the house.

They called for Cathy to stop but she ignored them.

She could see a crowd on the docks and even more agents were running toward it from town.

They’ll kill Willy and Jenny! Cathy thought. There were too many - even if Cathy and Dan helped? The Church Agents would overwhelm them with sheer numbers.

Cathy stopped in the middle of the street and turned to Dan. “Hold them off me?”

Dan slid to a stop. “What?!”

“The agents. Hold them off me for a few minutes,” Cathy said.

Then her eyes rolled back in her head, and she stood motionless in the middle of the street.

***

Maria Marapova almost fell to her knees when she found herself plunged into the ‘White Room’ in her mind.

One moment, she had been standing in Baal’s office and the next she was in the immense, stark white room.

Cathy Greene was standing in front of her.

Maria composed herself. “What’s wrong? Why did you…?”

“They’re going to kill Willy and Jenny. You have to stop them,” Cathy said.

Maria stared at her. “Who are Willy and Jenny? Who’s trying to kill them?”

“Willy is a Whoremaster and Jenny is bound to him. They’re trying to escape on a boat. The Church Agents have them surrounded and they’re going to kill them! I need your help.”

“No.”

Cathy frowned. “What?!”

“Why would I help you save two people I don’t know? They’re trying to escape - they deserve what they get…”

“How can you be like this?! How? Jesus Christ, bitch! If I’m supposed to be like you, how can you be such a cold, disgusting monster? They’re our caste! Your goddamned caste!”

“Caste? What are you babbling about?”

“He divided us into castes. Religious, Professional, Worker, and, our caste: Whore Caste. Whore Caste are designed to love each other unconditionally. Can’t you feel it? Feel the connection to me, to them? They are your family! On top of that? They’re our responsibility - Whoremasters and White Witches, we protect them! Goddamn it, why can’t you see what I’m saying?”

Maria tilted her head. 

“You’re different from me, aren’t you?” Cathy sobbed. “Oh, God, you’re not with us. We’re alone…”

Maria looked away. Her brow knitted as she struggled to think… to remember…

A woman’s voice in her head, sweet and from so long ago: “I love you. I need you to remember.” Beautiful eyes and long blonde hair and she felt as if she could reach out and touch her…

She’s inside me, Maria thought.

She stumbled. Emotions: love, fear, longing. Tragedy, so many years ago, but it was going to be okay because they were a coven…

“My caste? Whore Caste?” Maria whispered.

“What?” Cathy asked. “Yes! Yes, we’re your caste and if you don’t help us? Two of your caste are going to die, Maria.”

“Go to them. I’m coming.”

***

“No, attempt to subdue the Whoremaster but do not kill him,” Hecate said into the radio. “Kill the whore if you must, we have plenty of them.”

A strong hand closed over her own.

Maria Marapova spun her around. “You will not kill any of my people!”

“Your people? What are you talking about? Unhand me!” Hecate shoved herself away.

Church Agents were running toward them.

They stopped dead in their tracks when Maria smiled at them.

“Mother Superior?” One of the agents asked, unsure of what to do.

Maria turned back to Hecate. “Tell your men at the docks to stand down. Now! I will not tolerate your harming a single one of my Whore Caste.”

“How do you know about the situation at the docks?”

Maria ignored her. Instead, she looked out at the room full of Latigo Key’s Whore Caste. “Willy and Jenny are at the docks and the agents are going to kill them,” she said out loud.

People began to murmur.

A Whoremaster and whore near the back door abruptly turned and opened it. They ran out into the night.

“Stop! Do not leave the clinic!” One of the Church Agents called out.

Maria turned toward the crowd. “Well? What the fuck are you all waiting for? I just told you two of us are about to die. Are you going to let that happen?”

Hecate looked at Maria in horror. “What are you doing?”

Maria laughed. “Remembering what I’m meant to be.”

***

I started out strong, Willy thought. But it all took a turn.

He was on his knees. Four men stood behind him, pressing down on his shoulders.

Eight men held his arms, pulling them back till he thought his shoulders would dislocate.

And the lead agent pistol-whipped him in the face for the fifth time.

Through it all, Willy was smiling.

“Goddamn it, why won’t he go down?” The lead agent spat and swung the pistol again, the handgrip striking Willy on the bridge of the nose.

Jenny was on the deck of the Folly, screaming. She was holding five men back swinging a gaffing hook like a pike.

Willy saw stars.

But he kept smiling.

That’s when he saw the angel. That’s how he knew he was dying.

An angel was coming down out of the sky, her long dark hair flying behind her.

She landed behind the lead agent.

The angel grabbed the agent’s arm and twisted.

Bones snapped and he dropped the gun.

Willy laughed. He knew the angel’s face.

The angel looked exactly like Cathy Greene.

He shook his head and the blood in his eyes cleared.

His mind cleared.

Cathy Greene was no angel but she was heaven-sent.

“Miss Greene?” Willy whispered.

“Let him go or we’ll kill all of you!” Cathy Greene screamed.

To Willy, it felt like the ground shook when she cried out.

The glass in the bait shop windows cracked and shattered.

The hands on Willy loosened their grip for an instant and Willy rose, trying to shrug them off.

Then Dan Greene slammed into the men holding Willy’s left arm and sent them flying.

Behind him, a tiny woman with black hair leapt onto an agent’s back and began biting the side of his neck. He howled in pain and danced around trying to throw her off.

Between the three of them, they pried the men off Willy.

Willy collapsed onto the dock.

“Puto! Asshole!” The girl riding the agent’s back knocked the man face down on the dock and began pounding his face against it.

“Ramona, help Cathy!” Dan said.

Dan ran over to the Folly and began tossing the agents after Jenny into the water.

Cathy and Ramona stood in front of Willy.

More agents were coming.

Lots more.

They were rushing toward them.

Willy tried to stand but his head couldn’t quite determine which direction ‘up’ was in.

“Stay down, honey,” Cathy said. “You’ve done enough.”

Willy crawled toward the Folly. “Jenny, go to the wheel and start the engines.”

“Get on board!” She yelled.

He shook his head. “I’ll untie you.” He knelt by the bowline and began untying it. “Dan? Can you get the stern line?”

Dan nodded.

“What are you doing, Willy?”

“You have to go, Jenny. Now. Before they send a boat.”

“Get on this boat, Willy!”

He smiled. “I can’t. I won’t make it to shore.” He gasped and blood came up in his mouth.

Dan caught him before he could fall.

“Then I’m not going!”

“Yes, you are,” Willy said.

“He’s right, Jenny,” Dan said. “I’ll make Balenger help him. He won’t stand a chance on the boat. And, if you stay? They’ll kill you. Go.”

Jenny began to sob. “Willy, please…”

“I love you, Jenny Wanker. You’re right. Stupid fucking name.”

She shook her head. “No. It’s beautiful.”

“Go. I’ll find you,” Willy said. 

He leaned on Dan as they made their way back to Cathy and Ramona.

Dan looked at Ramona. “Want to go with her?”

She put her little fists on her hips. “Are you loco? Till death do us part, Dan.”

Dan smiled back at the Folly. “That’s Ramona. Don’t wait for her.”

Willy smiled. “Just go. Please, go, Jenny.”

Jenny started the engines.

***

Cathy, Ramona, Dan, and Willy stood blocking the path to the Folly.

The crowd of Church Agents filled the island side of the dock.

“Ever been in a situation this bad?” Cathy asked.

Dan nodded. “Once or twice. Usually had a gun in my hand, artillery support, air support… feel kind of naked.” He grinned. “Literally and figuratively.”

Cathy laughed.

The lead agent was crawling away from the four of them, dragging his broken right arm. “Kill them! Draw your weapons and fire! Do not let that boat leave.”

“Well, shit,” Dan said.

The agents drew their guns.

“Go, Jenny!” Willy yelled.

The Folly pulled away from the dock.

“Shoot! Shoot them!” The lead agent yelled.

The agents in the back began yelling and screaming.

Then they began flying into the air.

“Son of a bitch,” Dan whispered.

A line of Whoremasters parted the crowd, knocking them over like bowling pins as they charged down the dock.

Behind them were the other transformed.

The Whore Caste made a ring around the four of them.

Maria Marapova walked imperiously down the dock in her white latex outfit - Cathy smirked: the woman knew how to make an entrance.

“Put your guns away. I will kill the first man who fires a shot,” Maria Marapova said as she walked past the agents.

They averted their eyes as she passed, staring down at the ground.

“Do not give my agents orders!” Hecate yelled as she followed behind Maria with a scowl on her face. “Is that a boat? Who’s on that boat?”

The Folly was underway and disappearing into the night.

Maria stopped and turned, standing between the Whore Caste and the agents.

“Tell your men to stand down, Hecate. Or… I will stand them down,” Maria said with a smile.

Hecate stalked down the dock and stopped a few feet from Maria. “Do you think you’re bulletproof?”

Maria shrugged. “Honestly? Not sure. Perhaps. If I am bulletproof? Shooting at me is going to make me very angry.”

Hecate started to speak.

“If you say the word ‘pain’, darling? I’ll tear out your pretty throat. And then what will poor Cathy do?”

Cathy frowned and looked at Dan. “It’s… not that bad. Not really.”

“Uh, huh?” Dan said.

“Polyamory is our norm, Dan,” Cathy whispered.

“Poly-what?”

Cathy laughed. “Loving more than one person, communally.”

“I like that idea,” Ramona said. Then she smiled as Consuela and Deborah came rushing toward them. “Holy fuck… I love the one with dark hair…”

Cathy laughed and hugged her. “The rest of our coven, dear.”

“Excuse me… not to complain?” Willy groaned. “I’m bleeding…”

“Oh, honey, I’m sorry,” Cathy whispered. “We need Baal over here right now!”

Maria turned toward Cathy. “I’m sorry, darling, I know this is your first standoff but we’re still in the negotiation phase…”

“Fuck that!” Cathy yelled. “We surrender! I need Baal over here now!”

Hecate glowered toward her. “He’s busy tending to my agents!”

“Willy takes priority. He’s worth a thousand of your fucking agents,” Cathy said.

“The unbelievable hubris…!” Hecate yelled.

Maria smiled at Cathy. “Yes, magnificent, isn’t she?”

***

“His internal injuries are healing faster than I can treat them. If not for the multiple skull fractures and the ruptured liver, he would have survived on his own,” Baal said as he took a step back from Willy’s gurney. “This Insta-Heal compound is working quite well.”

Cathy looked down at Willy’s abdominal incision and watched it fade into perfect flesh.

Baal turned and looked at another gurney ten feet away.

The lead agent’s crooked, broken arm was in a traction device made of steel girders and bolts drilled into his bones. Constance turned a screw and the man screamed.

Baal smiled. “You, sir, are a barbarian. You deserve all the pain Constance can inflict! The idea of using a gun as a hammer on a man’s skull? Medieval!”

The agent closed his eyes and turned his head away.

Cathy smiled at Baal. How she had hated him a few hours before.

But this man was just as much a victim as she. Even Religious Caste were not entirely to blame for their wickedness.

Morpheus was trying to fix the world. Cathy had no doubt it was broken, and she was beginning to believe it was broken in ways she couldn’t yet comprehend.

Was that what gods did? Instead of stepping in and fixing things directly, did they mobilize their creations to do the dirty work? Was Morpheus playing a game of chess and all of them, all of the transformed, were pieces on the board? Maybe.

But who was he playing against? Who was his adversary? Was Adam his adversary? No… no, Cathy believed in her heart that both Adam and Morpheus were both trying to save the world.

Just in different ways.

She reached out and stroked Baal’s pale cheek.

He jumped and then stared at her.

She smiled. “I think I understand now.”

He gave her a weak smile. “It’s bigger than all of us,” he whispered.

Then he walked over to Constance, took her hand, and together they walked into his office.

Cathy saw Hecate staring at her.

Lust. Oh, God, the lust she felt looking at the tall, latex-clad nun. Her lean body had curves in all the right places. Her lips were so full and plump.

Her eyes, those fucking demonic eyes that most people couldn’t look at for more than an instant? Oh, Cathy could lose herself in those black voids.

Hecate held her chin high. She was so used to looking down at others. She couldn’t let her guard down even for an instant.

And Cathy wanted to cry because behind those eyes was an emotionally stunted and terrified woman who only wanted to be loved.

Hecate wore the scowl on her face as an outer shell of armor, the first of so many layers, so many horrible, evil, beautiful layers.

Cathy smiled with the left side of her mouth. She met the Mother Superior’s icy gaze and battled it back with a look of love.

She saw Hecate’s frown break for an instant.

Cathy smiled broader.

Hecate looked terrified.

Cathy walked toward her, hips swaying gently.

“What… do you want?” Hecate whispered.

Cathy put her arms around Hecate’s neck. “Don’t be afraid of me.”

“Don’t be absurd! I fear no one.”

Cathy shook her head. “You fear everyone and everything. Maria. Dan. This Sister you report to. Morpheus. Failure. Success. And now? Me.”

Hecate smirked. “A few hours of torture and I might change your opinion of me.”

“No,” Cathy said. “That would only confirm it.” She ran her index finger down Hecate’s left cheek, felt her shiver. “I love you, Hecate. I will never hurt you - oh, I will test you. There will be times when you will hate me, want to kill me… Yes, even times when you will torture me. But I will never hurt you. In all the world, out of everything you fear? I am the one person who will never harm you and will remain by your side.”

Cathy kissed her, pushed past the armor and the walls, tore down the barricades if for nothing more than an instant. She touched the woman inside the cold shell the Church created and made her understand she was not alone.

Hecate stared at her when the kiss ended. “Why? Why me? After all I’ve done… all I will do?”

“Because I believe there is good inside you. Something beautiful. I’m going to save you, Hecate. I promise you that. I am going to save you.”

Cathy could almost see the layers of ice reform over the nun’s beautiful face. 

“What if you’re wrong?” Hecate whispered.

Cathy smiled. You’re always right, those had been Adam’s words to her. She was right. She was right about Hecate.

She had the word of a god.

“I’m not wrong.” She took Hecate’s hand and stood beside her. She looked out at the covens. “You want to command them? Hold my hand and give your commands, Hecate.”

Hecate hesitated for a moment and then spoke to the people of Latigo Key: “Rest. In the morning, we will board our ship to return us to Cuba. Life will be difficult there. We live in the jungle as guerillas. But soon? Very soon… we will cut the throats of the human swine who have enslaved that land. Upon that blood-soaked island we will create a utopia the likes of which the world has never imagined. All this in the name of the one true god: Morpheus.”

There were no cries of anguish, no murmurs of discontent. The covens of Latigo Key snuggled together on the floor in one another’s arms.

Dan stood near the back of the room with Consuela, Ramona, and Deborah. Wink and Margaret stood with them along with their pair of nurses who were getting undressed.

The frown on Dan’s face said it all.

“He hates me,” Hecate whispered as she smiled toward him.

“No more than you hate him,” Cathy said. “He’ll get used to sharing me with you… and vice versa.”

Hecate giggled darkly. “You underestimate the depths of my hate.”

Cathy laughed out loud. “The depths of my hate? Seriously? Do you practice those lines, Darth Hecate? Do you realize how ridiculous you sound when you say shit like that?”

“How dare you!”

They stepped out into the gentle breeze blowing in from the sea and the door closed behind them. 

Cathy put her finger against Hecate’s full lips. “That cost you an orgasm.”

“What?”

“Every time you say something that makes you sound like a comic book villain? I’m going to make you cum one less time per sex session. I mean it, Hecate. You’re not scaring me. It’s a turn-off.”

“Uh…”

Cathy smiled. “Nothing to say, huh? Don’t know what you can say that won’t make me reduce the big ‘O’ count?”

“I can play that game too! Maybe I’ll cut back on your… orgasm count.”

“Oh, please. You won’t be able to make me cum until I teach you how. You’re going to be terrible in bed.” She took a step back and looked Hecate up and down. “But I can work with this. You’re hot.”

“You underestimate…”

“Shh! Whatever Dr. Evil shit is about to tumble out of your mouth? It will cost you.”

Hecate glared at her.

Cathy smiled. “Better. Now take me somewhere we can be alone.”

***

“Why would she go with that demon?” Ramona asked as she stroked Dan’s cock with both hands.

Consuela knelt beside her and sucked the head of his cock while Ramona pumped.

Dan was lying on his back and stroking Deborah’s hair as she curled in his arms.

“She went with Hecate because she’s looking out for us,” Deborah said. “Keep your friends close and your enemies closer. Right, Dan?”

Dan shook his head. “She went with Hecate because she’s in love with her.”

Consuela stopped sucking. She looked at Dan. “That monster? She’s in love with that… thing?”

Dan leaned up and stroked Consuela’s cheek. “Do you love Cathy?”

Consuela looked hurt. “How can you ask that? I love her. I would die for her - for all of you!”

Dan smiled. “I know. We all feel the same way. We have to trust Cathy. Because she would die for us.” He shrugged. “And, crazy as it sounds to us? Cathy would die for Hecate as well. She loves her the same as she loves us. We might not understand it, but we have to accept it.”

Ramona nodded. “And we have to make absolutely fucking sure that Cathy doesn’t die for Hecate.” She reached over and pushed Consuela back down onto Dan’s cock as she resumed stroking.

“Si, mis amores,” Dan whispered.

***

The covens huddled together, mixed with one another, shared each other in the darkened warehouse. Moans and whispers, shadows rising and falling, the gentle sound of skin sliding into or striking against skin.

This was not the frenzied atmosphere of some anonymous orgy. This was a room full of lovers giving each other pleasure, receiving pleasure.

It was love.

Only two members of Whore Caste were abstaining.

Maria Marapova leaned against the open door to the warehouse and watched the sea of flesh rise and fall as one. Would she ever truly feel like a part of this Whore Caste? Cathy had kindled a flame within her. These were her people and she would defend them to her dying breath.

At the same time, she knew she would use them. She would use them to do both good and evil. Was that why Morpheus picked her? Because he knew a woman who had lived through starvation under Communism and had slaughtered hordes of Fascists would do what was necessary to save the world from both?

She looked away.

The die was cast. Dark days were ahead.

On the other side of the warehouse, the other brooding member of Whore Caste stared out the window at the starry sky. Willy prayed to God, to Morpheus, to whomever was listening to watch over Jenny.

He swore in the darkness he would either find her or avenge her.

On that, the darkness and the gods had his word.

***

Cathy stood naked in Emmet and Roslyn Simms’s master bedroom.

It was no longer their house.

She didn’t know where they were and Cathy didn’t really care.

She lay down on the white silk sheets and smiled at Hecate.

The nun was still fully clothed in her latex jumpsuit and nun’s coif.

Cathy held out her hand. “Take it off and come to me.”

For the first time since meeting her, Hecate looked shy.

“Hecate…”

“We do not love. We cannot love. It is against the order,” Hecate said. “We can lust. We can have sex… brutal or gentle. Just, not love.”

Cathy nodded. “Sister isn’t in this room. She sounds like a real cock… well, pussy block.”

Hecate looked ill. “Don’t blaspheme, Cathy. Please?”

“Darling, listen to me. Outside? I’m going to be the trophy wife on your arm. I’m going to be the reason the rest of Religious Caste hates your fucking guts. I have a feeling hate equals respect in your little tribe, correct?”

“I… suppose.”

“I’m going to make you proud. I’m going to be your lover, your right hand. I’m doing that because I love you. Understand? I fucking love you. It isn’t a dirty word, it isn’t blasphemy. I love you.”

“Okay, Cathy,” she whispered and smiled.

Cathy nodded. “Now, inside a bedroom? No Church. No Sister. Not even Morpheus, understand?”

She shrugged.

“In a bed, I’m in charge.”

“You’re pushing it,” Hecate growled.

“Take off those fucking clothes, Hecate. Now.”

“Don’t test me, Cathy. I can kill you with a word.” 

“Jesus, it’s like making love to a hungry lioness… Yes, Hecate, you can kill me with a word. Or I can kill you in your sleep.”

Hecate’s black eyes grew large. “How dare…”

“It’s true. But we’re not going to do that. You’re going to lose the best thing in your life if you kill me. Now, trust me, take off your clothes, and let me love the fuck out of you.” Cathy smiled and spread her legs, touching her glistening, hairless sex. “Come on. Let me show you how lucky you are.”

Hecate licked her lips. She pulled a hidden zipper at the throat of her latex jumpsuit. Her body emerged from the rubber sheath like a butterfly shedding a cocoon.

Cathy gasped.

She was flawless. Her long body was muscled and lean, her hips and breasts full and perfect.

“You’re… staring.”

Cathy smiled. “You’re a goddess.”

“I’m not. My body, they… it’s not like me. Not like I was.”

Cathy stood up and pulled her close. “I don’t care how we started out. I don’t care how we ended up. I would have held you just as close then as I will now.”

Hecate stared at her lips.

Cathy reached back and found the tiny zipper under the hood of the latex coif. She opened it and the shell fell away.

Cathy laughed. “Blonde. Oh, you’re a beautiful blonde,” she whispered as she ran her fingers through the short golden hair.

Hecate’s lips trembled.

“Say it,” Cathy whispered. “We’re alone. Just you and me.”

“I love you,” Hecate whispered so low Cathy could barely hear it.

Cathy nodded. “And I love you.” She kissed her gently, tasting the woman’s sweet breath, exploring her mouth with her tongue.

Hecate moaned and let Cathy pull her back onto the bed.

Cathy leaned on an elbow above her. She ran her finger along Hecate’s supple neck and down to her breasts, her nipples. She traced a circle around the woman’s navel.

Then she brushed the engorged clit.

Hecate put her lips against Cathy’s shoulder and cried out.

Cathy gently touched her pussy, felt it spasming under her touch. She smiled and kissed Hecate’s ear. “When you cum the very first time I touch your pearl? You, my love, are very undersexed.”

Hecate whimpered and laughed. “Lonely at the top. Well, that was embarrassing.”

Cathy laughed. “Premature orgasm is only a bad thing for a man. Highly desirable in a female lover.”

Cathy pushed the middle and ring fingers of her right hand inside Hecate’s wet lips.

The Mother Superior looked panicked. “I… have toys. They’re in the nightstand…”

“Don’t you like skin?”

Hecate blushed. “It’s just…”

Cathy’s fingers entered her easily.

Too easily.

Hecate was extremely loose.

Hecate reached up and touched her face. “We… the nuns. They make us to be Morpheus’s lovers. He’s… well… much larger than a Whoremaster.”

Cathy kissed her hand. “Hmm… I see. I think we can manage.”

She kissed her way down Hecate’s neck to her breasts. She suckled Hecate’s right nipple and swallowed a mouthful of Ambrosia. The taste was… foreign. Not in a bad way but Religious Caste Ambrosia was far more bitter than Whore Caste.

She kissed her way lower.

Hecate’s clit was swollen as large as the end of Cathy’s pinky. 

It was true, her pussy was a pink cavern.

Cathy made a fist with her right hand. There was no reason to narrow her hand. She pressed her fist against Hecate’s opening.

A few gentle nudges and it swallowed Cathy’s knuckles.

Hecate rose up on her elbows and looked down.

Cathy smiled up at her. “Trust me.”

Hecate nodded.

Her fist slid into Hecate’s depths and she suckled the thick clit.

Hecate moaned and thrashed on the bed as a second orgasm wracked her body.

Cathy didn’t slow down. She pressed deeper, watching the lump rise in Hecate’s lower abdomen and move upward.

“God! Fuck, oh, fuck, Cathy! I love you!” Hecate moaned.

“Shh, don’t want the Church police to hear you, do you?”

Hecate laughed and Cathy pressed deeper still.

“Aiggh! Oh! Oh!”

If Morpheus designed whores with a second clit at the end of their vaginal canal, then would he…?

Hecate screamed as Cathy pressed the spot deep inside her.

Her pussy squeezed Cathy’s arm hard.

Hecate squealed and writhed on the bed.

Cathy reached up with her free hand and held her down while she convulsed.

Then the Mother Superior went limp.

Cathy gently slid her arm out.

Then she crawled up till she could kiss Hecate. 

She smiled and licked Hecate’s girl cream off her own arm.

Hecate watched her with raw lust.

She put her head on Cathy’s chest. “I feel so empty after…”

“No,” Cathy whispered. “I’ll do it again and again. The rest of the night, if you like.”

She looked up at Cathy with an impish smile. “My turn.”

Hecate slid down Cathy’s body.

“No fist for me, thanks,” Cathy whispered.

Hecate grabbed her knees and shoved them apart. “There’s an idea. I’ll fist you till you’re so loose he won’t want to fuck you!”

Cathy raised her legs and closed her thighs tightly around Hecate’s head.

She flexed. “Play. Fucking. Nice,” Cathy hissed.

Hecate’s face was red. “F… Fine…”

Cathy released her and Hecate dove between her legs.

She began licking and kissing Cathy’s pussy.

It felt a little like someone participating in a county fair pie eating contest.

“Fuck’s sake,” Cathy whispered. “No. Stop.”

Hecate raised up. “What? Did I do something wrong?”

“Yes, everything. I was only kidding when I said I would have to train you… turns out it was prophetic.”

Hecate looked despondent.

Cathy rolled her eyes. “Spin around.”

“What?”

“Sixty-nine me.”

“What?”

“Tell me you’re joking…”

“Is that where we do it to each other?” Hecate asked.

“Yes.”

Hecate turned and sighed.

“Now,” Cathy said as Hecate’s pussy settled over her waiting lips. “Do everything I do.” She gently blew across Hecate’s sex and she shivered.

To Cathy’s astonishment, Hecate was a fast learner.

***

Jenny steered into the dark waves. The bow would crest and then fall down into the troughs beyond. Behind her, the patrol boats followed. She kept her tear-filled eyes on the compass, while stealing glances behind to make sure the boats weren’t gaining.

Not gaining, no.

But they were keeping up.

Wink had been wrong about the speed of her pursuers.

They were matching the Folly.

She had been startled several times by what she thought was the shadow of a man standing in the stern leaning against the transom.

The Folly’s lights were off, and the shadows played tricks.

No, there was no man standing on the deck behind her facing the oncoming patrol boats. He didn’t raise his arms in the air, his brown hair moving in the wind as spray dripped from his leather jacket.

He was a mirage.

He wasn’t there.

In a few minutes, she would see the lights of Miami on the western horizon. But she knew she couldn’t turn northwest, not with the patrol boats so close. They would correct their course and draw even closer, maybe close enough to fire on her.

The Folly crested a swell and Jenny heard a roar as the swell rose up and became a wave behind her.

She turned and looked. The wave she had just passed over rose up ten feet, fifty, a hundred feet. It was a wall of water traveling away from her and gaining speed.

The patrol boats disappeared behind her.

Then the stars disappeared.

She looked at the shadow man standing behind her, his body shaking from effort.

Behind her, she heard a crash and wailing screams.

The shadow man lowered his arms and slumped.

The wave was gone.

And there was no sign of the patrol boats whatsoever. 

Nothing but gentle, rolling waves.

He turned, his bearded face handsome. He smiled. “For you. Don’t worry, you’ll see him again.”

“But… why me?”

He shook his head. “Because you are important, Jenny di Wanker. You are all so very important.”

She shook her head. “I… I’m a coward, I left him.”

“No,” he said. “You’re one of the bravest people I know. If you had stayed, you would have died for nothing. If the boats had chased you to Miami? Again, you would have died for nothing. If you love him? Be thankful he saved you back on Latigo Key. Don’t waste the gift you’ve been given.”

“Who are you?”

“It doesn’t matter. You’ll meet me one day. That will be a very good day.” He put his finger to his lips. “But don’t tell. That me doesn’t need to know what this me did… until I do it.”

He disappeared and, somehow, Jenny wasn’t shocked by his final magic trick at all.

She turned the Folly northwest and didn’t look back.

***

Cathy stroked Hecate’s short blonde hair as they lay in the Simms’s king-sized bed. She had an innocence to her as she slept, her almost perpetual grimace gone, and her demonic eyes hidden behind her closed lids.

What combination of Church science and Hecate’s lack of nurture during her life could have created such a beautiful, broken person?

Cathy was in love, head over heels. It wasn’t pity. They were meant to be together, just as she and Dan were meant to be together. She was not torn between them like some horrible country song.

One day Hecate would become part of their coven. She knew it.

And, she had it on good authority she was always right.

Cathy climbed carefully out of bed and pulled on the tight, white latex dress.

“Where are you going?” Hecate asked as she opened her eyes. 

The demon eyes stared into her soul, but the grimace was nowhere to be seen - Hecate was smiling.

Cathy sat down on the bed and drew up the zipper of the left boot. For the first time, she noticed the seven-inch, stiletto heel. How could she possibly have walked in these? She must be almost seven feet tall in these heels. “I’m going back to the clinic to get ready to leave. I have a coven to prepare, after all.”

Hecate reached out and took her hand as Cathy worked on the other boot. “Stay. Stay with me. The sun isn’t even up yet. We can make love again and be back to the dock before the boats come.”

“Hecate, I live in two worlds now: yours and my coven’s…”

The grimace came back and she squeezed Cathy’s hand. “You’re going to try to run, aren’t you? All of this is a cruel trick!”

Cathy leapt on top of her and pushed Hecate’s wrists behind her head.

Then she kissed her.

Cathy rose up still holding Hecate down.

“One word,” Hecate hissed. “One word and you’re…”

“Dead, yes, blah-blah-blah. Before you kill me? Listen: I am not leaving. I am going on that boat with you. I love you, Hecate. Completely, understand? I will be with you for the rest of our lives which, according to Baal, will never end. Get it through your thick skull. I will not leave you.”

Hecate’s grimace went away. Her lip trembled. “You… you aren’t lying?”

Cathy laughed. “No, lover, I am not lying.” She leaned down and kissed Hecate’s plump lips. “If you’re that worried? Come with me.”

“No. I won’t demean myself by consorting with your disgusting coven of whores. Unlike you, I don’t require some dimwit’s cock to appease me.”

“Jesus, are you always this bitchy after several good cums?”

She frowned. “I don’t like sharing you!”

“Tough shit. If you want me? It’s a package deal.”

Hecate sighed. “Why did you help the girl escape?”

“The truth?”

“Don’t you ever fucking tell me anything but the truth.”

Cathy smiled evilly. “Oh, no, Mother Superior. I will lie to you on a regular basis. But I will never do it to hurt you. I need you to remember that.”

“Impertinent…”

“Stop using big words. Just call me a bitch and be done with it.” She leaned down and kissed Hecate’s nose. “But you want the truth on why I helped Jenny Larsen di Wanker escape? No problem. She’s an immune. I know what you do to immunes. I’ll spend the rest of my life protecting immunes from you. If you can’t live with that? Go ahead and ‘pain’ me to death.”

“I should have known. Immunes are abominations in the eyes of Morpheus and of the Church!”

“Says who?”

Hecate blinked. “What?”

“Who says they’re abominations?”

“Morpheus…”

“When? You people have a bible or something? Show me where he said it.”

“I… He speaks through Sister, and Sister says…”

Cathy tapped Hecate’s nose with her index finger. “Ah-ha! Sister said it. You don’t know if it’s Morpheus’s word or not.”

Hecate’s eyes flashed with anger. “How dare you blaspheme!”

“Oh, I dare, baby. I so very much dare.” Cathy hopped off the bed and balanced on her one stiletto heel. “Huh… fuck, I’m limber as hell.”

Hecate smiled for an instant, then it evaporated into a scowl. “Stop changing the subject!” But her eyes were firmly locked on Cathy’s thighs as she gracefully bent forward, picked up the other boot, and bent her bare leg to draw the latex boot up.

“Really? I think you like the subject of my thighs much more than my little blasphemies.”

“You’ll… push me too far, Cathy,” Hecate whispered.

“Yes, but you’ll always forgive me.”

Hecate hissed. “Until the day I don’t…”

Cathy laughed and walked toward the bedroom door. She looked over her shoulder at Hecate. “No, you’re wrapped around my little finger. You and I both know it. Don’t worry. Your secret is safe with me. Now, are you coming with me or not?”

“Not,” Hecate spat.

“Fine. I like the idea of having sex on this boat of yours. Tonight?”

Hecate blinked. “I… yes, tonight.”

“Good. Do you have perfume? I like a vanilla scent. Put some behind your ear lobes. I want to smell it on your neck.”

“Where in the hell am I supposed to find…?”

“That’s your problem. I can be very demanding, Hecate. But… I’m worth it.”

She left Hecate staring behind her.

***

Cathy found her coven beside Wink’s exactly where she had left them in the converted warehouse. Wink and Margaret were talking to the two nurses they had bound themselves with.

“It’s not fair,” the blonde nurse said.

“Calm down, Charlotte,” Wink said as he rubbed her naked shoulders.

The brunette, Cordelia, was pacing. “Why would they do this?”

“What’s going on?” Cathy asked.

Margaret shrugged. “They won’t let Charlotte and Cordelia do their jobs. The Church Agents say they can no longer be trusted since they’ve been tainted by us – especially after the incident on the dock.”

Cordelia gritted her teeth. “There are still patients to be looked after! Our break is over. We have a job to do, goddamn it!”

Charlotte’s pretty lips were trembling.

Professional Caste, the words formed in Cathy’s head. Being nurses wasn’t just their jobs, transformation had made it more akin to a drive, a calling.

“If we’re not nurses, what are we, Cordelia?” Charlotte whispered.

“Nurses,” Cathy said. “The two of you are nurses.” She stepped away from the covens.

“Cathy, what are you going to do?” Dan asked.

“I’ve got an idea.” She scanned the crowd and caught the eye of the closest Church Agent. “You! Come here.”

The man stared at her and frowned. “I don’t take orders from…”

“I am Mistress Cathy di Greene, consort of Mother Superior Hecate. I’m also a White Witch, second only to Mistress Maria Marapova di Morpheus. You really want to question my orders? I wouldn’t want to be you if you’re wrong.”

The man looked unsure.

“You! Here. Now.”

“Wow,” Ramona whispered. “She’s pretty when she’s pissed.”

Cathy put her hands behind her back. She pointed at Ramona and wagged her index finger.

Knock it off.

“Okay, okay, lighten up Wonder Woman lady,” Ramona giggled.

The agent walked up to Cathy. “Mistress?”

“These two nurses, Cordelia and Charlotte di Wanker? They need to go back to work. Inform whoever gave the order for them not to return to duty that I am canceling that order.” Cathy turned. “Nurses? Return to your duties.”

“Uh,” the agent stammered.

Cordelia and Charlotte rushed past the agent and headed for the clinic.

The agent looked at Cathy. “I need to talk to… umm…”

“Yes, yes, go talk to someone. You’re dismissed.”

“I… thank you?” He wandered away.

Cathy turned and looked toward her coven and Wink’s.

Wink scratched his head and laughed. “Son of a bitch.”

She smiled. “I can’t believe that worked.”

“So, you’re like a big deal now?” Margaret asked.

“I… I don’t know.”

“Sounds like a big deal,” Ramona said. She raised her fist in the air. “Sisterhood unite!”

Cathy shrugged. “I just thought, you know, caste system, bureaucracy, maybe…? It was worth the bluff.”

Deborah shook her head. “Not sure it was a bluff.”

Dan turned away and walked to the windows.

Cathy followed after him. “What’s wrong?”

“Nothing’s wrong…”

“Dan Greene, do not lie to me. We’ve been together too long…”

“Have we? Too long?”

Cathy sighed. She turned and leaned back against the dirty windows. “God, I have two insecure lovers to deal with.”

Dan shook his head. “I’m sorry, okay? I can get used to you liking girls. It was a fantasy of mine, I won’t lie.”

“Yes, men are pigs, go on.”

Dan laughed. “It’s just… Jesus, Cathy… that woman is Satan incarnate.”

“You know, they say Satan was once God’s favorite angel?”

“Don’t change the subject. Why her, Cathy? Look what they did to Eduardo. Not to mention they’ve taken away our freedom, changed us into… whatever we are… without our consent. I’ve heard them talking, Cathy, they’re talking about taking over the whole world! They want to do this to everyone!”

Cathy nodded. “I know. They’re trying to save the world, Dan. We’re how they’re going to do it.”

“Save the world? From what?”

Cathy shook her head. “I don’t know. I think maybe Morpheus is the only one who actually knows.”

“Does that give them the right…?”

“No. No, it doesn’t. But, Dan, what are we going to do? You see how big this is, right? They have an army of these Church Agents, psychic powers, Morpheus is basically a living god. What can Dan and Cathy Greene do against magic?”

Dan sighed. “We could go to the government.”

“Who? Who do we talk to? This is a government that sprays down subway tunnels with flu virus to see how fast they can spread a disease. This is a government that infects its own soldiers with Syphilis. That gives land to the Native Americans and then turns around and takes it back if they find out there’s oil or uranium or fucking gold on it. If we want to save the world from the Church of Morpheus? We’re on our own. You’re the soldier, tell me how best to do that?”

Dan slicked back his hair and shook his head. “Guerrilla warfare. Infiltrate. Sabotage.”

Cathy put her hands on his face. “Build an army. An army of superhumans. People who can jump higher, run faster, hit harder than any beings who ever walked the earth. It took all those men to take down Willy last night and we turned the tide by just adding three of us to the mix. You saw what happened when all of us showed up on that dock with Maria? The look on the Church Agents’ faces, Dan? They were terrified.”

“Okay, fine. We’re the partisans. Got it. Does that mean you have to be the devil woman’s girlfriend? I… told the others to trust you and have faith, Cathy, but… fuck…”

Cathy smiled. “No. I’m the devil woman’s girlfriend because… I love her. Same as I love you. Same as we’re in love with Ramona. You trust our feelings for each other and for Ramona, don’t you?”

“Of course, you know I do…”

“Then trust me on Hecate, Dan. Yes, she’s a fucking Bond villain but, Dan, inside? She’s frightened and broken. She’s a victim just like us.”

He shook his head. “That part I do not see.”

“I know I’m right. Now, I need you to trust me.”

He put his arm around her waist and pulled her close. “I do trust you, but… if she hurts you? I’ll kill her.”

“Good enough.”

***

Cathy looked at Willy from across the warehouse. He was staring out the window.

“Brooding man number two,” Cathy whispered to herself and walked to him.

She took in the hard muscles of his body and smiled. Now that she was completely transformed, she could fully appreciate the young Whoremaster for the Adonis he was.

It was going to be hard to focus on helping him mentally when all she wanted to do was help him physically.

He didn’t look at her when she stepped up beside him.

“I think she made it,” Cathy said.

“She did,” Willy said. “From the binding, I think I would know if she was… you know. You would know about that, right? Morpheus gave you knowledge?”

Cathy shook her head. “It sounds right, Willy, but… he didn’t tell me everything.”

Willy nodded. “She’s alive. I’ll never see her again but… she’s alive. That’s all that matters.”

“Don’t say that. You’ll see…”

He turned toward her and she saw the tears in his eyes. “No, I won’t. I can’t. Don’t you see? We belong to the Church. If I find her? They’ll find her. Somehow, they’ll find her. She needs to stay away from us, the transformed.”

She fought the urge to put her arm around him. “She’s immortal like us, Willy. Sooner or later, she’ll encounter other transformed.”

“Then I hope she stays away for as long as she can. I hope she lives a life. Dozens of lives.”

“Then you need to as well…”

“No. No, I’ll never bind with another as long as I live.”

Cathy laughed and shook her head. “No, Willy. You’ll see. You’ll have a coven. I saw…” She stopped. How could she tell him about her vision? The pretty blonde and brunette, running with him. The little monster woman sitting on her shoulder like a parrot, but she definitely belonged to him… 

“Saw what?” Willy said.

“I… saw a future for all of us. Something happy, Willy. Something good.”

He shook his head.

She put her hand on his shoulder. “You’re so young. It’s hard for me to remember that now after all we’ve been through. I’m old enough to know that things do get better, Willy. Things work out. The only important thing is to hold onto your soul. Do you understand? We need Willy Wankers in the world that’s coming.”

He laughed and shook his head.

“Dumb name. Good person. Good man. If Jenny was here? She’d tell you that. She’d tell you not to give up hope.”

He smiled at her. “You’re pretty good at this, Mrs. Greene.”

“Cathy. Call me Cathy. Don’t call me Mrs. Greene. Makes me feel like you might not fuck me till I can’t walk later.”

Willy blinked. “Uhh…”

“Yeah, I went there. Sorry. It’s just… fuck, you are gorgeous. Pretty sure I remember you and me really getting together… a few times… fireworks…”

Willy blushed. “You might be right.”

“Thought I might be. Cum Slut Cathy’s memories are a little hazy in here but I’m pretty sure we…”

“Yes.”

Cathy danced away. “Later. On the boat to Cuba. I promise not to make it weird.” She bit her lip. “Too late to not make it weird, right?”

He laughed. “A little, yeah.”

“Hope, Willy. That’s what Whore Caste is all about. Hope.” She turned and walked away.

***

“If you’re fucking him? I want in on it,” Deborah whispered as Cathy walked back to the coven. 

“You were watching?”

“I think voyeurism is one of my programmed kinks, sorry,” Deborah giggled.

Cathy looked back over her shoulder. “God, he smells so good.”

Deborah reached down and ran her fingers up Cathy’s left, inner thigh. “Need some help?”

“Yes. But first? I need you to spread those creamy thighs for Dan and join the coven.”

Deborah sighed and took a seat on the floor. “Soon. I promise. On the boat.”

Cathy sat cross-legged in front of her. “What is this about? You want it so bad you’re aching.”

Deborah shook her head. “I just can’t yet. That’s all. Please, don’t push me, okay?”

“Honey, I don’t mean to push you, but you need to tell me what’s wrong. We’re a family and you are part of it. We need to make it official.”

“I want that,” Deborah said. “Just… I need time.”

Cathy knew she could reach into Deborah’s mind and change it - her friend hadn’t received finishing Ambrosia. Cathy could make her beg for the binding. And, she knew, in the end, Deborah would be happy.

How easy it would be to look inside Deborah’s mind and see what the problem was…

Cathy felt herself falling into Deborah’s mind. Looking at her face was akin to staring into the clouds of an approaching storm.

Cathy stopped and pulled back. Deborah’s thoughts were her own and would remain so. 

This was the slippery slope, the absolute power that corrupted absolutely. This was the drug that would quickly make Cathy an addict if she allowed it: the knowledge she could make ‘changes’ to the non-transformed.

Deborah was her best friend, and Cathy had no doubt she would rationalize her mind control over her best friend with the ‘I know what’s best for her’ argument.

She had no illusions. She was only able to hold back because she knew and loved Deborah.

Cathy would not be able to hold back when her victim was a total stranger.

In many ways, Cathy knew she was a monster no different from a vampire or a witch with a broom and a black cat.

The question was: could she use her power to do more good than evil?

She smiled and touched Deborah’s face. “Take all the time you need. We’re here for you. I love you.”

***

Port of Miami 

Diana Foster had no clue what an effect she had on the men and several of the women crowding the dock in Miami. Blonde, long, and tall with breasts a little bigger than DDD, she had the face of a doll. She wore a Florida State t-shirt too tight for her upper curves and matching short-shorts too tight for her lower curves.

Her luggage was a single green duffel bag slung over her right shoulder.

It weighed 89 pounds.

To Diana, it felt light.

She was as oblivious to her superior strength as she was to the bombshell proportions of her body. In her mind, she was a skinny college freshman.

The fact everybody on campus hit on her was a complete mystery to Diana. Not that she was complaining - she’d had fourteen different lovers, ten women and four men, in the last week. 

The four men left her completely unsatisfied. On the preference gauge, her needle definitely swung toward women. However, some of the guys had just been so nice, and desperate, she’d decided to try them out.

Most of the women she was with were very turned on by the fact she spontaneously started lactating a few weeks ago - Diana had learned there was a lesbian subculture that loved nursing.

Regardless, Diana was becoming concerned about her newfound ‘skill’. The leaking was sometimes embarrassing. For some reason, though, she kept chickening out rather than seeing a student health doctor.

No, she would make an appointment with Dr. Balenger as soon as she got back to Latigo Key.

If she got back to Latigo Key. She walked up to the ferry ticket booth. “Is the ferry going to Latigo today?”

The ticket agent blinked behind his round glasses and stared into Diana’s cleavage like he was studying the Holy Grail. “Beg pardon?”

Diana grimaced. “The eyes are up here, gramps. Those are my nips.”

He looked up and smiled.

“Ferry to Latigo. Running or not?”

“No, afraid not. Captain says they’re still waiting on a part from Jacksonville.”

“Great.” She rubbed her big, curly blonde hair-do back from her face. “Any other way to get out there today?”

“No, sorry. You might rent a boat?”

“Thanks,” Diana said and turned away.

She could feel his eyes on her ass.

Had no one in Miami ever seen a coed before?

Second day on campus at Florida State, somebody from the athletic department walked up to her and begged her to try out for the cheerleading team. Then they had talked her up about some Dallas Cowboys cheerleading scout who would definitely want to talk to her.

She had laughed it off.

Her? A cheerleader? These people were all nuts.

Diana found a phone booth and lifted the receiver. She got out her AT&T card and used it to dial her mother’s phone.

It rang seven times and then the answering machine picked up.

“You’ve reached Deborah…” Her mom’s voice said.

“And Diana!” Her own voice from years before said.

“We’re not home right now. Probably on the beach looking at guys…”

“You were looking at the guys and I was looking at the girls,” Diana whispered in the phone booth.

“Leave a message after the beep. BEEP…”

“Mom, hey, it’s me. I’m stuck at the port. Damned ferry is broken down. Do you think Wink and Willy could come get me on the Folly? I’ll call back in an hour or so. Love you!”

She hung up.

Two men were standing outside the phone booth. They were bald with identical black suits and dark glasses.

“Excuse me,” Diana said as she tried to squeeze past them.

“Diana Foster?” The goon on the left said.

“Who’s asking?”

He pulled a badge looking thing out of his jacket pocket. “US Government. Could you come with us, please?”

“Why?”

“It’s about your mother, Deborah Foster,” the other man said. “There’s been an incident on the island. We’re here to take you to her.”

“What’s happened?”

“We’ll explain on the way,” the man said as he led her away from the crowd. “We have a boat a couple of blocks down from here.”

“I need you to tell me right now: what happened to my mom?”

“There’s been an explosion on the island. She’s going to be okay - we’re going to take you to her.”

Diana stared numbly at the two men as they led her into the parking lot toward a plain, black van.

She paused ten feet from the side door as one of the men slid it open. “Can I see those badges again? What agency are you with?”

Then the agent behind her made a mistake: he took hold of her right arm.

Diana pulled her arm away.

Then she swung the back of her fist toward him.

The man’s nose exploded in a spray of crimson, and he crumpled as five of his teeth tumbled onto the asphalt. 

Diana didn’t look back. She ran forward and drove her knee into the other man’s midsection.

He flew backward into the dark interior of the van.

“Who the fuck are you guys?!” Diana growled. She turned and walked back to the first agent who was still on his knees.

He looked up. “N… No… please.”

Diana backhanded him again and he toppled onto his back.

She heard a voice behind her: the man she had knocked into the van was doubled over.

He held a two-way radio to his lips. “Assistance… need assistance. Subject is hostile. Repeat…”

Diana grabbed his ankle and yanked him out of the van.

He yelped as his head bounced first off the van’s frame and then off the asphalt beneath.

“I said, ‘Who the fuck are you!?’” Diana felt a sharp sting in her left hip. Her entire left leg went numb and she fell.

She looked at her useless left leg.

There was a dart sticking in her hip. She pulled it out revealing a long needle that had embedded into her skin to the bone.

Diana raised herself on her right leg and dragged herself away from the van.

Another dart hit her in the right shoulder and she went down again.

She heard people running toward her. “Help… help me,” Diana moaned. Her vision was blurry and the only parts of her body she still seemed to be in control of were her left arm and her right leg.

“Hit her again,” a voice said.

“Christ, this is animal tranquilizer and I just injected her with enough to take down two bull elephants. The Mother Superior wants her alive.”

She tried to turn her head and look at the source of the voices.

“Fucking shoot that bitch,” the man with the ruined nose and teeth spat. “Goddamn it, they weren’t supposed to be this tough! Nobody said…” He went into a fit of coughing.

“Shut up,” one of the men said. “She’s down. Get her in the van before we attract attention.”

Diana’s eyes closed.

***

Latigo Key

They stood naked on the dock, divided into their covens, and watched the boats on the eastern horizon grow closer.

Deborah’s eyes scanned left and right. “No ferry. It’s way past time for the ferry, right?”

Cathy held her hand. “They’re holding the ferry in Miami.”

“So, it’s not coming, right?”

Cathy smiled. “No.”

“Did Hecate tell you anything more about where we’re going?” Dan asked.

“No,” Cathy said. “Just that we’ll be in the jungle in Cuba. They’re fighting Castro. They plan on deposing the Communists and taking over the country.”

“That’s nuts,” Wink said. “No way the Church is that big.”

“Not big,” Cathy said. “At least not yet. But they’re powerful and technologically way ahead of the rest of the world - we’re living proof of that.”

Dan nodded. “It’s usually the technologically superior force that wins in any conflict.”

Wink nodded toward the water. “Boat coming in.”

“That’s not one of the patrol boats,” Dan said.

Cathy watched as a cabin cruiser motored up to a berth. The Church Agents tied it off.

Then two agents stepped off supporting a blonde woman between them.

“No,” Deborah whispered. “Oh, Christ, please no.”

Diana stumbled along the dock supported by the agents.

Cathy looked at Deborah.

This. This was what she had been terrified would happen - they had Deborah’s daughter.

Deborah turned to Cathy. “You have to take her. You and Dan. She has to be part of your coven.”

“What?” Cathy stared at her. “But…”

“I can’t be part of your coven. Not yours, not Wink and Margaret’s. You take care of Diana.”

Cathy shook her head. “Deborah, we can work this out.”

Deborah looked ill. “I can’t be… in a coven with Diana. I just… I can’t. You have to understand that… She could never feel comfortable, and neither could I. Please, Cathy, take her. Do it for me?”

Deborah turned around and walked away into the crowd.

“Jesus,” Dan said. “I never thought about that.”

Cathy sighed. “She thought maybe they would forget about Diana. But those fuckers never forget a damned thing.” She turned and looked toward the end of the dock.

Hecate was staring toward her.

“Willy could take her,” Dan said.

“He’s too upset,” Cathy said. “He’s not ready.” She looked around and saw the other Whoremasters eyeing Diana.

It wasn’t predatory. It was just natural. She needed to be in a coven and she was an extremely beautiful… whore.

“She’s ours,” Cathy announced.

The Whoremasters immediately turned and looked at Cathy.

“Anyone have a problem with that?” Cathy asked.

The Whoremasters all smiled and nodded. They turned back to their covens.

“Yeah, I have a problem with it,” Dan mumbled.

“Sorry. White Witches and Whoremasters have equal footing in a coven. I say yes, you say no…”

“And the answer is ‘yes’? That’s equal footing?”

Margaret blinked. “It’s a logical OR gate. You say ‘no’, Cathy says ‘yes’, the result is ORed together: the answer is, therefore, ‘yes’.”

They all looked at Margaret.

“Uh… huh?” Wink asked.

Margaret looked at them. “It’s simple logic. All of computer science is based on simple concepts like logic gates.” Then she smiled. “I hope there are big beds on the ship. I’m horny as fuck.”

“Margaret, you failed sixth grade math same as me,” Wink said.

“I know.”

“How the heck do you know about ‘logical gates’ and shit?”

She shrugged. “I read it once. Didn’t make sense before but now…”

Cathy shook her head. “Regardless, if I say she’s in? You have to comply, Dan.” She smiled and stroked his cock till it was stiff. “Besides, look at her.”

Dan sighed. “Yeah… I get your point.”

“If this is what Deborah wants? We’re doing it.” Cathy looked toward the agents holding Diana. “Bring her here.”

The agents stared at her.

“Your Mistress gave you an order. Obey it,” a woman’s voice said.

Cathy turned and looked.

Maria was standing a few feet behind them. “Church Agents aren’t overly intelligent. Feel free to hurt a few to get your point across and establish dominance.”

Cathy rolled her eyes. “Let’s try diplomacy first?”

“Slow, not nearly as effective…”

“Yes, but nobody gets hurt.”

Maria laughed. “Oh, you sweet child. Pain comes for us all.”

“Jesus, am I the only super bitch on this island who isn’t a Bond villain or a prophetess of doom?” Cathy grumbled.

Maria smiled. “Prophetess of Doom? How very Russian. I like that. I might add it to my name.” She strode past them toward the end of the dock.

“That woman really scares me,” Dan whispered.

“I think she has that effect on everyone,” Cathy said. She nodded toward the agents. “Bring her to me now before I forget I’m the nice one.”

They led Diana to Cathy.

Diana lifted her head and blinked. “Mrs. Greene?” She whispered.

Cathy touched her face. “Hi, honey.” She looked at the agents. “What did you do to her?”

“Animal tranquilizer. She almost beat two of our men to death.”

“Almost? Step aside. We’ll take her from here,” Cathy said.

The agents looked at each other. “We’ll need to speak to Hecate.”

“Diana is Whore Caste. Therefore, she’s under the supervision of Maria Marapova, myself, and the Whoremasters. Now, step aside before these Whoremasters with me break you both in half.”

Dan and Wink smiled at them menacingly.

“Fine,” one of the agents said. “She’s all yours.” They stepped away and Cathy caught Diana before she fell to the concrete.

“Why is everybody naked, Mrs. Greene?” Diana moaned. “Why are you wearing rubber?”

“The world’s changed, honey. Everything’s upside down. But it’s going to be okay. Deborah told us to take care of you.”

“Mom? Where’s Mom?” Diana tried to pull away.

“Doing the right thing,” Cathy said. “Now it’s my turn.” She looked into Diana’s mind. 

Just as beautiful on the inside as she was on the outside.

“You like girls, huh?” Cathy laughed. “Me too now.”

Diana looked into Cathy’s eyes. “You’re in my head…”

Cathy nodded. “Are you scared?”

“Not now, no - are you doing that?”

Cathy shook her head. “I’m just showing you that you’re not alone, nothing more. I have things to explain to you. It’s a little like drinking from a fire hose. Are you ready?”

She nodded. “No.”

Cathy laughed. “Stupid question, huh?”

Then she poured knowledge into Diana’s mind.

Diana went rigid, her eyes wide as she stared at Cathy.

“What’s she doing to her?” Wink whispered.

“I think she’s getting her caught up on current events,” Dan said.

Diana gasped. “Oh… wow.”

“Yeah, wow,” Cathy said gently. “Are you okay?”

Diana giggled. “You know I am.”

Cathy put her arm around Diana. “Yeah, I could see you were okay in your mind but I was being polite.”

Diana looked to her left and smiled at Dan. “Hi, Dan.” Then she licked her lips.

Dan looked at Cathy. “Is this ever not going to be weird?”

“I like weird,” Diana said. “I can be really weird.”

Diana took a groggy step forward and put her arms around Dan’s neck. “I’m still gay but I want you.”

Dan put his hands around her waist. “Has she always looked like this?”

Cathy shrugged. “I’m pretty sure she’s looked like liquid sex for a few months now, yes.”

Diana turned her head and smiled at Cathy. “Are you making me want him?”

“No, I’m just making sure you understand it’s okay to want him.”

Diana reached down with one hand and stroked Dan’s cock. “That’s what I was missing with the guys at Florida State. You’re the same size as… Willy. Holy shit - Willy’s one of us too. It’s like there was a fog in my head and now it’s gone.”

Dan ran his hands up the coed’s ribs and lifted her t-shirt.

“Not so fast,” Cathy said.

“Fast?” Diana whispered. “He’s moving way too slow…”

“Don’t cum in her. I need to find Baal,” Cathy said as she walked away.

“Don’t cum in her? Are you insane? How am I supposed to not do that?” Dan called.

Diana had dropped to her knees and was beginning to tongue his huge dick.

Cathy laughed. “Just don’t, okay?”

***

Baal and Constance were supervising the loading of the equipment from the clinic and warehouse when Cathy found them.

“You want what?” Baal asked.

“You didn’t use all of it, did you?” Cathy asked.

“Well, no, but…”

“I need it for Diana Foster.”

“Oh, they brought her from the mainland? I thought they might,” Baal said. “She was to be a Street Whore…”

“Yes, well that’s short-sighted in my view.”

“I’ll need approval from Marapova or Hecate…”

“Marapova would be on board and Hecate will do pretty much anything I ask, so?”

Constance laughed.

“Stop laughing or I’ll give you a treatment,” Baal grumbled.

“In that case I won’t stop laughing,” Constance said.

Cathy smiled at her.

Constance pointed at her exposed nipples with the copper wires leading down to the battery box on her waist. “I love it. You should try sometime.”

“Maybe later,” Cathy said. “So, Baal? Do I get the stuff or not?”

He nodded at Constance.

The spreader bar attached to Constance’s ankles made her hobble as she made her way back to a small refrigerator beside Baal’s office. She took out a glass jar quarter filled with white Ambrosia.

She carried it back to Cathy.

“How much do I use?” Cathy asked.

Baal shrugged. “It seems to work at even the smallest dose. Give it all to her - I won’t be making any White Witches on the ship, I suppose.”

***

“Is this ever not going to be weird?” Dan had asked.

Cathy wasn’t sure what weird even meant anymore.

Was it weird to kneel on the concrete dock with Diana’s beautiful face between her thighs, the look of intense pleasure on her face as Dan fucked her? Dan concentrating, his face red as he thrust into her in missionary position?

Was it weird that all their friends and neighbors stood in a circle around them? Was it weird that they were touching themselves while they watched?

Was it weird that Consuela and Ramona knelt on either side of Diana, rubbing her magnificent breasts as her Ambrosia flowed from her engorged nipples?

Maybe. Maybe it was weird. But this was ritual, as meaningful as a wedding for the transformed of Whore Caste. 

She looked around the crowd.

Hecate stood a few yards away, her face troubled.

The Church Agents looked somehow terrified. They had learned to fear Whore Caste in the last twenty-four hours.

And then there was Maria Marapova, standing there with a smile bordering on evil. Cathy had touched her mind before - she was just as cunning as she was beautiful. And right now? She was calculating. Overnight, she had gone from being one of a kind to a leader of many. 

Cathy was pretty sure the tall woman in white relished being in charge of an army.

“Oh, God! I can’t take any more!” Diana cried as her body shivered and her back arched.

Dan looked at Cathy and nodded.

She put the jar of white liquid to Diana’s lips and tilted it. “Drink, Diana. Drink and be reborn.”

Diana swallowed a mouthful and then she screamed, her eyes rolling back in her head. What she dreamed of that day, Cathy never asked and Diana never told.

Then Dan groaned and filled her tight body with his cum.

Coven magic: five people became one for all eternity.

Cathy slumped forward as the first patrol boat pulled up to the dock and the people of Latigo Key began filing on.

***

Twelve Hours Later

The old man stood on Main Street, Latigo Key and leaned on his walnut wood cane.

His real name was Hiram Fish, but no one called him that.

He was the ‘old man’.

Helicopters buzzed overhead as a contingent of Marines explored every nook and cranny of the deserted island. A flotilla of Navy vessels patrolled outside.

Local law enforcement from the mainland had been shooed away from Latigo Key four hours before.

This was a national security issue now.

And the old man was national security. He had served every President since Calvin Coolidge in agencies with a host of acronyms. It became the Department of Scientific Inquiry under Truman.

Now it was part of the NRO.

Acronyms changed.

The old man did not… for now.

He looked at the team of scientists they had flown in from DC, from Atlanta, from MIT.

They were stumped.

Everyone on the island was gone.

The old man turned slowly, observing those who were observing. He was looking for someone out of sync with the others, someone not looking at the same things.

He smiled when he saw one of the Marines, a tall, lanky young man in fatigues with a 1st Lieutenant’s bars gleaming silver in the hot island sun.

Everyone else was looking at the stores, the empty vehicles, the ground.

The Marine was looking up.

The old man made his way across the street. “What do you see?”

The young man turned and looked at him. “Sorry, sir, I was looking at the telephone pole.”

“Don’t be sorry. What did you see?”

He turned and pointed. “That thing up there that looks a little like a small speaker, sir. It doesn’t belong.”

The old man smiled and nodded. “How do you know it doesn’t belong?”

“I spent some time as a lineman out west. Never saw anything like that.” He pointed further down the street. “That pole down there? It has bolt holes where the same thing was attached but they took that one down. Must’ve missed this one.”

“Who took it down?”

“Well, I suppose the people who took the islanders, sir.”

The old man smiled. “You’re assuming they were taken? Not left of their own accord?”

“No assumption, sir. There’s still clothes in the houses, purses, wallets, keys. Still food on the table in a few houses. They left with nothing. They were taken.”

The old man turned and waved to a group of the scientists and engineers.

They came running. “Yes, sir?”

“Get a ladder and take down that device all of you have completely missed.”

“Yes, sir!”

The old man turned and looked at the Marine.

He was turning slowly, still looking at the overhead wires.

“See something else?”

“Wires leading from the device. They’re going,” he turned and pointed toward the medical clinic. “That way, sir.”

“Well, let’s have a look, Lieutenant.”

The old man stumbled along on his cane and the Marine slowed his pace to match.

“If I may ask, sir? Who do you think would have taken these people?”

“You may ask. However, I can only make suppositions at this point. You understand that - that’s why you didn’t venture the proposition they were taken until you had vetted your hypothesis.”

The lieutenant smiled. “Yes, sir. Then may I ask your supposition?”

“The entire population was removed - to move that many people in a few hours requires careful planning and bountiful resources. My first inclination was that our own government did it…”

“Sir?!”

The old man laughed. “Wouldn’t be the first time. However, I’ve consulted with all the usual suspects, and they all proclaim their innocence. Which leads me to Cuba.”

The lieutenant nodded. “Only ninety miles away.”

They stepped into the darkened interior of the clinic.

The old man watched as the Marine began tracing where wires entered the building.

He opened a closet door painted the same color as the wall.

There was a tangle of cables inside, hundreds. “This is the nexus, sir.”

The old man nodded. “Whatever was done? This was the control center. I’ll get a forensics team in here. Nice work, Lieutenant…?”

“Lieutenant Taylor Menser, sir.”

“Welcome to the NRO, Lieutenant Menser.”

“The NRO? Sir, I’m a Marine…”

“You can still be a Marine. You’ll maintain your career, even go up in rank over time. However, from this point on? You’re my second-in-command.”

“Do I have a choice in this, sir?”

“No, Mr. Menser, you do not. I have spent the last sixty years of my life in the service of this nation. I’ve protected it from threats you learned about in school and other threats you couldn’t possibly imagine.”

The old man leaned against a desk and tapped his cane on the floor. “There’s a darkness coming, Lieutenant. Spend six decades in this job and you can sense these things. Something’s rising in the Caribbean, in Cuba. I think it’s the most dangerous thing anyone has ever seen. It might be the end of this country… maybe the whole human race. We’re a very thin line standing against that darkness, and I will tell you true I am not sure we can win.”

Menser shook his head. “Why me, sir?”

The old man smiled. “You looked up.”

“Sir?”

The old man sighed. “People are specialized now, Mr. Menser. Wasn’t always like that. Back in my day, people were more generalist. A scientist still knew how to change a flat tire, load a gun, fight a war if they had to. Not anymore. One trick ponies, most of them. Oh, they’re phenomenal in their area of expertise but what’s needed in this organization are people with analytical minds who can still make the hard decisions.”

The old man stood up and turned toward the door. “So follow me, Lieutenant Menser. Learn. The future of mankind depends on it.”

Menser watched the old man walk away. Then he followed.

***

The Freighter Corazon de Balboa

100 Nautical Miles North of Cuba

Rather than heading straight to Cuba, the Church ship was at anchor north of the island. Hecate told them it might be several days before they could be smuggled onto the island itself.

The people of Latigo Key crowded the hold of the Corazon de Balboa. No one was seasick though the sea was not calm - Cathy was unsure if this was simply another miraculous side-effect of being transformed, though many of the Church Agents were constantly puking over the railings and into the sea.

It might have simply been because the islanders were used to boats and heavy seas.

The orgy in the ship’s hold was continuous. It helped take their minds off the uncertain future they now all faced. 

Cathy smiled as she walked among them. It was beautiful. Sex was natural for Whore Caste, like breathing. The covens intermingled but always returned to their ‘families’.

A few days ago, Cathy Greene would have found this entire scene disturbing. The blending of Cathy Greene and Cumslut Cathy, though? To the new Cathy, this was all part of a beautiful future.

It wasn’t all orgies.

Deborah had returned, now part of another Whoremaster’s coven. She and Diana had cried as they talked.

Willy made himself scarce, brooding elsewhere on the ship, staring into the northeast at the sea.

And, in between lovemaking sessions, people would come to Cathy and ask her if everything was going to be alright? Was it all going to work out?

Dan fell in step with her and took her hand. “Do you see how they look at you?”

She nodded. “Like they think I have all the answers. God, Dan, I wish I did.”

“They’re accepting this. All of it. It’s just…”

“What?” Cathy asked.

“Faith. That’s what they’re lacking. They need faith, Cathy.” He looked at her expectantly.

“Why are you looking at me like that?”

Dan smiled and ran his fingers through her dark hair. “Mistress Cathy di Greene… di Hecate? You’re the only one on this ship who can do that job.”

Cathy shook her head. “I’m no leader, Dan. I don’t know the first thing about it. Maria should be…”

“She isn’t the one who can do this. They don’t trust her. I think she’s good, I think most everyone in this hold thinks she’s good. But her goals? They’re alien to us, Cathy.” He smiled. “But you? They know you. They love you. It has to be you, baby.”

He kissed her cheek and walked back to their coven.

Cathy took a deep breath. She walked to the center of the hold. Sunlight streamed down from the open hatch above. “Everyone?” She said.

The moans and murmurs in the hold died down.

People made their way toward her, formed a naked circle, and sat down facing her.

And Cathy was terrified. Who was she to tell them anything?

She almost faltered.

Then she looked at their faces.

Whores smiled at her with innocent eyes - faces she recognized, faces that had once been young, middle-aged, old. Mortal faces with lines and worries.

Now their faces were beautiful, but their lips trembled, immortal but afraid - not of loneliness or death.

No, these beautiful, unmarked faces were afraid of one thing: the unknown.

Cathy smiled and people who were there that day would later say she seemed to glow in the sunlight that drifted down from the hatchway.

“You’re afraid,” she said in a strong, sure voice. “So am I. This isn’t our home. The place they’re taking us? It won’t be our home either. I feel so small now. We’re caught up in things way beyond our ability to understand and it’s terrifying. Surrounded by gods and people who want to be our masters. But I want you to listen to me: I’ve seen what is coming. I’ve seen where it will lead. And it’s beautiful - it’s going to be a frightening trip but we’re going to be together. You see, we are home. Look around you - Latigo Key is here.” She smiled and held out her arms. “We brought it with us in everyone we love. Together? We can face anything. Because we’re island strong.”

“Island strong,” the covens said back. 

High above, Maria Marapova looked down through the open hatchway and smiled.

***

Cathy made her way up from the hold to the main deck, passing seasick Church Agents who leaned over the rail.

Hecate’s quarters were near the bridge, and Cathy had been summoned.

Cathy kept her waiting an hour. She was going to have a long talk with her rubber clad lover before she fucked her senseless - Cathy wasn’t going to be her harem girl to be called in when she needed a good cum.

“Heard your master’s voice, did you?” Maria said.

The white-haired goddess stood looking over the railing at the rolling sea.

“Seasick?” Cathy asked.

Maria smiled. “Darling, I rowed a tiny boat across the Bering Strait to escape Russia. I don’t get ‘seasick’.”

“Of course not,” Cathy said as she shook her head and smiled. “And she’s my girlfriend, not my ‘master’.”

Maria nodded. “No accounting for taste. Tell me does she take you to the elbow or all the way to the shoulder?”

“Jesus, how tall do you think she is?”

Maria ignored the question. “Did you believe what you told them in the hold?”

Cathy paused and then nodded. “I do, yes.”

Maria raised an eyebrow. “They love you, you know?”

“That’s a strong word…”

“No, they love you. You are the anti-me… this new ‘Whore Caste’ adores you. They respect me, in time they may even grow to trust me, but they will never love me the way they love you.”

“You sound almost envious.”

Maria stared at her. “You have a Whoremaster who loves you more than life itself. The second most powerful individual in the Church of Morpheus loves you as well - what I wouldn’t give for someone to look at me the way they both look at you.”

“How long have you been transformed?” Cathy asked.

“Almost twenty years… though I have no memory of the beginning.”

“You’ve been alone all that time?”

“Alone? No…”

“No other transformed close to you, I mean?”

“None that I can remember.”

Cathy shook her head. “I don’t think we’re meant to live like that. We need each other.”

Maria looked out at the sea. “I’m self-reliant.”

“Yes, I know. That’s the problem.”

Maria turned toward her.

“What we are? You especially? We’re like gods. Easy to lose touch with your humanity from this altitude, isn’t it?”

Maria nodded. “There’s truth in that.”

“I have Dan and the rest of my coven to remind me that I’m still a person. And now, I suppose Hecate has me to remind her. That’s what you need, Maria.”

Maria laughed. “A memento humani? A reminder I am human? Unlikely, I fear. I’ll settle for expert lovers.”

“Still, I hope you find one.” Cathy said as she turned and headed up the stairs to the upper decks.

“What you told them? It is true, Cathy. We’re saving the world. Whore Caste is needed for that… you are needed. Be the one they love and I will lead us to victory.”

Cathy turned. “Victory against whom?”

Maria smirked. “Against whomever needs to be vanquished.”

Cathy shook her head and continued up the stairs. “Fuck, you people scare the shit out of me.”

She could hear Maria laughing over the roar of the sea below.

***

Outside Le Domaine, Quebec, Canada

“Are you sure you want me to drop you here?” The bus driver asked.

Jenny stood behind his seat as the bus came to a stop. She looked out the window at the expanse of green forest that stretched out as far as the eye could see. “Yeah, I was actually born here.”

“Here? Ma’am, there’s nothing out here but moose and wolves.”

Jenny smiled. “Yes, it hasn’t really changed a lot.”

“You should’ve let me drop you in Le Domaine…”

“I like the woods. Seriously… I’ll be fine.” She put her hand on his shoulder, felt his body stiffen. She knew her pheromones were giving him a raging hard-on.

He gasped and then pulled the lever to open the door.

Jenny stepped down from the bus with nothing but the cheap backpack she had picked up at the stop in Philadelphia. Inside were some simple provisions - she found she needed far less food and water than her old body had required.

She didn’t look back as she stepped into the lush woods on the side of the road.

The bus pulled out and soon she was alone with only the sound of the wind in the trees.

“Oh, Willy, I wish you were with me,” she whispered.

She missed him, but she knew she would see him again. 

That was the thing about being immortal - she knew that, no matter how long it took, they would be together again.

Until then? She had a job to do.

She walked over a small hill and straight into the deep woods. There would be other immune. They would need a place to hide. She was going to create one.

And the thick Canadian woods were the perfect place to hide from the Church of Morpheus. 

***

Theocratic Republic of Cuba

Now

Cathy Greene di Hecate sat on the sand as the sun rose. Tracy lay with her head in Cathy’s lap and the White Witch rubbed Tracy’s hair, the story of Latigo Key finished.

“I fucked up so bad, Cathy,” Tracy whimpered.

“Nothing that can’t be made right,” Cathy whispered.

“What if Akimi dies?”

Cathy shook her head. “This is war. People die.”

“But it will be my fault…”

“You did what you thought was right.”

Tracy wiped away a tear. “They never would have made that Diadem thing without my help.”

“Shh… no, they would have found a way. This is all so much bigger than all of us. We’ll make it through this.”

Tracy sat up and Cathy kissed her.

“There you two are,” Dan said as he sat down naked on the sand beside Cathy. 

Ramona sat down in his lap.

Consuela and Alejandro, the latest addition to the coven, sat down beside them as well.

Diana and Hannah followed.

Wink and Margaret led their coven out to sit in the sand - the covens shared the same beach house.

Dan looked at Tracy. “Why are you crying, honey?”

“Tracy made a mistake,” Cathy said. “She’s very upset. I’ve told her we’ll fix it.”

Diana put her arm around Tracy.

“Damn right, we’ll fix it,” Wink said. 

Tracy laughed. “You don’t know what I did.”

“Don’t matter what you did. We’ll fix it,” Margaret said.

Cathy smiled at Tracy and nodded.

Wink looked off to the sky to the east. “Ahh, look at those red clouds. Heavy weather comin’.”

Cathy continued to smile at Tracy. “Doesn’t matter. We’ll weather it.”

She touched Tracy’s cheek. “We’re island strong.”

“Island strong,” they all agreed.

Tracy smiled.

***

Latigo Key

Colonel Taylor Menser stared toward Cuba. “The devices used were ultrasonic. They induced some sort of hypnotic state in the islanders but only because they had been treated with some sort of drug in the water supply. Whatever that compound was, it had been completely removed by the time we got here.”

Menser turned and pointed toward the street. “We found a single-engine plane, ‘borrowed’ from an airport outside New York City. Old security guard there had no recollection of who had taken it or why - he claimed the entire event was a blank spot in his mind.”

He pointed behind him. “We found a fishing boat, Wink’s Folly, registered in Latigo Key, up the coast. It was run aground on a sand bar at Jupiter Beach. Fuel tanks were almost empty. No sign of anyone nearby.”

“You think some of them escaped?” Tony Gilder asked.

“Maybe. If so, they haven’t shown up on anybody’s radar in five decades.”

“Drop in the bucket for them, though, isn’t it?” Gilder asked.

Menser nodded. “So they claim.” He watched the horizon.

He heard the rotors before Tony Gilder.

“Pilot’s back early. Looks like I’m being summoned,” Menser said. He nodded toward the ocean and the approaching Blackhawk.

***

Embassy of the Theocratic Republic of Cuba

Washington, DC

Colonel Taylor Menser walked toward the gates leading into the embassy grounds.

He had told his NRO escorts to stay back.

He walked the final one hundred yards alone.

Whoremasters flanked both sides of the gate.

They stared at him with contempt.

One fell in step beside him and led him toward the embassy as the other closed the gates behind him.

The giants were completely silent.

The marble entryway with its crystalline statue of Morpheus was empty.

The silent giant led him downstairs.

Gwen Kincaid stood in the downstairs hallway. She looked nothing like the Jehovah’s Witness she had once been - she was seven feet tall in her stiletto boots, a white latex loin dress doing little to disguise her curves.

She stared at Menser without smiling. “In there,” she said. She pointed to a door to her left.

“Is Akimi alright?”

“In there,” Gwen repeated.

This time, her words came with a ‘push’ - Menser lost control of his legs and found he had no choice but to walk into the room.

Akimi Maru di Kincaid was sitting up in bed and smiling.

“We’ll talk after,” Gwen Kincaid said as she closed the door behind Menser and left him alone with Akimi.

Akimi Maru held out her hand.

Menser stared at it but kept his distance. “I’m glad you’re okay. On behalf of the United States Government, I want to apolo…”

Akimi burst out laughing. “Colonel, I don’t bite and I’m still a little sore to seduce you. Take my hand.”

Menser walked closer to her and took her hand. “I’m sorry. I’m truly sorry…”

“For what? You saved my life. Or rather you spared it.”

“Come again?”

She laughed. “You could’ve killed me from the helicopter. Why didn’t you?”

“I missed,” Menser said.

She shook her head. “You don’t miss. Everybody knows that, Colonel.”

Menser sighed. “Maybe I should have killed you. You put us in a world of hurt, Akimi.”

“I know. Part of me didn’t want to betray my country - or you, for that matter. This is bigger than all of us, Colonel. We’re saving the world. I’m afraid that has to come first.”

“I can respect that. So, what next?”

“For me? I go home to my coven. My spy days are over.”

Menser smiled. “Too bad. You’re good at it.”

“Thanks.” She nodded toward the door. “Now, my Mistress needs to talk to you.”

“Guillotine? Firing squad?”

Akimi shook her head. “Above my pay grade. But… we’re not like that, Colonel.”

***

Menser walked back into the hallway.

Gwen was waiting for him.

And, unlike Akimi, she was not smiling.

“For what it’s worth? I’m glad she’s okay,” Menser said.

“That’s not worth much to me, Colonel.”

“I understand.”

She stared at him and then sighed. She shook her head. “I am so very tired of conflict.” She smiled. “Walk with me.”

She led him outside into the courtyard.

“I take it I’m not being executed?”

“For fuck’s sake, Colonel, we don’t do that. Well, not often. Truly horrible people are the exception - you don’t qualify. You’re annoying but not evil.”

Menser smiled. “Finally, some job validation - at least you people think of me as an annoyance.”

“Oh, you are a real pain in the ass, Colonel. Trust me.”

“Project Diadem was meant as a defensive measure.”

Gwen laughed. “Oh, come on, I’m not stupid, Colonel. It’s both defensive and offensive. You plan on putting those headpieces on all your soldiers and sending them in with rifles to kill us - we’ll find a way to counteract them. You know that.”

“Maybe.”

Gwen nodded toward a Whoremaster who had been following them.

He walked over with a blue canvas bag and handed it to Menser.

Menser opened it.

Inside was the prototype Diadem device and some flash drives.

“I don’t understand,” Menser said.

“You said it yourself a few days ago: it’s the property of the United States Government. We’re rendering unto Caesar.”

Menser stared at her. “Why?”

“We analyzed it. We know its weaknesses - you’ll never be able to produce it in sufficient quantities to make a difference in any event.” Then she smiled. “You’ll find some design changes proposed by our scientists on one of the flash drives – evidently, your design has some serious flaws which will cause brain damage to the wearer after prolonged usage.”

Menser shook his head. “Are you expecting me to believe you’re actually helping us?”

Gwen laughed. “One day, Colonel, you and your soldiers will become Whore Caste or Professional Caste. You will be transformed. We desire healthy stock, not subjects with brain damage we will have to correct.”

She reached out and touched his cheek and Menser gasped. “I don’t want you to take offense at this but, Colonel? You are like chimpanzees who think they can stand against gods. The outcome of this first conflict is already decided. I think part of you knows that.”

“Perhaps, Mistress Kincaid. I suppose we’ll see.”

“Goodbye, Colonel. The Whoremaster here will show you to the gate.” She turned to walk away.

“One last thing?”

“Yes, Colonel?”

“You said ‘first’ conflict… what do you mean by that?”

Gwen turned and smiled at him, and he felt warm inside, the same as he felt looking out at the sun rising on Latigo Key.

“That, Colonel? That’s above my pay grade…”

The End

The Transformations Story will continue with Transformations: Demonica
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