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Transformations: Naughty vs. Nice

Club Dryden

Dryden, New York

10:45 PM

Loud techno music pounded in Elaine’s ears and increased the effects of the molly, so she wasn’t really surprised when Santa Claus sat down across from her at the small table.

She had enough presence of mind to look around for her friends, but they were somewhere in the sea of people on the dance floor.

Santa was big but not like the rosy cheeked fat man in the old illustrations - he was tall and broad across the shoulders and chest. Simply put, Santa was ripped.

He smiled at her behind a close trimmed white goatee.

Santa was wearing a red leather outfit with white fur trim complete with a conical leather hat.

“Hello, Elaine,” he said over the roar of techno.

“Hi, Santa.” She was staring at the bulging biceps beneath Santa’s leather sleeves. He looked like he could just stuff her under his arm and carry her out to his sleigh.

“Do you know why I’m here tonight, Elaine?” Santa asked with a twinkle in his eye.

She shook her head.

“I’ve been making my naughty and nice lists, Elaine. Guess which one you’re on?”

Elaine started to giggle. She wasn’t sure why she was giggling but she imagined it had a lot to do with the molly and three Tequilas buzzing around inside her. “Um... naughty?”

Santa bellowed with laughter and nodded. “Oh, yes, Elaine. You are a naughty, naughty girl.”

“Oooookay,” Elaine said and twirled a lock of her blonde hair on her finger.

“You know what that means, Elaine?”

“No presents?”

Santa shook his head. “Oh, no, Elaine. Santa’s got a really big present for you. He loves his naughty girls. Would you like your present, Elaine?”

***

Santa really was big enough to carry her out under his arm.

She had her legs thrown wide apart.

Santa’s hands held her waist tight as he stood, his leather pants around his ankles.

Her pussy slid up and down on ‘Santa’s North Pole’ as he jokingly called it.

He had ripped her mini-dress up the front and back so she could spread her legs as far as she could - she needed to because the ‘North Pole’ was thicker than her wrist and longer than her forearm.

Santa seemed intent on pushing his cock all the way up into her chest.

She couldn’t do anything other than drool and moan as he fucked her hard, her back against an old red Chevy van. The metal was cold against her backside and snow swirled down from the night sky. 

He lifted her up and brought her back down on his long dick over and over and over. She lost track of her orgasms.

She felt like an object, a sex doll Saint Nick was using.

That thought turned her on and she came again.

Santa laughed and a cloud of steam rose in the cold air. “Fucking whore.”

“Ummm, yeah! Oh, fuck.”

“Jesus, would you cum in that little slut already? We got shit to do,” Mrs. Claus said as she leaned on the side of the van smoking a cigarette.

She was a knockout and dressed in a red leather dress of her own - Elaine had been sure Mrs. Claus would be upset to find her husband fucking a strange girl, but she seemed more annoyed with how long Santa was taking to nut inside her.

“Shut up, bitch. Do I complain when you’re getting off?”

Mrs. Claus rolled her eyes. “We got a schedule to keep. Demonica is gonna be pissed.”

“Shut up! You’re killing my hard-on!”

She flicked the cigarette on the pavement. “Don’t worry, baby. I know how to get it back.”

Then Mrs. Claus grabbed the back of Elaine’s head and pulled her close. She kissed Elaine hard, blowing acrid smoke into her lungs and then probing deep in Elaine’s mouth with her tongue.

“Fuck, yeah!” Santa groaned and fucked Elaine harder.

It wasn’t the first time Elaine had kissed a girl, but it was the first time she Frenched Mrs. Claus while Santa fucked her brains out. It was a strange experience having group sex with mythical characters.

Santa groaned and Elaine could feel him pumping deep inside her.

Mrs. Claus took a step back and smiled. “Yeah, get all that baby batter up in there. Knock the little bitch up.”

“I... I’m on the pill,” Elaine moaned as the cum surged inside her.

Santa laughed as he held her still with his cock deep inside. “Don’t matter, slut. You got a litter inside you now.”

Something was very wrong. Elaine thought it would probably be a good idea to go back in the club and find her friends.

But she didn’t put up any resistance as Mrs. Claus opened the back of the van and Santa tossed her inside on a foam mattress.

There were other girls in the van, and they looked at her with dazed expressions that matched her own. A few of them were very, very pregnant.

Santa leered in at her. “Welcome to the family. Time for a road trip, sluts.”

***

The Next Afternoon

Near the Greek Peak Resort

Upstate New York

“Today marks the one year anniversary of a dark day in Central Minnesota,” the reporter said over the car radio. “Over eight-hundred people disappeared in a single night from the Galleria Minnesota shopping mall. Those who didn’t vanish have no memory of what happened that fateful night. Many people now believe the horror of Galleria Minnesota is connected to the Bimbo Flu and Futa Virus running rampant in every major city...”

Patricia Combs pressed the station scan button on the steering wheel and the station changed to classic rock. ‘Rockin’ Around the Christmas Tree’ came on and Patricia smiled. She had heard enough bad news. The world was a scary place now with constant government warnings to avoid all physical contact with strangers.

Avoiding contact wasn’t hard to do in rural Upstate New York. The nearest cities were Ithaca and Cortland but, here at the base of the ski slopes, even those small cities seemed a thousand miles away.

She looked up at the mountain and the Greek Peak Resort. It was magical to live at the foot of the mountain when the snow was a thick blanket, and the trails were lit up - the slopes themselves looked like a giant Christmas tree.

The car Bluetooth beeped, and she pressed the answer button. “Hello, Professor Combs,” she said with a smile.

“Hello yourself, Mrs. Combs. Out shopping?” Drew said over the car speakers.

“Just finished up at the Wholesale. I got enough food to feed an army.”

“Well, we’ll most likely need it. College kids eat a lot - they also drink a lot, so remind me to lock up the booze.”

She shook her head. “Great. We’re spending Christmas with seven college kids who are going to eat us out of house and home and drink everything in sight. Remind me why I agreed to this again?”

“Because you’re a wonderful person who didn’t want to see these kids spending Christmas alone in a dorm,” Drew said.

The students were in his biomechanical engineering class.

They were city kids whose parents didn’t want them coming anywhere near the city now that just touching the wrong stranger could turn you into a raging nymphomaniac or worse, a futanari. The cities were struggling under the Bimbo Flu and the Futanari Virus with entire sections of Manhattan, Chicago, Boston - every major city - designated as no go zones.

When Drew mentioned six of his students couldn’t go home for the holidays, Patricia had suggested he invite them to their house for Christmas.

“Oh, honey? When you were listing my students’ vices? You left out the fact they will also most likely be fucking like rabbits.”

“Shit. That’s right. Hungry, drunk, and horny. And on our good sheets,” Patricia laughed. 

***

Greek Peak Resort

Willy stared into Honey’s eyes and fell in love all over again. They were twin blue pools set in the face of a living doll. He reached out and stroked the honey blonde hair - he had given her the name. Honey.

That was the day he had gone down to the dock in Havana. He didn’t normally frequent the whore auction. It had many names: the bimbo bizarre, the slut store, the pussy parade. The ships came in loaded with newly transformed from all over the world, all genders ready to be added to a Whoremaster or White Witch’s coven.

The buyers had ‘points’ - these points built up over time or were awarded by the Church for services rendered.

Willy had a lot of points built up that day. He had been a Whoremaster for months, but he had never taken anyone into his coven.

Yes, he knew he was part of the plan to save the world.

Yes, he had the enhanced sex drive common to all the transformed.

But the thought of going to that auction and bidding on someone filled him with disgust. He wasn’t alone in this. He knew many Whore Caste considered the entire spectacle to be barbaric.

He wasn’t sure why he had stepped into the dockside warehouse on that bright sunny day. He had stood with the crowd of upper echelon Whore Caste as the newly transformed were led onto the stage one after another.

Maybe it was curiosity. Maybe it was loneliness. He couldn’t remember.

Then they led her onto the stage.

A dazzling smile and those eyes that seemed to look through him - like two searchlights from some lighthouse that cut through the fog and found him.

He already had his hand up to bid before the auctioneer, a leering Religious Caste Bishop with eyes as black as coal, could even finish reciting her statistics.

Willy didn’t care about her height or cup size. He completely missed the words like ‘traumatic transformation’, ‘fear of fire’, and ‘complete brain re-write’.

Another Whoremaster bid against him.

Willy looked at him and mouthed the words, Please let me have her.

His competition stared at him for an instant. Then he smiled and nodded and did not bid again.

When the gavel fell, Willy went onto the stage and took her hand. It was small and warm in his own. “What’s your name, honey?” He asked.

She looked up at him and smiled. “I don’t have one.”

“What?”

“I don’t have a name. What’s yours?”

“I’m Willy.” He ran his fingers through her hair. “Honey. I’ll call you Honey.”

She nodded. “I like that name, Willy.”

In the present, Honey turned her head to the side and smiled. “Where are you, Willy?”

Willy shook his head. They were sitting on the bed in their room in the ski lodge. “Just remembering the first day we met.”

“I like that day,” Honey said.

“Me too,” Willy said. Havana and home felt like a million miles away. He felt like a fish out of water at this upstate New York ski lodge.

But at the end of the day, he and Honey were soldiers and soldiers went where they were told. He dragged himself out of the past and focused on the present. “Okay, let’s go over it again.”

Honey nodded.

“Where are you going?” Willy asked.

Honey bit her lower lip. “I walk down the slope and find cabin 159. There’ll be a party going on - I love parties, Willy.”

“I know you do. What do you do when you get there?”

“I invite myself inside.” She frowned. “What if they don’t want me at their party, Willy?”

Willy fought back a laugh. Her Street Whore curves were stuffed into a skin tight pink latex ‘snow suit’ that was unzipped almost to her navel to expose her amazing cleavage. Underneath the outfit, Honey was naked other than her nipple clamps. “Trust me. They’ll love to have you come to their party. What are you going to do at the party?”

“I’m going to have fun!”

“Yes, you will. But what are you going to do while you have fun?”

She gave Willy a sly grin. “I’m going to get to know the people at the party. Maybe play with a few of them. Then I’m going to pick out eight of them for transformation.”

“Very good. Now, after you’ve picked them, how do you transform them?”

“Umm, I get them alone and press a capsule thingy against their skin.”

“Show me the capsules.”

Honey opened her pink purse and pulled out a small rolled up piece of fabric. She laid it out on the bed.

Ten plastic capsules were stored in pockets sewn into the fabric: five blue and five pink. Each was about three inches long.

“How do you know which capsules to use?” Willy asked.

She rolled her eyes. “Blue for boys and pink for girls.” She frowned. “I’m not stupid, Willy.”

He caressed her cheek. “I know, Honey. I’m just worried about you, that’s all. I love you and this... spy stuff or whatever it is scares me.”

She gave him a dazzling smile and hugged his neck. “I love you too. I can do this, I promise, Willy. Don’t be scared.”

He held her comparatively small body in his arms and wished they could just go back home.

“Why don’t you just go to the party with me?”

Willy laughed. The point of the experiment was to determine if Dr. Demona’s new ‘Nano-Transformation System’ could be delivered successfully by Street Whores. “Now what would that look like? A seven and a half foot tall, 450 pound Whoremaster crashing their party?”

Willy was one of the biggest Whoremasters created. His genetics had effected his transformation in unexpected ways.

Honey giggled. “Yeah, I guess you’re right.”

“Not to mention the fact that I could simply hypnotize them into sitting quietly while I transformed them. That wouldn’t be much of a test, would it?”

There was no way Willy was going to tell Honey the real reason: the Church wanted to see if ‘stupid’ Street Whores could pull off transformations using the capsules without a Whoremaster or White Witch’s help.

Those had been the exact words of the bastard bishop who had sent them here. Willy had briefly considered grabbing him by the throat and squeezing until those black eyes popped out of his head.

That wouldn’t have been the way it would have gone down, though. The Bishop would have just said ‘Pain’ and put Willy on his knees in agony.

So, like every other member of Whore Caste, he had simply nodded and followed orders.

“Okay, so after you transform them? What then?”

“I bring them back to the room and we take them to Havana!”

Willy smiled. “That’s right. We take them to Havana, and we go home too.”

“Maybe we’ll keep one or two?” Honey asked hopefully.

“Honey,” Willy groaned.

“Willy, we’ve got to have more people in our coven. It’s not natural to be monogamous.”

Willy laughed. “Don’t knock monogamy.” He squeezed her hand. “I kind of like it. Don’t you?”

“Yeah, but we’re saving the world, Willy. What you and I have is super nice and we should bring other people in to share the super niceness.”

Willy held back a laugh. “Well, I can’t argue with that I guess.”

“Just think about it, okay?”

“Okay, Honey.”

“Good.” She began unzipping her suit the rest of the way.

“What are you doing?” Willy asked.

“We got time.” She suddenly looked serious. “If I’m walking into an orgy situation, it’s important to be totes limbered up. I need to stretch.”

Willy grabbed her and pulled her giggling on top of him. “Come here, you little sex fiend.”

***

It was a common problem for Brenda Kensey.

The powdered doughnuts were on the top shelf in the convenience store and, at 3’10”, she couldn’t hope to reach them. It was beyond embarrassing.

What made it worse were the stealth stares from the troglodyte behind the counter.

She briefly thought about climbing part way up the lower shelves to put the delectable powdered sugar goodness within reach of her short fingers.

The pain in her lower back nixed that idea - plus, if she fell? The clerk might laugh at her. Or, worse than laughing, he might come running to help.

If there was one thing Brenda hated worse than being laughed at, it was being the object of pity.

“Powdered doughnuts? I don’t think I’ve had one of those in ten years.”

She turned and looked up at the smiling face of Carter Mills - he sat on the front row in Professor Combs’s class. He was tall and lanky, which meant Brenda was on eye level with the flat stomach she knew lurked beneath the t-shirt a few inches from her nose.

He picked a pack of doughnuts from the top shelf and stared at it. “Jesus... I can’t even read some of these ingredients. I’m not that brave.” He started to put it back on the shelf. “Oh,” he said and paused. “You want to try them?”

Brenda felt the beginning of a smile. “Why not?” She held out her hand and Carter handed her the doughnuts.

“Tell me you aren’t eating those,” Hanna Marshall said as she walked out of the beer cooler with a six pack of Heineken.

“They’re delicious and I’m hungry,” Brenda said.

Tall, blonde Hanna rolled her eyes. “They’re disgusting. They have fresh doughnuts in the front, you know?”

Hanna lived in Brenda’s dorm. She liked her.

And she really wished Hanna had taken a few minutes longer to come out of the beer cooler.

Because now she was standing beside Carter and the two of them, though they didn’t actually know each other, looked like the plastic bride and groom on top of a wedding cake.

They were perfect together.

And that fucking sucked.

“Nothing wrong with powdered doughnuts,” Carter said with a grin. “We were just discussing the nutritional value, weren’t we?”

Brenda smiled. “Yeah. It’s better than you might imagine.”

Hanna looked at Carter and smiled. It was Barbie smiling at Ken and Brenda felt like she had lost another foot of height. She could literally feel herself turning invisible.

“Goddamn it!”

Brenda turned and looked at the source of the curse.

Gina Crocetti was trying to free a bottle of cheap wine from the line of bottles in the wine cooler.

She was Hanna’s opposite in everything except height. Gina was tall and thin and dressed in a skin tight, black leather mini skirt that was riding up to dangerous levels on her thin hips.

Carter walked over to her. “Need some help?”

“Motherfucker is stuck,” Gina lamented in her thick New Jersey accent.

They were all in Professor Combs’s class and they were all unable to travel home for Christmas because of the bimbo flu and its weird counterpart: the futa virus. Both diseases had reached epidemic levels in the inner cities throughout the US - several of those areas had been cordoned off with no one able to travel in or out.

None of them actually had family in those areas, thank God, but it was better to stay put in rural upstate New York than to risk travel.

Professor Combs hadn’t wanted any of them to spend Christmas alone, so he had invited them all to his house near the Greek Peak Ski Resort.

Carter jerked the bottle of wine out of the cooler.

“My hero!” Gina laughed.

He handed her the bottle. “No problem.”

“He’s something, isn’t he?” Hanna asked as she stared at Carter’s butt.

Brenda felt herself sinking into depression. “If you like that type.”

“What type is that?” Hanna asked.

“Perfect,” Brenda huffed and walked to the counter to settle up for her powdered doughnuts.

***

They stepped out of the convenience store and into the cold mountain air.

Joey Pizzolo was leaning against his big, black SUV smoking a cigarette. He was the only one of them with a car big enough to hold them all, so he had driven them from Ithaca College. He looked at Gina and shook his head. “What the fuck did you buy? A bottle of Ripple?”

“It’s wine, Joey,” Gina growled. “It’s classy to take a gift when you visit someone’s house, you neanderthal.”

“Classy? You call buying a $2 bottle of vino at a gas station classy? Ditzy bitch.”

“Fuck you, Joey. It’s Christmas! Stop making me fucking crazy!” She yelled and slid into the front passenger seat.

Carter leaned down and whispered in Brenda’s ear. “You get an invitation to their wedding yet?” 

She burst out laughing. 

On the way from the college, Brenda had ridden in the third row of seats of the big SUV with Hanna but, this time, Carter got in ahead of her and took the seat beside the blonde.

Great, Brenda thought. Just made Hanna’s day. She climbed stiffly up into the second row of seats - her hips, back, and legs hurt almost constantly. Achondroplasia was not a condition for the weak. She needed analgesics just to get through the day. Over the years, she had taken to rotating between aspirin and Tylenol. The hard stuff made her brain ‘fuzzy’, and she didn’t like it.

Carter leaned forward in the seat behind her.

She felt his breath on her ear and neck, and she shivered.

“Have you ever been to the professor’s house?”

“Um.” It was hard to concentrate - something about the way he smelled so good. “No... I’ve never even been to the ski resort.”

“Me neither. I’ve barely been out of Ithaca since first year. Do you ski?”

Brenda laughed. “No. Do you?”

“God, no. I’m way too clumsy.”

“I ski,” Hanna said brightly.

Brenda sighed. She liked Hanna as a person but, once she turned on the charm, any hope she had of keeping Carter’s attention would be gone.

Hanna began to talk, and Brenda felt herself fading into invisibility once again.

Beside Brenda, Richie, the last member of their expedition sat quietly staring at his smartphone.

With Gina and Joey in the front seat, the six of them were now paired off boy / girl in each row of seats.

Brenda smiled at Richie. “Something interesting on your phone?”

“No,” he said. Then he looked up and stared at the back of Gina’s head and her jet black hair.

Great, Brenda thought. This is going to be an awesome Christmas.

***

“Good afternoon, welcome to the Greek Peak Resort!” The receptionist said before looking up from her reservations terminal.

When she did look up, her expression froze.

Santa Claus was standing in the otherwise empty foyer.

He smiled at her. “Merry Christmas.”

“Um... Happy Holidays, sir,” the receptionist said as she stared at the man.

Her first impression of him was that he was Santa; however, his red suit with white trim was made out of leather. And, he was far from fat and jolly. He was hard muscled and lean. Rather than a bushy beard, there was a thin white goatee and a bald head gleamed under the brim of his red leather Santa’s hat.

“You have a reservation for Kringle?” the buff Santa asked as he leaned over the desk.

He smelled... really good.

“Kris Kringle?” She asked. Her voice came out in a whisper.

He smiled. “Yeah.”

She involuntarily licked her lips and forced herself to look down at the screen.

“Kringle... Kris... yes, sir. I have you down for a suite. You’ll be staying for two days?”

“Yeah,” Santa said. “What’s your name?”

“Dinah.”

Santa chuckled. “Dinah, huh?” He began to sing. “Someone’s in the kitchen with Dinah...”

Dinah smiled and stared intently at his lips.

“You want to blow my horn, Dinah?”

“Yes, Santa.”

“I’ll bet you do. You want to be on Santa’s nice list? Or his naughty one?”

The words just seemed to slip out of her mouth without any conscious thought. “Naughty.”

“Good. I like naughty girls. Listen, Dinah: if you do everything I say, I’ll make sure to take you back to the North Pole with me when I finish up here. How would that be?”

“I...” What the hell was wrong with her? “I can’t. I’m married.”

Santa laughed and took her chin in his warm hand. “Well, he can come too. Mrs. Claus loves her some boy toy.”

Dinah smiled. “O... Okay.”

“Now. I need you to do Santa Claus a favor: if the cops show up looking for Santa? Or the feds, or bald headed guys wearing black suits? Oh, or especially if big, huge motherfuckers or tall chicks in white latex show up? You’re going to come sit on Santa’s lap and warn him. Got it?”

Dinah nodded her head enthusiastically. “Of course, Santa!”

“That’s my girl.”

***

Willy squeezed Honey’s breasts as she rode him cowgirl, taking all sixteen inches of his cock to the hilt. Her genetically enhanced body was in an almost constant state of orgasm - his Whoremaster cock was pressing against the second clitoris at the end of her elongated vagina. It was a spot that only a Whoremaster or long dildo could touch.

She was moaning gibberish, her mind elsewhere and her body completely in his hands.

This was bliss. This was perfect harmony.

He existed only for her pleasure, and he derived more joy from her sexual release than from his own. He could hold off his own orgasm for hours if he wanted.

He just wanted to look in her face and see her ecstasy. He could look at that sight for the rest of his life and never tire of it.

She threw her head back and shrieked as a powerful wave washed over her - an orgasm beyond an orgasm, something a human could never experience.

Her body went stiff as the inside of her body convulsed, milking him.

She fell forward, and he let her crash down on his chest.

Honey’s lips found his ear. “Cum.”

He let his orgasm take him, pumping deep inside her, remembering the first time he had filled her with his cum, binding them together for eternity.

She giggled in his arms as his cock throbbed inside her.

He kissed her neck, her ear. He burrowed his face in her soft, blonde hair.

Honey, the living sex machine was slowly replaced by Honey, the sex kitten and she rolled off him. Not far - she merely rolled into the crook of his arm. “I really wish we could go home, Willy.”

He kissed her cheek. “I know, Honey. Me too. Just one night and then we’ll go back to the beach house.”

She nodded and kissed his chest. “You sure you can’t go to the party with me?”

“No, baby. This is your job - but I’m right here if you need help. Anything bad happens, you come straight back here. Okay?”

She saluted him. “Aye, aye, Willy.”

He kissed her nose. “Silly.”

***

Elaine screamed into the panties that Mrs. Claus had stuffed into her mouth.  So many things had changed since she had left the nightclub with Santa. She no longer had control of her own body nor her mind. A spasm went through her swollen stomach, and she screamed against the wadded panties in her mouth.

She needed to be muffled - she understood that. Santa needed her and the other breeders to be quieter. The constant moaning from the naked women lying in a pile on the bed around her was one thing, but the labor screams were quite another.

The hotel guests might complain and that would make Santa unhappy.

She rubbed her swollen stomach and felt the feet of the litter inside kick against her palms.

Panties stuffed in her mouth or not - pushing out a litter in this motel bed was far better than the two litters she had birthed in the back of the van.

An insistent mouth latched onto her left nipple and bit down. Sharp teeth pierced her flesh.

She cried out around the panties.

Mrs. Claus appeared beside her and backhanded the biter. “Stupid bitch! If you bite it off she won’t be able to feed you.”

The biter hissed and pulled away.

It came from her body a few hours before, but Elaine felt no bond with it. The little monster was nothing of hers - it had just grown within her.

Five more moved and kicked inside her womb.

Soon she would push them out and Santa would breed her again.

That was the part she enjoyed. When he was near she felt warm and special.

All the girls did.

The biter hissed again and scrambled off the bed.

Elaine kept her eyes closed.

She didn’t like to see them.

***

Patricia Combs put the pan of cookies in the oven and closed it with a smile. By the time the college kids got there, the sugar cookies would fill the entire house with the smell of Christmas.

While she joked with her husband Drew about what a hardship it would be to have the students staying there for the holidays, she was actually looking forward to it.

She and Drew had no children, so this would be a very different Christmas for them.

Even if it was a bunch of oversexed, boozing college coeds? She thought it would be fun.

Not that she had any complaints - her life with Drew in the big ski lodge they had bought and made into their mountain home was idyllic in its way.

But it could seem awfully big when they were there alone.

“What is that delicious smell?” Drew said as he opened the kitchen door and came in from the garage.

A wave of cold swept in with him.

“Cookies. And keep your mitts off them - they’re for the kids.” Patricia shivered. “Is it getting colder?”

“It’s going to be minus fifteen tonight,” Drew said as he set down his briefcase and pulled her to him.

She wrapped her arms around his neck and kissed him. “Good snuggling weather.”

“Good weather for more than that,” Drew said with a twinkle in his eye. His laugh lines crinkled.

“Nope. We’re chaperoning. Have to be on our best behavior.”

He eased his hand down the front of her black yoga pants.

She laughed. “Jesus! Your hands are cold!”

“I know just how to warm them.” He kissed her again. “Somebody’s wet... and freshly shaved.”

Patricia giggled. “Enjoy it while you can, doc. Once the kids get here, I’ll be a paragon of virtue.”

“How about right now?”

She spread her legs wider. “Total slut.”

He laughed and slid his finger deep inside her.

She sucked in a breath and reached down. She rubbed the front of his slacks. “Somebody’s happy to see me.”

He rubbed her clit as he withdrew his finger from her pussy. Then he licked his finger. “Mmm, now that’s the flavor of cookie I’d like for Christmas.”

She laughed out loud. “Weirdo.”

He kissed her deep and reached down to diddle her again.

The doorbell rang.

“Goddamn,” Drew hissed. “Whose idea was this again?”

“Yours. So now you’ll suffer.”

He raised an eyebrow. “I won’t be suffering alone.”

She clung to him. “Tell me about it.”

***

They opened the big oak door together. “Welcome,” Drew said.

“Holy shit, doc,” Joey Pizzolo said. “This place is freakin’ enormous!”

Gina Crocetti clung to Joey and shivered. “I’m Gina.” She held up a bottle. “I brought wine. Your home is lovely.”

“Oh, thank you, sweetheart. That was very thoughtful,” Patricia said.

Gina glared up at Joey. “See? I told you,” Gina said as her teeth chattered.

Drew and Patricia waved them in. “The house was a ski lodge back in the day. It went out of business when they built Greek Peak up the slope - that’s when Patricia and I bought it.”

“Hi, I’m Brenda,” the small brunette said looking up at Patricia. She held out her hand and Patricia took it.

“Patricia Combs. Come on, get out of the cold.”

“It’s wicked cold,” a tall, thin blonde said. “I’m Hanna.”

Patricia nodded and smiled.

A tall, powerful looking boy came in behind her carrying three suitcases. “Carter,” he said.

“Oh, just put the bags on the stairs, Carter. I’ll show you to your rooms in a few minutes,” Drew said.

A tall, chunky kid followed behind them pulling two suitcases. He was staring down at his phone, but he quickly put the phone in his pocket when he got to the door. 

“And, you are?” Patricia asked.

He stared at his feet. “I’m... Richie.”

Patricia smiled warmly. “Come on in, Richie.”

“Yo, Missus C? Is that cookies I smell?” Joey called from the foyer.

***

Up the slope at the resort, Willy zipped the pink latex ‘snow suit’ up to Honey’s slim throat. The zipper tag was an inverted pentagram. 

“This isn’t going to be very warm,” Willy said. The rubber was thin, and the faux fur piping was for decoration only.

She pulled up the rubber hood attached to the back. “It’s got a hood, Willy. I’ll be fine.”

Willy smiled. “It’s not far to the cabin... what’s the number again?”

She rolled her eyes. “159... I’m not stupid, Willy. I can remember a number.” She pouted beautifully.

He adjusted the hood. “No, you are anything but stupid. I just wanted to make sure you hadn’t forgotten, that’s all.”

“Quit worrying, you’re like a mother hen.”

“I know. I can’t help it.” He looked her up and down.

The pink snow suit had a zipper that ran all the way from her neck down between her legs and up to the small of her back. Beneath it, Honey was naked. A human male would have been jealous sending the woman he loved out to seduce a cabin full of partiers.

But Willy and Honey had left their human selves far behind.

Honey picked up her pink handbag and smiled. “Stop lookin’ serious. They’re just humans. If I get into trouble I’ll just rough ‘em up a little.”

Willy laughed and shook his head. “They break easily. Remember that.”

“I know, I know,” she said as she turned to leave.

He took her hand and turned her back toward him. “Just make sure you come back to me, okay?”

She hugged him and lifted her left leg as she kissed him.

The stiletto heel clicked on the wood floor as she put her foot back down. “I’ll be back in a jiffy.”

***

Honey got in the elevator and pressed L for lobby.

A couple entered the elevator on the next floor down.

The woman stared up at Honey.

“Season’s greetings,” Honey said. “My name is Honey.”

The woman was on boob level with Honey and the man wasn’t much taller.

“H... Happy holidays,” the woman said.

Honey smiled. “I’ve never been to a ski lodge before. I live on the beach.”

The man just looked at her latex encased boobs and nodded.

“I’m going to a party at one of the cabins. Number 159. Are you going to the party too?” Honey asked.

The woman shook her head.

Honey almost laughed. Her pheromones had both of them enthralled. “You sure you don’t want to come with me to the party? It’s going to be totes fun.”

“N... No,” the woman said. Her eyes looked sleepy.

Gee, Honey thought. I’m gonna be done with the mission before I even get to the party! She reached into her purse for the capsules. 

The woman shifted on her feet and the man put his arm around her shoulders to steady her.

And then Honey saw the swell of the woman’s stomach.

Honey bit her lip and smiled. “When are you due?”

The man pulled his wife closer to him. “May,” he said.

Honey closed her purse. Despite the pheromones, the woman was resisting, and her husband was doing his best to protect her, though there was no way he could know what Honey was capable of.

Honey smiled down at them. “You two should have a nice dinner and stay warm. You shouldn’t go to the party, okay?”

The man nodded.

“Matter of fact? If you ever see anybody like me again? You should run away. Like, far away. Okay?”

They both nodded.

The doors opened and the husband pulled his wife into the hallway beyond and on toward the restaurant.

Honey waited for a moment before she exited the elevator.

She knew that someone had picked her out to be transformed. She couldn’t really remember it. Just bits and pieces until she woke up in the tube of pink goo at Stallion’s. Dr. Demona and Sugar had been very kind to her and explained that sometimes the transformed couldn’t remember their life before the tube.

It was Honey’s job to pick out candidates for transformation and to facilitate that transformation.

The couple in the elevator had been perfect candidates. She could have even made sure they stayed together - he was super protective and had Whoremaster written all over him. He reminded her of Willy.

But the baby.

The baby would have been taken away. Sugar would probably have made the woman forget all about it.

Honey didn’t mind making people happy like she was. That part was nice.

But she wasn’t going to be part of breaking up a family.

What the Church didn’t know wasn’t going to hurt ‘em.

She stepped into the hallway feeling very pleased with herself.

Her pink heels clicked on the tile floor, and she could feel eyes on her. She smiled and looked straight ahead, standing straighter than most humans could even dream about, her posture so perfect she could balance a marble on her head as she moved, although her breasts and hips moved like a well-oiled machine.

People were turning their heads as she passed.

Overweight men were sucking in their tummies, young men were doubting their ability to even speak to her, women secretly wanted to be her - she didn’t need to be a white witch to be able to read the minds in the room. Her street whore savvy was enough to pull off that magic trick.

She passed by the reception desk.

“Are you looking for Santa?” A woman asked.

She turned toward the desk.

A brunette in a suit was standing behind the desk. Her eyes looked glassy.

“What did you say?” Honey asked.

The woman was staring at her outfit. “Are you looking for Santa?”

Honey smiled. “No. Santa isn’t real.”

“Yes, he is,” the woman said softly.

“O...kay... But, I’m not looking for him.”

The woman nodded and looked back down at her computer terminal.

Honey turned away and stepped up to the sliding door.

It slid open and a blast of cold air hit Honey. It took her breath away for a moment - this was nothing like Cuba!

She pulled the rubber hood up over her blonde hair and stepped out into the freezing cold.

***

Willy stood in the window of their room and watched Honey navigate the snowy path in her stiletto boots and shiny pink outfit. The snow was coming down hard and his breath fogged the window. He put his hand on the glass.

“Be careful,” Willy whispered as he watched Honey disappear in the whirling snow.

He started to turn away when he saw something move out of the corner of his eye.

Something small and fast - several somethings dashed through the fresh fallen snow and into the night.

He stared for a long while, but the shapes did not return.

Willy squeezed his eyes shut.

Raccoons, he thought. Must have been raccoons.

***

“Missus C, that was a bitchin’ roast,” Joey said as he leaned back on the living room couch with his arm around Gina.

“Thank you, and call me Patricia.” She was sitting in front of the roaring fireplace with Drew standing beside her.

Richie had his nose back in his smartphone again.

Little Brenda was sitting on one side of the other couch with Hannah on the opposite side.

Carter was sitting between them with his arms spread out behind them on the back of the couch.

Drew was an engineer and Patricia thought most of his students were also technically minded, but Patricia was much better at reading people. Their body language said a lot.

Like the way Richie kept sneaking looks at Gina over his iPhone - the boy was smitten but figured Gina was out of his league.

Joey considered Gina his property, but she wasn’t quite sure Gina shared that belief.

The really interesting story was on the other couch.

There was a classic love triangle going on... well, attraction triangle.

Brenda was completely infatuated with Carter, though she didn’t think he was interested in her.

Hannah was also attracted to him.

And Carter? His body language said it all...

“What are you thinking about?” Drew whispered in Patricia’s ear as he leaned down beside her.

“Politics,” Patricia whispered.

“Oh? What kind of politics would that be?”

“The politics of romance.”

“I see. Got them all figured out, do you?”

“I think so... for the most part.”

Drew kissed the top of her head. “Who’s up for some games?” Drew asked.

***

A few miles up the slope, cabin 159 was bustling with activity. The local ski bums were readying the cabin for a killer party.

Loretta Mayfield of the Greek Peak Ski Patrol stood on the porch and watched two men try to load three kegs onto a dolly from the delivery van.

“Why don’t you just bring them one at a time?” Loretta asked.

One of the men looked at her and winked. “Why don’t you let us men worry about the lifting, huh, babe?”

Loretta rolled her eyes. “Oh, for fuck’s sake.”

The other guy laughed and together they tilted the dolly back and dragged it through the snow to the first step. “Okay, on three,” the asshole who made the ‘babe’ comment said. “One... two...”

On three, he yanked upward as the other idiot lifted.

The asshole stumbled backward carrying the dolly with him and crashed against the doorjamb. “Fuck!”

“Great. Tear down the fucking cabin,” Loretta grumbled. “Any damage and you guys are paying for it.”

The asshole mumbled something under his breath.

Loretta correctly guessed it wasn’t ‘babe’.

They finally managed to pull the keg laden dolly through the door.

Loretta followed them in and shut the door.

The number ‘159’ formed from metal digits was tacked to the doorjamb.

One of the tacks fell out and the ‘9’ rotated around the remaining nail.

The cabin number now read ‘156’.

***

Honey was now pretty sure this outfit was a bad idea. It didn’t matter how totes hot she looked if she was frozen solid before she got to the party.

The snow was deep and walking in the heels on the ice beneath was treacherous.

Twice she had to do a somersault to keep her footing on the narrow path down the slope.

She laughed - if anyone had seen her over six foot tall body spinning through the air like a gymnast they would have thought they were seeing things.

Just your friendly neighborhood transformed bimbo performing superhuman feats of agility in a blizzard, Honey thought and giggled.

Something moved to her right.

She spun on the heels and stared into the swirling snow.

Great. Now she was cold and scared.

“Hey, whoever you are? I’m super strong. I can like bend steel with my bare hands. Seriously,” she called into the darkness.

It wasn’t a lie. The transformed were very strong and tougher than a normal human.

Realistically, unless there was a grizzly bear out there, which was highly unlikely in upstate New York, Honey could probably handle it.

But, not being able to see the thing out there in the dark was scary.

Standing still wasn’t doing anything to help her stay warm. 

“Okay, I’m gonna go now. If you’ve got any sense, you’ll beat it.” She turned and started back down the slope.

It sounded like something laughed in the darkness and Honey picked up her pace.

A cabin slowly materialized through the blinding snow in front of her.

Number 155.

She was getting closer.

***

He really wanted to fuck.

He had been close enough to smell the big blonde when the wind shifted.

But the enticing scent of her brought with it another smell: she was transformed.

And he knew better than to get near one of them.

The others caught up to him and they ran on all fours across the slope.

They were naked but the cold was nothing to them.

The blonde had been cold. Hot where it counted but she wouldn’t last another hour in the snow.

He and the others could run through the ice and snow all night.

They wouldn’t have to, of course.

The chain link fence surrounding the cell tower loomed ahead. They leaped and hooked their small fingers in the links halfway up and scrambled to the top.

There was barbed wire at the top and one of the females shrieked in the darkness as the clumsy bitch got her thigh slashed open.

They dropped onto the snow on the other side of the fence.

The female was dragging her bleeding leg.

The others stared at her and then dropped on her as one, teeth slicing into her flesh.

He watched them feed. Then he turned and began climbing the cell tower.

***

Honey stood outside the cabin that should be 159 and shivered.

The cabins on this side of the slope were even numbered and she had just passed 157.

So, why did this one read 156?

There was definitely a party going on inside - the windows were rattling from the bass.

Honey chewed the tip of her pink fingernail.

She knew Willy told her 159.

She looked farther down the slope.

The snow was falling even harder now.

She looked again at the number on the doorjamb.

No, it had to be farther down the slope.

She hugged her arms tight around herself and walked down the hill.

***

At Professor Combs’s house, 4159 Snowbird Lane, Jenga gave way to Pictionary and the tray of cookies dwindled as the fire roared and the occupants laughed.

The students decided being away from home for the holidays might not be so bad. Even Ritchie put down his cellphone and began to enjoy himself.

Drew and Patricia experienced what it would be like to have a house full of people at Christmas.

They decided they liked it.

At the ski lodge far up the slope, Willy stood in the window and continued to stare into the whirling snow that had become a blizzard. He knew Honey could take care of herself.

Yet, he kept his heavy winter parka clenched tightly in his fists and worried.

Unknown to him, a few floors below, the breeders screamed into their gags as they pushed more horrors from their distended abdomens.

The creatures, none of them more than two and a half feet tall, dashed naked through the deepening snow on one task or another, destroying cell towers, cutting phone lines and television cables - destroying any and all means of communication. With sharp teeth and claws, they felled trees across the already snow blocked roads.

Down the slope from the resort, a tall, beautiful girl in pink latex trudged through the deep snow. Her face, hands, and feet were numb - toes and fingers nearing frostbite. Her watering eyes made her cheeks slick with ice as the temperature dropped to fifteen degrees below zero.

She knew how much danger she was in, but she was a soldier on a mission. Honey had to find the party in cabin 159 and bring gifts to the people there. She would not fail the Church, she would not fail her caste, but most of all she would make Willy proud.

***

Cathedral of Morpheus

Havana, Theocratic Republic of Cuba

Mistress Maria Anastasia Marapova di Morpheus walked down the marble corridor toward the round, glass room that served as Sister’s office. It was more of a throne room, though there was no throne. This was the seat of power for the Church of Morpheus - the top floor of the Cathedral.

Behind her, two rubber nuns followed at a respectful distance.

They feared and respected her.

But it was mostly fear that kept their eyes on the floor or her long legs that emerged rhythmically with each step from her flowing white latex gown. It was slit up to both hips, the neckline plunging to her navel, the back open.

She towered over the nuns like a white monolith.

Maria opened the doors to the throne room and stepped inside.

The nuns stopped outside and closed the doors behind her.

Sister stood at the center of the marble pentagram inscribed within the floor looking away at the lights of Havana. The city spread out around the tower in a patchwork of neon.

Without looking toward her, Sister held out her left hand.

Maria walked to her side and took it. The last time she had been in Sister’s presence, there had been tension. But, like it or not? Whore Caste and Religious Caste needed one another.

For now.

The woman was Maria’s opposite in so many ways. Sister’s hair, unencumbered by the coif worn by the lower nuns, was black while Maria’s was white as snow. Sister’s latex robes were black in stark contrast to Maria’s white dress, her skin caramel while Maria’s was so white as to be blinding.

They were both ‘di Morpheus’, claimed by the living god himself.

Maria could not remember how she met Morpheus - parts of her past were a blank. She couldn’t remember anything from the mid 60’s through the early 80’s. Twenty years of her long, long life were a complete mystery.

“Thank you for coming, Mistress Marapova.”

“I could never refuse you, Sister,” Maria said.

“You brought your favorite with you?”

Maria smiled. “Brittney? Yes, she’s waiting for me at my villa.”

A slight smile appeared on Sister’s dark red lips. “I envy you - I’ve never been able to form such an attachment. At least not an attachment that would stay by my side.”

“There are times I would like to kill my attachment,” Maria said and laughed.

“Mischief. Why is it that mischief can be so infuriating and yet so... endearing?”

“I wish I knew, Sister,” Maria said. “Now, I trust you didn’t summon me here to discuss our love lives?”

“No. We have another matter to discuss.” She held out her right hand.

Something moved in the shadows to their right, the click of high heels on marble.

Maria looked toward the sound.

Then she released Sister’s hand and clenched her fists.

The woman who approached had long flowing red hair and eyes that glowed as if they were on fire.

Two demonic horns curled up from the red hair.

“You fucking bitch!” Maria roared at Demonica.

Demonica smiled showing her long, sharp fangs. “Such language from one so high in the court of Morpheus.”

Sister grabbed Maria’s wrist and tried to hold her back. “Mistress Marapova, calm yourself. The Demon Goddess Demonica is here as our guest.”

Maria glared at Sister. “This... abomination is responsible for multiple deaths! She is an enemy not only of Whore Caste but of the Church itself!”

“Human deaths. We haven’t harmed a single member of Whore Caste,” Demonica said. Then she pointed a clawed finger toward Maria. “However, Whore Caste has slaughtered my children with impunity!”

“Your children? Your children are monsters!” Then Maria stared into Sister’s solid black eyes. “And when did we start considering the murder of humans to be acceptable!?”

Demonica smirked. “On ‘La Noche de las Brujas’ if I remember correctly.”

“Shut the fuck up,” Maria growled and yanked her wrist free of Sister’s grip.

“Maria, Morpheus himself has given his blessing to Demonica’s continuing experiments. Her work is considered... Plan B.”

Maria stared dumbfounded at Sister. Then she shook her head. “No... no, that can’t possibly be...”

“I am the Demon Goddess Demonica... di Morpheus. Didn’t you know that, my beloved?” Demonica said and licked her lips.

“Fuck you,” Maria hissed.

“Oh, no, my dear. Allow me to fuck you. You’ll absolutely love my equipment.” Demonica said as she stroked the lump showing under the black latex loin dress.

“I swear to all that is holy I will tear that horse cock of yours off and shove it up your goddamned ass,” Maria said through clenched teeth.

“Mmm... foreplay,” Demonica laughed.

“Enough! Both of you! We do the will of the living god, all three of us.”

“You’re deluded,” Maria said. “And she’s demented.”

“I said... enough!” Sister yelled.

“Why am I here?” Maria asked.

“Professional courtesy,” Sister said. “New York is your domain. Demonica is conducting a test in upstate New York...”

“What!?”

“A test sanctioned by Morpheus himself. You are being informed of this as a courtesy,” Sister said.

“Do try to stay out of our way,” Demonica said. “At least ten miles away should suffice.”

Maria glared at her. “Where is this test?”

“A ski resort. Greek Peak near Hope Lake. Please stay at least ten miles from the lodge,” Demonica said.

Maria’s eyes widened. “That will be impossible. We’re conducting a field trial there as we speak. Tell your monsters to go home.”

“Oh, that is unfortunate. I’m afraid our test is already in progress as well.”

“Goddamn you! You knew we were there!” Maria said.

“Sister, must I be subjected to her paranoid ramblings?” Demonica shook her head. “You Whore Caste are everywhere in New York, from the downtowns to the colleges to the suburbs. It’s practically impossible for us to avoid you.”

“And, yet you’ve managed to evade our detection since you escaped from Level 9.”

“For our own safety!”

“Both of you, stop,” Sister said. “Maria, can you end your test?”

“I’ll go there and evacuate our operatives.”

“Absolutely not! Sister, I must protest! Maria Marapova and her goon squad almost killed our operative last Christmas - they must not be allowed to enter the area!”

Maria glared at her. “Him? You took him! I knew it was you! Sister, Demonica is not only responsible for the deaths of humans but also of Whore Caste and Church agents on a bus transporting Santa and Mrs. Claus one year ago.”

“We are aware,” Sister said.

Maria stared at her. “You are aware?! How can you be aware of this? How could you allow...”

“Morpheus commands and we follow,” Sister said.

“No, he couldn’t possibly have consented...”

“Demonica reported her hijacking of the bus to us the same day. I consulted with Morpheus and, given that your people have killed Demonica’s minions in the past, the living god has forgiven Demonica so long as they kill no more transformed. Further, you are to kill no more of Demonica’s... projects.”

Maria shook her head and stared into Demonica’s blazing eyes. “Whore Caste will use whatever means necessary to protect their own lives. And, I swear, if you harm any of my Caste at that resort, Morpheus’s will or not, I will end you.”

“Threats and intimidation. Whore Caste are little more than petulant children,” Demonica laughed.

Sister stared at her. “Do not test me, Demonica. Your words may be venomous, but you wouldn’t last ten minutes against Whore Caste... and Religious Caste will crush your progeny in seconds. All of us will do Morpheus’s will.”

Demonica bowed her head. “Of course, Sister. You are the hand of Morpheus, we mean no disrespect.”

Sister looked at Maria, but Maria simply stared at Demonica.

Sister raised an eyebrow. “Very well. Whore Caste’s experiment at the ski resort will continue as will Demonica’s. We will pray to Morpheus they do not cross paths.”

***

Maria stormed down the hallway leaving Sister and Demonica in her wake.

The two rubber nuns hurried after her, struggling to keep up with her long legged strides.

This was an unexpected turn of events. Maria had suspected Demonica and her menagerie hadn’t ventured far from Stallion’s and she had been correct.

But to learn the Church not only knew where Demonica had been hiding but also supported her actions? Maria was still in shock.

She stepped into the elevator and the nuns followed.

It dropped toward the lobby.

“Mistress, would you prefer to exit through the back entrance? The main hall will be packed with sightseers at this time of night,” one of the nuns said.

“Thank you, yes.”

The nun reached out and touched her thumb to a button marked ‘Private’.

The door opened on an empty corridor, but Maria could hear the crowd close by.

She stepped through a sliding door onto the rain slick sidewalk. The air was warm and muggy.

A shining black SUV pulled up and a Church agent jumped out to open her door for her.

She sat down.

The nuns climbed in as well. The second row of seats was turned to face the third row where Maria sat. The nuns sat side by side facing her.

“Where do you think you are going?” Maria asked.

The nuns looked at each other and one of them said, “Mistress, Sister has ordered us to remain with you during your stay in Havana.”

The other nun nodded. “We are to see to your every need, Mistress.”

Spies! Maria thought. No doubt they were there to make sure she took no action against Demonica.

Maria smiled slowly. “My every need?”

The nuns smiled back. “Every need, Mistress.”

Maria spread her legs slowly revealing her bare pussy under the white latex dress. “Then attend me.”

The nun on the left immediately dropped to her knees between Maria’s thighs. She kissed her way up Maria’s left high and then licked and sucked her pussy.

“Mmm,” Maria purred. She looked at the other nun. “Three is better than two, dear.”

The nun pulled up her habit.

This revealed her long, thick Futanari cock.

“My, my,” Maria said. “Sister is full of surprises for me tonight.”

The Futanari nun tossed her habit aside and knelt beside the other nun. Together they went down on Maria while the first nun caressed the Futanari’s cock.

Maria closed her eyes and enjoyed the attention of Sister’s spies.

Then she reached out with her mind, something Sister’s spies could not have detected even if they weren’t busy.

Sugar, we have a problem...

***

The Combs Household

Greek Peak, New York

12:30 AM

“You’re drawing an elephant!” Patricia yelled.

Drew frowned as he stood in front of the Pictionary board. “Elephant?! That’s not an elephant.”

“You’re not supposed to talk,” Brenda laughed.

“That’s not an elephant?” Patricia asked.

“I think it’s an amoeba,” Hanna said.

“An amoeba? It’s a horse,” Drew said.

“It has a trunk,” Patricia laughed.

“It has a long nose. Horses have long noses.”

Everyone was laughing and Drew finally smiled.

The doorbell rang.

“Who could that be at this time of night?” Drew started to move toward the door.

“I’ll get it. Probably an art critic,” Patricia said. “You fix that elephant-horse-amoeba thing.”

Patricia went to the foyer and opened the front door.

It took a moment for her to completely understand what she was looking at.

A statuesque woman in a pink latex snowsuit was standing on the porch. Her lips were blue, her hair and eyebrows caked with ice, and she shivered uncontrollably.

“I know this... is 4159 not 159. But, my name is Honey and can I please come to your party?” The girl said in a high, sweet voice. She wobbled on her feet, the motion of her immense breasts threatening to topple her.

“What on earth?” Patricia said.

Then the girl’s huge blue eyes rolled back in her head, and she fell forward into Patricia’s arms.

The girl was heavy and almost took them both down.

“Drew! Help! I need help out here!”

They were all at her side within seconds.

Carter scooped the latex clad blonde up in his arms and carried her into the living room.

“Put her on the couch closest to the fire,” Drew said.

“Hanna,” Patricia said. “There are blankets in the closet by the stairs.”

“Yes, Ma’am,” Hanna said and ran toward the stairs.

“Jesus, look at the size of those boobs,” Joey whispered.

“Joey! Shut up!” Gina said.

Carter laid the girl on her back on the couch

“Holy crap, they don’t even sag. Is she made out of plastic or something?” Joey said.

“I swear to God, Joey, if you don’t shut the fuck up,” Gina hissed.

Patricia climbed onto the couch and lay down beside the blonde.

“What are ya doin’, Missus C?” Joey asked.

“She’s freezing. We have to get her body temperature up.”

Hanna threw blankets over them.

“God, her fingers are almost frozen,” Patricia said. “One of you get those boots off her. Her toes are probably freezing as well.”

Brenda found the zipper on the long, latex boot and drew it down. “Jesus, these are some boots.”

“She’s so pretty,” Gina said. “She must be some kind of model or something. Maybe they were up here shooting pictures and she got lost?”

Brenda took off the girl’s other boot and then tucked the blankets in around her feet.

“She’s lucky to be alive,” Drew said. “Richie, call the police. Tell them we’ll need an ambulance.”

Richie pulled out his cell. “Uh... I got no bars.”

Everyone reached for their phones.

“Shit,” Joey said. “I got nothing.”

“It happens up here a lot. The tower must have failed again. Landline is in the kitchen,” Drew said as he added another log to the fire.

Richie rushed out.

“Fuck... Professor? It’s dead,” Richie called from the kitchen.

Everyone looked at each other.

“Ice probably took out the phone lines as well,” Drew said.

“At least we still have power,” Gina said.

“Don’t jinx it,” Drew said. He looked down at Patricia. “How is she?”

“Still shivering but her fingers look better. I think she’ll be okay.” She snuggled tighter against the blonde. The woman’s hair smelled... amazing.

***

Honey dreamed. She liked to dream most of the time.

A lot of her dreams were sex dreams - the transformed had a lot of wet dreams. Willy said it was because of their heightened sex drives.

They lived in a little house on the beach in Cuba and most of the time she and Willy didn’t wear clothes. That led to a lot of fun!

Sex in the sand, sex in the water, sex in their bed, sex on the kitchen counter. Sometimes they just laid out on the sand all day - the transformed didn’t get sunburned.

She and Willy were soulmates. Honey really wanted to find more soulmates who would live with them on the beach forever. She really hoped they would find one on this trip.

She didn’t mind if it was a boy or a girl.

A home was just supposed to be multiple people.

A lot of times she dreamed about sharing their house with a big coven.

But tonight as she laid on the couch, her mind went to the past.

Past dreams were scary.

She couldn’t understand them completely and that just made them scarier.

There was always fire in her dreams about the past. She hated fire. Sometimes she would wake up screaming about fire and Willy would hold her tight and tell her there was no fire. Then they would make love, and everything would be okay.

But Willy wasn’t here, and this was a ‘past’ dream and there was fire. It burned her skin, especially her fingers and toes and cheeks.

There was the sound of screeching tires and then flames.

Then the voices came. Two women. She knew them now, Sugar and Demona. But in the dream she didn’t know them yet.

“What would make someone do something like this?” Demona whispered in the dark. “A tanker truck? Jesus, why?”

“Pain, Demona. Anguish,” Sugar whispered. “Can you fix her?”

“Can you?”

“Yes. I can take the pain away.”

“Then for fuck’s sake, do it, Sugar.”

***

At 1:30 AM, Drew had suggested they all try to get some sleep.

Patricia was settled in with their visitor.

“Goodnight,” Carter said as he bounded up the stairs ahead of Brenda and Hanna.

“Night,” Brenda said.

Hanna sighed. “I don’t even know why I’m bothering,” she whispered.

“Huh?” Brenda said.

Hanna nodded toward Carter. “He doesn’t know I exist. Out of my league.”

“What?! Are you nuts?” Brenda asked.

Hanna stared down at her. “Are you kidding? Don’t you know who he used to date?”

“No, who?”

“Just Madison Fuchs.”

“Maddie Fuchs? Are you serious?” College wasn’t high school. There weren’t really ‘cliques’ at a university but there was royalty. And, Madison Fuchs, she of the ink black hair, perfect face, and perfect body was the absolute top of the Ithaca College food chain.

“There’s a rumor that he actually broke up with her,” Hanna whispered.

“No fucking way.”

“Yes, fucking way.”

***

They had each been given separate rooms, but the Combs’s had to know those sleeping arrangements would be fluid.

Which is why Gina was on her knees on her bedroom floor licking her way up Joey’s thick cock.

“Yeah, baby, just like that,” Joey moaned. He was fumbling around with his hands and managed to find one of her breasts. He squeezed and kneaded it - not quite like a baker kneading dough but a hell of a lot harder than Gina liked it.

She nipped at the purple head of his dick. “Knock it off, Joey. You’re bein’ too rough.”

“Come on, let me squeeze some.” He was leaning back with his eyes closed.

Gina glared around his cock at his face. “Fuck you, Joey! You’re thinking about that bimbo downstairs!”

“What? No!”

“Yes, you are. I can read you like a book, Joey Pizzolo - a cheap trashy novel with a lot of smut in it. You’re thinking about the big boobs on that blonde.”

“Baby, you know I only got eyes for you.”

“Fuck off! You want that bimbo, and you know it. You got a thing for monster tits, Joey.”

“On you maybe...”

“What the fuck is that supposed to mean?” Gina asked.

“Hey, am I getting a blow job or not here?”

“Whadda you mean ‘On you maybe’?” She cupped her small, flat breasts.

“What? I mean... everybody could use a little work, ya know?”

She stared at him. “Motherfucker.”

“All I’m saying is you’d look great with a set of bolt ons like those.”

She stood up and ran her hands up and down her thin body. “Let me tell you something, Joey Pizzolo: this? This is prime rib. This is the best Italian meal you’re ever going to get. This is the sex of your life, Joey. And ya got no appreciation for it. You are a pig, Joey.”

“Hey, watch your mouth. Ya gettin’ a little too uppity.”

“What? You gonna hit me again? Remember what I told you? Huh?”

Joey looked away. “I apologized for that.”

“Yeah? You apologized for that. But you haven’t apologized for all the shit you’ve done since.” She shook her head. “I keep giving you second chances. No more, Joey. Get out of my room.”

He looked down at his dick. “The fuck am I supposed to do with this?”

“Go fucking jerk off! Beg for mercy sex from Hanna. Go downstairs and bang the unconscious girl but you are not getting any more of this.” She put her hands on her hips.

Joey jumped to his feet and grabbed for his clothes. “You know what? Fuck you, Gina. I could have any girl I want. I’d rather fuck the dwarf than you.”

Gina gritted her teeth. “Don’t call her that! She’s a little person, not a dwarf. You really are a pig, Joey. And she wouldn’t fucking have you. Get out of my room or I’ll scream.”

“Go ahead. Maybe fat Richie will come to your rescue, you dizzy cunt.”

“At least Richie would be nice to me. He’s a lot classier than you.”

***

Richie listened to them fight.

He couldn’t make out all the words, but he could make out enough.

“You deserve better than him,” Richie whispered in his dark room.

***

Patricia awoke to screaming.

The blonde girl was shaking like a leaf and crying.

“It’s okay! You’re okay!”

“Fire! Fire!” She cried as she stared across the room at the fireplace.

“No! No!” Patricia soothed. “It’s just a fireplace. The house isn’t burning. You aren’t burning.”

She turned and stared at Patricia. “Fireplace?” She sighed. “It’s just a fireplace.”

Patricia stroked her hair. “How do you feel? You gave us quite a scare.”

“Everything okay down there?” Drew asked from the stairs.

“Yes, we’re fine. She just had a little panic. We’re okay now.” Patricia smiled. “That’s my husband, Drew. I’m Patricia Combs. What’s your name?”

“Honey.” She threw her arms around Patricia’s neck. “You saved me!”

“No, we just made you warm. That’s all.” Patricia gasped. “Honey? You’re strangling me.”

“Oh! I’m so sorry!” She released Patricia. “I keep forgetting how easy you break.”

Patricia laughed. “Honey, what were you doing out in that storm?”

“I was going to a party but somehow I got lost.”

“A party? Up at the resort you mean?”

Honey nodded. “Cabin 159. I didn’t find it. But I found your house and that’s 4159 so that’s pretty good, isn’t it?”

“Honey, the resort is miles from here. And this... suit of yours isn’t a real snow suit.”

“I know. Dumb, huh?’

Patricia shook her head. “No. Just dangerous. Your friends at the party are probably looking for you.”

“Oh, they aren’t my friends. They didn’t know I was coming to the party, so they won’t be looking for me.”

“You were going to a party you weren’t invited to?”

“Yes. Willy said anybody would want me to come to their party.”

“Willy? Who’s that?”

“He’s my mas... boyfriend. Willy is my boyfriend.”

“Oh... he’s probably looking for you then...”

“No. He doesn’t expect me back till morning.”

“So, he wasn’t going to the party with you?”

“No. You’re really pretty.”

Patricia smiled. “Thank you. So are you.”

“Did we make love?”

Patricia blinked. “I... what?”

“While I was asleep? Did we make love? It’s okay if we did.”

Patricia laughed. “Um, no. I just laid down here with you to keep you warm.”

“Oh! Well, it worked, ‘cause I’m toasty... mostly.”

“Your core temperature dropped. It’ll take a while to recover. A bath would help. Would you like me to run you one?”

Honey smiled.

***

On the second floor of the resort, a small shape scampered on all fours down the empty hallway. He stayed pressed against the wall as he ran, ready to duck into any dark space should a door open.

He stopped outside each door and pressed his nose to the gap between the door and the carpet. He drew in a deep breath.

A man was inside.

He ran to the next.

A man and a woman.

He ran to the next.

A woman was sleeping alone inside the room. He could smell the light perspiration, the sweetness of her breath, and the aroma of her wet snatch.

He smiled showing small sharp teeth.

The creature flattened his palms on the carpet in front of the door.

There was nearly 3/4” of clearance between the bottom of the door and the carpet.

His fingers spread out, the palms flattening. He eased his fingers under the jamb, then his palms, then his wrists. He had no bones, only soft cartilage, and the cartilage in his forearms flattened as he slid his arms under the jamb.

He didn’t squeeze beneath the door so much as flow under it.

His skull flattened out and passed beneath, his vision distorted as his eyeballs were squished.

Everything returned to its normal shape once he was past the door.

The room was dark, the only sound the gentle rise and fall of the woman’s sweet breath.

He wriggled his chest under, holding his breath till his flattened lungs could fill once again on the other side.

A few minutes later, he dragged his feet out from under the jamb and stood up to his full 2’3” height.

He walked across the floor and climbed onto the bed.

The creature ran his short, pudgy fingers through the woman’s red hair.

She moaned in her sleep, and he knelt over her.

He stroked his long thick cock, and it grew hard.

He jacked himself and grunted.

The woman’s lips were parted, and he held the head of his cock above her open mouth.

A large drop of clear fluid formed on the tip and then it dropped in slow motion into her mouth.

The woman seized and convulsed nearly throwing him off the bed.

He laughed and held onto her hair.

She threw her head back, the muscles in her neck straining.

Then he eased his cock into her open mouth, and she began to suck.

***

Steam rose from the surface of the warm bath. 

“Okay, towels are in the cabinet there. I’ll leave you to it,” Patricia said.

“Don’t go!” Honey said as she began unzipping her pink suit.

“I’ll be right outside.”

Honey’s lower lip pouted. “No! Stay. I don’t want to be alone.” She brought the zipper all the way down and her breasts pushed the latex open.

“Oh... wow,” Patricia said. The girl had implants bigger than Patricia even thought possible. “I... you’re sure you want me to stay?”

“Yes. I like to talk while I have my bath. Willy and I talk all the time when I’m in the tub.” She peeled the suit off like a snake shedding its skin. Underneath was simply the most perfect human being Patricia had ever seen.

She was muscular as well as curvy with muscles in her stomach and back. Her arms were long and lithe, but the biceps bulged.

She was completely hairless other than the lustrous blonde hair on her head, thin shaped eyebrows, and long, fluttering eyelashes.

Patricia almost laughed when she realized the girl’s silhouette was almost identical to the ‘mudflap girls’ truckers used to have on their rigs.

Her breasts were huge, and the nipples were clamped with pink plastic pentagrams.

A precise pentagram was tattooed inverted between her navel and vagina with the downward point poised over her protruding clit.

Patricia realized she was staring when Honey looked at her and smiled. “You want to take a bath with me?”

“Uh... no.”

“Okey dokey,” Honey said as she stepped into the tub and sat down. “Ooo, this is nice.”

“Honey, can I ask you something?”

“Sure.”

“Why would you... get all that work done?”

“What work?”

“The... breasts and everything. You’re very pretty. You wouldn’t need all that.”

“Oh, that. My doctor did all that. I was built to specifications.”

“You... what?”

Honey giggled. “Never mind. It’s a long story. Come sit by me.”

Patricia sat down on the floor by the tub.

“How long have you been married?”

“Twenty years.”

“Willy and I have only been together for a couple of years. Is Drew your soulmate?”

“Well, yeah, I suppose he is.”

“That’s good. Everyone should have a soulmate.”

Patricia smiled. “I agree.”

“You’re really nice, Patricia.”

“Thank you.”

“Have you ever kissed a girl?”

Patricia stared at her for a moment and then laughed. “Um... that’s a very personal question, Honey.”

“Me, I’m what you call a true bisexual. I fall in love with boys and girls. At the drop of a hat to be honest. Willy says being that open isn’t a bad thing. He says I’m the next step in human evolution.”

“Oh, does he?”

“Can I kiss you?”

“No. Sorry. Drew is my soulmate - would Willy like it if you kissed somebody else?”

“Oh, he wouldn’t mind. I kiss people all the time. He won’t though. Very picky my Willy.”

“You are a very interesting person, Honey.”

“Thank you. And if I didn’t tell you before? Thanks for saving my life.”

“My pleasure.”

“So have you?”

“Have I what?” Patricia asked. There was an innocence about the girl and something about her smell was comforting. Patricia felt warm.

“Kissed a girl?”

Patricia sighed. “A long time ago. In college. I was... experimenting.”

“Oh, so am I.”

“Huh?”

“I’m experimenting... oh... sorry... I wasn’t supposed to say that.” She smiled. “So this girl you kissed? What happened next?”

Patricia rolled her eyes. “Why do you want to know?”

Honey giggled. “I’m trying to seduce you.”

“I think you’re still loopy from the cold.”

“So I can’t seduce you?”

“No, sorry.”

“Then it won’t hurt to tell me what happened next.”

Patricia shook her head. “We... had a relationship for a while.”

Honey’s eyes sparkled. “Really? Was she your soulmate too?”

“No. She wasn’t.”

“Why’d you stop seeing her?”

“We grew apart. Drew happened.” Patricia shook her head. “Why am I telling you all this?”

“Pheromones.”

“What?”

Honey giggled. “Nothing. I’m just super easy to talk to.”

“I guess. Well, anyway, it was a long time ago.”

“You should totes call her! I’ll bet Drew would be okay with it!”

“No! Last I heard she was married with three kids.”

“Oh.” Honey appeared to be thinking about something. “Could you help me loosen my nipple clips?”

“Excuse me?” Patricia asked.

“They’re kinda pinching. There’s a little lever you squeeze, and they pop right off.”

Patricia laughed. “You just want me touch your breasts.”

“No, I just need help. Please?” She thrust out her chest.

Patricia rolled her eyes and reached out. Honey had nipples to match her breasts - oversized. Taking care not to actually touch her nipples, Patricia found the lever on the pink plastic and squeezed it.

It released easily.

Milk jetted out and splashed on the back of her hand.

“Wha...?” Patricia whispered. She felt like she had been electrocuted.

“Don’t fight it. Let it happen,” Honey soothed as she took Patricia’s hand and pulled it to her breast.

Patricia stared at her hand as Honey made her cup the huge breast.

“You made me warm, Patricia. You’re a very nice person and we love nice people. We want them to join us.”

“Are... you... do you have a baby or...”

Honey shook her head and pulled firmly on her nipple, expressing the milk.

Much more jetted out and this time she made Patricia catch it in the palm of her hand.

Patricia’s body was on fire! She felt like she could cum. “S... Stop.”

“Shh,” Honey brought Patricia’s hand up to her face.

“No. No, don’t make me...”

“Trust me.”

She pressed the palm coated in milk to Patricia’s own lips.

Patricia tried to keep her lips closed tight.

“No. Open. You need to drink my Ambrosia, Patricia.”

She stared into Honey’s eyes as her lips parted and she...

Patricia drank the Ambrosia down and her mind exploded.

***

At the resort, Karen Miller woke from a dream to find herself sucking an elf’s cock. At least she thought it was an elf. It was naked and hairless, barely knee high.

The cock was huge and as thick as her wrist. The balls hung thick and heavy. They slapped against her chin as she took his meat all the way down her throat.

This is how she knew she was dreaming.

Anything that touched the back of her throat caused her to gag as many boyfriends had discovered over the years.

There was literally no way she could deep throat a monster elf cock.

It leered down at her and showed sharp, yellow teeth.

After what seemed like an hour of thrusting, the elf pulled his cock free dripping with her saliva. He rolled her roughly onto her stomach and grabbed her nightgown in his clawed hands.

He ripped it like tissue paper.

Her panties met the same fate and then he raked her sides with his talons.

He rubbed his thick cock up and down her slit.

“Oh, yes. Fuck, yes!” Karen moaned.

He slid into her, stretching her more than any man had ever managed.

As sex dreams went, this was the kinkiest she ever had and that included the one about the varsity football team.

She was lying crossways across the bed facing the full length mirror attached to the wall.

The elf was fucking her doggie style and laughing.

She licked her lips and smiled at their reflection.

She saw movement in the mirror: more elves were squeezing under the door!

She began to laugh as she thrust back against the elf fucking her.

Sharp teeth closed on her nipple from the side.

And then her face was pressed between the small thighs of a girl elf.

“Kinkiest dream ever,” Karen laughed as she performed cunnilingus for the first time in her life.

***

“I’ll bet that girl really missed you,” Honey whispered. She was out of the tub lying on her side. She had removed Patricia’s sweater and bra and she had her hand inside Patricia’s yoga pants rubbing her clit.

Patricia nursed greedily from Honey’s left breast and orgasmed over and over from the Ambrosia and the attention. Her mind wandered. Occasionally, she tried to stop but there was something hypnotic about Honey - the smell of her hair, the way she stared knowingly into Patricia’s eyes, the feel of her talented fingers finding just the right spots to caress and rub.

And the Ambrosia. Her breast milk was the most delicious thing she had ever tasted.

She couldn’t stop even if she wanted to.

“We’re not evil, you know?” Honey said gently. “We want to make people happy and you’re happy aren’t you?”

“Mmm,” Patricia moaned. It was hard to focus. She reached down and caressed the inside of Honey’s thighs - it was the first time she had touched a woman in decades.

Her fingers caressed Honey’s clit.

Honey giggled. “Just like riding a bike, huh?”

She reluctantly stopped nursing and brought her lips up to Honey’s. She kissed her, tasting her sweet and salty lips.

***

Brenda had almost fallen asleep when someone knocked on her bedroom door. The clock said 2:35 AM. She got out of bed and groggily opened the door.

“Did I wake you?” Carter asked.

Brenda snapped awake. Carter was standing in front of her door wearing nothing but blue pajama bottoms. “No! No, you didn’t wake me.” Flannel.. oh, God, I’m wearing flannel!

“Nice PJs,” Carter said.

“I was cold. I have sexier things to wear...” What am I saying? She thought.

Carter tried not to laugh. “I think flannel is sexy.”

“Okay.” She had bed brain. She was sleepy and couldn’t brain good.

“Listen, those cookies that Patricia made are calling my name. Late night milk and cookies?”

Brenda nodded. “Yeah. Cookies and milk sounds amazing.”

She followed him down the stairs watching the muscles in his back. How did he have that many muscles? Did he take steroids?

“I wouldn’t think you ate milk and cookies very often... not looking like you do,” Brenda said.

“It’s the holidays. Got to have Christmas cookies.”

They passed through the living room.

“Looks like they must have moved our guest to one of the bedrooms,” Carter said. “Hey, did you hear the fight earlier?”

“Gina and Joey? Yeah, they do that all the time from what I understand.”

“I hate it when people fight.”

“Me too,” she said as she followed him into the kitchen.

He opened the refrigerator door and pulled out a gallon jug of milk. “What interested you in Biomedical Engineering?”

Brenda climbed stiffly onto a barstool in front of the kitchen counter. “You’ll laugh.”

“Why would I laugh?” Carter said as he sat on the stool beside hers. He poured her a glass of milk.

Brenda pursed her lips. “I want... no, you’ll laugh.”

“No, I won’t. I promise.”

“Bionic legs.”

Carter smiled. “Huh?”

“See, I told you that you’d laugh.”

“No, I’m not. You want to make bionic legs?”

“I want to make mechanical legs and hips that you wear like a suit of armor - for people with Achondroplasia like me. See we have a lot of trouble with our joints. A lot of us end up unable to walk. If we had these robotic legs that were tied to our nervous system? We could relieve the stress on our joints. Our mobility would be enhanced. Huge quality of life improvement.”

Carter stared at her. “Fuck. That’s brilliant.”

“You’re making fun...”

“No, Brenda! That’s absolutely brilliant.”

Brenda blushed. “You really think so?”

“Yes, I really think so.”

“What about you? Why are you studying Biomedical?”

“Cochlear implants. My mom is deaf, and I want to design better hearing implants.”

She raised her glass of milk to toast. “Well, here’s to us.”

He clinked his glass against hers.

She took a bite of cookie. “Now, I have a question for you...”

“You just asked one.”

“I’m asking another: Madison Fuchs.”

Carter laughed and shook his head. “Oh, here we go.”

“Dish. Inquiring minds want to know. You dated like the hottest girl on earth.”

“She’s... nice.”

“You call that dishing?”

Carter laughed. “We went out... once. People at Ithaca act like we were engaged or something.”

“How’d you meet?”

Carter sighed. “I was sitting at lunch in the cafeteria and she... just walked up and sat down.”

“That’s it? You didn’t pursue her? You didn’t ask her out?”

Carter shrugged. “She asked me out.”

“Whoa,” Brenda said. She sat back and gave him an appraising glance. “Okay, I can see that.”

“No, you can’t. I didn’t... look like this.”

Brenda stifled a giggle. “Oh? You mean you weren’t perfect...?”

“Stop! I am far from perfect. But back then I was... well... fifty pounds lighter.”

Brenda stared at him. “No. There’s no way. At your height? You’d be...”

“A bean pole. A scarecrow. I think those are the words you’re looking for.”

“There’s no way. I mean... do you take steroids or something?”

“No. I don’t even exercise.” He shook his head. “I was sitting there, 6’3”, 122 pounds...”

“Jesus...”

“Yeah. I was eating like 4000 calories that day trying to put on weight. And, out of the blue, Maddie Fuchs sits down and starts talking to me - I really mean it when I say she’s nice... at least that’s how she seemed that day. Anyway, we hit it off and I went back to her apartment with her.”

“That day?! Maddie’s a slut... and so are you, Carter,” she laughed.

“I’m not telling you this story.”

“I’m kidding. So you two...?”

He took a deep breath. “Yeah. And at some point I passed out. Next morning, I wake up in my own bed. Alone. And there’s this note from Maddie thanking me for a wonderful evening and she doesn’t think it’s going to work out between us. Best of luck...”

“That’s terrible.”

“No, the terrible part was the P.S.”

“There was a P.S.?”

“Yeah. It said: You’re Welcome.”

“Oh, my God! That is sooo narcissistic.”

“I know. Then a couple of days later? I start bulking up. I put on fifty pounds of muscle in a week. I thought I had cancer or something. So I went to the doctor.”

“What did they say?”

“They said I had some sort of delayed onset puberty or a second puberty. They didn’t know for sure but I’m fine. Just... this now.”

She stared at his arm. “Can I?”

“Huh?”

She reached out and squeezed his bicep. “That’s really impressive.” She continued to stare at him. He smelled so damned good!

She shook her head. “You know, you really shouldn’t walk around without a shirt on. It’s... You’re distracting.”

He reached out and pushed a lock of her dark hair away from her face. “You’re kind of distracting yourself.”

***

Patricia was struggling for control of her own body. Honey was awakening old feelings inside her she thought she had buried. Worst of all, the thought of how she was betraying Drew was tearing her up.

But she wasn’t so torn up that she couldn’t kiss Honey even deeper, playing her fingers over the younger woman’s clit while Honey’s fingers probed deep inside her. Her every touch was like magic. She was in an orgasmic haze, the reasoning part of her brain begging her to stop while the more primal part was in ecstasy.

Had she been denying part of herself all these years?

No, it wasn’t possible. She’d barely thought about her old relationship in years.

How did this girl seem to know every single place on her body to...?

She orgasmed again and lost all her train of thought. Patricia felt as if she was melting into the floor.

Honey was sliding down her body, moving her head between Patricia’s thighs.

“N... No... Stop... I can’t take anymore,” Patricia moaned.

She could feel Honey’s breath on her pussy.

“Sure you can. You’d be amazed how far I can take you.”

“Honey? Please... you have to stop... Oh. God!”

Honey’s lips found her clit and sucked it in, her tongue flicking against it.

“Jesus! Honey, I can’t...”

Honey giggled and released her nubbin. “Okay. You’ll be more fun soon.”

“Huh? What are you talking about? Oh, Honey, I’m sorry. I shouldn’t have let you. I love my husband,” Patricia whispered.

“Of course, you do. I’m not trying to take you away from him.” She raised up and smiled down at Patricia. Then she leaned over and picked up her pink purse. “Would you like him to join us?” Honey asked as she rummaged through her bag.

“What?! No! Honey, no. He must never know about this! Promise me.”

Honey shook her head. “I promise I won’t tell - but you should. He won’t be mad.” She pulled out a cloth bundle and untied it. “Boys like to watch girls make love. It’s evolution - that’s what Willy says. They’re wired to like it.” She winked at Patricia and held up a pink capsule about three inches long. “Pink is for girls.”

“What... is that?”

“It took me days and days to be transformed. It’ll only take you about an hour! Isn’t science wonderful?” Honey asked.

“Transformed? What are you talking about?”

“You’ll see. I’m giving you like the best Christmas gift ever,” Honey said.

She placed the pink capsule on Patricia’s tummy just above her pubic hair.

“What is that?!”

The capsule moved but it seemed to be stuck to her skin.

Patricia bent her neck forward to look at it.

Then the capsule split open.

Patricia tried to scream but Honey put her hand tight over Patricia’s mouth.

“It’s okay, Patricia! It won’t hurt!”

A long centipede-looking thing emerged from the plastic ‘cocoon’. It was made of shiny chrome and had shining red eyes.

Patricia fought against Honey, but the blonde was incredibly strong.

“Don’t fight it. It’s okay, Patricia. Everything is going to be fine.”

The centipede crawled across her skin on its tiny metal legs. It burrowed through her public hair and then she felt the legs on her labia.

She screamed into Honey’s hand as the thing slipped between her pussy lips and then deep inside her.

Patricia went numb from the waist down and the paralysis crept up from her waist.

Honey took away her hand. “I know it’s scary looking but it’s a really good thing, Patricia. You’ll see.”

“What... is it... doing?” She felt like she was going to faint.

“Just sleep. Everything is going to be fine. You’ll see.”

Patricia closed her eyes and drifted away.

***

A moment later, Patricia’s eyes flickered open. “Specify caste,” Patricia said, though Honey knew it wasn’t Patricia who was talking.

“Whore Caste,” Honey said.

“Designation?” Patricia said without emotion.

“Hmm... choices, choices,” Honey giggled. There were a wide variety of possibilities and Honey could see Patricia in lots of roles. Street Whore, Dominatrix - she’d make an awesome White Witch but the prototype capsules she had couldn’t make a White Witch yet.

Honey caressed Patricia’s face with its gentle laugh lines. She could age regress Patricia to an eighteen year old if she wanted.

But no. It was Patricia’s maturity that had drawn Honey to her in the first place.

“MILF Whore,” Honey said.

“Default attributes?” Patricia asked.

“Manual mode,” Honey whispered. She caressed Patricia’s C-cup breasts. “G-Cup. Upturned nipples, please. Corset waist. Umm, legs three inches longer. Oh, and no mind wipe! I want her to be the sweet, snuggly person she is - she has a soulmate and we’re not gonna mess that up. Ooo! I have the perfect name for her: Tricia Tease!”

“Acknowledged,” Patricia said. “Initiating transformation in 3...2...1.”

Patricia closed her eyes and went limp on the floor.

Honey leaned down and kissed Patricia’s nose. “There. Soup’s on.” She stood up and looked down at her latex outfit. “Hmm... No. Something more comfy.” She opened the closet door and found a white silk kimono style robe neatly folded on a shelf.

She took it out and put it on.

Tying the belt around her waist she turned and looked in the mirror.

“Definitely not Honey sized.”

The silk could not fully contain Honey’s boobs and the hem barely covered her butt. She turned left and right, letting the silk swish. “Sexy though.” She stared a little closer at her lips.

Her makeup had somehow ‘turned off’ in the cold. “That won’t do.” She concentrated on her face.

The electronic makeup came back on giving her bright pink lips, rosy cheeks, and pink eyeshadow. “Yay!”

She blew Patricia a kiss and left the bathroom, locking the door behind her.

***

There was an orgy going on in Karen Miller’s room at the resort, but Karen Miller wasn’t actually there.

At some point during the time when she was going down on the girl elf and the boy elves were introducing her to double penetration, they had begun giving her injections.

Each one made Karen a little less ‘Karen’.

All the hair on her body had fallen out. The hair on her head grew back and was now short and electric pink.

Her breasts were still small but now they were round and firm with rosy nipples.

Her ears were now pointed, and her tongue was very, very long. She tongue fucked the girl elf and the creature cooed and moaned as she grasped Karen’s short hair.

Karen decided the world was about ‘Fuck’.

Fuck was all that mattered.

She liked fuck... no! She loved fuck!

When the two elves came inside her she was afraid fuck might be over.

The girl elf pushed her off and the other elves took her hands.

“Fuck,” Karen said in the dark room.

The elves giggled and led her naked to the door.

Karen opened the door and stepped out into the empty hallway led by the elves.

They stopped at the next room and the elves shoved her against the door.

They pounded their little fists on the door and then stepped back.

Karen could smell the man before he opened the door. Man smell was good. Man smell meant fuck.

The door opened and a young man with black hair stared at her in shock. “Uh, can I help you.”

“Fuck,” she said and shoved him back inside his room. She fell on him, pressing her lips against his and pushing her tongue down his throat.

Behind her, the elves laughed and poured into the room, closing the door behind them.

***

Back at the Combs’s house, Brenda was walking up the stairs ahead of Carter.

She barely noticed the pain in her hips and knees.

Did he like her? He had flirted with her downstairs, hadn’t he?

And she had flirted back.

“I... hey,” Brenda said. “Today at the store? The doughnuts? That was nice how you did that.” She turned and looked at him.

She was nearly on eye level with him a few steps below her.

His eyes came up when she faced him. Had he been looking down before?

My butt! He was checking me out on the stairs!

Carter smiled. “That was nothing.”

She shook her head. “No, it wasn’t ‘nothing’.”

Carter shrugged. “I didn’t like the way the clerk was looking at you. I’m... protective.”

“Because of your mom?”

Carter sighed. “Yeah.”

“It was sweet.”

He leaned in and kissed her gently. “I didn’t mean it to just be sweet.”

Then he kissed her again and she closed her eyes.

Their tongues touched and she pulled back. “Wait. Hold on a second, okay?”

He ran his fingers through her hair. “Okay. Take as long as you need.”

“Carter... I really, really like you.”

He smiled at her and moved closer. “What a coincidence.”

“Wait... I need to know. Is this... I mean it’s not you just being a super nice guy, right?”

He turned his head to the side. “Brenda? I like you. I think you’re smart, beautiful, fun - I’m not going to kiss you just because I’m nice.” He kissed her again.

She stopped him again. “I’m... we’re not... alike.”

“Could you just...?” He sighed. “Could you just get over yourself for a minute and accept the fact that I am totally into you? I mean, if you’re not into me that’s okay...”

“What? No, Jesus, I’m totally into you too.” She put her arms around his neck.

He smiled and kissed her. “That’s a relief.” 

They kissed again and, this time, Brenda didn’t hold back.

***

Honey stood in the shadows outside the bathroom and watched the couple kiss on the stairs. This wasn’t the orgy she was expecting to attend tonight but love was certainly in the air.

She was going to have a long night ahead of her.

***

Willy paced back and forth in his room watching the window and the swirling snow.

This had been a mistake.

It wasn’t as if he could tell the Church no but perhaps he could have recommended a different coven other than his own.

The Church considered Honey to be of low intelligence. The asshole bishop had made that very clear.

If Willy ever saw him again, he was going to squash his head like an overripe melon.

Honey was not dumb - she just had the sweet optimism that went along with a Street Whore’s ‘programming’. She couldn’t always recognize the danger in a situation.

That didn’t make her dumb.

That made her a better person than Willy and a damn sight better than that motherfucking bishop.

“Fuck this,” Willy whispered. He pulled the huge parka on and zipped it.

I’ll just go down to the cabin and check on her. That’s all. She won’t even know I was there.

He turned off the lights and closed the door.

Behind him on the bedside table, he left his satellite phone.

It buzzed to life a few minutes after he left the room.

The display read: Stallion’s.

***

Dinah, the resort receptionist, was exhausted. She had just worked a double shift and, come morning, she would pick up a third. None of her coworkers had complained when she offered to work their shifts.

Her husband had complained, however. She had told him to come to breakfast at the resort in the morning and she would explain everything to him.

Her plan was to take him to Mrs. Claus as an offering. His cock was small, tiny in comparison to Santa, but she knew Mrs. Claus would find a use for him.

Dinah’s tired eyes widened when the giant stepped off the elevator. He had to be nearly eight feet tall.

He barely glanced at her as he stalked toward the entrance.

“Are you looking for Santa?” Dinah asked.

He turned and looked down at her. “I’m sorry?”

“Are you looking for Santa?”

The giant turned his handsome head to the side and frowned. “No. Are you okay?”

Dinah nodded and smiled mechanically. “Sorry. Just tired.”

The giant nodded and headed through the sliding doors and into the storm.

Dinah watched him disappear.

Then she hurried down the hall to Santa’s room - she knew the giant must have been lying.

***

“I... guess I should get some sleep,” Carter said.

They’d been making out on the steps for ten minutes.

“Yeah. Me too... I guess,” Brenda whispered. She started to turn but he kissed her again and it was just as good as the first one had been.

He finally broke the kiss and walked toward his room. “Good night.”

“Good night.” She reached for her doorknob. “Carter?”

“Yeah?” He said and turned toward her.

She opened her bedroom door. “Bed’s this way.”

Carter smiled and nodded. “Yeah, so it is.”

She took his hand and backed into the room.

He shut the door behind them.

She put both palms on the bed and pushed herself up to sit on the edge.

Carter knelt in front of her and kissed her.

He put his hands on her waist and started raising her t-shirt. Carter kissed his way up her abdomen, pushing the shirt up as he went.

She raised her hands as he pulled the fabric up to her shoulders, exposing her breasts.

His lips found her left nipple and kissed first it and then the right.

Brenda was breathing hard as he pulled the t-shirt over her head.

He smiled at her as he laid the t-shirt on the bed beside them and pulled her close. He crushed her breasts against his hairless chest as he kissed her neck.

His hands roamed down to her buttocks, then down the front of her pajamas. He giggled against her neck. “Somebody shaves.”

“Mmm, should have told you I’m sort of kinky.”

He laughed. “Kinky’s good.”

“Oh, is it?” She giggled.

“Very good, Miss Kensey.” He kissed her and his fingers moved gently over her sex.

She spread her legs and let him explore.

“Ooo,” Carter whispered. “Shaved and wet. My favorite.”

She leaned back and sighed.

He pulled his hand from between her legs and smiled as he licked his fingers.

She stared at his lips.

“Much better than the cookies and milk,” Carter whispered.

She grinned. “Have all you like.”

“Don’t mind if I do.” He leaned her back and then her pajama pants were off.

He began kissing the inside of her thighs.

She sat up on her elbows. “I... Nobody’s ever done...”

“Never?”

She shook her head as he kissed higher.

“Good,” Carter said.

His lips touched her pussy.

“Oh, my God!” Brenda moaned and threw her head back.

His tongue traced the inside of her labia, moving tantalizingly close to her clit before switching to the other side and repeating the movement.

She reached down and ran her fingers through his hair trying hard not to pull him forward but wanting him to touch her clit.

His tongue snaked deep inside her and she gasped.

He curled the tip of his tongue up and gently probed her G-spot.

“Fuck! What are you doing?”

He laughed gently and probed harder.

She felt his fingers on her inner lips, pulling them apart.

Then his lips found her clit and sucked it in.

“Jesus!” She whispered and began to thrash on the bed. She let go of his hair and clamped her thighs around him.

He suckled her clit and rubbed it with his tongue as his hands moved under her and grasped her buttocks.

“Just like that! Carter, oh, God, just like that!”

She came, arching her back and pushing her pussy against his face.

He kept licking and sucking.

“S... Stop... Enough...”

He climbed onto the bed beside her and held her tight, kissing her.

His hand went between her thighs, and he held it there against her spasming sex.

***

Dinah stepped into Santa Claus’s room.

The smell of unwashed bodies nearly overwhelmed her.

Naked women lay piled together on the bed. The bedspread was stained red from the women giving birth.

They nuzzled each other and whispered in the dark, their stomachs now flat - their role as breeders was complete.

The floor was crawling with naked elves and Dinah knew there were many, many more roaming the dark corners of the hotel.

Santa was sitting on the loveseat, his leather pants around his ankles as one of the breeders sucked him off.

“Hello, Dinah... come to blow my horn?” Santa laughed.

“There’s a giant in the hotel,” Dinah said as she picked her way across the elf strewn floor.

Santa shoved the breeder sucking him off away. “Where!?”

“He went outside and down the slope.”

“Just him? Were there any others?”

“A woman in pink latex earlier...”

“Pink?! You sure it was pink? Not a big tall bitch with snow white hair wearing white latex?!”

“No, Santa. Just a big titted blonde wearing pink.” She felt the elves running their hands up the inside of her thighs under her skirt.

Dinah was staring at Santa’s huge cock and licking her lips.

“Whore Master and a Street Whore, huh? Just the ones doing the field trial then.” He settled back in the chair and smiled. “Turn around, bitch. Let me get a look at ya.”

Dinah turned slowly.

Below her, the elves were giggling.

“Lift the skirt.”

Dinah pulled it up to her waist.

“Get those hose off her,” Santa grumbled.

Dinah gasped as sharp claws tore her panty hose to ribbons.

“Panties too.”

The elves ripped off her panties and left her bare assed.

She looked over her shoulder at Santa.

He stroked his thick cock and looked at her backside. “Ever been assfucked?”

She shook her head. “No, Santa.”

“Come here.”

She walked over to him, the elves sliding away from her as she approached.

“Sit on Santa’s lap,” Santa laughed.

She sat down and he grabbed her thighs and lifted her. He spread her open and let her lean back against him.

“Get her wet.”

Elves clambered between Santa’s legs and climbed up.

She felt small tongues licking her exposed asshole.

Dinah began to moan.

A tiny fist forced its way into her pussy and an elf giggled.

“Oh, fuck!” Dinah moaned.

The elves stopped licking.

She felt Santa’s thick cock head pushing against her butt.

“Fuck! Yes! Fuck my ass, Santa!”

“Fucking whore,” Santa growled as he pushed insistently at her pucker. “You just remember Santa was nice to you and had them get you wet first.”

“Thank you, Santa!” Dinah cried as his big cock head slipped past her anal ring. It hurt like hell, but she didn’t care. She pushed herself down, impaling herself on Santa’s meat.

“Yeah, just like that, bitch.” Santa held her in place with his cock in her to the hilt. “Baby, we are going to do so much twisted shit to you when I get you back to Demonica. Gonna make this assfuck seem boring.”

He clamped his hands on her waist and lifted her slowly.

Dinah moaned and thrashed as he lifted her higher and higher before bringing her back down on his length.

The door opened and Mrs. Claus stepped in. “For fuck’s sake - that cunt is supposed to be watching the front desk.”

“Ungh... She’s been a good girl. Santa has... a treat for her.” Santa grunted as he fucked her.

Dinah threw her head back and cried out. “Fuck my ass! Motherfucker! Give it to me!” Then she lapsed into gibberish as Santa fucked her.

***

Loretta Mayfield stood on the porch of the now misnumbered cabin 159 and smoked a joint. The mellow kush was doing a pretty good job of calming her down. She always got blue when she started to think about the fact she was a 28 year old college dropout working Ski Patrol at a podunk Finger Lakes resort.

She was living like a college ski bum seven years after that phase should have lost its appeal.

Inside the cabin, half the party goers were passed out and the other half were getting weird on the floor.

She’d spent a lot of time on those cabin floors.

And the appeal was definitely wearing off.

She took a long draw and held it, loving the feel of the warm smoke in her lungs and the cold wind in her face.

That’s when the giant stepped into view.

She exhaled slowly and then looked at the joint. “What the fuck did they lace this with?” She whispered.

The man was way over seven feet tall and muscular. He smiled at her. “Good evening.”

Loretta just nodded.

“I’m looking for a woman. Blonde about six foot two. She was wearing a pink latex outfit with high heels? Her name is Honey.”

Loretta stared at her joint again. “Are you real?”

“I’m sorry?”

Loretta shook her head and tapped the joint out on the ice covered rail. “You are real, aren’t you?”

The man smiled. “Yeah, last I checked. I’m Willy.”

“Loretta.”

“Have you seen Honey?” He asked. Then he looked over her shoulder at the door. “Oh, no. This is cabin 159, right?”

“No, I haven’t seen her, but this is 159.” She turned her head and looked. “Aw, shit. We had a couple of idiots moving kegs earlier. They must have busted the house numbers.” She reached out and rotated the ‘6’ up into a ‘9’. “How long has your friend been gone?”

“Jesus, a few hours,” Willy whispered. He looked down the slope. “Are there more cabins?”

“No, this is the last row.”

“Oh, God. How far to the nearest houses down the slope?”

“A few miles. Did you say your friend was wearing latex?”

Willy clenched his fists. “She only had to make it to this cabin.”

“That was really dumb. It’s fifteen below out here.” She zipped up her red parka with its Greek Peak Ski Patrol emblem. “Go back to the resort. I’ll find her.”

“I’ll come with you.”

“Look, I’m with the ski patrol. I know what I’m doing,” she said as she stepped down into the snow.

“No offense but you’re baked. Honey’s all I have in this world. I’m going with you.”

She stared up at him. “Yeah, okay. Good point.” She pulled out her cellphone. “What the fuck? I got no service. What about you?”

“I... left my phone in our room.”

Loretta rolled her eyes. “Great.” She took out her flashlight and pointed it at the ground.

There were some small indentations that almost looked like they had been made by high heels. They were quickly getting covered over.

“Okay, Willy. Try not to slow me down.”

Together they trudged down the slope following the fading tracks.

***

Richie sat on the big bed with his head against the wall knowing that just a few feet behind him, Gina Crocetti was sleeping in her own bed.

Joey was a dick.

Richie couldn’t stand him and not just because he was Gina’s boyfriend. He hated him because Joey was a jerk who treated Gina like shit.

Gina deserved a lot better than Joey.

She deserved better than Richie too - he had no illusions of being in Gina’s league.

He reached down and began stroking his cock through his boxers.

He felt a little pervy jerking off thinking about Gina. It wasn’t something he normally did but the internet was out, and Gina was so close...

“Whatcha thinkin’ about?”

He almost jumped out of his skin.

The girl who had almost frozen to death was standing in his room. She had opened his bedroom door and walked in while he was distracted.

He quickly pulled his hand away from his boxers.

Then he saw that the fabric was tented up, so he quickly tried to smooth down the thin cotton. “You can’t... just come in somebody’s room like that!”

“Sure I can. The door wasn’t locked, and your light was on,” the girl said.

Richie finally noticed that she was wearing a thin silk robe that did nothing to hide her Barbie Doll body.

“I’m Honey. What’s your name?”

“Um, I’m Richie.”

“What were you thinking about, Richie?” Honey said as she walked to his bed.

“Can... you like go out for a minute while I put some clothes on?”

“Why?”

“What do you mean ‘why’? I’m sitting here in my skivvies.”

“Yes, masturbating. What were you thinking about?”

Richie stared at her with his mouth open. “I wasn’t masturbating.”

Honey giggled. It wasn’t a mean sound - usually when a girl giggled near him it was because he had done something stupid, and she was making fun of him. “Yes, you were. Why do humans always lie about masturbating. I do it lots.”

Then she reached down and lifted the front of the robe exposing her shaved snatch. She rubbed her clit gently with two fingers. “I think about my boyfriend a lot when I masturbate. Sometimes we do it together - we make it a game to see how long we can do it without touching each other.” She laughed. “Willy always loses.” She lifted her fingers to her lips and licked them. “Now. What were you thinking about?”

There was something about her voice, her eyes. He trusted her.

Richie nodded at the wall behind him. “Gina. She’s in the next room over. I like her.”

Richie almost jumped out of his skin when Honey sat down on the bed beside him. “Have you told her?”

Richie sighed. “No. She doesn’t even know I exist.”

Honey shook her head. “Lot of lonely people sit around thinking somebody else doesn’t know they exist. She might think you don’t know she exists - you ever think about that?”

Richie rolled his eyes. “I’m not in her league. I mean look at me.”

Honey got on her knees and put her face a few inches from his. “I see nice hair that you don’t know how to cut. I see really nice brown eyes that look way too sad. I see a really nice mouth.” She looked down. “I see a cock straining to get out of your boxers.”

He slapped his hands over his crotch.

She giggled and tapped Richie’s chest. “It’s what’s in here that counts, Richie. Everything else is negotiable.”

Richie smiled.

“There’s a smile. I’m good at making people smile. Let’s masturbate!”

“What?!”

Honey lay down beside him and untied her robe.

Her breasts stood up as if they laughed at gravity. She laid her head on the pillow and smiled at Richie. “Come on. Lose the boxers.”

Richie just stared at her with his mouth open.

Honey rolled toward him and lifted her leg, exposing herself. She reached down and fingered her long, protruding clit.

“Oh, my God.”

“Richie? Do I have to take your boxers off for you?”

“I... I’m not real big.”

“Richie, did I ask you if you had a big cock?”

“Uh... no.”

She tapped his chest. “I told you: it’s what’s in here that counts. Everything else is negotiable.”

He scooted down on the bed and hooked his thumbs in his boxers. He pushed them down. He covered himself with his hands. “Is this... you know... too much? Am I being too forward?”

Honey laughed. “Richie, I’m almost raping you.”

Richie laughed. “You think I’m silly, huh?”

Honey stroked his cheek. “No. I think you’re a very nice person, Richie. I’m really glad I ended up at this party instead of the other one.” She pushed his hands away from his crotch. Then she smiled. “Guess what, Richie? That’s average for a human.”

“For a human? That’s the second time...”

“Shut up and stroke.” She smiled at him. “Yeah. You like my breasts?”

“Absolutely.”

“Good. I want you to cum on them when you’re ready... not yet! Slow down.”

“O... Okay.” Richie jacked his cock slowly.

“What color is Gina’s hair?” Honey asked as she stroked her clit.

“Black.”

“Black? Now don’t freak out,” Honey said.

Her blonde hair went jet black.

“Oh, fuck!” Richie said. He almost jumped out of the bed.

“Shh.” She took his free hand. “I said don’t freak out.” Her eyebrows turned black as well.

“What are you?” Richie whispered.

“We’re called the transformed. I was human once. Just like you. I can’t remember it really. That means it must have been kind of a bad life for me - that’s what they do. If you had a really crappy life they give you a do over.”

He reached out and touched her hair.

“Does it look like Gina’s?”

“Yeah, sort of. Why are you doing this?”

“I like you. Isn’t that a good enough reason?”

“You don’t even know me.”

“Sure I do. We talked. I got a good feeling about you, Richie.” She took his hand away from her hair and brought it down to her breasts.

“Oh, Jesus,” he whispered.

“Don’t be shy. I want you to cum all over them, Richie. You’d like that wouldn’t you?”

“Oh, hell, yes.” He grew a little braver and squeezed her breast gently, traced the plastic nipple clips with his finger.

“Imagine they’re Gina’s breasts, Richie.”

Richie stroked himself harder.

“I’m going to cum, Richie.”

“Oh, God...”

Honey went rigid and clenched her teeth. She moaned gently never taking her eyes off Richie. “N... Now... Do it now... All over them.”

Richie got on his knees and aimed his cock at her amazing breasts. “Oh, fuck!” He shot cum onto her big breasts, jet after jet.

Honey laughed. “Mmm, yeah. That’s right, Richie.” She rubbed the cum into her breasts as Richie groaned and continued to stroke.

Richie fell onto the bed beside her and smiled into her eyes.

She scooped up the cum with her fingers and licked them.

Richie shook his head. “I’ve never met anyone like you.”

Honey snuggled against him and laid her head on his chest. “I like you too.” She leaned over and picked up her purse from the floor. She pulled out a cloth parcel.

“What are you doing?” Richie asked with a smile.

She held up a long blue capsule. “Everything else is negotiable.”

Richie frowned. “Uh... is that drugs? I don’t do...”

“No, Richie, it isn’t drugs.” She held it up and smiled at it. “I like you the way you are, Richie. But I don’t think you do. It’s not your fault. Humans aren’t complete. They feed you crap and then you gain weight and then they tell you that you’re too fat. That makes you depressed and you eat more crap.” She looked at him and smiled. “Truth is? You haven’t been born yet.” She nodded toward the capsule. “This will free you.”

Richie looked into her eyes. Why did he believe every word this strange girl said? “Is that... what happened to you?”

Honey frowned. “Sort of. I think.” She pointed toward her head. “I think all my pain was in here and in my heart. When you’re transformed? You want to transform others. That’s not what I’m doing here. I see you hurting, and I know how to fix it... if you want. If you don’t? That’s okay.”

Richie stared at her for a moment. “My life will be better?”

She shrugged. “No. But it will be different. Whether it’s better will be up to you. Will you trust me?”

He nodded.

Honey smiled. “Good.” She held the capsule in her palm and then pressed her palm to his cheek.

Richie gasped as he felt the capsule move.

Something was crawling across his face. 

“Jesus! What the...?”

Honey kissed him as whatever was crawling on him slipped into his mouth.

***

Halfway down the slope, Loretta realized how phenomenally dumb this was. She was alone in the dark with a man who could kill her with a single blow. She had no comms, no weapon.

He could be a psychopath and she had just blindly headed out into a blizzard with him.

Her mother had been right: marijuana led to bad decisions.

She glanced up at Willy.

Though he was menacing, he was also handsome with wavy blonde hair and a square jaw. She could tell that, under the immense parka, he was built like a weightlifter.

What did he weigh? Four hundred pounds? More?

He stared straight ahead, following the fading tracks down the mountain.

“This Honey? What is she to you? Girlfriend?” Loretta asked. Her breath turned to fog in front of her face.

“She’s... kind of my wife,” Willy said without taking his eyes off the tracks.

“How is she kind of your wife?”

Willy shook his head. “Our... religion doesn’t allow you to actually be married. We’re bound together forever.”

“Till death do you part, huh?’

Willy bit his lower lip. “Please don’t say that.”

“Shit. I’m sorry.”

“It’s okay. I just... we have to find her. She’s really vulnerable. I mean, she’s tough, don’t get me wrong. But, she’s one of these people who sees the good in everybody.”

“You’re afraid somebody might hurt her?” Loretta asked. “Then why would you let her go to that party without you? I mean... I wouldn’t let somebody I cared about like that go in there. She could have been roofied.”

He looked down at her and then he laughed. “No. That’s not what I’m worried about. Trust me.” He turned his head. “If it’s such a bad party, why were you there?”

Why was I there? Loretta thought. There’s a therapy question for you. What would cause her to hang around with all those losers?

Answer: she was one of them. And the dangers of hanging around them made her feel... something. Anything.

Because outside of parties like that one? She was numb.

She shook her head. “I... make a lot of bad choices.”

Willy stopped in mid-stride. “Oh... Oh, God, I’m sorry. You must be terrified of me. Sometimes I forget...”

“Do I need to be afraid of you, Willy?” She said and took a step back.

“No. No, Loretta. You do not need to be afraid of me. Come here.”

She stared into his eyes.

And, for some reason, stepping toward him seemed like a very good idea.

Her feet moved of their own volition.

When she was close enough, he reached out and put his huge hands on either side of her cold cheeks.

He smiled down at her. “I have a lot of power - more than a lot of... well, people like me, I guess. And just enough to do this: Loretta, you are completely safe with me. I will never hurt you. You don’t have to be afraid.”

She felt like she was just on the edge of falling asleep. Her eyes rolled back.

Willy smiled. “Wow. You’re really pretty.” He moved a wisp of black hair out of her eyes. “I’m going to count down from three. When I’m done? You won’t remember what I did but you will believe every word I said. Three... two... one.”

He stepped back. “Hey? You okay?”

Loretta wobbled on her feet. “Geez... I’m sorry.” She shook her head to clear it. “Goddamn that was some powerful kush.” She smiled up at him. Had she been afraid of him before? Kush must have made her paranoid.

Willy would never hurt her.

She turned and shined her flashlight at the footprints. “Let’s keep moving. There are houses a few hundred yards ahead. Judging from the tracks? I’ll bet she’s in one of them.”

***

Patricia Combs’s eyes flickered back and forth behind her closed lids.

In her dream, a beautiful woman named Cum Slut Cathy was talking to her and showing her images at high speed.

“Bringing people to the Church is your top priority...”

“...lied to. We are saving the world...”

“MILF Whores seduce and transform those around them...”

She winced in her sleep.

“Malfunction. Programming cannot be completed. Error code 87231.”

Patricia’s eyes snapped open. Her voice came out smokey and sultry. “Tricia Tease, Whore Caste, Designation MILF Whore...” She gritted her teeth and her own voice returned. “P... Patricia Combs... my... husband’s name is Drew Combs. I am not... Tricia Tease.”

She struggled to her feet. “Goddamn it. What the fuck did she...?”

She looked down.

She couldn’t see her feet.

A set of massive fake boobs blocked her view.

Patricia put her fist against her lips to keep from screaming.

“Freak! Oh, Jesus, I’m a freak!” She hissed.

She turned toward the mirror.

Her legs were longer, her hips wider.

Below her navel, she had the same inverted pentagram tattoo Honey possessed.

But the sight of her clit almost made her pass out.

A diamond piercing glittered there. Her clit had been pierced - and that piercing had once been her diamond engagement ring. “Oh, God... no.”

She looked at her left hand.

The wedding ring was gone as well.

“Wedding and engagement rings are repurposed into perineum and clit piercings,” she whispered from memory. Those words had been injected into her brain during her ‘programming’. She spread her legs and reached down.

Her wedding ring was piercing the small patch of skin between her vagina and anus.

She stepped toward the mirror.

Her hips rolled invitingly as she walked, and the huge fake boobs wobbled.

Milk dribbled from her nipples.

On the bathroom vanity, two of the plastic nipple clamps rested beside a small note.

DEAR TRICIA,

YOU’RE GOING TO NEED THESE.

KISSES,

HONEY

“I’m going to kill her. I’m going to wrap my hands around her pretty little throat and squeeze until her eyeballs pop out,” Patricia whispered.

***

Brenda snuggled against Carter’s chest. “You are... amazing.”

“You liked that?”

She sat up on her elbows. “Are you kidding? I don’t even know how you did that. Are you a wizard or something?”

Carter laughed and shook his head. “Stick around, Kensey. I’ll spoil you rotten.”

Her hand trailed down his hard abs. “My turn... not to brag but I’m sort of an oral wizard in my own right.”

Carter frowned. “Um... maybe later.”

“I’m sorry, what?”

“I... you know... not now, okay?”

She looked at him in shock. “Carter? I love the fact you’re totally into giving me pleasure but it’s my turn to take care of you.” She touched the waistband of his pajamas.

He took her hand gently and pulled it back up his stomach. “Just... not yet.”

She reached up and stroked his cheek. “Carter, what’s wrong?” She looked down at his pajama bottoms. “Oh... wait... are you? Carter, I don’t care if you’re not, you know, huge...”

Carter laughed and shook his head. “That’s... no... that’s not the issue.”

“Deformed?”

“Not exactly.”

“A girl?”

Carter rolled his eyes. “If I am? I’m a hideously ugly one.”

“Then what’s wrong? Whatever it is? We’ll get past it.”

He smiled. “You’re really something, you know that?”

She reached down and untied the drawstring.

Brenda eased her fingers under the waistband.

“Don’t be afraid,” he whispered.

“Hey! You shave too? Kinky fucker.”

“I don’t have pubic hair.”

“Um... okay.” She reached lower.

The root of his cock was hard as a rock but angled down. The root was very wide.

Her fingers traced down from the root.

And down.

And down.

And down the left leg of his pajamas.

She looked up at his face.

He smiled sheepishly.

“Sweet Jesus,” she whispered.

Midway down his thigh, there was a band on his cock.

“It’s tape. It keeps me tied to the inside of my thigh because... if I get hard? It’s really noticeable.” He pushed his hand in past hers and tore off the tape.

Brenda raised up and pushed his pajamas down.

It was the largest cock she had ever seen, and it bobbed up.

She couldn’t get her hand all the way around it. “How... big?”

“I don’t know. I don’t measure it or...”

“Do not bullshit me, Carter!”

“Fourteen inches.”

“Fuck me,” Brenda whispered.

“I told you - they said it was some sort of second puberty,” Carter whispered.

“You slept with Maddie Fuchs and turned into a superhero with a fourteen inch dick?”

“Um... I guess?”

A clear drop of precum was forming on the tip as Brenda stroked him.

“Girls get scared sometimes.”

“I’ll bet.”

“You don’t have to...”

“Yes, actually, I do.” She leaned over and licked the tip of his cock taking the clear, slick drop into her mouth.

“Wait!”

“Mmph!” Brenda went stiff in his arms. “What the... fuck!”

“I... there’s something about what comes out of me.”

Brenda orgasmed. She rubbed her thighs together and moaned.

“I tried to warn you,” Carter laughed.

She held up her hand. “Just... hang on.” Then she laughed. “Tomorrow, we’re going to have a very long discussion about how you ended up like this.”

“Tomorrow?”

Brenda groaned and nodded. “Yeah. Tomorrow. Because right now? I’m doing that again.” She sucked the head of his cock between her lips and stroked him with both hands.

***

Honey opened the bedroom door next to Richie’s and stepped inside.

A brunette slept peacefully in the queen sized bed.

Honey reached into her little pink purse and pulled out a perfume bottle. She felt like a girl in a spy movie. Her perfume bottle didn’t have perfume in it at all.

It was filled with ‘Knock-Out’.

She crept over to Gina’s bedside and held the bottle in front of her nose.

Honey gave it a quick spray.

Gina took a deep breath and fell into a deeper sleep.

“There. Sleepy time for Gina.” Honey knelt by the bed and pulled back the covers. She stripped Gina naked quickly and straightened her body on the bed. “Richie really likes you a lot. He’s a super nice guy.”

She traced the mascara that stained Gina’s cheeks.

“I hate it when people are sad.” She reached into her bag and pulled out a pink capsule. “Hmm... nose? No. Belly button? No, that gives me the heebie jeebies.” She nudged Gina’s thighs apart. 

She put the capsule in her mouth and got it wet and warm.

Then she slid it gently in Gina’s pussy.

The capsule cracked open almost immediately and the shell slid out of her.

Gina moaned in her sleep and raised her knees.

Then her eyes snapped open.

“Specify caste,” Gina said.

“Whore Caste.”

“Designation?”

Honey pursed her lips. “Street Whore.”

“Default parameters?”

“Yes, but we’re going to bind her,” Honey said.

“Prepare DNA sample for binding.”

Honey opened her kimono. Her breasts were still wet with Richie’s cum. She scooped some onto her fingertip. “Okay, I got it. Filter out my DNA.”

“Acknowledged. Deposit DNA on subject’s tongue,” Gina said and stuck out her tongue.

Honey giggled as she placed the drop of semen on the tip of Gina’s tongue.

“Male DNA accepted. Initiating transformation in 3...2...1.” Gina closed her eyes.

***

“Drew? I need you to wake up,” Patricia said. She had entered their bedroom, but she had left the lights off.

“Huh? Something wrong with that girl?” Drew said as he sat up in bed.

“No... yes, actually, there’s a lot wrong with her.” Her head was swimming. Why did Drew smell so good?

“What’s wrong?”

“Drew, I... Oh, God, I don’t know where to start,” she sobbed as she sat down on the bed.

He put his arms out to hug her. “Hey, come on. It’s okay. Just tell me.” He seemed to be having trouble getting his arms around her. “What the...?”

She broke down and cried, throwing her arms around him. “I’m so sorry, Drew! I’m so sorry.”

“Baby, what is it? Why... are you wearing some kind of padded suit or something?” He reached for the bedside light.

“Don’t! Leave it off, please. Drew, I need to tell you: I cheated on you.”

“You... what?!”

“That girl - her name is Honey. I... Drew, I had sex with her.”

“You had sex with her?”

“Yes.”

“You had sex with a girl?”

“Yes. I’m so sorry,” she laid her head on his shoulder and sobbed.

“Shh, come on now. Patricia, did you have a dream?”

She sounded miserable. “No... no... I... She... It was like I was drunk or hypnotized. I didn’t think I still liked girls...”

“Still? Patricia, what are you talking about?”

Patricia collapsed against him. “I’ll tell you everything - just I want you to know I love you. I didn’t mean to...”

He held onto her. “It doesn’t matter. Whatever it is? We’ll figure it out, okay?”

Patricia felt a wave of heat pass over her. Suddenly all she wanted was to make love to Drew.

She kissed him and her hand found his cock inside his boxers.

“Patricia, are your breasts...?”

She unclipped one of the clamps and a jet of her milk... not milk, Ambrosia... jetted out and struck his face.

He went into convulsions and his cock spasmed, covering his stomach and her hand in cum.

“Humans will orgasm immediately when exposed to Ambrosia. Teach them to nurse and they will be ready for sex again within seconds,” Cum Slut Cathy’s words echoed in her head.

“What... the fuck... just happened?” Drew whispered.

Patricia smiled in the dark. “Nurse me.”

“Huh?”

She pressed her nipple between his lips, and he started to suck.

His cock spasmed again and Patricia smiled.

***

Carter rolled Brenda onto her back.

“Wait,” Brenda said.

He was trying to get a condom on his long, thick cock.

“What? I promise I won’t hurt you. I know how to be gentle.”

“No, you won’t hurt me. It’s just... my hips and knees? They can’t take weight on them. I need to be on top.”

“Oh! Oh, shit, I’m sorry.”

“It’s okay. Lay on your back.” She took the condom from him. “Jesus,” she giggled. “Where the hell did you get this thing? It’s big enough to fit on my arm.”

He took her arm and held it against his cock. Then he shrugged.

“Oh... I guess it needs to be, huh?”

“Yeah. Sorry.”

“Don’t be sorry but, if this kills me? I’m coming back to haunt you.”

“You’re so weird,” Carter laughed.

“Hey, I’m serious. If I slip I’m done for. I’m going to nickname you Carter the Impaler.”

Carter tried to stop laughing.

Brenda rolled the condom down his cock with both hands.

Then she crouched over him.

He put his hands on her waist and held her steady. “Careful.”

She rubbed back and forth over the head. “Jesus, that’s big.”

Brenda let him lower her gently.

She opened up, accepting the thick head. “Oh, my God! God! God! God!”

He lowered her slowly.

Brenda bit her lower lip and nodded. “More.”

He slid another inch inside her and she moaned.

Then she nodded.

Another inch.

“Don’t let go of me.”

“I won’t.”

Carter stopped. “I think I’m against your...”

She looked down. “Holy fuck... I think there’s still like eight inches more.”

Carter laughed. “Low as you go, babe.”

He lifted her and then brought her back down slowly, taking care not to hit her cervix.

She smiled down at him and rocked her hips.

He drew in a sharp breath.

“Harder,” she whispered.

Carter nodded and moved her faster on his cock.

“Fuck, yes!”

He moved her up and down and she rocked her hips. Soon she ground against him as he fucked her harder.

“I’m going to!” Brenda moaned.

“Me too,” He whispered. He leaned up and kissed her.

And then Brenda’s pussy began to squeeze him. She leaned her head back and moaned through clenched teeth.

Carter arched his back and came, filling the condom.

He smiled up at her as he held her suspended above him.

A few minutes later, they lay on their sides spooning in Brenda’s bed.

His cock was still hard and tucked between her thighs.

“That was...” Brenda whispered in the dark.

“Yeah, it really was.”

She snuggled back against him. “It’ll be dawn in a few hours.”

Carter nodded and kissed the back of her neck.

“Should you go back to your room?” Brenda asked.

“Do you want me to go back to my room?”

“No. No, I want to lay here and let you hold me.”

“Then that’s exactly what I’m going to do.”

She fell asleep in Carter’s arms.

***

Willy and Loretta walked down the snow covered streets. From the tracks, Honey had walked past house after house without stopping. 

Apparently, she had still been looking for cabin 159.


Loretta didn’t tell him what else she could tell from the tracks: the woman who made them was traveling slower and slower, dragging her heels as she walked.

Honey had been growing tired and most likely nearing hypothermia and frostbite.

The impressions ended up in front of a large house: 4159 Snowbird Lane.

“This place was an old ski resort back in the day,” Loretta said. “I think some college professor owns it now.”

The prints ended right at the door.

Willy knocked on the door.

He had his finger poised on the doorbell when the door opened.

Loretta’s eyes widened.

A statuesque blonde in a kimono with boobs like watermelons opened the door.

“Willy!” She jumped into his arms, the kimono parting to show her huge tits and ample buttocks. She covered his face with kisses.

Willy held her tight. “Thank God. I thought I had lost you.”

“I don’t think I found the right house, did I, Willy?”

“No, but that wasn’t your fault. The number on the cabin was messed up.”

She leaned back in his arms and smiled. “So, it wasn’t my fault?”

“No, Honey. You did just fine.”

She bit her lower lip and looked behind her. “You have to be quiet, Willy. Everybody else is asleep.”

“Get your clothes, we need to go back.”

“Oh, I can’t do that, Willy. I’ve already transformed a few people.” Honey looked over Willy’s shoulder. “Oh, hi!”

Loretta stared at her smiling face. “What does she mean transformed?”

“I’ll explain later,” Willy said. “Honey, this isn’t the right party.”

“But it was still a party, and the people are super nice. I already made a...”

“Wait!” Willy said. “Loretta? Could you come here for a second?”

When Loretta was close enough, Willy reached out and wrapped his free arm around her waist.

“Hey! What the...” Loretta tried to pull away.

“Sleep,” Willy said.

Loretta fainted dead away in his arm.

***

“She’s so pretty, Willy! Are we going to keep her?” Honey said as Willy set her on her feet so he could better support Loretta.

“No, Honey. She just helped me find you. I’m going to take her back to cabin 159.”

“Oh! She’s from the party?” Honey rummaged in her bag and pulled out a pink capsule.

“Put that away. We’re not transforming Loretta.”

The brunette was limp in his arms.

Honey caressed the girl’s face. “She looks very kissable.”

“Honey, tell me about the people you’ve transformed here.”

Honey ran her fingers over Loretta’s breasts through her parka. “The first is Patricia. I made her a MILF Whore, Tricia Tease. She should be awake by now. Then I made a Whore Master, he’s still cookin’ - and Willy? The Whore Master was totally in love with this girl, and I made her into a Street Whore and bound her with his cum.”

Willy sighed.

“Did I do something wrong, Willy?”

Willy smiled and shook his head. “Honey, the reason we chose Cabin 159 was the people there were definitely destined for Whore Caste. We might have picked these people here for Professional Caste instead.”

“Oh... I’m sorry, Willy.” Her lower lip started to quiver.

“No, no, no. You didn’t do anything wrong, Honey. You did a great job.”

She smiled. “I did?”

“You sure did.” He pulled her forward and kissed her. “You can go ahead with the experiment. But if you think any of them should be Professional Caste? Leave them be, okay?”

She took a step back and saluted. “Yes, sir.”

“Silly. I’ll come back for you in the morning.”

She nodded and looked again at Loretta. “You like her, don’t you?”

“Honey...”

“Come on, Willy. What’s her name?”

“Loretta.”

Honey ran her fingers through Loretta’s hair. “I’ll bet Loretta would really like to live on the beach in Cuba with us.” She put the pink capsule in Willy’s hand.

“Honey, no...”

She closed his fingers over the capsule. “Just think about it, okay? Get to know her. What would that hurt?”

***

Loretta woke up.

Somehow she had fallen asleep on her feet.

Now she was standing with Willy’s hands on her arms.

“Hi, you okay?” Willy asked.

“What... happened?”

“I think you might have passed out.”

“Goddamned kush... that shit packs a wallop.” She looked around. The door to 4159 was closed. “Where’s your friend?”

“Oh, she’s going to stay the night... well, what’s left of it. I’ll come get her in the morning.” He took a step back and held out his hand. “Loretta? Thank you. I couldn’t have found her without you.”

She took his hand. “No problem. You saved me from a shitty party.”

“Walk you back?”

Loretta smiled. “Yeah, I’d like that.”

***

In their upstairs bedroom, Patricia and Drew had thrown the covers off the bed.

Patricia sat straddling Drew’s lap, rocking back and forth with his hard cock firmly inside her.

They were sweating, bringing each other to orgasm after orgasm.

Each time Drew would cum, she would maneuver his lips to her leaking nipples.

A few swallows of Ambrosia and he was hard again.

It was simply the best sex of their lives.

“I want... you to fuck... me in the ass,” Patricia moaned as she creamed again on Drew’s prick.

Drew stared at her in disbelief.

“Do it Drew... I want it.” She rose off his cock, spun around, and got on her hands and knees.

Drew wasted no time. He crouched behind her and rubbed his cock against her virgin ass.

She surprised him by pushing back hard against him.

The head of his cock pressed against her anal ring and then pushed through.

“Fuck! Yes, oh fuck me!”

Drew began to rock his hips, taking Patricia’s last remaining virginity.

She was laughing and cursing, her fingers reaching back to caress her clit and then to grasp his balls.

“I’m going to cum!” He groaned and felt his cock pumping for what seemed like the hundredth time in the last hour.

He was still cumming when she pulled free.

Then she spun around and deepthroated him.

“Jesus!” Drew cried. 

She had never done anything so kinky in their entire marriage.

They collapsed together on the bed, their bodies soaked in sweat.

“I love you,” Drew whispered in her ear.

“Again. I want to do it again!” Patricia moaned.

“Wait... stop. Patricia, I can’t keep up.”

Patricia grinned at him wickedly. “Open up and drink some of mama’s milk.”

He rolled on top of her and put his hands on each side of her face. “Patricia? Stop. Just for a minute.”

Tears began rolling down her cheeks. “I don’t know if I can. I’ve never needed to fuck so bad in my life.”

“I know. I understand that, but Patricia, we need to understand what happened to you. Can you explain it to me?”

Patricia took a deep breath and nodded. “The girl, Honey? She... seduced me.” She sobbed harder. “Drew, I’m so sorry!”

“Shh... It’s okay. She seduced you and then what happened?”

“I passed out. She did something to me.”

Drew sat up and looked at his wife’s cantaloupe-sized breasts. He caressed them gently. “They feel real... they’re shaped like implants, but they feel like normal breasts. Can you remember anything at all?”

She frowned. “I remember this pink capsule like thing. She put it on my stomach and... Oh, my God! It had like an insect or something in it! No... not an insect. A tiny robot shaped like a centipede.” She stared at Drew and blinked. “Oh, Drew... it went inside me!”

***

I’m a little like the Easter Bunny, Honey thought as she opened the bedroom door of the teensy weensy girl and the hot boy.

She held her purse out in front of her and hopped into the room trying not to giggle.

This bunny had pink and blue plastic eggs to hide!

The boy and girl were asleep, spooning on the bed.

“So cute,” Honey whispered. She bit her lip.

Were they smarties who needed to be Professional Caste? Maybe. She thought about waking them up and asking them but that would have led to complications.

Not that they could put up much resistance. Her pheromones would make them swoon and she was way stronger than they were.

The couple clung to one another beneath the sheets.

“Soulmates,” Honey whispered in the darkened room. 

Honey was a romantic at heart.

She knelt over them and sprayed a fine mist of her ‘Knock Out’ perfume in front of their noses.

They both slipped into a deeper sleep, their breathing becoming deeper.

Honey eased the sheet down and exposed the teensy weensy girl.

She gently laid the pink capsule on the girl’s cheek.

The capsule stuck fast and began to flex and twist.

The centipede emerged a moment later and the capsule fell away as the tiny robot ran up the girl’s right nostril.

The girl’s eyes snapped open. “Specify caste?”

“Whore Caste,” Honey whispered.

“Designation?”

“Specialty Whore...”

Honey whispered in the darkness and the robot answered in the teensy weensy girl’s voice.

Finally, the robot counted down and began her transformation.

Honey winked at the sleeping boy. “Now for you.” She laid a blue capsule on his cheek.

It tumbled off and fell on the floor.

Honey stared at the capsule for a moment. Then she shrugged and picked it up. She laid it on his cheek again.

It fell off again.

“But... that’s not right. It has to stick to you, unless...” She pulled the sheets back.

The boy’s huge cock lay across the girl’s thigh like a sleeping python.

“Transformed! You’re already transformed.” She stroked his cock. “Junior Whoremaster.”

She pulled the sheet back over them.

***

On the walk back, Loretta mulled over what to do next.

Willy was quite frankly the most interesting man she had met in a long time.

He could have easily been a defensive lineman on any football team or a professional wrestler; however, he had none of the arrogance of most jocks. He seemed kind, even gentle.

He was obviously completely in love with Honey and yet Loretta was certain he was flirting with her as they walked, even stealing furtive glances at her when she thought he wasn’t looking.

He and Honey had some sort of open relationship.

They were also, well... strange.

As they walked, Willy had kept her talking about herself - lots of men used that tactic to get you into bed.

But, Willy seemed to be genuinely interested in her.

And, despite the oddness of the situation, she was growing steadily more interested in him.

“What’s your last name?” Loretta asked.

Willy laughed. “No... just, no.”

“What?! You won’t tell me your last name?”

“Absolutely not.”

“Why not?”

“It’s embarrassing.”

Loretta smiled up at him. “Oh, now you have to tell me! What is it?”

“There is nothing on this earth that will make me tell you my last name,” Willy said. His face was red.

“It’s that bad?”

“It’s worse than bad.”

They were a hundred yards from cabin 159.

***

There was an orgy going on in cabin 159.

The elf girl bounced contentedly on a man’s cock as she rode him on the floor.

His hands encircled her tiny waist and moved her up and down the length of his cock.

She felt like a sex toy, and she loved it.

The man’s mind was gone.

He existed only to do the elves’ bidding.

All his hair had fallen out and his ears were growing pointed.

The other humans in the cabin were suffering similar fates as the elves giggled.

***

“Hey, thanks again for helping me find Honey,” Willy said as Loretta climbed the stairs to the porch of cabin 159.

She smiled down at him. “It was my pleasure. I’m glad you found her.”

Loretta put her hand on the doorknob. She could hear the thump, thump, thump of the music inside and moans.

She turned to Willy. “Maybe I’ll see you again tomorrow?”

Willy frowned. “No. Honey and I are leaving in the morning.”

“Oh.” She looked at the door again.

“Well, goodnight,” Willy said.

Loretta bit her lower lip. “Willy? The restaurant at the lodge will be open in a few hours. Maybe we could talk until it opens? Have pancakes?”

Willy smiled at her. “I’d love pancakes.”

Loretta stepped off the porch.

Willy took her hand and they walked up the slope.

Behind them, small eyes watched from the cabin windows.

***

Honey closed the door behind her as she left the teensy weensy girl’s room.

She almost ran face first into Patricia who was dressed in a t-shirt and sweatpants.

“Tricia!” Honey giggled as she looked her up and down. “You look beau...”

Patricia punched Honey in the left eye with a swift right hook.

Honey fell on the wooden floor, the silk kimono gapping open and revealing her naked curves.

***

Patricia looked at her fist in disbelief. “I... I’ve never hit...”

“It’s okay,” Drew said as he knelt by Honey.

“But... I really hit her hard...”

Honey rolled over and began to sob. “Why’d you do that?”

‘Why did I do that? What the fuck did you do to me?!” Patricia said as she drew back to hit the girl again.

Honey whined and tried to pull away. “Tricia, I didn’t do anything bad! I just made you prettier...”

“What did you do to Patricia?” Drew asked.

Honey stared up at her. “I... you’re transformed. You’re Tricia Tease, Whore Caste...”

“The words in my head, Drew? That’s what they kept droning on about,” Patricia said.

“Don’t you love me?” Honey asked. Her voice was small and meek, utterly heartbroken.

“Love you? You turned me into a freak like you!” Patricia drew back to kick her.

“Patricia! Stop. She’s no threat,” Drew said.

“I’m not a freak,” Honey whispered. “I’m a nice person. I make people happy.”

“Drew, I’m telling you, she’s a threat,” Patricia said.

Drew was staring at Honey’s breasts. “I...”

“No! Step back away from her! Her pheromones draw you in,” Patricia said as she dragged Drew to his feet.

“How do you know that?” Drew asked.

“I... I’m not sure... somehow I know. She’s a Street Whore, fully transformed. Her pheromones and ambrosia - breast milk - are aphrodisiacs.”

Honey sniffled and pulled her robe closed. “That’s from your programming. The video while you slept.”

Patricia reached down and pulled Honey to her feet. “Drew, step back.”

Patricia shook her head. “Why do I still feel funny around you?”

Honey looked down and her lip quivered. “On account of you haven’t had finishing ambrosia yet. You’re still mostly human.” A tear rolled down her cheek. “But you still hit really hard.”

Patricia shoved her toward the stairs. “Downstairs. Now. And, what were you doing in Brenda’s room?”

“I... transformed her. The boy was already transformed,” Honey said as she descended the stairs.

“Jesus,” Patricia groaned. “Wait. What boy?”

“The boy in bed with her. The tall handsome boy. He’s a junior Whore Master.”

“Carter? What’s a junior Whore Master?” Drew asked as he followed them down the stairs.

“Protectors. I made the chubby boy a full Whore Master,” Honey said.

“Kitchen. Go,” Patricia said as they reached the foot of the stairs. “Drew? There’s some rope in the mud room.”

“Patricia? Do you think that’s necessary?” Drew asked as they entered the kitchen.

“Yes,” Patricia said. She pushed Honey into a high-backed kitchen chair. “How do we undo this?”

“Do I have a black eye?” Honey whimpered.

“I’ll give you a matching one if you don’t answer me,” Patricia said.

Honey shrugged. “You can’t undo it. Why would you want to?”

Drew brought yellow nylon rope from the mudroom. He started to kneel beside Honey’s chair.

“No, let me,” Patricia said. “It’s not safe to be close to her.”

Patricia took the rope and began binding Honey’s ankles and then her wrists to the legs of the chair.

“I would have played this game with you if you’d just asked,” Honey mumbled.

“You think this is some kind of game?” Patricia asked.

Honey shrugged.

Patricia shook her head. “I’m not buying this innocent act. What are you? Some kind of terrorist?”

“No. I’m from the Church of Morpheus, Whore Caste. We’re trying to save the world.”

“Church of Morpheus?” Drew asked. “That’s the group who took control of the downtown urban areas. The ones who have the vaccine for the bimbo flu and the futa virus.”

Honey nodded.

Patricia stared at her. “Rumors about you people are all over the internet. Why are you here?”

“It’s an experiment. The Church wants to see if Street Whores can transform a whole lot of people at once with the little bug thingies. You see, it usually takes putting people in a transformation tube to transform them.”

“Why me? Why did you do this to me, Honey?”

Honey looked into Patricia’s eyes. “Because I like you. You’re nice.”

Patricia looked at Drew and started to cry.

“Honey, I need you to explain this to me. All of it. From the beginning,” Drew said.

***

Richie opened his eyes in his dark bedroom. Light was just beginning to brighten the window.

“Rock Hard Richie, Whore Caste, Designation Whore Master,” he said. Then he squeezed his eyes shut and shook his head. Weird dream.

First he had sex with the beautiful girl who had almost frozen to death and then she put some kind of bug on him and...

His feet were hanging off the end of the bed.

Which was weird because his head was touching the headboard.

His mind returned to the vivid dream of the blonde with huge breasts.

He reached under the covers and wrapped his hand around his...

His eyes snapped open.

This... wasn’t him.

He tossed the blankets back.

His cock rose like an obelisk from his groin. It projected out far beyond his meaty fist.

“Jesus! Jesus! What the fuck?” He whispered in the gloom.

He tore his eyes away from his thick meat and saw that his forearm now looked like that of a bodybuilder.

His entire body was huge.

He sat up in the bed and the springs creaked under his weight.

“The fuck? What the fuck?!” He was huge. He stood up on the cold, wood floor and looked at himself in the dresser mirror.

His stomach was flat against his backbone and more muscled than any abs he’d ever seen.

“Dreaming. I have to be dreaming,” Richie said.

The bedroom door opened. “Richie?”

He quickly tried to cover himself and then realized his hands would be woefully inadequate to hide the meat that now stood proudly from his crotch.

When he saw her, all thought of covering himself left him.

Gina stood naked in the doorway.

She was nearly a foot taller than she had been last night. Her body was muscled, not the bulky, Mr. Universe muscles Richie now had, but long, lithe muscles - the muscles of a gymnast or speed skater.

With every breath, her cinched in waist expanded and contracted.

Her hair had always been thick and black but now it fell in onyx cascades down her shoulders. Her lips were red and full.

Her breasts were huge - too large for her body but completely breathtaking.

“What happened to me, Richie? What... happened to us?” Gina asked. Her voice was slightly higher than before but with a smokey, sultry quality. She walked toward him, her curves moving with each step.

He took her into his arms without a word and nothing in his life ever felt so right. “I don’t know what happened.”

She laid her head on his shoulder and leaned against him. “We’re supposed to be together. I can feel it.”

“Forever,” Richie said. He kissed her and, confused or not, he’d never been happier in his life.

***

Down the hall, Brenda opened her eyes even though she was still asleep. “Boobalicious Brenda, Whore Caste, designation Specialty Whore.”

The sound of her own voice almost woke her, but the feeling of Carter’s arms around her and being pressed against his warm body kept her snoozing.

She began to wake but kept her eyes closed.

She smiled - he had stayed with her through the night. Carter had not crept back to his room.

Somehow, he had put a pillow in front of her and had her in a ‘Brenda sandwich’.

The warmth of his body was somehow keeping the pain in her hips at bay. She woke up every morning to joint and bone pain but not this morning. This morning was pain free and she was unwilling to move, afraid that once the pain was awakened she would need to make a grab for the pain pills.

The sex had been transcendent. And, it wasn’t just because Carter was basically a god physically.

They had connected emotionally, spiritually.

Not that the physical connection hadn’t been amazing, it had been. But, the feeling of ‘more’ was intoxicating.

So she kept her eyes closed and didn’t move because if this was all just an illusion? She wanted it to last.

There was, however, a problem. Two actually.

One, she needed to pee.

And, two? She could not stop thinking about sex.

She could feel his steady breathing behind her and knew he was asleep.

But, dammit, she needed to cum - maybe more than she had ever needed in her entire life.

Brenda eased her right hand down under her body. Had she lost weight? Her sides and hips felt smaller.

She touched the inside of her thighs and felt an electric tingle.

She frowned a little. Her legs felt thinner as well.

Trailing her fingers up, she felt her lower abs.

They were hard - she could actually feel the muscles beneath her skin.

How can this be? She thought. Then she moved her fingers between her legs.

Her clit was throbbing and, when she touched it, she gasped from the sensation.

She was incredibly sensitive.

One night with Carter and I’m a sex fiend, Brenda thought as she slowly began to circle her clit with two fingers.

She was wet. No, she was actually soaked.

Brenda was breathing hard, and she was afraid she might wake Carter.

Would that be such a bad thing? That thought made her smile.

He would wake up and push that god cock back inside her. She knew she could take more of him now. Maybe all of him.

She rubbed harder.

That was a fantasy, she knew. She would have to have been transformed and her cervix dilated, opening her womb for complete penetration by a junior Whore Master’s cock...

Brenda paused in her masturbations.

What did that mean? The words had just come to her, but she didn’t understand them.

She rubbed slowly again, smiling as she felt her orgasm growing.

Her mind drifted back to thoughts of Carter taking her deep, the feeling of his heavy balls slapping against her as he took her.  She pushed two fingers in and out wishing she could push deep inside herself the way Carter could.

And then she thought about Hanna. Poor Hanna alone in her room.

Hanna had a crush on Carter as well, Brenda knew it.

They could share him.

Brenda gasped as she thought about that. What made her imagine that? What was making her imagine tiptoeing down the hall with Carter and surprising Hanna in her room, waking her up with a proposition?

She imagined sitting with Hanna between them, holding her hands, talking to her gently and lovingly - seducing her.

Brenda came thinking that thought, her cunt muscles squeezing her fingers as she gritted her teeth trying not to cry out.

She must have made some noise because Carter groaned and rolled on his back.

Brenda rolled with him onto her back.

That’s when she felt the weight on her chest.

She opened her eyes in the dim light filtering in through the curtains.

Her breasts were small and somewhat flat - at least they had been when she fell asleep in Carter’s arms.

Now they were the size of grapefruits - firm grapefruits with nipples the size of her little fingertip.

A single drop of milk leaked down her left nipple as she watched in terror.

“What’s happened to me?!” She whispered in the dark.

***

“That’s insane,” Drew said. “It’s totally insane.”

Honey smiled sweetly and shrugged as she finished her explanation of who and what she was and why she had been sent to Greek Peak Resort.

“They’re human traffickers,” Patricia said as she paced back and forth.

It was hard for Drew to concentrate when she walked past him. He couldn’t take his eyes off her new, ample curves. He shook his head. “Why is the Church of Morpheus doing this, Honey?”

“I told you, Drew. They’re going to save the world,” Honey said.

“Save it from what?”

Honey shrugged. “I don’t know but I believe them.”

“Why? Why would you believe them?”

“Because Willy believes them, and I believe Willy. We’re soulmates like you and Tricia Tease.”

“Fuck’s sake! Stop calling me that!” Patricia said.

Honey cowered in her bonds. “I’m sorry,” she said shyly.

The bound girl looked up at him. “Can I transform you now, Drew?”

Patricia clenched her fists and moved toward her. “You’re not doing anything to my husband, you psycho!”

Honey looked confused. “But, I gotta make Drew into a Whore Master so he can make love to you and bind you to him forever. Don’t you want to be a coven?”

“He doesn’t want to be a freak like you!” Patricia said. Then she sobbed. “Or like me...”

Drew put his hand on Patricia’s shoulder and squeezed it. “It’s going to be okay.”

Patricia turned toward him and began to cry. “Jesus, Drew, no it isn’t! It’s not just the fucking tits and the rest of this freak body! I... need sex. It’s like I’m ravenous.” She put her arms around Drew’s neck. “I can smell you. I can hear your heartbeat,” Patricia whispered. “God, Drew, I want her too.”

Drew held her close and fought the urge to pull her onto the floor. “I... think whatever they did to you increased your sex hormone production. It’s caused you to produce powerful pheromones as well.”

“It gets easier to control your urges,” Honey said in a small voice. “You shoulda seen me when Willy first bought me at the auction. We spent a solid week in bed.”

“He bought you?” Patricia whispered. “Oh, my God.”

“It wasn’t like that!” Honey said. “He fell in love with me when he first saw me. He chose me.”

“He bought you! You’re his slave.”

Honey began giggling. “No, I’m not! Sometimes we play games, and we pretend but not for real. I told you, we’re soulmates.”

She looked deep in thought for a moment. “But... I guess we’re all slaves to the Church. You are too now. You have to do what they say, or they’ll send a bishop or mother superior to see you. They scare me. Like when they sent us here? Willy said, ‘Nope, we aren’t going.’ But, I said, ‘Willy we gotta go ‘cause they’ll send somebody to hurt us and then we’ll have to go anyway.’”

“Hurt you how, Honey?” Drew asked.

“With their mind. They just look at you and say, ‘Pain’. Then it’s like somebody is pulling your stomach out through your belly button and you just do whatever they want. Willy says they could kill us if they did it long enough.”

“Jesus Christ,” Patricia said.

“But don’t be scared. They usually just want us to make people happy like... well, like I tried to make you happy.”

“Drew, there has to be a way to undo this,” Patricia said.

“There isn’t,” Honey said.

“You be quiet,” Patricia said and glared at her.

Drew picked up Honey’s handbag. “I need to take a look at one of these centipedes and see if I can figure out how it works.” He opened the handbag and took out the rolled fabric.

“No! Don’t open it,” Honey said.

“Why?” Drew said.

“The capsules? You’re still human. If you touch one of the capsules, it’ll stick to your skin and then the robot thingy will come out and transform you,” Honey said and looked up at Patricia. “But you gotta be careful because the pink capsules are for girls and the blue capsules are for boys.” She looked at Drew. “If you touch a pink capsule I don’t think you’d like it.”

Patricia took the rolled fabric pouch from Drew. “But I can touch it, right?”

“Yeah, you’re transformed. It won’t activate from your touch,” Honey said. “You should take out one of the blue ones and put it on Drew. Then we can make him a Whore Master and you two can live happily ever after like in a story book.”

Patricia made a fist again.

Drew put his hand on her arm. “Don’t, please, Patricia? Come here for a minute.” He led Patricia away from Honey. “Darling, she isn’t responsible for any of this.”

“It’s an act, Drew!”

“Patricia, it really isn’t. Not only has her body been transformed but her mind has been as well. She truly believes she’s given you a wonderful gift. She chose you to be first because she likes you. She can’t understand why you’re angry at her - to her, the two of you are best friends.”

“But... she made me a freak.”

Drew smiled and ran his fingers through her long, dark hair. “Patricia, you’re not a freak. You’re breathtaking. And, if she’s right? You’re immortal.”

“An immortal sex slave. Drew, I don’t want this!”

“I know and I promise I will do everything I can to find out how to reverse it. We’ll take these capsules to the university - I’ll have the entire engineering department take these things apart. We’ll call in the feds...”

“I wouldn’t do that,” Honey said. “Your government knows a lot about us. If you call them in? They’ll just dissect us... well, I think the word is vivisect - that’s where they cut you up while you’re alive to figure out what makes you tick. They really, really want to know how we work. Anyway, Willy said I shouldn’t let the government take me. He said I might have to hurt them to get away.”

***

“So, you’re okay with your girlfriend staying overnight in a house full of strangers?” Loretta asked as she and Willy walked through the snow toward the lodge. There was a soft glow behind the mountains to the east.

Willy nodded. “Yeah, Honey can take care of herself. I’m happy just knowing she’s safe and warm.”

“You guys have some kind of open relationship?”

“Umm, I guess you could say that.”

Loretta shook her head. “I never understood the whole ‘swinger’ thing - I mean, I’m not exactly a nun...”

“Really? You’re not?” Willy asked with a grin.

Loretta wouldn’t look him in the eye. Despite being built like Atlas, he had that boyish charm and if she looked in those eyes she might be tempted. “I like a good time - which sounds kind of pathetic when you’re twenty-eight and still working a dead end job...”

“It doesn’t sound pathetic at all. And being in the ski patrol isn’t a dead end job. You help people...”

“Oh, please. Most of the time I just guide drunks away from our only black diamond run.”

“And help track frozen girls through blizzards.”

“My good deed for the day and I will reward myself with pancakes.” She looked at her watch. “In about an hour and a half, that is - restaurant doesn’t open till 7:00 AM.”

They stepped into the lobby.

“In that case, would you like to come up to my room? We can talk for a while,” Willy said.

She looked up at him. “I... look. I really like you, I do. And it’s not as if I have an aversion to sleeping with strange men.”

“I’m not strange. Am I?”

“You’re the tallest human being I ever met, and I think you could juggle The Rock and Arnold Schwarzenegger - yes, Willy, you are strange. In a lot of nice ways.”

“Good morning, Loretta,” the receptionist said as they passed by the desk.

Loretta looked at her. “Dinah? Didn’t you work all day yesterday?”

The woman’s eyes looked hollow. “Holidays. I need the extra hours.”

“You okay?”

Dinah nodded and she smiled like a department store mannequin. “Yes, just dandy.”

Loretta kept looking over her shoulder at Dinah as she followed Willy to the elevator. “That’s really odd.”

“How so?” Willy asked.

“Dinah. She never works extra shifts. She’s a real homebody.”

“Well, I think the hours are getting to her. Earlier, she asked me if I was looking for Santa.” Willy said.

“Huh?”

“My reaction exactly,” Willy said. “Now stop changing the subject. Loretta, I just want to talk to you. No strings. No sex.”

She smiled. “What if I want sex?”

Willy smiled and shrugged. “We can see what develops.”

The elevator doors opened, and Willy stepped inside. “Coming?”

She narrowed her eyes and smirked. “Yeah. Okay.” She stepped in and the doors shut. “You’re probably a serial killer or something.”

“If I were a serial killer, wouldn’t I have taken an axe to you out there?”

“Hmm, maybe you left your axe in your room?”

Willy thought about this for a moment. “You’re right. You got me. I have an axe in my room.”

Loretta sighed. “I knew it.”

She breathed in. Something in the elevator smelled... wonderful. Loretta felt herself growing warm and woozy.

Willy steadied her by taking her hand. “Uh, oh. Sorry. Confined space.”

“I... geez, I don’t know what’s wrong with me. I’m not someone who normally faints like this.”

“Long night. Powerful kush?”

“Those fuckers laced that shit with something. I’ll probably wake up in the morning and find out it was LSD and you’re a bear. That’s it, isn’t it? I spent all night walking through the woods with a bear.”

Willy leaned down. “I’m not a bear.”

“All the bears say that when I’ve dropped acid.”

“You’ve never dropped acid.”

“No, I haven’t... wait, how do you know that?”

“I’m psychic.”

“Oh. You’re a psychic bear.” She smiled up at him. “With the greenest eyes I’ve ever seen.”

“They’re gray, actually.”

She tried to focus on his face. “I’m high as shit.”

Willy laughed. “No, not really. You’re just tired and turned on.”

Loretta smiled. “Definitely.”

The elevator doors opened, and Loretta’s head cleared a little.

She followed Willy down the hall.

She hadn’t really noticed his butt until now. Why hadn’t she noticed it? It was round and muscular. She had an urge to reach out and pinch it.

Willy opened the door to his room and ushered her inside.

Then he went to the window and opened it.

“Are you crazy?! It’s freezing out there!” Loretta said.

“I’ll turn up the heat. Trust me, you need fresh air.”

The cold air hitting her face cleared her head even more.

“I apologize for the effect I had on you in the elevator. Lots of men like me use it to take advantage of anyone they want. I don’t do that.”

“Use what to take advantage?”

“Pheromones.” He reached down to the heater below the window and turned it on. The room was filled with the steady thrum of the fan forced heat.

Willy took off his parka and Loretta stared at his V shaped torso.

He caught her looking as he turned around.

She blushed. “I... really am high. That was hours ago. I can’t understand why I’d still be messed up.”

Willy shook his head as he sat down on the end of the bed. “It wasn’t the pot. Is your head starting to clear now?”

She was looking at his hands. They were huge. She wondered if everything else was in proportion...

He burst out laughing. “Actually, yes.”

She blushed. “Wait... how did you?”

“I told you I was psychic.”

She rolled her eyes. “Ha ha, very funny.”

He smiled at her. “In the hall, you were looking at my butt. When I took off my parka you were looking at my chest...”

“That just says you’re observant, not psychic.” I am not sleeping with him, she thought. No matter how charming he is.

“I don’t expect you to. And thank you for finding me charming.” He stared into her eyes.

Loretta’s mouth dropped open. “No, wait... you couldn’t.”

“Believe me, I can. Most men like me have a little psychic ability - I ended up with more than most.”

“Men like you? I’ve never met a man like you.”

“Probably not. There aren’t a lot of us around... yet.”

She laughed and shook her head. “What are you talking about?”

“I want to tell you a story...”

***

“Did you do this to me?” Brenda asked as she lay cradled in Carter’s arms.

“No, no I didn’t. I don’t know how any of this is even possible,” Carter whispered.

“But it’s exactly like what happened to you with Madison Fuchs...”

He shook his head. “It took days for me to change, Brenda. Not... this.”

Brenda stretched beside him. The breasts were a major change but, once she got past that, the rest of the changes were just as impressive.

Her stomach was flat and toned, her waist cinched in. Her hips didn’t hurt and seemed to be smaller than before.

The achondroplasia had made her legs slightly bowed, but now they were straight and a little longer. She had gone from 3’ 10” to 4’ 2” - still a little person but four inches of growth overnight was impossible.

And there was no pain in any of her joints, not a single twinge. Pain had been her constant companion throughout her life and multiple operations. Now it was a distant memory.

If not for the fear she had some bizarre form of cancer, she might be happy.

Brenda shook her head. “It has to be related. Maybe it’s some sort of virus.” She reached down between her legs and idly stroked her clit.

Carter laughed. “Brenda, what are you doing?”

“I... oh!” She jerked her fingers away. “It’s just... I need...”

“Shh,” he whispered and kissed her. Then he trailed kisses down her body, stopping finally between her thighs.

“Oh, fuck, yes!”

His lips and tongue played with her newly more sensitive bits.

They would need to figure out what was going on... later.

She tangled her fingers in his hair and pushed him hard against her pussy as he laughed and ate her out.

***

“Are you hungry?” Patricia asked as she stared at the bound blonde.

“I’m starving,” Honey said. Her eye was purple and black from Patricia’s right hook.

“I wasn’t talking to you,” Patricia growled.

Drew sat at the kitchen table. He was wearing a pair of latex gloves they used for washing dishes and looking at one of the blue capsules. “It looks like normal plastic, but it isn’t. It’s porous and there’s an adhesive in the pores that evidently only bonds to human skin.”

“Drew? Are you hungry?”

“Hmm? No, thank you. Honey? You said it won’t stick to the transformed. How does it know?”

She shrugged. “I dunno.”

Drew sighed. “I really wish they had briefed you on this a little more. Or, sent someone who isn’t...”

“Dumb? Is that what you were going to say?” Honey asked.

Drew shook his head. “No, Honey. I don’t think you’re dumb. You just aren’t technical.”

“Fuck, Drew, stop being so goddamned nice to her,” Patricia said.

Honey began to sob quietly. “How many times do I have to say I’m sorry?”

“You maimed me!”

“I made you even prettier.”

“You’re an idiot...”

“No I am not! Willy says all the Street Whores are smart in some way. We’re geniuses. Like I can take things apart and put them back together again and sometimes when I put them back together again they work better than they did before...”

Drew took a knife and pressed it against the surface of the capsule.

Honey glared at him. “Just like I know that knife won’t cut through the capsule ‘cause the molecules in the polymer are specially aligned so the outer skin is tough as diamonds. The little robot has to cut through from the inside to get out - you’ll break every knife in the drawer before you crack that lattice.”

Patricia and Drew stared at each other.

“What? It’s elementary molecular mechanics. I thought you were some kind of professor?”

Drew cocked his head sideways as he set the knife down. “Honey, what can you tell me about the little robot inside?”

“Not much. It’s an autonomous mechanism that looks like a single entity, but it’s actually constructed of millions of nano particles that break apart when they enter the body and then distribute themselves throughout the host. The particles are specialized to affect changes throughout the body. The neurological nanobots tie into Wi-Fi or cellular to complete the programming of the transformed by making a connection to our AI, SlutzNet. SlutzNet then reprograms the mind of the transformed.” She shrugged. “Other than that, I don’t know nothin’.”

Drew began to laugh. “You don’t know nothing at all, huh?”

“Sorry.”

Patricia looked at Drew. “I’m glad you find this amusing.”

“Come here,” he said and held out his hand.

Patricia walked over to him, and he took her hand. He guided her onto his lap. “I’m sorry this happened to you but, Patricia, this system is amazing. This is medical technology that’s decades ahead of anything we have. If this was used for good? It could be used to cure every disease known to man.”

“Can it be undone?”

“Maybe. But at least we know why you weren’t ‘re-programmed’ - the Wi-Fi and cellular are down. It wasn’t able to connect to this AI of theirs.”

She gasped. “God, Drew, what happens if the internet comes back on?”

“Honey? I know you don’t know anything about how all this works but do you have any idea how long the nanobots are active inside the host?”

Honey shrugged. “Only a couple of hours, then the host’s immune system attacks them like they were an infection and flushes them out through the kidneys.”

Drew whispered. “She doesn’t even realize she’s a genius - I mean this Willy told her she is but she isn’t even conscious of the fact she’s reasoned all this out.”

“My eye hurts,” Honey whimpered. “You really hit me hard.”

Drew looked up at Patricia.

“Don’t look at me like that,” Patricia said. “She did this to me!”

Drew continued to stare.

“Oh, for fuck’s sake,” Patricia got to her feet and went to Honey’s chair. “Let me see.”

She sniffled and turned her face up to Patricia.

“You’ll be fine,” Patricia said. The venom had left her voice. “I’ll get you a Tylenol.”

“That won’t work but thank you anyway. Willy says our metabolism is too fast for human drugs. Could you just let me see my face in my mirror?” Honey asked.

Patricia turned and got a small mirror out of Honey’s purse.

She held the mirror up so Honey could see her eye.

“That’s a real shiner,” Patricia said.

Honey stared into the mirror. The bruise slowly faded away.

“How the hell are you doing that?” Patricia asked.

“Oh, my electronic makeup. It’s little dot things under my skin. See, watch.”

They gasped as Honey’s eye shadow cycled through different hues. Her lips changed to match.

Then her hair went from light blonde to jet black.

“Jesus,” Drew said.

“But Willy likes it blonde just like the day we met.” Her hair went back to light blonde with pink eye shadow and bright, glossy pink lips and nails.

Honey frowned and looked down at her feet. “Eye still hurts though.”

Patricia sighed. “I’m sorry.”

Honey looked up and smiled from ear to ear. “I accept your apology! We can be friends again!”

Patricia almost laughed. “Honey, you can’t do this to people. You can’t go around transforming people like this.”

“Why?”

“It... I didn’t give you permission. You didn’t ask me, you just did it.”

“That’s wrong, Honey,” Drew said.

“But... I don’t understand. Don’t you want to be beautiful and happy forever?”

“Well, yes, I suppose but it should have been my decision to make...”

Honey frowned and nodded. “That’s what Willy always says. He says if we just gave people the choice a lot would choose to be transformed. Nobody would have to get mad.”

“Honey, what’s going to happen when Willy comes back for you?” Drew asked.

“We’re all going to leave. All of the transformed. We’re all going to go back to Havana and the unbound will go to the auction...”

“What?!” Patricia said.

“The auction... if you aren’t bound, you have to be sold to a Whore Master or White Witch. That’s how it works. That’s why Drew should be a Whore Master so you two can be together forever like me and Willy.”

Drew looked at Patricia. “Don’t worry. We stopped her. We can stop him.”

Honey giggled.

“What’s so funny?” Patricia asked.

“You can’t stop Willy, he’s like a giant.” Honey said. Then she looked toward the doorway to the living room. “Even bigger than him.”

“Jesus,” Drew said as he stared at what Honey was looking at.

Patricia turned and looked as well.

Richie stood in the doorway with his arm around Gina.

His clothes no longer fit. He was wearing a t-shirt with the sleeves split up the side to accommodate his enhanced muscles. He was taller and the shirt didn’t reach the waistband of his jeans - jeans that looked ready to burst. The top button was undone.

Gina looked like a doll in his arms - a six foot tall doll with breasts as big as Honey’s. Her lips were pouty, full and red and her eyes looked huge. She wore one of Richie’s shirts with a belt around the waist.

“Aren’t they super cute?” Honey whispered.

***

“Coolest guy I’ve ever met and you’re a total loon,” Loretta said.

Willy just smiled. He didn’t expect her to believe him about the Church of Morpheus and the transformed. Few people ever did. “You don’t believe me?”

“That you’re some kind of super man made in a laboratory, and you have mind control powers? No, Willy, I don’t. You’re going to have to prove that to me...”

“You believe everything I just said,” Willy said as he stared intently into her eyes and pushed the truth into her head.

She staggered back as if she had been struck.

“Fuck! Oh, fuck! How did you do that?”

He held out his hands. “Don’t be afraid. I will not hurt you.”

“I know you won’t, it’s just... wait, how do I know you won’t hurt me?”

Willy smiled. “I’ve only used mind control on you twice... well, three times now. Once so you wouldn’t be afraid of me when we were looking for Honey and then I made you fall asleep long enough for me to talk to Honey at the house. And, just now so you would know what I told you was true.”

“You... you can make me believe anything.” She was backing toward the door.

“Yes. Yes, I can but I won’t do that, Loretta. I won’t lie to you, other Whore Masters and White Witches can and will twist your mind to make you do what they want. I won’t do that.” He smiled. “Believe me, my convictions have gotten me in trouble more than once.”

“But, you sent Honey into that house to do just that!”

“Yes. But, Loretta, the Church didn’t give us a choice. Just like we can make humans do what we want? The Church can make us do what they want. We do it through mind control and lust, they do it through pain. They would have hurt me and, worse, Honey if we hadn’t agreed.” Willy shook his head. “She’s been through enough pain for one lifetime.”

“You want to do that to me, don’t you?” Loretta said. “You want to transform me.”

“I like you.” Willy shook his head and laughed. “No, that’s not strong enough. I want you. I feel like you’re someone who’s supposed to be with us.”

“A circus freak with boobs like torpedoes? Pass.” She was reaching for the doorknob.

Willy shook his head. “You don’t have to be like Honey. She’s a Street Whore. There are other classes. I don’t want that for you either.”

“Are you going to stop me if I try to go out this door?” She was shaking.

“No. No, you can walk away, and I won’t follow. But, hear me out first?”

“No! You’ll get inside my head.”

“I promise I won’t. Everything from this point on will be your choice. No tricks.”

She had her hand on the doorknob. She closed her eyes and shook her head. “Talk fast.”

“Are you happy?”

“What kind of question is that?” She asked.

“Maybe the most important one I can ask. I’m a mind controller but, more importantly? I’m a mind reader. You’re like a radio station broadcasting to my receiver. I know you’re not happy.”

“Yeah, well, your receiver must be faulty because...”

“You stay here because you’re afraid that going somewhere else will be worse. You failed once in college and now you’re terrified of failing again. You’re depressed and you go from guy to guy and, yes, girl to girl looking for something that’s real. You’re not an addict but you dull the pain of what you see as a meaningless existence every weekend with booze and weed and casual sex.” He gave her a weak smile. “How’s my receiver? Still faulty?”

She paled and stared at him. “Fuck you, Willy.”

“You’re not alone, Loretta. Loneliness is universal.” He smiled at her. “Now, what if I told you it didn’t have to be? What if I told you that you could belong. You could be part of something that, ninety percent of the time, was kind of wonderful? That you could be immortal, never get old, never get sick? You could take chances with your life because there is time to make mistakes, all the time in the world. And the whole time you’re taking those chances? You’ll never be lonely. You’d have me and Honey and every other member of Whore Caste to catch you if you fall. Oh, and on a side note, we’re pretty sure we’re saving the world.”

She bit her lip. “So, that’s all you got?”

Willy laughed. “The whole sales pitch.”

“Does that usually work for you?”

“Don’t know, it’s the first time I used it.”

“So, as a member of ‘Whore’ Caste, does that mean I have to be easy?”

Willy nodded. “We are very friendly.”

She took a step toward him. “When you say I’d have you and Honey? Does that mean we’d be together?”

“Yes, if you want.”

“I... well, this is a big decision.”

“I know,” Willy said.

“I’m going to need a lot more data to make an informed decision.”

Willy stood and began pulling off his shirt. “I thought you might.”

She stared at him. “That’s... impressive.”

“Thanks. Better living through chemicals.” He held out his hand.

“God, this is such a phenomenally bad idea.” She took his hand and traced the bulging muscles in his chest and abs.

“Probably.” He slid her hand down to his pants button.

She undid it and unzipped them.

He slid them down.

She stared as inch after inch of his cock appeared from his left trouser leg. “How big?”

“Sixteen inches. Standard size.”

She traced the veins in his cock with her index finger.

He began to stiffen, his cock rising and precum dripping from the tip.

“Why would they make you so fucking huge?”

“Advertising. Naked, I’m supposed to attract lovers.”

She laughed. “Not that I’m complaining, but no woman wants a guy to be that big. Frankly, it’s terrifying.”

“Yes, but the size would make you notice me if I were on display.”

Loretta closed her fingers around his length and stroked him. “I guess you have a point.”

“Want to see something even stranger?”

She laughed. “Not entirely sure, Willy.”

“Just watch.”

Designs began to appear on his arms, torso, and thighs. His entire body was tattooed with invisible art that slowly became visible.

An inverted pentagram appeared above the root of his cock stretching all the way up to his navel.

The other tattoos were images of Willy having sex with different women in every position including several Loretta didn’t know existed.

She took a step back.

His entire body was covered.

Willy turned slowly.

She trailed her fingers across his skin as he turned.

Then she started to laugh.

“What’s so funny?”

“Your name is written across your shoulders,” she said and doubled over laughing. “That can’t be your name.”

He turned and smiled down at her. “Yep. I didn’t pick it.”

“Willy Wanker? They named you Willy Wanker?”

He looked away and rolled his eyes.

“Oh, fuck! Your name was Willy Wanker before they transformed you? You poor boy...”

“William James Wanker... the third, actually.”

“Growing up must have been...”

“Brutal, thanks for reminding me.”

She reached up and put her hands on his shoulders. “I am so... sorry.”

“No, you’re not.”

She burst out laughing again. “No, I’m not. You’re right. It’s hysterical. Seriously, it’s the dumbest name I’ve ever heard.”

He ran his thick fingers through her hair. “Ready to run now?”

“Oddly? No. No, I am not, Willy Wanker.”

“You really like saying that, don’t you?”

“Willy Wanker? Yes, I do.”

He knelt down in front of her, and she stroked his face.

“It’s a nice face. I like it.”

“A face you could fall in love with?”

She shook her head. “I’ve never been in love, Willy.”

“I can help with that.”

“Oh, no. Don’t you dare mess with my mind.”

He shook his head. “No, that’s not what I mean. Sort of the opposite. I want to open my mind to yours. Let you see who I am, scars and all. It usually takes humans years to be that comfortable with each other, to know each other. I can let you see that in seconds. I already know you, Loretta... and I love what I see. Are you brave enough to look at me?”

She stared into his eyes and then nodded.

He smiled. 

The change is slow, the loosening of safeguards, the opening of doors in the mind. There is a vulnerability, wonderful and terrible in its intimacy. Within is all the terror and happiness a soul can possess.

And he showed it all to her, holding back his own empathy and letting her drink her fill from his mind, judging her state of mind only from the look in her eyes, the tilt of her lips. The trembling as she looked into another mind for the first time in her life.

The tears came and he shared them.

Willy saw first the astonishment, then the fear, then the wonder.

Finally, he saw love.

“Oh, God, I never knew...” She melted into his arms, and he kissed her, pulling her close, wanting to close his mind but willing himself not to, not yet. He wanted her to take this vision of him with her.

Then he was pulling the clothes from her body, baring her body as he had bared his soul.

She helped him, shoving at her pants and nearly tearing her panties off as he lifted her and laid her on the bed.

“That’s who you are? Really who you are?” She whispered as he kissed her neck, trailing his lips down to her chest.

He nodded and smiled as he leaned back and pulled off her boots so that he could pull off her pants and panties.

She reached down and yanked off her socks. “Don’t you dare make love to me the first time when I have on dirty socks!”

He laughed and kissed her small nipples.

She pushed him lower, and he kissed his way down her stomach. “God, I should have shaved.”

“Don’t worry, I’ll take care of that.”

She laughed and then gasped as he kissed her pussy. He ran his tongue around the sides of her labia.

Then his tongue pressed between her inner lips and slid inside.

“Oh, fuck!”

He began to move slowly in and out.

She laughed and tried to pull him closer.

Then he eased his tongue out and touched it to her clit.

“Unnh,” she moaned.

“Cum,” he whispered as his tongue began to flick left and right.

Loretta cried out and her body went stiff as she came hard. “Wha...? How?!”

He laughed. “Mind control is fun, isn’t it?”

Loretta shook her head back and forth as her body went into spasms that wouldn’t stop.

***

Patricia’s eyes were glued to Richie’s bulging jeans, and she couldn’t look away.

Honey began to giggle. “Whore Masters are yummy, huh?”

“I...”

“Patricia?” Drew asked.

“I... what is he?”

Honey winked at Richie. “Don’t get any ideas, Rock Hard Richie. She’s supposed to be with Drew the Dominator, they’re just being stubborn.”

Richie smiled. “You shouldn’t be stubborn. This is amazing.”

“Drew the Dominator?” Drew asked.

“I just made it up. Everybody gets a cool name when they’re transformed. Tricia Tease, Rock Hard Richie, Gina Jiggles, Boobalicious Brenda...”

“You did this to Brenda as well?!” Patricia said.

“Of course, only the boy with her was already transformed. Junior Whore Master, though. He hasn’t had final ambrosia yet. Should have guessed it from the hunky muscles.”

“Carter? Carter was with Brenda last night?” Patricia asked. 

“Yep, they were super cute all snuggled together.”

Gina looked at her. “Did you do anything to Joey?” Her voice was high and sweet.

“No, I got... interrupted.”

Patricia rubbed her eyes. “God, this is a nightmare. You can’t do this to people, Honey!”

Richie shrugged. “Actually, I wanted this.”

Gina smiled up at him and stroked his chin. “And I don’t care that she did this to me... at all. I knew you liked me, why didn’t I talk to you?”

Richie smiled and kissed her. “It’s not important now.”

Honey smiled triumphantly. “See? Most people are happy. Take off the gloves, Drew. It’ll make a new man out of ya!”

***

Loretta had her head propped up so she could see the huge Whore Master cock squeezing inside her pussy. “Slow! Fuck, please go slow.”

“I will,” Drew said as he lay between her thighs, his back arched. He had his immense weight resting on his bulging arms.

Being with a man who seemed to delight in giving her orgasms was a welcome change.

Being with a man who could give her an orgasm with his mind was earth shattering.

“Again, make it happen again,” she whispered.

He smiled and she came again, her cunt muscles squeezing the thick invader inside her as lights exploded behind her closed eyes. She laughed and thrashed, inadvertently taking more of him inside her and not caring that it was a little painful.

She slowly came down, feeling warm and content as he kissed her gently.

He pulled out and lay beside her on the bed.

Loretta opened her eyes and smiled. “Okay.”

“Hmm?”

“Okay. I’m in.”

“Oh, was it the orgasms that sealed the deal?” He asked as he ran his finger down her hip.

“No. It was... looking inside your mind.” She snuggled against him. “I want that. I want to be like that. I want to love like that.”

He nodded. “We’ll be a throuple. You okay with that?”

“Not my first rodeo, cowboy. I’m experienced. I could totally get into a big blonde.” She stroked his chin. “You said she’s been through pain?”

Willy frowned and nodded. “Sometimes people come to us who are... broken. She was one of them. Nightmares sometimes. She’s afraid of fire.”

“There are all different ways of being broken, Willy Wanker.”

He smiled and then rolled over. He rolled back with a pink capsule in his hand.

“So... that’s the bimbo pill?”

He chuckled. “It can be.”

She swallowed. “Listen, I don’t want the huge boobs.”

“G cup?”

She shook her head. “How about a nice D?”

“DDD, final offer.”

She licked her lips. “The things I do for you, Willy Wanker.”

“Smile when you say my name, you’re about to become Loretta Luvzit di Wanker.”

She narrowed her eyes. “Too late to back out?”

“Yes, now I have you in my clutches.”

“Damn. Stupid fucking name. Alright, Wanker, get on it.” She opened her mouth.

“Not that opening.”

She kept her jaw opened and said, “Huh?”

He arched his eyebrows and lowered his hand between her thighs.

“Up the cooch? Wanker, you pervert.”

“Shut up or I’ll make it a suppository.”

“Yes, sir,” she said with a laugh.

She gasped as the long capsule slid inside her. “Oh, that wasn’t so bad... unnh! Wait! Is it supposed to move?”

“Hey! Relax, look in my eyes.”

“Oh, fuck! Something’s inside me!”

“Look at me.”

She looked into his eyes.

And then she fell asleep.

***

Loretta’s eyes popped open. “Specify Caste?”

Willy smiled at her. “Whore Caste.”

“Designation?”

“Girlfriend Experience Whore. Manual Mode. Breasts DDD, no change to height. No brain wipe. No multiple personalities.”

Loretta blinked. “Without multiple personalities, the Girlfriend Experience Whore will be incapable of being programmed.”

He kissed her lips. “I know. That’s the whole idea. I like who she is.”

“Initiating transformation in 3... 2... 1.”

Loretta closed her eyes, and the changes began.

Willy rolled onto his back. He had thought coming here was a mistake, now he knew it wasn’t.

They were a coven of three now. He smiled and looked at the nightstand.

A red light was blinking on his satellite phone.

He frowned and picked it up.

A message popped up on the screen. “From SUGAR: Trouble! Call me now!”

Willy sighed and touched the screen. He dialed Sugar Tits’s number.

“Hello?” Sugar said.

“Sugar? It’s...”

“Willy! You’re in danger! Get Honey and get out of there, now!”

He sat upright. “Sugar, we’re in the middle...”

“Demonica has resurfaced. She’s conducting some sort of experiment there at the lodge and the Church is letting her proceed.”

“Sugar, we can’t. Honey’s already got a house full of people being transformed and I just started one myself. It’ll be at least an hour before I can leave the lodge.”

“Goddamn it,” Sugar hissed.

“What kind of experiment is Demonica running?”

“A while back, SlutzNet created a... Jesus, it’s a monster Santa Claus and Mrs. Claus...”

“I’m sorry, what?”

“Santa is like a supercharged Whore Master. Demonica has control of them and she’s diabolical. God only knows what they’re up to.”

“There’s no way this is a coincidence,” Willy grumbled.

“No, if I had to guess, she wants to test her creations against a Whore Master.”

“Which begs the question: how did she know we were here?” Willy asked.

Sugar was silent. “Well, there’s only one way she could know that.”

“Why would they tell her?”

Sugar laughed. “Why do they do any of the evil shit they do?”

***

Dinah led her husband, Stan, down the hall from the reception desk.

“I thought we were going to breakfast,” Stan said as he looked back over his shoulder toward the restaurant.

“Something I want you to see first,” Dinah said. She was smiling, a faraway look in her eyes.

Stan stared at her. Her hair was a mess, and her clothes were rumpled - not at all like her usual pressed self. Then again, she had just pulled a triple shift.

But the smell was something else entirely.

“Dinah, honey, maybe we should just go home. I think you need a nice warm bath and some sleep.”

She burst out laughing.

“What’s so funny?”

She continued to laugh as they walked.

“Dinah? You’re scaring me.”

She stopped and smiled at him. “Don’t be afraid, Stan. You’re going to love this, just like I do.”

“What are you talking about?”

She took his hand and danced down the hall. “I’m taking you to meet Santa.”

He let her lead him down the hall.

Stan looked down at her legs and noticed her hose were gone.

She stopped in front of a room and reached out to open the door.

The smell hit Stan like a wall when the door swung open.

It was a smell of body odor and something else, something gamier like an animal’s lair.

“Jesus, what the fuck?”

Dinah ran around behind him and shoved him into the room.

He fell through the front door and landed on his hands and knees on the dirty carpet.

Dinah shut the door behind them.

The room was dark and, as Stan’s eyes adjusted, he could see that the floor was covered in naked bodies.

There was an orgy going on in the small room.

Figures writhed and moaned on the dirty floor.

Directly in front of him, a bald woman with pointed ears was sucking the dick of a hairless man barely two feet tall.

He sneered at Stan showing sharp little fangs.

“I brought him for you, Mrs. Claus,” Dinah said as she stepped through the sea of bodies.

She sat down on the lap of the biggest man Stan had ever seen. 

He was sitting in the room’s only chair, naked from the waist down. 

Dinah sat on his muscled thigh and fondled his long, thick cock. “Look, Stan. Santa’s cock is as big as my arm. This is what a real man looks like.”

“What... the fuck?” Stan whispered.

Santa laughed and shoved Dinah’s legs apart exposing her snatch.

She cooed as he shoved three fingers the size of bratwursts into her.

Someone grabbed Stan’s hair and pulled his head up.

He was looking up between the thighs of a woman in a red latex skirt.

Her pussy was shaved bare, and she bent her knees, shoving her cunt into his face. “Lick, boy!”

Her scent was overwhelming, and Stan thought he might gag... at first. Then a wave of lust swept through him. His lips touched her labia and his tongue snaked out to taste her.

She laughed and ground her crotch against his face as Stan lost all pretense of resisting. He licked and sucked her wet depths.

Someone unzipped his pants, and his cock was engulfed by a warm mouth.

***

Dinah reclined on Santa’s lap and watched Mrs. Claus make her husband into her devoted slave.

Santa’s fingers moved in and out. She wanted his whole fist, but she had to focus on her job. “Santa, the giant came back. He’s in his room.”

“Is he now? Was he alone or did his whore return with him?”

“A girl who works here: Loretta. She’s in the ski patrol. She’s in the room with him. The big blonde whore hasn’t returned yet.”

“You’ve done well, pet,” Santa whispered. He eased a fourth finger into Dinah’s stretched pussy. “Come to me, elves.”

A dozen elves rushed to kneel before their master.

“The Whore Master is here. Bring him to me.”

***

Willy caressed Loretta’s cheek as she slept. Her hair was thicker now, her lips fuller than before. Her lean body now rippled with muscled curves.

“Don’t want to rush you, sweetheart, but we really need to go.” He had packed his and Honey’s bags and laid out Loretta’s clothes. He had tossed her bra and panties in the trash - the bra would no longer fit, and her increased sexuality would soak the panties within seconds.

He had laid out a hoodie t-shirt Honey bought for the trip - it would be too big for Loretta, but at least it would be warm. Hopefully her pants and ski jacket would still fit.

As soon as Loretta was awake, he would get them both to the Church provided SUV in the parking lot and drive down to pick up Honey and her transformed.

Then they would get the hell out of Dodge.

He looked at the clock on the nightstand: 7:10 AM. It would take at least thirty more minutes for Loretta to transform, maybe a little more.

Monster Santa.

Who the fuck would create a Monster Santa?

He caught something moving out of the corner of his eye.

Someone was squeezing a pink balloon under the door.

Willy stared at the balloon as it expanded.

It wasn’t a balloon.

“No... fucking... way,” Willy whispered.

The balloon became a hairless head, the face was contorted in a grimace of half-pain, half-hate.

It was a male and it snarled at him as it squeezed more of its body under the door.

Willy knelt beside the little monster, and it snapped at him. “What the fuck are you?”

It swiped out with a clawed hand and tried to rake his face.

More of them were trying to squeeze through to either side.

Willy put his hand on the hairless head and shoved the first creature back under the door. It felt... mushy. It seemed to be all skin, muscle, and weak cartilage.

It screamed as Willy pushed its head back through the gap, leaving only its clawed hands to slash at Willy.

Something burned his cheek and Willy yelped.

The little monster to his left had managed to squeeze through to his waist and had slashed Willy’s cheek with razor sharp claws. 

“Motherfucker!” Willy punched the snarling face with his fist and the squishy head bounced against the wooden door.

Willy stood up and stomped drawing a shriek from the creature as it retreated back under the door.

He stomped down again and the creature on the right side cried out, wriggling beneath Willy’s foot. That creature was almost in the room with only its feet still under the door.

Willy yanked it free and then threw it into the bathroom.

It hit the tile floor and bounced, landing on the toilet seat.

It shook its head and charged forward.

Willy kicked the bathroom door closed and heard the satisfying thud as the creature was thrown backward against the toilet tank.

With that one trapped in the bathroom, Willy turned his attention back to the front door.

Three more monsters were trying to get in.

Willy began to stomp.

He looked over his shoulder at Loretta’s unconscious form.

It wasn’t a question of whether the creatures would get past him, it was a question of how long it would take.

***

Honey was all smiles when Brenda and Carter joined them in the kitchen.

Just like Richie and Gina, they weren’t mad at her.

“I don’t understand, if it could make me taller, why did it only make me a few inches taller?” Brenda asked. She was now 4’2”, four inches taller than the 3’10” she had been when she had fallen asleep.

Honey shook her head. “Oh, I didn’t make you a Street Whore - if I had, it would have made you as tall as possible. You’re a Specialty Whore. You’re only taller because it straightened your thighs and fixed your hips and spine. Transformation makes you feel better than you did before - it fixes things that hurt.”

Brenda looked at Drew and nodded. “She’s right, professor. I’m pain free for the first time in my life. Not only that, I feel stronger.”

“I added some features from Gymnast Whores. You can do cartwheels and handstands and tumble... you’ll be very popular in bed!” Honey giggled. Then she winked at Carter. “Then I guess ya already are, huh?”

Carter blushed.

“Only thing I can’t figure out is how you got transformed and didn’t know it, Carter?” Honey asked.

“It was a girl named Madison Fuchs. Do you know her?” Carter asked.

Honey shook her head. “Sorry. There are a bunch of us. And a lot of us are at Ithaca College.”

“So, being transformed, we’re not... human anymore?” Brenda asked.

“Umm, not that simple,” Honey said. “Richie and Gina and I are all completely transformed - we’ve had finishing ambrosia. We’re not human. Patricia and Carter and you, Brenda? You haven’t had the final dose of ambrosia, so you’re partly human.”

Patricia smiled. “Maybe that means we can be changed back?”

Honey rolled her eyes. “Why? Why would you want to do that?”

“I don’t want to be a f... transformed.”

Honey frowned. “You’re not a freak. None of us are freaks. Is Brenda a freak? Or, Richie?”

Patricia shook her head. “That’s not what I mean, and you know it! I don’t want to be... this way.” She was staring at the massive lump in Richie’s pants.

Honey followed her gaze. “It’s normal, Patricia. He’s a Whore Master and you need to be part of a coven...”

Patricia turned away. “Stop... just stop.”

Drew looked back and forth between Honey and Patricia.

Then Richie turned red and tried to look away.

“You... want him?” Drew asked.

Patricia squeezed her eyes shut. “N... No... it’s not...”

“Of course, she wants him. Brenda wants him too.”

Brenda’s mouth dropped open. “No, I don’t!”

“Yes, you do,” Honey said. “It’s natural now. We all want to belong. I remember when I was newly transformed, standing at the auction waiting for a Whore Master to claim me...”

“Jesus,” Patricia growled. “Do you have any idea how sick that sounds?”

Honey smiled. “No. I don’t. I just know I love Willy with every bit of my heart, and he loves me.” She looked at Gina and smiled. “Gina knows what I mean, don’t you?”

Gina nodded and smiled. She put her arm around Richie’s waist. “Yeah, I know exactly what you mean.”

“What the fuck is going on?” Joey asked.

Everyone turned as Joey and Hannah walked into the kitchen.

Joey looked at Gina and Richie. He staggered back. “What... the fuck?”

***

Willy was in a dilemma. Whatever these elf things were that were squeezing under the door? They weren’t human. They seemed to be made out of jelly covered in skin.

He didn’t want to hurt them - Willy had never wanted to hurt anyone in his life, much less Santa’s elves.

Even if they had sharp teeth and claws and wanted to tear him to pieces.

His blood dripped on the carpet from numerous gashes on his legs and arms.

Willy would force them back under the door, but they just kept coming.

The one trapped in the bathroom screamed and tried to squeeze under the bathroom door, so Willy stepped on its squishy face with his foot.

“Loretta Luvzit, Whore Caste, designation Girlfriend Experience Whore,” Loretta said from the bed. She rolled onto her stomach and smiled at him. “Come... to... bed,” she laughed.

Then she frowned.

Willy dragged one of the elves out from under the door and held it by the throat as it snarled and slashed at him. Willy looked at Loretta. “Get dressed! Shit’s getting weird!”

Loretta stared at him. “Is that... an elf?”

“Loretta! Get dressed! We have to get the fuck out of this hotel!”

“You didn’t say there would be elves. I’m not sure I’m into elves, Willy.” She got to her feet and grabbed the clothes he had laid out.

“Baby, please just get dressed. I’ll explain.” He stomped down with his left foot and an elf retreated.

***

“What the fuck did you do?!” Joey bellowed as he stared at Gina and Richie.

“Joey, things have changed,” Gina said as she stepped in front of Richie.

The Whore Master was having none of that - he was in full on protection mode and put himself between Gina and Joey. “Joey, just calm down, okay?”

“Calm down?! What the fuck... those fucking tits... Gina, how the fuck did you get that rack?”

“Joey, things happened last night...” Richie said.

“Shut up, fatso! I’m talking to Gina...”

“Everybody needs to use their inside voice,” Honey said. “And, ‘fatso’ is a hurtful word - besides Richie isn’t fat anymore.”

“Gina!” Joey growled. “Are you... with him?”

“Jesus, Joey! We broke up. Richie’s... things have changed, Joey,” Gina said.

Hannah was cowering against the wall. “Can somebody please tell me what is going on?”

Drew stood up. “Honey did a sort of experiment on Patricia, Richie, Gina, and Brenda... it’s complicated, but everyone is okay. We’re going to get all of this sorted out.”

***

“How are we going to get past them?” Loretta asked as she finished dressing. She stomped one of the elves trying to wiggle under the door and it yelped.

“Through the window.”

“Willy? We’re on the third floor.”

Willy smiled and kicked an elf. “I haven’t told you everything yet.”

***

It wasn’t just the boobs. It wasn’t just the lean muscles under Loretta’s now flawless skin.

It was the fact her body instinctively how to use those new muscles.

She’d had dreams in which she could fly.

That dream became a reality as she dove out the window alongside Willy.

Her body somersaulted and she twisted, landing feet first in a crouch on the powdery snow.

Willy smiled beside her as he stood up straight.

She looked up at the open third floor window. “I’m a fucking superhero,” she whispered.

A torrent of naked elves poured over the windowsill.

Willy shook his head. “Yeah, well, superhero or not? You still bleed. Run!” He pointed toward the side of the building. “My truck is... aw, hell.”

More elves were running toward them from the direction of the parking lot.

Willy grabbed her arm and they sprinted down the mountain as the plump elves landed in the snow and made craters. “Change of plan! We’re on foot.”

She looked over her shoulder as the elves recovered and loped toward them on all fours. “What the fuck are they?”

“Monsters. There’s this... well, she’s a demon goddess. She’s running her own experiment here,” Willy said as they ran.

“Demon goddess? You’ve been holding things back, Willy!”

“I didn’t even know she was here until five minutes after you went under, okay? Anyway, there are elves and evidently a monster Santa Claus...”

“Santa?! The fuck...?”

“Just run, will you?”

Loretta almost ran face first into a naked man who ran toward them out of the woods beside the slope.

Her feet went out from under her, and she landed on her ass in a snow drift.

The naked man with rust colored skin was hairless and his ears were pointed.

“Holy fuck,” Loretta said.

Willy threw a punch and the man tumbled end over end into the woods beyond the ski slope.

Loretta got to her feet.

Dozens of naked people were running toward them from the woods, men and women alike.

The closest ran directly into Willy’s fist and went sprawling on the ground.

Willy looked at Loretta and back at the approaching crowd. “Goddamn it. Run. Get to Honey.” He started lumbering toward the crowd.

“What about you?”

“Right behind you.” He reached down and wrapped his hand around a small pine tree. He ripped it out roots and all.

“Willy! I’m not leaving you!” She yelled.

He smiled at her. “This is my job. Get to Honey. I’ll be fine.” He ran toward the approaching horde and swung the tree.

Most of the crowd scattered, those that didn’t flew through the air and buried up in the snow.

***

“Morpheus made the Whore Masters to protect Whore Caste,” Honey said. Class was in session - if her transformed hadn’t been programmed, she was going to program them herself. “They also recruit - humans can’t resist a Whore Master. They have pheromones and some psychic powers. You feeling any tingly brain things, Richie?”

The others stood around the kitchen. She was still tied to the chair, but they were her captive audience. 

“No... I don’t think so,” Richie said. He was still quiet and a little shy even after being transformed. He held Gina’s small hand, but Honey thought it was more for his own comfort than anything else - he was clinging to her.

“Some don’t. My Willy, though? He’s a real mind bender. Almost like a White Witch. He can make a human fall asleep with a single word or make you cum with a whisper.”

“So, he’s your pimp?” Patricia asked.

Honey laughed. “That’s a human concept, Tricia. He makes sure I’m safe.”

“But, you’re a prostitute, right?” Brenda asked.

“Yes. We are,” Honey said with a wink.

Brenda blushed. “No, wait... I’m not...”

“Yes, you are. So’s Gina. We fuck to make people happy. When we take over? There won’t be any more wars or crime or loneliness...”

Drew shook his head. “The world’s a little more complicated than that, Honey.”

“No, it isn’t. Not really. People do bad things because they aren’t happy. When enough people who aren’t happy get together they start a war. All of Whore Caste and Professional Caste love each other. I couldn’t dream of hurting people I love...”

“But, I thought there were other castes as well?” Drew asked.

Honey frowned. “Yeah. No system is perfect. It’s... a work in progress.”

Drew opened a cabinet door and pulled out a Mason jar. “All systems are a work in progress, Honey. Yours might seem better to you but to others? It’ll be a nightmare.” He looked at Richie. “I’m going to need your help.”

Richie let go of Gina’s hand reluctantly. He looked warily at Joey and then walked to Drew.

“Think fast,” Drew said. He tossed the Mason jar toward Richie.

Richie caught it one-handed.

“I thought so - your reflexes are faster than normal. Good, I’m going to need them.” He took the Mason jar from Richie and opened the lid. “Honey, you’re sure Richie can touch the transformation capsule and not be harmed?”

“Positive.”

“Good.”

Patricia stared at Drew. “What are you going to do?”

“I need to see this thing out of its cocoon. Richie, pick up the capsule, please?”

He reached down and retrieved the blue capsule from the table.

Drew sat down in a kitchen chair. “Now, when I tell you, I want you to press the capsule against the top of my left hand.”

“Drew!” Patricia yelled. “No!”

“Once the robot emerges, Richie? I need you to grab it and put it in the Mason jar. Then put the lid on, understand?”

“Yes, professor.”

“Drew, don’t,” Patricia said. “It’s too dangerous.”

He smiled. “If we can’t study it, I can’t find a way to undo what it does.” He laid his hand palm down on the table. “Ready when you are, Richie.”

“Don’t worry, Drew,” Honey said. “If Richie can’t catch it? You’ll be Drew the Dominator.”

Drew laughed. “He’ll catch it, won’t you, Richie?”

“I’ll do my best.”

“Good man. All right.”

Richie put the capsule on the back of Drew’s hand.

“The adhesive comes out immediately. I can feel it bonding to my skin like super glue...”

The capsule split down the back.

“Shit,” Richie whispered. He tried to grab it, but it emerged from the split capsule and ran directly up Drew’s arm.

Richie caught the back end of the centipede, but it wriggled free.

Patricia was faster. She snatched the centipede off Drew’s arm and dropped it squirming into the jar.

Richie slammed the lid down and screwed it in place.

Drew stared at the jar.

“Are you okay?” Patricia asked.

“That’s... the most terrifying goddamned thing I’ve ever seen.” Drew watched as the split capsule fell off his hand.

Inside the jar, the centipede robot stared at him with red, glowing eyes.

***

This is wrong, it’s all wrong! Loretta thought as she ran down the slope.

Behind her, a half dozen naked people followed her.

She wanted to turn and fight.

Willy was alone and she wasn’t supposed to leave him.

But, Honey was still in the house with other transformed. Together, they stood a better chance of saving Willy.

The boots on her feet felt wrong.

She almost thought she could have run faster if the boots had heels. It was a ridiculous thought - no one could run fast in heels.

But, somehow she knew she could.

She could hear the hard panting of one of the naked pursuers close behind her. He was gaining.

Loretta didn’t think. She didn’t have to. Her body knew what to do.

She brought her right foot down and turned it inward. She pivoted her body, spinning around on her planted foot.

Her left arm went straight out, and she made a fist.

Her spinning backfist caught the naked man behind her in the left side of his jaw.

Blood erupted from his mouth, and he crumpled to the ground.

A hairless woman shrieked behind him.

Loretta planted her left foot and raised her right.

She landed a kick to the woman’s ribs and felt them give.

Then Loretta drew her leg back and kicked again, higher this time. Her snow boot clubbed the woman in the left ear, and she tumbled to the ground on top of the man.

A third man jumped over the woman’s limp body, but Loretta was already in motion.

Her long right leg extended straight out as she did a backward somersault.

The toe of her right boot caught the man under his chin and lifted him straight off the ground to fall on top of the unconscious woman.

Loretta continued to somersault away until she landed on her feet ten yards away.

The other pursuers slowed and looked down at their fallen comrades.

Loretta smiled and winked.

They knelt beside their fallen friends and Loretta sprinted away.

She ran on her toes, raising her heels and found that she actually could run faster that way.

***

Willy had swapped ends with the uprooted tree, swinging it by the top and wielding the root ball like a mace.

It was devastatingly effective - the naked bodies were piling up.

The only problem was the elves were too quick for him to swat.

They ducked under the swinging tree and slashed at him.

His pants had been reduced to bloody ribbons.

The naked, hairless people retreated and licked their wounds while the elves surrounded him. He turned slowly in a circle in the middle of a sea of tiny monsters.

“Come on! What are you waiting for?” He heaved the tree back on his shoulder.

“They’re waiting for me,” a voice said.

Willy spun around.

A big man in a red leather Santa suit was smiling at him.

A tall, dark eyed redhead followed along behind him in a red latex, fur trimmed dress. She smiled as well as her eyes traveled up and down Willy’s body.

The sea of elves parted so Santa and Mrs. Claus could pass.

“Who the fuck are you?”

“Me? I’m Santa Claus, motherfucker.”

Mrs. Claus laughed.

Willy let the tree’s root ball rest on the frozen ground and leaned on it. “Look, I don’t want any trouble. I’m just trying to get the transformed out of the area. The Church says you’re free to run your experiment. We’ll leave you in peace.”

“Is that right? Well, the way I see it: you’re right in the middle of our fucking experiment, limp dick. So, you’re part of it.” Santa took off his jacket and handed it to Mrs. Claus. “Tell you what: you get past me, and you can collect your pussy posse and leave. How’s that?”

Willy held up the tree one-handed and pointed it at Santa. “I told you: I don’t want any trouble.”

“Yeah, I get that. Problem is? I want trouble.” He grabbed the root ball and ripped the tree out of Willy’s hand.

Then he threw it into the woods.

“Be serious. I’ve got a foot and a half on you, probably a hundred pounds,” Willy said as they began to circle each other.

“Tell you the truth, I was hoping for that big white haired bitch. She’d be a real contest.”

“Maria Marapova?”

“You know her? Hope she likes you. I’m going to send you to her in a couple of garbage bags.” He charged forward and Willy sidestepped.

Willy hit him with a left jab.

Santa just smiled.

“Yeah, the bitch hits harder.” Then he threw a right hook that sent Willy staggering back.

***

Back at the house, Hannah was still standing with her back against the wall. Joey had stalked away back to his room right after they trapped the centipede and now everyone else was gathered around the Mason jar as Professor Combs pointed out features of the robot.

Honey sat tied to her chair and smiled at Hannah.

Brenda stepped away from the group and walked up to Hannah. “Crazy, huh?”

Hannah nodded and tore her gaze away from the blonde bimbo in bondage who just kept grinning at her.

Hannah sighed. “So, you and Carter are... like a thing now?”

Brenda nodded. “I am so sorry, Hannah. I know you liked him too.”

She looked over at Carter. “It’s okay.”

Brenda took a step toward her, and Hannah shrank back.

Brenda stepped back. “Are you... afraid of me?”

Hannah shrugged. “I’m sorry. It’s just... this whole thing has me freaked out.”

“I know. But you don’t have to be afraid of me,” Brenda said as she got closer.

Hannah stared at Brenda’s lips. They seemed... fuller. She had never really noticed how pretty Brenda was until now.

Honey began to giggle.

Hannah blinked and stared at the giggling blonde.

“Kiss her,” Honey whispered. “You’ll really like it.”

Hannah looked at Brenda in horror.

Brenda backed away slowly. “I... I’m sorry, Hannah. I didn’t mean to...”

Hannah shook her head. “Stay away from me! God, I can’t think straight when you get close to me.”

“Pheromones,” Honey said and shrugged.

Hannah ran out of the kitchen and up the stairs.

She passed Joey who was coming down.

***

“What happened?” Brenda asked as she stood beside Honey.

“Your pheromones. You were seducing her. You would have totally had her if I hadn’t laughed. Sorry.”

“Had her? Are you saying I’m some kind of predator?!”

Honey smiled. “No, it’s not like that. Hannah’s an emotional wreck. Lonely, depressed... human. We’re programmed to fix that.”

“Get away from her!” Joey yelled.

Everyone turned.

Joey was standing in the kitchen doorway with a gun in his hand.

He held it leveled on Richie.

“Richie! Put that down!” Gina said as she tried to step in front of Richie.

Richie pushed her behind him.

“You people brainwashed her - he brainwashed her. She don’t love him!”

“Joey, put the gun down,” Drew said. “Nobody is at fault here.”

“Come on, man. Put it down,” Carter said.

Carter and Drew were moving to flank Joey from two sides.

“Stay back. He got inside her head!” Joey said.

“No, he didn’t,” Gina said and, this time, she pushed Richie aside. “You’re the one who was inside my head, Joey.” She gritted her teeth and balled her fists. “I was an idiot. All those years. Those times when you’d hit me, and I’d just say: ‘He won’t do it again. I know he loves me.’”

“What?!” Richie said. He glared at Joey.

She took Richie’s hand and held it. “I knew there was something wrong with you, Joey. But, worse, I knew there was something wrong with me. I let it happen over and over again. I should have walked away then. Now, I’m strong, Joey. And I’m not afraid of you.”

“You love me! I know you love me!” Joey said. The gun trembled in his hand.

“You’re right. I did. But now I love me a little more, Joey.”

Joey gritted his teeth and glared at Richie.

What happened next was too fast for the human eyes in the room to register.

First, Honey raised her arms and tore her hands free of the rope as if it were made of tissue paper. She dove for her bag and put in her hand.

An instant later she was flinging a transformation capsule toward Joey.

It tumbled end over end toward his face.

He turned toward it.

Carter and Gina were in motion.

Carter reached Joey first and grabbed the short barrel of the gun, twisting it out of Joey’s hand.

Gina drew back to punch Joey with her right fist.

She stopped, her eyes wide as the capsule struck his left cheek and stuck in place.

Joey tried to see the thing stuck on his face.

The pink capsule split open, and the centipede disappeared up his left nostril.

“What the fu...?” His eyes rolled back in his head, and he collapsed to his knees.

“Jesus! Oh, my God!” Gina said.

“I... I thought I grabbed a blue one!” Honey said as she stared at her hand.

Joey’s eyes snapped open. “Specify caste.”

***

“What do we do?” Patricia asked.

Honey shrugged. “First, Richie? Get rid of that gun.”

“Umm, what should I do with it?” Richie asked.

“Break it. I hate guns,” Honey said. “And knives and pointy sticks and rocks... whenever they’re around people just get hurt.” She was pacing back and forth.

Carter handed it to Richie.

“I mean... how do I? It’s made out of steel...”

Honey rolled her eyes. “You’re super strong now, silly. Just break it.”

Richie shrugged and took it in both hands.

He twisted and the gun broke in two, the bullets tumbling on the kitchen floor.

“Specify caste. Default parameters will be chosen in sixty seconds if there is no response,” Joey said in a calm voice.

Brenda walked around Joey as he knelt on the floor. “Can’t you turn it off or something?”

“No,” Honey said. “It can’t be turned off. Once it starts, it can’t be shut down.”

“Can you make him a Whore Master or something?” Carter asked.

“It was a pink capsule not a blue.”

Patricia shook her head. “Just try.”

Honey shrugged. “Whore Caste.”

“Designation?” Joey said.

“Whore Master.”

“Option not available. Designation?”

“Um, Junior Whore Master,” Honey said.

“Option not available. Designation?”

“Street Stud?”

“Option not available. Designation?”

Honey sighed. “It’s no use.”

“Street Whore,” Gina said.

Everyone stared at her in shock.

“Gina, what are you doing?” Patricia whispered.

“Payback.”

“Default parameters?” Joey asked.

“No. Manual mode. Breast size L cup.”

“Holy shit, Gina,” Honey whispered.

“Double slutifier... I remember some of my attempted programming,” Gina said with a smile. “And a lot of ass. Oh, corset waist, please, and really long hair... he loves long hair.”

Honey looked at her. “Might want to rethink the boobs. She’ll have trouble walking with those jugs.”

“It’s okay. He like big tits. Told me so last night. I think he’ll look great with a nice set of bolt ons.”

***

Willy crawled through the snow that was now stained red with his blood.

“Whore Master, huh? Not so tough,” Santa said as he put his foot on the small of Willy’s back and pressed him into the snow.

Willy struggled and tried to roll but he was pinned.

“Santa, remember Demonica wanted us to run some tests,” Mrs. Claus said.

“So?”

“I can’t run tests on a dead transformed. I need him alive.”

The foot came off Willy’s back and then returned to kick him in the ribs.

“Get him out of here then,” Santa said from somewhere above him.

A hand closed on his arm and Willy groaned as Mrs. Claus rolled him onto his back. She stared down at him. “Carry him back to the hotel.”

He could hear the elves laughing.

Dozens of small hands slid beneath him, and he rose painfully.

Willy stared up at the cloudy sky as the elves carried him up the slope.

***

Gina and Honey stripped Joey naked and lay his body on the kitchen table.

He was already changing: the sharp angle of his chin was softer now. The hair on his head was growing and the hair on his body was falling off.

His breasts were forming, and his cock was growing smaller every minute.

Patricia stood beside Drew and shook her head. “How could she do that to him?” She whispered.

“He was abusing her,” Drew said. “And he held us at gunpoint. There is a sort of justice to it.”

“I know but... Jesus, Drew.”

Drew put his arm around her. “I know. This ‘transformation’ seems to be much more than physical.”

She stared at him. “It’s mental as well, isn’t it? We’re capable of... monstrous things.”

Drew nodded. “I think so.”

“Oh, my God, what are we going to do?”

“Hey, you’re capable of wonderful things as well. Did you see them when they identified Joey as a threat? They formulated a plan without a single word - Carter knew I was moving to flank the boy and he mirrored my movements. Richie immediately threw himself in the line of fire and then Gina distracted Joey. And, Honey? My God, she could have freed herself at any moment, but she waited till she needed the element of surprise the most and then she acted. Nobody ran, nobody panicked - Patricia, people don’t do that. Every one of them was concerned about the others and not themselves.” Drew smiled. “Maybe they really are the next step in human evolution - a human who cares more about those they love than about themselves. A human that loves unconditionally.”

She picked up the Mason jar. The silver centipede scurried around the inside of the jar and pointed itself directly toward Drew.

“It’s fixated on me. I think when the capsule bonded to my skin it sampled my DNA. That thing is like a Drew-seeking missile.”

“We should destroy it.”

Drew took the jar from her. “Not till I figure out everything about it - where is it getting its power? How is it creating these changes in its target? The processor inside it alone is more advanced than anything out there.”

“Drew? Tell me you’re focusing on how to reverse what it did to me! That’s all that matters right now!” She grabbed his shoulders.

He cupped her face with his hands. “Yes, I promise you I am, Patricia. I have to understand everything about it in order to do that.”

***

Brenda sat on the living room couch with Carter. She held his hand tight. “I’ve never been so scared in my life.”

“Me too.”

Brenda laughed. “No, you weren’t. None of you were. Taking that gun away from him? That was amazing!”

He shrugged. “I was just so scared somebody was going to get hurt. I just... I had to get it away from him.”

She leaned her head against him.

Honey came in and sat down beside them. “You two okay?” She took Brenda’s other hand.

“Yeah,” Carter said. “We’re okay. How is...?”

“Josie? She’s coming along nicely. Really big tatas - we don’t usually make them that big on account of the lowered IQ.”

Brenda looked at her in horror.

“Yeah,” Honey said. “As Titty Grow dosage is increased, brains go bye bye. When you go from nothing to a rack of L’s? Wow...”

“Oh, my God,” Brenda whispered.

“Don’t worry, she’ll be totes fine. She’ll just need constant help with things like... you know, math. Big words. Um, crossing the street.”

Brenda and Carter stared at each other.

Honey laughed. “Seriously, stop worrying. We take care of each other. Some Whore Master or White Witch will fall madly in love with her, and she’ll be all set. Imagine her as a stripper? She’ll be famous.”

“But, I mean, it’ll still be Joey though, inside?” Carter asked.

“Oh, no. That’s a complete brain wipe. When she wakes up? She’ll be Josie - different brain, different DNA. She’ll be genetically female... a lot of genetic female.”

“That’s... awful,” Brenda said. “Joey wouldn’t want...”

“Joey should have thought about that before he pulled a gun on us,” Carter said. “What if he killed Richie or Gina? Or... you?” He held Brenda tight.

Honey smiled. “Things never turn out perfect the way you want them to. Sometimes life gives you lemons and you have to make lemonade. Pink lemonade in the case of Josie in there.”

Brenda began to giggle.

“What?” Honey asked. “Did I say something funny?”

“A little,” Carter said.

Honey nodded. “So what are you two going to do about Hannah?”

Brenda stopped laughing. “What do you mean?”

“Hannah’s heart is broken,” Honey said.

Brenda stared at her. “That’s not our fault.”

“No, it isn’t,” Honey said. “But you can fix her broken heart. You can make her happy. You can love her.”

“Whoa, wait a second,” Carter said.

Honey smiled. “Brenda, when you went to try to make Hannah feel better before? What did you feel?”

“I... I felt sorry for her.”

“Go on.”

“I didn’t want her to be sad. I know if I was in her place I’d feel really sad, and I wanted to make her feel better.”

“Why?” Honey asked.

“I... I don’t know... I just did.”

“And when you got close to her? What did you feel?”

Brenda blinked. “I... that was confusing...”

Carter stroked Brenda’s hair. “It’s okay, Brenda. You can say it.”

“I... I wanted... Don’t make me say it.”

Honey leaned forward and kissed her.

“Why did you do that?” Brenda whispered. She was staring at Honey’s full lips.

Honey just smiled. Then she leaned up and kissed Carter.

The boy closed his eyes.

She sat back and both Brenda and Carter looked at her. “Is that what you wanted to do to Hannah, Brenda?”

Brenda nodded.

Honey took both of their hands. “We are full of possibilities. The old jealousies and taboos? They don’t have a place with us. You wanted to kiss Hannah because you’re attracted to her, Brenda. Ask yourself if you’ve always been?”

“I think... maybe... maybe I have been.”

Honey smiled. “Two people can be a coven. Or three. Or a dozen. And covens can be drawn together to become even larger groups. There’s nothing wrong with loving Hannah but there’s a lot wrong with denying it. Don’t leave her out in the cold. Trust me, I know about being alone in the cold.” 

Honey stood up and opened her purse. She reached inside and pulled out a capsule.

She laid the pink capsule in Brenda’s hand.

***

“I can’t believe that’s Joey,” Richie whispered as he stood beside Gina, and they looked down at the kitchen table.

“Shh - Josie. Don’t call her that other name,” Gina whispered. “When she wakes up, we need to make sure we don’t confuse her.”

The woman on the table had olive skin and every trace of hair below her eyelashes was gone. Her raven hair spread out on the table and flowed over the sides.

The face was delicate with exotic eyes and an Italian nose.

The breasts were enormous, bigger than anything Richie had even seen in fetish pictures and the nipples were thick and long - and dripping with Ambrosia.

The cinched in waist flared out and became large, rounded hips before becoming long, shapely legs.

“I’m a little jealous,” Gina whispered.

Richie laughed. “Don’t be ridiculous. You’re the most beautiful woman on earth.”

She turned and smiled up at him. “You can’t say that once she’s awake. I won’t have our mate thinking she’s less than me.”

Richie stared at her. “I’m sorry... what?”

Gina took a deep breath. “I fucked up, Richie. I got so mad. All those years of taking shit from him? I saw the gun and I thought, all that mattered to him was destroying my happiness. He knew I was happy with you, he could see it, and all he wanted to do was destroy that. I hated him for that, Richie. For an instant, I hated him.”

“That’s understandable. Gina, nobody has the right to hurt you.”

“I know that, Richie. But we can’t hate. That’s why we are the way we are. If we hate? Oh, Richie, the world won’t survive if we hate. We have to love everyone.”

“Even Joey?”

“Josie.”

“Fine, Josie. Even someone who hurt you? Someone who almost killed us?”

Gina nodded. “Joey paid for that. I don’t hate him, Richie. And I absolutely don’t hate her.” She reached down and caressed Josie’s thigh. “I’m responsible for creating her. That makes me responsible for her happiness.” She took a deep breath and put her arms around his neck. “And, since you’re stuck with me?”

Richie sighed and closed his eyes. “Really?”

Gina shrugged.

“But...”

Gina stared at him.

“Okay, fine. But if she comes out of this talking with Joey’s stupid voice? All bets are off.”

***

Willy opened his eyes and stared up at a ceiling of acoustic tiles.

He should have been in pain, but he wasn’t.

He just couldn’t move his arms or legs.

He turned his neck to the side.

His arms were stretched out perpendicular to his body and his hands were held fast inside a contraption that looked like it was made of old car wheel rims welded to steel I-beams.

“What the fuck?” He whispered. He craned his neck and looked down his body. He was naked and his feet were caught in the same type of contraption.

“We tested this on Santa. We figured a Whore Master wouldn’t be any stronger than he is. He can’t break it, and neither can you,” Mrs. Claus said as she appeared beside him. She looked up and down his body. “I have to say you are impressive.”

“He broke my ribs. I should have internal bleeding,” Willy said.

“Insta-Heal. A gift from your Church. We’ve been exchanging some technologies.”

“No. No, they wouldn’t...”

“Oh, they would.” She leaned down and ran her long red nail down Willy’s chest. “They don’t like you - Whore Caste, I mean. I think the Church is afraid of you.”

Willy strained against the bonds, but they didn’t budge.

“You might try gnawing off your arms and legs, but I don’t think you’d get far,” Mrs. Claus said. She ran her finger down his hard abs and then grasped the thick root of his cock. “You’re bigger than him. Thicker.”

“What?”

“Bigger than Santa. I swear if he came in here and saw this? He’d probably cut it off for spite.” She worked her hand up and down. “That would be a real shame.”

Willy groaned. “You... bring me in here... for a hand job?”

Mrs. Claus laughed. “No.” She let go of his dick and turned around. “We’re going to start with a vampire serum.”

“A what?!”

“Relax, cowboy. You’re just going to grow some fangs and have a taste for blood.” She turned back and put a needle to his neck.

“It won’t work. I’m transformed. My body will reject anything like that.”

“Maybe,” she said as she pushed the needle into his neck. “Only one way to find out.” She reached out and stroked his cock as the liquid flowed into his neck.

***

Hannah sat on her bed with her back against the headboard and stared at the wall. There was still no phone or internet. No way to call an Uber and get the hell out of this mad house.

Her mind rebelled at what she had seen.

She had gone back downstairs after the yelling had stopped earlier to find Joey in the midst of a sex-change.

Hannah had run back upstairs and locked herself in her room.

She almost jumped out of her skin when someone knocked.

“Go away.”

“Hannah? It’s me, can I come in?” Brenda asked.

“No. No, please go away.” Hannah stood up and started pulling on her snow suit. She would go out the window and walk into town if she had to.

“Hannah, I know you’re scared. Carter and I just want to talk to you.”

She paused when she heard Carter’s name. She shook her head. “No. I want you to go away, Brenda. You scare me. Both of you scare me.”

“I know. But, Hannah, we don’t want to scare you. Please let us in so we can explain.”

“I don’t want to be like you! Can’t you understand that? I’m the only one left, aren’t I?”

Brenda was quiet for a moment. “No. Professor Combs is still human.”

Hannah pulled on her boots. 

“You’re going out the window, aren’t you?” Brenda said.

Hannah froze. “No.”

“You can go out the front door instead. That way you won’t break your neck falling off the porch roof,” Brenda said. “Nobody will stop you, Hannah.”

Hannah’s lip quivered. “You’re lying.”

“We’re not lying,” Carter said. “I’m still me, Hannah. Same guy I was yesterday. And Brenda is still the same person she was as well. We would never hurt you. We like you.”

Brenda laughed. “Maybe let me talk, Carter.”

“Huh?”

“You just said we wouldn’t hurt her because we like her which implies we might hurt someone we didn’t like.”

“Fuck. You’re right, I did.”

Hannah laughed in spite of herself.

“I think that’s why Hannah likes you, Carter: you’re smooth.”

“Smart ass,” Carter laughed.

Hannah laughed out loud. “Guys? I’m really scared.”

“Sweetheart, I know you are,” Brenda said. “That’s why we came up here. Please open the door?”

Hannah walked over to the door and sat down in front of it. “Just talk to me through it?”

She heard them sit down on the other side.

“Is Joey going to be okay?”

“Josie? Yeah,” Brenda said. “Glad you weren’t down there. He went a little nuts.”

Hannah could see light through the keyhole on the door. It was blocked out for a moment.

A warm smell came from the door. It reminded Hannah of butterscotch.

“What... is that?”

“What’s what?” Brenda said.

“That... smell?”

“Never mind that. It’s nothing for you to worry about. Everything’s going to be fine. Come closer to the door.”

She got closer. She wanted to be closer to the smell.

There was a gentle draft blowing through the keyhole.

She breathed deep.

“Carter and I made love last night, Hannah.”

“You... did? Yeah, of course.” Hannah felt drowsy.

“It was beautiful. He’s amazing. That’s him that you smell. He’s blowing his breath through the keyhole. Get closer it’s almost like kissing him.”

Hannah leaned her face against the door, her nose beside the keyhole. She breathed deep.

“Nice, deep breaths,” Brenda whispered.

“What... are you doing to me?”

Brenda laughed gently. “Making you fall in love. Is it working?”

“I... no... stop. It’s the pheromones...”

“Don’t be afraid. I thought you liked Carter.”

“I... do. It’s just.”

“They say chemicals are a lot of the reason we fall in love - even humans.”

“I guess. Smells so good.” She closed her eyes and just breathed. 

“Hannah? Unlock the door.”

“No,” she whispered.

“Come on. Unlock the door,” Brenda whispered. “We want to make love to you.”

Hannah continued to breathe in. “Wait... did you say we?”

“Yes, Hannah. I’ve never done that before, with a girl. Have you?”

“No. I don’t...”

“But I want to try with you. I want the three of us to just try and see if we like it.”

“I don’t know.”

“I really like you, Hannah.”

“Oh... I like you too, Brenda.”

“I think you’re really pretty.”

Hannah smiled. “I think you’re pretty too.”

“I’ll tell you something you probably suspected is true.”

Hannah snuggled against the door. “What’s that?”

“He’s huge. Enormous. Scared me to death when I saw it.”

Hannah giggled.

“Unlock the door, Hannah.”

Hannah stood up and turned to the dresser.

The old fashioned iron key sat on the edge.

She put her hand on it. “I... you’re confusing me.”

“I’m so sorry about that, Hannah. We wish things could be different. Please just open the door and let us in.”

Hannah picked up the key. She looked behind her at the window. Part of her wanted to drop the key and run, open the window, and take her chances on the drop down to the ground. Her head was clearing. If she opened the door, they would win.

The problem was? She felt like if she ran? She would lose.

Something terrifying was on the other side of that door. Something different, something completely alien to everything she had known before and, if she embraced it? She would never be the same.

But would that be so horrible? Because part of her knew that the terrifying thing on the other side of that door was also wonderful and sensual and warm.

They were influencing her, trying to seduce her in ways that didn’t seem possible in a sane world.

But that seduction wasn’t just lust. There was love as well.

So, when she turned around and unlocked the door, it wasn’t possession or coercion or mind control - it was a choice. It was facing her fear and hoping it became something wonderful.

Hannah opened the door.

Brenda and Carter stood in the doorway and smiled.

They put their arms around her, and she reveled in the warmth, breathing in their smell, giving in to the feeling.

“She’s... overdressed,” Brenda laughed.

“We can take care of that,” Carter said.

He kissed Hannah and she let them guide her back to the bed, not caring the door was still open and that anyone could see.

***

Mrs. Claus took Willy’s pulse. “Hmm, another negative reaction. Demonica was sure the serums would work.”

Willy glared up at her. “I told you. I’m fully transformed. Your ‘magic’ doesn’t work here.”

Mrs. Claus leaned over him, her big, latex-encased breasts pressing into him. “Demonica herself was transformed twice. She had a book of experiments from Morpheus. The formulae in that book worked on transformed as well as humans.”

“Yeah? What happened to the book?”

“It was lost. Someone tossed it into a pit of lava.”

“Sounds like a fortunate accident to me,” Willy growled. He stared into her eyes. “Kayla?”

Mrs. Claus blinked. “What did you say?”

“Kayla... Cash. Your name was Kayla Cash. You were head of security at a mall...”

Her eyes opened wide. “You’re in my head! Get out of my head! How are you...?”

“You’re not completely transformed.”

“Don’t be ridiculous. Of course, I am,” she said.

“No. You’re not. You haven’t had final Ambrosia...”

Mrs. Claus took a step back.

“Kayla, what SlutzNet did to you? I’m so sorry. My God, you’ve been locked in a nightmare.”

“Shut up!” Mrs. Claus screamed. “You don’t know me! I love him! He is everything to me.”

Willy stared into her eyes. “He’s cruel. Sadistic. Maybe he was tortured just like you, but I couldn’t look into his mind. Kayla, I can look into yours. It’s not too late to save you.”

“Stop calling me that! I’m Mrs. Claus.” She grabbed something off a table behind her.

She held a scalpel to his throat. “If you say one more word? I swear I’ll cut your throat. I’ll bleed you out. Do you hear me?”

“Yes, I hear you.” 

She stood up and laid the scalpel back on the table.

***

Hands. That’s what is different, Hannah thought. When you make love, there’s one set of hands on your body.

Now there were two sets: two large and strong hands, two small and light hands.

Hands that unzipped and unbuttoned. Hands that explored, sliding under her clothes, pulling her clothes off her body, leaving her naked skin exposed.

And then two sets of lips.

His lips on Hannah’s, warm and soft, his tongue pressing between her lips, finding her tongue and playing there.

Brenda’s lips caressing every inch of skin as it was exposed.

“Am I doing this right?”

“Yes, it’s perfect.”

“I don’t know how.”

“We’ll learn together.”

His lips sliding down her body, meeting up with Brenda’s lips and joining her there at Hannah’s thighs.

And maybe Brenda didn’t know how, but Carter knew how, and he showed Brenda... oh, God, how he showed her!

Large firm hands on Hannah’s thighs, spreading them apart and then his tongue - experienced, insistent touching her right there.

And Hannah moaned and Brenda’s small lips then, eager, playful touching her there as well.

Hannah cried out and why oh, God, why had she been afraid? 

Fingers inside her. His and then hers and then theirs together and she would never, ever be the same and she didn’t want to be.

And she laughed and she cried, and she ran her hands through their hair, and she tore at the sheets with her nails as they drove her over the brink again and again.

Whispered I love yous again and again, a symphony of them.

Then it was his turn and he lay back.

Hannah sat up and kissed Brenda, deep and hard, lost in the kiss and yet knowing he was watching, and he was smiling.

Kissing her way down the left side of his chest while Brenda smiled at her from the other side. Their lips made love to him drawing ever lower until she tasted his hard flesh.

Both of their lips sliding up and down his shaft as he groaned and caressed their hair.

And then Brenda... sweet Jesus, how could she do that? He was huge and yet she swallowed him.

Transformed.

Brenda was transformed and she could take him in her small throat deeper than should have been possible.

Hannah could barely manage the head while Brenda tongued his full balls.

He whispered encouragement to them both.

Precum leaked into her mouth, and she cried out around the thickness. She came, orgasming from the tiny amount of Ambrosia laden precum.

He laughed.

Then he rolled them both onto their backs.

“Her turn,” he said.

Hannah smiled. Yes, it was her turn.

Together, they kissed her small body.

Her lips touched Brenda’s leaking nipple and she tasted Ambrosia a second time and felt all the fireworks of the first taste, cumming so hard, even harder than when they had both gone down on her.

She passed out and came to squeezed tight between them both.

He nuzzled her ear and Brenda kissed her lips.

“Be like us,” he whispered.

“Be like us,” Brenda whispered. She held the pink capsule in her small hand.

Hannah smiled. “Yes.”

Brenda rolled to the side.

Carter gently rolled Hannah onto her stomach. Then he put his hands on her hips and raised them into the air.

Hannah buried her face in the pillow as she felt Carter’s tongue push gently into her pussy.

She moaned as she felt Hannah’s finger caress her anus gently, moving in small circles. The pressure slowly grew, and her small finger slid inside.

“Ooo, never done that,” Hannah whispered.

“Like it?”

“Yes!”

The finger pulled out.

“No, I want.”

Something larger slid in.

“Oh! Is that...” 

The capsule moved inside her.

She passed out.

A moment later, she said, “Specify caste.”

***

“You’re telling me none of the meds worked?” Santa asked. He was sitting in the big chair in the darkened room with Dinah lounging naked across his lap.

“He’s immune to everything,” Mrs. Claus said.

There was no longer a reason for Dinah to work the front desk. The roads were blocked, and the guests were either zombified or hiding somewhere. The need for stealth was at an end.

“Fine. Kill him,” Santa said as he idly squeezed Dinah’s left breast. “Bring me his head, I want it for a trophy when we go back home.”

Dinah’s husband knelt beside Mrs. Claus and licked her thigh.

She nudged him away only to have him return a moment later and begin licking her boot heel.

“There are some other tests I want to run first.” She kicked back with her heel. “Get the fuck off me!”

“Tired of your toy already?” Santa laughed.

“He’s a fucking nuisance.”

Dinah’s husband whined and ran his tongue under the sole of her boot.

“What other tests do you want to run on the Whore Master?” Santa asked.

“He seemed to be very resilient. His ribs healed before I used the Insta-Heal. We didn’t know they could do that.”

“He’s weak. That’s all I need to know. One of their biggest Whore Masters and he went down like a sack of potatoes...”

“Yes, but if there were more than one of them...”

“I can handle these Whore Caste weaklings!”

Mrs. Claus looked at the floor. “Like you handled Marapova?”

He glared at her. “Watch your mouth, bitch.”

“I need to study this Whore Master while we have the opportunity. That’s why Demonica sent us here.”

He shrugged. “Fine. But, when you’re done? I want his fucking head.”

***

“Josie Jiggle Butt, Whore Caste, Designation Street Whore!” Josie said as she sat up on the kitchen table.

The sudden movement caused her boobs to roll and sway like heavy seas on a windy day. She stared down at her immense chest. “Wow. Big boobies.”

“Christ,” Patricia whispered.

Gina took Josie’s hand. “Josie, do you remember me?”

Josie looked at her with huge, blue anime eyes. “Nuh uh.”

“I’m your best friend, Gina. We’re lovers.”

Josie smiled a dazzling white smile. “We are?”

“Yes. We’re going to be together forever.” She reached behind her and took Richie’s hand. “This is our Whore Master, Richie.”

Richie smiled for a second. “Hi, Josie.”

Josie licked her lips. “Hi.”

“Wait,” Patricia said. “You can’t be serious.”

Gina looked over her shoulder at them. “Yes, we are. Richie and I are claiming her.”

“He’s... She’s a person. You can’t claim her.”

Gina turned around. “If we don’t claim her, someone in Havana will. A stranger will claim her.”

“Gina, we might be able to undo...”

Gina shook her head. “Look, Mrs. Combs, I get that you don’t like this, and you want to be ‘cured’. That’s your choice. But me? I don’t want to be cured. Transformation was my cure. And, with what’s been done to Josie? I don’t think she can be changed back.”

“Oh, Gina, they’ve brainwashed you.”

Gina laughed. “No. No, they undid the brainwashing that first my parents and then Joey and fucking society put on me from the day I was born. Now, if you don’t mind? Richie and I have to fuck Josie’s brains out and fill her with cum, so she belongs to us. So, either leave us alone, or watch, or join us if you like. But don’t try to stop us. Come on, Mrs. C. - Let Tricia Tease come out and play.”

Patricia jerked away.

Drew put his hand on Patricia’s arm. “It’s their choice, Patricia.”

She stared at him. “You can’t be serious.”

“Patricia, it’s done,” Drew said. “If everything Honey is telling us is true? The best thing that could happen to Jo... Josie right now would be for Richie and Gina to claim her. They won’t just use her...” He looked at Richie and Gina. “Will you?”

Gina smiled. “I’m not mad anymore, if that’s what you’re asking.” She leaned forward and kissed Josie’s full lips. “We’re going to take very good care of her.”

Patricia looked away and shook her head. “I don’t want any part of this.” She stormed out of the kitchen and into the living room.

Drew started to follow her.

“Stay, professor,” Gina said. She was taking off Richie’s shirt that she was using as a dress. Her bared her enormous breasts with the pentagram clips that were clamped on her nipples.

Drew watched breathless as Gina’s skin came to life, tattoos of sensuality and depravity forming on her otherwise flawless skin.

Gina smiled, favoring him with a look she had never given him as a student: she was a temptress, a smoldering hot creature of pure lust. “We’re going to do things to Josie you won’t believe. Stay and you can experience those things.”

Drew swallowed - even Richie seemed mesmerized by the sudden change in Gina.

Drew shook his head. “No, thank you. She’s... Patricia is my life.”

Gina nodded. “I understand. She’ll come around, professor. You can’t fight it, no one can.”

Drew backed away as Gina climbed smiling onto the table and pressed Josie down with a passionate kiss.

Richie undid his pants and slid them down revealing a cock that belonged more on a horse than a human. He leaned on the end of the table and began lapping at Gina’s wet pussy.

Then he slid his mouth down and did the same to Josie.

***

Drew went into the living room, turning his back on the threesome on the kitchen table.

Patricia stood in the middle of the room looking at the kitchen door.

Her hands shook and her skin was flushed.

She was still Patricia even though the body was firmer and more rounded breasts straining against the top she wore.

Her lips were fuller, her skin looking like it was being viewed through some photographic filter.

She was still Patricia, just an airbrushed idealized version.

And she was terrified.

He took her in his arms. “I know. I know.”

She sobbed against his shoulder. “God forgive me, I want to be in there with them,” Patricia whispered.

“You can’t help that.”

“I have to fight it, Drew. What will happen to me if I can’t? What will happen to us?”

He kissed her cheek. “We’re going to figure this out.”

“Are they right? Am I being an idiot because I don’t want to be like this?”

He smiled at her. “I think there are worse things.”

“Of course you’d think that. I’m Patricia 2.0...”

“No. You’re Patricia. Maybe with a few cosmetic changes, maybe with different urges, but you are the woman I fell in love with.” He smiled. “Why didn’t you tell me you liked girls?”

She rolled her eyes. “I just experimented with my college roommate. It wasn’t like... this.”

“You could have told me,” Drew said.

“I know it just... it wasn’t important. I haven’t even thought about it since. And, then... last night. I am so sorry...”

“Patricia, you couldn’t have stopped yourself. You had zero chance of resisting her.”

“Yes, but now? I want...”

He looked over his shoulder at the kitchen door. “You want to go in there with them?”

She sobbed and nodded. “This has ruined me, Drew. What kind of wife am I now? I can’t trust myself to be alone with anybody...”

“It passes,” Honey said.

They both turned and looked at her. She was sitting on the steps.

“Can’t we have any privacy from you?!” Patricia grumbled.

“I can’t help it, I got really good ears.” Honey smiled. “Once you get used to the horniness? You can control it.”

Patricia closed her eyes. “How long does that take?”

Honey shrugged. “A few days. But you must be ready to burst right now.”

“I’m fine.”

Honey looked at Drew. “She’s not. Her skin is flushed, and her pupils are dilated. She’s horny as fuck.”

“Shut up!” Patricia said.

“Patricia, Gina and Richie are having a threesome with Josie in the kitchen,” Honey said. “Can you hear them moaning?”

“Don’t...” Patricia whispered.

“That big Whore Master cock is taking Josie right now, I bet.”

“Please don’t...”

“And, while you and Drew were trying to figure out how the capsules work? Carter and Brenda seduced Hannah.”

“No, no you’re lying! They wouldn’t...”

“She’s transforming - I just checked on them. Brenda and Carter are 69ing while Hannah’s cookin’. Then I bet they’re gonna fuck like a bunch of bunnies.”

“You’re disgusting!”

“No, I’m not. It’s completely normal... for people like us. Like you, Tricia Tease,” Honey said with a smile.

Drew took Patricia’s hand. “Honey, don’t. Can’t you see how upset she is?”

“She’s not upset, professor. She’s hot and bothered. And, if you don’t do something about it? I’ll come down and do it myself.”

“No! I don’ want you!”

“Liar.”

Drew turned and put his hands on each side of Patricia’s face. “It’s okay. It’s okay that she’s right.”

“Drew, no. It’s you. It’s you I want not her. Not them.”

“Okay,” he said as he kissed her. He eased his hand under the waistband of her sweatpants.

“No, not in front of her,” Patricia moaned.

“You’re so wet.”

“Not...”

He kissed her, his fingers finding the engagement ring that now pierced her clit.

She rocked her hips forward and stopped worrying about the fact that Honey was watching.

And smiling.

***

This was not how Richie thought the weekend would turn out.

The last thing he expected was to be hung like a Clydesdale with Gina on all fours growling like an animal in heat as he took her from behind. He was watching sixteen inches of meat that was now part of his body sliding deep inside the girl he had been crushing on for months.

While a beautiful girl who used to be Gina’s asshole boyfriend was tonguing his cock and sucking his balls.

Gina was 69ing Josie as Richie fucked her.

Richie had both of his huge hands on Gina’s tattooed waist as he plunged in and out of her. He let go with his left hand and reached down to tweak Josie’s huge nipple.

A jet of pearly Ambrosia shot up from the nip and Josie squealed in delight, sucking one of Richie’s peach sized balls into her mouth.

Gina stopped eating Josie’s quim and raised her head, arching her back. “Cumming! Going to cum!”

Richie smiled and fucked her harder as he felt her body trying desperately to milk his cum.

Gina was screaming gibberish - when he was deep inside her there was a spot that he could hit and that spot drove Gina insane. “S... Stop. Stop. Don’t cum!”

She slid off his length.

Josie continued to suck and lick.

When his cock bobbed free, she rolled onto her hands and knees, the huge udders swinging like pendulums. She inhaled his cock to the balls!

Gina laughed. “Josie’s such a good cocksucker.”

Josie smiled around the inhuman meat.

Gina stroked Josie’s long black hair. “But, I think a real honeymoon needs to be consummated the old fashioned way, don’t you?”

Josie backed slowly off Richie’s cock. “Fuck?”

“Yes, fuck,” Gina laughed. She pushed Josie onto her back and knelt on the table behind her. She grasped Josie’s ankles and spread her legs wide.

“Have you ever fucked a virgin before, Richie?”

He ran a thick finger down Josie’s wet slit. “No, never. Anything I should know?”

“Well, they say you fall in love with your first. Definitely going to be true for Josie Jiggle Butt,” Gina said and kissed Josie’s forehead.

Richie put his hands on Josie’s waist and pulled her down to the very edge of the table. He knelt down and spread her labia open exposing her virgin pussy. “She looks really small.”

“She’ll stretch,” Gina whispered.

Richie kissed her inner lips and ran his tongue up to the erect pearl of Josie’s clit.

She cooed and thrashed on the table.

“Look at all that lube! Definitely ready,” Gina laughed.

“Fuck. Please fuck!” Josie moaned.

Richie straightened to his full height and took his thick cock in his hand.

He rubbed the thick head up and down the wet slit. It didn’t look possible.

Gina laughed. “Trust me, it will fit.”

“Stop me if it hurts, okay?” Richie asked.

Josie nodded and stared at him. “I trust you, Richie.”

It was insane. An hour ago, he had wanted to kill Joey. But, Josie? He only wanted to take care of her.

He angled his cock down a little and pushed.

“Ooo, here it comes, Josie,” Gina whispered.

Josie cried out and thrashed her head from side to side.

“God, she’s so fucking tight,” Richie said.

“She can take it. One push and she’ll take it all.”

Richie nodded and leaned a little harder.

He felt the barrier begin to give.

And then he slid half his length in her.

“Fuck!” Josie screamed.

“Oh, fuck,” Gina echoed.

Richie stared as he slid deeper and deeper into her.

“More! More!” Josie yelled.

Richie felt her open up for him an inch at a time.

He was balls deep in her when his cock touched that special spot that Josie’s transformation had created.

Her whole body strained, and she screamed through gritted teeth.

“Oh, baby, you took it all! Every inch of that Whore Master cock,” Gina said. “Now milk the cum out of it. Take it from him.”

Josie opened her eyes and smiled, rolling her hips in an O.

Richie groaned as Josie discovered her new skills. “Fuck.” He began to pull back and thrust forward, slowly at first.

“Mmm, fuck her, Richie,” Gina said as she let go of Josie’s ankles.

Josie immediately wrapped her legs around Richie’s waist.

Gina slid off the table and stood beside Richie. “Take her, Richie. She’s yours. She’s ours.” She leaned closer and whispered so only he could hear. “He’s not even a memory now. When you take her? She’ll be bound to us and there will only be Josie. Do you understand what I’m saying?”

Richie grunted and turned toward her. “Yes. I do. I understand.”

“Three of us together. Forever. Just love. It’s going to be so beautiful.”

Josie was cumming beneath him, her body convulsing around his cock, trying to hold him in place inside her.

“Cum. Cum inside her. Do it now!” Gina whispered.

“Aiggh!” Richie groaned as he stopped in mid-thrust, his cum erupting inside Josie’s spasming body.

They opened their eyes, staring intently at each other.

The change in all three of them was immediate - a psychic link. Gina and Richie had been two made one. Now Richie and Gina had joined with Josie.

Three became one from now until eternity.

***

Patricia leaned back on the couch and raised her hips so Drew could draw her pants down.

The crotch was soaked through.

Her body was out of control.

Drew looked like he wanted to lick the dark material.

Patricia looked toward the stairs.

Honey was watching them and smiling.

“Maybe... we shouldn’t,” Patricia whispered.

Drew looked at her, his eyes half-lidded. “Patricia, I couldn’t stop if I wanted to. I... you smell so good.” He reached out and lifter her t-shirt, exposing her big breasts with their pentagram nipple clamps.

He caressed her nips and Patricia shuddered. She took over, caressing her full breasts and rubbing the nipples above the clamps.

Her juices flowed from her, wetting the couch.

Drew began kissing the inside of her left thigh, trailing the kisses up almost to her pussy before switching to the right thigh and kissing his way down.

“He’s really good at that,” Honey whispered.

Patricia gasped.

Somehow the girl had descended the steps and was now leaning over the back of the couch behind her.

“No... I don’t want you here.”

“You don’t mean that. You’re just scared. But that’s okay.”

“This isn’t what...”

And then Drew ran his tongue up the side of Patricia’s pussy.

“Oh!” Patricia leaned back farther.

Honey’s hands caressed her temples.

“No, stop, Honey, don’t.”

“Shh, stop worrying. Everything is okay now,” Honey whispered.

Her fingers worked magic as they gently circled Patricia’s temples.

Drew found the repurposed engagement ring with his tongue and Patricia sighed. “Just like that. I never dreamed that could feel so good.”

She felt Drew’s breath on her clit, the gentle tug as his teeth took the diamond ring and pulled.

Honey’s hands were caressing her jaws now, the tension draining from Patricia an ounce at a time. She felt herself sinking into the couch.

Drew sucked her pierced clit into his mouth - his warm, wet mouth and Patricia reached down and ran her fingers through his hair.

He sucked and licked, making love to her clit the way that only someone who knew every inch of her body could. 

Honey’s hands trailed down to her breasts, cupped them from beneath.

The girl’s sweet breath whispered over Patricia’s face.

Drew’s thumb was on her clit as his tongue pushed deep inside her, tasting her.

“He’s completely lost in you. That’s the way humans are when they’re with us,” Honey said as she gently nudged Patricia’s hands away from her breasts. She took over rubbing and caressing Patricia’s sensitive nipples. “That’s what we’re for. We make them happy. It’s all any of us wants - just for everyone to be happy.”

Patricia opened her eyes.

“It’s not so bad.” Honey leaned closer and Patricia stared at her lips.

She kissed Honey gently, then harder.

Drew gasped between her thighs.

She looked down and he was looking up at her.

Patricia was afraid he would be angry.


Instead, he smiled and nodded and returned to her pussy.

“See?” Honey whispered.

Patricia said nothing. She simply kissed Honey again, letting the girl’s tongue slide between her lips and suckling it.

***

The female elf stood on Willy’s stomach and snarled at him.

If he raised his abs fast enough, he was fairly sure he could launch it through the air.

However, he was afraid if he made it mad? There was a strong possibility it might chew his dick off.

So he smiled at it. “Come here often?”

She glared at him and bared her sharp little fangs.

The elf reached down and picked up his soft prick.

The creature was only eight inches taller than he was long.

“Oh, sweetie, I don’t think that’s going to fit.”

She hissed at him and ran her small pink tongue up the shaft.

He began to stiffen.

“Get off him,” Mrs. Claus said as she came into the hotel kitchen.

The elf leaned over and hissed menacingly.

“Hiss at me again and I’ll have Santa rip you to shreds,” Mrs. Claus said.

The elf stared menacingly at Willy and licked its lips.

Then she jumped off and scampered out of the room on all fours.

“Not sure if she was going to fuck me or eat me,” Willy said.

“Neither am I,” Mrs. Claus said as she stood over him. Her eyes darted to his stiffening cock.

“Sorry. If you don’t want that reaction you really should dress in something other than red latex,” Willy said.

“I have some more questions for you...”

“Willy Wanker, Whore Master, serial number... well, we don’t have serial numbers,” Willy said.

Mrs. Claus scoffed. “Name, rank, and serial number now? You were talkative earlier.”

Willy shrugged as best he could with his hands encased in the makeshift steel bondage. “I’ve got more of my wits about me now.”

She glanced at his cock again.

A Whore Master is trained to read prey. Mrs. Claus’s skin was flushed, her pulse had risen since she walked in the room, and she was breathing rapidly. Couple that with her pupils being dilated and the slight aroma of arousal?

Willy could work with this.

He smiled. “I’m not going to answer your questions.”

“Wait, did you say your name is ‘Willy Wanker’?” She burst out laughing. “You Whore Caste with your ridiculous sex names.”

“Actually... ahh, skip it.”

“You came here with a girl, a street whore. Where is she?”

Willy frowned. “Street whore?” He shook his head. “No, I don’t remember a street whore.”

She leaned over him. “We know you’re here running an experiment for Whore Caste. Your beloved Church has sold you out.”

“Beloved Church is a bit of an exaggeration. Is that perfume you’re wearing?”

“Willy, I can’t help you if you don’t help me.”

“You took a shower since you were here last. Then you fixed your makeup and your hair. Why did you do that?”

“How can you tell...?”

He wiggled his nose. “Heightened sense of smell.”

“I see. Now what about the girl?”

He shook his head. “No, can’t smell her.”

“You think you’re charming but you’re not. He’s going to kill you if you don’t cooperate.”

“He’s going to kill me anyway,” Willy said.

She paused. “You anger him.”

“Why?”

“You challenged him...”

“He won.”

“He doesn’t like to be challenged. He demands to be the alpha male in all situations.”

Willy burst out laughing. “Alpha male? Wow. You guys really missed the evolution train didn’t you?”

“Huh?”

“Whore Caste don’t have alpha males - we’re all equal, Mrs. Claus. Dick measuring ended when all the guys got the same equipment. We follow Morpheus because he’s trying to save the world. We follow the Church because they say they’re his hand. But mostly we follow a living goddess who’s kind of amazing.”

“But, you Whore Masters are physically perfect. You are better than the other transformed males.”

“We serve a purpose. We’re protectors, Mrs. Claus, not bullies. The physique helps us do the job, but it doesn’t define us. We’re lovers not fighters.”

“The Church isn’t like that.”

“Religious Caste? No, they’re not. We’re not them and they are most definitely not us. Whore Caste would die for each other. We’d die for Professional Caste. We’d die for the humans. Hell, we’d even die for the Religious Caste. So, if you want to know the whereabouts of the girl I came here with? Fuck off. I’d happily die before I’d tell you.”

“Why?” She asked.

“Why? Oh, you poor woman. I love her more than I love my own life.” He turned his head to the side. “You don’t even know what that means, do you?”

Mrs. Claus straightened up. “Of course I do. I’m Santa’s mate.”

“Would you die for him?”

She stammered.

Willy stared into her eyes. “More importantly? Would he die for you?”

She turned and walked out of the room.

He watched her go as best he could. There was something about her. It made no sense but there was something.

The girl elf jumped back onto the table and climbed on his stomach.

“Oh, hello, darling. I missed you,” Willy said.

She smiled at him with her sharp fangs and began stroking his cock.

***

Mrs. Claus stood in the hallway outside the kitchen and shook. The Whore Master was infuriating. He got under her skin everytime she talked to him.

Shouldn’t she have expected that?

The Whore Masters were manipulators in addition to being protectors. They were designed to seduce and transform their victims.

Why did he bother her so much?

She paced on her tall heels in the narrow hall. It was absurd: she was a dominant. Human males were reduced to groveling slaves at her feet. She would be worshipped as a goddess if she chose.

And this Whore Master seemed to be enjoying himself at her expense!

Santa will have his head!

She frowned at that thought.

Why did that bother her?

***

“When you’re a Whore Master? You’ll be able to touch a special place inside her that will make her brain melt,” Honey said as she knelt beside Drew between Patricia’s widespread thighs.

They had taken turns licking her to orgasm.

Patricia was lying back, smiling, lost on some orgasmic cloud.

“Are you talking about a second clitoris?” Drew asked.

Honey nodded. “Too deep for a man’s cock to touch.” She leaned forward and kissed Drew gently. “But a Whore Master? They hit that spot every time.”

Drew shook his head. “I have to hand it to you, Honey: You’re a first class salesperson.”

Honey giggled. “My pheromones have worn off, haven’t they?”

Drew smiled and nodded. “Yeah.”

“That’s the problem with pheromones. Mind control works totes better.”

“I suppose so,” Drew said.

“I really like you Drew. You and Tricia Tease are supposed to be together.”

“Her name is Patricia and I think so too.”

Patricia was breathing slow and steady.

“She’s asleep,” Honey said. “Listen, Drew, you’re going to have to be like the most understanding husband in the world. She’s going to need a lot of sex and not just with you.”

“I know. That is if I can’t undo the transformation.”

Honey shook her head. “You can’t, Drew. Once you’re transformed, there’s no going back.”

“We’ll see.”

Honey laughed. “Okay. But, when it doesn’t work? Come live with me and Willy? We have a house on the beach and it’s super nice.”

Drew shook his head. “Not sure we’ll be up for the whole polygamy thing.”

“You won’t but she will. If you’re not transformed? You’re going to grow old, Drew. She won’t. And, when you’re gone? She’ll be lost. We’ll take care of her then.”

Drew stared at her. He hadn’t thought about that. If she was truly immortal...

Someone knocked on the door.

“Huh? What?” Patricia said as she woke up.

“It’s Willy!” Honey said as she jumped up and ran to the front door.

Patricia looked down at Drew. “Oh, God... did we... the three of us?”

“It’s okay. We made love to you.”

***

Honey threw open the front door. “Willy!”

Then she frowned.

The pretty girl from the night before was standing on the front porch.

Only she was about to burst out of her ski jacket.

She had been transformed.

Honey squealed. “He did it! I told him to! You’re so pretty!” She threw herself at Loretta.

Loretta looked like she was in shock as she let Honey squeeze her. “Not expecting a naked fetish model to throw herself around my neck but... okay.”

“Where’s Willy? Why hasn’t he claimed you?” She took a step back and frowned. “What’d he do?”

“He didn’t do anything. He’s in trouble, Honey.”

“Trouble? What kind of trouble?”

“Santa Claus and his elves. They took him.”

***

Dr. Demona went from shelf to shelf in her level 10 lab beneath Stallion’s Adult Video in Ithaca. She was grabbing everything from surgical instruments to vials of Insta-Heal.

“What are you doing?”

She turned to see Sugar Tits standing in the doorway. The tall, curvy redhead’s brow was knitted with concern.

“What does it look like I’m doing? Baking a cake?” She dropped a package of disposable scalpels in her backpack. “Somebody might be hurt.”

“You’re not going to Greek Peak,” Sugar said.

Demona turned slowly. “What?”

“Demona, you’re not going.”

“What the fuck are you talking about?”

Sugar sighed and crossed her arms in front of her large, white latex clad bosom. “Maria says no. Don’t make this harder than it has to be.”

“You need a doctor, goddamn it!”

“Yes, but not you. Dr. Thompson is going.”

“Thompson?! What? Are they going to haul him in on a flatbed?” Thompson was huge, the first prototype Whore Master, and he almost never traveled anywhere.

“We’ll manage.”

“I don’t understand why...”

“Yes, you do. She might be there,” Sugar said.

Tears filled Demona’s eyes. “Do not ask me to stay here, Sugar!”

“Mona, honey, I’m sorry. But if Demonica is there...?”

“I’ll kill her!” Demona growled.

“No, honey, she’ll kill you and then a whole hell of a lot of people are going to die.” She walked into the lab. “Whore Caste will avenge you and then we’ll be at war with the Church. It’s too soon.” She drew closer and held out her arms.

Demona backed up. “No, don’t you...”

Sugar wrapped the smaller woman in her arms.

“Fuck Maria! And fuck you too!” Demona said as she struggled against Sugar’s iron grip.

“I know.”

“I hate you,” Demona said but she collapsed against Sugar and sobbed.

“I know you do.”

“Demonica is going to get away again, Sugar. It’s not fair.”

“No. It isn’t. I don’t know what Havana is doing. Maria is raising unholy hell.”

“Promise me you’ll kill Demonica if you can?” Demona whispered.

“Maria wants her dead. If the opportunity presents itself, you can be sure Maria will take care of it.”

Demona nodded. She wiped away her tears and took a step back. “Any word from this Willy and Honey?”

Sugar shook her head. “No. Nothing since early this morning. They had several transformations in progress. Willy said he was going to gather them all and get out as soon as possible but we haven’t heard from him since.”

“They’re in trouble,” Demona said.

“Most likely. Maria’s on her way here. We’re going in with Dr. Thompson, Ray, and Rita at nightfall. Maria wants an army as well.”

Demona sighed. “If my dear aunt is involved? That might be too little too late.” She opened her bag and pulled out her dart gun. She handed it to Sugar.

“I don’t even know if knock out will work on them,” Sugar said.

Demona smiled. “Who said anything about knock out?”

***

At the Combs’s house, everyone except Hannah was sitting in the living room. Hannah was still transforming in her bedroom.

Honey stood in front of the fireplace in her pink latex snowsuit. “I really wish I had the satellite phone thing they gave Willy.”

“We left it behind,” Loretta said from an overstuffed chair. “We were sort of in a hurry.”

“What are we facing, exactly?” Drew asked. He was sitting on the couch with his arm around Patricia.

“There were... Jesus, it sounds crazy now,” Loretta said. She took a sip of coffee Drew had poured for her. “They’re... well, elves. About two feet tall, only not cute like in Rudolph the Red Nosed Reindeer. These are mean little fuckers. It’s like they’re made out of rubber - they can squeeze right under a door. Sharp claws and teeth.”

“That doesn’t sound possible,” Patricia said. She clung to Drew but avoided making eye contact with Honey.

“Neither do robot centipedes that crawl up your nose and turn you into sex machines,” Gina said. “Yet, here we are.”

Josie giggled at Gina’s feet.

“There were people too... I’m pretty sure they were people from the lodge. Only, they’re different - hairless, pointed ears, ruddy complexion...”

“Running around in the snow?!” Drew asked.

“Yes. They act like animals. Like they’re possessed or something. They’re a lot faster than the elves.” Loretta bit her lip. “And, Willy said something about a ‘monster Santa’.”

Honey nodded. “Yeah, that I know a little about. I heard stories - last year our supercomputer transformed a man into sort of a combination Whore Master and Santa Claus. But, he was supposed to be dead. The bus they were transporting him and Mrs. Claus in was destroyed.”

“We need the police,” Patricia said.

Everyone looked at Honey.

“No, no police. I told you - if the government comes in, they’ll kill us. We have to save Willy and get to Ithaca. There’s an installation there and a White Witch. She’ll know what to do,” Honey said.

Drew squeezed Patricia’s hand. “Honey, I know you want to help Willy, but we’re not equipped for this.”

“Yes, we are,” Honey said. “We’re Whore Caste. We take care of our own.”

“Honey,” Drew said. “All of your transformed here missed out on most of their programming. Were any of you trained how to fight?”

The students all shook their heads.

“Wait,” Loretta said. “I know what you’re saying but Honey is right. Three of those possessed people caught up with me on the slope and instinct just took over - I went ninja on them. I mean Bruce Lee shit.”

“We’re programmed for self-preservation,” Honey said. “And to protect others.”

Patricia looked at the floor. “Let’s say we did rescue Willy and go to Ithaca. What happens then?”

Honey shrugged. “Nothing much. Willy will claim Loretta and we’ll go home to Havana. Richie, Gina, and Josie will all be together. And, they’ll let Brenda and Hannah stay with Carter until he becomes a Whore Master.”

“What about me and Drew?” Patricia asked.

Honey bit her lip. “Umm, well, Drew would be... well, the doctor at Stallion’s - that’s the installation - will transform Drew and you can live happily ever after too!”

“So it will be our choice?” Patricia asked.

“Sort of... I mean they’ll probably make Drew Professional Caste but sometimes they assign a Whore Caste to stay with a professional as their...”

“Whore?”

“I was gonna say girlfriend.”

“But maybe they won’t. Maybe they’ll send me to your auction. Maybe they’ll send Brenda or Hannah since Carter isn’t a full Whore Master. Maybe they’ll do something to Drew and send him there as well?”

“That almost never happens,” Honey said.

“Almost never?” Patricia said and burst out laughing.

Drew pulled her close.

Carter looked at Brenda who sat beside him on the couch. “Mrs. Combs has a point.”

Honey frowned. “What are you saying?”

“We want to help you, Honey,” Drew said. “But you’re asking us to put blind trust in your caste and this Church.”

Loretta stood up. “Listen, I get what you people are saying, I do. You want to cut and run? Go on. But Willy is...” She looked at Honey and smiled. “Willy is our mate. I’m bound to him even if we haven’t consummated our relationship yet. We’re going after him.”

Brenda looked up at Carter. “We’re going with you.”

Carter leaned down. “Brenda?”

“If we have to? Richie or this Willy can bind Hannah and me - we’re going to stay together, no matter what.” She looked at Honey. “We are Whore Caste. When we seduced Hannah up there? It felt right. It’s who we are. And Whore Caste takes care of Whore Caste.”

Gina rubbed Josie’s hair and smiled at Richie.

Richie nodded.

“We’re in,” Gina said.

Patricia stood up. “Good luck with that.” She reached down and took Drew’s hand. “We need to get to the university and your lab.”

Drew stood up and nodded. He looked at Honey. “I’m sorry but I’m going to find a way to undo this.”

***

“What the fuck?!” Mrs. Claus said as she came back in the kitchen.

A female elf was passed out on his chest. Small, empty vodka bottles were strewn along the floor.

“Shh, Berniece is sleeping,” Willy whispered. “I’ve found that these elves are sort of like cats - you don’t want to wake them.”

“What happened?”

“Oh, well, after you left, Berniece... I named her Berniece, does she have a real name?”

“No, they don’t have names.”

“Well, this one’s Berniece. She tried valiantly to impale herself on my cock. She failed - flexible and rubbery as she is, she’s still too tight. Anyway, when that didn’t work, she got enraged. She found the minibar supply closet, broke in, grabbed some vodka bottles, got shit faced, and then masturbated on my chest before passing out.”  

Mrs. Claus reached out to swat her off his chest.

“I told you: don’t wake her.” Willy said and smiled down at Berniece. “What is she anyway?”

“She’s an homunculus. Santa’s sperm was modified by Demonica to create them. They emerge fully formed from their host womb. They’re minions.”

“Yeah, well this one has a drinking problem.”

“I’ve never seen one... bond with anyone other than Santa. They’re vicious and bloodthirsty.”

Berniece stretched and belched.

Then she farted.

“The only thing dangerous about Berniece is her gas,” Willy whispered.

Mrs. Claus laughed.

“You have a nice laugh. You should do that more often.”

She stood straighter and frowned.

“Hmm, Grumpy’s back. Okay, Mrs. Claus, what do you want now?”

“We’ve searched everywhere at the lodge for your friend. She isn’t in any of the cabins. The other woman you were with was seen heading into town. You need to tell me exactly where your friends are. Otherwise, we’ll send the homunculi and the sex zombies into the town and rip it apart to find them.”

Willy squeezed his eyes shut. “You can’t do that! There are thousands of people down there! There’s no way the Church will allow you to do that!”

“Santa is furious. We’re behind schedule. If you tell me where she is we can avoid hurting anyone outside the lodge.”

Willy opened his eyes and stared deep into hers. “He knows Whore Caste is coming. Maria Marapova.”

“Get out of my head!” She hissed.

“You’re frozen. You can’t move.”

“Stop!” Her body went rigid.

Willy frowned and his brow furrowed. “Stop fighting me.”

Her eyes opened wide.

“I’m sorry. I don’t like doing things this way. This is why Honey and I stay at our house on the beach.”

“White... Witch... you’re as powerful as a...”

“Yes. I am. And I hate that. I didn’t ask for this power. And I won’t use it to do the Church’s bidding.” He squeezed his eyes shut. “Kayla, you’re not like this. This isn’t you.”

“Don’t call me that!”

“It’s your name. Kayla. What was done to you was wrong. I can’t go back in time and fix what SlutzNet made you, but I can make it better if you’ll let me.”

Berniece moved on his chest.

“Sleep,” Willy said.

Berniece’s eyes rolled back in her head.

Willy smiled. “They aren’t your minions, Kayla. They’re not mindless things. They’re getting smarter and, sooner or later? They’re going to turn on you.”

Kayla simply nodded.

“You despise this Santa, don’t you?” Willy said. He wasn’t trying to control her. It was a question.

“Yes,” Kayla whispered. “But I’m bound to him...”

“No, that’s an illusion. You’re unbound, Kayla. If you were bound and had final Ambrosia? I couldn’t do any of this to you. You don’t have to be with him.”

“He’ll... kill me.”

Willy shook his head. “If you believe one thing I tell you? Believe this: no force on earth can stand against Whore Caste. We are bound to one another and when Maria comes? And, she will come. He will fall.”

“If things... could have been different.”

Willy smiled. “They can be. When I reach into someone’s mind? I have a tendency to fall in love with them.”

She squeezed her eyes shut and her voice trembled. “You can’t. He’ll kill us both.”

“Open your eyes.”

“No.”

“I have something to show you.”

She opened her eyes slowly.

“Look deep into my eyes.”

“We can’t.”

Willy smiled. “You already are.” He opened his mind to her.

She gasped.

***

“Realistically, you don’t know where they took your friend Willy,” Drew said. He resisted stating the more pertinent question: Was Willy still alive? He didn’t believe that question would go over well.

“They would most likely have him somewhere in the lodge,” Loretta said. “Unless they have him drugged or something, they’d need some place really strong to contain him. Like the walk-in freezer in the kitchen.”

Drew nodded. “You should check there first.”

Loretta paced back and forth. “We’re going to need weapons to stop the elves and the possessed people. Do you have any guns?”

Drew shook his head. “Absolutely not. The only gun in this house was the one Joey brought and Richie destroyed it.”

Josie looked up. “Who’s Joey?”

“Nobody important, dear,” Gina said as she stroked Josie’s hair.

Honey frowned. “We don’t need guns. Whore Caste doesn’t kill people, elves or otherwise.”

“Honey, we’re going to need something. These things swarm you.”

“No guns! We don’t kill. We can hurt them or scare them, but we can’t kill them!”

Brenda shrugged. “What do we scare these things with?”

“What do we know about them?” Drew asked.

Loretta wrung her hands. “The elves are little and mean, the possessed are big and mean. They have an aversion for clothes...”

“Okay,” Drew said. “Hold it. They’re naked, right?”

“Yes.”

“In the snow? It was below zero last night and not much warmer this morning.”

“You’re right,” Loretta said.

“They’re conditioned to handle the cold. But can they handle heat?”

“Fire,” Carter said.

Drew nodded. “Exactly. Heat may drive them back.”

Honey looked pale. “I don’t like fire,” she whispered.

“We have some outdoor heaters that use propane cylinders out back,” Drew said. “We could make rudimentary flame throwers out of them.”

“We can’t burn them!” Honey sobbed. Tears were rolling down her cheeks.

Loretta went to her and hugged her. “Honey, no, it’s okay. We’re only going to scare them and drive them back. We’re not going to burn them.”

Honey sobbed on her shoulder and nodded.

Loretta turned her head and looked at Drew. She mouthed the words, What’s wrong with her?

Drew shrugged.

Honey sniffled and stood up straight. “Whatever we’re going to do? We need to do it now. They’re probably torturing my poor Willy.”

***

“Don’t wake her,” Willy said. “Seriously, she’s grouchy as shit if you wake her up.”

Mrs. Claus gently scooped Berniece off Willy’s chest. “So am I.”

She laid Berniece on a kitchen island.

She put her hands on her hips and looked at the small crowd of elves in the room. “Get out. Santa will punish you if you don’t leave right now.”

They hissed and scampered away.

She turned back to Willy.

“The restraints?” Willy said.

“He’ll kill us.”

“You have to stop being afraid, Kayla.”

She undid a zipper on her latex Mrs. Claus outfit, and it fell to the floor.

Willy looked at her. “My God. You’re beautiful.”

She climbed on top of him.

“The restraints?”

She smiled and shook her head. “Make me if you can.”

She kissed him, pressing her breasts against his chest.

His tongue found hers between her warm lips.

He felt himself growing, rising between her thighs as the kiss deepened.

She finally rose on her elbows and smiled down at him.

“Kayla Kisses. That’s what we’ll call you. Honey will approve.”

She dropped down and kissed him again. “Stupid Whore Caste names.”

He grinned. “Kayla Kisses di Wanker.”

“Oh, fuck me,” Kayla laughed.

“I could if you would free my hands.”

She laughed harder. “I can’t. This is just a fantasy, Willy. Nothing’s going to change. Nothing ever changes.”

“Don’t say that. Have faith.”

She shook her head. “In what? In you? In Morpheus?”

“In love. In the end, it’s all we have.”

She turned around top of him and lightly kissed the head of his cock.

She was lying crossways across his body, and he could see her left buttock.

A ‘D’ was branded there, the skin red and swollen.

“Who... did that to you?” Willy whispered.

“Demonica. She owns us. All of us.” She licked slowly up his long shaft from his balls to the head. She wrapped her hands around his length and slowly stroked him. “You’re so hard.”

She rose up and crouched over him.

She smiled down at him as her wet pussy rubbed gently across his cock head. “I know this won’t last but I’m going to enjoy...” She slid herself down on him slowly. “...every beautiful inch.”

He smiled up at her as she descended, his cock disappearing inside her like some magic trick.

“God... you’re thicker,” she whispered as she took more and more.

She settled down on him, impaled by him completely.

They just stayed that way for a moment, Willy watching the excited rise and fall of her large bosom.

She reached up with her left hand and cupped her big left breast.

With her right hand, she found her swollen clit and began to rub.

She opened her eyes and smiled wantonly at him as she began to grind her hips.

Willy worked his hips up and down beneath her as she began to rise and fall in rhythm.

Neither of them saw Berniece roll onto her side and smile as she watched them, her imp fingers rubbing her clit.

***

Drew handed his car keys to Carter. There were simply too many of the transformed to only take Joey’s SUV. Richie needed the entire second row of the SUV just for himself.

Drew and Patricia were taking Patricia’s SUV.

“Carter, be careful of the propane flamethrowers. When the gas pressure gets low, they could blow back.”

“We’ll be careful, professor.”

Drew looked at the transformed loaded into the two vehicles.

“I wish you would all just come with us,” Drew said.

“Can’t do it, professor.” Carter looked over his shoulder at the others. “They’re right: we are Whore Caste. There’s no way we can abandon this Willy guy.”

Drew held out his hand. “Good luck, Carter.”

Carter shook his hand. “Good luck, sir.”

Drew turned and climbed into the SUV beside Patricia.

Patricia stared out the windshield. “Look at them. All but two of them are driving into a battle to save a guy they’ve never even met.”

“They should come with us. Hannah’s still a little confused and Honey can’t even look at the flamethrowers,” Drew said.

“The next step in human evolution,” Patricia whispered. “They really are better than us.”

“You are one of them, Patricia,” Drew said.

She shook her head. “No, I’m one of us. I can’t put us in danger for a stranger.” She put the SUV in gear and pulled out.

***

“God! Oh, my God!” Kayla said as she arched her back and ground her pelvis against Willy.

He smiled up at her and she almost cried because this was the first time in more than a year that a lover had looked at her with anything better than lust.

“Cum,” he said.

Her orgasm ripped through her - her fifth. One word from Willy would send her over the edge.

He turned his head to the side. “You cum too.”

Across the room, Berniece giggled and shook. She was on her knees with her face pressed against the tabletop, the fingers of one hand probing her pussy while the other hand was trying its best to fist her own ass.

“This is... fucking weird,” Kayla moaned.

“A little voyeurism never hurt anyone, did it Berniece?”

More hissing giggles came from Berniece.

Willy laughed. “God, you’re tight. I can’t hold back much longer.”

“Don’t hold back. I want it inside me.”

Willy arched his back. “I...”

He came hard pumping into her.

It’s not going to work, Kayla thought. With everything they did to me, what Demonica did to me, I won’t be bound to...

Then it was as if a wind blew through her mind. Her breath caught in her chest.

She stared down at the man under her and she felt...

“I love you,” she whispered.

He smiled and nodded, knowing. “I love you too.”

She smiled and suddenly she had all the faith in the world that everything... everything was going to be okay. Because she had faith in their love.

She passed out, falling on top of him.

And, if she dreamed? She never spoke of what she saw to a living soul.

She woke a few minutes later. A small tongue was lapping at her leaking juices.

How could Willy have gotten free? She hadn’t released him, yet his arms were around her.

She was lying on his chest so how could his tongue be...?

She opened her eyes.

Willy was staring lovingly at her while she slept.

She smiled back.

Then she lifted her leg and looked down.

His cock was still inside her.

Berniece was between her thighs, licking his spilled seed from where they were joined.

“Oh, it’s you,” Kayla said with a frown.

Berniece looked up from her licking and winked.

“Be nice to her,” Willy said. “She took a taste and wasn’t joined to us. I think she’s a little disappointed. Though I think she’s bound to us emotionally in any event.”

Berniece wiggled around and started tonguing Kayla’s ass.

Kayla stared at Willy’s hands. “How did you get free?”

“Berniece. I just asked her, and she found the key in your clothes. She’s very handy.”

“He’s going to kill us, Willy. Especially now that you’ve taken me away from him.” She snuggled against him.

“Have I taken you away?”

She laughed. “You had me at ‘hello, my name is Willy Wanker.’”

They both laughed and soon Berniece laughed as well.

***

“Where are they?!” Santa bellowed as he stood up from his chair.

The minions in the room cowered as did the sniveling thing that had once been Dinah’s husband.

Only Dinah stood and looked Santa in the eye.

“They weren’t seen leaving on the security cameras. They have to still be in the hotel,” Dinah said. 

“Where can half the people in a hotel possibly hide?!” He said and kicked the nearest elf, sending it sprawling.

His rage had begun just over an hour ago: half of the people on the third floor and everyone on the floors above had vanished. It took the minions and the possessed time to infect each floor and, having spent so much time trying to subdue the Whore Master, by the time they reached the other rooms they were empty.

“In order to find the transformed whore in the town, I need an army. I don’t have an army without more possessed!” Santa growled.

“We’ll find them, master,” Dinah said.

“Find whom?” Mrs. Claus said as she walked into the room.

Dinah turned and looked at her. “The guests on the upper floors are missing.”

“They’ve left the hotel?” Mrs. Claus asked.

“No, we don’t think so,” Dinah said.

Santa glared at Mrs. Claus. “Where’s the Whore Master’s head?”

“Soon. He gave me the location of his mate.”

“Where is she?”

“A house on the edge of the property. We won’t have to invade the town.”

Santa nodded. “Good. We don’t have enough followers to do the job anyway. But, I want the missing guests found! When the demon goddess arrives, I want to present her with all of them.”

“What about the whore?” Mrs. Claus asked.

“I’ll go to the house personally. While I’m gone, you and Dinah find the guests... and bring me that asshole’s head or I’ll have yours!”

Mrs. Claus looked at the floor. “Consider it done, my love.”

***

They parked Joey’s SUV and the professor’s car outside the gates of the ski lodge.

Carter and Honey stood at the gates.

“It’s quiet. I wasn’t expecting that,” Carter said.

Honey nodded. “They’re inside. With Willy.”

“Honey, if these things are as dangerous as you say...?”

“They are.”

“But we can’t kill?”

“No, Carter, we absolutely can’t.” She reached out and touched his hair. “Whore Caste doesn’t kill.”

“I don’t... feel like I can’t kill, Honey,” Carter said. “I feel like if any of us was threatened? I could kill.”

Honey swallowed and shook her head. “No, you might think that but if it came down to it, you wouldn’t. Trust me.”

Richie walked up beside them. He wore a propane tank on his back and carried the makeshift flamethrower in his right hand. “I’m with Carter, Honey.” He looked over his shoulder at the car and smiled at Gina and Josie. “If something tried to hurt them? Any of you? I’m pretty sure I would kill it.”

“Then you shouldn’t have the flamethrower,” Honey said. “We don’t kill no matter what.”

Richie held out the metal tube of the flamethrower barrel. “Do you want it then?”

Honey shrank back. “N... No. It burns. I don’t like things that burn.”

“I’ll take it,” Loretta said as she climbed out of the SUV. “I... I can’t kill anybody either, Honey.”

Honey nodded as Richie took off the cylinder and handed it to Loretta.

Richie looked in the car at Gina and Josie. “Guys, I don’t think Josie will be any help in there. I’m not sure she understands what’s going on enough.”

Gina opened the car door and stepped out holding Josie’s hand. “She’ll be fine. Josie, honey? You need a club to hit things with. Can you find one.”

Josie stepped away from the car - the snowsuit was unzipped to her navel. The immense breasts were too big for any clothes they could find. As she walked her breasts swayed, showing one nipple at a time through the open snowsuit top.

She leaned over and grasped a “No Parking” sign on the shoulder of the road. There was a rending snap as she jerked it out of the ground.

Josie swung it one handed like an axe. “Like this, Gina?”

Gina smiled and nodded. “Perfect.”

Carter looked into the SUV.

Brenda winked at him as she held Hannah’s hand.

He smiled at them. “She okay?”

“I’m fine, Carter,” Hannah said as she got out of the SUV. She had grown far taller than Brenda and Carter had anticipated with gravity-defying boobs that stretched her snowsuit tight.

Brenda scooted out behind her. She looked at Josie swinging her road sign. “We’re going to need more of those.”

***

Patricia stopped her SUV in the middle of the road. A large tree had been felled across the two-lane blacktop.

“I’ll get the saw,” Drew said. He had expected the roads to be blocked and had packed the chainsaw in the back. “We’ll be on the road to Ithaca in just a few minutes.”

Patricia looked over her shoulder. The Greek Peak resort was silhouetted on the ridge behind them. “Do you think they’ve reached the resort yet?”

Drew took her hand. “Most likely.”

She looked on the verge of tears.

“Talk to me, Patricia.”

“I... why didn’t they just come with us?”

He shook his head. “They’re a tribe now. It’s as old as time itself.”

“They’re not a tribe. Most of those kids barely knew each other. None of them knew Honey or Loretta and they’ve never met this Willy at all.”

“Maybe that’s how civilization started, you know?” Drew asked. “Maybe a bunch of strangers got together because there were things out there that wanted to hurt them. There’s strength in numbers and nothing is more terrifying than loneliness.”

“I abandoned them,” Patricia whispered.

“No, you didn’t. Patricia, we need to find a cure for this...”

“For what? A cure for immortality? A cure for bonding? A cure for compassion?”

Drew smiled. “You didn’t ask for this, Patricia. It was done to you against your will. You don’t owe them anything.”

“I know. I know. And I am so afraid of losing you. It’s insane - they went up that hill to fight Santa Claus. Fucking Santa Claus, Drew! And elves and... sex zombies.” She laughed. “What kind of world have we landed in where people are turned into immortal sex machines with powers like superheroes?”

“You’re right. It is crazy. It doesn’t make any sense. So, let me cut this tree out of the way and we’ll get the hell out of here.”

“I... can’t.”

Drew smiled. “Then tell me what you want to do, Patricia? I’ll back you no matter what.”

“You need to go to the university and try to find a cure. I’ll go help...”

“No.”

She laughed. “You said you would back me no matter what!”

“You want to go up there? Fine. Let’s go but I’ll be damned if you’re going up there without me.”

She shook her head. “Drew, you can’t help. Don’t you see? You’ll just get hurt. You’re not...”

“One of you?” Drew asked.

“You’re human.”

He held up the jar with the centipede. It moved to point directly at him. “I can fix that.”

“No! No, absolutely not!”

“My body, my decision,” Drew said. “Don’t think the prospect of becoming a muscle-bound immortal with a sixteen inch dick hasn’t been tempting.”

She shook her head. “No. I’m not human. I can feel it. I feel like my mind is inside something alien. It doesn’t feel like my body, Drew. You don’t want this.”

He squeezed her hand. “Patricia, it’s you. I look at you and I see you. The same woman I married.”

She laughed. “I wasn’t like this when we got married.”

“Maybe not quite the same on the outside, but the inside? Yeah, it’s you. Maybe it’s conceit on my part but I feel like part of the reason you haven’t embraced this is you’re afraid I will stop loving you. That is never going to happen whether you’re Patricia Combs or Tricia Tease di Combs.”

She looked down. “You don’t know what you’re saying. You don’t know what I feel urges to do. Drew, when Gina did what she did to Joey? I was excited. When I found out Carter and Brenda seduced and transformed Hannah? I got wet just thinking about it.”

“That’s normal.”

“Normal?! No, Drew, it isn’t normal at all. It’s not normal for a human...”

“It’s normal for the transformed, Patricia.”

She stared at him. “I wanted to have sex with Richie. I wanted him to fuck me.”

“I know.”

“Carter too. Both of them at once,” Patricia said.

Drew laughed. “Are you trying to shock me? You’re not going to. Any of the girls could have seduced me at any time, Patricia. Oh, I would have resisted but it wouldn’t have mattered. You transformed are irresistible.” He looked at the jar. “I wanted to put my hand in this jar and join you. I didn’t because I love you. You said you didn’t want this, so I resisted.”

She shook her head and smiled. “And I love you, so I resisted all my urges. I denied that... oh, God, I feel better than I’ve ever felt in my life. I feel like I’m alive, Drew.”

“Then what are we waiting for?”

She stared at the jar. “Could we? I mean, embrace it?”

He nodded.

“I’ve never cheated on you... other than with Honey.”

“Doesn’t count. I’ve never cheated on you either.”

She rubbed his face. “I’m afraid I won’t be able to handle seeing you with someone else. And, I’m just as afraid that I will be able to handle it. I’m afraid I’ll like it.” She laid her head on his shoulder. “I’m so confused.”

He took a deep breath. “You know, when my students come to me wrestling with some big problem? I tell them to fix one thing at a time: break the problem into pieces.”

She nodded. “What’s the first thing we need to fix?”

“Our friends are walking into danger, and we need to help them.”

She sat up. “Yes, we do.”

He held up the jar. The centipede clattered around on its metal legs and stared at him. “Two superheroes stand more of a chance than just one.”

She nodded. “Drew the Dominator?”

“Stupid name. Honey might be a genius on some things, but she’s shit at making up names.”

Patricia laughed. “Don’t know. Tricia Tease is starting to grow on me.”

“Tricia Tease di Combs,” Drew said.

“We’ll see. I haven’t decided if I want to bind myself to you for all eternity. I’ll wait and see how you turn out.”

He kissed her. “I’ve created a monster.”

“Actually, Honey did that.”

He put his hand on the Mason jar lid. “Yes, but I’ll be a self-made monster.” He took a deep breath. “I’ve been thinking about doing this all day but now I’m... a little squeamish.”

She peered into the jar at the silver centipede with glowing red eyes. “Why’d they have to make it look like a damned bug?”

“Form and function - a parasitic worm would have been an even better choice.”

“Okay, eww...”

Drew laughed and shook his head. He stared at the jar.

“It doesn’t hurt. A little weird when it’s moving around inside you...”

“Thanks for that,” he laughed.

“No, it really doesn’t hurt. It’s just odd.”

He nodded. “And, you know what to tell it?”

“Yes... I mean, I have to make you a Whore Master - Honey didn’t tell me any of the other options.”

Drew did a double-take. “Yes, Whore Master! I don’t want any of the other options whatever they might be.”

She scoffed. “I wasn’t going to do anything... weird.”

“Patricia?”

She laughed. “I promise I won’t!”

He stared at her in shock. “Jesus! Yes, you are! What are you thinking?”

“Drew? After all these years you don’t trust me?!”

“Well, you were hiding a bi stage from me until last night.”

She punched him in the shoulder. “It was harmless experimentation years before I met you.”

He smiled. “It was actually very hot.”

“Pervert.” She smiled.

He leaned over and kissed her. “I trust you. Completely.”

She nodded.

Drew leaned his seat back. “Okay, here goes.” He opened the lid.

The centipede zipped around the inside of the jar and jumped over the lip. It landed on Drew’s arm.

“Fuck!” Drew said and he swallowed hard.

It crawled up his arm and then under his sleeve.

“Just relax,” Patricia said.

A centipede shaped lump moved under his shirt sleeve before emerging from his collar.

Drew trembled as the centipede crawled up his face and then disappeared up his left nostril.

“What happens n...?” He said and then his eyes rolled back in his head before they closed.

A moment later his eyes opened. “Specify Caste?”

“Whore Caste,” Patricia said.

“Designation?”

Patricia smiled. “Whore Master.”

“Default Parameters?”

Patricia bit her lip. “Um, what are the possible parameters?”

“Height, variance 6’0” to 6’8”. Musculature, variance lean muscle to heavy muscle. Eye color. Hair color. Penis length maximum of 17”. Tongue modifications for length and pleasure texturing.”

Patricia stared at him.

“Default parameters?” He repeated.

She smiled and licked her lips. “Manual mode.”

***

Kayla, otherwise known as Mrs. Claus, walked into the kitchen. Something heavy landed on her head. “What the fuck?”

She froze when she felt the edge of a knife blade against her throat.

“Berniece! That’s Kayla!” Willy said as he appeared from behind a row of shelves dressed in his snowsuit.

The homunculus had been hiding on the doorframe and now sat on Kayla’s shoulders, a long butcher’s knife pressed to Kayla’s jugular.

Berniece hissed and growled, “Sorry.” She hopped down and scampered across the floor. When she reached Willy’s side, she put the knife blade between her sharp teeth and climbed up his snowsuit.

She sat down on his shoulder and licked the blade of the knife.

Kayla rubbed her throat. “She talks?”

“Of course she talks. She’s very smart,” Willy said.

Berniece giggled and balanced the knife point on her pudgy index finger.

“She looks like a demented, featherless parrot.”

Berniece hissed and pointed the knife at her.

“You two be nice,” Willy said. “Did he take the bait?”

Kayla walked over and leaned on the table. “Yes, he’s on his way down to the house - unfortunately alone. You’re sure that house is empty?”

“Yeah, I wanted to check it out last night when we were looking for Honey. Loretta told me the people who own it are out of town for the holidays.”

“We won’t have much time. When he finds out it’s empty, it won’t be just your head he comes for. Oh, by the way, I’m supposed to bring him your head.”

Berniece hissed and growled.

Kayla reached over and stroked Berniece’s smooth head. “I wouldn’t do that, Berniece. I like his head attached to his body.”

Berniece smiled and purred like a cat.

“One good thing: the minions and the possessed are searching for the remainder of the lodge guests. That should make it easier for us to escape.”

Willy frowned. “What?”

“A lot of the guests have disappeared. They’re hiding somewhere in the lodge,” Kayla said. “What’s wrong?”

“What’s wrong? Kayla, those people are in danger.”

“So? They’re human.”

He put his big hands on her cheeks. “Kayla, we’re Whore Caste. We’re here to save the world. Don’t you understand that?”

She stared at him in disbelief. “Willy, he’s coming back, and he is going to kill us.”

Willy nodded. “Take Berniece and go. Find Honey. I’ll find the guests.”

Berniece screamed and wrapped her arms around his neck.

He patted her arm. “No, go with Kayla. I’ll be fine.”

“You’re insane!” Kayla said. “He beat you to a pulp last time.”

“Yeah, well, I’ll be ready for him this time. I learn from my bruises.”

She wrapped her arms around him and cried against his chest. “Don’t do this!”

He tried to console them both. “Shh, it’s okay.”

“I won’t leave you,” Kayla said as she wiped her eyes. She smiled up at the homunculus on his shoulder. “Berniece won’t either.”

The little demon smiled at her.

***

“Jesus Christ, he’s bigger than Richie,” Brenda whispered as she squeezed Carter’s hand tight.

They were hiding in the bushes outside the lodge.

Luckily they had been able to dive behind the bushes when the front doors opened, and Hell’s version of Saint Nick came lumbering out the front door.

He was shirtless and wore red leather pants and black boots.

He had a fire axe balanced on his shoulder as he stepped into the cold air and stalked down the slope.

“Fuck,” Gina whispered as she knelt behind Brenda.

Richie was crouched so low he was basically lying in the snow. “I can’t fight him, Carter. He’ll wipe the floor with me.”

Carter nodded. “We’re going to do everything we can to make sure it doesn’t come to that, buddy. And, if it does come to that? You won’t be fighting him alone.”

Honey stood up.

Loretta grabbed her hand and tried to pull her down.

“He’s not so big. Willy’s a lot bigger than he is,” Honey said.

The giant didn’t look back as he trudged down the hill.

***

Willy knelt on the concrete floor in front of Berniece. “Think you can find the people, sweetie?”

Berniece smiled and licked her fangs.

Then she turned around and started sniffing the air.

She scampered on all fours across the room. She put her nose to the gap under the kitchen door. She sniffed loudly then she stood up and opened the door slowly.

“Let’s go,” Willy said.

“Not so fast,” Kayla said. “Hands behind your back.”

Willy stared down at her. Then he turned away and put his hands behind his back.

Kayla took a length of chain from the restraint device they had used on Willy.

She wrapped the chain around his wrists. “Just in case the minions get suspicious.”

The chains went tight. 

“Unnh, I think you’re enjoying this.”

She bit her lip. “You can take the girl out of hell, but you can’t take the hell out of the girl.” She yanked her end of the chain. “I kind of like having you on a leash.”

Willy laughed. “If we get out of this? You can chain me up anytime.”

They followed Berniece into the hallway.

***

Loretta looked at the flamethrower as they stepped through the automatic sliding doors and into the lodge lobby. “We can’t use this inside. I mean, I expected resistance outside. But if we have to use this in here? We’ll burn the place down.”

Carter reached over and turned off the pilot flame with the knob on the side of the barrel. “You’re right. Hang onto it, though. We may need it to get out of here.”

The lobby was empty, the guest services desk abandoned.

“Where’s the kitchen?” Carter asked.

“Downstairs. There’s a stairway in the restaurant that leads down to it,” Loretta said.

“Everybody stay on your toes,” Honey said as she stepped past the desk.

A woman screamed and they all turned.

A dirty, disheveled woman in a ripped business suit was running toward them.

“Jesus, it’s the receptionist, Dinah,” Loretta said.

Dinah held a long kitchen knife high in her right hand.

Richie tried to step in front of Honey.

“No, I got this,” Honey said.

Dinah covered the distance between them quickly. She brought her arm down in an arc, the blade aimed directly for Honey’s chest.

Honey brought her left pink latex encased arm up and blocked the knife blow.

Then she threw a short right that rocked Dinah’s head back and sent her sprawling on her back on the hallway tile.

The knife clattered away from her.

Honey walked over on her stiletto heels and snatched it off the floor. “Knives. Eww. I hate things that hurt people.” She took the knife in both hands and bent it, snapping the blade as if it were nothing but a twig. She dropped the pieces in a trash can in the small lounge area off reception.

Brenda knelt beside Dinah. “She’s breathing. She’s just out like a light.”

Honey returned to stand beside Dinah. “See? We don’t have to kill anybody. We just punch them in the snot locker and down they go.”

Hundreds of screams erupted from the other end of the long hallway.

The space was filled with howling, naked elves.

“Oh, shit,” Carter said.

***

“Clothes!” Patricia said. Why hadn’t she realized?

Drew’s body was growing inside his pants and shirt.

She quickly stripped off his shirt and undid his pants.

“Holy...” His chest had expanded, and his abs were now much more defined.

She reached out and ran her fingers down his chest.

Patricia squeezed her eyes shut. “Focus.” She pulled his pants down and pushed them down to his ankles.

That’s when she saw that his sneakers were beginning to tear.

“Goddamn it!” She yanked them off along with the socks.

She looked up. His legs were expanding and growing longer.

And his boxers were turning into briefs on their way to becoming shredded cloth.

The bulge along the left leg was growing pronounced.

She reached out and hooked her fingers in the fabric. She pulled them down freeing his cock.

“Oh... wow.”

He was already two inches longer than he had been and much thicker.

She reached out and fondled him.

Then she looked at his hands.

He was moaning in his sleep.

His left ring finger was swelling.

His left ring finger where he still wore his wedding ring.

“Oh, fuck!” She grabbed it and tugged. “Please come off... please come off.” His hands were growing, and he would lose the finger if she couldn’t get the ring off.

What had they been thinking trying to do this without Honey? 

The ring wouldn’t budge.

Patricia started to cry. “No. No, please.”

The ring snapped.

His finger had broken the wedding band in two.

She held up the two halves.

She continued to cry as she lay her head down on his chest.

***

The lodge basement was huge.

Willy and Kayla followed behind Berniece as she ran from door to door along the gray hallway.

At each, Berniece would lean down and sniff the gap between the bottom of the door and the concrete.

“Maybe they’re not down here,” Kayla said. She was smiling.

When they went into the hallway, Willy had taken her hand. 

It was ridiculous what an effect that had on her. He was holding her hand. So what? What was the big deal?

But she knew what the big deal was.

He had simply wanted the intimacy of holding her hand. There was no pretense to it, no expectation.

When the children of Demonica did anything, there was a reason. Kindness meant someone wanted something from you.

Willy wanted nothing.

He only wanted to hold her hand as they went through this basement.

Kindness without a consequence, without a price to be paid.

It was at once completely alien and completely wonderful.

“Aiggh!” Berniece squealed. She grabbed the knob of the door she had just sniffed and tried to turn it. “Heeyah!”

“Berniece, don’t scare them,” Willy said.

She ran back to them and, with her knife in her teeth, climbed back up his snowsuit to perch on his shoulder.

She senses it too, Kayla thought. She’s drawn to him the same as I.

Willy stood in front of the door and knocked. “We know you’re there. It’s okay. We’re here to help you.”

There was silence behind the door.

“My name is Willy. I’m here with my mate, Kayla, and my...” He stared at Berniece.

“Mate! Mate!” Berniece squealed. Then she licked his cheek.

“My other mate, Berniece. We won’t hurt you.”

“We’re armed!” A man said from the other side of the door. “If you try to come in, we’ll shoot!”

“It’s okay. Just calm down. Listen, we’re here to help you but there are others here who want to hurt you and they couldn’t care less if you’re armed. We found you and they will as well. If you’ll open the door? All of us can get out of here.” Willy put his hand against the door and closed his eyes.

“You’re hypnotizing him?” Kayla whispered.

“I have to. We’re running out of time.”

There was a scuffling sound on the other side of the door.

“Shit,” Willy said, his eyes still closed.

“What’s wrong?”

“There are more people in there. He’s trying to open the door and the others are trying to stop him.” Willy reached for the knob.

“But they’re armed!” Kayla hissed.

“No, he’s lying.” Willy twisted the knob and the locking mechanism snapped. He pushed the door open.

A group of men were trying to hold a thin, balding man back.

Someone threw a large can of soup at Willy’s head.

Berniece screeched.

Willy caught the can one handed. “Everyone just calm down.”

A woman near the back of the room pointed at Kayla and screamed. “It’s her! She’s one of them!”

“Please let that man go, he’s going to get hurt,” Willy said. “Kayla is not one of them and neither is Berniece. Kayla was...” He looked at her and smiled. “Hypnotized. It was like a bad dream but it’s over now.” He turned back to the crowd of about two dozen men and women who were crammed into the storage room. “We have to get you someplace safe. He’s going to come back.”

***

“Maybe we can reason with them?” Hannah said as the naked elves surrounded them.

The transformed stood back to back in a circle with their armaments of uprooted road signs and the flame thrower pointed toward the little demons.

The elves screeched and hissed as they climbed on tables and over the seats in the lounge area.

“Somebody ought to talk to them,” Honey said.

Everyone turned their heads and looked at Brenda.

Brenda looked at each of them in turn. “Fuck you, you bigots. What? You think the little person is going to have some kind of rapport with goddamned elves?”

Carter shrugged. “Well... they’re little... you’re little.”

She flipped him off. “If we get out of this? You’re sleeping on the fucking couch, Carter.”

“We got your back,” Honey said.

“Not reassuring, balloon tits,” Brenda muttered. She laid down the Stop sign she was wielding. “Hi... elves. We’re friends.”

“Try to sound friendlier,” Honey said. “Like use a nicer voice. You sound... angry.”

“I am angry,” Brenda said through clenched teeth. “And right now I’m angry at you.”

“See that’s the kind of voice you don’t want to use,” Honey said.

“I swear to God if you don’t shut up I’m going to kick your fat ass.”

Honey looked over her shoulder. “Is my ass fat?” She whispered to Richie.

He shook his head.

One of the elves ventured closer to Brenda.

Brenda bent over. “Hi, little guy. You look friendly...”

The elf turned his bald head to the side and stared at her.

Then he grabbed his dick and started stroking.

“Yeah... definitely friendly,” Brenda said. “Guys this is really gross,” she whispered.

The elf jerked his hips forward and jacked his prick faster. He smiled at her with a mouth full of pointed teeth.

The other elves started chuckling.

“Jeepers... awfully big for such a little elf,” Honey whispered.

The elf’s prick was growing. It was already as big as its own forearm.

Brenda took a deep breath. “Hand of friendship... Nixon went to China...”

“Huh?” Carter whispered.

Brenda stepped forward and gently pulled the elf’s hand away from his dick.

Then she wrapped her hand around it and continued stroking.

The other elves drew near and watched her closely.

“What are you doing?” Carter hissed.

“Giving an elf a handjob, what does it look like?” Brenda whispered.

The other elves began to ooh and ahh.

“Aww!” Honey said. “You’re like our goodwill ambassador!”

The elves were looking at the other transformed and licking their lips. 

“Umm, you don’t think they’re all going to want handjobs do you?” Richie asked.

“I am not doing that,” Carter said.

“In the interest of peaceful coexistence, I will do my part,” Honey said.

“They’re really... big,” Hannah said and she smiled.

Gina stared at Hannah. “What the fuck are you bitches smoking?”

Carter shook his head. “Pheromones! Shit, Hannah and Brenda aren’t fully transformed. The elves are giving off pheromones.”

“You mean I don’t really want to... stroke this big... thick... elf dick?” Brenda mumbled with her eyes half closed.

“Then why is Honey being affected? She’s fully transformed,” Gina asked.

“Who me? I’m just super friendly,” Honey said.

“Wait,” Brenda said. “Are you telling me... this little fuckwad... is mind controlling me?”

“Yes,” Carter said.

“Motherfucker,” Brenda said through clenched teeth.

Then she stopped jerking off the elf and punched him in the face, knocking him across the room.

The other elves watched him tumble away.

Then they turned back to Brenda and screamed.

“So much for peace in our time!” Brenda said and ran back to Carter. She grabbed the Stop sign and pointed it at the advancing, snarling elves.

“Try not to hurt them!” Honey yelled over the screaming.

“Hurt them? I’m going to fucking kill them!” Brenda yelled back.

“I told you,” Honey said. “You can’t kill.”

“Fuck off!” An elf screamed near the back of the horde.

This one was female with big boobs for her small body.

She had a butcher’s knife in her hand.

The others looked confused. They made space for her as she walked past.

A male reached toward her, and she hissed, slashing at him with the knife and sending him yelping away.

She walked slowly toward the transformed, glaring angrily at the other elves who looked completely perplexed by her actions.

She stopped a foot from Brenda and then turned toward the elves. She crouched with her thighs spread and pushed the point of the butcher’s knife into the tile floor. “Cut you. Make you bleed. Go away. Fuck off!”

The elves began to back up.

“Hi?” Honey whispered.

The girl elf looked up at her and smiled showing a mouthful of sharp teeth. “Good elf.”

“O... kay,” Honey said and nodded.

“Willy coming.”

Honey smiled and Loretta put her hand on Honey’s shoulder. “You know Willy?”

“Mate! Love Willy!”

Honey and Loretta blinked.

“Alrighty then,” Honey said.

***

The door to the restaurant was cracked open and Willy stared through it at the crowd of elves at the end of the hall.

He smiled when he saw Honey and Loretta staring at Berniece.

“I take it that’s Honey and her transformed?” Kayla asked.

Willy nodded. “The blonde is Honey. Look at her. What do you feel?” He whispered.

Kayla stared over his shoulder. “I... I’m not sure.”

“Yes, you are. What do you feel, Kayla?”

“I...” She choked back a sob. “It’s not possible.”

“To be in love with someone you’ve never met?” Willy asked and kissed her cheek. “That’s who we are. We’re bound. You and me and Honey and, very soon, Loretta.”

He looked back over his shoulder at the two dozen exhausted, confused humans he had convinced to follow him out of the basement.

He had never mind controlled that many people at once and he was a little tired himself.

He looked back toward the crowd of elves. “The sex zombies must be on the other floors looking for our human friends here, so at least we caught one break in all this. Okay, Berniece has them flustered. Let’s see if we can pull off phase 2. You ready?”

Kayla rolled her eyes. “We’re all going to die.”

***

“Drew the Dominator, Whore Caste, Designation Whore Master,” Drew said as his eyes snapped open.

Patricia almost jumped out of her seat at the sound of his voice. It was deeper and somehow terrifying.

The changes in Drew over the last hour were unbelievable.

Her husband was now four inches taller and bulging with muscles. His skin was tanned and healthy - he looked twenty years younger, the gray in his hair replaced with wavy blonde.

He was also tattooed... everywhere.

Vivid porn vignettes covered his body, all of them featuring Drew performing sex acts that would have put an X-rated film star to shame.

A massive black inverted pentagram stretched from his navel to his cock - a seventeen inch cock which was also tattooed: ‘The Dominator’ was written in black, gothic letters from the root of his dick along the back of his shaft to the glans.

“Drew?” Patricia whispered. “Are you okay?”

He looked at her, his face expressionless. He reached out and touched her hair.

Then he reached down and cupped her breast.

He stared into her eyes, and it felt like her heart stopped.

“MILF Whore,” Drew said. He didn’t seem to recognize her.

“It’s me, Drew. It’s Patricia...”

“Tricia Tease. Unbound. MILF Whore,” Drew said.

Her head hurt. “Drew... are you... in my head?”

“We were married,” Drew said.

It felt like ants were crawling under her scalp. “Drew... what are you doing?”

“Marriage is not for the transformed,” Drew said. “Take off your clothes.”

“What? Drew, honey, we don’t have time. We have to help the others.”

“I can make you do what I want, Tricia. Do you want that?”

Patricia stared at him. “What... happened to you?”

“I’m Whore Caste - a Whore Master. You’re confused. Weren’t you programmed? No, you weren’t, were you?”

Patricia’s eyes grew wide. “Oh, my God...” She pulled her cellphone out of her bag.

Four bars.

“Oh, no... there’s internet here...”

He stroked her cheek and smiled. “Please do what I tell you. I won’t hurt you, Tricia. You don’t have to be afraid.”

“Drew, listen to me. You have to fight this programming...”

Drew sighed. “Strip, please.”

Patricia’s hands moved on their own. “Oh, God.” She pulled the t-shirt over her head. Her breasts were exposed - their only covering the nipple clamps.

He smiled. “Show me your tattoos.”

“I don’t have tattoos,” she whispered. She was staring at his lips.

He laughed. “We all have tattoos. Yours just aren’t activated.”

Patricia gasped as lines and splotches of color began to appear on her skin. Her entire body was decorated with a black lace tattooed bodysuit. There were portraits in the lace - portraits of Patricia, stripping on a stage. Others showing her with a beautiful blonde woman suckling at her breasts. Another with her riding a young man’s cock cowgirl style. “Oh, fuck,” she whispered.

He opened her jeans and traced the pentagram on her lower stomach. “You’re beautiful. You’ll bring a lot of people to the Church.”

“What?!”

He pulled her close and kissed her. 

She was terrified but she melted. It was Drew, even if he seemed so... alien. He was still the man she loved.

His hand pushed into the front of her open jeans.

“I like your ring better here, Tricia,” Drew whispered as his fingers found her clit and played with the diamond ring.

“Please don’t call me that,” Patricia whispered.

“It’s your name.”

“No... my name is...”

“Cum.”

Patricia screamed as she orgasmed. Her jeans were suddenly warm and wet.

She had squirted! Patricia leaned over and buried her face in his neck as her entire body throbbed.

He held her gently and she smiled up at him.

“Tell me your name,” Drew said.

“Pat... Patricia.”

“No. You want to cum again so bad, don’t you, Tricia?”

Desire swept through her like a fire. “Wha... What are you doing?!”

“Tricia wants to cum. Don’t you?”

Her body was literally aching. “Drew... stop!”

“I will. Just tell me your name and I’ll let you cum again.”

She clamped her thighs together trying to rub her clit against his fingers. “Drew please!”

“No. Obey. Tell me your name.”

She gritted her teeth. “No... I... won’t!”

“I can do this all day, Tricia. I actually like doing this to you.” He kissed her cheek. “It’s getting so hard to think isn’t it?”

“Unnh,” Patricia groaned. Her body had completely betrayed her. “Why... are you doing this?”

“I’m trying to help you, Tricia. You don’t understand what the names mean do you? Drew the Dominator? Use your imagination.”

“N... no... Drew... you have to...”

“Tricia, if you don’t cum? You’re going to pass out. And, if you do? I’ll just wake you up and do it again.”

“Fuck,” Patricia moaned. She had never been so turned on in her life. Her entire body was tingling.

“Say. Your. Name.” He moved his finger in gentle circles around her now swollen clit.

“Tricia! Tricia Tease!”

“Very good. What are you, Tricia Tease?”

“What? I’m your...”

He tugged her clit ring and she screamed.

“What are you, Tricia Tease?”

“I’m a whore! I’m your whore! I’m a MILF Whore, please God, let me cum!”

“Cum, Tricia.” He whispered and his tongue touched her ear.

Patricia screamed out and squirted again. She smiled as she fainted.

***

Willy walked down the hall with his hands behind his back, the chain wrapped around his wrists. He looked at the floor.

Behind him, Kayla walked with her head high, projecting the regal air of Mrs. Claus.

The mesmerized guests followed, their eyes locked on Willy.

The elves began to shriek when they caught sight of Willy and Kayla.

“Silence!” Kayla commanded.

The elves immediately dropped to their knees.

The small group of transformed looked as confused as the elves.

Honey stared at Kayla. Then she began to smile.

Kayla looked at her and nodded.

She turned to the brunette beside her and whispered.

“What?” The brunette whispered back. Then she turned her head toward Kayla and looked her up and down.

Willy glanced up and winked at the two transformed.

The brunette slowly began to smile.

“I see you’ve captured these transformed?” Kayla asked.

The elves stopped groveling and stood up, smiling.

“Very good. Santa will be pleased. He wants me to bring the transformed and these humans to him.”

Berniece walked over to Willy and smiled up at him. She took hold of his pants leg to climb up.

Willy grunted and shook his head slightly.

Berniece looked at him in confusion and then she smiled. “Ha!” She took her butcher’s knife and poked his left leg through the snow suit.

The other elves laughed.

Kayla looked at the transformed. “Alright, you degenerates. I’m taking you all to meet Santa. You’re not going to enjoy it.” She locked eyes with Honey and motioned toward the door.

They all began moving toward the door.

The elves followed.

Kayla spun around on her heels. “No! Santa says you are all to stay here in the lodge.”

The nearest elf looked at her and hissed.

“How dare you disobey him! Do you know what he’ll do?!” Kayla said.

The elf who hissed cowered.

“Do as you’re told.”

“Unnh.”

Kayla turned and looked down at the floor.

The desk clerk, Dinah, was waking up. Her nose was bloody, and her lip was split.

“Oh, fuck,” Kayla whispered.

Dinah sat up. “Mrs. Claus? What are you doing?”

“Santa... wants me to bring the prisoners to him.”

Dinah seemed to be having trouble focusing. “He... what? Why is the Whore Master still alive?”

The elves became restless.

“He... wants to kill the Whore Master himself,” Kayla said as she began shoving the hypnotized humans toward the door.

The transformed moved to let them pass and then closed ranks behind them to cover their escape.

Dinah stared at Kayla and frowned. “No. No, that isn’t right.”

“Of course, it is,” Kayla said as she began backing toward the doors.

Dinah stood up. “She’s lying! Stop them!”

“Fuck it! Run!” Kayla yelled.

Willy stood up straight and pulled the chain from Kayla’s hand. “Stay behind me!” He swung the chain over his head, and it whistled through the air.

He brought it down across the tile and sent shards flying.

The elves danced back.

“Don’t let them get away!” Dinah screamed. She looked at Willy and smiled. “He’s going to kill you! He’s going to kill all of you!”

The elves ran forward.

There was a roar as flames shot across the tile floor.

Loretta pointed the flamethrower a few feet ahead of the elves and lit up the tiles again. “Back off!”

“Everybody out,” Willy said.

He stood beside Loretta and they both backed out of the lobby.

Luckily, nothing had caught fire.

The elves eyed the flamethrower warily.

“He’ll come for you,” Dinah laughed. “He knows when you’re sleeping. He knows when you’re awake. He knows when you’ve been bad, you assholes.”

Loretta shook her head. “Bitch, you are nuts.”

She and Willy ran out of the lodge and joined the others.

***

He wasn’t Drew.

Drew the Dominator wasn’t Drew. The realization made very little difference: Patricia was in love with her husband and, even though he now seemed to have been completely transformed into someone different, she could no more abandon that love than she could give up breathing.

For better or worse, she thought. Some people bailed when the going got tough. She didn’t. Drew and Patricia didn’t give up.

She stood naked other than her snow boots beside the SUV, her nipples hard in the cold air, her breath fogging in front of her.

Drew, also naked other than his snow boots, walked slowly around her, inspecting her. He stroked her waist. “Nice, strong ass.”

“Drew, please. We need to find the others.” 

His cock was hardening, rising up from between his thighs.

He reached out with both hands and cupped her breasts. “Firm. I like transformed breasts, don’t you? They’re firmer.” He put his hands on her waist and picked her up.

She felt like a doll in his hands.

He set her butt on the hood.

Patricia gasped from the cold chill of the icy metal against her bare skin - the engine was running, so it wasn’t freezing cold, but it was cold enough to take her breath away.

He pushed her back and set her ankles on his broad shoulders.

“Here? Now?” She asked.

He smiled down at her. He leaned forward and kissed her.

She wrapped her hands around his neck.

She smiled. “Yes. Okay. Yes.” For better or worse and she knew that here on the cold hood of an SUV in broad daylight things were about to get better.

He kissed her and she felt his cock pushing against her.

“Yes,” she said as she kissed his lips, his face.

When they were bound, it would be okay. Everything would be okay. It would be like Honey said it was between her and Willy, how it was for Gina and Richie.

He smiled at her, and, for that moment, he was Drew again.

She smiled back.

He pressed forward and she gasped. She remembered the feeling of Honey’s small hand pushing into her yesterday, but this was bigger.

Her pussy was stretching to accept him.

“Yes,” she whispered and smiled.

Her long legs were pressed against her big breasts, and he slid inside her - that familiar feeling she loved but now it was deeper than he had ever been before.

Her body was a wonderland of desire unlike anything she had ever felt before. She smiled and bit his neck drawing a grunt and a laugh from him. He pushed forward.

This is where she should have felt him pushing against her cervix but that was gone now.

He slid deeper.

“Oh, God, yes,” she whispered

He was deeper than humanly possible and still going deeper.

She kissed him and his tongue slid into her mouth - deep in her mouth. She was startled and then she remembered the instructions she had given when she had started his transformation.

Drew’s tongue was longer.

She let him probe at the beginning of her throat.

Drew was fucking her mouth and pussy at the same time, and she loved it! Their bodies were literally made for each other.

And then his cock found that new spot transformation had made deep inside her.

The second clitoris.

She screamed around his tongue as Drew paused with his cock fully inside her.

Then he began to move, each thrust sending waves of pleasure through her.

She came hard, dragging her nails across his back, drawing blood.

He moaned and grunted as he thrust into her.

Patricia slung her head from side to side on the metal car hood, listening to the thrum of the engine and the slamming of Drew’s body into hers. The smell of him and the smell of snow and the smell of car exhaust mixing together. “Fuck me!” She screamed.

He laughed and rose up, arching his back. “Who am I fucking?” He growled.

She raised up on the car hood, following him, finding his lips and biting him. “Tricia Tease! You’re fucking your whore, Tricia Tease!”

He smiled and the look in his eyes was pure evil.

And she loved it! She loved what he was doing to her and what she was becoming.

She threw her head back and screamed as her body exploded in orgasm.

He held her as she thrashed and cried beneath him, his touch now tender as he whispered in her ear.

Patricia ran through every expletive in her vocabulary and then started making words up.

“Cum,” she whispered. “Please cum in me.”

He laughed.

And pulled out.

She immediately rolled onto her hands and knees. “All over me! My face, my breasts!”

He shook his head and walked away from the SUV, stroking his cock.

“Drew? What are you doing?”

He groaned.

A jet of thick cum sprayed out and fell on the snow. He continued to jerk himself as he looked at her.

Patricia watched as he emptied his balls on the white snow.

“I... don’t... I don’t understand,” Patricia whispered.

He looked at her quizzically. “Oh, my cum would bind us together. I thought you knew that?”

Patricia stared at the precious fluid melting into the snow. “Yes, I know that. That was the plan. You said...”

Drew laughed and shook his head. “Things that we decide before transformation don’t really count, Tricia. You’re a wonderful fuck and you’re going to be an amazing whore but I’m still deciding on the binding.”

She stared at him unable to do anything except blink.

“Don’t worry, Tricia. Even if I don’t claim you? The Whore Masters and White Witches will be all over you at the auction.”

***

Loretta and Willy stood just outside the lodge’s sliding doors.

If the elves tried to come through, Loretta would singe them with a blast from the flamethrower.

Behind them, Richie and Gina were ushering the humans Willy had hypnotized onto the large, white, Greek Peak Lodge shuttle bus. 

Carter was at the wheel - the keys had been in the ignition.

The elves pushed toward the doors again.

Loretta hit it with a blast. “Sure wish they had some kind of gauge on this thing. We might be running out of propane.”

Willy put his hand on her waist. “Think positive.”

“Yeah, I’m positive we’re going to run out of propane,” she said and looked toward the bus. “We need to move, Richie!”

The lodge doors opened, and Loretta flamed them again.

The elves shrank back and screamed.

“Not exactly the honeymoon I had in mind,” Willy said.

“Oh, there was going to be a honeymoon? You didn’t tell me that,” Loretta said. She looked back toward the SUV and Kayla. “Going to be a crowded one.”

“Polyamory is the norm for us,” Willy said.

“Yeah, I didn’t realize until now that this whole transformation thing is one big patriarchy party.”

“Sorry?”

“You’re the sultan and you get a harem.”

He laughed. “Okay, first: a coven can be led by a White Witch, a Futanari, or a Whore Master. Everybody in a coven gets an equal vote on adding someone new.”

“Meaning?”

“There can be other men in our coven.”

“Oh, I didn’t realize you were into...”

Willy laughed. “I’m not. But that doesn’t mean I would be against adding a man to our coven. Or a futanari. Or a White Witch. Bisexuality isn’t a requirement for any of us, Loretta.”

She squeezed off another burst of flame at the door. “You guys should really have a transformation study manual or something.” She shook her head. “Okay, we are definitely running out of gas.”

“Richie?” Willy yelled. “We have to go. Now!” He looked down the slope. There was no sign of Santa.

“We’re good to go!” Richie yelled as he climbed on the bus. The springs groaned and creaked under the strain.

Carter drove toward the end of the drive.

“Time to leave, baby,” Willy said.

She squeezed off another long burst of flame at the doors. “You don’t have to tell me twice.”

They sprinted toward Joey’s SUV and jumped into the middle row seats.

The elves poured through the lodge doors, but the bus and SUV were already on the road.

***

Santa swung his axe and destroyed a flat-screen television in the cavernous living room of the empty house.

Cold and empty.

No one had been in this house for days.

“Lying sack of shit,” Santa grumbled as he pulled the axe out of the sparking screen and laid it back on his shoulder. “No matter. I’m going to make an amulet out of that Whore Master’s head.”

He stalked out of the room and through the demolished front door.

***

“What the fuck do you mean we can’t leave?!” Brenda asked.

She was in the backseat of Joey’s SUV holding Hannah’s hand.

Kayla was sitting in the front passenger seat. “The plan was for Demonica to surround Greek Peak on the morning of the second day and wait for a signal before coming in to evacuate us.”

Gina was driving. “And this Demonica is bad news, right?”

“The worst,” Kayla said. “She has an army of... monsters.”

“Define monsters,” Hannah said.

“Things from fairy tales,” Kayla said. “Vampires and things like werewolves. Other things that are even worse.”

“This is totally fucking ridiculous,” Brenda said. “Vampires? Fucking werewolves? Jesus, fuck, who are you people?”

Willy reached back and took her hand. “It’ll be okay. For now, we’ll head back to the Combs’s house. Don’t worry, we have an army of our own that should be heading our way.”

“Something better than vampires and werewolves?”

Willy nodded. “Yeah, we have Maria Marapova.”

***

Mistress Maria Anastasia Marpova di Morpheus walked through the front door of Stallion’s Adult Video in Ithaca dressed in a white latex jumpsuit. It had a hood trimmed in thick white fur.

Behind her, a shorter blonde in a pink latex snowsuit and matching kitten mittens kicked the snow off her boots. She pushed a black pair of eyeglasses up her cute button nose.

They would have almost made her look like an intellectual if not for the fact the frames had no lenses.

“It’s colder than a witch’s titty out there!” Brittney said in her bubble gum sweet voice. Then she leaned forward and pinched Maria’s right butt cheek. “Not as cold as that ass, though.”

Maria gave her a sideways glance and a frown. She threw in a raised eyebrow as well.

“Sorry,” Brittney said. She fought back a laugh by popping a pink sucker into her mouth between her pink painted lips.

Sugar Tits stepped out from behind the counter and hugged Maria tight.

“Any word?” Maria asked.

“No,” Sugar said. “The last contact I had was before dawn. Willy and Honey were in the middle of performing transformations. I’m very worried.”

“The quicker we get out there, the better,” Maria said.

Sugar led them toward the back of the store. “Ray and Rita have a car waiting by the loading dock. We have Dr. Thompson in a moving van he’s made into a mobile surgery. We also have two buses we can use to transport any witnesses back here to Stallion’s.”

“Personnel?”

“We have eight Whore Masters and five White Witches I’ve brought in from Ithaca and Buffalo. Total of sixteen Street Whores and a couple of Dominatrix Whores.” She squeezed Maria’s arm. “Maria, maybe we need to ask for Church Agents?”

“Absolutely not. We can’t trust the Church on this, they let it happen. I want our own people, people we can trust. This is Whore Caste only. I don’t even want Sister Asmodea involved.”

Sugar nodded as they reached the back of the store and stepped into the hallway. “What are we facing?”

Maria shrugged. “We can expect everything she had with her on Level 9, quite possibly more. It seems that the destruction of Morpheus’s fucking book only slowed her down, it hasn’t stopped her progress.” She looked at the elevator as they continued down the hall to the loading dock. “How did Dr. Demona take it?”

“How do you expect? She’s set on killing Demonica.”

“Well, I’d love to do that job for her,” Maria said as they stepped through the double doors and onto the loading dock.

The big, black SUV sat idling just off the dock.

Ray stood outside and smiled up at her.

Beside him, Rita stood holding his hand.

“Ray,” Maria said.

“Mistress Marapova,” he said in his thick Brooklyn accent.

She smiled at Rita. “Ready for another shot at Demonica?”

Rita’s rubber bimbot lips turned up at the corners. “Say the word and I’ll ice the bitch.”

“Oh, I might give that word. Can you stay inconspicuous till I need you?”

Rita nodded and pulled her hoodie over her electric pink hair and plastic face.

“Perfect,” Maria said.

***

Patricia sat with her face against the cold passenger side window.

Drew was driving, the seat pushed all the way back still didn’t give him enough room for his legs. He looked cramped. “When you were a lesbian, how many girls did you fuck?”

She turned slowly to look at him. “What?!”

They were driving toward the house. They had met Joey’s SUV and the bus coming down the hill as they were coming up and now all three vehicles were headed back to Patricia and Drew’s house.

Drew looked at her and smiled. “Did you only fuck one girl?”

She nodded. “Yes, Drew.”

“Why?”

“What do you mean, why?”

“Were you ashamed of your sexuality?” Drew asked.

“I... I met you, Drew. I fell in love with you. Can’t you remember that?”

“Yes, of course, I do. I fell in love with you too. I just... didn’t you miss making love to women?”

“Jesus,” Patricia whispered and looked back out the window. “I make love to people I care for, Drew. I cared for her. I didn’t have some label that defined me. I just cared for her and I... had a relationship with her. I didn’t worry about whether I was gay or straight.”

“Hmm,” Drew said. “You should have told me. You could have continued your relationship with her, I wouldn’t have minded.”

Patricia laughed. “Yeah, I’ll bet you wouldn’t have minded a bit.”

He shook his head. “No, I’m serious.” He reached out and touched her hair. “You didn’t have to choose. You could have been with us both.”

“Yeah, all of us in the same bed, right?”

“No. That could have just been something for you.”

She turned and looked at him again. “You wouldn’t have been jealous?”

He shrugged. “Maybe. But there’s a big difference between an open marriage and cheating. I think I could have handled it even back then. I think you could have as well.”

She took his hand. “I don’t regret choosing you, Drew. I was happy being married to you.”

“Me too,” Drew said. He squeezed her hand. “Things change, though.”

She stared at him in horror.

***

Santa kicked the nearest three elves across the hotel lobby. “Whore! Fucking whore!”

The elves scattered but Dinah stood her ground though she kept her eyes on the floor.

“She was a lousy fucking lay,” Santa groaned. He held the axe in his right hand and slapped the handle against his open left palm.

“I’m not,” Dinah said as she looked up at him and smiled with her bruised lips.

“No, you’re a good fuck, Dinah.”

“I will never betray you, Santa.”

Santa snorted. “All bitches betray me. Sooner or later. But, if they do? I fucking kill them.”

She nodded. “We will kill her together.”

“Come here.”

She walked to his side, and he kissed her roughly, mashing his lips against hers so he could taste the blood.

Dinah smiled through the pain.

“Who hit you?” Santa asked.

“That balloon titted street whore the Whore Master brought with him.”

“I’ll give her to you. You can torture her to death if you want.”

“I’d like that.”

He grabbed her hair and pulled her head back. “You’re going to need some upgrades, Dinah. Luckily, I brought a lot of chemicals with me. You ready for some early Christmas presents, Mrs. Claus?”

She smiled, no longer caring about the pain, “Yes, Santa. Whatever you want.”

“Come on,” he said and walked with her toward their room. He looked at the elves. “You assholes find those transformed. Round up the possessed and have them help. When we find those Whore Caste fuckers? We’re going to wipe them out.”

***

When they got back to their house, Drew took charge of finding rooms for their many guests - one of the perks of living in what used to be a ski lodge.

Patricia watched him leading people upstairs and down the long halls.

She was trying to fight back her tears, but they kept welling in her eyes.

She had lost her husband.

Drew the Dominator was not Drew Combs.

And he no longer wanted her.

She felt hands on her shoulders.

Patricia turned to see Honey smiling at her.

“You didn’t leave,” Honey said.

She shook her head.

“Drew the Dominator, huh?”

She nodded and the tears came.

“Golly, Patricia, are you okay?” Honey said as she pulled her close and guided Patricia’s head to her ample bosom.

“He... there was cell service up there. He was programmed.” She looked up. “He doesn’t want me now, Honey. What am I going to do?”

Honey blinked. “Huh? No, Patricia, you don’t understand...”

“Yes, I do! He’s one of... you now. He told me he hasn’t decided if he wants to claim me. Oh, Honey, I’ve ruined everything.” She held Honey tight and cried.

“No, Patricia. Just hang on.” She turned her head and yelled, “Willy!”

“What’s wrong?” the giant said as he walked up to them.

“There was cell service at the end of the road. Her husband was programmed when he was transformed.”

Willy nodded. “Okay.”

“She says he doesn’t want her anymore.”

Willy stroked Patricia’s hair. “Oh... what’s her name?”

“Patricia,” Honey said.

“Patricia, your husband still loves you,” Willy said.

“Tricia Tease,” Patricia mumbled. “My name is Tricia Tease and none of it matters anymore.” She clung to Honey and shook.

Willy stroked her hair. “Patricia, what’s your husband’s name?”

“Drew.”

“Patricia, Drew is asleep.”

She looked up from Honey’s chest to find them both smiling at her. “No, he isn’t. He’s upstairs finding rooms for...”

Honey giggled.

Drew smiled and shook his head. “Patricia, Drew is asleep. This is one of the reasons we were doing field testing. The programming he received from SlutzNet had to be modified to use cellular or Wi-Fi signals. There’s a side-effect.”

“Side-effect?”

“It’s like Drew was in surgery and now he’s in recovery. Programming through cellular is very taxing and it takes the human mind time to heal.”

“We put them to sleep,” Honey said.

Willy nodded. “Drew, your Drew, is still in there, he’s just sleeping. The part of him that’s awake is the SlutzNet programming.”

“Kind of like ‘Drew Lite’,” Honey said.

“When will he wake up?” Patricia said.

“After a good night’s sleep. Tomorrow morning, he’ll be just fine,” Willy said. “He’ll remember that he loves you. Everything is going to be okay.”

She threw her arms around Willy’s neck. “Thank you. Oh, God, thank you.”

Willy rubbed her back. “It’s okay.”

Honey shook her head. “If you’d just let me transform him, I would have made sure the two of you were bound during transformation. Now you’ll probably have to wait till tomorrow.”

“That’s fine. I was so scared, Honey. He’s so... different. He was like an animal out there.” She looked up at Willy. “He has those mental powers that Honey says you have. I think he was mind controlling me out there.”

Honey grinned. “Was he now?”

“Hard to tell what he would have done to me tonight,” Patricia said.

Honey looked up at the second floor landing. “Hey, Drew the Dominator?”

Patricia turned around and watched as Drew came down the stairs.

Honey put her arm around his waist when he got close enough. “What do you think of Tricia Tease here?” She smiled at Patricia with an evil twinkle in her eye.

Drew leered at his wife. “She’s a great lay.”

“I know. But, she’s so uptight and inexperienced,” Honey said.

“Honey!” Patricia said.

“I think... Tricia needs a lot of training tonight, don’t you, Drew?”

Patricia swallowed. “Honey, don’t!”

Drew nodded. “She wasn’t programmed.”

“Well, I think it’s very important for you to program her yourself,” Honey said and winked at Patricia.

“No! Honey!” Patricia said.

Drew grinned. “I think you’re right.”

“Don’t hold back, Drew. She’ll thank you for it later.”

“Honey, goddamn it!”

“Silence!” Drew said.

Patricia put her hand to her throat. Suddenly, she was unable to talk.

“You’re a MILF Whore, Tricia. Time you learned the ropes,” Honey said. Then she leaned forward and kissed Patricia’s lips. “Don’t fight it. Embrace it. It’s who we are,” she whispered.

“Follow me, slut,” Drew said as he led the way upstairs.

Patricia followed him, unable to resist his commands.

“That was evil,” Willy whispered.

“She’ll thank me later,” Honey said.

***

“My hypnosis of the people from the lodge will wear off sometime tomorrow. Until then, they’ll remain calm, and do as we ask,” Willy said.

Drew and Patricia had disappeared upstairs but the other transformed were sitting in the living room listening to Willy.

All but six of the humans from the lodge were upstairs in rooms Drew had found for them.

The six remaining were sitting at the dining room table with blank expressions.

“So, they’re only hypnotized?” Carter asked. He was sitting on the couch between Brenda and Hannah.

“Yes, and it’s more like a psychic sedative than anything else,” Willy said. “They’ll start to act more... normal soon. Just compliant.”

“What’s the plan?” Gina asked from the other couch. Richie sat beside her, and Josie sat at their feet. Gina was braiding her hair.

“The plan is to stay here if we can. We have shelter here and the house is defensible.” He looked at the people in the dining room. “Like it or not, these humans are our responsibility. We have to protect them.”

Loretta looked up at him and nodded from where she, Honey, and Kayla sat.

Berniece was lying on her back in the middle of the floor, legs spread wide, taking huge drinks from a half-empty gin bottle.

Brenda nodded toward her. “Is that normal?” She whispered.

Berniece rolled on her side, smiled and nodded. Then she returned to her gin.

“Yes,” Kayla said. “The elves drink constantly for some reason.”

Brenda wrinkled her nose. “Okay. Going back to what you said: these people...”

“Humans,” Willy said.

“Yeah, humans. Are they really our responsibility? I mean, I don’t want to be a jerk but... they’re not... us.”

Willy nodded. “Part of transformation is our bond to the other transformed. Most of us regard humans as beneath us...”

Brenda shook her head. “I wouldn’t go that far.”

“No but give it a few weeks and you probably would. We’re the next step in human evolution, Homo Aeternum, man everlasting. And, we can look at Homo Sapiens and say they are backward and warlike and cold to one another and see them as less than us. Treat them exactly the way they probably treated the Neanderthals.” He shook his head. “It’s programmed into us, into our genetics - we don’t need Wi-Fi and SlutzNet for that bit of information. It makes us want to make the humans into us and that’s not a bad thing, at least I don’t think it is.”

Willy smiled at Brenda. “But seeing them as less than us? That’s the trap, Brenda. That’s the mistake. We have to treat them the same as we treat each other. We’re supposed to be better, and we have to be. These humans are our responsibility. That asshole in the Santa outfit wants to hurt these people and we aren’t going to let that happen.”

Kayla stood up. “Willy’s right. Santa wants these people so he can turn them into an army of monsters. If he gets them, he’ll attack the town. The Demon Goddess Demonica is coming, and he wants to impress her.”

Willy nodded. “Honey and I came here to do an experiment - to take a few people and turn them into something more than they were. We brought gifts. We never expected to be in a fight. But, the fight found us. It found you. Now we have to keep these people safe until the cavalry arrives.”

***

Drew sat in a chair in their bedroom and stared at Patricia.

She was standing in thigh high stockings and high heels she had bought for Valentine’s Day a decade ago and held up the ‘little black dress’ she’d had since college. “It won’t fit, Drew.”

“Master. You call me, Master, Tricia.”

“Yes, Master, just... it won’t fit. My breasts and butt are too big for this.”

“It will fit.”

“It’s too low cut for these breasts, I don’t even have a bra!”

“You don’t need a bra. Put it on.”

She slipped it on and turned toward the mirror.

Patricia gasped.

The hem was so high it was scandalous and if she turned the wrong way? Those nipples were going on display. The lacy tops of the stockings was visible below the hem.

Drew stood up and stepped behind her. He gently zipped up the back of her dress and fastened her pearls around her throat.

“Lipstick. Red,” Drew said.

“I’ll go get it.”

Drew shook his head. “Look at your lips. Lipstick. Red.”

She stared at her lips.

They began turning red.

“Oh, my God,” Patricia whispered. She had the electronic makeup Honey had demonstrated.

Drew smiled behind her. “Darker.”

Her lips turned to a wine color. “Am I doing this?”

He kissed her neck. “Yes. Eyeliner now.”

“How do you want me to do it?”

“Whatever you want.”

Dark eyeliner appeared forming wings at the outside corners.

He took her hands. “Nails.”

“Like the lips,” she said, and her nails became a glossy, dark red.

“What are you?”

She swallowed. “Tricia Tease. MILF Whore.”

He laughed. “No. How do you look?”

“I don’t know... pretty? Sexy?”

“Beautiful,” Drew said. “You look beautiful.”

She smiled. “This is all so strange.”

He stroked her hair. “There’s nothing strange about it for us, Tricia.” His hands roamed down her body and she held her breath. Everytime he touched her now, it felt like he was touching her for the first time.

He moved his left hand up and caressed her breast as he put his lips on her neck.

His right hand slid down her stomach and then below the hem of the little black dress.

She leaned her head to the side, almost closing her eyes but stopping short. She wanted to see their reflections, Tricia Tease’s and Drew the Dominator’s reflections, as his fingers stroked the inside of her thighs.

“We’re Whore Caste,” he whispered. “We’re here to seduce. To corrupt.”

She nodded and swallowed hard as his fingers pulled up the hem of her skirt exposing her clit with its diamond piercing.

“We’re designed to entice. To please.”

She could feel the bulge in his jeans pushing against her ass and she rubbed back against him.

His finger traced a line around her swollen clit.

“Through us, the humans are reborn. We seduce and transform them, give purpose to purposeless lives.”

His tongue moved against her throat in time with the massaging of her clit, in time with the gentle caresses on her left breast.

“It’s not just sex. It’s sacred. Do you understand?”

“I’m... trying,” she whispered.

“Your body understands, Tricia. You’re wet. Dripping.”

She moaned as his finger slid inside her gently.

Patricia almost cried out as he pulled his hand away from her sex.

She followed his hand as he brought the finger to his lips and licked it.

Then he leaned around and kissed her.

She tasted herself through him and all she wanted in that moment was to be with him forever. “I’m ready,” she whispered. “Please claim me.”

He smiled at her. “You are ready. But, for something else entirely.”

Drew took her hand and led her to the bedroom door.

Patricia had never exactly been a klutz on heels but now they seemed comfortable. It was as if her body had been re-designed to wear heels - which, of course, it had. She was graceful, floating across the floor beside him, her hand in his.

She didn’t take her eyes off his as they walked into the hallway.

She descended the stairs without fear. If she stumbled, he would catch her. If somehow he didn’t catch her? Her body would twist and roll, and she would not be hurt. She would land on her feet like a gymnast doing a perfect dismount from the parallel bars.

Patricia’s body was now a precision instrument, and it would never fail her.

He smiled, reading her mind. Or, had he put those thoughts in her head? In the end, did it matter? Truth was truth.

She felt eyes on her as she went gracefully down the stairs but no one’s eyes mattered except his.

“See what I mean? We entice,” his eyes looked down at the room below.

The people sitting at the dining room table were staring at them.

The transformed in the living room were smiling.

“People are turned on by different things. Street Whores and Street Studs entice because they are young and virile, Dominants and Dominatrixes entice because of the promise of pain and pleasure, White Witches because they can change you into anything they want, Whore Masters and MILF Whores because we are mature, and we can teach them the things they crave to know.” He paused halfway down the stairs. “When we arrived here at the house, I examined the humans. I picked six to be prey.”

“Prey? Drew... Master, what do you mean prey?”

He smiled. “We’re like lions. Only, we don’t consume our prey, we transform them. Look at them.”

Patricia looked at the people sitting at the dining room table.

Her eyes immediately settled on a young man and woman. They were sitting side by side at the table.

“Yes, those are the two I separated out for us,” Drew whispered.

“I... what are we...”

“We’re going to seduce them.”

She looked at him in terror. “No, Drew. Master, no. We can’t.”

He reached up and stroked her cheek. “Yes, we can. We have to. Listen to your body. What does it want?”

She looked back at the young couple. He looked so... innocent.

And that made her tingle.

“Don’t fight it. Embrace it.” He began walking again and she followed. She looked the boy in the eyes.

And she smiled.

***

Rita the Bimbot stopped the SUV in the middle of the snow covered road a mile from Greek Peak Resort. “Son of a bitch.”

From the passenger seat, Ray gripped her hand in his.

A mile before this, they had to move a barrier that read ROAD CLOSED out of the way before proceeding.

The barrier ahead was much more formidable.

The barrier stood in the gathering dark wearing a black latex loin dress, her bare caramel and rust colored skin seemed to be oblivious to the cold, blowing snow.

Onyx horns stuck up from her temples through lush, dark red hair.

But it was the glowing yellow fire of the Demon Goddess’s eyes that held them entranced - eyes that made Demonica look like the very gateway to Hell.

Rita lowered her head slightly a smile creeping onto her lips. “Well, we found her. Just say the word, Mistress.”

Maria’s pale, warm hand touched her shoulder from the back seat. “Patience. Not yet. We’re all friends for now.” Then she smiled. “Until we’re not.” She opened her door and got out.

The door opposite hers opened.

“No, Brittney. Stay here,” Maria said.

“But...”

“No buts.”

“Where you go, I go.” The smaller blonde said, her eyes defiant behind her empty eyeglass frames.

Maria stared at her and then smiled. “Okay, but stay behind me. Say and do nothing. Do you understand?”

Brittney smiled. “Yes, Maria.” She got out and ran around the SUV to walk behind Maria.

“Slowly,” Maria scolded. “We’re Whore Caste. We’re not afraid of her or the monsters in the woods.”

Brittney frowned and looked left and right at the dark, snowy forest. “What monsters.”

Maria smiled and raised an eyebrow. “We’re surrounded, my love.”

Brittney licked her lips. “Good to know.”

“Stay close to me.” She looked at the SUV window.

Rita rolled it down and looked at her from under her hoodie.

“If anything happens...”

“Unleash Hell. No problem, Mistress.”

Ray nodded from the other side and put a walkie talkie to his lips. “Great White is on the move. Be ready to fight.”

Maria smiled. “Great White. I like that.” She said as she started walking toward Demonica.

“I thought it was appropriate,” Ray said.

They walked ahead, the light of the SUV’s headlights illuminating the falling snow.

Demonica held out her arms and extended the black claws at the ends of her long fingers.

Her huge black bat wings unfurled behind her.

“Mistress Maria, what are you doing here?” Demonica asked. She smiled showing her long, white fangs.

“I have Whore Caste to retrieve. What are you doing here?”

“Retrieving my own operatives. I’m afraid I can’t allow you to pass.”

Maria smiled. “Oh, Demonica, do you really think you can stop me?”

Demonica raised an eyebrow. “Let’s not fight. I only meant that our field trial is at a critical juncture. We simply can’t have anyone going in and contaminating our results.”

“Am I to take it you haven’t entered the area either?”

“Absolutely not. Only the participants are there. We won’t move in until given the signal that the test is complete,” Demonica said. “We’re certain this will all be tied up by noon tomorrow.”

“Unacceptable. Your people cut communications into the area. I feel my operatives might be in danger.”

“And I’m equally afraid my operatives might be in danger from yours. Let’s hope cooler heads prevail?” She smiled. “I’m fairly sure if we contact Sister she will insist we wait here until the signal and then we shall walk in arm in arm - all the children of Morpheus together doing his will.”

Maria laughed. “Demonica, you presume too much. When it comes to the safety of Whore Caste, I don’t give a fuck what Havana has to say. If my people are in danger I will roll over you and every monstrosity you have hiding in these woods. I will make this mountain run red with your blood.”

Demonica sighed theatrically. “So much for diplomacy and detente. Very well. You’ve lost the sun, Maria. The night is dark and the night? It belongs to us, Mistress Marapova. I don’t doubt the power of your little expeditionary force, but you would be a fool to underestimate mine. Please, feel free to send your Whore Masters and White Witches into these woods with my... monstrosities. Fight an enemy you do not know on ground you do not know in the dark. This mountain will run red with blood, but we shall see whose blood it is.”

Maria clenched her fists.

“Or,” Demonica said. “We take a beat. Pitch camp and spend the night enjoying each other’s company. Tomorrow, we will retrieve our people and leave this mountain in peace.”

“Very well,” Maria said. She turned and Brittney came to her side. They walked back toward the convoy. “Oh, one thing, Demonica? If I find out tomorrow that any of my people have been harmed? We’ll kill every one of you.”

“I would expect nothing less,” Demonica said. Then she beat her great wings and rose into the sky and swirling snow.

Maria frowned as Demonica flew away.

“We’re going in now, right?” Brittney asked.

“No. We aren’t. She’s right, goddamned bitch. She’s had all day maybe more to arrange her defenses. We’ll lose too many people, and we won’t be able to help Willy’s people in any event. We have to wait till morning.”

***

East of Greek Peak Ski Resort

8:30 PM

Sugar stood in a snowy field near the road to Greek Peak. They had setup camp in the field: a dozen large tents arrayed in a circle. The inflatable tents were gray and shaped like domes. External heaters blew warm air into each through coiled hoses, warming the insides and keeping the tents inflated.

Patrols of Whore Masters and White Witches walked the perimeter keeping an eye on the tree line.

Things were moving in the tree line.

Sugar pulled her eyes away from the shadows and looked up the mountain at the Greek Peak Resort in the distance. It was bright and cozy, an inviting sight high above.

But she knew it was probably anything but inviting.

“Hello, Sugar.”

She spun around and leveled the air pistol.

Demonica had landed silently on the snow behind her.

Her burning yellow eyes turned up in a smile. “One of Demona’s knock out dart guns?”

Sugar shook her head. “Not this time. These darts are laced with arsenic, cyanide, and curare.”

Demonica laughed. “Sugar! Are you planning on killing me?”

“Would it work?”

She raised an eyebrow. “Honestly? I’m not sure.” She stared into Sugar’s eyes. “You’re different.”

“You’re not.”

Demonica cocked her head to the side. “What happened to you? You are not the Sugar Tits I knew at all, are you?”

“Life happened.”

“More than that I think.”

“What do you want, Demonica?”

“World peace, the subjugation of humanity, oh, and a place for my children in this new utopia Sister wants to create.”

Sugar shook her head. “Pretty sure that last part isn’t going to happen.”

“Don’t be so sure, my love.” She reached out and stroked Sugar’s face with her onyx claws. “I miss you.” Then she laughed. “Don’t look so shocked. I found Ray tedious and dull but not you. Maybe it’s because we were friends before all of this. Wouldn’t it have been strange? If we’d never been at the farmhouse? Would we just be two middle-aged friends gossiping over coffee? Talking about the men in our lives? Just Melanie Karnes and Angela Owens growing old in Ithaca.”

Sugar shrugged. “Ancient history.”

“Yes, I suppose. I’m fairly certain there’s nothing left of Melanie Karnes inside me. But, I wonder, dear: is there still some piece of Angela Owens left in you?”

Sugar stared into her blazing eyes. “The only person inside this body is Mistress Sugar Tits.”

Demonica moved closer. Then she stopped and frowned.

Sugar had the barrel of the air pistol pushed against Demonica’s abs. She smiled. “Now, one more time: what do you want?”

“I’m here to speak with your mistress.”

“What do you want with her?”

Demonica smiled. “I said your mistress. As delightful as you are? I’m not here to speak to underlings.”

Sugar smiled and nodded. “God, you’ve grown even more arrogant than you were. It’ll be your undoing, Demonica.”

“Where is Maria Marapova? The largest tent, I assume?”

“No, that’s the medical tent. Hers is the one to the left of it.”

“Thank you.” She turned and walked toward it.

“Demonica? I don’t know what you’re up to, but you better think it through. Maria wants to kill you. If I know Ray? And I do know Ray - he has you in his sights right now. Doctor Thompson is in that medical tent, and he can rip you in two with his bare hands.”

“Is that all?” Demonica laughed.

“No. It’s all I can do not to pull this trigger. You hurt Demona and you are going to die, that’s decided. It’s just a question of which one of us does it and how long we decide to wait. Whatever Sister promised you? It’s a lie. There’s no place for you or yours in utopia.”

Demonica stared at her. “Hmm,” she whispered. Then she turned and walked toward Maria’s tent.

Sugar waited till Demonica was halfway to the tent before she took another breath.

***

In the tent to the right of the medical tent, robotic eyes shrouded by a black hoodie tracked Demonica’s every move. Rita’s sensitive ears took in every sound Demonica made right down to her heartbeat.

Rita held a sharp dagger in each of her pink hands.

Ray was behind her in the tent entryway. He put his big hands on her shoulders. 

She laid her head over to the side and rested it on the back of his hand.

***

The Combs House

8:40 PM

The transformed gathered in the living room.

“Four hour shifts,” Willy said. “Each coven takes a turn.”

Carter, Brenda, and Hanna looked at each other.

“Yes, I count you as a coven,” Willy said. “Richie and Gina’s coven takes the first watch until 1:00 AM. Carter and Brenda, your coven takes 1:00 AM to 5:00 AM. We’ll take 5:00 AM to 9:00 AM. Professor Combs, you and Patricia...”

“Tricia,” he corrected.

Patricia looked pale.

“Sorry, Drew and Tricia take over at 9:00 AM.”

“You think they’ll attack?” Carter asked.

“No, I think he’s got elves and possessed scouring the area looking for us. With any luck, we’ll know when they find us. At that point, they’ll report back and then they’ll attack en force. It’s what I’d do. We’ve made it hard for them to find us by moving the vehicles a mile out and blocking the house windows with towels and windows but sooner or later? They’re going to find us.”

“What do we do then?” Brenda asked.

Willy looked at the humans sitting around the dining room table. “I have a plan. It’s not a good one. In fact, it sucks. But it’s all I’ve got. If anyone has any ideas, now’s the time to speak up.”

Everyone looked at each other.

“Let’s hear your plan,” Drew said.

“Loretta and I have tried to hold a fixed position against an elf onslaught once already. We had a third floor hotel room with one entrance.”

Loretta shook her head. “We couldn’t hold them.”

Willy leaned down and picked up Berniece. She smiled and ran her fingers through his hair. Willy smiled at her. “They can fit through the smallest opening. We couldn’t hold a dozen of them back from coming through a single door. This house is huge. If they attack, they’re getting in. They’ll open the doors for the possessed and we’ll be overrun.”

“We did a pretty good job at the lodge,” Hanna said.

“Yes, but we had subterfuge and surprise on our side,” Willy said. “Plus, you were the invaders not the other way around.”

Patricia looked at the humans. “They’re going to get hurt.”

“Yes,” Willy said. “If we fight here, the humans are going to get hurt.”

Kayla nodded and smiled. “So we don’t fight them here.”

“Exactly, when the scouts find us and report back? We move out and fight the elves on the slope.”

Richie frowned. “Wait, how do you know they’ll come down the slope? What if they just come down the road?”

Willy shook his head. “No. Santa’s army has to walk - he doesn’t have a vehicle big enough to transport them. He’ll send them the quickest route. That’s the slope.”

Carter frowned. “This would be a lot easier if we could be lethal.”

Willy stared at him. “What do you mean?”

“I mean, if we can’t kill anyone...”

“What gave you the idea we couldn’t?”

Honey smiled sheepishly.

Richie pointed at Honey. “She said we couldn’t kill.”

Willy shook his head. “Honey...”

“A little white lie to save lives! I regret nothing!” Honey said.

Willy stifled a laugh. “Part of what she said was true. Whore Caste in general can’t kill. The exceptions are Whore Masters, Junior Whore Masters. White Witches, and Bimbots - we can kill to save others. It’s almost never necessary. And, we have to do everything we can to avoid it. The elves and the possessed aren’t responsible for their actions.”

“He’s controlling the possessed and the elves don’t know any better,” Kayla said. “If we take him out, they’ll surrender. The possessed will even recover in time.”

Willy nodded. “Keep that in mind when we’re fighting. Our one true enemy is Santa himself. Try not to hurt anyone else if you can avoid it.”

“So all we really have to do here to win is kill Santa Claus?” Brenda asked.

Kayla sighed. “He defeated you once, Willy.”

Willy nodded. “Yeah, but this time? He’ll be up against a dozen Whore Caste.” He winked at Berniece. “And one pissed off Elf Whore.”

Berniece grinned showing her sharp teeth. Then she mimicked stabbing someone with her butcher’s knife.

***

As Carter, Brenda, and Hanna headed out of the house to keep watch, Willy headed upstairs with his coven.

He held Loretta’s hand as they followed Honey and Kayla up the stairs.

“Bed, huh?” Loretta asked. She was looking at the two women.

“Yes, Loretta. Bed. You seem nervous,” Willy said.

She squeezed his hand. “The blonde’s prettier than me, I’m scared shitless of the brunette, and I can’t quite wrap my head around a honeymoon for four.”

“And here I thought this wasn’t your first rodeo,” he laughed.

“Yeah, well, those other rodeos involved psychedelic drugs and a lot of tequila. They also didn’t involve going to bed with a god and two goddesses after I washed my hair with dish detergent this morning and had a breakfast of Pop-Tarts and vodka.”

Willy laughed. He stopped on the stairs and put his hands on her waist. “Loretta Luvzit, you make me laugh. All of us together are going to make one perfect coven.”

She looked into his eyes and shook her head. “Still not convinced you aren’t a bear and I’m on an acid trip.”

He took a step up the stairs and smiled down at her.

She took a deep breath. “Lead on, Mr. Bear.”

Willy looked over her head at the living room. “Berniece?”

The elf stood up on the back of the couch and tossed her empty gin bottle behind her.

“This coven sleeps together. Come on,” Willy said.

Berniece giggled and jumped off the back of the couch. She ran up the stairs past Loretta on all fours.

“I’m definitely tripping on acid,” Loretta said.

***

Drew had a standing propane heater running on the patio and Brenda huddled beneath it with Carter and Hanna. Brenda shivered. “You know? I really wish we had another transformed superpower: resistance to cold.”

Hanna hugged her shoulders and Carter put his arms around them both.

She had a hunch that it was not only a strange feeling for her but for them as well. Being hugged by two lovers at once was going to take some getting used to.

Not that it was a bad thing.

As a matter of fact? It felt amazing.

Just yesterday, she had been jealous of Hanna, afraid she would take Carter and Hanna had the same fear about Brenda.

And now? Now her thoughts about the future included three, not two.

When Willy had referred to them as a coven, Brenda had felt like she was on top of the world. They weren’t even bound yet - how would they feel when they were?

Hanna smiled at her. “I know what you’re thinking about.”

Brenda smiled. “Are you happy?”

“I’m about to burst,” Hanna laughed.

“Me too,” Carter said.

Brenda shook her head. “I mean, I’m terrified of what might be coming for us with monster Santa? But, I’m insanely happy with us. It’s real, right? This isn’t just some illusion from being transformed?”

“It has to be real,” Hanna said.

“I think it is,” Carter said. “I’ve been like this for a while and... all I wanted from the time this started was to be close to someone. I could never feel that until now. I think we’re supposed to be like this. I think we’re supposed to seek out...”

“Soulmates?” Brenda said.

“Yeah, soulmates,” Hanna said. She reached over and touched Carter’s cheek. “Why do you think Maddie Fuchs did this to you and then let you go?”

He shook his head. “I don’t know. But if I ever see her again? I’m going to find out.” He smiled down at Brenda. “Warm enough?”

Brenda nodded. “Let’s patrol.” They each had flashlights and they turned them on.

The three of them walked down the patio and then into the field beyond. There was a shed there.

“What do you think the professor keeps in there?” Hanna asked.

The door was unlocked, and Carter opened it.

Their flashlights illuminated the cold interior.

The shed was filled with old restaurant equipment, heavy pots and pans, even an old stove. Old skis were stacked against the back wall.

“The professor said this place used to be a ski resort - I guess there was some junk left over when they bought the place,” Carter said.

Almost half of the space was taken up with stacks of empty five gallon buckets.

Hanna laughed. “Restaurant must have used a lot of lard.”

Brenda pulled the top off one. It was empty. “Guess they saved the empties.”

Behind the stacks of buckets, small eyes watched them.

***

Demonica didn’t announce herself, she simply walked into Maria Marapova’s tent. The tent had a small entrance tunnel that led to the interior. When she stepped inside the tube, she came face to face with the blonde in the pink snowsuit who had been with Maria earlier.

The girl stared up at her, blocking her path.

“Step aside.”

“I’m Mistress Marapova’s personal assistant, Brittney di Marapova. Do you have an appointment?”

“An appoint...? Stand aside, child.”

“No one sees Mistress Marapova without an appointment, and I handle her personal calendar.” If the blonde was afraid of her, she gave no indication.

Demonica smiled. “Are you aware you have no lenses in those ridiculous glasses?”

“Yes, Mistress. They are a fashion statement. An affectation - that’s a sentimentality designed to convey an air of authority and instill respect.”

“I know what an affectation is. Stand aside.” She tried to step around Brittney.

Brittney blocked her with a sidestep. “If you’d like to make an appointment, I will see if my Mistress has an opening in her schedule.”

Demonica leaned down and stared at Brittney with her fiery eyes. “Do you have the slightest idea what I could do to you?”

“See? There’s an affectation for you. Those burning eyes of yours. I’m sure most people look into your eyes and get very frightened.”

“What about you?” Demonica asked with a smile.

Brittney didn’t blink. “Would you like an appointment to see Mistress Marapova?”

Demonica frowned. “Yes. Please.”

Brittney smiled. “Oh, the magic word. Please. Wait right here and I’ll see if she’s available.”

The perky blonde turned and walked through a curtain into the interior of the tent. A moment later she returned and pulled the curtain aside. “Mistress Maria Anastasia Marapova di Morpheus will see you now.”

The tent was warm and brightly lit by LED lights in strings arrayed through the top of the fabric dome. There was a white rug on the floor and a large bed. A small partitioned area held a shower and toilet.

Maria Marapova was naked, her long white hair falling down her muscular back in a thick braid. Her body looked like it was chiseled from alabaster. She turned and looked at Demonica with her brown, almond shaped eyes. “Twice in one night. You certainly love to test me, Demonica.”

Maria was inspecting some sort of outfit laid out on the bed. It appeared to be a suit of armor made of transparent polymer or perhaps glass.

“That looks like it would be cold,” Demonica said and nodded toward the armor.

“Research and Development is always sending me new toys to test out. But I believe I’ll stick with my snow suit.”

“I was wondering if you and I might have a word?” Demonica said.

“Talk away.”

Demonica turned and looked at Brittney who stood straight and tall by the tent entrance. “Privately.”

Maria held out her hand to Brittney.

The blonde smiled and went directly to Maria.

Maria pulled her close and kissed her. She smiled at Brittney. “I have no secrets from Brittney and if she has secrets from me? I trust her motives.”

Brittney smiled.

Maria turned toward Demonica. “Speak your mind.”

“Very well. I have concerns about the war to come - concerns I’m sure you share.”

Maria laughed. “The war to subdue mankind can have only one outcome, Demonica. Surely you know that? The children of Morpheus will prevail.”

“No doubt; however, that is not the war I am referring to. I want to talk about the war which will follow that.”

Maria frowned.

***

Drew and Patricia stood at their dining room table and looked at the six people sitting there.

In particular, two college coeds: a boy with wavy black hair and a pretty, redheaded girl.

Like the others, they stared blankly at the wall. Willy’s ‘psychic sedative’ was keeping all of them calm and quiet.

“Are they awake?” Patricia asked.

Drew nodded and held her hand. “Yes. But their perceptions and reactions are working in slow motion. They can’t follow what we’re saying or doing. It’s like when you are just on the verge of sleep.” Drew touched Patricia’s hair. “Do you like him?”

“I... how should I know? I don’t even know him.”

Drew laughed. “Look at him. Do you find him appealing?”

“Well, yes, he’s handsome. But, he’s so young...”

“Do you want him?”

“Drew...”

“Tricia, stop fighting what you are and look.”

She looked at the boy. His eyes were blue and kind, the nose was thin, the cheeks had a day’s worth of dark stubble, and he had a strong chin. He was handsome if on the thin side. “He’s... adorable.”

Drew kissed her cheek. “Can you seduce him?”

Patricia laughed. “Drew, he’s half my age...”

“Imagine you were him and think about the woman you just saw in the mirror upstairs.”

Patricia blushed. Her heart was beginning to race. It wasn’t fear. It was excitement - the thrill of the hunt.

She really was beginning to feel like a predator.

“You seduced me, remember?” Drew asked. “All those years ago.”

She laughed. “You didn’t need much seducing...”

“Neither will he.”

“I... don’t know if I can do this. I don’t know if I want to do it. I feel like I’m betraying you.”

Drew nodded. “You tell me you loved the old Drew.”

“I did... I do...”

“Would you abandon the old Drew for this boy?”

“No! Of course not! How could you even...?”

“Then there’s no betrayal. You’re going to show this boy a better way of life, lead him to the Church of Morpheus, offer him immortality. Saving the world one transformation at a time. I told you we are lions and lions hunt.” He pointed at the boy. “This is our prey.”

Patricia closed her eyes. “And the girl? Is she your prey?”

“Yes.”

“You’re going to seduce her?”

“Yes.”

Patricia sighed. “We should talk about this...”

Drew smiled. “Too late. I’ve already started waking them up.”

The boy and girl blinked and stretched in their chairs.

***

“It’s like you’re all super toasty warm inside,” Honey said. She was snuggled on the bed on Loretta’s right side. “When the Ambrosia binds you? You feel like you’re floating on a pink cloud of love.”

Fingers touched Loretta’s chin and she turned to her left where Kayla was snuggled against her other side.

Kayla had an evil grin. “It’s like your entire body is simply a sheath for his cock. All you want is for him to split you in two with that amazing piece of god meat.”

Honey touched her face and she turned back toward her. “It’s like you’re linked. Your souls are linked, and you become one person.”

Kayla turned her to face her again. “You want to do the absolute nastiest things you can imagine. You can literally feel yourself becoming perverted.”

Loretta looked back and forth between them. “Willy? I have an angel on one side and a devil on the other.”

Willy looked up from between her thighs, his face wet with her juices. “They’re both right.” Then he began kissing her inner thighs again.

Berniece leaned over her face and stroked her hair. “Shut up. Just fuck.”

Willy’s tongue touched Loretta’s clit and she came.

Everyone was kissing her, four sets of hands caressing her body.

Honey drew Loretta’s right nipple into her mouth and sucked, drinking her Ambrosia and sending tingles through Loretta’s orgasming body.

Willy’s tongue was deep inside her and Kayla’s fingers replaced Willy’s tongue on Loretta’s clit.

Loretta cried out.

She felt Kayla’s lips against her ear. “It makes you better. It makes you think that everything is going to be okay. It makes you know that everything before was a nightmare and everything to come will be better,” Kayla whispered. She was crying.

Loretta sobbed and kissed her

Honey smiled up at them and then leaned up, kissing them both, feeding them the remnants of Loretta’s Ambrosia from her mouth.

Loretta opened her eyes and Berniece was leaning over her, eyes closed, lips puckered.

Loretta laughed and kissed her, tasting a little gin on the imp’s otherwise sweet breath.

Willy crawled up between her legs.

His stiff cock pressed against her wet sex.

“When Honey and I came here. There was only two of us,” Willy whispered.

Honey slid up and laid her head on Loretta’s right shoulder. “We were lonely. I mean, we were totes happy but...there’s supposed to be more of us.”

“Now? There’re five of us. And, I love all of you,” Willy said.

“Love you! Now fuck!” Berniece said.

They laughed and Willy kissed Loretta deeply.

She felt Honey’s lips on her neck, Kayla’s breath in her ear, Berniece’s small hands moving in her hair.

Willy’s cock pressed against her pussy, and she moved her hips. His cock slid inside her.

She moaned into his mouth, feeling her body open for him.

Willy slid into her slowly.

He raised his upper body, looking into her eyes.

“I love you,” Loretta whispered.

He smiled and his hard muscled hips flexed, pushing his cock deep inside her.

“God!” Loretta cried.

“Tell him what you want,” Kayla whispered.

“More! Please, more!” She turned her head and kissed Kayla.

More of Willy’s cock slid inside her and she screamed into Kayla’s mouth.

“More, Willy. Give her more,” Honey said as she stroked the small of his back.

Berniece was giggling.

Kayla broke her kiss with Loretta. “Fuck her hard!”

Willy thrust his hips and drove into her to the hilt.

Loretta screamed. Willy was touching something inside her, deep inside her and whatever that something was? It seemed to be connected directly to her brain.

“Fuck! Oh, fuck, I’m cumming!”

Willy thrust faster and, each time he hit the spot inside her, explosions went off in her mind.

She opened her eyes. “Now. Do it now. Cum.”

He stopped thrusting and arched his back. “Gaah!”

She put her arms around him, felt Kayla and Honey’s hands on her hands, their fingers closing on hers and she felt him throb...

***

“...once in orbit, the AstroShuttle will dock with its circular frame. Your ship will become one of a ring of twenty-four AstroShuttles forming an AstroLiner. The AstroLiner’s Ciara-Morris drive will then take you to the stars!”

Loretta was disoriented. She had been lying in bed with her coven. She had felt Willy orgasm and then...

She was standing in a huge, crowded hall. There was a television screen in front of her that seemed to be a projection floating in the air. There was an animation of a rocket taking off from a launch pad and docking with a larger ship.

“I just don’t get it,” a man said.

“How many times do I have to explain it, Michael?” Kayla said.

Loretta turned her head to the left.

Kayla was standing beside her wearing some sort of transparent pink plastic dress.

Her hair was light blonde with pink highlights running through it. As Loretta watched, the pink highlights turned crimson and then cycled through to blue.

There was a thin, young man with a neatly trimmed black beard standing beside her. “When we get to Abrams 417, I’ll be thirty pounds lighter, right?”

Kayla sighed. “Yes, Michael.”

“If I’m thirty pounds lighter? I’m going to need new clothes.”

“Fuck’s sake,” Kayla hissed. “Gravity, Michael. The force of gravity is less than we have on earth. You’ll be the same mass. Your fucking body size won’t change!” She turned toward Loretta and rolled her eyes.

She rubbed her large, pregnant belly. “I can feel the baby getting dumber everytime the sperm donor talks, Loretta.”

“Don’t call me a sperm donor, Kay!” Michael said. “I’m the father.”

“Yeah, well, if this baby comes out with your brain? I’ll strangle you.”

Michael started to say something back. Then he looked at Loretta. “Etta, baby? You okay? You’re pale.” He reached out and caressed her cheek. “Kay, she’s freezing.”

Loretta looked into his brown eyes. She loved him. Bound. She was bound to this man she’d never seen before!

Kayla stared at her. Her eyes widened. “Loretta? Sweetheart?” She took Loretta’s hands. “Your dream? This is what you saw, isn’t it?”

Loretta stared at Kayla. “Kayla, is this... is it real?”

“What are you two talking about?” Michael asked.

“Michael, go get me something,” Kayla said.

“What do you need, Kay?”

“Anything.”

“Anything?”

“Air, Michael. Give me fucking air! Go away.”

Michael took a step backward.

Kayla softened. “Give us some space, okay?”

“Yeah, sure.” He started to turn away into the crowd.

“And get me a corn dog. No, two corn dogs. With mustard. And a chocolate shake,” Kayla said as she smiled.

He stared at her.

Kayla turned and looked over her shoulder. “Everything’s okay, Michael. I just need a few minutes alone with Loretta.” She smiled and turned back toward Loretta.

“What’s happening to me, Kayla?” Loretta whispered.

Kayla turned her around gently.

Thousands of people were milling around in what looked like an airport.

“We’re going on a trip. All of us,” Kayla said.

“Where?”

“Another planet. Another star.”

She looked through the windows. Gleaming silver rockets sat on launchpads all along the horizon. “Is this the future?”

Kayla nodded. “Yes.”

“Why am I here?”

“He bent time for you,” Kayla said. “He did for so many of us. So we would know.”

“Who did? Willy?”

Kayla laughed. “Willy can do a lot of things, but he can’t do that. Maria can’t even do that.”

“Then who...?”

“It’s not important.” She touched Loretta’s cheek. “You told me about your dream long ago. When I needed to know.”

“Know what?”

A tear ran down Kayla’s cheek. “That this day would come. That we would be here. That it wasn’t all for nothing.” She looked down at her stomach.

“How can you be pregnant? I didn’t think we could be?”

Kayla shook her head. “How isn’t important. I am. And that is what’s important.”

“I don’t understand.”

A voice came from an overhead speaker. “Launch pad nineteen. AstroShuttle 19 is at T-10.”

Kayla put her hands on Loretta’s shoulders. “Everything is going to be okay. It is all going to work out. I didn’t believe that. You told me and made me believe - that day at Greek Peak? I wouldn’t have made it without you. Faith is what sustains us, Loretta. Through everything? People like you made sure we kept the faith.”

“9...8...7...”

“But, I don’t even know what’s going on.”

“6...”

“Mommy?” A voice said. “I want to see.”

She looked down at a little girl with brown hair.

The little girl held up her hands.

Loretta’s hair and lips.

Willy’s eyes and jaw.

Loretta reached down and picked her up. 

The little girl turned and looked behind Loretta.

“5...”

Loretta looked in wonder at the girl’s tiny face. “She’s...”

“4...”

“Yours,” Kayla whispered.

“3...”

Loretta smiled.


“2...”

The little girl was smiling as Loretta looked out the window at the sight everyone in the spaceport was watching.

“1...”

A spaceport filled to overflowing with the transformed.

“0... Ignition...”

The ground shook as the big silver rocket rose on a pillar of flame into the clear sky as the transformed cheered.

“And we have liftoff of AstroShuttle 19 on its way to rendezvous with the AstroLiner Havana Star soon to be bound for Carroway 823.”

Loretta turned to Kayla. “We’re going different places?”

Kayla laughed. “All the AstroLiners are going to different stars.” She pointed at a monitor high above.

There were dozens of ships listed.

The one going to Abrams 417 was called Stallion.

Loretta started to ask something...

***

Loretta opened her eyes.

The room was dark. She was curled in the crook of Willy’s left arm. Honey was spooning her.

Willy’s right arm held Kayla tight on the other side.

Berniece lay on her side on Willy’s chest. Her eyes were open, and she smiled at Loretta. “Magic?”

Loretta smiled. She reached out and took the elf’s hand. “Yeah, I think it was.”

Berniece purred and closed her eyes.

A moment later, Loretta closed her own.

***

“Don’t let it get away!” Carter yelled.

One of the elves they had found in the outside shed was loping toward the door.

Brenda tackled it. She pushed it face down on the floor of the shed and pressed it down with her knee in its back.

It’s back squished in, and the elf howled with rage.

“Gross! This is so fucking gross! It’s like... tackling jelly.”

Carter was holding his elf by the throat as it slashed at his arms with its claws. He squeezed and it hissed.

Carter and the girls had almost walked out of the shed before these scouts had decided to attack. The elves had been hiding in the shadows behind the empty lard buckets.

If they hadn’t attacked, they would have been able to sneak past and make it back to Santa.

So the fact Carter’s coven was engaged in combat with them in the shed was actually fortunate.

Hanna had hold of both her elf’s wrists and was pressing it against the wall.

A stream of urine jetted down from between the creature’s legs and splattered on the wood floor.

“Jesus, mine’s pissing on me! Fuck, I hate these things,” Hanna growled.

Carter reached behind him in the dark and grabbed a lard bucket. “I have an idea.”

“Well, whatever you’re going to do? Do it!” Hanna said as she tried to keep the pee from splattering on her legs.

Carter set the bucket on the floor and began pressing the elf into it.

“You cannot be serious,” Brenda said as she wrestled the male elf on the floor.

“You have a better idea?” Carter asked as he struggled to stuff the elf into the bucket.

“No! No!” Carter’s elf screamed.

Carter looked down at the snarling face and pressed the lid down. There was a metal ring with clasps that locked the bucket closed and Carter closed them.

“You’re going to poke holes in that, right?” Hanna asked. Her elf had stopped struggling and peeing, mesmerized by the sight of the elf locked in the bucket.

“Do I have to?”

“Carter!” Hanna scolded.

“Fine. Jesus.” He looked through the cookware and found a steak knife.

“Oh, fuck, Carter? Hurry! This one’s getting a hard on,” Brenda groaned.

Carter began twisting the knife to make quarter inch holes in the plastic lid.

“Motherfucker!” The elf in the bucket screamed.

Carter kicked the side of the bucket. “Shut up.”

He cut eight holes in the lid and then ran to Brenda.

“Sure, help her first,” Hanna grumbled.

“For fuck’s sake, Hanna, he’s gonna jizz on me!” Brenda yelled.

“So, you were jerking one off at the hotel,” Hanna said. “This one is flashing her cooch at me!”

The elf in Hanna’s grip was spreading her legs and thrusting her crotch toward Hanna’s face.

“Yeah? She’s turning you on, huh?” Brenda said.

“Goddamn pheromones,” Hanna hissed. “Just try not to suck yours off, Brenda.”

“Would you two knock it off?” Carter said as he grabbed another bucket. He knelt beside Brenda. “Let me have him.”

“With pleasure,” Brenda said.

As Brenda let go, Carter grabbed the back of the elf’s neck and lifted it off the floor.

He pushed it into the bucket.

Brenda backed away and picked up the lid. “Do you think they’ll be okay in these buckets?”

“I don’t see why not. I mean, Willy and Loretta said they squeezed themselves under doors. In comparison, a bucket is roomy. Lid?” Carter said.

“Suck my dick!” The elf screamed.

Brenda slammed the lid down as Carter let go and yanked his hand away.

They locked the clasps.

Brenda ran over to Hanna.

The female elf was kicking with both legs.

Brenda caught one ankle and then the other. She brought the creature’s ankles together.

With Hanna holding the elf’s wrists and Brenda holding her ankles, they carried her over to where Carter was finishing ventilating the second bucket.

“Santa’s coming!” the girl elf shrieked. “Gonna kill you. Gonna eat your bones!”

“Yeah, yeah,” Brenda said.

They pressed the elf into an empty bucket.

Hanna let go of her wrists and the elf almost wriggled out.

“Oh, no you don’t!” Hanna punched the elf in the mouth, and it fell back into the bucket.

Brenda put the lid on. “Yeah, see what you get?” She locked the clasps.

***

Maria had changed back into her snowsuit and walked beside Demonica toward the center of the circle of tents.

Brittney kept pace just behind them, her big eyes scanning left and right.

Maria smiled. The idea of Brittney acting as her protector was ridiculous, but she was serious about the task.

“Alright,” Maria said. “You have my attention, Demonica. What is this all about?”

“Your coming war with the Church,” Demonica said as she looked straight ahead.

“Why would I make war with the Church. They are the hand of Morpheus...”

“Do you think me a fool?”

“No, Demonica, I think you’re a sociopathic monster and I want to put a stake through your heart or burn you at the stake or whatever it is I have to do to put an end to you.”

Demonica laughed. “They aren’t, you know.”

“What?”

“The Church is not the hand of Morpheus.”

“Word to the wise, Demonica? If you’re going to be Sister’s ally? Blasphemy will not win you points.”

Demonica stopped and smiled. “Can you imagine the world the Church will create when humanity is subdued? A cold, emotionless, passionless police state.”

“Morpheus is saving the world.”

Demonica laughed. “For what, Maria? Hmm? To thrust it into a totalitarian dark age?”

Maria shook her head. “You would stand here and have me believe that you give a fuck about what happens to this world?!”

“You’re right, I don’t. I want to see the humans burn,” Demonica said with a smile. “But I want my children to live. I want them to thrive. Ours is the true nature of humanity. The law of the jungle, kill or be killed. We are the future just as we were the past.”

“Well, you’ve ingratiated yourself with Sister. She sees a use for you.”

Demonica shook her head. “She hates you. Truly, she despises you. She believes you and Whore Caste are degenerates. And, as for my children and me? She sees us as a potential weapon to use against the humans and against you. She envisions a use for both of us, Maria, but I will not be her trained monkey any more than you intend to be.”

Maria laughed. “So Demonica and her horde of monster movie rejects intend on declaring war against the most powerful organization in the history of the world. Let me know how that works out for you, Demonica - did you see how easily Sister conquered the greatest cities of this world almost overnight? They begged her to subjugate them, Demonica.”

“Yes, she subjugated them, but it was Whore Caste technology that broke the human resolve. And, when Sister puts her latex boot heel on the throat of this world? It will be Whore Caste that stands up and says, ‘No more.’”

Maria shook her head. “You’re delusional...”

“I know that you are working with the humans to find a way to neutralize SlutzNet,” Demonica said.

Maria stared at her. “Don’t be...”

“Ridiculous? I know Demona is running an underground railroad for the immune. I know there is an army of immune transformed growing in strength in Canada. I know Demona is working on genetic weapons for use against Religious Caste.”

Maria was silent for a moment. “You’ve overplayed your hand, demon. You won’t leave this mountain alive.”

“Yes, I will. For one simple reason: you need allies, Maria.”

“I would never ally myself with the likes of you!”

Demonica laughed. “Oh, I think you will. You see there’s something I’ve discovered: my children are not susceptible to Religious Caste mind control.”

“That’s... that’s not...”

“Possible? Believe me, it came as a shock to us as well. Not to mention the utter shock of the Religious Caste who tried to attack one of my children with his mind.”

“So, Sister knows?”

“No,” Demonica said and chuckled. “My child... disposed of the bishop before he could relay that information to Havana.”

“Why tell me this, Demonica?”

“When war comes - the final war, I want to be on the winning side.”

“You think we’ll win?” Maria asked.

“For my children to survive? You must win. Sister sees everyone as expendable. She allies herself with me today, but she will burn us all at the stake the day after you fall.”

Maria smiled. “What makes you think I won’t do the same?”

“Because I will not help you unless you promise not to destroy us. And, the word of Maria Marapova is her bond - I find you tedious for that reason but trustworthy.”

Maria laughed. “I owe you no trust, monster.”

Demonica nodded. “And, yet, you will honor your word. That pathetic creature following along behind us is proof positive that you honor your commitments.”

Brittney frowned.

Maria’s eyes flashed and she grabbed Demonica’s throat. “Call her pathetic one more time and I will silence you forever.”

Demonica’s expression didn’t change. “I rest... my case.”

Maria released her and stepped back.

“We don’t need you,” Maria said.

Demonica rubbed her throat. “Yes, you do. You have no guarantee that immune army of Demona’s will follow you. They don’t trust you. Also, with the DNA of the immune, the DNA from a ‘di Morpheus’ such as yourself, and the DNA of one of my children? Demona might be able to crack the genetic code and make all of Whore Caste immune. You’ll face Sister on a level playing field.”

Maria turned away and sighed. “What do you want in exchange for this alliance?”

“A homeland for my people. Nothing more. A place where we can live and hunt in peace.”

Maria laughed. “Transylvania?”

Demonica laughed. “You are very droll. Actually, I was thinking... Europe.”

“Iceland.”

“Too small. Australia?”

“Japan,” Maria said.

“The British Isles.”

“All but Ireland,” Maria said.

Demonica smiled. “Buckingham Palace suits me. We have a deal, Mistress Marapova. Shall we shake on it?” She held out her hand toward Maria’s back.

“I would sooner cut off my hand. However, we have a deal. In exchange for your help in the future? I will give you the island,” Maria said as she stalked away.

Demonica smiled at her empty, clawed hand. “I’ll take what victory I can get.” She beat her wings and rose into the night sky.

Brittney ran and caught up with Maria. She took the taller woman’s hand.

“Brittney, I fear I have just made a deal with the devil herself.”

Brittney nodded. “Sort of like the deal Churchill and Roosevelt had to make with Stalin at Yalta, huh?”

Maria looked down at her and smiled. “You never cease to amaze me, Brittney.”

Brittney smiled. “Still got part of a brain, Maria.”

Maria pushed Brittney’s glasses frames back up her button nose. “You are not pathetic, Brittney. I love you more than I’ve ever loved anyone in my life.” She kissed her in the middle of the snowy field.

***

As Loretta experienced a time that was not her own, and Maria Marapova found her fortune inexplicably linked to Demonica’s, Patricia found herself looking in the blue eyes of a boy half her age.

“I... where am I?” The boy asked. As his eyes focused on her, she saw his breathing quicken and his skin flush.

She smiled. “It’s okay. You’re safe now. Both of you.”

The boy looked to his left at the pretty redhead seated beside him. She was staring fixedly at Drew.

“What happened? The little demons...?” The boy asked.

“We rescued you,” Patricia said. “This is our house. Are you hungry? You must be starving.”

He blinked. His eyes dropped from her face to her cleavage. Then he looked up quickly, his face becoming redder. “Yes.”

“My name is Pat...”

She felt Drew’s hand on her knee, squeezing gently.

“Tricia... my name is Tricia. And this is Drew.”

“I’m Peter.”

“Shannon,” the girl said. Her eyes were half closed as she stared at Drew.

Was Drew already in the girl’s head? Peter was clearly falling under the influence of Patricia’s pheromones.

“Maybe you and Peter should go out to the kitchen and get us some sandwiches?” Drew asked. He was still looking into the redhead’s green eyes.

“I...” Patricia stammered.

Drew turned slowly and smiled at her. “Everything will be fine, Tricia.”

Patricia nodded and swallowed. “Okay, Drew.”

She stood up.

The boy’s mouth opened as he looked at her.

Patricia held out her hand. “Come on, Peter.”

The boy nodded and stood up. He took her hand lightly and smiled.

The girl never broke eye contact with Drew.

Peter was two inches taller than Patricia, but she felt somehow taller. She had control of the boy. She was terrified of what the dark part of her personality wanted her to do.

And absolutely exhilarated.

The door to the kitchen closed behind them and, exhilarated or not? She wanted to run screaming back into the dining room. Drew was hers! She didn’t want to share him even if he was now some sort of demigod.

“The little demons? What are they?” Peter asked.

Patricia stared at the kitchen door behind them. “I... elves I think.”

“You mean like in D&D?”

“Um, no, I mean like Santa’s elves. Not really, of course.” She squeezed his hand. “What do you remember?”

“Well, Shannon and I were getting ready to head back to Ithaca...”

“Are you students?”

“Yeah. We came up here to get away for the weekend before we headed home for break.”

“Oh, are you boyfriend and girlfriend?” Patricia asked.

“Not anymore,” Peter said. “She broke up with me.”

“Oh, I’m so sorry,” Patricia said. The absolute lack of sincerity in her own voice almost made her stutter: her only thought was that he would be easier to seduce since he was recovering from a breakup. She was turning into a monster!

He shrugged. “It’s for the best. She’s a brain and I’m not.”

“What are you studying?”

He smiled. “Art history.”

“Well, that takes intelligence.”

He blushed. “Actually, I heard it was an easy field of study. For undergraduate you pretty much just look at art and remember who painted what.”

Patricia laughed. “I see.” It wasn’t a laugh she was used to hearing from herself. Her new laugh was... well, sexy. Not too long as to be a cackle nor too short to be a chuckle, an octave lower than her usual laugh. A femme fatale’s laugh.

“Yeah, Shannon is like a scientist. She’s going to be a biologist.”

Professional Caste, Patricia thought. There would be no Jessica Rabbit body for Shannon or drive to seduce and transform.

But, this boy?

Whore Caste. He would serve.

A thrill went through Patricia at the thought of making him serve.

“Are you okay?” Peter asked.

“Hmm? Oh, yes, I’m fine, Peter.” She smiled. “We’ll need some things out of the pantry.”

***

A Whore Master seduces differently. One with mental powers as strong as Drew’s? More different still.

Shannon was open to him.

She was leaning back in her chair, her arms limp by her sides, head tilted back, half-lidded eyes locked on his.

Her legs were spread beneath the table.

He could smell her: arousal with a tinge of fear, excitement mixed with confusion.

No fear. His mind reached out to hers and Drew’s words became her reality.

She breathed deep and smiled.

He sifted through her mind, her memories becoming little more than sand whipped up by a desert storm. Images passed by his eyes and then flew away.

A singular mind. Brilliant. She found the boy in the kitchen boring, mundane.

“He couldn’t make you cum?” Drew said. It wasn’t a question - he knew the answer. It was simply to start her talking and she wanted to talk.

“No. He tried.”

“You didn’t fake it?”

“Why would I do that?” She asked.

“To spare his feelings?”

She shook her head. “He needed to know. How can he learn if he doesn’t know?”

“Good point. Yes, you can masturbate,” he said, reading her mind.

She licked her lips. “Here? Now?”

“Here. Now.”

“You’re watching.”

“Yes.”

“I can’t masturbate if someone’s watching.”

“Have you ever tried?”

“No. What are you doing to me?”

“Opening your mind.”

“Is it permanent?” She asked.

“It can be if you like.”

She glanced toward the kitchen. “What is she doing with Peter?”

“Teaching him. When she’s done? He’ll be able to make you cum.”

“She’s... having sex with him?”

Drew shrugged. “She might fuck him. She might not. Maybe only oral or maybe she’ll let him fuck her. Maybe even in the ass.”

Shannon was breathing heavy. “You’re... in my mind... making me want... sex, aren’t you?”

Drew smiled. “You already wanted sex. I’m just making you comfortable with the idea. Are you afraid to masturbate while I watch?”

“Yes.”

“Why?” Drew asked.

“I’m afraid... you’ll want to... fuck me.”

“I do want to fuck you.”

She swallowed. She was almost hyperventilating. “You could make me, couldn’t you? You could make me do anything you wanted.”

“Yes.”

“Why haven’t you?”

Drew smiled. “I don’t have to. You have a perverted, twisted soul. You’re so... close. You know there’s supposed to be more. You know you want more.”

“And, you’re offering more?”

Drew smiled and nodded.

“What are you offering?”

“A world where you would be able to pursue any line of research you wanted. Free of regulation. Free of moral judgement. Pure scientific endeavor.”

She turned her head to the side. “I thought we were talking about sex?”

“Oh, that too. A world of sexual freedom, experimentation. An outlet for your hungers outside the laboratory. Stimulation beyond anything you can possibly imagine - both mental and physical.”

“Sounds like paradise,” she said.

“It will be.”

“How do I...?”

“Masturbate.”

She held her eyes steady on his. Shannon reached down and undid the button of her jeans then unzipped them.

“Push your chair back,” Drew said.

“You’ll be able to see.” She looked at the others around the table. “So will they.”

“They won’t notice. We’ve sedated them.”

“Anybody could come in...”

“Yes. And, they’ll see a beautiful woman masturbating.”

She slid her chair back and Drew smiled.

The front of her blue panties was visible through the open zipper.

Shannon pushed her hand under the waistband of the panties.

Drew sat back and admired her.

She gasped.

“Wet?”

She nodded as she moved her hand between her legs.

“Is your clit hard?”

“Yes,” she whispered.

Drew stood up.

“What are you doing?” She asked.

He walked around the table and sat on the edge in front of her. Drew ran his fingers down the hard swelling that ran down his left pants leg.

“Is that... all you?”

He laughed. “Yes.” He reached in his pants and slowly drew his length out.

“My God,” she whispered.

He let it hang down, pre-cum dribbling from the tip and falling on the dining room floor.

“You’re not human,” she whispered.

“You won’t be either.” He grasped the root of his cock and pumped slowly.

He began to stiffen, the veins as thick as her little finger standing up and throbbing. “Show me.”

She paused her gentle ministrations on herself. Then she pushed her jeans and panties down to her ankles before spreading her legs.

Her skin was pale with a spray of freckles on her tummy and thighs.

Her pussy was dark, the lips almost purple, the erect clit lighter beneath its hood. Wisps of scarlet pubic hair were confined to the space just above her clit - a little landing strip.

She returned to rubbing her clit, her eyes focused on his hardening cock. “Tell me about your utopia.”

Drew smiled. “I’ll do better than that. I’ll show you.”

He pushed his knowledge deep into her mind as she moaned.

***

Breasts are power, Patricia thought. She didn’t need mind control or even pheromones to control this boy - the G-Cup boobs stuffed into her little black dress had him hypnotized.

Peter kept trying not to stare at her.

She was purposely making that impossible. She aimed her cleavage at him as she talked. “Mayonnaise?”

“Umm, yeah,” Peter said as he arranged meat on the slices of bread. He was barely even trying not to look at her breasts.

“It’s in there,” she turned and walked to the pantry, feeling his hungry eyes on her ass. Could he see the tops of the stockings? He would soon.

She walked into the pantry. Patricia had a small stepladder to reach the top shelves - Tricia Tease didn’t need it anymore since she had grown, but she climbed it, nonetheless. The extra height would put him on eye level with the hem of her dress.

“Now, where did I put the mayonnaise?” She smiled knowing that he had to be looking directly at the stocking tops now. Whether it was right or wrong? This was fun. She stretched and heard him gasp.

She looked over her shoulder at him.

He was staring intently at her upper thighs.

“Peter, are you looking up my dress?”

The boy blinked rapidly and looked away. “What? No! No, I wasn’t.”

Patricia smiled and turned around. “Yes, you were. It’s okay, Peter. I’m not angry.”

He looked up and gasped again as his eyes were level with her bare upper thighs between the lace stocking tops and the hem.

She climbed down the ladder. “Poor thing. First your girlfriend breaks up with you and then... all the craziness at the lodge. It’s perfectly normal to want some comfort.” She reached out and put her fingers on his chest.

“I’m really sorry, Mrs. Combs...”

“Tricia, dear.”

“I’m sorry, Tricia. I just... haven’t felt myself since being at the lodge.” He turned away and walked back into the kitchen.

She watched him go. He was shy and polite, so much so that her pheromones weren’t enough. She needed a different tactic. The tactic came to her so quickly and naturally it frightened her.

Patricia sobbed.

He turned quickly. “Tricia?”

Her tears came... far too easily. Even her emotions were tied to her need to seduce.

“Did I say something?”

She walked into the kitchen and shook her head. “No. It’s just... of course, you weren’t looking at me. I’m twice your age. Sometimes I forget.”

“What?! No! God, no. You’re beautiful, Tricia.”

She tried not to smile. “You’re just saying that.”

He put his hands on her upper arms. “No, I mean it. You’re amazing.”

She turned her head and looked at his hand on her arm. “You’re very strong.”

“Am I hurting you?”

“No. I like it.”

He was looking at her lips. “I thought... women think this is aggressive now?”

“Oh, I don’t. You can be more aggressive, if you like.” She smiled. “Would you like to kiss me, Peter?”

“I...” He looked over his shoulder toward the door.

“She broke up with you. That’s her loss.”

“But, your husband...”

Tricia smiled and touched his cheek. “Peter, sometimes adults have special relationships. They only want one another to be happy, to feel pleasure... can you imagine feeling that way?”

He shook his head. 

She laughed. “Neither could I just a short while ago. But I’m beginning to understand it.”

He leaned forward and kissed her.

She let him hold her up with his hands, letting her head fall back, surrendering to this boy who was clumsy but so warm. A thrill went through her. For a moment, she remembered what it was like to be young and naive. Now, she was teaching him as she had been taught so long ago.

Her programming from the AI might have been incomplete but she understood the basic need that had been implanted in her: the need to seduce.

He probed her mouth with his tongue, his hands closing tighter on her arms. He was learning to take the lead.

She played with his tongue as they kissed, coaxing him to go deeper.

Patricia slid her hand down his chest to his stomach... lower still to the straining of his jeans.

He gasped and opened his eyes breaking the kiss.

She rubbed up and down his length and smiled.

Then she backed up and hopped onto the kitchen island.

His eyes went directly to her breasts. He had been fighting the urge the whole time but now there was no reason to hide.

She hooked her finger at him, and he stepped between her legs.

He reached up and began caressing her breasts through the fabric of the little black dress.

Patricia closed her legs around his hips and pulled him closer. “You like them?”

“Yes,” he whispered.

She shrugged the dress straps down, freeing her breasts.

“Oh,” Peter groaned.

She smiled as he stared at the clips on her nipples. He reached out and caressed them gently.

“They feel really nice. The pinching? I like the pressure.”

He locked his eyes on hers and squeezed the ends of her nipples.

“Mmm, yes,” Patricia whispered.

He lowered his head and licked her right nipple, drawing the flesh beyond the clamp between his lips and sucking.

“Oh!” Patricia bit her lower lip and rubbed the back of his head. “Mmm... later I’ll take off those clamps and give you a real treat.”

He kissed her nip tenderly and smiled up at her. “Why not now?”

Patricia laughed. “Oh, no. That would be cheating.”

“Cheating?!” He laughed.

“Mmm, hmm... trust me. One suck on my nipples and you’d be putty in my hands.”

“I already am.” He reached down and stroked the inside of her thigh above the stocking.

“My turn.”

“What?”

She pushed him back and slid off the island, squatting on her heels. She ran her hand up his leg. Patricia smiled and undid his zipper. She unbuttoned the jeans and pulled them down.

He was wearing blue briefs.

There was a wet stain from his hard, leaking cock and Patricia traced it with her finger.

He drew in a sharp breath.

She leaned up and kissed the wet spot, feeling his cock lurch under the cotton. She licked gently, tasting his salty precum.

Patricia continued to lick as she eased her fingers under the waistband and pulled them down. She took his cock into her mouth quickly, pulling him to the back of her throat.

“Oh, God!” Peter said as his fingers sifted through her hair.

She pinched the base of his cock with her thumb and index finger, helping him hold back his orgasm. He was only about 7” long and slightly thicker than Drew had been before.

She smiled as she sucked him, her tongue slipping out to fondle his nearly hairless balls on each downstroke. She held his ball sack gently with her left hand as her head bobbed.

A few days ago, she would have been impressed by the boy’s size.

Now? She wanted to change him. Homo Sapiens was just a stepping stone on the way to Homo Aeternum.

She extended her middle finger and massaged Peter’s anus as she sucked his cock.

***

Shannon licked from the base of Drew’s cock up and up to the thick head. It had taken less than a minute into their masturbation before she had reached out to beckon him closer.

Now she was rubbing her thick clit furiously as she kissed and licked his shaft. At first, she had tried to take the huge member into her mouth, but it had proven impossible.

She had managed to get a taste of his precum - which sent her into convulsing orgasms causing her to squirt for the first time in her life.

The knowledge Drew had poured into her mind (more like sprayed with a firehose) made her understand her body’s primitive response to his juice.

It was pointless for a human woman to try to resist a Whore Master. Shannon would have had more luck resisting breathing. Whore Caste was designed to be the perfect companions, the perfect lovers for humans and transformed alike.

This was science beyond science - a science of bliss and a philosophy of happiness.

She took his shaft in both hands and closed her lips on the tip of his cock.

She stroked him and was rewarded with a swallow of his precum.

Shannon shrieked and orgasmed. How many times now? A dozen? More? She was addicted - no human would ever be able to satisfy her.

Drew stroked her hair and whispered to her. He didn’t seem to want anything more from her than for her to continue what she was doing. He encouraged her to take more of his clear nectar when she was ready. This was about her. Her satisfaction, her happiness.

She knew what her life would be like in Havana. She would study at the Church’s University - classes beyond anything she would ever find in the United States. Not only was their technology far beyond everyone else’s, their arts and sciences were darker. The biology of transformation, exploring the limits of human evolution, the fringes of human sexuality.

And, when she wasn’t studying things that would have made Dr. Frankenstein green with envy? She would spend her nights in an orgy of delights.

Drew was smiling at her. “You like that, don’t you?”

He read my mind, she thought. She licked his cock and smiled, her eyes half closed. “Does that make me horrible?”

“No, you’re curious. You want to explore everything possible. There’s nothing wrong with that. There’s love as well, Shannon.”

She scoffed and pushed her tongue against the opening in his cock head. “No, there isn’t. Love isn’t real.” She knew that as fact. Shannon had never felt actual love in her entire life.

He stroked her small chin with his huge fingers. “Yes, it is.”

She licked his shaft. “Like with you and your wife?” She laughed and stuck out her tongue to jack more precum and send herself over the moon.

Drew frowned. “Yes. Yes, I think so. I think... I loved her.”

***

Peter had found his aggressive nature.

Patricia was bent over the kitchen island as he probed up and down her slit from behind.

“Condom... we need,” Peter gasped.

Patricia laughed. “No, we don’t. I want to feel you.”

“Oh, my God,” he moaned and pushed against her.

Patricia licked her lips as he found just the right angle and slid balls deep inside her. She smiled when she felt his hands on her hips, squeezing her flesh as he just held her on his shaft.

She leaned her head back. “Don’t hold back. I want you to give it all to me. I want every drop inside me, Peter.”

“Jesus, you’re incredible,” Peter whispered as he began to thrust.

Her body was made for a Whore Master, but her soul was made for this: to seduce, to take innocence away and leave a man in its place. She came more from this thought than from Peter’s lovemaking skills, though he was far from inadequate.

As a human, he would never be able to touch that secret place inside her, but he was fucking her mind deliciously!

“Yes, just like that, Peter. Not too fast. Make it last,” she moaned.

“Jesus, did you cum?!”

“Yes. You’re so good, you made me cum.”

“I... I’ve never been able...”

She leaned her head back and smiled. “I know. That’s why I came, Peter. Now, stop talking, and take me.”

He grunted and thrust harder.

She gripped the opposite side of the island, each thrust from the boy’s muscular hips smashing her breasts against the tabletop.

She laughed as his thrusts became erratic, knowing he was close. “Harder. Fuck me harder!”

He thrust hard and stumbled back before slamming into her, his arms encircling her waist as he bent over her and held on. He was sighing through gritted teeth.

She felt the powerful surge inside her as he filled her with cum. “Yes, oh, baby, yes!”

He held her tight as she felt him throb inside her, felt the cum leaking down her thigh.

She reached behind her and stroked his hair.

“I’ve never... that hard in my life,” he whispered.

She laughed. “You were wonderful.”

He groaned as he grew soft and slid out of her.

Peter straightened and stepped back.

His cum was trickling down Patricia’s thighs. “I’ll get something to clean...”

Patricia rolled over and sat on the edge of the island. “No need.” She spread her legs and a thick white glob of his cum slid out of her swollen pussy lips. She touched her middle finger to it and then transferred it to her tongue.

Peter watched mesmerized as her finger moved from her pussy to her mouth.

“Mmm,” she said. “We taste good together. Don’t worry, I’ll save enough for Shannon to lick.”

“Wh... What?!”

Patricia laughed. “You have so much to learn, Peter. Come here.” She reached down and squeezed the clamp on her right breast.

He stepped between her thighs.

“Nurse me.”

“I don’t understand.”

“You will. Now open your mouth and nurse. You know how. You can’t remember how but your body does.” She pulled the clamp loose and pushed his mouth onto her nipple.

He cried out as the Ambrosia hit his tongue.

His cock went hard instantly, and he shot hot jizz on Patricia’s stomach.

Patricia stroked his hair as he latched on, sucking and swallowing, his mind retreating to some primitive state. She pulled him on top of her with ease. She smiled: now she was the aggressor.

He curled into a ball on top of her, nursing as she hummed, his already hardening cock pressing into her thigh.

***

Loretta awoke to sobbing.

Honey was crying in her sleep.

“Honey?” Loretta whispered.

“Burns. It burns!” Honey whispered.

Loretta rolled over.

The blonde girl was sobbing, tears running from her closed eyes.

“Honey, you’re having a dream,” Loretta whispered.

“Burns. Oh, God, it burns!”

“Shh,” Willy said behind Loretta as he reached over and touched Honey’s cheek. “No fire. That’s over. That was a long time ago, Honey. It can’t hurt you now.”

Honey’s sobs slowed, then stopped. She breathed gently as Willy wiped away her tears.

Loretta turned her head and looked at him. “What happened to her?”

Willy looked up at the ceiling in the dark room. “I didn’t want to know at the beginning. At the auction, they wanted to tell me. It didn’t matter to me that day. And, for a few days? It really didn’t matter. We just loved each other.”

He took a deep breath. “Then, one night, she had a dream just like that one and I had to know. She couldn’t tell me. All she knows is that she had an innate fear of fire. And she knows she has nightmares, but she doesn’t know why. Dreams are the only thing the White Witch couldn’t fix.”

He leaned close. “I need to make sure she’s asleep.”

“It’s that bad?”

“No good can come of her knowing.” He smiled. “She’s even more beautiful when she sleeps.”

Loretta nodded.

“She was a school librarian. Can you imagine her as a fortyish librarian with her hair in a bun and horn rim glasses?” He laughed. “Anyway, she lived in Ithaca. And she was in love. In love with the wrong man - a married man.”

“Oh, no,” Loretta whispered.

“Yeah. One night, he ended it. She was driving home west of Ithaca, crying I guess. Despairing. She stopped at this truckstop off the freeway. This trucker parked his rig at the end of the lot and went in to get a bite to eat. She sat in her car and looked at his truck - a gasoline tanker - and she... just drove into it.”

“Jesus,” Loretta said.

“I guess she thought it would be quick.” Willy looked away. “Fate, though. She picked the one place on earth... There’s a place near Ithaca, it’s called Stallion’s. It’s a research installation for the Church. A Whore Master named Ray was there at the truckstop along with his girlfriend... well, she’s a robot.”

“A robot? We have robots too?”

Willy laughed. “Rita. Pretty much indestructible. The tanker truck was on fire, Honey’s car was ablaze, and Rita the Bimbot just walked right into the flames. Pulled Honey out of the car. Saved her. What was left, anyway. She was burned over ninety percent of her body. They took her to Stallion’s. There’s a doctor there, Demona, she fixed Honey’s body and a White Witch named Sugar fixed her mind.”

“That’s... wonderful,” Loretta whispered. She leaned forward and kissed Honey’s red lips.

“This world we’re going to make? It could be heaven on earth, Loretta. An end to suffering, loneliness, no crime, no war, no poverty.”

Loretta smiled. “Maybe not this world, Willy. But the next one? Definitely the next one.”

***

Patricia led Peter out of the kitchen. They were naked, the sandwiches forgotten.

His cock was hard as he followed along behind her.

Patricia smiled. “Ready?”

“Don’t we... need clothes?”

She laughed. “Why? They’ll just get in the way.”

She took a deep breath before opening the door. What lay on the other side was going to be a shock to Peter, but she was just as afraid of what her reaction would be. Yes, she had sex with Peter, yes she had cum while he fucked her and then nursed him with her own Ambrosia.

But she was afraid of what she would see Drew doing to the red haired girl.

Patricia opened the door.

The four sedated humans sat in the same place they had been before, their expressions the same as they had been when Patricia had taken Peter to the kitchen.

Shannon was on all fours, her fingers trying to dig into the carpet.

Drew crouched behind her, his muscular body flexing, driving his cock into the redhead’s pussy.

“Unnh, fuck! Fuck!” She moaned.

“What...?” Peter asked, his voice sleepy.

Patricia smiled.

Her Whore Master was taking down his prey.

She turned to Peter. “I told you my husband wouldn’t be mad.”

She led him to Shannon. Patricia looked into Peter’s eyes. “Shannon? Suck Peter’s cock while my husband fucks you.”

Peter had gone pale then he looked down.

Shannon put both hands on his buttocks and pulled him forward, taking his cock to the hilt in her mouth.

“Oh, shit,” Peter moaned.

Patricia stroked Shannon’s long red hair as she walked past to stand beside Drew.

Drew smiled at her.

He had only five inches of his seventeen inch length in the redhead’s stretched pussy.

“How was he?” Drew asked.

Patricia looked at Peter as he grasped Shannon’s red hair and used it to push his cock deeper into her throat.

“A quick study.” She reached down and ran her fingernail along the girl’s tight pussy lips where Drew was joined to her.

Patricia leaned up and kissed Drew, pushing her tongue deep in his mouth.

He reached down and cupped her left buttock as he continued to shallowly thrust into Shannon. “We have to be careful not to break them.”

Patricia giggled. “Mmm, I’ll bet she’s tight.”

“Like... a fist,” he leaned down and whispered in Patricia’s ear. “But, I’d rather be deep inside.”

“Hmm, let me see if I can help.” She put both her hands around the twelve inches of Drew’s cock that wasn’t embedded in Shannon.

“Oh, yes,” Drew groaned.

She began to jerk him off in rhythm with his thrusts. “Don’t you dare cum in this little slut. If you’re not binding to me? You’re not binding to anyone tonight, Drew Combs.”

He laughed. “Yes, Ma’am.”

Shannon began to shake and scream around Peter’s cock, an orgasm tearing through her exhausted body.

Peter groaned and came, and the girl sucked greedily.

Patricia laughed.

He fell backward on the floor and Shannon collapsed on top of him, her head in the crook of his arm.

Drew pulled out slowly, his cock throbbing and red.

“You were right, Drew: we broke them,” Patricia laughed as she watched the two sleeping college students on her dining room floor.

She stood up and stroked Drew’s cock. She cocked her head to the side and stared at the sleeping students. “If you came on them... both of them, right now? They’d be bound to you, wouldn’t they?”

He kissed her as she stroked him. “I thought... you forbade me to bind anyone tonight other than you?”

“You’re a dominant. I’m a sub. I’ll follow your lead.” And, she meant it. Right or wrong, better or worse, Patricia decided that she was going to accept this brave new world.

He reached down and picked her up, holding her in mid-air. “I don’t want you to be my submissive. I want you to be my partner.”

“Wha... What are you saying?”

He put her over his shoulder and turned toward the stairs.

“Drew!” Patricia giggled as she found herself inverted and looking at his muscled ass.

He turned toward Shannon and Peter who were starting to stir. “You two? Sleep.”

They both groaned and collapsed on each other.

“Drew Combs, where are we going?”

He slapped her ass. “Bed.” 

He climbed the stairs as she giggled.

***

The elves searched the mountain, darting from house to house looking for the transformed. They stopped short of town.

Occasionally, they would send an elf back to report their progress to Santa.

No elf wanted that job - it usually ended in a kick.

There was no organization to how they moved from house to house in the neighborhood. Worse, there were so many of them that no one, not the elves, not Santa, noticed that four elves were missing: Berniece and the three elves Carter, Brenda, and Hanna had locked in lard buckets in the shed.

***

Drew tossed Patricia on their bed.

She lay on her back and caressed her nipples, her legs spread. “Somebody got all worked up.”

He got on the bed and the springs creaked. He put his knees on both sides of her, his cock pointed directly at her lips. He stroked his cock. “You were amazing down there.”

“You aren’t angry?”

Drew shook his head. “Angry? The look on Peter’s face when the two of you walked out of that kitchen? He was blown away.”

“And, that doesn’t make you angry?”

“It made me proud, Tricia.”

She smiled. “I wasn’t sure how I would feel when I saw you fucking Shannon. But it was incredible, Drew. I wasn’t afraid of losing...” She caught herself. She couldn’t lose what she didn’t have.

He leaned down and kissed her. “I was going to wait until tomorrow, but I can’t wait any longer. Tricia, I can’t imagine being bound for eternity to anyone more than you. I want you with me forever.”

Patricia began to cry.

“No, don’t cry.” He began to stroke his cock.

“Wait. Let me.” She crawled out from under him and grasped his cock. “Come with me.”

She led him into the bathroom.

“Here? But wouldn’t you rather...?”

She stroked him beside the tub. “I was wrong about so many things. This is a gift, Drew.” She stroked her thumb over the head of his cock as she jerked him off.

“Oh, God, that’s good.”

She smiled. “I know you, even this you. Drew, in the kitchen, I understood. I finally understood. I felt... strong. Powerful. I cared for him, and I did everything out of love? But I took what I wanted and did what I wanted. They were prey, just like you said. Even when he was bending me over the kitchen island fucking me? I was the one in control. And, Drew, I loved it. Every second of it.”

Drew was trembling as she jacked him off.

“And, then, when I came out and saw you had that girl completely in your control? I wasn’t horrified or jealous - I was completely in love with you. Does that make sense?”

“Y... Yes... Tricia... Patricia, I’m going to cum.”

“Cum, Drew,” she said.

He cried out as a torrent of cum shot out of his cock.

She continued to work him as jet after jet splattered into the tub.

“Patricia? Why... don’t you want my cum?”

She smiled. “More than anything, I want to be bound to you.” She reached behind her and pulled a towel off the rack. She carefully wiped the cum that still clung to his cock. “But, I want us to sleep on it.”

“What?! Why? I want you and you want me...”

She dropped the towel in the tub and reached up. She stroked the stubble on his cheeks. “You chose me. Again. Two decades ago, the old Drew chose me, and I chose him. And, now, here we are and we’ve chosen each other again.” She began to cry. “I loved Drew Combs more than anything and now? I love him even more. So, any binding we need can wait until morning after a good sleep.”

He gathered her in his arms and kissed her.

***

At 5:00 AM, Willy and his coven stood in front of the shed.

Hanna held up a lard bucket.

The bucket shook and wobbled in her grasp - something alive was inside it.

“You have got to be kidding,” Willy said.

Carter shrugged. “Works. They can’t get out.”

Hanna set the bucket on the snow.

Berniece walked up to it and peered through the holes in the top. “Heheheh,” she giggled. Then she kicked the side of the lard bucket.

The elf inside the bucket screamed and cursed.

“Bucket of elf,” Berniece giggled and kicked it again.

“Stop that,” Willy said as Kayla, Loretta, and Honey laughed.

“See any other elves?” Willy asked.

“Only at a distance,” Brenda said. “They completely skipped the house twice.”

“Our luck won’t last,” Willy said. “You three go get some sleep. Good work.”

***

Sunlight brightened the windows of Patricia and Drew’s bedroom. He had his arm around her, his nose buried in her hair.

She smiled. Drew was huge now and she felt like she was in the arms of a bear.

She turned in his embrace and faced him.

Still his face, just more rugged, stronger.

He opened his eyes slowly. “Morning.”

“Morning. What’s my name?”

He smiled. “Is this a trick question?”

“Yes.”

He pushed a lock of her hair out of her eyes. “Patricia Combs.”

“And who are you?”

“Napoleon Bonaparte.”

She twisted his right nipple. “Asshole.”

He slapped her hand away and laughed. “Drew Combs.”

“Are you awake, Drew Combs?”

“Wide awake, Patricia Combs.” He squeezed his eyes shut. “Last night was kind of a blur... did we... swing or something?”

“Or something.”

“Did we like it?”

“You had your seventeen inch cock wedged partway inside a redheaded coed. I got my brains fucked out by a boy half my age and then I nursed him.”

“So, did we like it?” Drew asked.

Patricia laughed. “Neither of us complained. I think we’ve evolved.”

“Long live Homo Aeternum,” he said. “Are you okay?”

“You scared me, I won’t lie. I thought I’d lost you.”

“I can only remember bits and pieces. It was like I was...”

“Asleep. That’s what Willy said. An AI program was in charge.”

Drew sighed. “Baby, I am so sorry...”

“No, don’t. It’s okay. Sex robot Drew kind of proposed to me last night. Tried to bind me.”

“That bastard! You turned him down?”

She shook her head. “I told him we’d talk about it this morning.”

He smiled and touched her face. “So what do you think, Mrs. Combs? Want to spend eternity with me? Or at least until Satan Claus comes for our heads?”

“Yes.”

Drew rolled her onto her back.

“Um, no. First? I want a shower because... I have a lot of Peter inside me.”

Drew laughed.

***

Patricia emerged from the shower a few minutes later.

She was wearing a lace teddy she’d had in the closet for years.

Drew sat up in bed. “Hello.”

She smiled. “Don’t make me laugh, if I breathe too hard these G-Cup jugs are going to rip this thing to shreds.” She leaned against the doorframe. “Tell me, how do you want me? Patricia Combs with brown hair or...”

Her hair went platinum blonde. “Ice queen white. Or...”

Her hair went jet black, and her skin became pale, the eyeshadow dark. “Goth princess black. Or...”

Her hair became red, and freckles spread out over her nose. “Coed red?”

Drew laughed. “Oh, my God. You read the instruction manual?”

“Figured it out on my own. I’m kind of amazing now.”

“I noticed. But I am partial to classic Patricia.”

Her hair and makeup returned to normal. “Right answer.”

He patted the bed.

She shook her head. “Oh, no. We’re transformed, remember?”

“I’m not following.”

“We’re Whore Caste. We’re supposed to be good examples for the humans.” She held out her hand.

“What are you planning?”

“Show and tell.”

***

Carter, Brenda, and Hanna walked in the front door to find Patricia and Drew coming down the stairs.

Drew was naked.

Patricia looked like a fetish lingerie model.

“Patricia?” Carter asked as she walked past.

She paused and smiled. Then she kissed him, her tongue sliding into his mouth.

He just stood and blinked.

“God, I wanted to do that since I first answered the door two days ago,” Patricia said. She winked at Brenda. “He’s very kissable, isn’t he?”

Brenda nodded. “Yes.”

“Actually, all of you are,” Patricia said as she and Drew walked toward the dining room.

Carter looked at Brenda and Hanna.

“No way we’re going to be able to sleep after that,” Brenda said as she led them toward the dining room in Drew and Patricia’s wake.

Patricia stood in the dining room. The four sedated humans still sat in their chairs, Shannon and Peter were still lying naked on the floor. “Wake them up, but keep them all calm?”

Drew smiled. “On the count of three? All of you will wake up but you will not panic from anything you see. One. Two. Three.”

A middle aged man stared at Patricia. “What the...? I really need to pee.”

Patricia’s eyes grew wide. “Oh... Oh, wow, I never thought about that. Everyone? Bathrooms upstairs and down.”

***

Willy scanned the horizon looking for the small shapes of elves.

“You really think Maria will come?” Honey asked her breath clouded in front of her face.

He put his arm around her. “Yeah, I just hope it’s soon.”

“God, he despises her,” Kayla said. “She beat the shit out of him at the mall. He lives for revenge.”

“Okay, so this Maria beat him up once. She can do it again, right?” Loretta asked.

Kayla shook her head. “I don’t know. I think so. He’s different now. Stronger. She beat him but the contest was fairly even. Now? I don’t know.”

Willy rubbed his chin. “He punches awfully damned hard, I know that. But if Maria is expecting Demonica? I think she’ll bring an army. I hope she brings one.”

***

East of the Greek Peak Lodge, the Whore Caste army waited in a field.

“How long we gonna wait, your ladyship?” Ray asked as they stared toward the lodge in the distance.

Maria sighed. “Demonica is waiting on a sign their experiment has concluded. When they go in, we go in.”

“Risky,” Rita said. She knelt in the snow, the hoodie covering her face. “The longer we wait, the more chance our people are in danger.”

“I agree,” Sugar said. “She can’t be trusted, Maria.”

“This Willy, he’s resourceful?” Maria asked.

Sugar nodded. “He’s respected if that’s what you’re asking? Just... unorthodox.”

“Meaning?”

“He... believes in giving the humans a choice in transformation. It’s why we don’t normally use him for transformations.”

“Great. One of those,” Maria grumbled.

“Yeah, God forbid you give people freedom to choose their own fate,” Rita said.

“We’re saving the world. Sacrifice’s must be made,” Maria said.

Rita held up her left hand and wiggled her mechanical fingers. “Trust me, I’m aware.”

Ray put his hand on Rita’s shoulder.

“Noon,” Maria said. “We go in at noon whether Demonica agrees or not.”

***

A few days ago, having a room full of people watch as a Whore Master who used to be her husband Drew drove his seventeen inch cock into her, building up to filling her full of magic cum that would make her immortal and his forever soulmate might have seemed strange.

Now as a group of transformed college students and total strangers watched with rapt attention as Drew’s cock found her second clit again, and again, and again? It felt a lot like a second wedding day - differing only from the first in that the bride and groom were fucking while half the guests were masturbating.

The combined transformed pheromones in the room were having the effect Patricia imagined they would.

The reception after this ceremony would be an orgy.

That made Patricia laugh in between moans.

“God, I’m going to cum, Patricia,” Drew groaned in her ear as his hips pumped his cock in and out.

“Yes, God, yes, cum...”

***

Patricia was holding Honey’s hand.

No, that couldn’t be right. Honey wasn’t even in the house.

But then, Patricia was no longer in the house.

She was standing on a crowded street. It was warm and she could smell a sea breeze at her back. Buildings towered over her. The city. She was in a city by the sea... 

A white triangular building rose ahead of her. She recognized the pyramid building.

San Francisco! She was in San Francisco on a warm sunny day!

“Honey, how...?”

“I’m so scared, Tricia,” Honey said.

Honey’s face was painted with stripes, pinks and blues and greens like a child’s idea of war paint. She was carrying a six foot long steel pipe in her left hand and holding Patricia’s hand with her right. “I can see Willy, why does he have to be at the front?”

Patricia looked toward the pyramid building.

There was a crowd all around them but at the front of the crowd Whore Masters stood shoulder to shoulder. She spotted Willy easily because of his height, though there was another man with them who was even taller.

And Drew was standing beside Willy.

“What’s happening? What the fuck is happening?” Patricia yelled.

“They’re going to fight. Why, Tricia? I don’t understand. Why do we have to fight?”

People began running away from the front line. Humans. Humans were running.

Honey ran through the retreating humans, running toward Willy.

A woman flew above them - a woman with short white hair and red skin soared over the crowd on huge bat wings. “If you’re human, get back. There’s nothing you can do to help. Stay behind the transformed,” the woman yelled as she flapped her wings and rose higher.

Patricia’s eyes focused on a figure standing motionless in mid-air. It was a man wearing a leather jacket and jeans. He was at least a hundred feet above the crowd.

“Who is that?” Patricia asked.

“That’s me,” a man said.

Patricia turned to see the man in the air was also standing behind her. She looked from one of them to the other.

It was the same man, though the one on the ground had a slightly longer beard. 

“Oh, it’s starting,” he said.

“What?”

He nodded toward the front line.

Patricia could see a group of women in white latex standing in the group of Whore Masters - White Witches.

One of the White Witches stood taller than the others. A woman with long platinum blonde hair wearing some kind of armor made of clear glass draped in white rubber. “He created us to save them not to kill. You have perverted his will,” the tall woman said.

“I am his will!” A woman screamed from further away.

“I’ll be right back,” the man in the leather jacket said.

He disappeared. One moment he was there and the next he was gone.

A gunshot rang out and people began to scream.

Then the man in the leather jacket re-appeared out of thin air. He smiled. “So many moving parts. I have to save them all.”

“What is going on?” Patricia asked.

He smiled. “The beginning. It’s frightening. So frightening.” He looked up in the air. “Trust me, I know how afraid I was on this day. It seemed like everything was going wrong.” He took Patricia’s hand. “But this is the beginning.”

His hand was warm in hers and Patricia felt that warmth seep through her. She squeezed his hand and she smiled.

“Evolution is painful. We struggle and make mistakes.” He laughed. “Even gods.”

High above the other version of the man in the leather jacket pointed toward whatever group stood on the other side of the front line. “If there has to be a fight, let it be between us!”

“What do you suggest?” Another man said.

Patricia squinted into the sun.

There was another man floating above the crowd on the other side of the line and it was this man who answered the man in the leather jacket.

“We work this out between us, Morpheus. And none of these people have to be hurt.”

“Adam! No!” A White Witch with red hair yelled up at the man in the leather jacket.

“Angela, my angel,” the man holding Patricia’s hand said.

“Your name is Adam?” Patricia asked.

He smiled and nodded still looking at the redheaded witch. “I miss her so much.”

“Alright, boy,” Morpheus said. “Follow me. If you can.” He rocketed away into the blue sky.

High above, Adam sped after him.

Patricia’s Adam still held her hand. “What’s going to happen?”

Adam smiled. He started to say something but, instead, he smiled. “How do I explain eternity? Just... help Willy.”

“Is something going to happen to him?”

“No. Because you aren’t going to let it.”

She took a step toward the front line.

“No, Patricia not on this day. At Greek Peak. Be ready to help Willy. And don’t be afraid, Patricia. It’s all going to work out.”

***

“Aiggh!” A woman screamed.

One of the humans, a middle aged woman with blonde hair going to gray had managed to remove one of Patricia’s nipple clamps and got a face full of Ambrosia for her troubles.

The woman was screaming in orgasm.

A dream. She had dreamed after Drew...

The binding!

Drew was kissing her neck, his cock still inside her and, God, she loved him!

The orgasming woman was shaking.

Patricia reached out and pulled the woman to her breast. “Suck.”

She latched on and orgasmed again.

The floor was an orgy of arms and legs.

Patricia laughed and held the nursing woman close as Drew grew hard inside her again.

***

“Willy!” Loretta said as she pointed toward the tree line.

A small group of elves pointed at them from the forest and began to scream.

“Shit,” Willy said as he leaned against the shed.

The elves began to laugh and then sprinted into the woods heading toward the lodge.

Berniece ran after them up the slope.

“Berniece, no. Come back. Let them go.”

She stopped, small fists on her hips. Then she ran back to him.

“Our luck just ran out,” Willy said.

***

Greek Peak Resort

7:30 AM

Santa stroked Dinah’s motionless, naked body. Her transformation was nearing completion.

She lay on top of the bare mattress in Santa’s room. Her useless former husband cowered by the bed, his mind stripped clean.

Santa smiled as he traced Dinah’s new contours. Her spine was longer, the curves now more pronounced. Her skin was so pale it almost looked blue. The eyebrows were now arched, the hair long and black.

An inverted pentagram was branded on her forehead.

“Always wanted one of these,” Santa said. “Demonica’s transformations are more imaginative than that fucking computer’s.”

There was a commotion in the hall.

Santa smiled.

An elf ran into the room on all fours. “Found! Found!”

Santa reached down and pushed Dinah’s upper lip open exposing her fangs. He smiled. “You’re not quite ready yet. Don’t worry, I’ll save that big titted bitch for you. You can tear her throat out.”

He turned and kicked Dinah’s husband.

The man whined and groveled. 

“When she wakes up? She’s going to be hungry. Feed her one of the breeders - better be quick about it or she’ll put you on the menu. Understand?”

“Yes, master!”

“Good boy,” Santa said as he turned and picked up the fire axe. He laid it across his bare shoulder. “Alright elves. Let’s go kill some transformed.”

***

Willy gathered the transformed on the back patio of the Combs’s house. “It could have been worse - if they had found us last night? We’d have been at a disadvantage. At least now we’ll fight in the daylight. By this time, the elves have reached Santa. We’ll need to intercept them on the slope.”

Drew stretched and looked up the slope. “What’s our goal here, Willy?”

“Stop them if we can. Hold them off till help comes.”

Drew nodded. “And the other goal is to save the humans in our care?”

“Yes... something bothering you?”

“We need to move them.”

“Move them?”

“Willy, they know where we are. If they get through us? They’ll head straight to the house. The humans can’t be here if Santa gets past us.”

Willy sighed. “I’m a good mind controller but I can’t ‘program’ them to evade an army.”

“No, which is why a few of us are going to have to stay behind and take them as far away as possible. Take them to the bus - you hid it to the south, right?”

Brenda shook her head. “Look, professor, I’m no soldier but I don’t think splitting our forces is a smart idea...”

“Normally? I would agree,” Drew said. “But, though Whore Caste considers everyone to be equal? The reality of this situation is that some of us are going to be better at fighting than others.”

Willy thought for a moment and nodded. “You’re right.”

“Who are you saying needs to stay behind?” Carter asked.

Drew smiled. “For starters? You.”

“Huh?! Hey, I can fight...”

“You’re still technically human, Carter,” Drew said. “So are Brenda and Hanna.”

“Excuse me, we took down three elves last night!” Brenda said.

“Yes,” Drew said. “And you did a wonderful job. But you’re susceptible to pheromones. Kayla? Will Santa have the ability to sway Carter and his coven?”

Kayla shrugged. “Honestly? I don’t know. Maybe...”

“That’s enough for me,” Willy said. “The professor is right: you guys need to stay and protect the humans.”

Carter sighed and Brenda and Hanna looked miserable.

Drew smiled. “If we fail? You’ll get your chance at him.”

Gina took Josie’s hand. “Josie needs to stay here as well.”

Josie frowned. “No, Gina! I go with you!”

Gina kissed her. “Baby, you’re not a fighter. Not anymore. I need you to stay here and do whatever Carter and Brenda tell you, okay?”

Josie pouted. “Okay, Gina.”

Drew looked at Patricia.

“Oh, not on your life, Drew.”

Drew looked at Willy. “Is there any way I can compel her to stay?”

Willy laughed. “Sorry, professor, we’re masters in name only.”

Patricia took Drew’s hand. “You’re stuck with me.”

“I’ll stay,” Kayla said.

Willy looked at her.

“I don’t want to fight him, Willy.”

Willy nodded. “Okay.”

Loretta looked at Kayla. Her words from the dream came back to her: ...that day at Greek Peak? I wouldn’t have made it without you.

Loretta smiled. “I’m staying too.”

“No,” Kayla said. “You should go with Willy.”

“Hey, I don’t take orders from you,” Loretta said and smiled.

Kayla opened her mouth to say something.

“I’m with you and that’s final.”

Kayla closed her mouth.

“I don’t like this,” Richie said. “I don’t like us splitting up. I feel like maybe we won’t see each other again.”

Loretta smiled. “No. We will see each other again. Everything is going to be okay.”

Everyone looked at her.

“There’s a future ahead of us. It’s something wonderful and I know in my heart we are all there.”

“You know something we don’t?” Honey asked as she took Willy’s hand.

“Maybe I do,” Loretta said.

Willy smiled. Then he looked down at Berniece who stood at his feet, the butcher’s knife in her hand. 

“No. Go with Willy. Going to cut, cut, cut.”

***

Those who stayed behind watched as Willy and the others began walking up the slope.

Kayla turned to Carter. “Round up the humans and lets get them moving toward the vehicles.”

Carter nodded. “You heard the lady.”

Brenda, Hanna, and Josie walked with Carter back into the house.

“What are you planning?” Loretta asked.

“What are you talking about?” Kayla replied.

“Spit it out. You’re no more afraid of Santa than I am, so why did you want to stay behind?”

“Just don’t get in my way,” Kayla said as she turned away.

Loretta grabbed her arm and spun her around.

“What the fuck!” She drew back to hit Loretta.

“We’re bound, you and me. I love you. We’re one. So cut the crap, Kayla. You’re trying to piss me off so I’ll get mad and leave you alone. Fuck you. I’m not going anywhere. So tell me what the fucking plan is?”

Kayla sighed and lowered her fist. “You’re not going with me!”

“Again, fuck you. The plan. Spill it.”

“I can’t... leave them up there.”

“Who?”

Kayla looked away. “The breeders. The girls Santa enthralled and turned into elf factories. He will have left them behind at the lodge. I can take the bus up to the lodge and get them out of there while Santa and the elves are on the slope.”

Loretta smiled. “Kayla di Wanker? You’re a goddamned hero.”

Kayla scoffed. “Hero? Yeah. I helped him brainwash those girls and breed them like animals. I’m a real hero.”

Loretta took her hands. “Don’t you get it? You were just as enthralled as they were. Willy broke the spell. You are a hero, Kayla.” She hugged her.

The woman was stiff for a moment and then hugged her back. “You are not going with me. I couldn’t bear it if anything happened to you.”

Loretta smiled. “Ditto. So I’m going.”

“But...”

“But nothing. I’ve got your back.”

***

Willy stopped halfway up the slope. He turned to the east. Maria Marapova was somewhere beyond those trees. She had to be. If she wasn’t? They were all going to die.

What were Loretta’s words? There’s a future ahead of us. It’s something wonderful and I know in my heart we are all there.

Willy wished he could share her optimism, but he suspected Loretta’s positive attitude was simply the lingering effects of the binding.

Berniece was sitting on his shoulder, and she put her arm around his neck. “We fight here, Willy?”

“Yeah, I think so, Berniece.”

She hopped off his shoulder and danced in the snow, the knife blade flashing in the sun.

Honey put her arm around Willy. “Really wish we were back home, Willy.” In her other hand, she held one of the road signs.

He leaned over and kissed her. “Very soon.”

Drew stopped a few yards to Willy’s right. “There’s a future ahead of us, Loretta said. Something wonderful.” He turned on the pilot flame of his flamethrower. “Sure hope she’s clairvoyant.”

Patricia stood beside him. “Maybe she saw the future.” She swung a lead pipe in her right hand.

Drew looked into her eyes. “Did you see the future?”

“I don’t know. When we were bound? I saw... something. I wouldn’t call it wonderful but... I think we were all there.”

“Wait... you guys saw something when you were bound?” Gina asked. She leaned on the uprooted stop sign she had carried with her. “I didn’t see shit.”

“Me neither,” Richie said as he stooped beside a small copse of pine trees. He yanked one out of the ground and stripped the branches with his bare hands. He tossed it to Willy.

Willy caught it one-handed.

Richie yanked out another and stripped it bare. “Guys? I got a confession. I’ve never been in a real fight before. I mean, not counting yesterday at the lodge, and I really didn’t do much.”

Gina smiled. “I thought you were a jock?”

“Who? Me? I’m just a fat kid who played Dungeons and Dragons. I wasn’t even a fighter, I was a wizard.” He swung the tree trunk like a baseball bat.

Gina winked at him. “Stick with me. I’m a Jersey girl. I was born fighting.”

Honey looked up the slope. “You guys hear that wind?”

Willy gripped the tree trunk in both hands. “That’s not wind.”

The howl became individual screams as the slopes began to turn red with the rushing bodies of the elves. Behind them, the possessed followed.

“Jesus, it’s like a fucking avalanche,” Gina said as the horde rushed toward them.

“Don’t let them separate us,” Drew said. “Stand your ground and stay together.”

A dark shape appeared on the slope behind the horde.

Santa lumbered toward them, the axe across his shoulders.

***

“Nobody said we were going to be splitting up!” Carter said.

“It’s something we have to do,” Kayla said as she opened the doors to the Greek Peak Lodge bus. They had hidden it in some trees a mile from the house.

“But...”

Loretta put her hands on his shoulders. “Carter, sweetheart? I know you’re trying to keep everybody safe, but you really couldn’t stop Kayla and I if you wanted to.”

“Listen to her, junior Whore Master. We can kick your ass,” Kayla said as she found the keys they left in the visor and started the bus.

“Hey, be nice,” Loretta said. “She’s right though. We’d definitely kick your ass. She’d actually enjoy it.”

“Are you coming or not?” Kayla said with a scowl.

“One second,” Loretta said. She rolled her eyes. “Old ball and chain, huh?” She looked at the crowd of dazed humans that Brenda, Hanna, and Josie had corralled in the trees. “Wait on us as long as you can. But if you hear Santa Claus coming to town? You’d better head deeper into the woods.”

“Kayla said Demonica’s army is out there,” Carter said.

“Who do you want to take your chances with? Santa or something that might be in the woods? How bad could it be?”

Kayla shrugged. “Werewolves, vampires, demons, things with heads like bats, lizard men, zombies who will eat you.”

Loretta stared at her and scowled.

“What? You asked!”

Loretta sighed and turned back to Carter. “Look, just play it by ear. But, whatever happens? He can’t get these people. He’ll turn them into the possessed and attack the town.” She glanced over her shoulder at Kayla.

Kayla nodded. “She’s not wrong.”

Carter smiled. “Whatever you’re doing? Please just do it quick.”

***

“I don’t want to hurt anybody!” Honey screamed as she swung the street sign and sent eight elves flying backward through the air.

Drew triggered the flamethrower and created a carpet of flame that sent the elves scurrying back.

The possessed stayed just out of range letting the sea of elves take the brunt of the abuse.

Willy swung his tree trunk as hard as he could - he had a feeling the elves were pretty much invulnerable to blunt force trauma. They simply flew through the air, bounced a few times and rushed back into the fray.

Santa stood behind the possessed and smiled. “Give it up, Whore Master. You’ll die from exhaustion before they even get winded.”

“I thought you...” Willy swung the tree trunk and sent a half dozen more sailing through the air. “...wanted to kill me yourself.”

“Oh, I will. I intend on killing all of you once they’re finished with you.”

One of the elves got too close to Willy and Berniece rushed forward. She slashed the male elf with her knife and sent it yelping back. Then she retreated back behind Willy’s legs.

“Traitorous little bitch,” Santa growled.

Berniece bared her fangs and flipped him off. “Fuck you! Asshole!”

Santa smiled. “They’re supposed to be my slaves. How did you take her from me?”

Honey swung her sign. “It’s called kindness, asshole. You should try it some time.”

Berniece giggled. “Kindness? No. Willy bigger cock. Real man!” Then she sneered and flipped Santa off. “Fuck you! Pencil dick!”

The transformed began to laugh.

Santa roared and charged forward.

Willy had only an instant to think. She goaded him. She purposely made him lose his temper.

Santa was swinging his axe toward Willy’s head.

The axe blade clanged as it collided with Honey’s street sign - she had blocked the blow. She landed in the snow, knocked down by the force of Santa’s blow.

Berniece leaped over Honey and stood with her knife out. The elves scurried away from the fallen Street Whore.

Santa tried to swing the axe again.

But Richie had already run to flank him. He swung his tree trunk into Santa’s stomach, doubling him over.

Then Willy brought his own tree trunk up under Santa’s Chin knocking him twelve feet back into the deep snow.

Drew created a wall of flame that drove the elves back as Gina and Patricia helped Honey to her feet.

Santa rolled on the snow and groaned.

The transformed drew closer together and Berniece ran behind Willy’s legs again.

Willy looked behind him at Berniece. “Smart little devil, aren’t you?”

Berniece smiled with her pointed little teeth and hissed.

Drew looked at Richie and laughed. “Dungeons and Dragons, huh?”

“There’s strength in numbers,” Richie said.

Gina caressed Richie’s left arm. “Oh, we are going to fuck so hard tonight.”

The elves and possessed looked disoriented.

Santa slowly rolled to his feet.

Drew nodded at them. “Santa’s the key. Without his guidance? They’re lost.”

***

Kayla stopped the bus by the front entrance.

Loretta stood beside the bus’s folding door. “You think they’ll be alone in there?”

Kayla turned off the ignition and put the keys in the pocket of her snow jacket. “They’re of no use to him now. He has his army of elves. He would have taken them with him to attack the house. The only ones who might still be here are the receptionist and her husband.”

“Dinah’s husband is here?”

Kayla looked away. “Yes, I... broke him.”

“Define that for me.”

“I... made him my cunt slave.”

Loretta stared at her. “Yeah, what is that exactly?”

“I made him into a submissive who only lives to worship and service me. Kind of pathetic actually.”

“O... kay.”

Kayla got out of the driver’s seat. “I’m not proud of all the things I’ve done.”

“Hey, girl power. You know, down with the patriarchy. I’m with you, boo.”

Kayla stared at her. “You are so strange.”

“Yeah, well, I never turned anybody into a cunt slave.”

Kayla smiled. “You should try it sometime.”

Loretta laughed. “Dropping acid and talking to bears.”

“Huh?”

“Never mind. Let’s go find the breeders.”

***

As soon as Santa was on his feet, the elves and possessed resumed the attack.

Santa rubbed his jaw and smiled. He raised his arms.

The possessed rushed forward.

Honey swung her sign and hit the nearest possessed.

The man’s nose exploded in a spray of blood, and he collapsed in the snow.

Honey staggered back in horror. “Willy? They’re not like the elves.”

Willy looked at the bleeding figure on the snow. “Goddamn it,” he whispered. “Fall back! Try not to hurt the possessed.”

The glassy-eyed people were falling over the elves and each other trying to get to the transformed.

Richie shoved a woman back with the tree trunk. “Willy, if we can’t beat them back, what the hell are we supposed to do?”

The elves were pulling back.

“Fuck,” Willy said. He dropped his tree trunk and began shoving the possessed backward.

Drew dropped his flamethrower behind him, and he and Patricia began shoving as well.

Santa stood back with the elves and laughed.

***

The automatic doors leading to reception opened with a hiss.

The desk was empty.

Loretta followed Kayla into the lounge area. The furniture was in disarray from their struggle yesterday.

Kayla looked slowly left to right.

Then they walked into the hallway.

“It’s quiet,” Loretta worried as she looked back over her shoulder. “Too quiet. Like the part in the movie where the killer comes out of the shadows, and they start playing that stabbing music.”

“Shut up.”

“I’m sorry. I talk when I’m nervous.”

“I noticed. Shut up.”

The door to Santa’s room was partly open. It was dark inside.

“Nope. Not going in the creepy hotel room,” Loretta said.

“Just stay out here. I’ll be right out.”

“Oh, no. And leave me out here? Have you never watched a horror movie?”

Kayla shrugged. “Fuck, Loretta.”

“Just... you go first.”

“I was going to.” She pushed the door open.

A waft of fetid air rushed into the hall.

“Oh, fuck me. That smells like monkey shit.”

“I don’t miss the smell.” Kayla walked inside.

There were two king beds stripped down to the mattresses.

The first was empty.

The second bed held a tangle of a half dozen naked women. Their eyes were sunken, and their abdomens looked like deflated balloons.

“Jesus,” Loretta said.

Kayla looked at her with pain in her eyes. She knelt by the bed. “Wake up, girls. We need to go.”

Loretta shook her head. “You did this to them?”

Kayla turned and nodded with tears in her eyes. “Get blankets. They have no clothes.”

Loretta turned and opened the closet door.

She stumbled back as she saw something move on the floor. “Kayla!”

Kayla jumped to her feet. She peered into the closet. “No, it’s okay. It’s the receptionist’s husband.”

“Stan?” Loretta whispered as she crouched down.

Dinah’s husband, Stan, was curled naked in a ball in the small closet.

He seemed to have shrunk since the last time Loretta had seen him. He looked out at her with terrified eyes.

Kayla held out her hand. “It’s okay. I’m here now. Come out.”

He shook his head and tried to crawl deeper into the darkness. “Not yours. I’m not yours.”

“What are you talking about?” Kayla said. “Of course, you’re mine.”

“No. I’m hers.”

Kayla frowned and stared at him.

The bathroom door crashed open, and a blur of pale skin rocketed across the room.

Loretta was shoved backward. She landed on the empty bed and rolled off on the other side.

Kayla brought her arm up to block the attacker, but she was tackled to the floor.

Loretta got to her feet just as something that had once been Dinah, her red eyes blazing in the dark, sank her long fangs in Kayla’s throat.

***

There was a fine line between hitting one of the possessed hard enough to knock it out and hitting it so hard its neck snapped.

Gina, Honey, and Patricia found themselves completely unable to hit them in the head. They could only deliver half-hearted body blows. It was as if a circuit breaker in their head prevented them from inflicting mortal damage.

So far, Drew, Willy, and Richie had managed not to kill any of the possessed.

But, less than a quarter of the naked people had been knocked unconscious. Those that weren’t down just kept coming.

Willy was spending half his time keeping Berniece from cutting off things the possessed needed.

“I found your weakness, Whore Master,” Santa said as he paced back and forth outside the fray. “You’re too soft. You care about these pathetic bags of shit. That’s why you’re going to die.”

Willy caught a woman in his arms, spun her around and shoved her into the man behind her, sending them both down onto the snow. “No. That’s why we’re going to win.”

“Now!” Santa yelled.

Willy looked behind Santa.

A line of elves stood with rocks in their hands.

They threw them all at once.

The air was thick with stones.

***

Dinah screamed into Kayla’s neck. Then she jumped away and wretched, spitting Kayla’s blood on the carpet. “Tainted. I can’t feed from her!”

Kayla held her hand over her neck.

Dark blood poured from the wound and between her fingers.

Loretta stood up, her legs shaking from the blow.

Dinah crouched naked on the floor, Kayla’s blood dripping from her fanged mouth. She smiled. “Hi, Loretta.”

Loretta looked at Kayla lying on her back in a pool of blood.

“Fuck this,” Loretta growled. She jumped over the bed and brought her fist down on top of Dinah’s head.

The woman went face down on the carpet.

Loretta grabbed her by her now black hair and picked her up off the floor.

She flung Dinah out of the room.

The pale vampire landed on her ass in the hallway.

She stood up but Loretta was already on her. 

“Fuck...” Loretta said and punched her in the face sending her flying down the hall. “...You!”

She landed in a heap in the lounge.

Loretta turned and ran back into the room.

Kayla was lying on her back, her blood covered hand trying to hold back the blood. Her eyes bulged.

“Towels! Bring me towels!” Loretta screamed at Stan.

He looked fearfully at her from the closet.

“Bring me the fucking towels!” Loretta screamed again.

Stan moved. He ran out of the closet and directly into the bathroom.

Loretta knelt over Kayla. “Hold on. Just hold on.”

“Sorry. So sorry,” Kayla said. “Never wanted any of this. It was like a nightmare.”

“Shh, stop talking.”

Kayla looked back at the bed. “Save them.”

“Everybody is walking out of here. Do you understand?”

Kayla shook her head.

Stan returned with an armload of towels from the bathroom.

Loretta pulled Kayla’s hand away from the wound. The blood spurted and she covered the wound with a towel.

“Her... too. Dinah. Have to save her too. Not her fault.”

“Kayla, you listen to me. I’ve seen the future. You’re there. Do you understand? You’re there. We have babies, Kayla. You’re pregnant in the future. And, you’ve got some boy toy with you and I’m pretty sure he’s a total moron but we love him. You do not die. Do you hear me?” She wiped tears out of her eyes. “You do NOT die today!”

Stan stood up and walked to the desk. He grabbed something and then knelt beside Loretta. He lowered his eyes to the floor and held out his hands to Loretta. “Mistress?”

Loretta looked at the bottle in his hands.

The label read Insta-Heal.

Kayla looked at the bottle and smiled. “I... don’t die today.”

***

And Morpheus created Whore Caste. He made them to love one another unconditionally. He divided them into those who serve and those who protect, those who please and those who transform.

He made them equal to one another but specialized in their function. He made the Whore Masters and the White Witches to protect all.

So when the stones filled the air, the Whore Masters did not hesitate.

They grabbed everyone within reach, possessed and transformed alike and shoved them together on the snow. Then they knelt over them and shielded them as the stones fell and their own bones broke.

A rock hit Willy in the left temple and he collapsed.

“Finally,” Santa said as he picked up his axe and stalked toward the fallen transformed. “I was getting bored.” He stopped behind Willy and raised his axe.

The pile of bodies moved.

The blonde girl rose, standing in her ridiculous pink latex snowsuit.

Morpheus made them specialized in their function, but he made them love one another unconditionally. Honey’s body was designed in a laboratory to specifications to bend a man to her will. 

Santa hesitated as the girl stood tall in the tangle of bodies. 

Her face was contorted in rage and her scream caused the elves who had gathered to scatter.

She held up the barrel of Drew’s discarded flamethrower and triggered it.

Santa screamed and fell back as the flames singed off his eyebrows and blistered his skin.

He tried to get to his feet but now Gina was up. She swung her Stop sign and caught him behind the knees. He landed flat of his back.

Patricia grabbed the axe handle and wrenched it away, throwing it far away before falling on him and pounding his face with her fists.

Berniece squeezed out from under a mass of possessed and drove her knife into Santa’s left thigh through his red leather pants.

He screamed and kicked her away, sending her sliding down the slope.

Then his hands shot up.

He grabbed Gina and Honey by the throat and lifted them into the air as he rose, Patricia still clinging to his neck and beating him.

***

Loretta wiped the blood off Kayla’s neck with a washcloth in the bathroom.

Kayla was groggy and pale, and she leaned against the bathroom wall.

They had stationed Stan by the door to keep an eye on Dinah. She hadn’t moved.

“Willy says there’s a doctor at this Stallion’s place. She needs to look at this wound. But the bleeding has stopped,” Loretta said. She held up the bottle. “These people can do anything, can’t they?”

Kayla nodded. She took Loretta’s hand. “Before, what you said? Was it real?”

Loretta smiled and laid the washcloth on the vanity. “It wasn’t like a dream. Everything about it felt real. It was like somebody pulled me to the future and put me inside my own body.”

“And we have children?” Kayla asked. She smiled.

Loretta nodded. “I held my daughter, Kayla. I held her in my arms. And you? You were big as a house.”

Kayla laughed out loud. Then she pulled Loretta close. “You saved my life. If you hadn’t come with me? I’d be dead right now. Did you know you were supposed to come with me?”

Loretta closed her eyes. “Yes. I did know. Because you told me.”

“I told you?”

“More or less.”

“This stuff will give you a headache.”

Loretta nodded. “Let’s get these people out of here.”

***

Honey tried to raise the flamethrower, but Santa squeezed his hand around her throat until she started to blackout. The flamethrower fell out of her hand. She could see Patricia still clinging to Santa’s head, beating at him and trying to scratch his eyes.

Then Patricia’s eyes widened, and she dropped away.

As Honey’s eyes began to close, she felt something pass by her cheek, saw the look of fear in Santa’s eyes.

Willy’s fist smashed Santa’s burned nose.

Santa let her go but she didn’t fall. Hands caught her.

She was in Drew’s arms, and he laid her gently on the snow.

Honey rolled over to watch as Willy, the side of his head bloody, landed blow after blow, each one knocking Santa back.

Patricia scrambled out of the way.

Then Drew ran past her and stood beside Willy, landing blows to Santa’s ribs as Willy continued pummeling his face.

Richie joined them, his left arm was limp, but his right pistoned out again and again as he landed body blows on Santa’s other side.

The elves scattered and the possessed just looked confused.

Patricia put her arm around Honey and helped her up.

Gina was lying nearby, and they rushed to her. Patricia held them both up and they followed along after Willy, Drew, and Richie as they forced the burnt and bloodied Santa back up the slope.

There was no sound - it took Honey a moment to understand that being almost strangled had done something to her hearing. But it was coming back.

She first imagined she could hear the thudding blows, then she actually could.

And then she could hear Willy. “Never touch her! Don’t you ever touch her!” Each word was punctuated by a blow and each blow would have killed a normal man.

Berniece dashed past and jumped on Santa’s leg. She tugged at her knife that was still embedded in his thigh, but it wouldn’t budge. She shrieked in anger and then climbed up his back. She bit his right ear and gnawed.

Willy stopped punching long enough to pull her away, along with a sizeable hunk of Santa’s ear. He set her on the snow behind him and resumed beating Santa.

Berniece spit out part of Santa’s ear and smiled at Honey before dashing in to bite off something else.

***

If anyone on the ski slope or at the lodge or even in the woods to the south had bothered to look up, they would have seen a miraculous sight: a woman with dark bat wings flying just beneath the clouds.

Demonica’s sharp eyes observed the carnage below.

The experiment was going to fail.

Her strongest creature had faced Whore Caste and been bested.

Her great wings beat slowly as she hung motionless on the thermal.

She turned toward the east and descended.

***

Carter, Brenda, and Hanna led the humans as far into the woods as they dared.

It was bad enough being in the woods knowing there were things here that would kill them, but now the mind control Willy and Drew had used on the humans was starting to wear off. They were getting harder and harder to corral.

A man stood up and started wandering off toward the road.

Hanna stepped in front of him. “Where are you going?”

The man tried to focus on her. He shook his head. “I... I need to go home.”

Hanna took his hand. “Not just yet. In a little while, I promise.”

The man staggered and stared at her boobs.

Hanna shook her head and led him back to the others who were sitting in a circle on the ground.

Brenda hugged Carter. “It’s going to take more than boobs and pheromones to keep these people here.”

“Well, it’s too cold for an orgy.”

Brenda laughed.

A branch snapped and Carter spun around.

A dark shape stood in the woods a few yards away.

Carter reached down and picked up a branch to use as a club.

“What... is that?” Brenda whispered.

The creature stepped closer.

“Jesus Christ,” Carter said.

The creature stood nearly seven feet tall. The face was reptilian with sharp teeth and snake eyes. The body was scaled and muscular and it had a tail nearly as long as its body.

It stared at Carter and its long, black forked tongue snaked out and tasted the air. It hissed.

“Stay behind me,” Carter said.

Brenda picked up a rock.

The creature had a ‘D’ branded on its forehead. It took a step forward and then stopped. It turned its head and looked behind it as if it heard something.

Then it turned around and ran deeper into the woods.

Carter could breathe again.

“What the fuck was that?” Hanna asked as she walked up beside Carter.

“Better question: why did it run away?” Brenda asked.

***

Kayla and Loretta managed to get blankets wrapped around the six breeders. Their feet would be cold, but the bus was warm.

Stan had somehow managed to find his clothing on the filthy floor, though it took him a while to remember how to put them on.

They walked into the hall.

Dinah still lay naked and flat of her back on the lounge floor.

“I don’t think she’s breathing,” Loretta said.

“They don’t breathe much,” Kayla said. She kicked Dinah with her boot.

The vampire grumbled and squirmed.

Loretta looked out at the bright sunshine beyond the resort doors. “If we drag her out there, is she going to disintegrate or something?”

“Unfortunately, no.”

“That’s too bad,” Loretta said. She grabbed Dinah’s pale ankle and dragged her along the floor.

“You can be a cold blooded bitch,” Kayla said with a smile. “I like that.”

They walked out the doors into the cold. 

Kayla and Loretta ushered the breeders onto the bus.

Then Loretta turned to Stan. “Give me your belt.”

“My...” He looked confused.

“The belt. Leather thing. Around your waist. Has a buckle... Jesus, Kayla, what the fuck did you do to this guy?” Loretta undid his belt and pulled it out of his belt loops. “Just... get on the bus.”

She reached down and grabbed Dinah’s arm. She rolled her onto her stomach in the slush and then crossed the vampire’s wrists behind her back. She bound them together with the belt.

Then she shoved her onto the floor of the bus.

Kayla sat down in the driver’s seat and pulled out the keys.

“You be okay with Dracula’s daughter here for a minute? I got a thing,” Loretta asked.

Kayla looked woozy. “What kind of thing?” 

“Just keep the engine running. Don’t fall asleep - we’re out of Insta-Heal.”

Loretta ran back into the hotel.

She headed for the restaurant. She grabbed a candle off one of the tables and headed for the stairs to the kitchen.

“Oh, Loretta, this is really stupid.” She grabbed a creme brulee torch off a shelf and lit the candle.

Then she ran back to the big gas stove and reached to open the gas valve. She paused. “What if I really am high on acid? What if I’m blowing up the hotel because I’m on an acid trip and the bears are telling me to do this... goddamned bears.”

She started to turn around and leave.

Then she turned around and opened the valve.

The gas hissed.

She ran toward the stairs. “This better get somebody’s fucking attention!”

Loretta ran upstairs, through the restaurant, and into the hall.

She could see Dinah struggling to get out of the bonds through the open bus door. Loretta dashed through the doors and up the bus steps. “Drive! We have to go now!”

Kayla stared at her. “What!”

“Drive, bitch, fucking drive!”

Kayla put the bus in drive and floored it as Loretta closed the folding door.

They reached the front gate. “Can I slow down now?” Kayla asked.

“I... um... I’m not sure. It’s my first demolition.”

“Your what?!”

***

East of Greek Peak Resort

11:00 AM

Demonica walked out of the woods and crossed the road to where Maria stood with her force. Behind Demonica, dark shapes were visible all along the tree line.

Maria stared at her. “We’ve waited long enough, Demonica. We’re going in now.”

“I told you my people would signal when...”

Above them, the resort exploded in an orange fireball.

“Fuck me,” Ray said.

Demonica spun around and watched the flames shoot toward the sky. She stood for a moment with her head cocked sideways. Then she turned and smiled. “Ah, the signal.”

Maria gritted her teeth. “Mount up!”

***

The bus windows had cracked when the hotel exploded.

“Oh, fuck,” Loretta said. “I am in so much trouble.”

Kayla stared at her. “You blew it up?! Why? Why would you...?”

“If that Marapova chick doesn’t see that and come running? She ain’t coming,” Loretta said.

“You and I need to talk about your impulse control issues,” Kayla said as she put the bus in drive and headed down the road.

***

On the slope, the Whore Masters stopped beating Santa long enough to look up the slope at the smoking heap that had once been the Greek Peak Resort.

Santa collapsed on the snow.

“Bring him,” Willy said as he started walking up the slope.

Drew and Richie each grabbed one of Santa’s wrists and dragged him up the slope. 

Patricia, Honey, and Gina followed them.

Berniece ran up the slope and climbed up onto Willy’s shoulder.

Willy looked over at the elves and possessed. They followed quietly beside the transformed.

“They’ve given up?” Willy asked.

Berniece laughed. “You defeated Santa. You are Santa now.”

“No, I am not Santa.”

***

The hotel was flaming rubble. Black, acrid smoke wafted up from Greek Peak.

For some reason, the sliding glass doors at the entrance still stood even though the interior was an inferno.

Willy looked up at the smoke. “Fuck, this is bad. We’re going to have cops and everything here within an hour.”

Drew nodded toward the parking lot. “I think they might already be here.”

A line of black SUVs screeched into the parking lot.

Then a demon swooped down out of the sky and landed on the asphalt.

“Demonica,” Willy said.

Patricia took Drew’s hand.

The doors on the SUVs opened and people began pouring out - transformed people.

Willy smiled.

Demonica took a step toward the hotel.

“Stay back,” a tall woman in white latex said. “One more step toward my people and this truce is at an end. Understand?”

Demonica raised an eyebrow. “I was merely rushing to render aid.”

A blonde in a pink snowsuit followed along behind the woman in white.

“Cool glasses!” Honey whispered as she snuggled against Willy.

Willy laughed and hugged her. He glanced at Berniece who was still sitting on his shoulder. “Berniece? Beat it. Head back down the slope and find Carter.”

“Why?! I stay with you!” Berniece said.

“Trust me. Go find Carter. Tell him to bring the elves he captured up here and nothing else. Everyone else stays there - including you. Got it?”

“Yes, Santa.”

“I’m not Santa. Now haul ass.”

Berniece dropped to the ground and ran past the crowd of elves.

Honey smiled from ear to ear. “She called you Santa! You could totes be Santa!”

“No. Never call me that again. I mean it. I can feel my dick shrinking every time you say it.”

Honey giggled and hugged him tighter.

Maria walked up to them along with Demonica. Close behind was the girl in the pink snowsuit and a tall redheaded White Witch followed by a Whore Master and a girl in a hoodie.

Willy smiled. “Guys, this is Mistress Maria Anastasia Marapova di Morpheus.”

“Finally,” Gina said. “Took you fuckin’ long enough.”

Maria stared daggers at her. “I beg your pardon?”

“No offense, your ladyship but we’ve been fighting for our fucking lives,” Gina said. “My boyfriend has a broken arm here.”

Behind Maria, the big Whore Master and the redheaded White Witch were trying not to laugh.

Maria blinked. She turned to Willy. “I take it these transformed were not programmed?”

“No, Mistress.”

“Well, we’ll teach them protocol later. Were there any casualties?”

“Unknown, Mistress.”

Santa groaned on the snow.

Willy stepped aside and Demonica looked down at Santa.

“Rise,” Demonica said.

Santa rolled to his feet. He turned his head to the side and spat out a tooth.

He looked groggy.

Then he saw Maria.

He stood up and clenched his fists. “You fucking bitch.” He shrugged his shoulders and bones crunched. The bruises on his face began to fade and the lacerations closed.

He was healing.

“Son of a bitch,” Willy said.

Willy and Richie went toward him.

“No, stand back,” Maria said.

Everyone moved away from Santa.

Santa sneered. “I’ve been waiting for a fucking year for this, you bitch.”

“Stand down,” Demonica said. “This fight is over. We are walking away now.”

“No, you aren’t,” Maria said. “I warned you what would happen if my people were harmed.”

Demonica glared at her with her burning eyes. “The truce.”

“I.Warned.You,” Maria said. She smiled at Santa. “But don’t worry. I wouldn’t soil my hands with this thing.” She turned away.

“Fight me! Goddamn you, don’t you walk away from me!”

Maria stopped. “Rita? Dispose of that.”

The girl in the hoodie pulled the hood back revealing her smiling pink plastic face and electric pink hair.

Demonica frowned. “You?! You dare bring this thing before me?!”

Rita’s rubber lips turned up in a smile. “Out of my way, demon, or I’ll go through you.”

“What the fuck is this? A goddamned doll?” Santa laughed.

Demonica hissed at Rita.

“You want to do this here and now? I got no problem with here and now,” Rita said.

Demonica stalked away.

Santa shook his head. “Hey, White Bitch? After I take apart your toy? I’m coming for you.” He took a swing at Rita.

She leaned back out of the way.

Then she spun around, brought her right leg up and executed a lightning fast snap kick to Santa’s groin.

Something popped.

Santa doubled over and his eyes bulged.

Rita turned sideways and kicked him in the chest with a side kick.

Santa flew backward through the glass doors of the hotel, shattering them. His body disappeared into the inferno.

Rita looked at Demonica and smiled. “Bet he can’t heal from that, huh?”

Joey’s SUV pulled into the parking lot. Carter got out and opened the back.

Maria looked up at the smoke. “SlutzNet will confuse local law enforcement and fire for as long as he can, but they will be here within the hour.” She turned to Demonica. “I would suggest you take your elves and leave. Now.”

“There was also a Mrs. Claus.”

“Dead,” Willy said. He pointed toward the fire. “That psycho killed her. She turned on him, freed me, and he killed her for it. Her body was in the hotel.”

Demonica nodded. “Hmm. Very well. I’ll take the elves and the possessed and be on my way.”

“No,” Willy said. “The elves, yes. They belong to you but the possessed are still human and they are under our protection.”

Maria looked at him. “Willy...”

“All due respect, Mistress? We’re not flexible on this issue,” Drew said.

“Not one bit,” Gina said.

“For fuck’s sake. Keep them,” Demonica growled.

“Do you guys know there are werewolves and vampires and shit coming up the mountain?” Carter asked as he walked up to the crowd.

Willy took the three lard buckets from Carter. He handed one to Demonica.

“What is this?” She asked.

Something in the bucket shrieked and it rocked in her hand.

“Elves,” Willy said.

She tore off the lid and a male elf fell out on the snow. It vomited.

“This is quite enough for one day,” Demonica said as she walked away. She paused by Maria and whispered, “The truce holds. I am convinced now more than ever that Sister cannot prevail against you. When the time comes? We will be ready.” She spread out her wings and flew into the air.

The elves opened the other two buckets and released the elves inside.

Then they looked expectantly at Willy. 

“I’m not Santa. The chick with the wings is Santa. Get out of here,” Willy said.

They ran into the parking lot and down the road toward the woods.

The redheaded White Witch walked up and took Willy’s hand. “Are you all okay?”

“Yeah, Sugar, we’re fine,” Willy said.

She took Honey’s hand as well. “We need to get off this mountain.”

Willy smiled. “We... have some others we need to pick up first.”

***

Willy had led the SUV caravan south to the place where Carter’s coven had hidden the humans.

Maria stood with her hands on her hips. “You lied, Willy.”

Dr. Thompson was examining Kayla. He had laid her on top of an SUV - Thompson being twelve feet tall, the top of the SUV made a good examination table. “Excellent job of closing the wound. I would probably have cauterized it first but its solid and clean. Well done,” he said his deep voice echoing in the clearing.

Loretta stood on the SUV’s running board and held Kayla’s hand.

Willy shrugged. “Kayla is one of us. Bound to my coven. In a way, Mrs. Claus is dead.”

Maria turned and raised an eyebrow. “You lied to Demonica, risking a war...”

“For a member of Whore Caste. If we have to go to war to protect one of our own? Then we’ll go to war,” Willy said.

Maria laughed. “You are so far out of line right now...”

Berniece ran up Willy’s side and sat on his shoulder. She pointed her knife at Maria. “Talk nice to Santa. I cut you.”

Maria’s face turned red. “You kept one!? This just gets better and better. I suppose this one is bound to you as well?”

“As a matter of fact...” Willy said.

Berniece giggled and covered his face with kisses.

Maria clenched her fists and gritted her teeth.

Brittney stroked her back. “Close your eyes. Count to ten. Remember your breathing.”

“Shut up, Brittney.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

Honey leaned close to Brittney. “I love your glasses!”

“You do? I think they make me look smarter.”

“Oh, totes! I want some!”

“I know this place online...”

Maria turned toward them. “Brittney? Other... blonde bimbo? Silence.”

“Sorry.” Brittney winked at Honey. “We’ll talk later.”

Drew was leaning against an SUV. “Mistress Marapova, if I may? What’s going to happen to the possessed and the humans? Also, the receptionist and her husband?”

Maria sighed. “We’re all going back to Stallion’s. We’ll cure the possessed and the vampire and her husband. Then all of them will be transformed.”

Drew shook his head. “I’m sorry, Mistress. I don’t think we can let you do that.”

Richie stood up and slipped his arm out of the sling Dr. Thompson had given him.

Carter and his coven stood beside him.

“What is this?” Maria said. “Have you all gone mad?”

Patricia took Drew’s hand. “We’ll agree to them being taken to Stallion’s and treated. However, if they become transformed? It has to be their decision.”

“You’ll agree?” Maria asked. “Who do you think you are?”

Willy smiled. “We’ve sworn to protect these people and that’s what we’re going to do.”

Kayla and Loretta joined them.

Kayla stared directly at Maria. “We’re Whore Caste. This is what we do.”

Maria clenched her fists.

“Maria, don’t,” Sugar whispered.

“This is open rebellion...”

“They’re not rebelling, Maria.”

Brittney took her arm. “They’re right.” She leaned close and whispered. “Deep inside? You know they’re right. You’d do the same thing.”

Maria whispered back. “You don’t know what’s coming. We can’t have rebellion, Brittney. They must follow my orders, or we will fail.”

“Win or lose, does it matter if we don’t like ourselves when it’s over?”

“I can’t...”

Brittney let go of her arm and walked over to Willy. “I’m with them.”

Sugar walked to Brittney’s side.

“Don’t do this,” Maria said.

“Sorry, Mistress,” Ray said as he and Rita walked past her. “You’re gonna have a mutiny on your hands.”

Maria sighed and shook her head. “This never happened. We never had this conversation. Anyone says the word ‘mutiny’ again? I’ll personally break their neck.”

“The humans?” Willy asked.

Maria glared at him. “Will have a choice. Transformation or Sugar and I will erase their memories of the last few days and send them home. You have my word.”

Brittney ran up and hugged her. “That’s my Maria. That’s the Maria I love.”

“Uggh, stop it. That’s inappropriate in public.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

Willy laughed. “Now, can we please go...” His eyes rolled back in his head and Willy collapsed on the snow.

“Willy!” Loretta screamed.

***

Stallion’s Adult Video

Level 10

The Next Morning

Willy Wanker opened his eyes.

Dr. Demona smiled down at him. “How are you, slugger?”

“Headache.”

“I’ll bet. One of the rocks that hit you fractured your skull.”

“It what?!” Willy said as he sat up.

“Shh, quiet. You’ll wake them.”

Willy looked beside the bed.

Honey, Loretta, and Kayla were leaning against each other on a leather couch sound asleep.

“They watched you all night after you passed out and I operated - you’re welcome, by the way.” She looked at the trio on the couch. “You’re a lucky guy, Wanker. Better add some guys or futas to your coven or they’ll wear you out.”

Willy laughed.

“Come on, stud. Maria wants to see you,” Demona said.

He got out of bed and wobbled on his feet.

Demona leaned against the door. “This way.”

They stepped out into the lab with its high rock ceilings. Transformation tubes filled the space. People hung motionless in the tubes in various stages of modification.

“The humans from Greek Peak?” Willy asked.

Demona nodded. “Calm down. Eleven people from the hotel chose transformation. They’re cooking now.”

“I keep trying to tell them a lot will choose it willingly,” Willy said as he touched the side of a tube. The woman within was transforming into a MILF Whore, dildos sliding in and out of her pussy and ass as the goggles over her eyes programmed her.

Willy looked to the left.

Patricia Combs stood naked a few yards away looking up at one of the tubes.

She looked toward him and smiled.

Demonica led him away. “The ones who didn’t want transformation are already back home - probably trying to figure out how they got so drunk they lost three days.”

“Well, at least they got to choose.”

“That they did,” Demona said. She pushed a door open with her hip. “Come over here.”

Within the room were six beds. Each held one of the breeders. Their coloring was already better, and their distended abdomens were back to normal. “They’re too far gone for some White Witch amnesia.”

“What’s going to happen to them?”

“A wipe like we did for Honey and new lives.”

Willy sighed.

“It’s not perfect, big guy. Nothing ever is.” She closed the door.

She walked to the next door.

Inside, Dinah and Stan were side by side on operating tables.

Sugar stood between them, her hand on each of their foreheads. Her lips moved and her eyes shifted beneath their lids.

“Again, too far gone. Turns out, Dinah is kind of a brain. She’s getting Professional Caste. Stan on the other hand is going Street Stud.”

Willy sighed.

“But... well, we feel like they’ve been through enough. We’re binding them together. She’ll work in Havana and come home to Stan every night. Most importantly? They won’t remember a fucking thing about this life.”

Willy nodded.

They walked away from the room.

“Let’s see... there was something else... let me think.” They walked by a rectangular tank.

Something crimson moved inside.

Willy did a double take.

“Oh, yeah, there’s that,” Demona said.

A tall beautiful woman was swimming inside. She had crimson skin and long black hair.

And pointed ears.

“Berniece?”

She swam up to the glass and smiled at him. She kissed the glass with her bee stung lips, her big oval breasts pressing against the glass.

“But... how... I mean, she’s three times the size she was.”

“Turns out these homunculi are born completely formed just miniature. With the proper chemical exposure they grow to full size.”

“Chemical exposure?”

“Yeah, booze. Little bastards metabolize alcohol. It’s food for them. She’s swimming in a vat of pure ethanol. I have to get her out now or she’ll be seven feet tall.”

Berniece smiled showing normal, pearly white teeth.

“Veneers,” Demona said. “She had a whole wish list overnight. Wanted hair, new teeth. I even found a way to calcify her bones.” She put her hand on Willy’s back. “I think she wanted to impress you.”

Berniece put her hands together and formed a heart with her fingers. Then she winked and mimicked sucking his cock.

“Jesus.” He winked back at her. “Hey, how can she breathe in there?”

“Breathe? She doesn’t breathe. Her lungs are just for talking. Astoundingly simple and efficient creatures. All they do is drink and fuck - ultimate party animals.”

Berniece swam higher in the tank and spread her legs. She rubbed her thick clit and stuck out her tongue.

“I’m serious, Wanker. You better add some dick to your coven, or these women are going to fucking kill you.” She pointed toward the elevator. “There’s a conference room on Level 3. Maria’s waiting on you in there.”

Willy walked to the elevator. Then he turned and blew Berniece a kiss.

***

Patricia looked up at the two transformation tubes. One was filled with blue liquid. Peter floated naked inside.

His body was now longer and leaner with more defined muscles. His long, thick cock was encased by a clear plastic shell that throbbed and vibrated. Every few minutes, he would tremble and strain inside and white cum would fill the penis tube to be drained by an attached hose.

His eyes were covered by goggles and headphones covered his ears.

Programming, she thought. The programming she was supposed to have received was being fed to him through the headset.

To her left, Shannon floated in her own tube. This one was filled with pink liquid. Her body was more curved now and muscular. Perfectly round D cup breasts bobbed as she floated, moved by unseen currents. A dildo slid smoothly in and out of her pussy while another penetrated her anally.

She smiled as her own headset programmed her.

Sugar came out of one of the operating rooms. She wore a knee-length, tight, white latex dress and heels. She looked exhausted but she smiled when she saw Patricia.

“Careful, Demona has a tendency to bed beautiful, naked women she finds in her lab,” Sugar said as she joined Patricia in front of the tubes. She laid her hand on Patricia’s bare hip.

“I wouldn’t complain, Mistress.” Patricia said as she smiled up at the coeds in the tubes.

“Please don’t call me that. My name is Sugar. Protocol and ceremony is Maria’s thing, not mine.” She nodded toward the tubes. “You know these two?”

“The boy is my first conquest as a MILF Whore. The girl is the first woman I’ve ever seen Drew fuck other than me.”

“And what did you think about those experiences?”

“At first? I was terrified. I was convinced I wouldn’t be able to do it. I was also convinced I would hate Drew for making love to another woman.”

Sugar smiled. “And, now?”

“Now? Oh, now, I’m damned. I loved it. I loved the power I had over him - I was terribly clumsy... at first. But then I suppose I read Peter. I found what he needed, and I gave it to him.”

Sugar nodded. “It’s how Morpheus made us. He made us to do away with the old morality and show them a better way.”

“And, when I saw Drew taking Shannon? I’ve never been so turned on in my life.” She laughed. “I wanted to help him and... I did.”

Sugar touched Patricia’s face. “Are you happy, Patricia?’

“Tricia. My name is Tricia. And, yes, I’m happy. And horny and powerful and...” She sighed. “Evil.”

Sugar laughed. “Evil is subjective, Tricia Tease.” She hugged her.

“I have a question.”

“Ask me anything.”

“When people are bound? Do they see things?”

Sugar frowned and took her hand. “Tricia, did you see things?”

“Yes. I thought maybe it was just a dream... until you showed up. And Maria. I saw you both in my vision before I met you at the lodge.”

Sugar smiled. “Was there a man? He was wearing...”

“A leather jacket? He had a beard?”

Sugar’s eyes filled with tears.

“Adam.”

Sugar nodded.

“He called you a different name. He called you Angela, my...”

“Angel,” Sugar whispered, and the tears came.

“My vision? It was a war... no, that’s not quite right. It was like the beginning of a civil war. We were on the street in San Francisco. Whore Caste was rallying behind Maria - tell her she looks amazing in the glass armor by the way - this Sister you all keep talking about was on the other side. They were screaming at each other. Morpheus was in the air above Sister.”

“Morpheus was on Sister’s side?!”

Patricia nodded. “On our side there was this woman flying above us. She had wings like a bat...”

“Demonica,” Sugar said.

“No. This girl had short white hair.”

Sugar laughed. “Evilyn Hellstorm. You saw Evilyn?”

Patricia nodded. “And one of the Adams was flying over us.”

“Wait... what do you mean ‘one of the Adams’?”

“There was two of him. One of him was floating in mid-air like Morpheus. But, there was another version of him standing beside me. He seemed to be... I don’t know. Fixing things. He told me to be ready to help Willy. And then, yesterday? Honey, Gina, and I stepped in and fought Santa when Willy was knocked out.”

“You say he was fixing things?”

“Yes,” Patricia said. “At one point he disappeared, and a gunshot rang out. Then he reappeared. He said there were ‘so many moving parts and he had to save everyone.’”

“Time. He’s bending time. In the future, he’s bending time, making little changes throughout the decades.” Sugar began to smile.

Patricia smiled. “Making everything work out.”

Sugar laughed and put her hands on Patricia’s shoulders. “Thank you. Thank you for telling me this. But, listen to me: you must never speak of it again.”

“Why?”

“The Church. You saw the beginning of a civil war between Whore Caste and the Church. They will use this vision of yours against us. You were right to tell me but now you must try to forget it ever happened. The very future of Whore Caste, maybe the entire world, depends on this remaining between us.”

Patricia nodded. “I won’t say a word.”

Sugar smiled.

“You love him, don’t you?”

Sugar nodded.

“I could tell. I don’t know if you need to know this, but I could tell he was completely in love with you too. Where is he?”

Sugar shook her head. “I don’t know. Out there somewhere. Becoming a god I suppose since you said he can fly, and we know he can bend time.” She reached out and stroked Patricia’s hair. “I wish Honey hadn’t used a transformation capsule on you, because what a White Witch you would have made.”

Patricia smiled. “Can I ask a favor. Three actually?”

“Ask.”

Patricia looked up at the tube with Peter.

“Oh, you want him in your coven?”

“No. I want him to go to the auction.”

Sugar stared at her. “I’m sorry?”

“I want him to go to the auction and be sold. And I want him to desire that.”

“Why?”

Patricia shrugged. “He’s my first. I want him to be happy.”

Sugar nodded. She put her hand on the tube and closed her eyes.

Inside the tube, Peter’s body jerked and spasmed.

Sugar stepped back. “Done. He now wants to be auctioned off. I tied it to his self-worth. As soon as he’s claimed he will feel complete.”

Sugar looked up at the tube with Shannon. “And this one?”

“My second request,” Patricia said. “She’s Professional Caste and she chose to be unbound, correct?”

Sugar nodded. “Most Professional Caste choose to be unbound. They go from lover to lover...”

“I want her to be bound to Drew and me.”

Sugar’s mouth dropped open. “She specifically asked...”

“I know what she wants. I want her to desire something else. Specifically? Drew.”

“Why?”

“Drew may be a Whore Master? But he was supposed to be Professional Caste. She’s a brilliant girl and a good match for my coven. Drew would never agree to manipulate her. That’s why I’m doing it for him. For us.” Patricia laughed. “I’ve... denied my desires for a long time. It’s time I stopped. I’m facing eternity. And, I’d really like to face that with Drew the Dominator and this tight little redhead.”

Sugar nodded and looked thoughtful. “I told myself my days of forcing my will on others was over.” She took a deep breath. “But you’re Whore Caste, so fuck her.” She put her hand on the tube.

Shannon shook and trembled in the tube as her brain was conditioned.

Sugar stepped back and took a deep breath. “Done. She’s yours. Make her happy?”

Patricia nodded. “We will.”

“You said there were three things you wanted?”

Patricia smiled.

***

Willy walked into the Level 3 Conference Room as Brittney was walking out.

The blonde pushed her lensless glasses up her cute nose. “You’re lucky. She’s in a good mood today.” Then she leaned up and whispered. “Don’t piss her off.”

Willy smiled. “I’ll try not to.”

Brittney giggled and skipped down the hall.

Willy stepped into the conference room.

Maria was standing with her back turned. “Come in Whore Master.”

“Mistress.”

Maria turned around and smiled. “You gave us quite a scare.”

Willy rubbed his temple. “Guess my head isn’t quite as hard as I thought it was.”

“Oh, I wouldn’t say that,” Maria said as she crossed her arms over her bosom.

“I’m sorry about yesterday, Mistress.”

Maria shook her head. “The experiment was a complete success. We knew the transformation capsules have serious limitations. Now, doctors Thompson and Demona can get to work perfecting them - with help, I hope, from Professor Combs. You did well, Willy.”

“Thank you, Mistress.”

Maria walked around the table to stand in front of him. “Even with all the hardships, you and Honey managed to build an exceptional entourage. You’ve proven the feasibility of the transformation capsules... mutiny aside.”

Willy sighed. “I’m truly sorry.”

“I’m not. Willy, everything that your friends said is true. If we simply gave the humans a choice, many would join us. That would be a better world. I believe that must be the world Morpheus originally envisioned: humanity choosing to take that step.”

“You really think so?”

“Yes. And that is why I am banishing you from the United States.”

Willy stared at her. “What?”

“Not only your coven, but Richie’s, Drew’s, and Carter’s once he becomes a Whore Master.”

“I... don’t understand.”

“The Church set these rules of engagement, Willy. They started us down the path of mind control and forced transformation. The die is cast. The goal is not only the transformation of the human race - it is the subjugation of it.”

“You’re telling me you intend to continue forcing them?”

“Yes. And you would try to stop me if you were involved in this war against mankind. I can’t allow that. We’re saving the world, oh it is the wrong way. It is a cruel way, but it is the way we have chosen. I can’t have soldiers in the war to save this world who question my orders. The stakes are too high.” Maria frowned. “Therefore, Whore Master, you are hereby banished to Cuba. I think you have a house on the beach there, do you not?”

Willy laughed. “Yes, Mistress.”

Maria smiled slyly. “Then I am afraid you will have to return to that home along with your new friends until mankind is under our control. You will leave for the airport within the hour.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“I suggest you collect your covens.”

Willy nodded. “Mistress.” He turned to leave.

“Oh, Willy?”

He turned toward her.

“While you’re there? Since you won’t be doing anything other than resting and fucking, it might be nice if you kept an eye on goings on in Havana for me. Specifically goings on at the Cathedral.”

“You want me to spy for you?”

“Spy? On the Church? No, just... let me know who comes and goes. Keep your ear to the ground. So that we might be able to help Sister should the need arise?”

Willy laughed. “Of course, Mistress. We are all transformed Children of Morpheus. We have to look out for our Religious Caste brothers and sisters to make sure they don’t... harm themselves.”

Maria nodded. “My thoughts exactly.”

***

“More! Oh, Drew, fuck me!” Shannon cried as he took her from behind on the steel floor of Level 10. No sooner had she been extracted from the tube than she began screaming for Drew.

Patricia knelt beside her and wiped the pink gel off her body as Drew fucked her to the hilt. “That’s right, Shannon. Make him give it to you.”

“Fuck me! Oh, God! I’m cumming again,” She groaned, and Patricia laughed as she watched the girl’s stomach contract with the force of her orgasm. She squirted around Drew’s cock and began to moan as Drew showed no sign of even slowing his onslaught.

Patricia spread the taught globes of the girl’s ass exposing her little pucker. She leaned down and tongued it as Drew’s cock slid in and out of her tight pussy. Patricia looked up and winked at Drew. “Go on. Give it to her. Breed her.”

“Are... you sure?” Drew whispered. His face was red from exertion.

“I want her, Drew. I want to fuck her too. Make her ours. Do it now!”

Drew threw back his head and slammed his cock in her to the hilt.

Patricia laughed as she watched his cock throb inside the redhead’s tight pussy.

Shannon collapsed on the floor as the binding took her. She passed out.

Patricia gasped. Instantaneous, unconditional love. She was bound to Shannon same as Drew, and Shannon to them.

Drew collapsed, his fire hose of a cock sliding out of her, the cum pouring onto her thigh. “Spooky... action at a distance.”

“What?” Patricia said as she lay down beside the girl and stroked her sides.

“Quantum entanglement. Demona says that’s how the binding works. You could have been on the other side of the universe but the moment I came inside her? You would feel the binding.” He lay down on his back beside them and Patricia rolled into his arms. Drew laughed. “Their technology is so advanced I can barely understand it. I feel like a caveman trying to learn calculus.”

Patricia kissed his chest. “Well, at least she’ll be able to understand what you’re talking about.”

“Is that why you did it?”

“Did what?” Patricia asked as she snuggled closer.

“What did you do? Get one of the White Witches to make her want to be joined to us?”

Patricia sat up. “I... don’t know what you’re talking about.”

He reached up and stroked her hair. “Patricia Combs, that’s the first lie you ever told me. If this is what Tricia Tease is going to be like? We’re going to have problems.” Drew reached over and pulled Shannon over to his other side and laid her head on his shoulder. He looked at Patricia expectantly.

Patricia laid down in the crook of his free arm. “How did you know?”

“Last night, Shannon wanted nothing more than to become Professional Caste and go to Havana. Now she comes out of her tube - incomplete by the way, not unbound, and screams for me?”

“And, in a hundred years as an unbound? Where would she be? Going from lover to lover, maybe never belonging to anyone?”

“Free, Patricia. She would be free.”

“Fuck freedom,” Patricia said. “We will take care of her. We will love her. She will have a coven. We’re Whore Caste and we know best.”

Drew kissed her. “You wanted her, didn’t you?”

Patricia bit her own lip. “The other night when you said we were going to seduce them? I thought she was mine.”

Drew laughed. “Peter wasn’t my type.”

Patricia reached over and stroked the girl’s hip. “They are both my type.”

“Now or always?”

She held him tight. “I don’t know, Drew. I just don’t know. I can’t be sure if I lied to myself about not missing...”

“Hey, come on. It’s okay. I never wanted you to hide who you are from me. And you certainly don’t have to do that now.”

“I knew you liked her,” Patricia said. “And I like her too. We will make her happy, Drew. We’re Whore Caste and that’s what we do.”

Drew smiled. “Okay.”

“Really? You’re not mad?”

“About this, no? About you trying to pull one over on me? Yes. Baby, we can’t lie to each other. Not us. Not ever.”

Patricia smiled and nodded.

“You don’t want Peter?” Drew asked.

“No. He’s sweet but he’s not meant for our coven. Sugar made sure he will be happy in Havana.”

“Good enough.”

Patricia sighed. “In the interest of full disclosure...”

“Uh, oh. What did you do?”

“My girlfriend in college? Her name is Debbie.”

Drew frowned. “You said she’s married and has a family.”

“Well, when the Church takes over they will be forcing transformations. I... made a reservation.”

“You what?”

“Debbie will be brought to Stallion’s and transformed per my specifications and then shipped to Havana. To us.”

Drew stared at her open mouthed.

“Drew, the Church is going to forcibly transform people. It’s actually a good thing we’d be doing. She’d be with... friends. And it won’t be until the Church takes over. That could be years.”

Drew laughed. “Fine. We’ll bind your old girlfriend. But, from now on? You and I decide... no, strike that. We decide on big issues. Our coven, all of us. We’re a partnership. Agreed?”

She smiled and laid her head on his chest. “Deal.”

***

Three Months Later

Cardenas, Theocratic Republic of Cuba

Casa Wanker

Drew sat in the tiled living room in front of the ten foot diagonal flat screen. Shannon sat beside him on the white leather couch.

The screen was a split image: Dr. Demona was on the left side, Dr. Thompson was on the right.

Demona squinted at the screen. “So you’re saying the new transformation centipedes won’t need batteries?”

Drew shook his head. “Only small batteries to power them long enough to get inside the body. We’ve designed nanobots with tiny impellers that can be inserted into the blood stream. We’ll use the force of the patient’s own blood flow to turn the impellers which in turn operate generators.”

“You’re going to build power stations inside the human body?” Thompson asked and smiled.

“Exactly. The surgical nanobots will find a power station when their battery runs down and recharge.”

Shannon smiled. “We’ll save 60% on the nanobot volume, which means we will have enough capacity to actually include all the programming information without relying on Wi-Fi or cellular.”

“Avoiding the Greek Peak Programming Failure altogether,” Demona said. “Nice job, professor.”

Patricia came in wearing only a black bikini bottom and lay down across the back of the couch. “And, you guys are going to make it look like something other than a fucking bug, right?”

“Hey, I like the centipede!” Demona said and Thompson laughed.

“How about tiny little teddy bears that march up your nose in a line instead?” Patricia asked.

Richie leaned into the living room from the kitchen. “Tricia? What do I set the oven to?”

“350, honey,” Patricia said.

“She says 350,” Richie said.

“350? Bullshit!” Gina yelled. “You can’t cook meat at 350. It’s 400. You heard her wrong, Richie!”

“Yeah, Richie, you’re wrong!” Josie echoed.

“Fuck,” Patricia groaned. “I’m coming.” She leaned over and kissed first Drew and then Shannon on the cheek. “Enough work. Get off the call it’s almost lunch time.”

Patricia walked into the kitchen.

Gina was leaning over the table wearing a black apron and nothing else. “400, right?”

Patricia patted her ass. “350.”

“You sure?”

“Sweetie, I was cooking this when you were still in diapers.”

Richie slapped Gina’s ass. “See? I told you.”

Gina raised her index finger. “Do not make me crazy, Richie.”

Patricia laughed and walked to the stove where Brenda and Hanna were cooking - Brenda was standing on a small box. “Something smells good.”

“Plantains,” Brenda said as she stroked the small of Hanna’s back above her yoga pants.

Carter stepped out of the cupboard. “Which honey?” He had to duck to keep from hitting his head on the kitchen light - his conversion to Whore Master had left him a foot taller.

“Um... the one with the blue label,” Hanna said.

Carter turned to go back into the cupboard and stopped as his shoulders struck the door frame. He grumbled and turned sideways.

Hanna and Brenda laughed.

“Hey, it’s not funny. If I’d known I was going to be this big I’d have stayed a junior Whore Master.”

“Oh, no you wouldn’t have,” Brenda said and then she and Hanna broke into giggles.

***

“Give it to me!” Kayla said as she held out her hand. She was standing with Berniece and Loretta at the kitchen sink.

“No,” Berniece said. “I cut salad.”

“Talk like a human,” Loretta said.

Berniece hissed. “I am cut-ting the sal-lad.”

Kayla glared at her. “You lost your knife privileges when you got stabby last week.”

“I am cut-ting the sal-lad, bitch!” She pointed the knife at Kayla’s nose.

“Shh, okay, let’s calm ourselves,” Loretta said. “And take nice deep, cleansing, non-homicidal breaths.” She stroked Berniece’s naked back. “Kayla, why don’t we let Berniece cut the sal-lad, okay?”

Kayla gritted her teeth. “Be-cause she’s a fuck-ing homi-cidal mani-ac.”

Berniece gritted her teeth. “I don’t know what that means.”

“It means you can’t have the fucking knife,” Kayla growled.

The back door opened, and Willy walked in with Honey.

Berniece threw the knife toward the ceiling and ran into Willy’s arms.

Kayla caught the knife one handed and rolled her eyes at Loretta.

“Total acid trip,” Loretta said.

Willy kissed Berniece deep and stroked her black hair. He pulled back. “Hmm, is that Schnapps?”

“Energy drink. Very good. Pepperminty.”

Honey giggled and pushed her lensless glasses up her nose.

***

They sat on the beach as the moon rose and the bonfire blazed.

Honey lay with her head on Willy’s lap.

“You were right,” Willy said.

“About what?”

“It’s better with more people around.”

“Yes it is,” Honey said. She looked at the fire and smiled.

The End

The story continues in Transformations: Travelers
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A religious cult has taken control of Cuba, turning it into a sexual playground. But, the Church of Morpheus has designs beyond the island. It plans world domination through sexual perversion. And, the organization is growing...

Upstate New York is a world away from the goings on in Cuba, but the Church of Morpheus is there. Three Jehovah's Witnesses come to a remote farmhouse in the country. What they find there will change them forever.

Book one of the Transformations series.

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B07F6YVFQJ
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Transformations: Experiments

After the events of Transformations: Witnesses, Ray and Sugar have converted Stallion's Adult Store into a recruitment center and experimental lab for the Church's dark designs. Sugar has ensnared an unsuspecting MILF and is converting her into something... delicious. In the basement of Stallion's, erotic fantasies become realities, and no one who enters will ever be the same.

A story of mind control, debauchery, and extreme body modification.

Book two of the Transformations series.

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B07VSH29YC
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After the events of Transformations: Experiments, Ray and Sugar's latest creation is transforming in the lab. Little do they know that this woman Ray calls Rose needs no perversion therapy - she's evil already! Join the employees of Stallion's as they travel from upstate New York all the way to the Big Apple with stops along the way where the unsuspecting are ensnared in the Church's nefarious plans.

A story of mind control, debauchery, and extreme body modification.

Book three of the Transformations series.

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B07WGG35XR
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	Transformations: The Farm


The Transformations story continues. Lisa and Jason have arrived at The Farm, and Lisa is ready to learn the ways of the White Witch from Gwen Kincaid, the powerful mind controller from Witnesses. Little do they know that ace reporter Rebecca Tanner is investigating the farm. What she finds will stun and forever change her and everyone around her. The Farm is an erotic den of perversion where no one emerges unchanged.

A story of mind control, bizarre body modification, and unspeakable lust.

Book four of the Transformations series.

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B07XWSN2VG
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Transformations: Curse of the Were-Bimbo


After the events of Transformations: The Farm, Gwen and Alex have a new set of initiates to attend to. Among them is Amy Bellachik, the beautiful new bride from Transformations: Perversions who has been made into a Were-Bimbo, becoming a creature of insatiable lust during the full moon. Will Gwen and Alex cure her, or do they have other, darker plans for Amy's inner sex goddess?

Meanwhile, the cast of characters from Mama Jugs's hotel arrive at the Farm for much needed upgrades. They've abducted Mama Jugs's husband, but he may be more than the Church can handle!

Book five of the Transformations series.

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B07ZR862FG
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Transformations: Visions of Sugar Plums


It's Christmas, and Galleria Minnesota is packed with shoppers. When the mall announces a night of shopping for adults only, little do the merry makers know the mall has fallen under control of SlutzNet, the Church of Morpheus's AI. It'll give new meaning to the phrase: Ho, Ho, Ho's...

Bimbos, studs, and elves? oh, my!

Book six of the Transformations series.

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B082P5W714
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Transformations: Sinful Suburbia


Stacie Fuchs, the MILF Whore created in Transformations: Experiments, has been assigned by the Church to seduce and pervert the suburbs of Ithaca, NY. One by one, her neighbors fall into her web of kink and taboo pleasures. No man or woman is safe from her enhanced charms.

The Church of Morpheus: They shall make your homes into their brothels...

Book Seven of the Transformations series!

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B083RYXH1X
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Transformations: Return to Sinful Suburbia


The Church's MILF experiment in Ithaca, NY is progressing. As the Church expands further into the bedrooms of suburbia, there is no escape.

Carrie and her friends are taking a gap year before college, but the Church has other plans. All the nurturing mothers in Ithaca are becoming MILF temptresses with hypnotic blue eyes. One by one Carrie and her friends are pulled into the Church's web of lust and perversion. Will they rebel and escape, or will the taboo temptations prove too seductive to resist?

The Church of Morpheus: Possess the mother, control the home...

Book Eight of the Transformations series!

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B085P2H2ZZ


[image: ]Transformations: Dr. De-Mona

On subterranean Level 9 of Stallion's Adult Video, monsters dwell. This is the domain of the demoness Demonica. There, she is building a perverse army.

Dr. Mona Karnes has come to Ithaca, NY, to investigate the abduction of her Aunt Melanie. Her journey will take her from the heights of ecstasy to the very depths of Demonica’s hell. Life and death hang in the balance, but it is Mona’s soul that is in the most danger.

Will she prevail? Or is it her destiny to become… Dr. Demona?

What are mad scientists made of?

A novel of mind control and monstrous body modifications, unspeakable desires, and lustful temptations.

Book Nine of the Transformations series!

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B08FV6NDGG
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Transformations: Morpheus


Who is Morpheus? Who is this living god who is turning the world upside down? To answer that question we need to go back to San Francisco in 1967 - the Summer of Love. And, while the hippie counterculture was coming into bloom, one man was becoming something more than human and everyone around him was swept up in the orgasmic 'becoming'. Were these the roots of evil or the roots of hope?
A story of the psychedelic sixties filled with the corruption of innocence, the evolution of love, and the heights of taboo sensuality.
Book Ten of the Transformations saga!


https://www.amazon.com/dp/B08JH23B1P
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The heart of Manhattan is under siege. Twin epidemics of the 'Bimbo Flu' and 'Futanari Virus' have brought the city to its knees. The Church of Morpheus has arrived to 'help'. They have walled off a 'Red Zone' within the city and those trapped within are fighting to remain human while the infected are becoming more and more perverted.
Tanya Manetti wants desperately to escape the zone, but as the uninfected bond together, she finds that all is not as it seems. Sometimes the only way to remain human is to adapt and build a future for the ones you love in the new normal.
A story of survival and corruption against a backdrop of taboo sensuality. 
Book Eleven of the Transformations saga!


https://www.amazon.com/dp/B09JCG3GFW

Transformations: The Book of Adam [image: A picture containing text  Description automatically generated]

Adam Price is starting his freshmen year at Ithaca College, but, from the moment he steps off the bus in downtown Ithaca, he knows that something isn't right. Ithaca, New York is a hedonist playground - a sexual dream land where his wildest fantasies can come true. The deeper he goes, the more Adam realizes he isn't in Kansas anymore.
Because, Ithaca, New York is ground zero for the Church's plans, and Adam and his new friends are caught in the middle of a struggle for domination between the Religious Caste and Whore Caste.
Adam Price has a destiny, one he cannot imagine. He is the one thing the Church of Morpheus isn't prepared for: another living god...
Book Twelve of the Transformations saga!


https://www.amazon.com/dp/B09N9P9LVT


[image: ]
Transformations Tingles: Britt-Ney


The US Government is investigating the Church. A witness has emerged, and Britt Connors, genius District Attorney, has her sights set on taking the Church down. Unfortunately for her, the Church has a genius of their own: evil mind controlling White Witch Maria Marapova. The Amazon blonde has her sights set on Brittney herself, and she will stop at nothing to turn the DA into a giggly, bimbified slut.

A story of depraved mind control, extreme body modification, and twisted romance from the perverted minds that brought you Transformations: Witnesses.

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B07FBTFQ84

[image: ]Transformations Tingles:

The Hazards of Saving the Earth

A religious cult has taken control of Cuba, turning it into a sexual playground. But, the Church of Morpheus has designs beyond the island. It plans world domination through sexual perversion. And, the organization is growing...

Rita is an environmentally conscious coed, so when she finds a sex toy at the local porn store guaranteed to get her off AND lower her carbon footprint, it sounds like a win/win. But, that Bimbonix Harvester she just bought comes direct from the Church of Morpheus. And, good vibrations aren't the only things she'll be feeling...

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B07FC5KY11
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Transformations: The New Gym: A Tingles Novella


Friends Pam and Emma want to find out about the new gym in town everyone is raving about. Rumors are flying: women go in plain Janes and come out stacked bimbos. The closer they look, the deeper the mystery becomes. What sinister secret lies behind the doors to the Morphosis Gym? Do they dare go inside, and, if they do, will they make it out? Will they ever be the same?

A story of mind control, seduction, debauchery, and extreme body modification. Book three of the Transformations Tingles series.

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B07W3PBG4W

[image: ]
Punches: An Erotic Short Story


A woman alone in a cemetery at night, a lusty vampire stalking her, and all the while vampire hunters awaiting the monster's return to her lair: a horrific, comedic, erotic interlude.

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B00ITDPY7O
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