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Transformations: Return to Sinful Suburbia

Father Esteban Ruiz lay naked on his desk as the church secretary, Christine McGee stroked and massaged his body. Only, now she insisted he call her by her new name: Christine Kuntz.

“I am no longer the property of my husband - I am the property of my master and mistress. There’s a difference. I’m Christine Kuntz di McGee di Fuchs,” she had said.

Then she had begun injecting him with chemicals whose uses were anyone’s guess.

God had forsaken him. He had prayed non-stop since that succubus, Stacie Fuchs had first injected him with the amber fluid. But, his ability to pray was diminishing. Partly from the drugs and partly from his being unable to comprehend why God would allow this to happen.

He had sinned with the Fuchs woman. Granted she had instigated it with the drugs, but he knew that part of him had weakened.

And, now Christine.

She grasped his cock and stroked it. “I’ve always fantasized about you, Esteban. So handsome, so pious. Not that I ever would have dreamed of actually seducing you like this.”

“You’re not seducing me, Christine. You’re forcing me against my will.”

Christine laughed. “The entire celibacy thing is ridiculous. It goes against your nature.” She stroked him back to full erection and then rubbed her thumb over the tip of his cock.

Her thumb was covered with his clear precum and she sucked the liquid into her mouth.

He watched her lewd display, his heart filled with lust.

Had he fantasized about her before? He wasn’t sure. Things were hazy in his once sharp mind. He had always liked the very prim and proper Christine with her sensible, librarian-esque suits and her severe hair bun. She was efficient and pleasant.

How had he not seen the changes in her? The wrinkles around her eyes were gone - how old did she look now? 40? 38? Her modest breasts were now full, straining against the fabric of the blouse.

Her brown hair was down, cascading over her shoulders, the reading glasses covering her light blue eyes nothing but a memory. He watched in wonder as makeup appeared on her face - eyeliner and sultry red eye shadow plus full, plum colored, glossy lipstick that slowly replaced her understated pink shading.

“What have they done to you?” He whispered as her stroking of his cock became more adamant, firmer.

“Some of the same things I’m doing to you. They injected me with slutifier, just like what I injected your testicle with. You can feel it can’t you? Like a fever through your body and mind? Lust, Esteban. It doesn’t fade. It just grows. Let it fill you.”

His mouth grew dry as his eyes wandered to her straining blouse.

She smiled and nodded, undoing the buttons.

He squeezed his eyes shut. “Your husband, Christine. Think about him. Think about Nathan. What would he say...”? He opened his eyes.

“He knows I’m here. He knows what I’m doing.” She smiled and licked her lips. “I love him, Esteban. More than I love you, I’m sorry - he’s my master, and I am on fire for him. But, I do love you. Soon, you’ll be one of us, and you’ll understand. The old morality is stifling. Morpheus promises eternal life and pleasure.”

He watched as her beautiful breasts appeared in her lace bra. He forced his eyes to look away. “Blasphemy, Christine. You were one of the most pious, Christian souls I’ve ever known. Turn away from this. He forgives.”

She laughed. “Oh, Esteban. I don’t want to be forgiven.” She undid the front clasp of her bra, exposing her large breasts.

Inverted Pentagram clamps were attached to her large, dark red nipples.

“Oh, Christine. Don’t do this.”

“Shh, Esteban. Look down at your cock, my love.”

He looked down his body.

His cock was longer and thicker than ever before. “Oh, my God.”

Christine giggled. “No, Esteban, my god. Yours won’t even free you from my grip on your cock.”

He groaned. He was close to cumming.

Christine stopped and squeezed the base of his cock. “Not yet.”

The impending release stopped, and he moaned out loud.

“You’ve had your slutifier, darling. And, we’ve given you Cock Grow. You’ll be thirteen inches long and too thick for me to get my hand around soon.”

“Why? Why, Christine?”

“You’ll be even more muscular. You’ll be perfect, Esteban. And, young? Forever. But, there’s more.”

“More?”

She unclamped her left nipple.

Milk! Milk dripped from her breast.

It dripped onto his stomach.

He went rigid with lust. The milk touched him, and it was like a switch was thrown inside him, turning him on. His mind filled with images of him taking Christine in a hundred different ways.

She squeezed the base of his cock even harder. “No. Not yet.”

He felt like his bones would break from the tension in his muscles.

She replaced the clamp on her nipple and the flow of milk stopped. 

Christine stroked his ball sack with her free hand. “The other testicle has been injected with something called Inseminator A.”

His breath came in short gasps. “What... is... that?”

“Hmm, well, you’re going to become an incubus... you know that word, don’t you?”

He stared at her in horror. “A sex demon?”

“Of a sort, you’re going to impregnate women for the Church of Morpheus. Your offspring will grow up to be like us.”

“Who... Who am I going to impregnate?” Esteban whispered.

“The congregation, of course. Every fertile woman in this church is going to be bred by you. Think about it, Esteban. You’re going to father hundreds of children.”

“No! I won’t!” 

She smiled at him. “Yes, you will. Soon? You’ll want to do just that. You’ll see a fertile slut and you won’t be able to control yourself. Better, you won’t want to control yourself. The last generation of humans has just been born. Soon, they will be replaced by the transformed, the children of Morpheus.”

“God, help us,” he whispered.

Christine climbed on top of him, straddling his big cock. “Shh, no more fairy tales. I’ll show you the true way.” Her pussy was bare under the skirt, and she lowered herself down slowly, letting his rampant prick slide into her warm depths.

“Christine, please...”

“Yes, Esteban. I know what you need.” She settled onto his cock fully, taking him deep inside her.

His eyes bulged as she began to grind her hips against him.

He was hyperventilating - the sensations were indescribable!

Her body milked him gently as she smiled down at him with a knowing expression.

Christine was a succubus, a sex demon sent to pervert him, and he was allowing her to do it!

He raised his hands and put them on her narrow waist.

She nodded. “That’s right. Stop fighting me. Your life up to now was just a bad dream. Let me show you paradise.”

God forgive me, he thought.

He thrust his cock up, pistoning his hips.

Christine gasped and laughed. “Yes. Oh, God, yes.”

She leaned down and kissed him, grinding even harder as he began fucking her in a steady rhythm.

She reached between them as they kissed and released the clamps on her nipples.

The space between their bodies filled with electricity.

He came, seeding her deep inside as his lust caught fire, ignited by the breast milk that now soaked their torsos.

She came as well, her cunt gripping and trembling around his spurting cock.

All the while, they kissed, tongues playing in each other’s mouths as his cock spurted again and again.

A moment later she raised her head. She smiled. “Do you see now?”

“Did I... Did I impregnate you?” He asked. Was he frightened by the thought or emboldened? He didn’t know.

She shook her head. “I am transformed. I can’t be impregnated.”

Christine guided her nipple to his lips.

His eyes closed as he sucked.

His cock grew hard again inside her!

“Don’t worry, darling. I’ll find you lots of women for you to breed,” Christine whispered as she began to grind her hips against him.

***

“I do not need a babysitter!” Stacie yelled with her fists on her hips.

She was standing in her living room staring down a tall, beautiful woman with close cropped platinum blonde hair.

“Would you calm down?” Mary said. She was sitting on Stacie’s couch with a half-eaten can of chocolate syrup balanced on her lap.

“No, I will not! The nerve of the Church, sending a complete stranger to my house...”

“The Church’s house,” Mary corrected with a slight smile.

“My house!” Stacie had returned home from supervising the conditioning of the local Catholic priest, Father Esteban Ruiz, to find this woman waiting on her. “I don’t care what the Church told you: you are not going to be my partner. I don’t need a wife. Even one with a cock as nice as yours.”

Mary laughed and spread her legs, revealing the long, thick Futanari cock under the hem of her short dress. “Thank you.”

“I don’t understand why they would send you. My projects have been going very smoothly...”

Mary nodded. “Yes, I mean other than the immune French Maid Whore and the accidentally created Whoremaster who both escaped from your custody and killed a bishop.”

Stacie gritted her teeth. “None of that was my fault!”

Mary set the can of Hershey’s syrup on the coffee table and stood up. “I know, I read the report.” She put her hands on Stacie’s shoulders. “You did your best, but, together? Maybe we can watch each other’s backs and keep things like that from happening again?”

Stacie pouted. “Don’t... mansplain things to me. Or, Futanari-splain them.”

Mary smiled. “You know the Church always gets what they want. Can’t we just enjoy ourselves?” Her cock was fully erect, lifting the front of Mary’s dress and pushing against Stacie’s crotch.

Stacie sighed and almost smiled.

“I see a smile,” Mary laughed. “They told me you liked Futas.”

Stacie smirked thinking about her time at Stallion’s with the Futas Sugar Tits and Demona had created. She reached out and caressed Mary’s abundant cleavage. “Yes.”

Mary nodded. “Do I please you?”

Stacie bit her lip. “A little. You’re not... unattractive.” She gave her a little shove back. “But, I’m in charge. Just because you have all that testosterone raging in you doesn’t mean I’m your fucking sidekick.”

Mary laughed. “Stacie, I don’t want to be the dominant here... I mean, I’m not your sub by any means, but you’re the boss. I’m just here to have fun and cause mayhem.” She had a roguish expression on her face that was both infuriating and lovable.

Stacie pulled her closer. “Okay. Let’s start over. My name is Stacie Fuchs, designation: MILF Whore, Whore Caste, and you are?”

“Mary... Fuchs. Might as well take your name if you want to be the boss. Mary Fuchs, designation: Futanari Whore Type 2, Whore Caste.”

Stacie looked confused. “Type 2?”

Mary nodded. “My cum doesn’t make women into Futa’s and men into bimbos.” She smiled and her canines elongated.

“Fangs?!” Stacie whispered.

Mary licked them. “My venom converts them. My cum, though.” She laughed. “Impregnates women who then give birth to their own clone.”

Stacie just stared at her and shook her head.

***

It was Sister Illia’s first trip to the United States. Actually, it was only her second time on a plane. The first had been the Church of Morpheus transport plane that had brought her from Nigeria two years ago.

She couldn’t remember much of that trip. She had given herself to a strong Bishop there on the private airstrip, embracing the religion and accepting his seed. Afterwards, she spent most of the flight in a delirium being programmed and enhanced for her role as a Sister of Morpheus.

The missionaries had come to the village to recruit, both for the Religious Caste and for Whore Caste. For Illia, it was an easy choice: an eternity as a goddess or a dull life in her village as a human.

She chose to be a goddess.

Illia leaned back in the leather seat and smiled at Bishop Leviathan as he fucked a young nun on the floor of the plane.

The young brunette was someone Levi knew from his life in Ithaca: Elizabeth, his best friend’s older sister.

She too had accepted the Church’s offer of immortality and power.

Now, she was taking Levi’s thick cock from behind in her tight ass at 36,000 feet over Florida.

“God, fuck me harder!” The nun whimpered as Levi’s thick balls slapped against her.

“Shut up, whore,” Levi growled.

He was cruel. But, then all the Church elite were cruel.

Illia’s only regret was that she didn’t have the genetic abnormality to be a Mother Superior.

She wasn’t sure why Levi hated his best friend’s sister, but his treatment of her bordered on torture.

He yanked back on her hair as he fucked her ass even harder.

Sister Elizabeth seemed unfazed - the rougher he was, the more she seemed to like it.

Levi had asked for two things before leaving the Cathedral of Morpheus.

He wanted Elizabeth as his personal servant.

And, he wanted Illia as his advisor.

She stood up and smiled down at them.

Levi’s muscular body flexed as he took the young nun.

If she were to choose a lover, she would have chosen him. She knelt down beside him and caressed his muscular shoulder.

He smiled at her, never slowing his thrusts into the moaning brunette.

She kissed him, biting his lip and drawing blood.

He returned the favor and she moaned, tasting the coppery mix of their spit and blood.

It wasn’t love, she wasn’t truly capable of it any longer. She wasn’t sure if she had ever had that capacity. Some of the Religious Caste retained the capability to love, but not many.

But, she had the capacity to lust.

She got behind him and kissed her way down his spine, leaving a trail of her blood.

She lay on her back and kissed his balls as he fucked Elizabeth, tasting his precum mixed with her juices.

He reached down and caressed her face gently.

She answered him by sucking first one of his balls into her mouth and then the other.

Then she scooted farther under them and tongued Elizabeth’s clit as he fucked her.

She came, her little cunt spasming around her invading tongue.

Illia watched in fascination as Levi stopped in mid thrust, his cock throbbing. He orgasmed with a long groan, filling Elizabeth with his black cum.

He pulled out of her gaping ass and then yanked her around.

“Clean me, Elizabeth.”

She smiled and laughed, taking his cock in her mouth and sucking him.

Illia watched. The girl seemed oblivious to the fact Levi was taking out his frustrations on her. She seemed to enjoy it.

He pulled away from her and sat down in one of the leather chairs.

“You are filled with anger,” Illia said as she sat down in the chair across from him.

“It’s warranted.”

She looked at him with an appraising eye. He was nothing like the boy she had retrieved from the airport, neither physically nor mentally.

He was taller and broader across the shoulders, the effects of Sister’s dark Ambrosia. He had an evident cruel streak before, but now he reveled in it.

Darkness filled them all.

Some more than others.

He sat staring out the window with his strange black eyes.

She had to keep reminding herself that he was still a nineteen year old boy. He had an old, evil soul but the boy still occasionally shone through.

It was her responsibility to guide and mold him, ensuring his bloodlust was satisfied, but keeping him focused on the Church’s goals.

They would need a house with an extensive torture dungeon, and she would need to keep it stocked with fresh victims. He would need perverse forms of release so that he could focus.

“When we arrive in New York, you must stop torturing the little nun.”

He frowned at her. “Excuse me?”

“Assfucking her does not hurt her brother,” Illia said with a slight smile.

He gritted his teeth. “Who’s in charge here?”

“You are. But, you asked for my counsel, and I will give it. Torturing Elizabeth sends the wrong message. Torturing humans sends the right message. We are above humans, and they must see the Church as united, not as a hierarchy with Bishops lording over nuns and priests.”

His eyes narrowed. “We are Bishops and Mother Superiors lording over nuns and priests.”

She smiled. “Yes, but the humans don’t need to know that.”

“You forget your place,” he said dismissively. Then he smiled. “Pain.”

Every nerve ending in Illia’s body fired at once. She was bathed in fire. She gripped the hand rests and squeezed.  Then she looked up and smiled at him. “You can kill me... with a thought... and, then? You will be alone with no one to tell you when you make a mistake.”

He looked away quickly, dropping his psychic attack.

Illia sighed, the pain receding. She fought to maintain the smile.

She had been the victim of psychic onslaught many, many times from Church elders far more powerful than Levi. You could never get used to it, but you could learn to maintain your composure.

“I’m sorry,” Levi said.

She had little doubt she was the only being he would ever apologize to for eternity.

Illia stood up and walked to him.

She put her hand on his head and pulled him to her bosom. “I will take care of you, Levi. Forever.”

He put his arm around her and held on.

***

Stacie had hoped to partner with a Whoremaster at some point.

She could never be bound to anyone - her final dose of Ambrosia saw to that.

But, she had always imagined she would find love with one of the gentle giants.

However, lying on her back on the living room couch with her legs resting on Mary’s shoulders as the beautiful Futanari fucked her gaping pussy, she realized being married to a semi-woman might not be so bad.

They could share clothes and shoes if nothing else.

Mary leaned down and sucked her left breast, taking a mouthful of Ambrosia and then kissing her deep, sharing Stacie’s breast milk with her.

It was hot. Not that Ambrosia had any discernible effect on her anymore, but it was still hot.

Mary was doing it because she liked how Stacie tasted.

And, Stacie loved the taste of the Futanari - her Ambrosia slightly sweeter than Stacie’s own. And, her cock had more of a dainty taste than a man’s.

Mary had brought her off with her mouth twice before settling between Stacie’s thighs and giving her the thick Futa cock.

Stacie reached back and fingered Mary’s wet cunt and tight asshole.

Mary laughed and fucked her harder.

The beautiful thing about a woman with a dick was that she instinctively knew exactly where, when, and how to thrust to drive Stacie insane.

“I’m going to cum again,” Stacie groaned.

Mary smiled down at her. She looked proud.

She also looked like she was in love.

“Harder,” Stacie whispered.

Mary held her tight, her lips on Stacie’s neck.

Stacie came hard, squirting around Mary’s thick member.

Then Mary arched her back and screamed.

Stacie smiled, feeling the cock throb deep inside her. She felt the powerful Futa cum pour inside her and leak out.

Mary collapsed on top of her, the hardness of a moment before replaced with feminine softness.

She smiled sleepily into Stacie’s eyes.

Stacie sighed. Then she smiled back and began kissing her new lover’s face.

Mary laughed. “So, you like me?”

Stacie stopped kissing and rubbed the woman’s short cropped blonde hair. “No. I love you... Whore Caste bonding, don’t let it go to your head.”

Mary shook her head. “You are one tough bitch, Stacie Fuchs.”

“I have to be.”

Mary touched her lips with a ruby red nail. “Not with me. I’m here for you. No agenda, no judgement.”

Stacie felt herself tear up. “Careful. You don’t know what you’re getting yourself into.”

Mary shook her head. “It’s my job, and I think I’m really going to like my job.”

“I loved them,” Stacie whispered.

“Tyler and Emily?”

Stacie nodded. “I miss them. It’s lonely here without them.”

Mary smiled. “Not anymore.”

Stacie stared into her eyes. “No. Not anymore.”

Mary kissed her and rolled onto her side. “What’s the status of the MILF Whore experiment?”

Stacie took a deep breath. “Complete success. Mothers are the key to the home. Possess the mothers, and you control the family.”

“So, we’re going to make more MILFs?”

Stacie pursed her lips. “We’re going to turn every mother in the Ithaca suburbs into a MILF Whore.”

Mary’s eyes flashed. “Do tell?”

“Churches. Churches are our way in... and, we now control 90% of the churches in Ithaca.”

***

Stacie sipped her morning coffee at the kitchen table the next morning. She had left Mary sleeping in their bed. She smiled thinking about the night before.

She supposed that counted as a ‘honeymoon’ to the Church.

Six times before the sun came up she had made love to the beautiful Futa.

There were definitely perks to being part of the Church of Morpheus.

“Mistress Stacie, Dr. Demona is waiting for you in the foyer,” SlutzNet announced over the speaker in the ceiling.

“Send her in.” She stood up and straightened her red silk robe.

The goth doctor came into the kitchen wearing her tight pink nurse’s outfit.

“Demona? I wasn’t expecting you today.”

Demona held up her medical bag. “I come bearing gifts.”

“Really?”

Demona opened her bag and withdrew a syringe with electric blue fluid.

“What’s that?” Stacie asked as Demona tapped the bubbles out of the syringe and expelled them from the needle with a tiny fountain of blue.

“I told you: a gift. Sit down and spread your legs.”

Stacie laughed. “Um, excuse me?”

“Sit. Spread. Now.” She grinned wickedly.

Stacie hopped up on the kitchen island and spread her legs, exposing her slick, pink pussy. “I thought no Church medications would work on us after we were transformed?”

Demona knelt between her thighs. “That’s correct - unless we’re activating something that was already done to you. This serum activates a little trait that’s dormant inside you. It’s a power really.”

“A power?” 

Demona leaned forward and kissed Stacie’s pussy. “Mmm, I see you’ve been fucking your Futa? Love the taste of Futa cum. I gave it a bit of licorice taste, did you notice?”

Stacie laughed. “Yes, delicious, but stay on topic, please? What kind of power?”

“Going to feel a little stick.” She wrapped a rubber tourniquet around Stacie’s upper right thigh. “I need a vein, sorry.”

“You need a vein right beside my cunt?”

Demona giggled. “No, it could be anywhere. I just love the view.” She winked up at Stacie.

Stacie laughed. “You are such a perv.” She gasped as the needle went in.

Demona began emptying the contents of the syringe into Stacie’s vein.

At the same time, she began to lick and suck Stacie’s clit.

“Jesus!” The combination of pleasure and pain was delicious.

She barely felt the needle being withdrawn.

Demona released the tourniquet while still sucking Stacie’s clit.

Stacie felt warm all over as whatever was in the needle flooded into her system.

Stacie’s eyes grew heavy.

Demona laid her back on the island gently. “Just let them close and relax. Don’t open them until I tell you, okay?”

“Whatever you say, doctor. I’m not going to grow a dick, am I?”

“You want a dick?”

Stacie laughed. “No. Although I am growing partial to Mary’s.”

“Dicks are overrated. Let me show you.” She dove back between Stacie’s legs and began tongue fucking her pussy.

Stacie kept her eyes closed as she stroked Demona’s beautiful black hair.

Her eyes burned, but it wasn’t really unpleasant.

Demona was successfully keeping her mind off it.

She felt her orgasm growing.

The doctor alternated her clit licking with her plunges into Stacie’s depths.

After a few minutes, she stopped licking and used her fingers instead. “Cum, you little slut.”

Stacie laughed and her body squeezed Demona’s fingers hard.

She gritted her teeth and arched her back as the orgasm ripped through her.

Demona stroked her stomach, her other hand gently stroking Stacie’s sensitive pussy.

“Okay. Five minutes. That’s long enough. Open your eyes.”

Her eyesight was blurry to begin with, but slowly Demona’s smiling face came into focus.

“What did you do to me? Other than giving me a very beautiful cum?”

Demona leaned down and got something out of her bag.

She held a hand mirror to Stacie’s face.

Her eyes.

They had been blue after transformation - Chasey Lain blue they had said.

But, now they were electric blue. Patterns seemed to be moving in her irises.

And, they glowed dimly.

“What the fuck?” She whispered.

“Hypnotic eyes. We just perfected them. I installed some down at the farm.”

“Hypnotic eyes? You mean I don’t need to give people the injections anymore?”

“Nope. Just stare into a human’s eyes and tell them what you want them to do.”

Stacie gasped and smiled at her beautiful new eyes.

“And, we can turn this little ‘feature’ on in every MILF Whore. Every mommy in Ithaca is going to be a mind controller.” She leaned down and kissed Stacie. “Just think of all the possibilities.”

Stacie giggled.

“Demona? I didn’t know you were here!” Mary said as she walked into the kitchen. “Did I miss anything?”

***

Two Weeks Later

Danny Durham stood up in front of his packed congregation at Ithaca Baptist Church. 

“Our world has turned to sin,” Danny said from behind the pulpit.

It was Thursday night. He had made changes in the church in the last few weeks - holding services three nights a week was one of those changes.

“And, you say, Preacher Danny, of course it has! You look at the massive pits of fornication like Manhattan - and, even downtown Ithaca - and you say, the Devil is among us!”

The congregation murmured with ‘amens’.

“But, I’ll tell you this brothers and sisters, he’s not just weaving a web of fornication and lust, no. He is right here in our homes weaving webs just as sinister. He is weaving webs from the other sins as well. Right here, in our beautiful homes? The sin of sloth.”

They looked at him expectantly.

“How many of you here tonight have adult children living at home? Go on, raise your hands.”

Half the congregation raised their hands sheepishly.

Danny nodded. “That’s right. And, what do they do? They live in their rooms or your basement and play violent video games. They look at pornography on the internet. Sloth. It’s a sin just as bad as fornication. And, I am here tonight to tell you we have a plan to end this in our community!”

More ‘amens’ and applause.

His congregation was energized, his church was alive.

And, he was a different man than he had been a few weeks ago.

Danny Durham was taller now and more muscular. He could feel the eyes of the women in the pews on him, and he loved it.

A few of them had come to know the other changes he had undergone - the thirteen inches of meat he now carried between his thighs.

Those women he had introduced to his new cock were smiling at him with adoration from the congregation. Those smiles were much more lascivious than pious.

He looked at his wife, Leslie, and winked.

But, she wasn’t the target of his smile.

That target was Margaret Cox, the ravishing Church of Morpheus MILF who sat beside her, running her long red nail over his previously god-fearing wife’s hand.

She smiled seductively.

His life as a con man had definitely taken a turn for the better when Margaret had taken an interest in his church.

Danny looked over the women in the pews - fully half of them now possessed the electric blue eyes of transformed MILF Whores. Margaret and Leslie had been busy befriending the ladies of the church.

And, then seducing, perverting, and finally transforming them.

In a few weeks, every mother in his congregation would be a servant of the Church of Morpheus.

***

Carrie Lester peddled her bike down the dark street by Ithaca park. Her parents had offered to buy her a car, but she preferred a bike. Better for the environment and not bad for her legs and butt, either.

She was nineteen and taking a gap year before heading to Manhattan and NYU. She had her black hair flying behind her in a ponytail as the wind whipped her. She was tall and trim, wearing a white Ithaca Volleyball t-shirt and black denim shorts.

On the other side of the park, she entered the parking lot for Ithaca Heights Elementary School.

The dark building was bathed only in streetlights.

Her friends were sitting on the hoods of their cars in front of the main entrance.

She slid to a stop beside her friend Tank’s pickup.

He was stretched out on the top of the pickup’s cab, his thick legs hanging off the edge by the driver’s side window.

A halo of smoke rose above the joint he was smoking. “Grass?” He asked.

“Not yet,” she said as she climbed onto Tank’s hood beside Jeffrey.

“Hi, bitch,” Jeffrey said. His skinny frame was reclining against the pickup’s windshield. He was dressed in tight jeans and a black t-shirt. He had a fifth of Jack in his hand.

“Hi, slut,” Carrie said as she reclined beside him on the warm hood. She held out her hand for the Jack.

He handed it to her.

“What are we drinking to?” Carrie asked as she brought the bottle to her lips.

“To the past,” Jeffrey said in his exaggerated femme voice. He nodded toward the darkened elementary school where she and all her friends had met fourteen years ago.

Construction tape was strung along the outside and the windows were boarded up.

A large wooden sign by the front door announced: CONDEMNED.

Carrie sighed and took a drink of the decidedly unsmooth Jack Daniels. “It just doesn’t make any fucking sense.”

The car beside Tank’s was a white Toyota, and her other two friends, Cheryl and Morris were lying close together.

Cheryl shook her head, long blonde hair flying. “No kids means no need for an elementary school.”

The Ithaca suburbs were completely empty of children below the age of eighteen.

The city was tearing down the schools.

The Church’s in Ithaca had started a campaign against the public schools, and an anonymous donor had offered millions to send every child to private school in Switzerland. 

“How could you send your children off to school in Europe?” Carrie asked.

“God, I wish my parents had sent me off to school in Switzerland,” Jeffrey said. “Tank? You going to bogart that whole joint?”

His big, meaty hand appeared between Jeffery and Carrie. “Knock yourself out.”

Jeffrey took the sickly sweet smelling joint from Tank and drew hard, the tip flaring yellow red in the darkness.

He held the smoke in and waved the grass toward Carrie.

“No, thanks.”

He leaned to the right and Cheryl took it from the hood of the Toyota.

The five of them were an unlikely clique, but it had served them well. Tank was the protector - he was the biggest kid in Ithaca from Kindergarten on, and nobody messed with them as long as Tank was there.

Jeffrey was the smart-ass, lobbing fast insults guaranteed to reduce an enemy to tears in any conflict.

Cheryl was the beauty, giving them street cred as being the clique with the blonde bombshell on the team.

Morris was the organizer, the planner - three times class president.

And, Carrie was the brain.

Together, they had braved the storms of childhood and the perils of puberty.

They were all taking a gap year, and, to be honest, Carrie knew it was because as soon as they left Ithaca, they would be on their own. Each of them would have to become adults and stand on their own two feet without the other four to lean on.

It was terrifying.

But, not as terrifying as the strange shit going on in their hometown.

Carrie stared at the darkened school. “Do any of you know people who have kids under eighteen?”

Her friends were silent.

What were the odds that not one of them had younger siblings?

What were the odds that not one of them even knew anyone with young children?

It was statistically impossible.

And yet...

“Lots of pregnant women in this town. I mean it’s a breeder convention,” Jeffrey said in his voice strained by the cheap weed.

That was true. There were no children, no babies, but the town was crowded with baby bumps.

“Yeah,” Cheryl said. “I mean, with all these women pregnant? Doesn’t it seem kind of short-sighted to tear down the schools?”

Morris laughed. “Maybe we should do our part to rebuild the population?” He stroked Cheryl’s stomach below her half t-shirt, and she laughed.

“No. College first, kids after,” Cheryl laughed. “Buy stock in Trojans.”

Cheryl and Morris had been an item since sophomore year.

“I don’t know about this gap year thing. I’m ready to go,” Jeffrey said. “The parents are becoming impossible.”

“Mine too,” Carrie groaned. “They spend so much time at the church, and they come back weirder every time.”

“Yeah?” Jeffrey said. “Try this on for size: my parents, who have always been devout agnostics went to Temple three nights this week.”

“Blue eyes,” Tank said from his place on the top of the truck cab.

They all turned and looked at him.

“What did you say?” Carrie asked.

“My mom has blue eyes. They used to be green.”

Carrie’s breath caught in her chest. “My... mom started wearing blue contact lenses too.”

The others looked at her.

“Holy fuck,” Jeffrey said as he looked at each of them.

“Yours too?” Carrie asked.

Morris and Cheryl both nodded.

Jeffrey cleared his throat. “There is nothing more disturbing than your very Jewish mother showing up at breakfast with freak ass blue eyes.”

“Fuck,” Carrie hissed. “What the fuck is going on?”

A patrol car pulled into the parking lot and hit its lights.

“Goddamn,” Tank groaned. He flicked the joint into the bushes.

The cop pulled up beside the pickup and rolled down his window. “It’s late, you kids should be at home.”

Morris climbed off the hood. “Yes, sir. We were just going.”

The cop nodded. “Is that Jack Daniels?”

Jeffrey rolled his eyes. “Yes, officer.”

“Give it over.” He held his arm out the window.

“I was just holding it for a friend,” Jeffrey said as he passed it to the cop.

“Right. Listen, I’m not going to bust your balls. Just go home... the two of you who are driving, have you been drinking?”

“No, sir,” Tank said as he climbed down from the cab.

“No, sir,” Morris said.

“Good. Now, all of you get home. And, don’t let me catch you out here again.” 

Jeffrey got in the truck with Tank and Cheryl got in Morris’s Toyota.

Carrie jumped on her bike and smile at the cop as she sped past him.

“Prick,” she said under her breath.

Her breath turned to mist as she pumped down the dark street.

Jeffrey was right, staying in Ithaca for a gap year had been a bad move.

Carrie had never gone through a ‘rebellious’ stage as a kid, never hated her parents or felt they didn’t understand her.

But, over the past month or so, they had grown increasingly, well, bizarre.

She had never liked her parents’ church - Reverend Danny Durham seemed like a sleezeball. He reminded Carrie of a more upscale Jim Jones.

And, though her parents were religious, they hadn’t been religious fanatics.

Now, they seemed to be in church or at the houses of other church members constantly. They had even started nagging her to go with them.

She turned onto her street, hoping her parents’ car would not be in the drive.

She was disappointed - the Mercedes station wagon was sitting in the drive.

Carrie rolled past it up to the garage door. She hopped off and keyed in the code on the keypad. The door rolled up and she pulled her bike inside.

Her parents were waiting in the kitchen.

“Hi, Honey,” her mom said from her chair at the kitchen table. Jenny Lester was tall and blonde. Until a few days ago, her eyes were brown. Now, they were electric blue.

Carrie stopped in midstride.

Her suitcases were sitting in the middle of the kitchen.

“Why...”

“Sit down, sweetie, we need to talk,” her dad, Don, said as he leaned against the kitchen counter and sipped his coffee.

“My bags?”

“Sit down, Carrie,” Jenny said. “Now, don’t freak out.”

She looked into her mom’s strange blue eyes.

“You’re going to be moving over to stay with some friends of ours,” Don said.

“What?! What are you talking about?”

Jenny took her hand. “There’s a program the churches are starting. It’s called the Fledgling Project...”

“What is that?”

“It’s designed to help college aged kids become independent,” Don said.

“You see, honey, you can’t really mature staying here at home with us,” Jenny said.

Carrie looked back and forth from her mom to her dad. “I... where am I supposed to go?”

Her mom smiled. “They’re a very nice couple: Nathan and Christine McGee.”

“From your church?” Carrie asked. This was a nightmare.

“No, they’re Catholics.”

Carrie burst out laughing. “This is a joke, right?”

Jenny shook her head. “Nope. Sorry.”

“I don’t understand. Mom, it’s just a gap year. It’s not like I’m going to be living in your basement till I’m thirty.”

“Where were you tonight?” Jenny asked.

“Huh?”

“It’s late. Where were you?”

“Just out with the gang.”

Jenny nodded. “I smell pot and booze.”

“I had like a swallow of Jack Daniels and I didn’t even take a hit off the joint.”

Jenny smiled. “This time. Next time, maybe you’ll do something you regret. Maybe you’ll end up pregnant.”

“No! Mom! Come on! How is sending me to live with strangers going to help that?”

“We let you get away with too much,” her dad said. “The McGees are going to find you a job and make sure you pull your weight. Give you a taste of what the real world is going to be like.”

***

“Tighter,” Christine McGee groaned. She was lying on her stomach on the spanking bench, her wrists and ankles strapped to the legs.

Nathan laughed. “Tighter what?” He stood naked behind her and pulled the strap around her right ankle tighter.

She grinned and bit her lip. “Tighter, Master.”

“Better.” He slapped her ass and Christine giggled.

They had converted a storage room off the main hallway into a bondage room. The lights were low inside. Nathan stood naked behind Christine.

Christine had needs after being transformed. One of those was bondage and discipline.

Nathan stroked her narrow lower back. “How’s that?”

She tested the restraints. “Very nice, Master.”

He slapped her backside with his open palm.

She moaned and wiggled.

He struck her again, this time letting his hand hit her bare, wet pussy along with her buttocks.

Christine gasped.

The world was different. Everything was different. 

But, that didn’t mean it was all bad.

They had always been sexual, but now there was a raw, animal passion within them both. 

He leaned forward and pulled her head back by her long, dark hair. He put his long cock against the entrance to her now very red pussy.

Transformation had been good for Nathan as well. He was now Nathan McGee, Professional Caste, upper echelon. That came with perks: a hot, MILF Whore to enjoy for one thing.

A thirteen inch cock for another.

Christine moaned and laughed as he slid inside her.

“Excuse me?” A voice asked behind him.

He turned his head.

One of the bald Church of Morpheus agents stood inside the bondage room door.

Nathan glared at him. Other things that had changed after transformation? Modesty was a thing of the past along with morality. “What is it?”

“The rooms have been prepared for your new wards. They’re on their way here now.”

“Good.” Nathan yanked Christine’s hair back. “Hear that? We’re going to have to tone back our behavior.”

“Unnh,” Christine moaned. “For a while.” She laughed. “Nathan... I need...”

Nathan nodded as he thrust into her. “You,” he called over his shoulder. “Are you a eunuch?”

“No, sir,” the agent said.

“Then get over here,” Nathan said.

The man crossed the room. “Sir?”

“Stand in front of her,” Nathan said as he stroked in and out of Christine’s pussy.

The man stood with his crotch in front of her face.

“Unzip and give her your cock,” Nathan said.

The agent unzipped the fly of his black suit pants and pulled out his long, cock. It was over ten inches long.

Christine licked her lips.

“You want him, slut?”

“Yes, Master!”

“Then suck his cock.”

The man rubbed his cock across her red lips.

Christine opened her mouth and let him slide between her lips.

Nathan pulled her head back harder and the agent began fucking her mouth.

Nathan fucked her harder, matching his strokes to the man taking her throat.

A few weeks ago, Nathan would never have accepted sharing her with another man. Now, threesomes were a daily occurrence, and all he wanted was to make her happy.

She orgasmed, her miraculous body gripping and milking him, her girl juice erupting from her as she took the agent to his balls.

The man groaned and shook as his cum filled her.

Nathan felt his balls rising.

He fucked her harder and came deep inside her.

Nathan leaned over and kissed her between the shoulder blades as he gently slid out of her. “We better get cleaned up. They’ll be here any minute.”

***

Carrie sat in the backseat of the SUV and looked at the two bald men sitting in the front. They wore identical black suits, and both had secret service style earphones in their ears.

“Unit four inbound to McGee residence with cargo,” the man in the passenger seat said.

“Who are you guys?” Carrie asked,

“We work for the church,” the driver said without looking back.

They had shown up a few minutes before, taken her bags, and escorted her to the SUV while her mom had told her that ‘everything was going to be okay’.

Her phone rang.

She dug it out of her purse and hesitated with her finger on the button. “Can I answer this?”

The guard in the passenger seat turned around. His face was expressionless. “You’re not a prisoner, Miss.”

She pressed the button.

It was Jeffrey.

He sounded panicked. “Bitch, you are not going to fucking believe this...”

“Your mom and dad kicked you out of the house,” Carrie said still staring at the gleaming bald head of the guard on the passenger side. “And, now you’re on your way to live with strangers?”

Silence. And then, “Oh my fucking God, are you fucking psychic?”

“No, two guys in suits are driving me to my new home too.”

“Fuck me. Hot guys? Like tall, bald, hot guys?”

“Not going to comment on the hotness. I’m too scared,” Carrie whispered.

“Yeah, I know. I mean, I’ve had fantasies about being abducted by hot guys, but I’m totally freaking out right now.”

“Where are they taking you?” Carrie asked.

“That’s the worst part. Some Baptist family, the Cavanaugh’s or Carpenters or something? Jesus, Carrie, Baptists? They’re taking me to live with Baptists... they’re taking a gay Jewish boy to live with Baptists. They’ll kill me. I’m gay and a Jew, they’ve never forgiven us for Jesus...”

“Calm down. Is it the Cavendish’s?”

“Yeah, that’s it! Wasn’t that the name of the hillbilly family in Deliverance? I’m too pretty to survive hillbillies.”

“I know the Cavendish’s, you’ll be fine. The mom bakes cupcakes. The worst that’s going to happen to you is you’ll gain a few pounds.”

“No, no, no... when Baptists smell sweet little Christian girls? Then, they bake cupcakes. But, they sprout fangs and haul gay kids off to re-education camps. I’m dead. Totally dead.”

“Deep breath, Jeffrey.”

She could hear him breathing on the other end. “I’m trying...”

“We’ll figure this shit out tomorrow. Meet me at the elementary school at 7:00 PM. Have you heard from the others?”

“Only Tank, he said they were taking him to live with two lesbians named Fuchs - why does he draw the hip lesbians? Did they think any of this through?”

“Would you calm the fuck down?”

“I’m trying.” He took a deep breath. “Listen, in case I don’t make it...”

“Fuck’s sake would you shut up?”

“No, I have to get this out. You remember six months ago when you lost your fuchsia eye shadow?”

“Yeah?”

“You didn’t lose it - I stole it.”

“You bitch.”

“It wasn’t your color and it is totally mine.”

Carrie rolled her eyes. “We’ll talk about it tomorrow. I love you.”

“I love you too.”

She hung up and watched the dark street pass by.

A moment later, they pulled onto a narrow driveway.

The house was much bigger than her own. The neighborhood was affluent, definitely a few steps up from her street.

They stopped behind another identical black SUV.

A boy in a blue windbreaker stepped out of the truck.

He was Carrie’s age, but she didn’t recognize him.

He looked around like a deer in headlights.

“We’ll get your bags and your bike,” the guard on the passenger side said as he opened his door.

He opened hers and she stepped out into the crisp night air.

She walked over to the tall boy in the blue windbreaker. “Hi, I’m Carrie. Were you shanghaied as well?”

He looked at her. He looked dazed, but it didn’t stop his eyes from traveling down to her breasts. “Mark. I’m Mark.”

The door opened.

The McGees stepped onto the porch.

The man was tall and broad, with graying hair above a chiseled face. He looked like an athlete a few decades past his prime.

Beside him was his wife. She was tall with full hips and gravity defying breasts in a tight blouse. She smiled warmly, red lips leading to smile lines.

It was the eyes, though.

Brilliant blue, they seemed to glow in the dim light.

“We’re the McGees. I’m Christine and this is Nathan. Welcome home.”

***

Carrie and Mark followed Mr. and Mrs. McGee into their house as the church men carried their bags up the stairs.

Christine McGee climbed the steps in front of them. She wore a tight business skirt, and Carrie noted that Mark watched the gentle sway of the woman's hips as they ascended.

He had a youthful look, but here under the lights, she saw that it was an illusion - Mark was at least her age and maybe a year or two older.

But, his face held an evident innocence - he looked just as terrified and lost as Carrie felt.

Christine spoke calmly and genially as they went up the stairs. "We have cable and Wi-Fi, and a big refrigerator to raid if you get hungry between meals. Do either of you have food allergies?"

"No, Ma'am," Mark said softly.

"Me neither," Carrie added. She paused halfway up the stairs. The outline of a crucifix was on the wall, but the cross itself was gone. All that was left was a small nail hole where it had once hung and the halo of sun darkened paint where it had shielded the wall beneath it.

She stared at the missing crucifix for a moment.

She felt eyes on her.

Carrie looked up to see Christine McGee smiling at her. "It was old. We took it down." She turned with a smile and continued up the stairs as the church men walked down past them and out the front door.

Nathan opened a door at the top of the stairs. "This is your room, Carrie."

Carrie looked inside and her eyes bulged. "My stuff?! All my things are here?!" She stepped in and looked around. All her posters, her furniture, even her bed linens were in place. The only thing out of place were her small suitcases sitting in the middle of the floor where the church men had deposited them.

Christine smiled. "The team moved everything a few hours ago. They took pictures and tried to match everything's placement." She stood beside Carrie and whispered. "They threw away your marijuana. Sorry. It's against the rules."

Carrie stared at her in utter astonishment.

Christine winked. "It's okay. We won't discuss it further, honey."

***

Christine took Mark's hand and led him further down the hall, leaving Christine alone and dumbfounded in her room.

"Now, Mark, if you go in Christine's room or she comes in yours? The door stays open. You're a man, and we expect you to be a gentleman."

He nodded at her wide-eyed. "Y... Yes, Ma'am."

As they walked he stared at her hand in his.

Christine smiled. Her pheromones were affecting the boy - his pulse was racing, and, the poor thing probably didn't even know why.

As for herself, she was dripping wet. Between the beautiful Carrie and this delicious smelling boy, it was all she could do not to seduce him right there in the hall.

But, this was an experiment in seduction, crafted not by the Church, but by the Whore Caste.

They reached the end of the hall and Christine opened the door. "This was my son's room before he... well, before he left with his girlfriend."

The boy looked shell shocked as he took in his room.

"Yes, they brought in all your stuff as well," Christine said.

Art paper was hung on every available wall. Charcoal drawings and pencil drawings interspersed with oil and watercolor images.

"You're very talented, Mark," Christine said as she put her arm around him.

She felt his body go stiff, and, looking down at his pants, saw he was stiff in more ways than one.

Nathan stood behind them and held back a laugh.

She led him to the largest picture on the wall. It was brightly painted in acrylics. A tall, buxom woman in a red spandex outfit with a yellow belt. She had long flowing brown hair. "And, who's this?"

"Mega... Mega Girl," he said drowsily.

"I know you painted her, but is she completely your creation?" Christine asked. She ran her fingernail along the outside of his right ear.

"Yes, Ma'am. I draw comics about her. She's a superhero."

Christine smiled. "Well, she's lovely, and you're very, very talented."

He smiled. "Thank..."

She turned him to face her.

Her eyes throbbed. "After we leave, I want you to get undressed and go to bed. You don't need pajamas. Go to sleep and don't wake up till your alarm goes off in the morning."

He stared intently into her hypnotic eyes.

Christine smiled as she saw the blue patterns dancing and glowing, reflected in his own brown eyes. "When I turn away, you won't remember what I just told you, but you will obey. Do you understand?"

"Yesss, Ma'am," he whispered.

She cupped his face in her hands. "Darling, you don't have to be afraid here. We're going to take wonderful care of you and I'm personally going to make you very happy."

He smiled slightly.

Christine took her hands away.

Then she looked away.

The boy jerked as if he had almost fallen.

"Okay there, kiddo?" Nathan asked as he put a hand on the boy's shoulder.

"Y... Yes, sir. Sorry."

"You're tired. It's been a long night, I know," Christine said. "Bathroom is just down the hall to the left. Good night, darling."

***

Carrie sat on her bed and stared at 'her' room. Everything was in the position she remembered. The room was larger than her own by several feet in each direction, and her floor at home was carpeted while this floor was hardwood.

Carrie rubbed her eyes. This was a fucking nightmare. Tomorrow morning, she would figure out how to get out of here. Maybe she could start college early. Jeffrey had friends in Greenwich Village, and maybe they would let her and Jeffrey crash there until they could get on their feet.

Christine and Nathan McGee seemed nice, but there was something over the top weird in all of this.

Someone knocked.

"Yes?"

"May I come in?" Christine asked from outside the door.

"Your house."

Christine sighed on the other side of the door. "Honey, I'm so sorry about all of this. I know it's upsetting, but we can make this work. This is your room even if it is in our house. I'm only coming in if you want me to."

Carrie rolled her eyes. When did she turn into a jerky teen? She felt a little ashamed of herself. "I'm sorry. Yes, please, come in."

Christine opened the door and stepped inside, her heels clicking on the hardwood. She closed the door behind her with a smile.

She looked around the room. "This was my daughter, Elizabeth's room. But, she never decorated it this well."

"Where is she?"

"She became a... nun."

"Oh, she's in a convent?"

Christine giggled a little. "You could... say that." She came in and sat down on the bed beside Carrie. "Not the way you thought your gap year was going to turn out, huh?"

She shook her head. "No."

"Darling, you're not a prisoner here. It's just a place for you to eat and sleep. Next fall, you're heading to college - NYU wasn't it?"

She nodded.

"Your parents tell me you're a genius," Christine said with a smile.

"That's an overstatement," Carrie said sheepishly. She jumped when Christine pushed a lock of hair out of her face.

"I doubt that. But, I just want you to know, Nathan and I are not going to cramp your style or whatever you young people call it nowadays. You can still spend time with your friends - oh, and you'll have money. You're going to work with me at Our Lady of the Sacred Heart."

"Huh? Me, work in a Catholic church? I don't think..."

Christine giggled. "It's easy, it pays well, the hours are short, it'll look good on your resume..." She looked conspiratorially around the room. "And, Father Esteban is totally hot." She giggled. "Don't tell Nathan I said that."

Carrie laughed in spite of everything. Something about Christine McGee set her at ease.

Christine took her hand. "Yay! A laugh! I knew I'd get a laugh. I have a winning personality."

"You do. You really think the Catholic church is going to be okay hiring a backsliding Baptist part time?"

"Of course, I'm the head of administration. I do the hiring."

"Well, okay. I guess." She looked into Christine's eyes and froze.

Christine's eyes throbbed. "That's right. Everything is going to be okay, Carrie. You have nothing to be afraid of."

"Nothing... afraid..." Carrie whispered.

Christine nodded and smiled. "Now, when I get up? You're going to be very sleepy. You're going to get ready for bed. I want you to take off all your clothes and get in the bed naked. Then you're going to go fast asleep and you won't wake up till your alarm goes off. You also won't remember my commands. Do you understand?"

"Yesss," Carrie moaned.

Christine stood up.

Carrie slumped forward and Christine caught her. "You poor thing, you're exhausted. Bed, right now. You're going to have a big day tomorrow, young lady."

"Um, yeah," Christine whispered.

***

Nathan and Christine stood at the bottom of the stairs and listened as first Mark and then Carrie finished in the bathroom and retired to their rooms.

Nathan held Christine and rocked her slowly.

"Second thoughts?" Christine asked.

"No. Their lives will be better," Nathan said. "You Whore Caste do it right. This isn't what happened to you."

She smiled and laid her head on his shoulder. "No.” She smiled up at him. “You should have been Whore Caste, you know?"

"As long as one of us is. That's all that matters."

She nodded. "Bring the kit?"

He turned and picked up a cloth bag from a table by the stairs.

They walked up slowly.

"Which one first?" Nathan asked.

"The boy."

Nathan laughed. "Oh, of course. The boy first."

"Aren't you happy I like boys?"

"Yes."

"But, you like watching me with girls more," Christine laughed as they passed Carrie's door.

He slapped her butt through the short, tight skirt. "Yes."

"Well, look at it as if I'm saving the best for last," she said as she turned the doorknob on Mark's door. Light streamed into the room as the door opened.

He lay on his back in the twin bed, eyes closed.

Nathan turned on the lights and closed the door behind them.

Mark didn't move other than the gentle rising and falling of his chest under the linens.

Christine smiled down at him and pulled the covers down to his feet. "Oh, my, my."

Mark was long and lean, his muscles well defined with very sparse body hair.

His balls were thick, and his cock was half erect.

"There's a surprise," Christine said as she gently stroked his long cock. "Nine inches I'd say. Can’t imagine why he’s so shy.”

He moaned in his sleep.

She gently stroked his cock head with her thumb, spreading out his precum over the purple head.

Then she licked her thumb.

“Sweet,” she whispered. “SlutzNet is sure he’s a virgin?”

Nathan pulled a tablet out of the kit. It blinked to life. “Mark Jones, nineteen, homeschooled. Only friend is a pen pal in Idaho.”

“Never had a girlfriend?” Christine whispered as she stroked his shaft. He was hard now, his cock curving back toward his flat stomach.

“I think the girl on the wall is his girlfriend.” Nathan smirked. “Well, I suppose he has a real one now.”

“Two before it’s over - our little Carrie keeps looking at him, I think she’s a little infatuated.” Christine laughed. “I can’t wait to teach him. Makes me want to wake him up and start his education.” She leaned forward and licked his shaft.

He groaned and moved in his sleep.

She let go of his shaft and held out her hand. “Kit?”

He handed her the bag.

She opened it and drew out a syringe. “Almost cruel to do this to him. Hold him down.”

Nathan leaned his weight on the boy’s shoulders.

Christine drew slutifier into the syringe. She cupped his balls in her hand and inserted the needle in his left ball as gently as she could.

He whimpered and tried to move, but Nathan held him fast.

Christine pushed in the plunger slowly. “There we are. Almost done.”

His nut started to swell as the medicine filled it.

She gently pulled out the needle.

“You’re getting better at that,” Nathan said.

She smiled. “Practice.”

She grabbed a second syringe and put in a single dose of Cock Grow. “Lucky boy. You’re going to wake up in the morning with a ten inch cock.” She winked at Nathan. “Think he’ll believe he’s just growing?”

Nathan shrugged. “Maybe the first inch. The next three he’s going to know something is up.”

She pushed the needle into his shaft.

He whined again.

“I know. I know. But, you’re going to love this afterward,” Christine whispered.

He relaxed in the bed as she pulled the needle out.

“There. Now for the good part.” She dropped the spent syringes in the kit.

She kissed the head of his cock as she knelt by the bed on her knees. “I so wish I could wake you up for your first blow job. But, we’re going to take this slow.”

She gently lowered her lips over his cock.

He gasped and jerked his hips as Christine slid down, taking him to the back of her throat and then further. Her lower lip touched his balls and she moaned.

The boy began to thrust in his sleep, fucking someone in his dreams.

Christine began a slow, deepthroat, sliding all the way up before descending to his balls. She worked her tongue as she sucked him.

Christine gasped as she felt Nathan lift her skirt onto her hips.

His big thirteen inch cock pushed at her pussy and she wiggled her hips.

Nathan’s big hands closed on her waist and pulled himself forward, filling her.

Christine chuckled to herself. Mark’s first sexual experience, though he would not remember it, was a threesome.

She bobbed her head faster and Nathan matched her stroke for stroke.

Mark arched his back and cried out in his sleep.

Christine pulled back in time for his seed to pour onto her tongue.

She relished the delicious, salty taste, letting the spurts of cum fill her mouth.

Nathan came deep inside her.

And, she wished that she could share the cum in her mouth with the girl down the hall.

Soon.

Very soon.

She swallowed.

***

Nathan held Christine close as they left Mark’s room.

The miracle of all this: the Church, what Bishop Styx had done to her, and how Stacie had saved her by binding her to Nathan - the miracle was that she and Nathan were now closer than they had ever been.

They were twisted versions of themselves surely, but still in love, and enjoying the pleasures this new life provided.

He held her close.

She belonged to him, and he shared her, reveled in her pleasure.

Christine couldn’t even look at what they were doing to Mark and Carrie as corruption.

They were saving them from a life of monotony.

The slutifier that was working in the boy’s testicle and soon in the girl’s ovary would drive them to new heights of desire. It would fill them with lust.

To not do this would be the ultimate cruelty.

“You didn’t cum,” Nathan whispered in her ear.

“I will. The night is far from over,” she laughed.

She danced along to Carrie’s bedroom door.

She opened it gently.

The girl was sleeping soundly under the sheet.

Christine didn’t even pause to turn on the light.

She simply walked over and pulled the sheet off Carrie.

“Mmm,” Christine whispered.

Carrie was long with pale skin and athletic looking breasts. Her mound was shaved, and Carrie’s fingers were moving between her thighs.

“Oh, look at this,” Christine whispered.

Nathan turned on the light.

Carrie masturbated gently in her sleep.

“And, what does SlutzNet say about Carrie?” Christine asked.

“Carrie Lester, eighteen, high school graduate, 4.0 GPA, three boyfriends and she had sexual relationships with all of them.”

“Girl after my own heart,” Christine giggled.

She knelt by the bed and opened the kit. “Slutifier first.”

It was always harder to slutify girls - she needed the mini-ultrasound device to pinpoint the ovary. She pulled it out of the kit and loaded the syringe in the metal sleeve attached to the device.

Christine ran it gently over Carrie’s abs. She paused. “There it is.” She pressed a button. The needle moved in the tube and pierced Carrie’s skin.

Christine laughed. “Welcome to the slut life, sweetie.”

The liquid drained from the syringe.

“You going to sterilize her?”

“Of course.”

The needle withdrew and Christine unloaded it.

She reloaded the unit with another syringe and went looking for the other ovary.

A moment later, it was done - one of Carrie’s ovaries had been slutified and the other was frozen.

Christine put the device away and gently massaged Carrie’s breasts. “So pretty. I wish the Church had some appreciation for small breasts.”

“They do like their big boobs,” Nathan laughed.

Christine thrust out her chest and winked. “Well, if she wakes up with DDDs tomorrow morning, I think she’d have a heart attack.” She reached into the kit and took out two syringes. She drew one CC of Titty Grow into each. “But, if our little B cup beauty wakes up with a couple of C cups, I think she’ll just be happy.”

She pushed the first needle into Carrie’s left nipple and emptied the Titty Grow into her.

Then she repeated it for the other side.

“Hmm, nice thing is? She already shaves that little honey pot.” She reached into the kit and pulled out a bottle of green liquid. “So, I can destroy the pubic hair follicles and she probably won’t notice.” She squirted the liquid onto Carrie’s pubic mound and the girl shivered.

The dark stubble fell away, leaving her skin pink and smooth.

Christine wiped the residue away and smiled. “Nathan?”

“Yes?”

“Enjoy.” She leaned forward and kissed Christine’s little pussy.

“Mmm, that never gets old.”

Christine giggled and licked her puffy labia. She spread Carrie open gently, exposing her inner lips and the little nubbin of a clit. “I’ll bet you’re super sensitive, aren’t you?” She stroked it gently and Carrie spread her legs.

“That’s right, honey. Open up nice and wide for me.” Christine lowered her face to the girl’s muff and suckled her clit.

Carrie began moving her hips, grinding her pussy against Christine’s face.

Christine moaned as she felt Nathan lift her skirt again.

A moment later, his tongue flickered against her backside.

He pushed his tongue into her ass.

“Again?” Christine whispered.

“You started this,” he laughed.

His hard cock pushed at her rear entrance and she smiled.

She arched her back as he gently eased himself in.

As he slid deeper, she redoubled her efforts on Carrie’s pussy.

In a few minutes, Carrie cried out and came, her body experiencing what was most likely her first squirting orgasm courtesy of the new hormone factory pumping away where her left ovary used to be.

Christine swallowed the girl’s sweet juices as she felt Nathan’s movements grow more spasmodic.

He flooded her, groaning through clenched teeth.

He sat down on the floor, spent.

Christine stood up and smiled down at him, her face glistening. She sat on his lap on the wood floor and kissed him, smearing the girl’s juices on his lips. “You could have had her, you know?”

Nathan shook his head. “No. I won’t take someone when they’re asleep. It’s okay for you.” He held her close. “But, it’s not something I want.”

She snuggled against him. “You’re a good man, Nathan McGee.”

***

Carrie woke to an orgasm.

The alarm was going off and she had three fingers buried in her wet snatch under the covers.

Wet snatch.

Her eyes grew wide.

She threw back the covers.

Her fingers weren’t the only things that were wet.

A foot wide stain spread out under her crotch.

“God! Oh, God!” She jumped naked out of bed, her breasts bouncing.

I wet the bed! She thought. She had never done that. Maybe as a baby, but not as an adult!

She lifted the fitted sheet.

There was a thicker sheet under it which was slightly less soaked.

Pulling it up, she found a sheet made of something that looked like latex.

“What the fuck?” She whispered.

Her bed had rubber sheets.

She stood and stared for a moment.

Then she realized she was rubbing her left breast with her left hand while her right hand stroked her clit.

She stared down in horror.

Why the fuck am I masturbating? She thought. Not that she didn’t masturbate regularly, she did. But, for fuck’s sake, she had just had a powerful cum and she was masturbating again.

She put her hands down at her side.

Her heart was pounding, and she wanted to just lie down on the bed and begin playing again.

Instead, she stripped off the wet sheets and used them to dry the latex under sheet.

Turning toward her dresser, she found a neatly folded pink top sheet and slightly thicker sheet beneath it.

Carrie stared at them.

Had they been there last night? She couldn’t remember. But, then she had been exhausted. She had fallen asleep as soon as her head touched the pillow.

She quickly made the bed and then looked at her soiled sheets.

Carrie sighed. She hid the old sheets in the closet. When she returned from her new job, she would do her own laundry.

Closing the closet door, she turned to her mirror.

Bigger, I’m bigger! She stared at her reflection.

Her B cups were now full, teardrop shaped Cs. “What the hell?” She swallowed hard and cupped her tits in both hands.

A shiver went through her that ran from her now super-sensitive nipples down to her clit.

She opened her suitcase looking for her underwear.

She quickly found her bra, but the panties were nowhere to be found. Jeans, socks, t-shirts were all accounted for.

But, her panties were all missing.

She went to the dresser drawers.

She opened the drawer where she normally kept her underthings.

The spot where her panties normally resided held something completely different.

Rubber panties in a variety of colors and styles.

“What?” These weren’t hers. She had never owned latex underwear - fuck that, she’d never even seen latex underwear.

She held up a pair of black rubber high cut panties.

“No. No way.”

Her fingers tingled and a thrill went through her as she caressed the warm, slick rubber.

Biting her lower lip, she slid them up her calves and thighs.

They fit like a second skin.

And, then they became one.

They pulled tight, activated by her body heat or something.

The rubber pulled taught and she looked in the mirror.

Her buttocks were lifted and separated by the tight rubber.

She turned and looked at the front.

Her thick labia were clearly visible in the black rubber camel toe.

They were so tight she could clearly see the outline of her swollen clit.

She shook her head and reached for the bra.

Too small! She shook her head in horror.

Her bigger boobs spilled uncomfortably over the top of the white lace.

She took it off and rummaged through the drawer again.

She was only slightly surprised to find a pile of latex bras near the panties.

She held a black one up.

A tag in the back read ‘34 C’.

“This isn’t possible,” she whispered.

It was difficult to pull the rubber down, but once she had, the rubber bra did the same magic trick as the panties.

It pulled tight, holding her breasts high and apart, the nipples so defined she could make out the goosepimpled areolas.

Someone knocked on the door.

Christine spoke. “Honey, we need to leave in about twenty minutes. Skirt and blouse if you don’t mind.”

“O... Okay,” Carrie stammered.

“Are you okay? Do you need help?”

“No! No, I’m good. I think... maybe they mixed up some of my clothes last night. I don’t think all these are mine.”

“Well, I’ll speak to them about it. See you downstairs?”

“Sure.”

***

Carrie came down the stairs, acutely aware of the movement of her breasts against the silk fabric of her blouse.

Every nerve ending in her body felt like it was working overtime. She was flushed and her heart felt like it was pounding.

Coupled with the tight rubber panties, she felt like a stripper under her clothes.

"Don't you look lovely?" Christine said from the foot of the stairs.

Carrie smiled weakly.

Nathan smiled beside her. "I'll say. What do you think, Mark?"

Mark looked up shyly and then quickly back down at his feet. "Yeah, you look really nice, Carrie."

"All right, young man, let's get a move on. I have stocks to trade." He led Mark out through the kitchen.

Carrie reached the bottom of the stairs.

Christine McGee had her hair up in a severe bun, but if she was going for a 'Church Lady' look, she was failing miserably.

She looked more like a hot librarian.

Her skirt was tight and short, and her big breasts strained against the fabric of the white silk blouse.

Carrie looked around the corner to make sure the men were gone. "My underwear is gone."

Christine fought back a laugh. "Commando are we?"

"Not exactly," Carrie mumbled. "Somebody else's underwear was in my dresser drawers."

"Do they fit?"

"Well, yeah. But... Christine, they're made out of rubber."

Christine's eyes went wide, and she giggled. "Rubber?!"

"I know. It's... I mean they're clean but..."

"Let me see," Christine said as she took a step back.

"What?! No!"

"Oh, honey, I raised two kids. I've seen my daughter in her underwear."

Carrie sighed. "Okay." She raised her skirt on the right side, exposing the black, high-cut latex panties.

Christine slapped a hand over her mouth. "Oh, wow!"

"Who wears stuff like this?"

Christine shrugged. "Search me. I never wear panties."

Carrie blinked and lowered her skirt. "Huh?"

Christine smiled. "I have moisture issues, you know? Down there? I'm just more comfortable without them."

"Oh," Carrie whispered.

"But, your bras were there?" She asked pointing at Carrie's chest.

"Yes. They were in my suitcase, but they... don't fit. I'm bigger."

Christine gasped. "I thought you looked bigger. Must have been a growth spurt."

"I'm a C cup... overnight. Do you think I should be worried?"

Christine tapped her own lips with her index finger. "Hmm, no. But, if you're concerned? We have a family doctor who can come out and take a look."

"No. It's okay. Luckily whoever's underwear I ended up with was a C cup. The bra fits perfectly." She sighed miserably. "It's also rubber."

Christine giggled. "You poor thing. First day working for the church and you're dressed like a tart."

Carrie laughed. There was something about Christine that just put her at ease even when everything was weird as fuck.

"Do you think this will be okay to wear to work?"

Christine nodded. "Oh, honey, what are the odds somebody will be inspecting your underwear at church?" She winked. "You'll be fine." She bit her lip. "Although, we'll have to be careful the air conditioning isn't up too high."

"Huh?"

Christine pointed at Carrie's nipples outlined in the silk blouse. "You're a little pokey."

Carrie blushed and crossed her arms over her breasts.

***

Nathan drove east away from the house.

Mark sat quietly in the passenger seat.

Nathan smiled. "You don't have to be afraid to talk to me, Mark."

"Oh, sorry, sir."

"Don't call me sir. Just Nathan."

"Okay." He sighed.

"Lot to adjust to, huh?"

"Yeah." He frowned. "Nathan, I don't really know anything about stocks. I don't know how I'm going to be able to help at your office..."

"That's okay. We're not going to the office."

Mark looked at him. "We're not?"

"No. Well, I am. But, you have an appointment elsewhere."

Mark turned his head to the side. "I do?"

"Look, pal, I know your mom and dad were struggling to get you into art school."

Mark swallowed.

"No shame in that."

"I... they can't afford it."

"No, they can't. But, Christine and I can."

Mark stared at him. "What?"

Nathan smiled. "Ithaca College. I pulled a few strings - you're going to audit some of their art classes starting today. It's too late to start the semester, but you can start officially next semester."

Mark shook his head. "Mr. McGee, I couldn't do that..."

"Yes, you can. You got two choices, kiddo: go to work with me and be bored out of your skull learning to do something you don't want to do or go to art class and do what you're damned good at. Your choice."

"I... I don't know what to say."

Nathan grinned. "Not a thing. You have talent, Mark. World is changing, and it's going to need people like you in it. It needs artists and poets just like it needs stockbrokers."

"Thank you, Mr. McGee. I don't know how to thank you."

"Mark, kiddo." Nathan stared straight ahead. "I'll tell you how you can thank me: Christine and I went through some changes recently. Gave us a new perspective, you might say. You look back and see the things you did wrong. I was a shitty father. So, by helping you? Maybe I can make up for being a bad dad. Sound fair?"

Mark smiled and nodded.

***

Stacie and Mary Fuchs stood in the basement laboratory and looked at the huge young man sprawled naked on the operating table.

"That kid has Whoremaster written all over him," Mary whispered.

"Eventually."

"I mean he could master this whore anytime he wants," Mary added with a chuckle.

'Tank' Mercer had been delivered to them last night along with his belongings.

Stacie and Mary had carried him down to the laboratory shortly before dawn - Stacie's hypnosis keeping him asleep.

They both stared at the boy's eleven inch erection.

"And, you didn't give him Cock Grow?" Mary whispered.

"Not one CC. He is much man."

"Fuck it, let's just turn him into a Whoremaster right now."

"Patience," Stacie whispered and took Mary's hand. "Seduction. The experiment is about seduction. Find out how many of them will accept us without being forced. Our results could make the Church step aside and let us handle this."

"Fuck, baby, that kid is going to jump at the chance to be a Whoremaster and you know it."

“Perhaps. We’ll see. For now, let’s get him started on the muscle enhancers and slutifier.”

Mary nodded. “Then we take him upstairs and fuck his brains out, right?”

Stacie sniffed. “No. Then we begin seducing him.”

Mary sighed. She reached under her skirt and stroked her Futa cock.

“And, for fuck’s sake: tuck that thing away. You might terrify him.”

“You are not a fun wife. Just saying.”

***

Carrie spent the morning filing. The church still ran on rows of file cabinets containing folders on the congregation.

The only computer seemed to be the one on Christine’s desk.

Several times she caught the woman smiling at her.

She always smiled back, though at times it almost seemed like Christine was sizing her up.

Father Esteban Ruiz came down from confessional shortly after ten in the morning.

He wasn’t at all what she was expecting.

Father Esteban was tall and dark with jet black hair and only a hint of gray at the temples. He was broad across the chest.

She found herself drawn to his dark eyes even before Carrie was introduced.

“Father Esteban, this is Carrie Lester. She’s from the Baptist Fledgling Group,” Christine said.

Esteban took her hand. “A Baptist?! Here? In Our Lady of the Sacred Heart?” He leaned forward conspiratorially. “Thank goodness. We need more beautiful women in this church. Other than Christine, pickings are slim.” He smiled and winked.

Carrie just smiled.

“Father Esteban! You’re terrible,” Christine said and slapped his hand away. “Pay no attention to him, Carrie. He’s just trying to turn your head.”

Esteban laughed. “Well, I’m very happy to meet you, Carrie.”

Christine practically pushed him back toward his office.

Carrie realized she still had her mouth open and her gaze had dropped to his crotch in the black slacks.

“The Father and I will be in conference for a few minutes, dear,” Christine said. “You can use my computer if you like. Answer the phone if it rings?”

“Yes, Christine.”

***

Esteban burst out laughing as Christine closed the door behind them.

The room had been soundproofed.

“No, Esteban,” Christine said.

“No?! Jesus, woman, I can smell her. You bring me that hot little piece of ass - that you’ve slutified I might add, and you don’t want me to fuck her?” He dropped into his desk chair and leaned back, smiling.

“She belongs to me. You have enough women to tend to.”

“Yeah, well, if you want to keep her, either sterilize her or don’t bring her anywhere near me when she’s in heat.”

Christine rolled her eyes. Dr. Demona’s technical term for what they had turned Esteban into was an Incubus or Inseminator. His cum was incredibly potent.

Which is why now nearly thirty women in the congregation were developing baby bumps.

Esteban, Reverend Danny Durham, and Rabbi Kurtz were in a pseudo-competition to see who could impregnate the most women. Esteban was in the lead, but Durham was closing.

Esteban rubbed his crotch through the slacks and smiled.

“Really? The Collins’s will be here in less than an hour.”

“Suck my cock.”

Christine smiled and shook her head. “Fuck’s sake, we’ve created a monster.”

“Come here and take care of my monster,” Esteban laughed.

She walked behind his desk and knelt between his legs.

She winked as she unzipped his pants and hauled out the thick cock - a cock she had made.

He groaned as she licked his cock head.

Esteban ran his hand through her hair and then gripped it, pushing her down on his long, thick cock.

***

Carrie sat down at the computer and looked for Solitaire.

She couldn’t find it.

But, she did stumble into something called SlutzNet.

It appeared to be some kind of operating system running inside Windows.

The desktop changed to show a black background with a spinning ‘SlutzNet’ logo in pink and blue.

There was a calendar entry open: 

11:00 AM Kelly Raynes (Breeder) and Richard Collins (Professional)

She stared at the word ‘Breeder’.

Carrie clicked on the entry.

A window with pictures appeared.

Kelly Raynes was a young, tall brunette, Richard Collins a tall, thin blond.

Beside Kelly’s picture were the words: 22 Y/O, Caucasian, Straight, 36 D-23-37, Fertility Rating 97%. Beside this were the words: Projected Date of Ovulation... and today’s date.

Beside Richard Collins’s picture it said: 23 Y/O, Caucasian, Straight, five inches, Fertility Rating 30%. Beside this, red text read EMASCULATED.

At the bottom of the page was their wedding date which was one week from this Saturday.

Christine cleared her throat.

Carrie looked up to see Christine smiling down at her.

“Read anything interesting?”

“Uh...”

Christine leaned down. “Hmm, you’re in the breeder files I see.”

“What... does this mean?”

Christine smiled. “What do you think it means?”

“It’s like... an appointment to talk about... breeding this woman?”

Christine nodded. “You know, us Catholics are very big on procreation. Father Esteban wants to help them get pregnant.”

“How is he going to do that?”

Christine laughed. “Oh, you know, prayer. Little hints for the wedding night. That sort of thing.”

“Oh.”

Christine knelt beside her. “What about you? Do you want to have a baby?”

“What?! No! Not now, I mean... maybe someday.”

“Oh, of course not now. I mean you need a husband to get pregnant.”

Carrie laughed.

“What about Mark? He seems healthy,” Christine laughed.

“Stop it!” Carrie giggled.

The door opened and Kelly and Richard, the two people from the breeder file came into the reception area.

“Right on time. Father Esteban will be right with you,” Christine said.

***

“God tells us to be fruitful, to multiply, it’s his plan,” Father Esteban said.

Kelly nodded and smiled.

“I’m assuming the two of you want to get pregnant quickly after the wedding?” Esteban asked from his seat behind the desk.

“Absolutely, Father,” Richard said.

They were sitting side by side in front of the desk.

“Good, that’s excellent. You’ve both been to our marriage classes, and Richard, I know you’ve been coming to the special night sessions on being a good father?”

They both nodded.

“Perfect. So, let’s get down to the nitty gritty. Are the two of you having sex?”

Kelly and Richard looked at each other with terrified expressions.

Richard stammered. “Well, no, Father.”

Esteban laughed. “God hates liars, Richard. Come on now. You two have had sex. I’m a priest, not a moron.”

Richard laughed and Kelly turned beet red.

Richard sighed. “Yes, Father.”

Esteban shook his head. “I knew it. It’s okay. Using protection, I take it?”

Kelly was staring at the floor.

Richard nodded.

“Whoa. Two sins. Kelly, what do you call having sex outside marriage for pleasure?”

She looked at Richard in terror. “I... don’t...”

“Fornication, Kelly. They call it fornication. That’s a sin against God.”

She was trembling.

Esteban shook his head. “Richard, do you understand what you’ve done? You’ve made your beautiful fiancé into a fornicator. You’ve made her a whore.”

She burst into tears.

Richard clenched his fists and stood up. “Now, hold on a second.”

Esteban rolled his eyes. He pressed a button on his desk phone. “Christine? Can you come in for a moment?”

“Wait, what?!” Richard asked.

The door opened and Christine came in. She closed it behind her.

“Christine. They’ve been fornicating.”

Christine gasped.

Richard looked furious. “Look, Father, I agreed to this counseling shit because my mother wanted it and Kelly’s parents begged her to do it. Call her a whore once more and I’ll beat the shit out of you, priest or not.”

Richard took Kelly’s hand. “Come on. Enough of this.”

Christine put her hand on Richard’s shoulder.

He turned toward her.

And, then he froze, staring into her glowing blue eyes.

“Richard? Do you remember the marriage classes?”

His face went slack. “Y... Yes.” His eyes began to close.

“What are you, Richard?”

“Your... good boy,” Richard whispered.

Kelly stared up at him in terror. “Richard! What’s wrong with you?”

Esteban had left his chair and stood behind Kelly. He grasped her upper arms. “Never mind him.”

Kelly cried out and tried to pull away.

“Shh, be still,” he said as he spun her around and pushed her back into her chair. “Christine?”

Christine knelt in front of her as Richard stood motionless as a statue. “Kelly, honey, relax.”

The girl stared deep into her eyes.

“Everything is going to be fine. This is for the best. God’s will. You’ve been a whore, but now Father Esteban is going to make you a good girl.”

She nodded slowly, her eyes going slack.

“That’s right. Everyone has their place, honey. You’re a breeder. You’re going to have lots and lots of babies. Isn’t that wonderful?” Christine whispered.

Kelly smiled and kept staring into Christine’s eyes.

Christine stood up. She stroked Richard’s hand. “Pants down, honey.”

Richard undid his belt and pushed his khakis and underwear down to the floor. He turned and leaned on the desk, his thin cock dangling down between his legs.

Christine cupped his balls from behind. She smiled at Kelly. “Didn’t you notice his balls were getting smaller? “Christine held up a needle filled with pink fluid. “We’ve been giving him regular injections to make him sterile - it’s only temporary. We want you to be bred, Kelly. Just not by Richard.” She pushed the needle into his ball sack.

Richard groaned.

Christine dropped the syringe into the wastebasket.

Then she knelt back beside Kelly. “Let me show you what a real man looks like.” She turned slightly and unzipped Esteban’s slacks.

His big cock slid out, hardening quickly and covered in throbbing veins.

“This is what a man is supposed to look like.” Christine hefted his big balls and pulled them through the fly.

Kelly sat mesmerized.

Christine put her hand on the back of the girl’s head and guided her forward. “Suck him. You know how don’t you?”

She nodded and opened her mouth.

Christine smiled as the girl began a clumsy blowjob.

“Not used to a cock that big, huh?” Christine laughed. “Look into my eyes while you please him.”

Kelly looked into Christine’s eyes as she took as much of Esteban into her mouth as she could.

Esteban moaned.

Christine glanced to her right.

Richard was watching, his eyes half closed as he stroked his flaccid cock.

She turned back to Kelly. “Listen to me. You are a breeder. Your body belongs to the Church - the true Church, the Church of Morpheus.”

Esteban stroked her hair as she sucked him.

“Esteban is your master, just as I am your mistress. We control you. Our will is your will.”

Kelly listened intently.

“Esteban is going to fuck you in a few minutes. He is going to breed you. He’s going to make you pregnant.” Christine smiled. “You’re going to be very happy.”

Kelly smiled around the thick cock in her mouth.

“He’s hard enough. Stand up, honey,” Christine said.

Esteban’s cock slid out of her mouth trailing saliva.

She stood and Christine stood in front of her.

Christine undid the girl’s skirt and let it fall, then she pushed down the slip and panties. She turned Kelly around and bent her over the desk beside Richard.

“You have a very nice ass, Kelly,” Esteban said as he stroked her hips.

Christine sat on the desk beside her. “Eyes up here, honey.”

Kelly looked up at her and smiled.

“She’s ready,” Christine said with a wink.

Kelly gasped as the big cock pressed at her quim.

“Arch your back, sweetie,” Christine said.

Kelly arched her back.

Esteban slid in. “Fuck, she’s tight.”

Kelly was almost hyperventilating.

“Hear that? Your bull likes your pussy. Say, ‘Thank you, Master’.”

“T... Thank you, Master.”

Esteban began to fuck her slowly.

She moaned on each stroke.

“See? Very different than when poor, thin Richard fucks you, isn’t it?”

“G... God, yes!”

Esteban was fucking her hard now. She was too small to take his full thirteen inches, he was pressing against her cervix with just ten inches inside her.

Christine felt the cruelty seeping back into her. With Nathan’s help, she was holding it at bay for the most part.

But, sometimes, she couldn’t resist.

“Look at her, Richard. This is the first time she’s ever had a real man. I don’t think she’ll ever be satisfied with your little stick again.”

Richard said nothing, he just continued to jerk off his soft cock.

Esteban laughed. “God, I love making cuckolds and fucking sluts.”

Christine winked. He was what she and Stacie had made him.

A monster.

“God, I’m going to cum in this little whore.”

Kelly moaned and rocked her hips, meeting his thrusts, coaxing him deeper.

Christine leaned down. “You want it, don’t you? You want him to put a baby in you, don’t you, Kelly?”

“Unnh. Yesss! God, yessss!” She screamed.

The girl came and so did Esteban, his big cock throbbing as he filled her belly with his potent seed.

Richard came as well - grunting as a thin stream of clear cum spattered on the floor in front of the desk.

Esteban rolled Kelly onto her back and pushed her onto the desk.

He lifted her legs and pressed them together, resting them on his shoulder.

Her hips were elevated so the cum would stay inside her.

He smiled lovingly down at her and she returned the smile.

Christine leaned over and kissed her full lips. “If you don’t conceive this time? You’ll come back in a month and we’ll try again. Richard has to come in every week for his shot until you’re pregnant - can’t have him accidentally putting his baby in you, now can we?”

Kelly shook her head. “Do I... have to wait a month?”

Esteban laughed.

Christine giggled. “No, baby. You can come back and see Esteban anytime, can’t she?”

Esteban nodded. “Day or night.”

Christine stroked her hair. “Look at me. You too, Richard.”

They looked into Christine’s eyes.

“When you leave here? You’ll only remember that you had a pleasant meeting with Father Esteban and that you are now ready to exchange vows. Everything is fine.”

***

Zoe Carmichael walked into the Ladies Auxiliary meeting and smiled. She’d only been in town two days, and she was already making friends. Her next-door neighbor, Leslie Durham, the minister’s wife, had stopped by right after the movers left with an apple pie and an invitation.

Zoe was a single mother and her nineteen-year-old son, Sean, was completely infatuated with the smiling, blue-eyed minister’s wife. He had practically fallen all over himself when she had asked if he wanted to make some extra money mowing the lawn at her house.

The meeting hall was filled with women Zoe’s age - she hadn’t even asked Leslie what the Ladies Auxiliary was. Looking around, she wished she had at least asked what to wear.

She felt horribly underdressed in the auditorium full of women wearing short dresses and skirts, makeup and hair done just so.

In her jeans and blouse, she felt like a frump.

A smiling brunette walked toward her through the crowd. She wore a dress made from what looked like red leather. She held out her hand. “Margaret Cox,” she said.

“I’m Zoe...”

“Yes, I know. Leslie told me all about you,” the woman said. Her lips were exactly the same shade of deep red as her dress.

Margaret Cox’s eyes were a brilliant blue.

They almost glowed.

Zoe felt lightheaded. She squeezed her eyes shut. “Where is Leslie?”

“Oh, she’s at home. She couldn’t make it today.” Margaret took her hand and led her to a seat near the front.

“This group? The Ladies Auxiliary? What is it the Auxiliary of exactly?” Zoe asked as she sat down beside the leggy brunette.

Margaret smiled. “Oh, we’re a religious organization.”

“Really? You mean Baptists like Leslie.”

“Umm, not exactly.”

Zoe realized she was staring at the woman’s very full breasts. She looked up quickly and found herself staring into the blue eyes.

Something wasn’t quite right. Zoe tore her eyes away from Margaret Cox and looked around the room.

Everybody seemed to be staring at her.

Staring at her with blue eyes.

“Wait...”

All of the women had the same piercing blue eyes as Margaret.

And, they were all tall with long legs and full breasts.

Zoe jumped when Margaret put her hand on the side of her face. She stared directly into Margaret’s eyes.

“You’re not afraid. Everything is fine. Just relax,” Margaret said.

Zoe felt warm. She relaxed in the seat and smiled.

The women in the seats around her were all leaning closer to her.

Margaret whispered, “We’re all friends here, Zoe.”

Zoe nodded slowly.

The crowd began to clap.

The sound broke Zoe’s stupor.

Margaret winked and turned toward the podium.

A woman stepped up to the microphone. “Good morning, ladies, for those of you who are new, I am Mistress Stacie Fuchs, MILF Whore, Whore Caste, and this is the weekly meeting of the Ladies Auxiliary of the Church of Morpheus.”

“What?!” Zoe whispered.

“Shh,” Margaret soothed and stared into her eyes. “Everything is just fine. Nothing to worry about. You’re safe and warm, Zoe.”

Zoe felt herself growing drowsy. “Safe... warm...”

“Today, we have two new MILFs to welcome to the Church. Mistress Zoe Carmichael, and Mistress Justine Reynolds,” Stacie Fuchs said. Her eyes narrowed as she looked out over the crowd.

Margaret stood up. “I have Zoe right here, but it looks like Justine missed the meeting.”

Stacie frowned. “Well, no matter. We’ll just check on Mistress Reynolds later. “She stepped away from the podium and knelt in front of Zoe.

Zoe stared into Stacie Fuchs’s mesmerizing blue eyes.

“Hello, Zoe. Are you afraid?”

“Huh? No,” Zoe whispered. She felt like she was floating.

“Good. We don’t want you to be frightened. Are you lonely?”

Lonely? Why was this woman asking her that? “I... no.”

Stacie stared into her eyes. “Zoe. You can tell me the truth. Everyone here is your friend. We all want to be your best friends. You’re single, aren’t you?”

Zoe felt like she was melting into the auditorium chair. “Yes.”

“Were you married?”

“Yes.”

“Where is your husband?”

“Left me... years ago when my son was young.”

Stacie stroked her hair. “Has there been anyone else since he left you?”

“Hmm? No. Nobody else.”

“Then I ask you again: are you lonely?”

Zoe teared up. “Yes.”

Stacie nodded. She spoke louder. “This is the trap of society. Here is a beautiful, vibrant woman, who gives everything to raise her child. She sacrifices her own pleasure - and she does so willingly, for the good of her son. If she takes a lover, she’s branded a slut. If she takes a husband, she gambles that he will be good to her child and herself. This is why our way is better.”

She smiled at Zoe. “Bring her to the stage,” Stacie said as she returned to the podium.

Margaret took Zoe’s hand and led her to the stage.

“What’s happening? I don’t want to be up here,” Zoe whispered.

“Shh, yes, you do,” Margaret whispered.

Zoe looked out at the crowd. There had to be over a hundred women in the room.

And, a lot of them were kissing.

“Wait... why?”

“You know, I would have been just as freaked out as you a few weeks ago,” Margaret said.

And, then she kissed her.

The room erupted in ‘ooh’s and ‘ahh’s.

Margaret’s lips were sweet, her tongue insistent.

Zoe almost fell, but the woman held her up. Her head fell back as Margaret broke the kiss.

She slowly opened her eyes.

“You will never be lonely again,” Margaret said.

“Why... are you... doing this?” Zoe whispered. She felt like she was dreaming.

“We’re saving you from this world,” Margaret said.

Zoe looked into her eyes. The irises seemed to be moving, wheels turning within wheels.

“You aren’t afraid. Think about how lonely you’ve been? That’s what you should be afraid of, Zoe. Not me. Not us.”

Zoe nodded. That made sense. She felt alive standing on this stage in the auditorium filled with women - women who were taking off their clothes and falling together in couples, threesomes, and even larger groups.

“It’s beautiful, Zoe. We all love each other. We’re never lonely. You want to be one of us, don’t you?”

Zoe shook her head. “Not... lesbian.”

Margaret laughed and it was a beautiful sound that made her warm. It made Zoe smile.

“We’re not lesbians, Zoe. We’re bisexual. Best of both worlds. You want that, don’t you?”

Margaret’s words backed up by her glowing blue eyes seemed like the most intelligent thing she had ever heard. She could make love to men and women. No more worrying about what people thought. Just freedom.

She squeezed her eyes shut. “No. I have a son. He’s still at home. I can’t... do those things.”

“Open your eyes, honey,” Margaret whispered.

She opened her eyes and stared into the blue magic.

“Your son is with Leslie right now. She’s making a man out of him, in more ways than one. He’ll move out soon and follow his own path. You’re free. You can be one of us now.”

She felt hands on her. Her blouse was unbuttoned, her jeans unbuttoned and pulled down her legs.

Strong arms lowered Zoe to the floor.

Kisses now, her face, her lips, down her neck. Kisses on her breasts, down her belly.

Someone tugged at her pubic hair and giggled.

And, then she felt her legs opened.

She moaned as the first needle entered her breast.

***

Stacie and Margaret stood by the podium and watched as the Ladies Auxiliary turned Zoe Carmichael into a MILF Whore on the stage.

“Justine Reynolds appears to have eluded us,” Stacie said.

“Very strange. I spoke to her just yesterday. I was sure she was under my control. They’re in the middle of moving into their house on Oak Street,” Margaret said. She looked at her tablet. “Family of four: the mother, Justine. Twenty-one-year-old daughter, Kathleen, nineteen-year-old son, Calvin, and the father, Martin.”

“Fledgling Program for the son and daughter?”

“No. They just came home to help their parents move. Calvin is pre-law at Yale, Kathleen is pre-med at Stanford.”

“So, we have Justine picked for MILF Whore. What about the husband?”

“Veterinarian. We were going to let him choose between Whoremaster or Professional Caste.”

Zoe cried out in her first orgasm as one of the MILFs slowly pushed the long, penis-shaped sterilizer into her pussy.

“Come on,” Stacie said. “Let’s go check on the Reynolds family. Looks like the ladies have this well in hand.”

***

Madison Fuchs walked into Stallion’s Adult Video west of Ithaca in her white mini-dress and heels with a smile on her face.

Ray smiled at her from behind the counter as he buzzed her in. “Hey, sexy.”

“Hey, big guy. Where’s Rita?” The bimbot hadn’t been at her normal post in the entryway.

“In back doing something,” the Whoremaster said. “You need her?”

“Nope. Heading downstairs.” She winked at a nervous looking middle-aged man who was looking at porn magazines.

The man flushed and looked away.

Nothing more terrifying than a pretty girl winking at you in a porn store, Madison thought. Exciting, but terrifying.

She went through the door in the back and into the service corridor.

The elevator door opened automatically as she reached the end of the hall.

She stepped in and pressed 10.

The elevator dropped.

Sugar Tits was probably on one of these sublevels turning humans into transformed, either with their consent or, more likely, without it.

Madison wore white a lot. Especially when she went to Stallion’s.

She wanted beyond anything to be a White Witch - after the dust settled, that is.

Donny had been made into a Junior Whoremaster at the farm, and she had been transformed, but not completely. There was still a possibility she could become a White Witch.

That is, if her immunity to mind control didn’t make that impossible.

And, so long as her activities with the ‘Resistance’ remained secret.

The elevator dropped to level 8.

Then it rattled to a stop on level 9.

Madison froze.

She threw herself against the back wall and fumbled for her purse.

The doors opened on the darkened corridor.

Madison held her breath.

The shiny black latex bondage mask of Kimiko’s face peered around the edge of the door at her.

She smiled with red latex lips.

Then Kimiko frowned.

Two laser dots were painted on Kimiko’s shiny forehead from the twin Desert Eagle 50 caliber pistols Madison held.

She smiled at Kimiko. “Hi. cunt.”

“Big guns,” Kimiko hissed.

“Go big or go home, that’s my motto.” Madison licked her lips. “You need something?”

Kimiko’s smile returned. “No. Mistake. Maybe we’ll play later?”

“Anytime.”

Kimiko reached inside and pressed the door close button with a long black claw on the end of her latex glove.

The door closed as Kimiko slinked away down the hall.

When the elevator started moving again, Madison slumped against the back wall. “Fuck. I really hate this place.” She put the heavy pistols back in her purse.

The door opened on 10 and she stepped out into the bright corridor.

At the end of the hall, she stepped through the double doors into the cavernous chamber of Demona’s lab.

Demona looked up and smiled. “My second favorite coed.”

“Hi.” She looked at the test tubes and beakers percolating on the mad scientist’s work bench. “Whatcha cookin’?”

“Viruses. What are you doing down here?”

“I brought that...” She started to open her purse.

“My office, baby.” Demona turned and walked into her glass walled office.

Madison walked in and closed the door behind her.

“Kiss me,” Demona said.

Madison smiled. “Best offer I’ve had today.” She kissed Demona deep.

The doctor pressed a button on her desk and the glass walled room became opaque.

She pressed another button and a faint squeal sounded from speakers in the room.

“There,” Demona said as she stepped away and sat on her desk.

“Don’t like how I kiss?” 

Demona grinned. “Your sister is better.”

“She’s not my sister.”

“You know what I mean.”

Madison looked at the opaque white glass. “That’s new.”

“Yeah, I put it in when I found out fucking SlutzNet taught itself to read lips. Goddamned asshole.”

Madison looked around the room.

“Relax. All the microphones in here are scrambled, he can’t see through the glass - the glass is even vibrating so he can’t bounce a laser off it and figure out what we’re saying from the sound waves hitting the glass.”

“Jesus? He can do that?”

Demona shrugged. “He’s fucking smart. Too fucking smart.” She held out her hand. “Give it.”

Madison took the blood sample she had taken from Emily Cray out of her purse and handed it to Demona.

“Holy fucking grail. Nicely done, Mad Dog.”

Madison rolled her eyes. “Jesus, I’m sorry I had to kill them.”

Demona shook her head. “No, you’re not. You did what you had to do, but fuck, man, this is a shit show. Fucking Church is sniffing around everything since super stud cracked open Styx’s melon. They suspect everybody.”

“What was I supposed to do? Run in wearing a mask? I didn’t have a choice.”

“I told you: I understand. I just don’t like it.” She held up the vial of blood and looked at it. “This might be the most important test tube in history.”

She sat down at her desk and unlocked a drawer. She put the tube inside and re-locked it.

“Okay, explain this to me,” Madison said.

“People who are immune to mind control, like you, have a specific gene abnormality. Because of this, their nervous system can’t be affected by a mind controller’s psychic energy. It also renders them immune to hypnosis drugs and hypnotism of any kind.”

“So, we’re freaks?”

“Sort of. I found the gene to be related to Epilepsy. Once I identified it, I created a retrovirus that will rewrite a victim’s DNA to introduce the abnormality. Then I spiked the hypnosis drugs I supplied to Stacie Fuchs with the retrovirus.”

Madison nodded. “So, the first time she gave Emily the hypno drug...”

“She got the retrovirus and it went to work on her system.”

“But, hang on. Margaret Kent? She got the bad shot as well, but she’s not immune.”

“Nope. That’s because Margaret got her second dose from fresh Hypnosis drug from Stallion’s. Turns out I didn’t use enough retrovirus in the shit I sent Stacie - it took multiple shots to get enough into Emily’s system to make her hypo-immune.”

“But now you know how much to use?”

“Yeah, but we still have a long way to go.”

“Demona, we could give humans the retrovirus right now and stop the Church cold.”

She took Madison’s hand. “Honey, your heart is in the right place, but that’s not the goal. I don’t want to stop the transformation of mankind.”

Madison sighed. “Demona...”

“Babe, listen to me. The Church is a disgusting sack of motherfuckers, nobody wants to see them crash and burn more than me. But, Morpheus’s dream for a transformed humanity? That’s not wrong. I don’t want to make humans immune to all mind control... I want to make Whore Caste and Professional Caste immune to the fucking Bishops and Mother Superiors, and more? I want those unholier than thou assholes under the thumb of the White Witches. I want to watch Maria Fucking Marapova walk into that fucking cathedral in Havana and bring it down around their ears.” She winked. “Tyler saw it, remember? Our mysterious Adam told him we would all stand together at the end: Whore Caste, Professional, and immunes.”

Madison nodded. “I know.”

“Now, I just have to figure out how to make our little retrovirus selective and only make people immune to Church psychics. And, I have to figure out how to make the Church susceptible to White Witch mind control. Finally, the elephant in the room: I have to figure out how the fuck to make the transformed, who are completely immune to all viruses? I have to make them sick with a virus.”

***

Stacie and Margaret stood outside the Reynolds house on Oak Street.

The big moving van was sitting on the curb.

The movers were standing around in a daze.

Stacie walked up to one of them.

The fat man stared at her in confusion. “I... can we... get back to work now?”

“Why did you stop?”

“Huh? I don’t know...”

“Stacie?” Margaret called from the front door.

Stacie rushed up the walk on her long stiletto heels.

Margaret waited for just inside the door.

The living room was a mess.

Furniture had been overturned.

A stack of broken dishes lay on the hardwood floor.

Clothing had been discarded here and there.

There was blood on the floor.

Stacie gritted her teeth. “Levi.”

***

Okay, so maybe I’m not going to let Stacie take the lead all the time, Mary thought.

Tank Mercer was back on the operating table. He wasn’t naked this time. Tank was wearing tight sweatpants and the bulge in his crotch looked very enticing to Mary as she sat on a stool in front of him.

When Stacie had left for a meeting earlier today, Mary had promised to be good and not do anything wicked to Tank.

And, she hadn’t. Not really. She hadn’t given him any shots, nor had she tried to get in his tight sweatpants.

But Stacie didn’t say she couldn’t educate the muscle stud.

He lay on his back with the video headset over his eyes and the earphones over his ears.

Occasionally, he gasped and smiled as the virtual reality set explained the Church of Morpheus and their plan to save humanity.

Stacie and the others were right to believe they could get some humans to accept transformation willingly.

But Stacie wanted slow seduction.

Mary believed that some people were much simpler, and they simply needed the facts presented to them.

Not that tank was ‘simple’ - he spoke softly and slowly, but the boy was far from stupid. He might look like a stereotypical dumb jock, but he was not.

Tank sat up on the table.

Mary stood up and eased the goggles off him. “What did you think?”

“It’s all real?” He asked.

She nodded. “Yeah. Did it scare you?”

Tank appeared to mull the question for a moment. “Yeah, at the beginning, I guess. Not sure how I feel about the whole mind control thing.”

Mary sat down beside him and held his big hand. “I know. That part can be a little unsettling.”

He nodded, and then he smiled. “But, that part about everybody liking each other? And, no more wars. No more dying? Just loving each other? I really liked that, Mary.”

She leaned her head on his shoulder. “Me too, big guy. Think you might like to be part of it?”

He shrugged. “I... think so.”

“What part do you think you’d like to play?”

“I.. Professional Caste. Like, maybe an accountant or something?” He said with a smile.

“Not Whore Caste?” Mary asked.

Tank laughed and looked down at the floor. “No, I couldn’t do that. I mean, I like sex, but...”

“How many times have you had sex?”

“Three... no, four. I’ve had girlfriends.”

She ran her fingers through his short hair. “So, why wouldn’t you like being Whore Caste?”

“I... sometimes... it hurts the girl, you know?”

“Because you’re so big?”

He swallowed and nodded. “I mean, you think girls would get excited when they see how big you are, but... then it starts to hurt them... and, I don’t want to hurt anybody, Mary.”

“Of course, you don’t. You’re a good person, Tank. But, transformed girls are different. You won’t be too big for a transformed girl.”

“I won’t?” He frowned. “Hey, wait, how do you know how big I am?”

Mary bit her lower lip. “Well, honey...”

Tank sighed. “You and Stacie brought me down here before, huh? I saw on the video. Did you guys do stuff to me?”

“Not much. Would you be upset if we did?” Mary grinned.

He shook his head. “No. I don’t think so.”

Mary squeezed his hand. “Good. Professional Caste, huh?”

“I think so, yeah.”

“Let me ask you a question.”

“Sure.”

“If your friends were in danger, let’s say someone wanted to hurt them and they were scared. What would you do?”

His eyes caught fire. “I’d protect them! Who’s threatening my friends, Mary?!”

“Shh,” Mary soothed. “Nobody, honey. But, if they were, you’d step in, wouldn’t you?”

“Yes, Ma’am.”

“You saw the video... what do you call a big, strong guy who protects the transformed?  Someone who’d die for their friends?”

“A Whoremaster?”

Mary nodded. “Yep.”

Tank stared into her eyes and slowly smiled.

***

The house wasn’t the biggest on the street, but the brick structure was by no means small. Stacie pulled up in front and stopped.

Margaret stared at the house through the passenger side window. “What are we doing? Even if they’re in there...”

“He can’t just do whatever he pleases,” Stacie said.

“He’s a bishop. He pretty much can.”

“He just took two Professional Caste, a potential Whoremaster, and a MILF Whore...”

“They were still human,” Margaret whispered. “They weren’t transformed yet.”

“He took them, knowing they were ours,” Stacie had her hand on the door handle. She smiled at Margaret. “It’s okay, honey. You can stay in the car. I know how hard this is.”

Bishop Leviathan had been Margaret’s stepson Levi in her past life. He had become her master for a short time.

Now, he was a monster.

Margaret shook her head. “No. I will not let you go in there alone.”

Stacie sighed and got out of the car.

Together, they walked to the door and rang the bell.

The door opened.

The tall ebony form of Sister Illia smiled at them. “Mistress Stacie and Mistress Margaret. We weren’t expecting you.”

“We need to see him,” Stacie said.

“I’m afraid the Bishop is occupied...”

“Cut the shit,” Stacie said. “You took the Reynolds family. We want them. Now.”

“Let them in, Illia.”

Stacie peered over Illia’s shoulder.

Levi stood in the dark hall beyond, naked. His body was taller now, thinner, but the muscles were more defined.

The thirteen-inch cock hung down like a club between his thighs.

He turned and walked down the hall.

“Follow me, Mistresses.”

Illia stepped aside with a smile.

Stacie and Margaret stepped into the hall.

Levi turned right and descended stairs into a basement.

Cries and moans floated up the basement steps.

Margaret reached out and took Stacie’s hand.

Stacie squeezed it and they descended the stairs.

It was a torture chamber. The floor, walls, and ceiling were made of black rock. The lighting was subdued and gave the entire space a hellish appearance.

Naked men and women were held in cages together and separately. A few were strapped to operating tables, still others hung from bondage restraints.

Margaret stopped and pointed to three women kneeling naked on the floor, their hands bound behind their backs. “Justine Reynolds and her daughter, Kathleen. I’m not sure who the other woman...” Margaret gasped. “The third woman is the son.”

“Was the son,” Levi corrected. “Quite fetching as a girl, isn’t he?” Levi walked up to the three women and they immediately began kissing and licking his cock and balls. “You know, Stacie. I have you to thank for my perversions. It’s true that Sister’s milk made me a Bishop, but what you taught me in your bed was invaluable.” He winked and smiled at Margaret. “I mean, I never would have fucked my stepmother if it wasn’t for you.”

“Where is Martin Reynolds? The father?” Stacie asked.

Levi grabbed Justine’s hair and forced his cock down her throat. He waved his hand toward the corner. “Over there with Sister Elizabeth.”

Martin Reynolds was strapped down to a table. His entire body had been rendered hairless.

Elizabeth was fitting a thick steel ring around Martin’s ball sack.

“He put up quite a fight,” Levi said as he pumped his cock in and out of Justine’s throat as the other two Reynolds’s licked and sucked his balls. “So, we’re applying a castrater. I’m thinking about leaving his cock and just taking his balls. What do you think, Stacie?”

“The Reynolds family was already assigned - professionals and whores. Why did you take them?” Stacie asked.

“I wanted them.”

Stacie shook her head. “That isn’t the way we do things...”

“No. I don’t suppose it is the way Whore Caste does things. But, then, I’m not Whore Caste.”

“Levi, let them go,” Stacie said.

He twisted Justine’s hair. His cock was all the way down her throat, and he held her in place. “My name is Bishop Leviathan! You will address me as such, you fucking whore!”

Justine Reynolds was turning purple.

Stacie looked on in horror. “Bishop Leviathan! Please. Don’t harm her!”

“I haven’t suffocated one yet. I wonder what it would be like?”

Justine’s eyes rolled back in her head.

“Levi! For the love of God, stop it!” Margaret cried.

Levi shoved Justine away and she collapsed on the floor. He spun around and pointed at Margaret. “Pain.”

Margaret screamed and fell to her knees.

“Bishop! Please!” Stacie pleaded. She knelt by Margaret and put her arms around her. 

“She feels like she’s being burned alive,” Levi said. “There are many types of pain I can inflict. I can make her feel like she’s being crushed, or I can make her feel like she’s being cut by thousands of knives all at once.” He walked to them, his eyes filled with wonder at the pain he was inflicting.

“Bishop Leviathan! You’re killing her!” Stacie said. “She’s a faithful servant of the Church. Please, stop?”

“It’s time you whores learned your place.” He smiled at Stacie. “Pain.”

Stacie fell onto her back. It felt like a balloon was inflating inside her, stretching her body. In a few moments, she would explode.

“Bishop? If I may?” Sister Illia said.

Stacie hadn’t even known she was behind them.

“What is it, Sister Illia?” Levi asked.

“The MILF Whores are very important to Havana. Their experiment...”

“I don’t give a fuck about their ‘experiment’.”

“No, Bishop, but Havana does. I don’t believe they would approve of your killing them.”

Levi laughed. “Or, perhaps Sister will applaud my initiative in ending insubordination among the Whore Caste in Ithaca?”

“Yes, but the experiment is under the supervision of a White Witch. Sugar Tits, I think she is called?”

Stacie’s pain was unbearable.

“I don’t care about White Witches.”

“Perhaps not, but Sugar Tits herself takes orders from Mistress Maria Anastasia Marapova di Morpheus,” Illia said as she walked to Levi’s side and ran her fingers down the length of his still hard cock.

Levi frowned.

“We do not need such an enemy. An enemy who is not susceptible to your mental powers.” She leaned closer. “Now is not the time.”

Levi turned away.

The pain evaporated.

Stacie sat up.

Margaret was unconscious.

Illia knelt in front of Stacie as Levi returned to the three Reynolds women.

“Go now,” Illia said. “Do not come back here again or he will kill you.”

***

Mary held the big stud’s hand as his body transformed.

Stacie was going to be pissed.

Tank Mercer definitely did not like needles.

And, her motherly instincts were coming out. She didn’t like injecting him in the tender spots.

But, the effects were stunning.

Tank had lost weight and gained height. His pheromones were enhanced, and his cock was Junior Whoremaster thirteen inches and thicker than Mary’s wrist - it hadn’t taken a lot of cock grow.

He rested on his back on the operating table.

All that was left would be his final dose of Transformative Ambrosia. It could be given today or years from now - as soon as it hit his system, the Whoremaster genes would be activated, and Tank would become just that: a tank.

He sighed in his sleep and opened his eyes.

“Finally awake, sleepyhead?”

He smiled at her.

And, then he drew her down into a kiss.

He stopped abruptly. “Oh, geez, is my breath bad? I been asleep for hours. I’m sorry, Mary.”

“What? No! That was a very nice kiss.” She kissed him again. “But, uh... you need to understand something about me...”

“You’re a Formula 2 Futanari,” he said simply.

Mary did a double take. “How did you know?”

“Sometimes it hangs down below your skirt.”

Mary looked down to see two inches of her Futa cock clearly visible. “Fuck.” She looked at him and smiled. “You’re okay with it?”

“Yeah. I mean, not into cock, you know? But, you’re like the coolest woman I ever met.”

Mary smiled. “Really?”

“Heck yeah. I’m real horny. Could we? You know?”

Mary laughed. “Yes, honey, I think we could.” She climbed onto the table.

His hands found the clasp on the back of her dress and undid it.

Her breasts were freed, and he wasted no time unclipping the clamps from her nipples.

Ambrosia sprayed out and he suckled her left breast.

“Oh, honey,” Mary gasped. She reached down and pulled her hard cock up out of the way.

His hand dropped down and grasped the thick base of his cock.

He deftly guided the thick cock up to the opening of her pussy just beneath her dick.

Tank slid deep inside her moist depths.

He moaned into her breast and she cried out.

She hadn’t had a cock inside her since leaving the farm.

Mary rose and fell on him, letting him fill her.

He stopped sucking her breast and pulled her tight against him.

Tank smiled at her as she rode him.

“See?” She whispered. “Transformed are... different inside... you won’t hurt me.”

He kissed her neck and she kissed his.

He laughed. “Hey! Careful, no biting. I don’t want to be a girl.”

Mary laughed and tongued the side of his neck. “Don’t you worry... I’d never inject you with my... venom... that cock is too fucking nice!”

He leaned forward and Mary wrapped her legs around his back, her Futa cock pressed against his stomach.

He lay down on top of her, driving his cock deep inside her, taking over the thrusting.

Mary moaned and writhed under him. “I’m close,” she whispered. “Don’t stop.”

He fucked her harder.

A few moments later, she came, her body milking him.

He cried out and came as well.

Mary held him tight as her own cock pumped cum onto their stomachs.

***

It doesn’t take much to turn a nineteen-year-old to the Church of Morpheus, Reverend Danny Durham thought. Just give him a hot blonde.

He held the camera and filmed as Sean Carmichael fucked Danny’s wife Leslie in the Durham’s bed.

“Get your hips higher, Sean. Fuck her right,” Danny laughed.

Leslie was moaning incoherently as the teen rammed her with his now genetically enhanced sixteen-inch cock.

Before she performed the procedure on Sean this morning, Dr. Demona had told them there weren’t a large number of Street Studs in Whore Caste - genetically modified, ultra-tall male versions of Street Whores, with cocks nearly the size of Whoremasters. They had none of the Whoremaster’s mental abilities but all of their pheromones.

They also had four testicles in their oversized scrotum, two slutified balls and two with potent Inseminator B.

The boy had been over six feet tall to begin with, and now he was closer to 6’7” with a longer torso, legs, and narrow hips.

He had also chosen his new role.

And, in his position, who wouldn’t? He had a choice between life in Professional Caste or life as a sex god. He chose sex god.

Along with that came the almost innocence of the Street Whore and the unconditional love of the entire Whore Caste.

As he filmed the boy bring his wife to yet another orgasm, he realized that this was the first time in his life he felt like he was doing bad things for good reasons.

Danny had always been a con artist. Somebody, usually he, gained and the marks lost.

Now, there were still grifters and marks, but nobody really lost.

Danny was losing his wife, of course. But, then he had married her for money.

There was about to be a massive scandal in Ithaca - the minister’s wife was going to succumb to the charms of a young porn star and leave to start a porn career of her own.

Leslie Loveless and Sean Sinn were going to a porn studio in New York City already booming because of a blue-eyed redhead named Amy Lynn: a woman whose eyes were said to be so hypnotic that decent men would become perverts and good girls would become bisexual sluts after simply watching one of her videos.

Leslie’s eyes were exactly the same - soon dozens of hypnotic porn stars would join them. It was going to be an adult film Renaissance.

And, poor jilted Danny Durham would take solace in the arms of one Margaret Cox.

“Going to cum, Leslie. Is it okay? Can I?” Sean moaned. His hips shook as he pounded into her with abandon.

“Yes! Darling! Yes! Cum in me!”

He arched his back.

Danny zoomed in on the big testicles as Sean’s cock throbbed inside her tight pussy.

He fell to the side, his long cock pulling out of Leslie’s snatch.

White cum dripped in a stream out of Leslie’s used pussy.

“And, cut,” Danny said.

“Was it... good?” Leslie asked, her eyes half closed as she snuggled beside the almost unconscious Sean.

“Oh, baby, this is going to be a hit.” Danny said as he lay the camera on the floor.

She sat up and winked. “Come here.”

Danny laughed and stood up.

He was naked, his cock long and hard from watching the show.

He stood by the bed and Leslie sucked his cock with love and happiness in her eyes.

***

“You don’t think I look ridiculous in this?” Zoe asked as she modeled the skintight, short purple rubber skirt in Stacie’s mirror.

Her transformation was complete. She was now a tall blonde MILF Whore with huge tits.

Margaret smiled at her. “Oh, honey, you look absolutely beautiful.”

“But, I mean, it’s not exactly subtle.” She shrugged into the tight purple latex halter that completed the outfit.

The skirt’s hem came just below her crotch while the waist hugged the top of her hips.

The top of the inverted pentagram tattoo was clearly visible above the skirt.

Her huge G cup breasts strained the halter.

Stacie looked at her and smiled weakly. “You’re a divorcee. That’s a special kind of MILF Whore. We want you even sluttier. You’re quite literally a homewrecker.”

Zoe laughed. “Is that why I’m a cup size bigger than the rest of you?”

Stacie nodded. “Yes, dear.”

“And, you’re sure Sean is going to be okay?” Zoe asked quietly.

Margaret hugged her. “Oh, honey. The last I heard he was happy as a lark. Whore Caste is a very happy group.”

Zoe shook her head. “Not exactly the future I envisioned for either of us.” She smiled as Margaret kissed her cheek.

“Believe me,” Stacie whispered. “There are much worse fates.”

Margaret looked at Stacie in sympathy.

It had been a rough day. A very rough day.

Margaret turned back to Zoe. “Okay, what’s your name?”

“Zoe... Sluttenheim. God, that’s a stupid name.”

Margaret laughed. “I know, but trust me? Cox is no better.”

“Or Fuchs,” Stacie added.

The three of them laughed.

Stacie seemed to shrug off some of her melancholy. She walked up to Zoe and took her hands. “We’re the frontline in this war, Zoe Sluttenheim. It requires sacrifice. We lose our names, our homes and, sometimes, our families. But, it’s for the promise of a better world tomorrow.”

Zoe smiled and nodded.

“And, you’ll get to see your son again.” She handed Zoe an envelope. “Inside, you’ll find a ticket to Chicago. Also, the keys to a new house in the most affluent suburb. There’s a credit card with no limit - use it for whatever you need, within reason.”

“What do I do when I get there?”

Stacie smiled. “Make friends with your neighbors, of course. Seduce them. Make them yours.” She kissed Zoe and the woman melted into the kiss.

Stacie’s fingers wandered down to Zoe’s thighs.

She ran her hand up the inside of the woman’s leg and stroked her wet sex.

Zoe laid her head back and found Margaret standing behind her.

Margaret’s hands gently lifted the back of Zoe’s skirt.

She caressed Zoe’s buttocks and Stacie fingered Zoe’s clit.

“Take pleasure wherever you can,” Stacie whispered. “On the plane, in the cab from the airport, do as you will.” Her finger moved insistently on Zoe’s little nubbin.

Zoe came, her squirt spattering on the floor as it filtered through Stacie’s fingers.

Margaret kissed her neck as Stacie kissed her lips.

***

Margaret took Zoe to the airport and Stacie began searching the house for Mary and Tank.

She hadn’t seen them since returning home.

She was on her way toward the kitchen when she heard soft giggling from the basement. “Oh, you little slut,” Stacie grumbled under her breath.

Stacie went downstairs.

Mary and Tank were lying naked on an operating table.

“Oh, my God!” Stacie growled. “No one listens to me!”

Mary giggled. “Sweetie, let me explain.”

“It wasn’t Mary’s fault, Mistress Stacie,” Tank said. “I needed her.”

“Mistress? Did you call me...” She rushed over to him and pushed him back on the table.

His semi-erect thirteen-inch cock was dripping precum.

“Junior Whoremaster! You transformed him?!”

“He chose, Stacie. This is what he wants.”

“Really, Mistress. I’m 100% on board,” Tank said.

“Tank, darling, I’m not mad at you. You’ve done nothing wrong.”

Mary held back a laugh. “He chose. I let him watch the orientation video, and he chose, Stacie.”

“But, the experiment...”

“...is working,” Mary completed. “Seduction is working. The MILF Whores are working. But, Stacie, some people just need to be given the choice.” She ruffled Tank’s hair. “Like our soon to be Whoremaster here.”

Stacie sat down on the table between the two of them. “Sometimes I wish I was a Whoremaster. I wish I could protect us.”

Mary took her hand. “Did something happen? What’s wrong?”

Stacie began to cry. “The Bishop. He took what didn’t belong to him today.”

“Who hurt you?” Tank asked. “Tell me who, Stacie.”

Stacie laughed and shook her head. “No, darling. Promise me? Never, ever try to go against the Church. Our time will come, but not now. They will hurt you. And, I’ve had too many people dear to me hurt.”

***

Odd computer references to ‘Breeders’ notwithstanding, Carrie’s first day at work was pretty nice. Her paranoia from the night before was fading.

As much as she hated to admit it, this Fledgling Program was kind of cool.

Mom and Dad were always on her case at home.

Christine and Nathan were more like cool older friends.

Especially Christine. She was funny and downright sweet.

A year at the McGee house might not be so bad.

She helped Christine with dinner and Mark helped with the dishes.

The whole thing was a little ‘Leave it to Beaverish’ - Christine definitely had an archaic view of men and women’s roles in the house.

But, she could stay here for a year, no problem.

Even Mark seemed to be enjoying himself.

He still couldn’t look at Carrie or Christine without blushing.

Carrie had never seen a boy that shy.

After dinner, Carrie knocked on his bedroom door.

“Come in,” he said.

She opened the door and looked at the drawings on his walls. “Wow! You did all these?”

The blush went to his cheeks again and he looked at the floor. “Um, yeah.”

She smiled at the huge painting of the superheroine that dominated the wall. “That one’s amazing.”

He laughed a little, still not looking up. “Mega-Girl. Yeah, I’m going to make her into a real comic book.”

“That’s totally cool.”

He looked up and smiled.

“Say, listen, I’m going out to see some friends. Want to come with?”

He blinked. “You want me to come with you?”

“Yeah, of course. It’ll be fun.”

He smiled. “I’d like that.”

Five minutes later they raced their bikes down the darkened street.

He kept up with her, even when she jumped the curb in a couple of places.

They slid to a stop by Morris’s car.

“Bitch! You’re alive!” Jeffrey said as he leapt off the Toyota’s hood and ran to her.

He was wearing his requisite tight jeans and black t-shirt.

But, his long hair was now blood red.

“What happened to you? I thought they were sending you someplace to un-gay you?”

“No! They are totally amazing. Get this: Betty Cavendish owns Pretenses, the tres magnifique salon near the mall. Guess who’s working there now?” Jeffrey fluffed his red hair and winked. “Oh, and they are totally gay friendly - they hung my rainbow flag on my bedroom door. Who knew Baptists could be nice?”

She hugged him. “Told you. Nice hair.”

“Betty did it! And, my nails.” Jeffrey smiled and looked at Mark. “And, who’s this?”

“This is Mark. He’s my... roommate? Housemate? Anyway, don’t fucking scare him, please.”

“Oh, enchantee,” Jeffrey said and held out his hand.

Mark shook it.

Jeffrey turned to Carrie and mouthed the word, ‘Hot’.

“Stop it. Mark, this is Jeffrey. And, this is Cheryl and Morris.”

“Hi,” they said without looking away from each other.

Jeffrey rolled his eyes. “Ignore them, they’ve been visually undressing each other since I got here.”

“Worse than normal?” Carrie giggled.

“Well, he’s pitching a tent in his tighty whiteys and I can practically smell her coochie, so yeah, a little more than normal.”

Cheryl lifted a graceful arm and flipped him off without looking at him.

Tank’s truck pulled into the lot. and parked beside the Toyota.

“About time, Moose,” Jeffrey grumbled.

The driver’s side door opened, and Tank got out.

Carrie’s mouth dropped open.

From kindergarten, Tank had been the biggest kid in school. Muscular, yes, but with quite a bit of baby fat and a stomach that had grown larger especially over the last few years.

Overnight, that had changed.

Tank looked like he had lost thirty pounds. He looked taller and his muscles seemed more defined.

His face was thinner and more squared.

He walked straight to the Toyota and smiled down at Cheryl. “Hi, Cheryl.”

The blonde looked up from Morris and blinked. “Hi... Tank.”

Tank lingered by her side. Then he walked over to Carrie.

Cheryl watched him walk away.

Jeffrey leaned close to Carrie and whispered. “Is it just me, or did it suddenly get hot out here?”


“Shush.”

“Hi, Carrie. Hi, Jeffrey. Hi... new guy,” Tank said, though he never took his eyes off Carrie.

And, Carrie was growing wet in her rubber undies.

She squeezed her eyes shut. What was wrong with her? This was Tank. This was the guy in second grade who ate a bugger on the playground to win a fifty-cent bet.

And, it wasn’t his bugger.

She opened her eyes and looked back at Mark. “Tank, this is Mark, my housemate. Mark, Tank.” She took a step back to stand by Mark.

She wasn’t sure why, but she wanted to stand near him.

“‘Sup?” Tank said. He was still staring at Carrie with a half-amused look.

“So, dish on the lesbians?” Jeffrey said.

Tank shrugged. “They’re nice,” he said in his bass voice.

“They’re nice,” Jeffrey mocked, though his voice couldn’t hit that low a note.

“So nice they let me keep my weed,” Tank said as he held up a Ziplock baggie full of dried leaves.

“Thank God!” Jeffrey laughed.

***

Mark and Carrie pulled their bikes into the garage.

They were giggling. They had been giggling since the parking lot.

Mark had never had weed before, and everyone had laughed when he tried to take his first hit and ended up coughing and spluttering.

Now, he was fighting hard not to burst out laughing in the garage.

“Wait! Wait, wait, wait!” Carrie spluttered. She opened her purse.

“What?” Mark whispered.

“Eyes. They’re bloodshot as fuck. If Christine and Nathan see, we’re totally fucked.”

He broke into giggles.

“Stop it! Fuck, man. We’re going to screw this up.” She fought to get composure as she fished out her eyedrops. “Tilt your head back.”

He tilted his head back and Carrie dripped some in each of his eyes. “There.”

He smiled at her.

And, she kissed him.

It just happened. She had been so turned on all day, and he was here and he was close and they were so fucking high. “I’m sorry. Mark, I’m sorry.”

He shook his head and pulled her close, kissing her this time.

She liked that. Not that she was averse to being the instigator, but it was nice when the boy was just as eager.

It didn’t hurt that he was fucking good at it.

His tongue played with hers in her mouth.

“Wow,” she whispered, her eyes closed.

“Did I do okay?”

She opened her eyes.

He was looking at her with a tiny look of terror.

“Yes. Yes, that was a great kiss. Haven’t you ever...?”

He shook his head. “I kissed my Mom, my grandma, but those don’t count,” he whispered.

She smiled. “No. They don’t count. I’m your first kiss?”

He shrugged. “Homeschooled.”

“Then, you are an amazingly fast learner.”

He laughed and kissed her again.

She thought about taking his hand and moving it to her breast, unsure whether he would be bold enough on his own.

Instead, she stopped herself. “We... should go in. They’ll be wondering why we’re out here.”

He nodded.

Christine was sitting at the kitchen table. “Have a nice time?”

They looked at Christine like deer in headlights.

“Um, yeah!” Carrie said quickly.

Christine smiled slightly. “You didn’t bring any in with you, did you?”

“What?” Carrie asked.

“The weed?”

“Uh... we didn’t...”

Mark started to giggle.

Carrie poked him in the ribs with her elbow. “Dude, not cool,” she whispered.

Carrie rolled her eyes. “No, it wasn’t our weed.”

Christine shook her head. “Weed causes people to make bad decisions. Just remember that.” She winked.

“Come on, giggles,” Carrie grumbled and dragged Mark toward the stairs.

Christine watched them and tried not to laugh.

***

“So, how did it go?” Mary asked as Tank came into the living room.

She was snuggled against Stacie on the couch.

“I was affecting both Cheryl and Carrie, but Carrie kept fighting it,” Tank said as he sat down on the couch beside them. “Is that normal?”

Stacie shrugged. “Sometimes, dear. You were outside, after all. In a close space, she might not be able to control herself.”

He nodded. “Cheryl, though, she seemed to like it.”

Mary fluffed his hair. “Do you want her, honey?”

He smiled and looked at the floor. “I always liked her. But, she’s into Morris, you know?”

Mary laughed. “It’s not like that anymore. People can like more than one person in the New Order.”

“I suppose. But, you know, I wouldn’t want her to be with me unless she wanted to,” Tank said.

Stacie smiled. “And, that’s very sweet. You’re her friend, and so you want her to be happy. It’s okay to be concerned about what she wants. But, outside your friends? You’re going to have to decide what’s best for the humans you meet. That’s part of being a Whoremaster, Tank. Sometimes you’ll have to transform them for their own good. Understand?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

Stacie smiled. “Now, Cheryl is staying with the Peersons isn’t she?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Then I’m going to call Ophelia Peerson and find out everything about Cheryl.”

***

Carrie stood in her room and wondered where the kiss with Mark had come from.

She gently eased her hand inside the waistband of her jeans and into the latex panties. They were soaking wet inside.

Her fingers found her clit and she massaged it gently.

Masturbation was becoming a habit when she was alone. 

Whatever was happening to her libido, it wasn’t letting up.

Was that why she kissed Mark? Was that why she was wondering what would happen if she walked down the hall and snuck into his room.

Several times tonight, she had stared at the bulge in his jeans and wondered if he was as big as he appeared.

She had never wondered about the size of a guy’s package before.

Carrie preferred average cocks - too small and she couldn’t get off. Too big and it hurt.

Like Goldilocks, she preferred them just right.

So, why was she hoping Mark was enormous?

She stripped off her jeans and t-shirt and looked at the black rubber underwear.

She had to admit, she looked hot in them.

Carrie bit her lower lip and went to her pajama drawer.

She pulled out her red satin pajamas - the bottoms were tap pants.

Carrie started to pull off the underwear.

And, then she decided she liked how they felt against her skin.

She closed the drawer.

Something rattled as she did.

She opened it again.

She pulled aside a few folded pajama bottoms.

A large, realistic looking dildo was in the drawer under her pajamas.

Carrie stared at it in disbelief. It was at least a foot long with thick veins. The base had buttons - it was obviously some type of vibrator.

There was a sticky note attached to the base.

She opened it. 

Neat, flowing script was written in blue marker on the yellow paper:

‘Girls have needs just like boys, but all boys need are their hands. We need more. This is for you. We’ll never speak of it.’

It was signed simply ‘-C’.

Christine. Christine had given her a vibrator.

She should be embarrassed. She should be angry.

Instead, Carrie flung herself on the bed and dragged down the tap pants.

She was almost hyperventilating as she pressed a button on the vibrator, and it hummed to life. She gingerly rubbed it up the crotch of her rubber pantied camel toe. 

Carrie bit her lower lip to keep from crying out as the deep vibrations sent waves of pleasure through her clit.

She came almost instantly.

Carrie felt something come out of her - she had squirted in the latex panties.

She giggled and got up.

There was a small stack of towels on her dresser. She unfolded them and laid them out on her bed.

Carrie lay down so her buttocks were on the towels, then she gingerly pulled down the soaked panties.

At this angle, she could see her shaved snatch reflected in the bedroom mirror.

She smiled and pressed the still buzzing vibrator against her pussy.

***

Christine stood naked in Nathan’s arms in their bedroom.

The television attached to the wall showed Carrie’s room from multiple angles.

Nathan rubbed Christine’s clit gently as Carrie slipped the dildo inside her wet pussy on screen.

“She’s almost ready,” Christine whispered.

Nathan kissed her neck. “Did you ever have a doubt?”

“No. It’s so nice doing things this way. Better than we had it. Certainly, better than Tyler and Emily had it... or Elizabeth. I saw her today, by the way.”

Nathan held her tight.

“Where?”

“Just a glimpse. On the street. She was with him.”

Nathan sighed. “How did she look?”

“Beautiful,” Christine whispered. “Evil.”

“We’re going to get them back, Christine. I swear it.”

Christine smiled and nodded. “I know. Getting your newspaper tomorrow?”

He smiled and nodded. “I’ll call you as soon as I know.”

Christine kissed him.

Then she turned back to the television.

Carrie was plunging the vibrator in and out, grasping it by the base.

“She can’t take it all,” Christine whispered. “Ten more minutes and she’ll get a very big surprise.”

Nathan laughed. “I’m betting she screams.”

“I’m betting she passes out,” Christine giggled. “But, we have another houseguest to tend to.”

“SlutzNet, show us Mark’s room,” Nathan said.

The image on the television changed.

The boy sat on his desk chair, pants around his ankles, stroking his big cock and staring at Mega-Girl’s poster on his wall.

“I knew it,” Christine whispered. “The poor thing.”

“He kissed Carrie tonight,” Nathan said. “I think he’s getting over his shyness.”

“He’ll fuck her by tomorrow night, I’m sure,” Christine said. “She might not give him a choice.”

Nathan laughed. “Every boy needs his first.”

“Yes, but he needs to be properly prepared for a woman like Carrie. I think he needs a mature woman to guide him before he takes her to bed.”

Nathan nodded. “Do you have one in mind?”

“Me, of course. And, I know just how to make it special.”

***

Carrie had her legs thrown open wide and held the base of the wonderful vibrator in both hands. She plunged it in and out, wishing she could take the whole thing deep inside her.

It was too long.

Still she stared intently as the thick rubber dick stretched her to the limit.

She came again. She wasn’t sure how many times now, but she was squirting, not caring about soaking the towels or even the wood floor.

All that mattered was fucking herself with the...

Snap!

She cried out.

The dildo had moved inside her.

An intense orgasm ripped through her.

There was a sharp pain deep inside and then a pleasant warmth.

She lay staring up at the ceiling.

What had happened?

She remembered when she had broken her cherry years ago with her fingers.

This felt almost the same.

The dildo was still inside her.

She took it by the base and eased it gently out.

She carefully fed it back into her pussy.

It slid deeper and deeper.

Carrie’s eyes opened wide as it kept pushing inside her. Her abs just below her navel distended as if something was pushing deeper than possible - the head of the dildo was visibly causing a bump in her abs.

“Oh, my God!” It touched something deep inside her. It felt like her clit, but that was impossible because you only have one clit.

She came, her abs crunching, muscles deep inside where she shouldn’t have muscles flexed and squeezed.

The dildo was all the way inside her - the realistic rubber scrotum was wedged against her asshole.

Carrie giggled.

And, then she passed out.

***

Mark lay half asleep in his bed. He had jerked off into tissues before collapsing into bed.

Normally, a single tissue was all he needed.

But, like his cock that was now larger than before, the amount of jizz he produced was much larger.

He had needed a handful of tissues to contain his sperm and even then it had dripped onto the hardwood floor.

Worse, he was now lying in the bed drowsing and his cock was rock hard as if he hadn’t just masturbated.

He had kissed a girl for the first time tonight. Was that why he was so horny?

Carrie was beautiful and her lips had been sweet.

Of course, it might have been the weed that made her want to kiss him. Weed could do that, couldn’t it? He had no prior experience to go by.

He just hoped she wouldn’t be distant or strange in the morning.

Someone was standing over him.

He blinked in the darkness.

The woman wore a skintight red outfit with stiletto heels. A yellow utility belt stretched around her waist.

She smiled down at him.

“Mega-Girl?” Mark whispered.

“Um, Mega-Woman would be more like it,” Christine McGee said.

Mark sat bolt upright.

Christine smiled down at him in a red latex Mega-Girl costume. “SlutzNet, lights to fifty percent.”

The lights came on and lit the room softly.

She turned slowly on the heels.

Her full buttocks came into view.

Mark stared at her in disbelief.

“SlutzNet did the best he could from your drawing. They call this ‘cosplay’, right?” Christine asked. Her big breasts looked amazing in the costume.

“Yes, only nobody’s ever cosplayed Mega-Girl before,” Mark said as he stood up.

Even Christine’s makeup looked like his painting.

And, her fine wrinkles were gone. She looked twenty years younger.

“What’s SlutzNet?” Mark whispered.

“An AI. It runs the house, though you probably never noticed. There’s a printer in the basement. He can make things - like superhero costumes,” Christine whispered.

Mark stared at her body in the costume. Realizing what he was doing, he looked away quickly.

Christine tilted his chin up. “No. I put this on for you to look at me, Mark.”

He looked up shyly.

She held out her hand. “Come here.”

He looked down at the sheets covering him.

“I know it’s hard. Come here.”

He stood up, his pajama bottoms pushing out in front.

“You masturbate thinking about Mega-Girl. Pretty convenient to be able to draw your own fantasy girl.”

“What? No! I don’t...”

Christine cupped his face in her hands. “No! Honey, no! That’s nothing to be ashamed of. It’s normal - every man does that. There’d be something wrong with you if you didn’t do that.”

“I...” He turned beet red. He never wanted anyone to know he masturbated, least of all Christine. 

“Oh, I’ve embarrassed you. Well, you’re just going to have to get over it. Masturbation is normal. I even do it.”

He stared at her in disbelief.

“It’s true. I do.” She reached down and stroked her crotch with her middle finger. “It takes me a lot longer than it takes you,” she giggled.

Mark had no idea what to say. He just watched her fingering herself through the red latex.

“I think about things when I masturbate as well, Mark.”

“You do?” Mark whispered.

“Yes. Sometimes, I think about you.”

He gasped and looked into her glowing blue eyes.

She looked away. “Hard to control my eyes. Even when I don’t want to... influence you? It’s like they have a mind of their own. Look at my body, not my face.”

“O... Okay.” He returned to watching her finger-painting slow strokes over her crotch.

“This Fledgling Program? It’s about helping you mature. In every way, Mark. Not just responsibility, but sexuality as well.” She reached out with her free hand and rubbed his erection through the pajama bottoms.

“Oh, my God.” He pulled away. “No, Mrs. McGee. You’re married to Nathan, and he’s been good to me.”

“Honey, Nathan knows I’m in here. He knows what I’m doing.” She stood closer to him and resumed rubbing his erection.

“What?! But...”

“Mark, there are different kinds of relationships. Nathan and I are free to explore, separately and together.” Her hands were magic on his erection. Her fingers worked at the buttons on the fly of the pajamas.

He gasped as his cock and balls were freed.

Christine’s warm hand closed on his length.

“Oh, Jesus,” he whispered.

“You’re going to cum. And, that’s okay. You’re young and inexperienced,” Christine soothed. “I want you to cum. Don’t hold back.”

“N... No. Mrs. McGee, please I... I like...”

“Carrie? Oh, darling, I know. I think she really likes you too.” Her hand stroked him gently. “When you make love to her, do you want to be a virgin? Do you want to cum fast and not know what you are doing?”

“I don’t know.”

She stroked his cock harder. Then she leaned against him and whispered in his ear. “Women turn boys into men. Go to her as a man, not a boy.”

He began moving his hips in time with her strokes.

“That’s right. The world is changing. The entire world. You’re going to be part of that.”

“I don’t understand,” he moaned.

“No, I know. But, you will.” She sank to her knees in front of him, her mouth inches from his cock.

“Oh, Jesus,” Mark breathed.

She stroked him, aiming his cock toward her lips. “Funny thing is? This isn’t the first time we’ve done this.”

“What?!”

She leaned forward and sucked him into her mouth.

Mark cried out and orgasmed, squirting his cum into her warm, wet mouth as she stroked each jet from him.

Finally, he grew limp in her grasp.

He looked down at her in wonder.

She opened her mouth showing him her cum filled mouth.

Then she smiled and swallowed it.

***

Carrie woke up to find the vibrator still embedded inside her and buzzing.

She withdrew it slowly and turned it off.

Then she carefully slid two fingers inside herself.

She couldn’t touch her cervix.

She had always been able to find it since she had broken her hymen.

Now, it was gone.

She felt around inside herself gently.

There was a raised ring around the wall of her vagina at the same depth her cervix had been.

She ran her fingertip along the dilated ‘O’.

Her body seized with an orgasm and she squirted.

“God, oh, God. What’s happened to me?” She whispered.

Sensors in the ceiling detected her sobbing, others read her heartrate and determined she was having a panic attack.

SlutzNet opened a valve in the ceiling.

An odorless, colorless gas drifted into the room.

Seconds later, Carrie drifted into a deep sleep, her anxiety gone.

***

The Mega-Girl outfit lay folded across Mark’s desk chair.

Mark and Christine lay naked in each other’s arms.

“I don’t understand? Why is the Church of Morpheus doing all this?” Mark asked in the dark.

“We’re saving the world.”

“How? I mean, from what?”

“Ourselves - well, saving it from the humans, I guess. Global warming, overpopulation, war?” Christine entwined the fingers of her right hand in his. “Above my pay grade. Just a whore, sweetheart.”

“No, you’re not!”

Christine laughed. “Yes, I am. And, proud of it. I make people happy. Aren’t you happy?”

“Yes, I am, but...”

She kissed his cheek. “Mark, ‘whore’ doesn’t have the same meaning in my world. It’s honorable. It means I can make you feel good. I make you feel good by having sex with you. Humans made sex into something bad. It’s not supposed to be bad. It’s life. We’re like, well, doctors or nurses. Whore Caste makes people better.”

“I... guess.”

Christine laughed. “It’ll take some getting used to, that’s all.” She kissed him.

She paused. “More tongue.”

“Like this?” He slid his tongue gently into her mouth.

“Mmm, better. Be playful inside.”

He kissed her again, more forceful this time.

She smiled at him afterward. “Much better.” She took his hand and put it on her breast.

He caressed it under the sheet.

Christine pulled the sheet away.

She released the pentagram nipple clamp on her left nipple and her Ambrosia jetted out.

Mark gasped. “Ambrosia, right?”

She nodded. “Yes. Go on, suck it.”

He lowered his lips to her nipple.

As soon as the Ambrosia touched his tongue, he shot cum against Christine’s hip.

She giggled. “That’s okay. Totally normal. Just suck.”

He nursed her gently, latching on.

“That’s it. Feels wonderful for me too.” She took his hand and guided it down to her pussy. “Gentle strokes with your fingertips. You don’t have to rush. We have all night.”

His fingers explored her pussy lips, finding her hole and sliding in.

“Mmm, there. That’s right. Now, pull out. Up near the top? There’s a little nubbin. That’s my clit... Oh, God, yes!”

His fingers found her clit and began to slowly massage it.

“Yes! Two fingers. You can press harder.” She laughed. “Oh, that’s perfect.” She kissed the top of his head.

***

Cheryl lay on her stomach and read the text message from her boyfriend, Morris, over again.

‘Leaving for college tomorrow. In Cuba can you believe it? Know we said we would take the year to explore us, but I think this is for the best.’

She had sent a dozen replies since receiving that simple text.

None had been answered.

And, just like that, she was single.

Not that she loved Morris. He was, well, Morris.

He was fun and he looked good on her arm.

He also made her cum. A lot.

They weren’t some post-high school Romeo and Juliet story.

But, she thought she deserved better than this: a short text in the middle of the night. If the situation was reversed and she had been leaving the country, she wouldn’t have ghosted him. When you know somebody for fourteen years? You didn’t just act like they meant nothing to you.

Ophelia Peerson, her surrogate ‘mother’ in this wacko Fledgling Program leaned her head in the door.

Cheryl had never known a black woman with blue eyes.

Ophelia Peerson was staggeringly pretty.

And, on top of that? She was a lot warmer than her own mom.

Ophelia gave her a weak smile. “Want some tea or something, honey?”

Cheryl sniffled. “No, thanks. I’m okay.”

Ophelia came in and sat down on the edge of the bed. “Baby, you don’t have to act all tough with me. I know you cared about him.”

“Not really, Ophelia. It’s just... we were supposed to have each other’s backs this year. And, he could have at least come over here and told me in person.”

Ophelia rubbed her back with amazingly strong fingers. “I know, baby. He’s kind of an asshole.”

Cheryl laughed.

“It’s hard to lose your lover after a summer of hot sex,” Ophelia added.

Cheryl giggled.

Ophelia Peerson was the first woman in Cheryl’s life who treated her like a mature woman. It was a little unsettling, but it was also wonderful to have an older woman she could confide in.

Since leaving home, Cheryl’s sex drive had gone into overdrive. She had used any excuse to be alone with Morris and explore.

Ophelia had sat down with her and had a long talk when she had noticed Cheryl casting her eyes on Ophelia’s husband.

Ned Peerson was tall and built like a bodybuilder - and, with Cheryl’s new libido, it was hard not to look at him.

She had burst into tears from embarrassment when Ophelia confronted her about it. But, to her astonishment, the woman had merely hugged her and told her it was okay.

Cheryl bit her thumbnail. It still felt weird to talk to Ophelia about her sexual desires. “I... Yeah, I mean, it’s going to be hard not... you know.”

“Having sex, honey. It’s not a taboo subject. What did I tell you the other night?”

Cheryl blushed and shook her head.

“Say it,” Ophelia said.

“Fucking is natural.”

“Yes, it most certainly is.” She leaned down and kissed Cheryl’s golden hair. “You’ll find another lover. Actually, looking like you do? One will find you. I’ll bet there’s a dozen boys waiting for ol’ Morris to screw up. Probably come knocking on the door tomorrow morning.” Then she laughed. “And, if they don’t? You’ll just come to bed with me and Ned.”

Cheryl laughed uncontrollably. “Ophelia! You’re awful!”

“What? We aren’t going to let you become an old maid.” Ophelia laughed.

Cheryl took her hand and squeezed. “You’re my best friend, Ophelia. Two days and you’re my best friend.” She laid her head on Ophelia’s thigh.

Ophelia stroked her hair. “Ned and I just want you to be happy.”

“I am. I will be.” She sighed.

“There’s more, isn’t there?”

Cheryl nodded. “College.”

“You don’t see yourself there, do you?”

Cheryl shook her head.

Ophelia leaned down and kissed her hair. 

“I just thought it would work itself out. I had to work so hard in school, and the thought of going on to college? I just... I don’t think it’s what I want.”

Ophelia smiled down at her. “It’ll all work out in the end. You’ll see.”

***

Ophelia Peerson, MILF Whore, Whore Caste walked into the hallway after shutting Cheryl’s door.

She pulled her phone out of the pocket of her tight jeans and dialed it. “Stacie? It’s Ophelia,” she whispered as she went down the hall to the bedroom she shared with Ned. She walked into the bedroom and shut the door.

Ned Peerson came out of the master bathroom, naked. His seventeen-inch Whoremaster cock was hard and ready, and Ophelia winked at him.

“Stacie, you were right. Sending Morris to Havana was the right move. The girl is so horny she can barely think,” Ophelia said into the phone.

“Me too,” Ned said as he undid the button of Ophelia’s jeans.

She smiled at him as he pushed her jeans down along with her latex panties. 

He knelt down and licked her pussy lips.

Ophelia bit her lower lip and stroked his bald head.

Ophelia turned her attention back to the phone. “Even better? She doesn’t want to go to college. Our pretty blonde is not Professional Caste material.”

Ned looked up from her now drenched pussy with a wicked grin.

“You tell that new boy toy of yours he better be claiming her pretty fucking soon, or we’re adding her to our coven.”

Ned grabbed her ankles and tossed her onto her back on the bed.

Ophelia went into gales of laughter, the phone still to her ear. “What? No, I just think my Whoremaster likes that idea.”

Ned put her ankles on his shoulders and slid his immense cock into her waiting pussy.

“Oh, fuck! I’m serious, Stacie. We’re doing everything we can to avoid turning that girl right now.”

***

Mark knelt between Christine’s thighs, his cock poised at her pussy.

“Look into my eyes, honey,” Christine whispered. She had turned on the lights.

Mark smiled down at her.

“No shame. This is beautiful and right. You’re not doing anything wrong. All the old rules are meaningless. What adults do to each other is their business and no one else’s.”

“I know.”

Her eyes glowed brilliant blue. “You understand, I can hypnotize you into doing anything I want? But, I’m not doing that, Mark. I want you to choose.”

“I do choose it, Christine. I want to make love to you.”

She smiled. “Then remember this, okay? Your first time was with somebody you cared about and somebody who cared about you.”

He nodded.

Her eyes narrowed. “Fuck me, Mark.”

He gasped and eased forward.

Her wet lips parted for his cock.

She smiled and nodded, her eyes locked on his. “When you fuck Carrie, look at her just like you’re looking at me. It won’t be her first time, but, honey? It’ll feel like it.”

Moaning, he slid forward, his length pushing into her warm depths.

Christine licked her lips. “Oh, God. There’s a place inside us... inside the transformed. It’s where the cervix was? It feels unbelievable. You’re so big, you’re pushing on it.”

Mark smiled down at her.

She nodded. The boy was proud of himself for pleasing her. That’s what making love was about - making the other person feel pleasure. Your own pleasure was nothing in comparison to the feeling of giving pleasure to another.

She felt his thick balls pressing against her.

Only then did Christine break eye contact, and then only to whisper in his ear. “Soon? You’ll be even bigger.”

Mark swallowed and then kissed her.

She moved under him and he began to thrust.

Christine began to moan as the boy took her over the edge again and again.

***

Cheryl had fallen asleep shortly after talking with Ophelia.

Of course, her sleep was induced by SlutzNet with the sleeping gas.

Ophelia and Ned walked naked into her bedroom.

Ophelia pulled the covers down off the sleeping blonde. A few gentle tugs and her silk pajamas were pooled on the floor. 

Ned gasped.

The girl was long and curvy with natural D cup breasts and a shapely ass.

“You can still claim her, you know?” Ophelia said as she ran her nail down the pale skin of the girl’s inner thigh. “It’s your right as a Whoremaster. And, whew... I will not complain.”

Ned hugged her, his hard cock pressing against her full buttocks.

Ophelia smiled. They had a good marriage when her rings were on her left hand, now that they glittered between her legs? They had an amazing marriage.

She couldn’t remember not being bisexual.

It was hard for two Whore Caste to control themselves when faced with something as delectable as Cheryl.

And, she knew the girl would embrace the lifestyle happily if given the choice.

Ned kissed the back of Ophelia’s neck. “No. This boy, Tank, has cared about her his entire life. I wouldn’t begrudge another Whoremaster his pick.”

She laid her head back against her former husband’s bulging pec. “Ned Peerson, you are nothing but an old softie.”

He pressed his hard cock between her asscheeks. “Soft, am I?”

She laughed. “Well, poor choice of words. But, you are a compassionate man.”

“Maybe, but I have to tell you I will be very happy to get back to normal Whoremaster behavior once this little morsel has been claimed.”

“Mmm, back to orgies and fun?” Ophelia whispered.

“Oh, yeah.”

Ophelia giggled. “In that case, let’s get Cheryl here her meds.”

***

Christine lay curled against Mark.

His cum dripped from her pussy and she loved the feeling.

“Professional Caste,” Mark said in the now, once again darkened room.

“An artist. We need artists and poets in the New Order just like we need accountants and scientists. You’ll be free to explore your art and take it in any direction you want. The Church might even get you to use it to further the cause.”

“Really? How?”

“Oh, we’ll see. You don’t need to worry about that now. Still sore?”

After sex, Christine had completed his transformation into Professional Caste - and he had wasted no time in trying out his extra length on Christine.

His shyness was almost forgotten now.

***

“Cheryl, honey?” Ophelia whispered as she clicked on Cheryl’s light.

“Huh?” Cheryl mumbled. “What time is it?”

“A little past midnight, baby. You have a visitor.”

Ophelia sat up in bed, her sheet falling away.

She was naked.

How did that happen? Cheryl thought. She dragged the sheet up to her neck. “A visitor. I...” Morris! It had to be Morris.

Ophelia stepped to the side.

Tank Mercer stood in the doorway. “Hi, Cheryl.”

“Tank? What are you...”?

“Tank, honey, do you like waffles or pancakes for breakfast?” Ophelia asked.

“Oh, don’t go to any trouble, Mrs. Peerson,” Tank said.

“Oh, baby, it’s no trouble. You’re going to be hungry in the morning.” She winked at Cheryl. “Now, you two make all the noise you want. You won’t disturb us.”

Cheryl looked from Tank to Ophelia in utter confusion.

“Good night,” Ophelia said as she went out the door and closed it behind her.

Tank smiled at Cheryl.

“Tank, what the fuck is going on?”

“Relax, Cheryl. Everything is going to be okay. You don’t have to be afraid.”

Cheryl stared at him.

Something was different - earlier, he had seemed thinner and taller, more muscular. Now, even more so.

She remembered how strange she had felt in the school parking lot earlier.

He sat down on the bed beside her. “I heard about Morris. I’m really sorry, Cheryl.”

She stared up at him, feeling like she was falling into his dark eyes. “I... thanks. Tank, why are you here?”

Cheryl felt warm all over.

“I wanted to talk to you. Is that okay?”

“Well, yeah, but couldn’t it have waited till tomorrow?”

He shook his head. “No. It needed to be tonight.”

And, then he pulled her into his arms, cradling her in her bedsheets against his chest.

“What are you doing?” Cheryl whispered.

“Something I’ve wanted to do all my life. Do you not want me to hold you?”

“Huh? No, of course not.” She snuggled against him. She felt warm and safe in his arms. And, she was getting turned on - how was this happening?

Tank smiled down at her. He reached into a bag beside him and handed her a video headset.

“What’s that a videogame?” Cheryl asked sleepily.

“No, definitely not a game. But, you might want to put it on and watch the video.”

***

Christine left Mark naked and asleep in his bed.

The boy was now Professional Caste. Another convert to the cause who came willingly. No, happily.

She blew him a kiss as she left the room and shut the door.

In the hallway, she could hear Carrie moaning in her room.

She walked naked to her door and walked in.

The sheets were tangled, the vibrator cast aside on the mattress.

The girl’s full breasts were exposed, her fingers working inside her snatch.

Carrie’s eyes were half open in the dark.

Christine smiled down at her and climbed into bed with her.

“Christine? What?” The girl mumbled.

“Shh, you’re dreaming.” Her eyes glowed in the dark and the half sleeping girl stared into them.

Christine pulled her close and kissed her tenderly. “Poor thing, you sterilized yourself, didn’t you?”

She nodded.

“Your cervix is dilated now. Your pussy has expanded into your womb. You’ll never have pain from a big cock again. But, you’ll feel things - did you know that many women experience cervical orgasms? Now that it’s just a tight little ring in your pussy? Big cocks will stimulate it. You’ll cum deep inside. Won’t that be nice?”

Carrie nodded and smiled.

Christine laughed. “Never, ever apologize for loving sex. It’s why I’ve been so careful with you. You were almost one of us without even being modified. We love welcoming people like you.”

Carrie nodded off.

“Not yet, darling. Stay awake and look into my eyes,” Christine whispered.

Carrie opened her eyes and smiled.

“Don’t be afraid of what we’re doing to you. Embrace it.”

Carrie nodded in her hypnotic daze.

“Do you like girls?”

“Huh? I... don’t know.”

“I’m not going to force you. I won’t program you to like girls. But, I am telling you that you have no limits on your sexuality. You can love boys and girls and both at the same time if you like. Okay?”

Carrie nodded.

“Now, let’s get you to sleep, okay?”

Carrie smiled. “Sleepy.”

“I know. Here, this will help.” She unclipped one of the nipple clamps. “I’m going to give you the right tit, because the left is a little worn out,” Christine giggled. “I want you to suck me.”

“I... don’t know,” Carrie moaned.

“Just try. One little suckle. And, if you don’t like it, you can stop.” She gently guided Carrie’s head to her big breast.

Carrie opened her mouth obediently and let the nipple rest on her tongue.

A single drop was all it took.

Carrie arched her back and came as the Ambrosia hit her tongue and went straight into her bloodstream. She latched on and nursed frantically.

“That’s right, Carrie. Just suck and drink. I’m going to make everything better.” Christine reached down and gently pushed the girl’s masturbating fingers away from her clit. “Let me.” She slid two fingers into Carrie’s pussy and zeroed in on her G-Spot.

Carrie moaned and sucked harder.

“Look at me,” Christine whispered. “When you fall asleep? I’m going to leave your bed. You won’t remember any of this, but tomorrow? You’ll feel wonderful after your sexy dream and you won’t worry about anything.”

Carrie sucked Christine’s nipple and smiled contentedly.

***

Cheryl blinked as Tank removed the headset.

He held her tight as he laid the headset beside her.

“Is it true?” She asked.

“That’s the first thing I asked,” he said. “Yeah, it’s true.”

Cheryl stared at him. “That’s why... I’ve felt like having sex all the time...”

“Yeah. Me too.”

“So, Ophelia and Ned did this to me?”

“They did. Stacie and Mary did this to me too.” He smiled. “I kind of like it.”

She ran her index finger over his chest. “You’re a Whoremaster?”

“Yes.”

“And, the reason I’m so turned on...”

“Pheromones or whatever. And, you kind of want to do things I ask you to do - but, I won’t make you do anything weird, Cheryl. I promise.”

“I know. I trust you, Tank.”

He smiled.

“What’s going to happen to us?”

He brushed her hair lightly with his fingers. “We get to choose... I mean, I already chose. That’s why I look like this now. But, you can be whatever you want, Cheryl. You can be Professional Caste and have like a job, you know? You can go to college and be...”

“I don’t want to.”

“Are you sure? Then, you can be one of the Religious Caste people.”

“I don’t want that either,” she whispered and looked up into his eyes.

“You want to be like me?”

“With muscles and a big cock?” Cheryl giggled.

“No,” he laughed. “Well, actually, they probably could...”

“No, I don’t want a dick,” Cheryl laughed.

“Tell me what you want. You want to be a MILF like Ophelia? Or, maybe you could be one of the White Witches?”

“I want to be bound to you,” she said.

He looked shocked. “Wait, that’s just my pheromones.”

“Tank, if that video is right? We’re the property of the Church. That means somebody is going to claim me... some Whoremaster is going to claim me. You’ve protected me my whole life. If I’m going to be a Whoremaster’s property? I want it to be you.” She kissed him and he held her tight.

“You’re sure?”

“Either you or Mr. Peerson. I don’t want to be taken by somebody I don’t know.”

Tank smiled. “So, what kind of... whore do you want to be?”

“I... don’t know. What kind do you want me to be? I mean you’re the Whoremaster.”

“Street Whore,” Tank said.

Cheryl licked her lips. She looked terrified. “They’re... really tall.”

He nodded.

She was breathing hard. “I need shots, don’t I?”

“You already had them.”

“How did they know which shots to give... oh, because you told them.” Cheryl smiled meekly. “You already told them to give me the shots to make me a Street Whore, didn’t you?”

He nodded.

“What if I wanted something else?”

“These are special shots that only activate when I transform you - the doctors can modify you until then.”

“But, you want me to be a Street Whore?”

He nodded. “I’ll take care of you. Forever, Cheryl.”

“Promise?” She asked.

“Promise.”

“Won’t get tired of me being giggly and bimbo-y?”

“No. Never.”

She pulled the sheet away from her body and huddled naked in his arms.

Tank stood up and rolled her onto her back.

“Don’t freak out, okay? I won’t hurt you.”

“I’m not afraid, Tank,” she giggled.

He took off his t-shirt exposing his rippling muscles.

“Wow,” she whispered.

He undid the belt and lowered his jeans.

“Holy shit,” Cheryl gasped.

He squeezed the base of his huge cock and it went hard instantly.

“Trust me. I won’t hurt you,” Tank said.

She didn’t say anything, she just stared at the seventeen-inch cock. Then she spread her legs wide and gripped the back of her thighs.

He knelt between her legs and gently nudged against her wet pussy.

Tank’s lips found hers as he slid into her.

She watched the outline of his cock causing a lump in her abdomen. “Jesus!”

“You’ve been modified. You can take it all.”

She nodded and moaned as his Whoremaster cock found a place deep inside her and pressed against it.

Cheryl whimpered and clung to him.

She had been fucked deep before, but never like this. Her organs seemed to be shifting to accommodate him.

Whatever he was pressing against at the end of her now much longer vagina was sending waves of pleasure through her.

“Love... you,” she whispered in his ear as he began to move inside her.

He smiled at her wide eyed. “I love you too.”

He fucked her faster, sliding seventeen inches in and then drawing his cock out almost to the tip before thrusting in again.

“What happens... when you cum?”

“You’ll be bound to me,” Tank murmured. “One drop. That’s all it will take. All your mods will activate, and you’ll be...” He cried out as his whole body went stiff.

Cheryl screamed and came as his Whoremaster cum filled her.

She laughed out loud as her body was transformed.

Then she fainted.

***

Christine left Carrie’s bedroom shortly before dawn.

The girl was curled into a ball under the thin sheet.

She would only remember having a sexy dream, nothing more.

But, Christine hoped she would also have a bit of a subconscious girl crush when she woke up. That thought made her smile as she crept into the master bedroom and slipped under the sheets with Nathan.

He wrapped his arm around her and pulled her against his chest. “Nice job last night,” he said as he kissed her.

She smiled and kissed his chest. “You saw?”

“I watched your whole session with Mark, and I watched Carrie nurse you till I fell asleep. You’re a twisted slut, Christine McGee,” he whispered and kissed the top of her head.

“Christine Kuntz... just because you’re my master doesn’t mean I have to take your last name. No Christians in this bedroom, mister.”

He slapped her ass and she giggled.

“You’re lucky I’m exhausted after watching you seduce those two,” Nathan groaned.

“Fine, but when we wake up? You’re fucking me.”

***

Ophelia Peerson cooked waffles in her waffle press. She had two huge stacks already, but she would need three. Ned could put away a lot of calories, and as a Whoremaster himself, Tank would also need a lot of food.

“Morning, Ophelia!” a high-pitched voice said behind her.

She turned and had to look up.

Cheryl was now seven feet tall in the stiletto heels Ophelia had left outside her door.

“Oh, sweet Jesus,” Ophelia whispered.

At the kitchen table, Ned had set his coffee cup down and was staring wide eyed at the transformed blonde.

Cheryl wore the tight black yoga pants and black halter top Ophelia had laid out for her as well.

All the Street Whores were the same size, so Ophelia should have been prepared.

But, how could she be prepared for the changes in Cheryl?

The girl’s legs now came up to Ophelia’s navel, and the girl’s J Cup breasts were even with Ophelia’s nose.

The face was Cheryl’s, but now it had a doll like quality with huge green eyes and red, pursed lips.

The girl’s midsection was bare and cinched in as if she had spent a lifetime in a corset.

Ophelia put her hands on the wide flared hips and smiled. “Honey, you’re beautiful.”

“You think so? Really?” Her voice was cotton candy sweet.

“You’re gorgeous,” Ned said.

“She is, isn’t she?” Tank said as he walked in behind her and kissed the back of her neck. “Sex Kitten Cheryl is the name we picked.”

Cheryl giggled and put on a white hair band with pink cat ears. “On account of I had this cool head band.”

“That’s... very pretty,” Ophelia said.

“Those waffles smell totes yummy. I’m super-duper hungry because I grew real big.”

Ophelia stared at her and blinked. “Um... honey, you had D Cup breasts before, even at J cups you shouldn’t have noticed any difference in... IQ.”

“I know. I just totes like being Sex Kitten Cheryl. That’s okay, isn’t it, Ophelia?”

Ophelia nodded and smiled. “Of course it is, baby.”

“Yay!” Cheryl giggled. She grabbed Ophelia and hugged her.

She jumped up and down a little, sending the massive jugs into undulating motion.

Tank laughed. “Cheryl, honey, you’re going to make Ophelia seasick.” He maneuvered Cheryl to the table and pulled out a chair for her.

“So sweet! Merci beaucoup!” She giggled as she set down.

Ned and Ophelia continued to stare at her.

Finally, Ned nodded. “I want one.”

“No,” Ophelia whispered as she stared down at Cheryl’s cavernous cleavage from above. “Two. We need two. One for you, one for me.”

“Yes, dear,” Ned said.

Ophelia set a plate of waffles in front of the giggling Street Whore.

She looked up sweetly. “Thank you, Ophelia. For everything. Oh, after breakfast, can we have an orgy? I’m super-duper horny in addition to being super-duper hungry.”

“Yes, baby. Anything you want.”

***

Carrie woke up tangled in her sheets.

She was naked and warm.

And, happy.

She smiled and stretched.

Something fell on the floor.

She rolled over and looked down.

The big vibrator had fallen off the bed.

She stared at it and frowned.

Last night. When she had used it. Something happened inside her.

A wave of calm swept over her, and her smile returned.

“...you won’t worry about anything,” Christine’s voice whispered in her head.

So, she didn’t. She hopped out of bed and stretched in front of the mirror.

“I’d do me,” she giggled. Her breasts looked even larger, her hips rounder. She bit her lower lip and grabbed her bathrobe.

“Twenty minutes, honey,” Christine called from the first floor.

“I’ll be right down,” Carrie answered. She licked her lips thinking about Christine. Wait... Why did she?

She paused in the hallway and felt a tremor go through her at the thought of Christine. Carrie had never thought about a woman erotically.

Then why was she suddenly growing moist thinking about Christine McGee?

The bathroom door opened just as she reached out for the knob.

Mark stood wearing nothing but a beige towel, still dripping from the shower.

She thought he would turn red from embarrassment.

She was wrong.

He looked her in the eye and smiled. “Good morning.”

“Good morning,” she said looking at his defined chest and abs. Was he bigger? She licked her lips. “Look, about last night. The kiss? I...”

He interrupted her by pulling her into his arms.

She melted against him as he kissed her.

And, as good as the kiss in the garage had been? This one was better.

When he stopped kissing her, she stood with her eyes closed, his hands on her waist.

“Ooo, um, wow,” she said as she opened her eyes.

He smiled and stroked her hair. “We need to talk. Tonight?”

Carrie nodded. She stared at his lips and slowly let her eyes travel down.

The towel was covering something pretty large that appeared to be growing.

He stroked her chin and raised her face up from the erection growing under the terrycloth. He kissed her lightly and then walked past her toward his room.

Carrie fought the urge to look behind her.

When he closed his door, she started to giggle.

***

“Is this like the first time I tasted pussy?” Cheryl asked as she gazed up at Ophelia Peerson’s wet sex.

They clutched each other in a sixty-nine on the Peerson’s living room floor.

Ophelia laughed. “Not exactly, baby.”

“I knew it! I knew tasted you before!” She raised up and slid her long tongue deep into Ophelia’s snatch.

“Oh, God,” Ophelia gasped.

Cheryl’s head dropped back to the rug and she giggled. “You totes shoulda woke me up! I coulda started a lot sooner.” She zeroed in on Ophelia’s clit.

“Sweet Jesus, she’s good,” Ophelia said. Then she dropped her lips to Cheryl’s clit and sucked it.

Ned smiled and helped her lick the blonde’s pussy, adding his tongue to hers and supporting Cheryl’s thighs.

“God, I love you,” Ophelia said before kissing her husband.

Behind her, Tank knelt over her backside and rimmed her ass while Cheryl ate her out.

Ophelia smiled. The blonde wanted an orgy to celebrate her ‘Transformation Day’ and they were going to give her one.

She only wished she had time to invite a few more couples.

But, technically, four people could be an orgy.

And, the fact they made it through breakfast was a testament to their self-control. To wait even five minutes more would have been pure torture.

There was something about Street Whores. They were sexy, of course, but it was something more. There was something pure about ‘Sex Kitten Cheryl’ and her class. It wasn’t innocence exactly, but they had a positive outlook that was infectious. Unconditional, universal love was a powerful aphrodisiac.

So, when the last bites of waffles had disappeared and Sex Kitten Cheryl stood up from her chair, lifted her skirt and poured maple syrup on her pink pussy while asking, “Who wants first lick?” Ophelia had practically thrown herself on the giggling girl.

Ned and Tank had scooped them up and put them on the living room floor, and then clothes were flying in every direction as they all laughed.

Ophelia looked up from kissing Cheryl’s clit as Ned rose to his knees and jacked his Whoremaster cock. He pressed it against Cheryl’s pink pussy lips and slid in slowly.

Ophelia smiled and licked his shaft.

Then she gasped as she felt Tank’s hefty cock probe at her own cunt.

“Wowie! That’s pretty,” Cheryl giggled as she watched Tank sink balls deep into Ophelia. Then Cheryl moaned as Ned did the same to her.

Ophelia sucked Cheryl’s clit and the blonde returned the favor as both of them were fucked in ways no human man could manage with a human woman.

They were transformed in more ways than one.

Not just their bodies, but their minds and hearts as well. 

The Whoremasters moved and the whores moved and moaned.

Ophelia closed her eyes, focusing only on pleasing the girl beneath her and the man behind her, and she knew that Cheryl did the same.

Four people becoming one. This was the gift of Transformation.

And, when Ophelia felt her orgasm growing within her, starting as a spark and kindling into a flame, she knew that the other three parts of her were experiencing the same miracle.

They came together, cocks pumping into pussies, cum splashing into liquid depths, as muscles inside the women spasmed in ecstasy.

They came down, falling together on the living room floor.

Ophelia stopped sucking Cheryl’s clit and instead lapped and sucked Ned’s cum from her pussy while Ned stroked her hair.

Cheryl did the same, her tongue playing deep inside Ophelia.

Then the men lifted them, turned them to face each other.

Cheryl and Ophelia moaned into a kiss, sharing the Whoremaster’s cum between them.

Tank spooned Cheryl and Ned nuzzled the back of Ophelia’s neck, their arms holding the women tight.

Cheryl licked a stray drop of cum from Ophelia’s lips. “Let’s do it again!” She giggled.

***

Levi knelt behind the police tape that still surrounded the gas station parking lot north of Ithaca where his predecessor had been murdered.

The Church had wasted no time securing the crime scene - they had purchased the gas station as quickly as possible, paying ten times what the property was worth.

A blood stain was still visible on the asphalt where Bishop Styx’s head had been crushed by a massive blow.

A bald Church operative in a black suit stood nearby.

“They did a full analysis of the security camera footage?” Levi asked.

“Yes, Bishop. We have video footage of Tyler McGee and Emily Cray entering the restroom...”

“Emily di Fuchs,” Levi corrected.

“Yes, Bishop. The footage continues showing Bishop Styx’s arrival with the Church agents and the initial confrontation with the suspects. Then the tape becomes garbled for four minutes, thirteen seconds. When it clears, Bishop Styx is dead along with the Church agents and the suspects flee in their car.”

“There was a third person,” Levi said.

“Bishop?”

“The Church agents were shot, correct?”

“Yes, Bishop. Multiple nine-millimeter rounds in each. We assumed McGee had some type of submachine gun.”

“No. He didn’t. The only guns Tyler ever used were in video games. He wouldn’t even know how to load a submachine gun. Someone helped them.” Levi stood up. “We need to find out who intervened.”

“It could have been the NRO. They have several strike teams in upstate New York, sir.”

Levi shook his head. “They’re focused on the Farm. We haven’t seen any indication they have taken an interest in Ithaca. I think we have more enemies than we realized.”

The agent nodded.

Levi stood up. “Call in extra agents from Manhattan. I want reports on all Whore Caste and Professional Caste in and around Ithaca. Stallion’s, the suburbs, the new brothel downtown, and the college. Also, I want reports on the Farm.”

The agent paled. “You suspect the Transformed?”

“I suspect everyone not aligned with the Religious Caste.”

“Shall I inform Mistress Marapova of your suspicions?”

“Absolutely not. We have no idea where this conspiracy might lead.”

***

Carrie came down the stairs just ahead of Mark. She felt his eyes on her butt and it made her smile.

“There they are. Don’t they look cute together, Nathan?” Christine said as she smiled up at them.

“Yeah, yeah. adorable. I’m late for work and you’re late for school, Mark. What’s the matter, couldn’t sleep?” Nathan asked with a grin.

Mark almost stumbled on the steps.

“Come on, tiger,” Nathan laughed and then he turned and kissed Christine.

“Yes, sir,” Mark said.

Mark took Carrie’s hand and kissed her.

In front of the McGee’s!

Carrie was so shocked she didn’t know what to do.

Christine grinned like a Cheshire Cat.

“See you tonight?” Mark asked Carrie.

“Um... yeah...”

He winked and rushed down the steps.

Mark smiled as he went past Christine.

“Hey, hold on. Where’s my kiss?”

He stopped and kissed Christine.

Carrie gasped.

Mark kissed Christine’s lips lingering for a moment before running after Nathan.

Christine looked up at Carrie and smiled. “Looks like the two of you had a good evening on your bikes.”

Carrie just nodded, trying to get over the shock of being kissed in front of Christine and Nathan, and then being totally confused by Mark and Christine’s kiss.

“So, tell me all about it,” Christine said.

Carrie descended the rest of the way down the steps. “I... we... You know, we got caught up in the moment and kissed last night and it was... really a great kiss.” 

Christine clapped her hands. “Yes! I was hoping for that! The two of you would be great together.” She fluffed Carrie’s hair. “You’re both so sexy.”

Carrie laughed and looked away.

“What?” Christine asked.

“I just... guess I’m confused,” Carrie said.

Christine took her hand. “About what? Oh! When he kissed me?” She laughed. “Don’t be jealous, sweetheart. Mark and I have grown very close. He loves me, but he’s in love with you. There’s a difference.”

“I guess.” She started to feel silly. Was she really jealous her nineteen year old boyfriend might choose Christine over her?

“It was just a kiss. Let me show you.” Christine pulled her close and kissed her tenderly. It lingered for a moment and Carrie felt her heart skip a beat. “There, see? Same way he kissed me. No big deal at all.”

Carrie just nodded and waited for the tingling sensation to leave her body.

***

Nathan sped down the drive to the street.

“How do you like your art classes?” Nathan asked.

“They’re... really great, Mr. McGee.” He couldn’t look at Nathan. After what he had done with Christine last night.

“Nathan, not Mr. McGee, remember?”

“Yes, sir. Sorry.”

Nathan laughed. “Make you feel better if I stopped the car and beat the shit out of you?”

Mark looked at him in horror.

Nathan shook his head. “Mark, I’m joking. I’m not mad at you, kid.”

“You’re not?”

“No. All that stuff in the video is true, Mark. We share and have fun together. There’s no jealousy,” Nathan said. “Just make sure you leave her happy and I have no problem sharing Christine with you.”

Mark sighed. “Thanks, Nathan. Last night was amazing. I was just afraid you’d be mad.”

“No, Mark. We’re all transformed or nearly transformed. This is our reality now. Tonight, you sleep in our bed and we’ll share her together.”

Mark’s eyes were as big as saucers. “Uh, I... you mean the three of us in bed together?”

“Four if we bring Carrie over tonight,” Nathan said.

“Nathan, listen... I’m... I like girls.”

Nathan burst out laughing. “Relax, kiddo. I like girls too. Trust me, we can share women and not have to do anything to each other.”

Mark smiled. “Okay.”

“You going to be okay sharing Carrie with other people?”

Mark stopped smiling. “I... never thought about that.”

Nathan nodded. “It’s scary, I won’t lie. You always have that little voice in your head telling you she’ll prefer that other person. But, then you see her being satisfied and you realize there’s a difference between possessing somebody and trusting somebody. Trust wins out.”

“Christine did stuff to me, before, right?”

“Yes.”

“Did she do things to Carrie?”

“Yes.”

“Did... you do things to Carrie?”

“No. Not that I didn’t want to and not that I won’t. But, I’ll never lie to you, Mark. I want to make love to Carrie, just like you want to make love to Christine again. However, unless I’m very mistaken? Carrie’s in love with you, and that won’t change. Understand?”

“Yeah, I think so.”

“Good. And, by the way, it’s not me you’ll have to worry about.”

“It isn’t?”

“No. It’s Christine. Bisexual MILF Whores are addictive to men and women alike.”

***

Jeffrey Bernstein swept hair away from the salon stations with a red broom.

He liked everything about salons. The smell, the gossip, the happy faces of people being primped and pampered.

It was one of the few places in a town like Ithaca that a gay Jewish boy was considered normal.

And, Betty Cavendish’s Pretenses salon was the creme de la creme of upstate New York salons.

The little detour of the Fledgling Program had led him straight into a career. His plan was now: move to Village for a few years, go to cosmetology school, and then move back here to work for Betty.

She had been the one to bring it up.

Betty Cavendish had taken Jeffrey under her wing. She was like a second mother to him after only a few days.

Best of all, she didn’t have those creepy Stepford Wife blue eyes the rest of the women her age had in Ithaca. They were a refreshing brown like his own.

The other stylists were all working on clients, so it was up to him to answer the phones in between sweeping up.

The phone rang and he ran to the front.

“Pretenses Salon, every day is a new you.”

“May I speak to Betty Cavendish, please?” A woman asked.

“She’s actually with a client in the back right now, can I take a message?”

The woman paused. “Can you... just ask her if I could get a special appointment this afternoon? It’s for my niece.”

“Well, Betty actually handles her own appointments. I’d have to ask her...”

“Oh! Could you?”

Jeffrey paused. “I...” Betty had a rule that you never interrupted her when she was with VIPs, and she had two in the backroom with her right now. Still, what choice did he have. “Sure. Hang on and I’ll check.”

He walked through the busy salon and paused by the backroom door.

He had never actually been in the backroom. Betty said this was her inner sanctum. He knocked gingerly on the door. “Betty?”

There was no answer.

He knocked again. “Betty, there’s someone on the phone who wants an appointment.” He turned the knob.

The door opened on a darkened corridor.

He stepped inside. “Betty? Hello?”

He heard soft murmurs coming from the room ahead.

It was so dark within that he had trouble adjusting his eyesight.

And, even then, he had a difficult time processing what he saw.

The room was simple and consisted of three black operating tables sitting side by side, the first two of which were occupied.

The room smelled of incense and soft music played.

The women on both tables were lying naked on their backs. Glistening plastic sacks lay on top of them. Inside the sacks, something moved.

He stepped closer to the first table.

The woman was Asian, and she moaned in her sleep as her fingers caressed the plastic sack.

Inside the sack was another woman.

The woman in the sack was smaller, but the face was unmistakable - the sack contained a smaller version of the same woman.

A thick umbilical ran from the sack and into the vagina of the woman on the table.

He reached out and touched the sack.

The membrane was warm and pulsing.

Not plastic.

It was an amniotic sack.

“Christ. Oh, Christ.”

The woman in the amniotic sack opened her eyes and smiled. Her hand moved in the fluid filled sack and touched the membrane where his hand was.

Jeffrey jerked his hand away and staggered back.

“Oh, Jeffrey. Oh, honey. You weren’t supposed to see.”

Betty Cavendish emerged naked from a small bathroom in the back of the room.

Betty’s muscles glistened in the low light.

A Pentagram tattoo covered her lower abdomen.

Below that was an erect cock bigger than anything Jeffrey had seen short of a porn video.

Jeffrey fainted and hit the floor with a bone jarring thud.

***

Throughout the day, Christine made a point of touching Carrie whenever she came near.

Carrie didn’t particularly mind Christine’s attention, but her own reaction to the touches was disturbing.

It was turning her on.

She was working on the file cabinets feeling the now familiar tingling in her rubber panties - red today and she still hadn’t found her own underwear. She was thinking seriously about going to the restroom and rubbing one out.

But, she’d already done that twice and she was afraid Christine would figure out what she was doing.

“What do you think about sex?” Christine asked. The office was empty other than the two of them and Father Esteban was in his office with the door closed.

Carrie spun around as if she had been goosed. She closed the drawer behind her with her hip. “What?!”

“Sex. What do you think about sex?” Christine asked pleasantly.

“I... I don’t know.” Of all the things she could pick to talk about when sex was all Carrie could think about...

“I love sex. Nathan and I have very strong sex drives. What about you?”

Carrie sat down in a desk chair facing her. “I... yeah, I love sex.”

“Did you like it?”

“Sex? Yeah, I...”

“No, honey,” Christine laughed. “My gift.” She looked both ways and whispered conspiratorially. “You know? The vibrator?”

Carrie gasped. “Oh! Yeah... I... Yeah... thanks.” She wanted to crawl under something.

“You’re blushing! Carrie, sweetheart, you don’t have anything to be ashamed of. Masturbation is normal. I recognize sexual frustration when I see it. You needed relief.” She giggled. “Still do, I’d bet.”

Carrie sighed. Why not just confide in her? “I don’t know what’s wrong with me, Christine. It’s like I’m obsessed.”

“There’s nothing wrong with having a healthy sex drive. The kinkier the better, I say.”

Carrie laughed. “God, sometimes you’re awful.”

“Was it too big?”

“Huh?”

“The dildo. Was it too big? I’ll bet you’re a tight little thing.”

Something tickled the back of Carrie’s head. There was something about this conversation that troubled her.

Christine must have sensed this and took her hand. Her blue eyes seemed to grow even larger. “Carrie, you’re very special to me. All of the Fledglings are special to us... the mothers. We care about you. I care about you. Things are confusing and frightening, but I promise you I only want what’s best for you.” She touched Carrie’s face with her other hand. “The world is changing. Maybe for the better.” She shrugged. “Or, maybe not. None of us know for sure, not really. But, we’re doing everything we can to ease your transitions.” She smiled. “Maybe even make them fun. No matter what happens? You can trust me. Okay?”

Carrie felt lightheaded. Warmth washed over her, and she slumped against Christine. 

“There are two forces at work, Carrie. One believes in love, the other only in obedience. Love will win in the end. I have no doubt of that.” She rocked Carrie gently.

Carrie blinked and sat up. “I... what happened?”

“Panic attack, I think. It’s okay. Too much stress. Everything’s changing, not just your body.”

Carrie nodded, her memory of the last few moments becoming fuzzy and then fading away completely.

She looked at Christine and smiled. “I think... I’m okay now.”

“Good.”

The main door opened and a short, thick brunette in a sundress came in. She was smiling brightly.

Carrie smiled. “Penny?” She stood up.

Penny looked at her and lit up. “Hi, Carrie!”

Penny Hawkins had been a year ahead of Carrie at Ithaca High. The girl had changed considerably after graduating - the old Penny had been flat chested, this girl was buxom, at least two or three cup sizes above a D. She also had flaring hips and a cinched in waist.

Rumor was that Penny had moved down to Manhattan and gotten involved in the sex trade. Supposedly she was turning tricks and had a bad drug habit.

But, the rumors had to be false - Penny looked healthy and happy.

She ran to Carrie and hugged her. “I haven’t seen you in forever.”

“Yeah, I...” Carrie’s voice trailed off.

As she hugged Penny Hawkins, a second Penny in an identical sundress stepped through the door. She looked at Carrie and smiled an identical smile. “Carrie!”

She ran to Carrie and both Penny’s hugged her tight.

Carrie was a hair’s breadth from freaking out.

***

Jeffrey Bernstein woke slowly in the dark room. He could hear voices nearby.

He kept his eyes shut, fighting not to scream as the horrific thoughts of what he had seen in the room flooded back.

His wrists and ankles were bound, and he was lying on his back.

“Stacie, thank God! It’s Betty Cavendish,” Betty said nearby.

Jeffrey opened his eyes a crack.

She was standing with her back to him. She was now fully dressed in a black dress and heels.

Betty had her cellphone to her ear. “It’s Jeffrey Bernstein. He... saw two women being cloned. I am soooo sorry. I told him not to come in the back room.”

Jeffrey looked around the room, trying not to make any noise.

He was strapped to the third operating table.

The two women were still on their own tables.

Four women, actually. The bags were gone, the umbilical cords no longer extending out of the original women’s crotches.

A duplicate of each woman now lay on top of the originals.

They embraced and kissed, naked bodies clutched together in the dark.

“The poor thing fainted. I mean who could blame him? First to see two women giving birth to their clones and then to see me walk out of the bathroom naked,” Betty whispered. “Any ETA on Mistress Sugar Tits? He’s going to need the last hour erased from his mind and my clones need their brain downloads.”

She turned around and Jeffrey closed his eyes. 

Clones? They were clones. Betty Cavendish had a cock and she was cloning housewives?

“That long? Oh, Stacie, I need someone to come over here and help him. Could one of you with hypno-eyes do it?”

Hypno-eyes? Suddenly, the meaning of all these women with blue eyes became clear. They were being hypnotized!

And, then Betty Cavendish began sobbing. “It was going so well, I know I could have convinced him to join us.”

Hearing her cry as she leaned on the side of his table and stroked his hair was surreal. He actually felt pity for a moment. This woman with a dick who was somehow creating clones in her backroom, and who now had him strapped down to an operating table was crying over him.

Then, her next words chilled him to the bone.

“Yes, I gave him his injections,” Betty said as she walked away from the table. “So, I’m going to need Sugar Tits or somebody here very soon.”

She went out of the back room and closed the door behind her.

What did she inject me with?! Jeffrey struggled against the bonds.

As soon as he started to move, he felt dull pains throughout his body - his chest, his buttocks, his... thingy.

He yanked as hard as he could against the bonds.

And, he felt the leather around his right wrist slip.

***

Nathan picked up his copy of the New York Times from the front desk of the brokerage. He put the folded newspaper under his arm and walked nonchalantly back to his office.

Once inside, he closed his door and unfolded the Times quickly.

He tossed aside the headlines and dug for the classifieds.

He flipped the pages quickly.

He found what he was looking for under Real Estate For Sale By Owner.

‘Small cabin in Manitoba, great for getting away from it all. Perfect retreat for you and your significant other. Maid service available. You’ll be very happy there.’

Nathan laughed out loud through tear filled eyes.

Tyler and Emily were safe for one more week.

***

Carrie stood motionless as the two Penny’s hugged her. “You... you didn’t have a sister,” Carrie whispered.

“You’re mistaken, Carrie,” Christine said. “They’re quadruplets: Penny, Wendy, Cindy, and Mindy.”

“No, there was only Penny. I know, because I went to her birthday party,” Carrie said.

The two identical girls took a step back.

“I’m Wendy,” the one on Carrie’s left said.

The other girl swallowed and turned pale. “Yeah, Wendy’s my sister.”

A tall woman with short black hair walked in behind them.

“Hello, Monica,” Christine said. “I was just explaining to Carrie that her friend, Penny, is actually one of four.”

Monica smiled. “That’s right. Mindy and Cindy stayed home. Their session with Father Esteban last week was successful.”

Carrie stared intently at Monica’s blue eyes.

Christine stepped in front of Carrie and blocked her view. “Carrie, Penny and her... sisters are in the Fledgling Program as well. Monica Rand is looking after them the same way Nathan and I are looking after you.”

“Why don’t you let me explain things to Carrie, Christine?” Monica said.

Christine turned sharply. “No. Carrie is my responsibility, and if anything needs to be explained to her? I’ll be the one to do it. The girls are late for their session.”

“Come, girls,” Monica said as she led them into Father Esteban’s office and closed the door.

“Christine, Penny Hawkins is an only child. She’s sure as hell not a quadruplet.” Something was completely wrong here, and they were all in on it! These blue-eyed MILFs were all in on it.

“Sit down,” Christine said as she led Carrie back to her chair.

“No! Christine, I went to her birthday party when I was ten years old. She was an only child. I remember the day because I took my little sister with me and she ate too much chocolate ice cream and she threw up all over my party dress...”

Carrie stopped cold in the middle of her sentence. “Oh... God... I... I have a sister. Denise. What’s going on?”

Christine lowered her into her chair and knelt in front of her. “So smart. Mind control works better on people with average IQ. It’s all about reasoning ability. The White Witches can mold a mind much more completely. Our hypno-eyes sometimes leave gaps, and a smart person like you? Your mind is like a crowbar, it finds the tiniest little gaps and pries it open.”

“Where’s my sister?” Carrie whispered.

“At a beautiful school in the Swiss Alps. There are thousands of students there. They’re being well educated and cared for.”

Carrie began to sob. “Are you hurting them?”

“No one can hurt them.” Christine pointed at her head. “We have a switch inside our heads. If any of us try to hurt a child? We die. Aneurysm, painless but instant. The students stay there until they are eighteen and then they make their own decision.”

“Decision? About what?”

Christine smiled softly. “About what they want to be.”

“Who are you people?” Carrie whispered.

“That isn’t important. In a few minutes, you won’t remember any of this. Believe it or not? We’re the good guys. We’re trying to save the world. We’re trying to liberate it.”

Carrie gasped when she realize what Christine was saying. The eyes! She squeezed her own eyes shut. “Don’t!”

Christine hugged her. “Listen to me. You’re part of an experiment. We want to prove that most people will choose to join us. But, there are others, and they want to force everyone to join. If what we’re doing works? The... bad people will have no choice but to let us do things our way, the right way. I don’t want anyone to force you.”

Carrie kept her eyes squeezed shut. “Why are there four Penny’s?!”

Christine sighed. “Penny Hawkins came home last week. She was strung out on heroin. Her mother caught her breaking into the house and stealing anything she could find. She called in a woman named Sugar... well, just Sugar. Sugar is a White Witch, a very powerful mind controller.”

Christine stroked Carrie’s hair. “People self-destruct sometimes, Carrie. And, when we can, we salvage them.”

“Salvage them for what?”

“In Penny’s case, even though she had wrecked her body with drugs, she was still ideal as a breeder. So much so that we cloned her over and over, made quadruplets.”

“What the fuck?” Carrie whispered. This was a nightmare.

“She would have been dead in weeks, months at the outside. Now, she’s happy and healthy.”

“But...”

“Open your eyes.”

“No.”

Christine laughed. “Honey, you can’t keep your eyes closed forever. And, even if you did? I’d just bring in Sugar and she would put the whammy on you with her mind alone. I promise I won’t make you forget... yet. Now, open your eyes.”

She opened her eyes to see Christine smiling at her. “Come on. I want you to see something. But, I am going to hypnotize you just a little,” she cautioned.

Carrie whimpered and tried to pull away.

Christine’s grip was supernaturally strong. “No, now that’s the deal. Otherwise, I’ll just erase the last ten minutes from your mind and make you sleep until Penny and Wendy leave.”

Carrie stared miserably at her.

Christine’s eyes glowed. “I’m going to take you into Father Esteban’s office. I won’t let anyone hurt you, but you won’t scream or cry. I want you to watch what’s going on and learn from it. You will stand where I tell you and you will only do what I tell you. Understand?”

Carrie felt lightheaded. “Y... Yes.”

***

“Our subject for today is the human form,” the art professor said.

Mark stood in front of his easel and readied his pencils.

The other students began to gasp.

A tall, smiling brunette wearing only a cloth robe walked into the brightly lit room and made her way to the small raised stage in the center..

“Jesus, that’s Madison Fuchs,” the boy beside Mark whispered.

“Who’s that?” Mark whispered back.

“Who’s that? She’s like Ithaca College royalty, man. I mean, is she gonna...”

The boy never finished his sentence as Madison sat down on a stool and let her robe fall from her shoulders.

She was completely naked underneath. The robe fell across her thighs, and she raised one leg, exposing her hairless snatch.

All the students froze.

Madison Fuchs had silver nipple piercings on her big breasts.

An inverted pentagram tattoo stretched from her erect clit up to her navel.

Transformed, Mark thought. She’s one of us.

She smiled directly at him.

The professor, a balding man in his forties, looked just as mesmerized as the rest of the class. He stood behind her at his own easel. “C... Class, I would like for you... to draw or paint Mad... Madison however you like.”

Pencils and paintbrushes began to whisper across the canvases and drawing paper.

Mark looked at the students who had begun painting and drawing.

They too were transformed - they were taller, more muscular, the women more buxom. They smiled and began working.

The ‘human’ students were still enthralled.

They too slowly began to work.

Mark turned back to Madison.

She was still smiling and staring at him.

He began to draw her.

***

It was quite frankly the most erotically perverted thing she had ever seen.

Christine led her into Father Esteban’s office.

Monica Rand sat on Esteban’s desk and smiled.

On the floor below her, Penny and Wendy knelt naked side by side. Their faces were pressed to the floor, their upper bodies resting on their big breasts.

Their buttocks were in the air, thighs spread.

The giggling twin’s sexes were glistening and open.

Father Esteban stood over them. He was naked.

His cock was the largest Carrie had ever seen and his scrotum seemed too full.

He smiled at Carrie. “Come to join the party?”

“No,” Christine said. “She’s only here to watch... for now.”

Carrie couldn’t say a word. It was as if her vocal cords had gone on strike.

Christine shut the door and stood behind her. She could feel the woman’s big breasts pressed against her back.

“See how the girls have such wide hips? Perfect little breeders.” Christine whispered. She kissed the back of Carrie’s neck and Carrie shivered.

Esteban smirked and stroked his cock.

The head swelled purple and clear precum dribbled from the tip.

He turned to the first girl - Carrie was unsure if it was Penny or Wendy.

Christine whispered. “Can’t tell them apart, can you? Neither can they.”

Carrie looked over her shoulder with a questioning look.

“The clones have all Penny’s memories - each thinks of themselves as Penny.  Sugar gave them different names, but to be honest, she mixed the names up. One of the four girls is the real Penny, but no one can say which is which - so, they’re all Penny.”

Carrie mouthed the word ‘Why?’

Christine smiled and kissed her ear. “You can talk to me, so long as you whisper.”

“Why did you do this to her... them?” Carrie asked. 

“Everyone will have their place in the New Order. For the Pennys, their place will be first as breeding stock, and then later as whores.”

Carrie swallowed hard trying to comprehend what was going on.

Esteban knelt behind the first Penny, stroking his thick cock.

The girl moaned as he rubbed the thick cock head up and down her slit.

“He can’t get all of it inside her - she’s still human,” Christine whispered.

Carrie watched as the fat cock began sliding obscenely into the girl’s stretching pussy.

The ‘Penny’ began moaning and rocking her hips.

“Slow, bitch,” Esteban said. “Take it slow, I want to feel that tight cunt squeezing me.”

The girl jerked her hips, trying to take him deeper.

Esteban slapped her ass and continued sliding in gently. “No tan rapidamente, Puta. Tranquilo.”

“Y... Yes, Master,” the girl moaned.

Carrie gasped as the other girl nuzzled the girl being fucked’s cheek.

They moaned into a deep kiss as Esteban stopped pushing into the girl.

Roughly half of his cock remained outside her pussy.

He began to fuck her slowly and gently.

“Si, Puta. Tight fucking pussy,” Esteban groaned.

The Penny rotated her hips and moaned into her clone’s mouth.

“Esteban’s cum overpowers the girl’s egg. It replaces the DNA with a complete set and impregnates her,” Christine said.

“With another Esteban?” 

Christine giggled. “No. His sperm has been modified. She might give birth to a future Whoremaster or a Street Whore, maybe even a White Witch or a Mother Superior.”

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

“No, I know, darling. For now, just watch your friend getting bred. Doesn’t she look happy?”

“I... guess.”

Christine let her hand trail down from Carrie’s waist and gently lifted her skirt.

“Wait! What?”

“Shh, relax. You need this. Let me help you.” Her fingers danced over Carrie’s clit through the tight latex.

“But, I don’t want you to,” she lied. God help her, she needed to be touched. Christine’s fingers were magic.

Christine laughed. “If I didn’t think it would upset you, I’d call you a lying little slut.” She kissed Carrie’s neck as her fingers continued playing.

Carrie moaned as Christine stroked her to orgasm.

***

Betty Cavendish walked into the backroom and shut the door behind her.

The women and their clones were unconscious and would be for several more hours.

She stopped dead in her tracks when she saw that Jeffrey’s table was empty, the open restraints hanging off the sides.

“Oh, no,” Betty whispered.

The boy was gone.

***

Madison Fuchs stood up from her stool and pulled the thin robe back over her naked shoulders. She left it untied and stepped off the platform.

The student beside Mark looked in disbelief as Madison walked up to Mark and smiled. She held out her hand. “Madison.”

“Mark,” he said as he took her warm hand.

“Can I see?” Madison asked.

“Um, yeah, it needs some work.” He took a step back and Madison stepped around the easel so she could see the drawing.

He had drawn her in a comic book style.

“Wow. That’s me all right,” Madison said.

“Thanks,” Mark said.

The other students left as Madison admired Mark’s drawing.

As soon as they had gone, Madison turned and smiled. “You’re one of us, aren’t you?”

“Yes, Professional Caste. You’re Whore Caste, right?”

Madison nodded. “We’re easy to spot - the pentagram.”

“There are a lot of Transformed here, aren’t there?”

“Oh, yeah. Maybe ten percent of the students and a bunch of the faculty. Are you hungry?”

“Huh? Yeah,” Mark said.

“Good, me too.” She walked to the back of the room and knelt beside a backpack. She shrugged out of the robe.

Mark looked away as she knelt naked on the floor.

She laughed. “I’m Whore Caste, Mark. You can look. It’s expected.”

He turned and watched as she retrieved a white skirt and black blouse from her backpack. She stood up and pulled the skirt up her legs. “What are you going to be in Professional Caste?”

“An artist. Comics, I hope.”

“That’s cool.” She put on the blouse and buttoned it slowly. She wore no bra or panties. “I’m going to be a White Witch if it kills me.” She stepped into a pair of heels and held out her hand. “Let’s eat.”

***

Jeffrey stumbled down the alley and caught himself before hitting the dirty pavement. His body was in agony between his painful, swollen breasts and aching balls. The latter felt like they were crawling up inside his body.

And, there was literally nowhere he could go.

A hospital? The police? He thought about the huge number of middle aged women in the town with blue eyes, hypno-eyes as Betty had called them. Whatever sci-fi nightmare was going on in Ithaca, it was everywhere.

He had turned off his cellphone because he was afraid they might be able to track him - they could do things like that, right? Memories of a million TV cop shows came to mind.

God, could they track him even if the phone was off?

He leaned against a brick wall and pried the cover off his phone. He took out the little card thingy and shoved it in his jeans pocket.

And, speaking of little thingies? He needed to piss.

“This is what I’ve been reduced to - pissing in an alley like a wino,” he said to himself, and then he squeaked. He put his hand over his mouth.

Jeffrey had never had an especially masculine voice, but now it was not only effeminate, it was downright sultry.

“What is happening to me?” He whispered to the empty alley.

He unzipped his jeans.

What fell out of his open fly was not the ‘thingy’ he remembered.

He looked down at the long, thick penis in absolute fright.

It was at least five inches long totally limp - which was at least three inches longer than it had been erect.

“Oh, my God, oh, my God, oh, my God!” He whined.

Get hold of yourself, Jeffrey. He let his piss flow and had to bite his tongue to keep from screaming. His piss burned like fire coming out.

He didn’t look, terrified he would see blood in the stream.

When it finally stopped dripping, he shook it (a new sensation as it flopped) and then he stuffed it back in his underwear (again, stuffing this much meat into his underwear was a new sensation).

He needed a safe place to lie low until he could figure out what to do, and only one place came to mind.

***

Carrie watched as Father Esteban’s thick meat throbbed inside the Penny’s stretched pussy. The priest’s cum overflowed and dripped in long white strands onto the wood floor.

Christine held Carrie from behind and stroked her clit gently. “It’s beautiful, isn’t it?”

Carrie shook her head. “Christine, it’s wrong. This is all wrong.”

“No, darling, it isn’t. You know this is turning you on. More than you’ve ever been turned on, I’ll bet.”

Carrie sobbed. “It’s still... wrong.”

“Is what I’m doing to you wrong?”

“No. No, I... like it. But, Penny...”

“Listen to her moan, Carrie.”

It was true: the freshly fucked Penny was moaning and giggling as the white cum dripped out of her in a steady stream.

“She loves it, Carrie.”

“I... yeah, I guess she does.”

Esteban pulled out, his half-erect cock dripping gouts of cum onto the floor between the girl’s legs. “Now you’re pregnant.”

The Penny nodded and giggled. “God, I hope so, Father.”

He spanked her ass gently.

Monica Rand then took over, kneeling beside the Penny and rolling her onto her side before finally rolling the girl onto her back. She cuddled close and lifted the girl’s hips onto her legs.

Christine whispered in Carrie’s ear. “That helps the cum get to her egg - we gave her an ovulation drug when she first came in, so she’s fertile.”

Monica began kneading and caressing the girl’s breasts.

“That causes her tummy muscles to move, again it helps move that sperm around inside her.” Christine kissed Carrie’s cheek and went to work on her clit again.

Carrie stared at Esteban’s cock. He was stroking it, and to her astonishment, he was growing hard again.

“Ready for your turn, slut?” Esteban asked.

The other Penny laughed and shook her buttocks in excitement.

Christine left Carrie standing by the door and sat down on the desk.

Her eyes glowed. “Take off your clothes, Carrie. But, leave the shoes and the underwear.”

Carrie’s hands moved of their own accord - Christine McGee had complete control of her.

The skirt fell to the floor, soon joined by the blouse.

Christine smiled at her with an admiring stare. “You are so beautiful. There’s a mirror to your left... no, don’t look at it yet. I put a little ‘spell’ on you with my eyes yesterday. Your changes are more extensive than you realize. My suggestion made you ignore the changes, darling. But, I think you need to see now. When you look in the mirror, you will see yourself as you truly are.”

Christine glanced toward the mirror. “You can look now.”

Carrie slowly turned to the left and looked in the full length mirror.

If her voice would have cooperated, she would have screamed.

Her breasts! God, they weren’t C cups anymore.

They were well north of Ds, perhaps DDDs. The bra was much larger than yesterday. The breasts rode high on her chest, higher than real breasts could possibly manage.

These defied gravity and were perfectly round and symmetrical.

Below that, her waist was cinched in as if she was wearing an invisible corset.

Her buttocks were wider.

Her legs were longer!

She stared at the pumps she had put on this morning. They were five inch stilettos... no, that couldn’t be. She distinctly remembered putting on her shoes with their one inch heels. “How...”

“It’s really not that hard when you’re hypnotized,” Christine said.

Her body was tanned, the muscles defined.

“In our world, there’s no need for anyone to be dissatisfied with how they look.”

“I... didn’t ask for this,” Carrie whispered.

“No. But, tell me you don’t want to be this, Carrie,” Christine said.

And, she did. Who wouldn’t want to be?

“There’s more. You’re going to be immortal. No more death, no growing old. Think about it: a world without want, or war, or disease.” Christine held out her hand. She beckoned her.

Carrie walked over and took her hand.

Esteban knelt on the floor beside her and aimed his cock at the Penny’s wet pussy. He thrust into her and the girl gasped.

Christine led Carrie gently down to the floor beside Monica Rand and the first Penny.

Monica was lying on her side, the first Penny’s buttocks resting on her legs.

Monica was kneading the girl’s breast with her left hand, but she reached out and stroked Carrie’s cheek with her right.

Monica smiled at her.

Christine knelt behind Carrie and rubbed her shoulders, guiding her down till she was on eye level with the first Penny’s dripping pussy.

Christine reached over with two fingers and caught some of Esteban’s extra cum.

Carrie followed the fingers.

Christine sucked the cum from them and smiled. “Any fantasy you have? It can come true.”

Christine got more cum from Penny’s pussy.

She held the creamy, white liquid to Carrie’s lips. “It’s okay. Let it happen.”

Carrie opened her mouth and stuck out her tongue, letting the cum drop onto it.

Salty and a little sweet. She smiled slowly and then licked Christine’s fingers.

Christine leaned in and kissed her, and Carrie kissed her back.

Christine licked her lips as she pulled back. “See? Nothing bad at all. Just lust and beauty.”

Carrie nodded.

Christine put her hand on the back of Carrie’s head and guided her forward to Penny’s overflowing pussy.

Carrie moaned as she tasted her friend.

***

“We have to call the Church,” Betty Cavendish said. She was crying.

Stacie Fuchs held her hands as they stood in the backroom of the salon. “No. I’ve contacted the MILFs, they’re scouring the town for him.”

“But, the Church has more resources...”

“No. Levi... Bishop Leviathan might not treat him as carefully as we will,” Stacie said.

The tall redhead in white latex stood at the head of the Asian woman and her clone who lay on an operating table.

The women had their eyes closed, but their lips moved in unison with the White Witch, Sugar Tits, who was transferring the memories from original to clone at high speed. Her hands caressed the temples of both women as she worked.

The other woman and her clone were sitting on the floor in front of their operating table, exploring each other’s bodies with identical hands and fingers. “I can’t believe this,” one of the women said.

“I know... Oh, my God, what is our husband going to say?”

The other woman giggled. “He’ll be too busy fucking us to say anything.”

They broke into laughter and hugged each other before moaning into a passionate kiss.

Betty shook her head and looked away. “He was in mid-transformation, Stacie. He’ll be in so much pain, and he’ll be so scared! We have to get to him.”

Sugar Tits staggered back.

The two identical Asian women on the operating table opened their eyes, smiled, and immediately began kissing, locked in a lovers’ embrace.

Sugar Tits sighed. “He’ll be okay, Betty. Demona says that though he’s in pain, it’s nothing he won’t survive. Calling Leviathan is a bad idea. I’ll get in touch with Maria Marapova - she can call in Church agents without involving Leviathan.”

Stacie smiled and hugged Betty. “See? Everything will be okay.”

***

Had she always been bi? It felt so normal to be kissing and licking ‘Penny’s pussy. 

Christine stroked Carrie’s hair gently.

She stopped licking long enough to look into Christine’s eyes. “Are you making me do this?” Carrie whispered.

“No, I promise I’m not. It’s just natural.” She kissed Carrie gently and then joined her in loving Penny’s cunt.

“Fuck yeah,” Esteban groaned beside them.

Carrie looked over to watch his thick cock throbbing as he filled the other Penny.

The girl moaned and shook in her own orgasm.

Christine moved behind Carrie and rolled her onto her stomach.

Then she gently pulled Carrie’s latex panties off.

“What are you doing?” Carrie moaned.

“Shh, I know what I’m doing.” Christine grasped Carrie’s hips and lifted her onto her knees.

Carrie moaned as she felt Christine’s fingers stroking her pussy. “So wet. She’s ready for you, Esteban.”

“What?!” Carrie whispered. “No! I don’t want a baby, Christine.”

“No, honey. You won’t get pregnant. I’ll explain later. Don’t you want Esteban’s big cock?”

“I... God,” Carrie whined and bit her lower lip.

Christine laughed. “Yeah, I thought so.”

Something big pushed at her pussy.

“Relax, Carrie,” Esteban said. Where he was rough with the Pennys, he was gentle with her.

Christine stroked her lower back as the huge cock wedged between her nether lips.

“Oh! Oh, my God!” Carrie cried.

Christine laughed. “You’re so tight, isn’t she, Esteban?”

“Fuck, yeah.”

He moved his hips and Carrie felt herself open.

“Feels good, doesn’t it, Carrie?”

“Fuck... Oh, fuck yes!”

Esteban laughed and surged forward again.

Carrie cried out as ten inches of cock buried itself in her pussy walls.

And, he was still inching forward.

“He... too deep...”

“No, he isn’t,” Christine said. “You’ll see.”

Another inch.

Esteban touched someplace inside her and she came! No, she squirted just like on her bed at Christine’s house.

“Goddamn!” Esteban laughed as he pushed even further.

Christine was kissing Carrie’s neck. “That’s your cervix - it’s called a cervical orgasm. Did you like it?”

“Yes! Deeper! Give me more, Esteban!”

Esteban laughed. “Fuck me back, Puta.”

Carrie growled and thrust back.

She took him all!

Christine rubbed Carrie’s tummy. “God, I can feel him through your skin!”

Carrie laughed and felt for herself.

She could feel the outline of his cock through her abs. “Fuck me hard, Esteban!”

He began pounding into her, cursing in Spanish as his thick, heavy balls slapped against her.

Christine’s fingers found her clit and she came again.

She squirted more and then laughed as Esteban spanked her ass.

She lowered her face to the floor so he could go even deeper.

***

“Explain this to me so I understand it,” Mistress Maria Anastasia Marapova di Morpheus said in the white room.

Sugar Tits stood in front of her on the white floor. It wasn’t a real room, simply a construct the White Witches made so they could talk over long distances without the possibility of being overheard.

It was a room of the mind.

Sugar Tits shook her head. “We need you to dispatch Church agents to help us track down one of the Fledglings.”

“Why don’t you simply ask this Bishop Leviathan?” Maria asked.

“He’s not friendly to us.”

“Explain.”

“He hates us. He thinks Whore Caste is responsible for the death of Styx. Also, his best friend was made into a Whore Master and helped an immune escape. Stacie is afraid Leviathan will harm the Fledgling because he is one of us.”

Maria frowned. “Define harm.”

“Leviathan is keeping a dungeon. Yesterday he took four people there who were marked for Whore Caste and Professional Caste. When Stacie tried to retrieve them, Leviathan... hurt Stacie and another MILF.”

Maria’s eyes flashed. “Anything permanent?”

“No. His advisor intervened, and he backed off.”

Maria looked away. “You were right to tell me this.”

“Maria, there’s nothing you can do. The plan...”

She held up one finger. “The plan is going smoothly, and I do not want anything to jeopardize that. However, I will not have our people mistreated. I will speak to Sister.”

“What about the Fledgling?”

“I will dispatch Church agents from the Manhattan office and instruct them to leave the locals out of the loop.”

“Thank you.”

“Sugar, why does Leviathan suspect Whore Caste of killing Styx?”

Sugar paused. “The Whore Master definitely killed Styx...”

“Yes, but we are actively searching for him and the girl. They are no longer Whore Caste.”

“Someone helped them.”

Maria turned. “Explain.”

Sugar sighed. “The Church agents with Styx were killed with a submachine gun. We don’t believe the Whoremaster or the Immune had weapons - there was a third person at the gas station.”

“Who?”

“I don’t have any idea.”

“Yes, you do. Sugar, whom do you suspect?” Maria said icily.

Sugar sighed. “There are several possibilities.”

Maria looked at her sideways. “Sugar, if you know...”

“I don’t! Goddamn it, Maria. I don’t know. I have... suspicions. But, that’s all they are.”

Maria’s demeanor softened. “Sugar, we’re walking a thin line here. If someone forces our hand before we’re ready, we will not be able to stand against the Church.”

“I know.”

Maria nodded. “Then, darling, you and I must stop this rebellion before Leviathan can use it to his advantage.”

“What if it is some of our friends? What are you going to do?”

“It’s not a White Witch...”

“Hey! We’re more than just the White Witches, Maria. All of Whore Caste and many Professional Caste are in this too. They are not just pawns in your chess game!”

“This is no game, child. This is the survival of humanity. I will do whatever is necessary to ensure our victory.” Maria wrinkled her nose and almost sneezed.

Sugar frowned. “Are you okay?”

Maria wrinkled her nose again. “I smell... Magic Marker.” She snarled her lips. “Oh, that little bitch. I have to go.”

“But...”

Maria blinked and she was back in her penthouse apartment overlooking the Hudson. She was standing in front of the plate glass window in her bedroom as bright sunlight shone through above the river.

Brittney’s face was inches from her own, her black plastic lensless glasses perched on her cute nose. “Hi!”

“Hi yourself.”

“Have a nice chat?”

“Yes. What did you do?”

“Nothin’,” Brittney said and bit her lower lip.

“What’s in your hand?”

“Nothin’.”

“Brittney, did you draw a mustache on my upper lip while I was in my trance?”

Brittney giggled and held up a magic marker. “Maybe!” Then she turned and ran.

Maria spun around and looked at the mirror.

There was a carefully drawn Salvador Dali style mustache across her upper lip. “You vicious little brat!”

Brittney’s stiletto heels clicked like a typewriter as she ran down the hall giggling.

Maria ran after her. “When I get my hands on you...”

***

Mark followed Madison Fuchs across campus to one of the dining halls.

People were staring at him. Being in the company of Madison was evidently a little like accompanying royalty.

The inside of the dining hall was very loud with students talking and dishes clattering.

Madison made her way to a table at the back of the room.

Most if not all of the people at the table looked like transformed.

A tall brunette in a white dress smiled up at him. “Who’s this?”

“Mark, he’s one of the Fledglings. Mark, this is Lisa Chase Moore, our resident White Witch,” Madison said.

Mark paled and took a step back.

Lisa smiled. “Relax, I’m not going to read your mind.”

A tall, muscular Mexican girl sat beside her. “Actually, it isn’t her reading your mind you need to be afraid of - it’s what she does to it while she’s in there.” She held out her hand. “Belynda Torres Moore.”

Mark took Belynda’s hand and she pulled him into the seat beside her. “You’re cute. Maybe we’ll keep you.”

The three women laughed.

“Where is everybody?” Madison asked as she sat down at the table.

“Jason was supposed to meet us. He’ll be here in a minute,” Belynda said as she ruffled Mark’s hair. “Hailey’s shooting a porno for Marapova in Manhattan.”

Lisa looked up from her hamburger at a frat boy who was making his way toward the table. “No. Turn around. Walk away.”

The boy’s smile faded, and his face went slack. He wobbled on his feet, then he turned and walked back to the table where his friends were laughing.

“Did you...” Mark began.

“Mind controlled him, yeah,” Lisa said as she took another bite.

“Pheromones, baby,” Belynda said with a smile. She looked in his eyes and Mark felt like he was melting. “They’re close enough to our table to be getting a massive dose - you’re feeling them too, aren’t you?” Under the table, she squeezed his cock through his jeans.

“Uh, yeah,” he whispered.

Belynda giggled. “They’re so cute before they’re fully transformed.”

Madison laughed and looked over her shoulder with a frown.

“Something wrong?” Lisa asked.

“I... no. I guess not.”

A tall blonde man with curly hair walked smiling toward them with a tray of food. He looked at Mark sternly, “Hey, pal, get your hands off my wife.”

Mark eyes bulged. “Huh?”

Belynda started laughing. “Amor, be nice to him, he’s overwhelmed,” she said as she nuzzled Mark’s neck. “Mark, honey, this is Jason. Lisa and I are sort of married to him.”

Jason pulled a seat in between Lisa and Belynda and laughed.

He sat down with his tray and kissed Lisa deep.

Then he turned and did the same to Belynda.

He laughed. “Take it easy, kid. We’re a progressive bunch.”

Madison was looking over her shoulder again.

Mark followed her eyes.

Two bald men who looked too old to be students were sitting nearby.

And, they were watching.

“Church agents,” Lisa said as she ate a French fry.

“Yeah,” Madison said as she looked away. “I think they’ve been following me all day.”

Belynda turned slowly, her dark eyes suddenly narrowing. She stood up.

When she was sitting down, Mark had not fully appreciated Belynda’s size.

Standing, though...

Belynda Torres Moore looked like she was carved from caramel colored stone.

Her muscles rippled under the yoga pants and sports bra she wore, and she was well over six feet tall.

Her voice boomed across the crowded hall. “Oy, Mr. Clean? Baldy-locks? What are you two Church assholes looking at?”

The two men looked at each other uncomfortably.

“Belynda!” Lisa whispered. “Don’t!”

Belynda waved her hand at Lisa. “Silencio, por favor, mi amor. This is my job.” She never took her eyes off the agents.

The two men stood up and left the dining hall, leaving their trays behind.

They never turned around as they left.

“What the fuck are they following you for?” Jason asked.

Madison shook her head.

Belynda sat down and smiled at her. “You two better get your lunch and eat. Madison, almost time for your class.” 

***

Carrie gasped as she felt Esteban swell inside her.

“Here it comes, slut,” he groaned.

She felt him pump deep inside her, his cum filling her, as he grasped her waist in both hands.

Christine stroked her stomach and smiled at her. “Not so bad now, is it?”

“N... No... God, no. I love it,” she moaned.

The amazing new orgasms she had experienced were mind blowing, and she whined when he pulled his big cock out of her.

He fell back on the floor exhausted and was immediately covered by the two Pennys and Monica.

Christine held her and helped Carrie rise, first to her knees and then to her feet. Her legs wobbled from the extreme fucking she’d just experienced.

She looked down and smiled at the three women who were restoring Esteban’s erection with their mouths.

Christine held Carrie’s chin. “It’s kind of wonderful, don’t you think?”

Carrie nodded and kissed Christine’s fingers.

“It’s a new way of life. All the old worries will be gone soon. No more shame. No more loneliness.”

Carrie leaned forward on impulse and kissed Christine.

Christine embraced her and kissed her passionately.

“What happens now?” Carrie asked.

Christine smiled. “You’re going to forget for a while.”

“What?” Carrie whispered.

Christine shook her head. “This was faster than I wanted to bring you in. You’re special, Carrie. You’re so smart and beautiful - you can be anything within the New Order you want: Whore Caste, Professional Caste, even Religious Caste if you like. But, I want you to have more time before you make that decision. So, this was just a taste.” She laughed. “Speaking of which, Penny? Wendy?”

The naked clones looked up from where they were sucking Esteban’s cock.

“You two come here and eat out Carrie. She’s got a substantial amount of cum in her pussy, and she needs to be clean.”

The girls giggled and crawled between Carrie’s legs.

“Wait, what?”

Then Carrie cried out as both girls began kissing and sucking the cum from her inner thighs.

“Spread your legs, Carrie,” Christine said with a wicked grin.

“Oh, God,” Carrie moaned as she spread her legs apart.

The kneeling Pennys pulled her pussy lips apart and giggled as they licked and sucked her cunt.

“Jesus,” Carrie whispered. She wobbled on her feet and Christine took her hands, steadying her.

She stared into Christine’s eyes as the girls cleaned her with their darting tongues.

“I... Oh, God!” She came and her squirt drenched both laughing girls.

They fell on the floor, licking and kissing each other’s faces.

Christine led her away from the Pennys.

She pushed Carrie against the wall and retrieved her clothes from the floor.

She helped her get dressed and then led her out of Esteban’s office.

Carrie was in a daze.

“I... don’t want to forget this, Christine. I really liked doing this. Did you make me bi?”

Christine shook her head. “No. You’re just losing your inhibitions, that’s all.”

“Please don’t make me forget...”

“Shh, trust me.” She led Carrie into the restroom. “Lift your skirt.”

“But...”

“I know best. I promise you.”

Carrie lifted her skirt, exposing her latex panties.

Christine pushed her back into a stall. “Sit.”

Carrie rolled her eyes and sat on the toilet.

“Look at me.”

Carrie looked up into Christine’s glowing blue eyes.

“This was a fantasy. An amazing fantasy. It was so incredibly kinky to imagine being fucked by Esteban - you even imagined your friend Penny had a clone and they were there too. You will remember everything that just happened as just something you thought about when you masturbated. You will ignore the fact you now have huge breasts. You will think you are wearing your normal heels. You will not realize you are taller. Do you understand?”

Carrie nodded slowly, the words becoming her reality. “Yes, Mistress.”

Christine laughed. “No, darling, I’m not your Mistress. I am your friend.” She stroked Carrie’s cheek. “I am going to take very good care of you. Now, when I leave the bathroom? I want you to masturbate to a very nice orgasm, then come back to the office, okay?”

“Yes, Christine,” Carrie mumbled.

Christine leaned down and kissed her.

Then she closed the stall door and left the restroom.

Carrie blinked hard.

God! That had been the most amazing fantasy! She thought about it again and touched her clit through the rubber panties.

***

Mark watched as Madison squared off with Belynda in the gym. It was a large room filled with weight equipment, but the center of the room was a ten foot by ten foot padded square.

Madison had changed into a white pair of yoga pants and athletic bra.

Belynda wore the same outfit in black.

Lisa held her ‘husband’s hand and smiled at Mark. “We love watching them spar.”

“You should be the one in here, Lisa,” Belynda said. She never took her eyes off Madison.

“No fucking way. You want to get physical with me we can go to bed.”

Mark gasped. The concept of this ‘throuple’ was way outside the norm.

“You going to come at me, Puta? Or, are you just going to dance around me?” Belynda scolded Madison.

Mark saw a flash of anger in Madison’s eyes.

“What? You don’t like being called Puta, Puta?”

Madison charged.

She spun on her left foot, throwing her long right leg into a spinning roundhouse kick.

Belynda ducked the kick easily and kicked Madison’s ass, sending her face first onto the pads. “What’d you do wrong?”

Madison growled and slapped the pads. “I got angry.”

“No shit. You got angry and came at me with that Karate Kid shit? That all you got?”

Mark almost jumped out of his skin.

Madison had been lying on her stomach, but then she did a backward somersault and spun in midair trying to land another spinning kick.

This time Belynda swatted it away with her muscled right arm.

Madison landed on her feet in a fighting stance.

“Ooo, and now she tries some Kung Fu. Predictable.”

“God, this is so fucking hot,” Jason said.

“Hey, shut the fuck up, I’m working in here,” Belynda said. Then she blew him a kiss.

Madison ran at her and tried a front kick.

Belynda caught her leg and held her. “Uh, oh... now what’re you going to do? Huh?”

Madison hopped on one leg as Belynda made a twisting motion with her hand on Madison’s trapped ankle.

“Ow! Motherfucker!” Madison howled.

“Why are they doing this?” Mark asked.

Lisa smiled. “Belynda is an expert at martial arts, knives, firearms - a couple of months ago, Madison asked her to train her.”

“Yeah,” Jason said. “Maddie is nuts. I’m married to Belynda and I wouldn’t fight her.”

“Stop talking,” Belynda said. “She needs to concentrate. What am I doing to your ankle, Maddie?” She twisted her ankle again.

Madison screamed. “Fuck! Krav Maga joint lock.”

“How you getting out of it?”

Madison growled and rolled.

Using Belynda’s grip as leverage, she lifted her free leg off the ground and kicked Belynda in the face.

They both tumbled to the mat.

Madison rolled away and got to her feet, wincing from pain in the leg that had been caught.

Belynda jumped to her feet. “Better.”

Madison limped away a few feet.

“You hurt?”

“Fuck, yes, I’m hurt.”

“Aww, poor baby.”

Madison suddenly ran forward.

Belynda jumped and spun, her ankles closing on Madison’s neck and throwing her to the mat.

Belynda rolled on top of her, ending up with Madison’s head between her thighs, her crotch against Madison’s mouth. “Get out of it.”

Madison twisted and kicked, but she couldn’t get loose.

“Get out of it,” Belynda said again.

“How?! How do I...”

Belynda leaned down and stroked Madison’s long black hair. “You bite me, dummy. You latch onto a bitch’s clit with your teeth, or better yet some fool’s cojones? They’ll let you go.”

Belynda smiled and rolled off her. “You’re getting better.”

Madison rolled onto her ass. “I don’t feel like I am.”

Belynda kissed her. “You are.”

“I can’t beat you.”

“Of course not, I’m motherfucking Wonder Woman.”

They both laughed.

***

Jeffrey lay on the dusty leather couch in the dark room. He drifted in and out of consciousness. He had found a first aid kit in the office and had washed down four aspirin with water from a groaning and complaining washroom tap.

The aspirin did little to dull the agony.

His chest was swollen and tender, his stomach convulsing in horrendous spasms. And, the ache in his balls had climbed steadily up into his groin until it was now somewhere near his navel.

He didn’t dare feel inside his pants.

He was different down there, and not just the immense cock that now strained against his underwear - he felt... open. It felt like there was a void beneath his cock.

Jeffrey sobbed in the darkness.

He had always been effeminate. Even his closest friends called him a ‘Diva’ and a ‘Drama Queen’.

But, for the first time in his life his drama was real and tangible.

Was he dying? He felt like it.

It might be weeks before they found him here in the dark.

He pulled out his cellphone and looked at the black screen.

Still, he didn’t dare turn it on.

He might die in the dark, but the people who had done this to him were monsters.

He cried out as pain lanced through his teeth... even his fucking teeth hurt!

All he wanted to do was call Carrie and beg her to come save him, but he didn’t dare turn the phone on. Finally, he fell blessedly asleep.

***

Carrie rode in the passenger seat of Christine’s car.

They were almost home when Christine’s phone rang.

The car had Bluetooth, but she turned it off and put the phone to her ear. “Stacie? What’s wrong?”

Carrie watched as Christine slowly began to frown.

“Will he be okay?”

“Is someone hurt?” Carrie asked. For some reason, she was immediately afraid something had happened to Mark.

Christine smiled weakly. “It’s okay, honey.” Christine’s eyes opened wide as she somehow realized what Carrie was afraid of. “Mark is just fine.”

Carrie nodded, feeling embarrassed that she was so easy to read.

Her libido had returned to five alarm fire level. God, she had fingered herself three times today and she was horny again. That last fantasy had pushed all her buttons - she could almost feel Father Esteban’s cock inside her.

She squirmed a little in the seat, wishing she could relieve the tension.

“Do you need me to help look?” Christine asked whoever was on the phone. “No, she’s here with me. She’s fine.”

Carrie looked at her questioningly.

“It’s nothing,” Christine whispered.

She hung up as they pulled into the garage.

Carrie brightened as she saw that Mark and Nathan were just getting out of Nathan’s car.

Mark seemed... taller and broader across the shoulders. Had he always been so well built? She tried to remember.

“Open a couple of buttons,” Christine whispered.

“Huh?” Carrie asked.

“Show a little more cleavage, darling. You want him, don’t you?”

“Christine!”

Christine rolled her eyes. “Honey, he’s a handsome man, you’re a beautiful woman. There’s a massive amount of chemistry between the two of you. It’s not wrong to feel lust.”

Carrie bit her lip. “I know.”

She unbuttoned the top two buttons of her blouse.

“Three.”

Carrie sighed and showed about seven inches of cleavage. She frowned down at her rubber encased boobs. Was she a lot bigger? It was hard to pin down, but she felt like she was much bigger.

“That’s better,” Christine laughed as she got out of the car.

Carrie got out as Christine embraced Mark in a hug that was much more than friendly.

Mark’s eyes went closed as Christine’s big breasts mashed against him.

And, it was turning Carrie on. How could watching this woman old enough to be Mark’s mother embracing him make Carrie wet?

Christine pulled away and then wrapped her arms around Nathan’s neck.

They kissed like lovers who hadn’t seen each other in a month.

Nathan led her into the house, leaving Mark and Christine alone in the garage.

“Hi,” Mark said.

“Hi.” Her voice came out low and sultry. It wasn’t something she consciously meant to do. She walked toward him, breasts moving, hips moving. Where was this coming from? She had never been so...

He pulled her into his arms and kissed her, picking her up off her feet - was he taller? He was definitely stronger.

But, the kiss was just like last night’s, maybe better.

She tingled all over.

He had seemed shy before, but now the timidity was gone.

Mark crushed her against him.

She was breathing hard as he held her. “Wow.”

“Yeah, wow.”

“How was your day, honey?” Carrie asked breathlessly.

“Do you really care?” He was playful, almost laughing.

“Fuck no.”

He kissed her again, his hands dropping down to cup her ass, lifting her higher in his strong arms.

She wrapped her legs around him, and he held her effortlessly.

Her fantasy about Esteban and the Pennys had been hot, but this was somehow hotter.

The fantasy had been about getting fucked.

This was making love.

And, that thought filled her with warmth and happiness.

She pushed away from his arms and knelt on the floor.

“What are you...”

She smiled up at him and lowered his zipper.

Her eyes grew wide as she reached into his fly.

Memories of the Father Esteban fantasy came back to her.

They had the same sized cocks. Identical in fact.

She pulled out the quickly stiffening monster cock. “How... you’re huge.”

“I know. It just... how much did they tell you about what’s happening?”

She shook her head.

Then she opened her mouth and took his thick, purple head into her mouth.

The thick precum tasted delicious and she smiled as she worked more of his cock across her tongue.

“Oh, my God,” Mark gasped.

It would be impossible to fit the whole thing into her throat, especially since it appeared to still be growing!

But, then it went past the back of her throat and down.

Carrie’s eyes bulged. How was she doing this? A veteran porn star couldn’t do this!

She felt it slide deeper and deeper down her throat.

“Jesus, Carrie, honey,” Mark moaned.

He had his hands on the side of her face.

She almost hoped he would slide them around to the back of her head.

She winked up at him as her lower lip touched his ball sack.

His hips began to buck, forcing the cock in and out as she struggled to match her breathing to the thrusts.

She saw Mark’s eyes roll back as he became lost in the blowjob she never knew she had in her.

His body went stiff and his cum surged into her throat.

She pulled back, letting his cum spurt into her mouth as well, wanting to taste him.

He staggered a little from the force of the orgasm.

His cum tasted wonderful as she slowly swallowed, easing his length from between her lips.

Christine called from the kitchen. “Hey, you two? Dinner in five minutes.”

Mark and Carrie stared intently into each other’s eyes, not having to say out loud the words they were both thinking.

***

Levi stood in his living room along with Sister Illia and a group of Church agents.

“Have you learned anything useful?” Levi asked the lead Church agent he had assigned to investigate the Whore Caste in Ithaca.

“Nothing damning, Bishop. We checked into the Whoremaster running the brothel downtown, Bull Drummond - he has an alibi as do his whores. Dr. Thompson, the brothel surgeon has also been eliminated as a suspect.”

“What about the individuals at Stallion’s?”

“Again, they all have alibis, though to be clear, we were turned away at the top level by...” He searched through his notepad. “A bimbot named Rita who threatened us with bodily harm should we attempt to enter - we then contacted Sister Asmodea who vouched for all the Stallion’s staff.”

Sister Illia spoke up. “What about Level 9? My understanding is the creatures there are no longer under the control of the Whore Caste.”

“Unknown, Sister. We’re under orders from Havana to have no contact with Level 9.”

“The college,” Levi asked. “What about the college?”

“Well, Bishop, there are a lot of Whore Caste and Professional Caste there - more everyday...”

“Have you investigated or not?”

“Ongoing, sir. But, we do have a few individuals in mind.”

“Name them.”

“There is a White Witch there, a Lisa Chase Moore. Her activities are somewhat unclear. Also, her mate, Belynda Torres Moore? She has extensive paramilitary training - she could easily be our killer. And, then there’s Madison Fuchs...”

Levi frowned. “Madison Fuchs?? Stacie Fuchs’s daughter?”

“Yes, Bishop.”

“She was there at the house when Tyler McGee and Emily di Fuchs escaped... she attempted to follow them but said she lost them somewhere north of town.”

The agent nodded. “Yes, sir. We’ve also discovered she bought a number of burner phones over the last six months.”

Levi smiled.

“Shall I have her brought in for questioning, Bishop?”

Levi shook his head. “No. Not yet. Watch her - watch all of them, but especially her.” He smiled.

***

“We have a goddamned problem,” Madison growled as she drove out of town.

The burner phone was attached via Bluetooth to the car stereo.

Demona’s modified voice came over the speakers. “What kind of problem?”

“Church agents have been following me. My tough friend ran two of them off earlier.”

“Fuck. Two were turned away here as well today.”

“What do I do?”

“Nothing. Lose the phones. Don’t call anymore. And, if you get into trouble? You go straight to your ‘tough friend’ and get your ass here.”

“I won’t endanger...”

“Shut the fuck up. We’ll hang together or separately. One of us goes down, we all do. Shit goes sideways, you get your ass over here where we can build an army.”

“We can’t stand against him, you know that.”

“I know a certain goddess who can.”

“Yeah, if she doesn’t kill us first.”

***

Dinner at the McGee house was wonderful.

Carrie, Mark, Christine, and Nathan had laughed and talked over chicken casserole.

The whole time, Mark had run his fingers up the inside of Carrie’s thigh under the table.

And, Carrie had the distinct impression that Christine and Nathan knew.

After dinner, they had announced they were heading out to meet Carrie’s friends and rushed to the garage.

As soon as they closed the door, Carrie had thrown herself around Mark’s neck. He pressed her against the garage wall, holding her a foot off the ground in his strong arms.

“We’re different,” she whispered as he kissed her neck.

“I know.”

“You were shy before.”

“I know.”

“What changed?”

“Don’t you know?.”

“They did something to us. Christine and Nathan?” She kissed his neck.

“Yes.”

Carrie burst out laughing. “What did they do?”

“I... don’t think I’m supposed to tell.”

She leaned back and ran her fingers through his hair. “Christine doesn’t want you to tell me?”

He shook his head. “But, if you want me to tell? I will.”

She thought for a moment. “It’s nothing bad, is it?”

“I don’t think so. I think it’s pretty amazing, actually. Kind of like evolution, I think. Just, like, speeded up.”

Carrie swallowed. “Is that why... God, I don’t know how to say this.”

“You’re attracted to Christine?” He asked.

“I’m not gay.”

“I noticed,” he laughed.

“But... it’s like I want to...”

“Be intimate with Christine?”

“God, yes!” She hugged him tight. “Nathan too. That’s so fucked up, isn’t it?”

“I...” He sighed. “With Christine. I did.”

Carrie leaned back and stared at him.

“Please, don’t be mad. It was before I even kissed...”

“I knew,” she whispered. “Somehow? I knew you had sex with Christine.”

“Jesus, you must hate me?”

She laughed and shook her head. “No. That’s just it. It just turns me on and makes me think about... the three of us. Maybe the four of us?”

He nodded. 

She smiled. “Did you fuck Nathan?”

“What?! Hell no. I’m not into guys. I don’t think he is either.”

She hugged his neck. “No, but I think you’re going to have to handle being in bed with the three of us.”

***

Carrie and Mark rode their bikes through the dark streets on their way to the school.

As they crossed into the parking lot, they saw Tank’s truck but no sign of Morris’s Toyota.

Tank was lying on his back in the truck bed.

And, a tall blonde was bouncing on top of him.

They were... fucking.

Carrie slid to a stop a hundred yards behind the truck and just stared at the woman riding Tank.

“Holy shit,” Mark said as he pulled up beside her.

“Who the fuck is she?” Carrie whispered.

“Um, pretty sure that’s your friend, Cheryl,” Mark whispered.

“No... that’s not...” She stared in disbelief.

The face was definitely Cheryl’s. But, other than that, she might as well have been an alien.

First she was much, much taller. And, her breasts were so big you could see them from the back. She was wearing a tight, black sports bra looking thing.

And, Cheryl was wearing a cat ear headband over her bouncing golden hair.

Carrie started to turn her bike around.

Mark stopped her. “It’s okay. They’re still your friends.”

Carrie looked from the couple fucking in the truck bed to Mark. “You mean... they’re doing stuff to Cheryl and Tank as well?”

Mark smiled and nodded. “Evidently.”

They walked their bikes toward the truck.

Cheryl and Tank were moaning and giggling.

Cheryl turned and looked over her shoulder.

She smiled and screamed, “Carrie!”

She jumped up and tugged a micro-mini black skirt down her Barbie long thighs.

“Unnh! Cheryl?! You can’t just stop like that...” Tank complained.

“Quit ya bitchin’, you already jizzied like three times,” she laughed.

Carrie watched in shock as Cheryl jumped out of the truck bed.

She landed gracefully on seven inch stiletto boots and ran to meet them.

Her boobs looked like ripe melons bouncing with each overly long stride.

She didn’t so much hug Carrie as snatch her off the ground - Cheryl was now somewhere near seven feet tall.

“I like your new boobies,” Cheryl whispered.

“My new...” Boobies. She had said something about Carrie’s boobies.

She looked down at her own chest at the immense boobs - tiny in comparison to the wonder jugs now attached to Cheryl, but still much larger than before.

Why did Carrie keep forgetting that her body was different now?

A moment later, that thought was washed away by a wave of sapphic lust that swept up from her pussy and made her feel warm and squishy inside.

Super Cheryl was turning her on.

Cheryl giggled and set Carrie back on her feet before backing away. “Golly, I keep forgetting you’re still human... um, I mean normal.”

As she backed away, Carrie’s mind began to clear.

“It’s her pheromones. Stay back about six feet and you’ll be fine,” Tank said as he climbed out of the back of the truck.

The truck springs howled as he got out.

Carrie shook her head. He had been big last night, but now he was even larger.

He was wearing a pair of red sweatpants that did little to hide the huge bulge stretching down his left thigh and a red sleeveless t-shirt. She could see the definition of his bodybuilder physique under the yellowish streetlights.

“This is all from what they’re doing to us?” Carrie whispered to Mark.

“Yes.”

“Are you going to be like Tank?”

Mark laughed. “No. I don’t think so.”

“Okay. Am I going to be like Cheryl?”

“Honestly? I don’t know. Maybe?”

“Cheryl, what happened to Morris?” Carrie asked.

She shrugged. “He went off to college in Cuba. That’s okay. Tank is my master now. I mean boyfriend. I totes meant boyfriend.”

***


[image: A group of people standing next to a bicycle  Description automatically generated]

The four friends sat on the sidewalk in front of the school and talked.

Mark kept his arm around Carrie’s shoulders the whole time.

Normally, Carrie didn’t care for a boy displaying ‘ownership’ like that. But, it was a clear message to Tank that Carrie was Mark’s.

Not that she didn’t expect that the four of them would end up in bed at some point.

Mark’s arm around her signaled that the two of them were in love, and that while they might love other people? The bond would always be between the two of them.

And, that made Carrie feel good inside.

“Watch this,” Cheryl giggled.

She hopped up from the curb, boobs flying in the sports bra. She dropped into a handstand on the concrete.

“Wow!” Carrie laughed.

Cheryl went onto her fingertips, her long body straight above her. “I’m like super strong and shit.”

“Um, babe?” Tank laughed.

“Yeah?”

“Your, um, skirt?”

Cheryl bent her head and looked up.

Her mini-skirt had fallen, exposing her hairless pussy. “Golly, I keep forgettin’.”

Then she balanced on one hand and used her other to pull the skirt up her thighs.

“Oh, my God!” Carrie laughed. 

“What?”

“Honey, you’re holding yourself up with one hand!” Carrie said.

Cheryl looked confused. “Oh... yeah! Cheese whiz, I totes didn’t know I could do that!”

Tank stood up and put his hands around Cheryl’s waist. He lifted her and twisted his arms, setting her gently on her heels.

She wrapped her long arms around his neck. “Can we play with them now?”

Tank shook his head. “Carrie’s not ready yet.” He smiled at Carrie and Mark. “Maybe tomorrow?”

Mark looked at Carrie and smiled.

Carrie’s phone beeped.

She took it out of her jeans pocket and looked at the text message.

JEFFREY: WHERE WE FIRST MET. COME ALONE. HELP ME!!!!

Mark looked over her shoulder. “Everything okay?”

She put her phone back into her pocket. “Yeah. Everything’s fine.”

***

They pedaled away from the school as Tank drove Cheryl home.

At the end of the parking lot, Carrie stopped.

“What’s wrong?” Mark asked.

“I... left something back there. I need to go back.”

“Oh, okay.” He started to turn his bike.

“No. I... Mark, I need some time to think.”

He took her hand. “You can talk to me.”

She smiled. “I know. I love you, Mark.”

He grinned wide, a blush rose in his cheeks - a little bit of his shyness was still there. “I love you too.”

“I just need to think. I’ll be right behind you.” She kissed him.

Carrie watched as he pedaled away, then she rode back to the school.

The place she and Jeffrey had first met? The principal’s office on the first day of Kindergarten. Two older boys had been laughing at Jeffrey because of his My Little Pony lunchbox.

Jeffrey had started crying.

Carrie had punched both boys in the mouth.

Everyone went to the principal’s office, and Carrie had sat with Jeffrey on the big leather couch outside the office and talked about how much they both liked My Little Pony. 

She ducked under the construction tape and pushed the front door of the school open.

The hall was dark beyond, lit only by the outside streetlights.

And, she really wished she had brought Mark with her.

She opened the door to the principal’s office.

Jeffrey was standing by the couch.

There was a streetlight right outside and it bathed the room in weak light.

“Jeffrey? Are you okay?”

He shook his head. “No. I’m not.”

***

The Church agent spoke into his cellphone. “Mistress Sugar Tits? The boy turned on his cellphone. We have his location.”

***

Carrie sat on the couch. The construction crew had removed one of the walls, exposing the pipes. A few of the pipes and some two by fours lay on the office floor.

Jeffrey paced nervously back and forth over them. “And, I just ran. God, I have never been so scared in my life.”

“They’re doing things to us,” Carrie said.

“Yeah, no shit. You got playmate boobs, which makes you happy. Me? I didn’t sign on for this.”

“What did they...”

Jeffrey raised the front of his shirt.

Two perfectly round breasts stood high and firm on his chest.

“Oh, my God,” Carrie whispered.

“They finally stopped growing an hour ago.”

“Well, you do like drag...”

“Not with real fucking DDD boobs! I’m a man... at least, I used to be. I need you to look at something for me.”

“What?” Carrie asked nervously.

“I’m scared, okay. I can’t... look. But, I really need to know.”

“Know what?”

“Promise you’ll help?”

“No, not until you tell me...”

He pushed down his pants.

“Jesus!” Carrie said and tried to look away.

She had never seen Jeffrey’s cock before, but according to his personal account after far too many jello shots, it wasn’t a thirteen inch long monster cock like the one hanging down in front of his disturbingly effeminate hips.

“My dingy is now a battleship. And, fuck, that’s not the worst of it.”

Carrie timidly looked at his cock.

It was dripping precum that glistened in the dim light.

And, it was getting hard.

“Jeffrey?”

“If I even think about sex it gets... unruly, but I need you to look at something for me.”

“What?”

He sighed and lifted his thick cock. “I can’t touch... down there. I’m too scared.”

She leaned closer.

Underneath his cock, where his balls should be? There was nothing.

“They’re gone aren’t they?” Jeffrey sniffled.

“I... yeah, I think.” She reached out and gingerly touched the skin under his cock.

Jeffrey jumped.

“It’s okay, Jeffrey. Let me look.”

The skin was soft and wet, and she could feel small lips.

She looked up at him sheepishly. “It’s...”

“It’s a pussy, isn’t it?”

“Yeah.”

He nodded. “I’m a goddamned freak.”

“No, you’re not.”

“I have a pussy and a cock, there’s definitely a sideshow in my future.”

“Or a career in freaky porn?”

“Oh, yeah, that’s better,” Jeffrey whined. “Why did they do this to me?”

“I don’t know. Why are they doing any of these things? Did you see Tank and Cheryl through the window earlier?”

“Captain Beefcake and the living Barbie? Yes.” He pulled up his pants and sat down on the couch beside her. “Who can do these things? Is it the government?”

“I don’t know, but I don’t think they’re doing it to hurt anyone.”

“We need to get out of here. We need to go to New York City and hide, talk to the cops, find a doctor who can undo this shit. Tell me you’ll go with me?”

“I... Jeffrey, I’ll help you get there...”

“No! You have to come with me too! I’m afraid for you here.”

“I’m not in any danger.”

“Have you looked in the mirror? You look like a porn star.” Jeffrey sighed. “It’s that Mark, isn’t it?”

She nodded. “I love him. But, I’m going to help you.”

Jeffrey cringed as headlights lit up the inside of the office through the plate glass.

Carrie watched as men began to pile out of an SUV that had parked out front.

“Oh, God, no!” Jeffrey cried. “My phone. Just sending that text to you was enough for them to track me.”

“Don’t panic,” Carrie said as she stood up.

The front door of the school burst open and the men rushed down the hall.

Carrie picked up a lead pipe from the floor.

Behind her, Jeffrey sobbed and cried. “Don’t let them take me, Carrie! Please!”

The office door opened and a bald man in a black suit stepped inside. “Are you Jeffrey Bernstein?”

“Leave us alone,” Carrie said, holding the lead pipe like a sword.

“You’re Carrie, right? Listen, both of you: it’s going to be okay. We’ll explain everything.”

Carrie could feel Jeffrey trembling with his arms wrapped around her waist.

“Motherfucker, you take one step toward us, and I swear to God, I’ll shove this pipe up your ass sideways,” Carrie growled.

The man held up his hands. “Okay. Okay. Both of you just calm down.” He took a step back and pressed a button on his earpiece. “Mistress? We found the boy. He’s with Mistress Kuntz’s charge, Carrie...”

“Mistress Kuntz? Who the fuck is that?”

“Me,” Christine McGee said as she stepped in behind the bald man. “My Church name is Christine Kuntz. Mistress Christine Kuntz di Fuchs di McGee. Whore Caste, designation MILF Whore, Church of Morpheus.”

“Church of Morpheus?! Those weird people at the school and who preach downtown?” Carrie asked.

Jeffrey glanced out from behind her. “Carrie? Who is she?”

“She’s my Betty - this is Christine, the woman I was staying with.”

Christine touched the bald man’s arm. “It’s okay, agent. Why don’t you step out into the hall?”

“Mistress, the girl is a danger, and so is the boy...”

“Not to me.”

“Don’t look in her eyes, Carrie,” Jeffrey whined behind her. “All of them with blue eyes? I heard Betty Cavendish call them ‘hypno-eyes’.

Carrie gasped. Hypnotism? Of course, that was how she had manipulated both her and Mark! She looked at the floor but kept the lead pipe pointed toward Christine.

The agent stepped out and Christine closed the door behind him.

“Yes, Jeffrey’s right. I can hypnotize you with my eyes. I’ve done it several times.”

“Goddamn you!” Carrie spat.

“I know. It isn’t how any of us want to do things. My Caste, the Whore Caste? We want to convince people to join us by showing them a better world. Sometimes, though? That doesn’t work. And, sometimes, it’s kinder to hypnotize away people’s worries.”

“You take away their will!”

“Very rarely. And, only when there is no other way.”

“What did you do to Jeffrey?” Carrie asked.

“He’s a Futanari.”

Jeffrey finally stopped cowering. “That freaky anime shit? That’s not real!”

“No, it wasn’t real until we made it real. We’re good at that - making fantasies into reality.”

“You mean creating nightmares?” Carrie said as she stared at Christine’s feet.

“Sometimes. But, has your week been a nightmare? How did you feel before you walked in here and found Jeffrey?”

Carrie sighed. “That doesn’t matter...”

“Of course, it matters!” Christine said. “Every step of the way, I’ve tried and tried to make the transition easy for you.”

“Is Mark a lie?! Did you hypnotize us into falling in love?”

“No! Absolutely not! I would never...”

“How do I know?”

Christine sighed. “You don’t. All I can do is tell you I didn’t.”

“Can what you did to us be undone?” Carrie asked.

“Yes. You haven’t been completely transformed. Up until then, everything can be undone.”

“I can be a man again?” Jeffrey asked.

“If you want...”

“If I want?! Why would I want this?” Jeffrey whined. He put his hand over his mouth and winced.

“Do your teeth hurt?”

“Yes, goddamn it! Why did you make me this?” Jeffrey said as he stood up behind Carrie.

“Our AI analyzed you and determined that you would accept being a Futanari - that’s why we sent you to Betty. She’s very worried about you.”

“Bullshit!” Jeffrey cried. “Do you know how much this hurt?!”

Christine nodded. “Yes, I do. If you had stayed with Betty, she would have sedated you so that you wouldn’t have been in pain. She’s cried her eyes out over this.” She looked at Carrie. “Honey, I know you’re angry. I don’t blame you for being upset. But, I need you to come stand over here with me.”

“My fantasy today? At the Church? It was real, wasn’t it?”

“Yes, honey. Do you remember how much you liked it?”

Carrie shook her head. “Did you make me like it?”

“No. No, I promise I didn’t.” She held out her hand and stared over Carrie’s head at Jeffrey. “Carrie, I need you to come here to me. Right now. Please, honey. It’s not safe.”

“What are you talking about?”

Jeffrey cried out in pain.

Carrie started to turn, but strong hands clamped down on her shoulders.

Jeffrey had grabbed her!

“No!” Christine yelled. She rushed forward and threw her arm around Carrie’s neck.

Carrie fell forward and rolled.

She looked up to see Jeffrey biting Christine’s arm.

Blood was dripping down from Jeffrey’s mouth.

“Jeffrey! Stop!”

“No, it’s okay. Let him bite. It doesn’t hurt,” Christine said as she gently stroked Jeffrey’s face. “It’s okay, Jeffrey. Let all your venom out.”

Carrie stood up.

Jeffrey had his jaws clamped down on Christine’s forearm. His eyes were rolled back in his head.

“It’s so hard for them to control themselves. It takes time for them to learn.” Christine walked backward and sat down on the couch, drawing Jeffrey down with her. “Futanari Type 2. His cum makes women pregnant with their own clone. Help him lie down on the couch.”

Carrie picked up Jeffrey’s legs and swung them onto the couch.

“Sit down with us,” Christine said. She was smiling, but there was pain in her eyes.

Carrie held up Jeffrey’s legs and sat down, laying his long legs across her lap.

“See his teeth?” Christine whispered.

Carrie leaned over and looked.

His canines were elongated, and they pierced Christine’s arm.

“He has venom. And, that venom makes girls into Futanari like him.”

“Oh, God, Christine!” Carrie whispered.

“No, no, it’s okay. I’m completely transformed. His venom can’t hurt me.”

“You got between us so he wouldn’t bite me,” Carrie whispered.

Christine nodded. “Dr. Demona could probably undo the effects of his venom, but I didn’t want you to suffer.”

Jeffrey seemed to be asleep. His jaws loosened and he stopped biting Christine.

She moaned. “God, that’s better.”

Carrie looked up to see the bald agent standing in the room. “Mistress? Do you require assistance?”

“Insta-Heal, please? We’ll need a few minutes.”

“Yes, Mistress,” he said and left again.

Christine undid Jeffrey’s pants. “We really did think this is what he would want. I suspect if Betty had a few more days, he would have had a much happier transition.”

“What are you doing?” Carrie whispered.

Christine pushed his pants down. “Pull them lower?”

Carrie stared at his exposed prick. “Um...”

“Pull his pants off, please?”

Carrie sighed and slid the pants down his legs.

From this angle with Jeffrey lying on his side between them, she could see how feminine his hips were.

If not for the now fully erect cock, he had the body of an attractive girl.

Christine grasped his thick cock and he moaned in his sleep. “Straight boys are easier to transform. Give them thirteen inches of cock between their thighs and they’re happy as clams. Girls are harder - but, I’m beginning to think gay men are the toughest. SlutzNet, that’s our AI, needs to do a little more number crunching or whatever it does on men like Jeffrey.”

Christine leaned over and whispered in Jeffrey’s ear. “Spread your legs, sweetheart. We’re going to give you something you’ve never had.”

Jeffrey slowly raised his left leg.

The agent walked in with a spray bottle.

Christine held up her arm.

The agent sprayed the angry wound in her forearm.

Carrie stared in amazement as the blood dissolved. The holes in Christine’s arm closed. A few seconds later, there wasn’t even a scar.

The agent caught her staring. He smiled and winked. “Will there be anything else, Mistress?”

Christine smiled. “No, thank you. Tell your men to stand down. Mistress Carrie and I will take care of him. You can go now.”

He nodded. “Yes, Mistress. I will inform Mistress Marapova and Mistress Sugar Tits.”

Christine nodded as the agent left.

“Mistress Carrie?” Carrie asked.

Christine shrugged. “You’ll have the choice, so if that’s what you choose? You’ll be Mistress Carrie. We have a lot to talk about. Later.”

“Are you going to hypnotize me to make me forget again?”

Christine shook her head. “No. No more hypnosis for you. From now on? Everything is up to you.” She stroked Jeffrey’s big cock.

“What are you doing?”

“You mean, what are we doing? Touch him.”

“What?? No, he’s unconscious.”

“Partly. Not all the way. Touch his pussy.”

“I...”

“He needs you. Touch him.”

Carrie caressed the delicate lips of his pussy.

He opened at her touch, showing liquid, pink depths.

“Break his hymen.”

“What? No!”

“Carrie, he needs to know what this body can mean for him. All the pleasures a man can feel and all the pleasures a woman can feel. If he’s going to decide, he needs to know.”

Carrie nodded and put her fingers gently inside his cleft.

She felt the hymen there, much like her own had been years ago.

Carrie probed gently, feeling the fleshy barrier stretch.

“Harder,” Christine whispered as she stroked his cock firmly.

Carrie pressed harder as Jeffrey moaned, his eyes half open.

She felt the membrane start to give.

He cried out as her fingers pushed through.

A little blood trickled out as her fingers pushed deeper.

“That’s it. Find his G spot.”

Carrie hooked her fingers slightly, probing at the fleshy bulge just inside.

Jeffrey ground his hips against her invading fingers.

“Remember how good it felt the first time you touched inside?” Christine asked. “Imagine what this is like for him - having his cock stroked at the same time his new pussy is being fucked?”

“Oh,” Carrie whispered.

Christine nodded as she jerked his cock. With her free hand, she tilted Jeffrey’s face up and made him look at her. “Feel this and remember it, Jeffrey. When you make your decision about what you want? Remember how this feels.”

He stared into her glowing blue eyes.

And, then he screamed.

His cock throbbed and pulsed as thick ropes of cum erupted from him.

His pussy squeezed Carrie’s fingers at the same time, his first female orgasm blasting through his body.

He squirted, wetting the thigh of Carrie’s jeans as she continued to thrust her fingers in and out.

***

It was strange to see Christine carry Jeffrey from her car and into Betty Cavendish’s house.

Jeffrey was thin but very tall, and now of course he had those flared hips and big boobs.

Yet Christine carried him like he was a doll up the driveway and through the front door.

Stranger still, she passed him without so much as a groan into Betty’s waiting arms. 

“Thank you, oh, thank you,” Betty sobbed as she raced up the stairs, showing no more effort than Christine with her burden.

Christine turned to Carrie and smiled. “I’ll need to help her for a few minutes. She opened her purse and pulled out a pair of white goggles with attached earphones. “You can wait in the living room. Put these on - there’s a sort of orientation video. It explains everything a lot faster than I can.”

Carrie stared at the goggles. “Are those going to hypnotize me?”

Christine laughed. “No, I told you: no more hypnosis. It just tells you what you need to know. You can ask the woman on the video questions, and she’ll answer them. No tricks, no lies. Just the truth. I think you can handle that now.”

Carrie took the goggles.

Christine touched Carrie’s cheek. “There are wonders. You’ll see.” She turned and went up the stairs.

Carrie stared at the goggles and walked into the living room.

She almost screamed when she saw David Cavendish standing in the middle of the room.

She remembered Mr. Cavendish, Betty’s husband, from church.

He had changed.

David Cavendish had seemed tall and imposing when she had seen him in church.

He was tall, but no longer imposing.

David Cavendish was dressed in a black latex bodysuit from his neck down to his toes. It looked slick as if it was coated in some sort of lubricant.

His head was shaved, even his eyebrows were gone, and his skin looked pale in contrast to the inky black outfit.

He stared at the floor.

The crotch of the suit was open, and his small cock was trapped in a gleaming silver chastity.

“Mistress, I am David Scum di Cavendish. I was abusive to my goddess, and now I serve. I am Sub Slut class, Whore Caste. How may I serve you, Mistress?” His words were oddly slurred.

Carrie stared in shock. “I... I don’t need anything.”

“I have been modified for your pleasure,” he said, eyes still on the floor.

He opened his mouth.

Carrie took an involuntary step back.

David Cavendish’s glistening tongue slid out of his mouth. The pink flesh was easily a foot long, covered in bumps and protrusions like a dildo.  It moved sinuously, like a snake, curling side to side and then up and down. The tongue throbbed and pulsed, vibrating and twisting.

“N... No... thank you.”

The tongue slid slowly back into his mouth and he closed his pale lips. “As you wish, Mistress.”

“You can... go,” she said. Feeling ridiculous dismissing the man in his own house.

“Yes, Mistress.” He bowed and walked out of the room.

Carrie watched him leave.

Then she sat down on the overstuffed couch.

How could they do that to someone? Carrie thought. Had he consented to being made into a rubber suited freak? Somehow she doubted it.

She stared at the goggles, unsure if she wanted to put them on - not that she was afraid of the video, no, she was suddenly terrified that Mr. Cavendish would come back in the room while her eyes were covered.

But, her curiosity won out.

She put the goggles over her eyes and fit the earphones over her ears.

***

It was disorienting as the Cavendish living room disappeared.

A spinning pink and blue SlutzNet logo spun against a black background. It was three-dimensional, and she felt like she could reach out and touch it.

White noise hissed in her ears as the screen went black.

Slowly, the light returned.

She was sitting on a couch in a brightly lit, airy living room. Outside, ocean waves crashed on a perfect beach.

That much made sense - it was an artificial reality projected into her eyes and broadcast to her ears.

What didn’t make sense was that she could smell the ocean. She could feel the warm beach breeze blowing through the open windows.

“There are subcarriers, both audio and video. The impulses are jumping across your synapses, stimulating olfactory nerves and your sense of touch,” a woman’s voice said.

Carrie turned her head to the right.

A woman was sitting in a chair across from the couch. She was beautiful, with kind brown eyes and long brown hair. The woman wore a dress that appeared to be made out of white gauze, and her naked body was clearly visible through the flimsy fabric.

Around her neck was a white choker with an inverted pentagram medallion hanging from it.

“My name is Cum Slut Cathy.”

Carrie almost laughed.

“I know. Silly. Lots of us, especially the first of us, have silly names. Officially, my name is Cathy Greene di Hecate. Designation Perverter - also known as a White Witch. Whore Caste. I’m the second White Witch they made after Maria Marapova.”

“I don’t know what any of that means,” Carrie whispered.

“No, but you’ll have answers soon.”

“Where am I?”

“This is my Mistress Hecate’s house in Havana.”

Carrie wrinkled her brow. “Are you real?”

Cathy laughed. “Sort of. Cathy is real, and, I’m a complete copy of Cathy’s mind housed in a part of the SlutzNet AI - talking to me is just like talking to the real Cathy. In the beginning, we tried to let SlutzNet handle orientation all on his own but, well, he’s a bit cold. People reacted better when they talked to me.” She reached out and took Carrie’s hand. “You can ask me anything, Carrie. I’ll only tell you the truth.”

Carrie stared at Cathy’s hand in hers. It was so real! Her skin was soft and warm, her grip firm but comfortable.

“Mr. Cavendish? Why did you people do that to him?” Carrie asked.

Cathy paused for a moment. “Sometimes things aren’t as they seem. Did you like Mr. Cavendish?”

“Yeah, he seemed nice...”

“There’s that word. Seemed. Mr. Cavendish used to hurt his wife. He broke her wrist twice, her nose once. He was abusive, though she did everything she could to hide it from everyone around her - but, you can’t keep secrets from us, Carrie. We can read minds.”

“So, that’s why you turned him into a... sub slut?”

Cathy shook her head. “No. We’re rarely that kind. Normally, a man like him would have been treated much more harshly. Strangely enough, Betty Cavendish begged us to turn him into what he is. She saved him. Love is... complicated.” She looked away and there was more than a little pain in her eyes. “We don’t choose who we love.”

“How did you get involved in this?” Carrie asked.

Cathy smiled. “I used to live in a place called Latigo Key - it’s in Florida. Have you heard of it?”

Carrie thought for a moment. “Yeah. In school, we studied it. Everyone on the island disappeared overnight. They called it the second Roanoke colony. But, that was twenty years ago. You must have been a kid.”

Cathy laughed. “I haven’t aged in twenty years. As a matter of fact, I was in my late thirties then. How old do I look now?”

“I don’t know. Twenty-five?”

“We’re immortal, Carrie. You’re going to be immortal as well. All of your friends, too. You’ll be with them forever. No one is ever going to grow old or get sick or die.”

“Even slaves like Mr. Cavendish?”

Cathy frowned. “Yes.”

“That’s cruel.”

“Yes.” Cathy squeezed her hand. “No system is perfect...”

“Slavery isn’t right.”

“Neither is abuse.”

“Yeah, but I have a feeling we’re all going to be slaves, aren’t we? Even if we’ve never hurt anyone.”

“We will all serve, yes.”

“What if I say no?”

“You can’t.” Cathy sighed. “Carrie, you have a choice of what you want to be in the New World Order but understand: the new order is coming. There are millions of us, thousands more every day, all over the world. Governments can’t stop us, armies can’t stop us, religions can’t stop us. There is no defense against us. But, you can choose your place within what’s coming.”

“And, if I don’t choose?”

“Then the choice will be made for you. Right now, that would most likely be Professional Caste - you would serve in a professional capacity.”

“Do I get to choose the profession?”

“Perhaps. It depends on what is needed. But, if a career can’t be found? They’ll put you in Whore Caste. Most likely as a Street Whore like your friend Cheryl.”

Carrie swallowed thinking about Cheryl with her huge breasts and Barbie doll body. “Anybody could... use me?”

“Yes. We serve, Carrie.”

“How long do I have to decide?”

“A few days, a week at the outside. Religious Caste will force the issue after that, and there won’t be anything we can do.”

“I... don’t understand everything.”

“No,” Cathy said with a smile. “But, I’m about to show you. Those subcarriers? They can explain everything to you in seconds. Sort of like downloading something into your brain. Are you ready?”

“Are you going to hypnotize me?!”

“Absolutely not. It’s just knowledge, nothing more.”

Carrie nodded slowly.

Cathy smiled.

Words and images poured into Carrie’s mind.

***

In Manhattan, Brittney lay curled against Maria in their bed. She was naked except for her lensless black plastic glasses.

Maria had her arm around the smaller Street Whore.

Brittney chewed on her pink sucker as she watched a cartoon on the flat screen television mounted on the far wall.

Maria looked up from her tablet and rolled her eyes. “Why must you watch this?”

Brittney took the sucker out of her mouth. “I identify with it.”

“Pinocchio was a ridiculous movie when I saw it in the 1950s, it is ridiculous now. How can you identify with a wooden puppet?”

“I don’t identify with the puppet. I identify with the cricket,” Brittney said and returned to chewing on the candy.

Maria shook her head. “You identify with Jiminy Cricket?”

“Yes.”

“Why?”

“He’s Pinocchio’s conscience. Everybody needs a Jiminy Cricket in their life.”

Maria laughed. “Wait, are you saying you’re my Jiminy Cricket?”

“Yes,” Brittney said without looking away from the TV.

“And, I’m Pinocchio?”

“Yes.”

Maria shook her head. “Okay, how am I Pinocchio?”

“You want to be a real person, but you don’t know how. You’re selfish, and your nose doesn’t grow when you lie, but you lie all the time. If there was ever a person on this earth who needed a Jiminy Cricket? It’s you. That’s my job. I’m your cricket.”

Maria stared at her in shock as Brittney watched the cartoon.

“Don’t be mad,” Brittney said.

Maria scoffed. “Don’t be ridiculous. I’m not mad. Half the words that escape your pretty lips are gibberish. Just... you can say those things when we’re alone, but not when someone can hear you. It sends the wrong message about our relationship.”

Brittney snuggled deeper into her arm. “Yes, Mistress.”

Maria watched her for a long time, wondering if she was still Bubble Brain Brittney, or if somehow the genius of Britt Connors was regaining control?

***

Carrie must have fallen asleep. The next thing she knew after getting the brain dump, Christine was easing the goggles off her face.

She blinked in the bright living room lights. “I... did I fall asleep?”

Christine stroked her hair. “You were exhausted.”

Carrie looked down and realized her legs were spread wide, the latex panties visible. She closed her thighs.

Christine laughed. “Don’t be modest on my account.”

Carrie laughed as well. “This is going to take some getting used to.” 

“You’ll adapt.”

“How’s Jeffrey?”

“Sleeping in bed with Betty - my guess is she won’t let him out of her sight till the morning. Has he ever slept with a woman?”

Carrie looked shocked. “No, he’s gay.”

Christine shook her head. “He’s going to have to be flexible on that.”

“I don’t get it - everybody has to be bi except the straight men?”

Christine shrugged. “Morpheus gets to choose. We just obey.”

“He sounds like a dick.”

“Probably. Never met him. Only one I know who met him in person is Maria Marapova, and she doesn’t talk much about him.”

“She’s one of the White Witches?”

“Yes.”

Carrie nodded. “Cum Slut Cathy mentioned her.”

Christine stroked her cheek. “How’s the brain feel?”

“Full.” She felt like an entire library had been installed in her mind. Carrie now had full understanding of the methods for transforming humans. And, she felt a complete distance from normals - a detachment bordering on callousness.

Christine smiled knowingly. “Come on, let’s get you home.”

***

Betty Cavendish lay naked on the bed beside Jeffrey and stroked his big Futa cock gently.

Her husband’s face was between her thighs, the ‘dyke tamer’ tongue snaking in and out of her tight pussy.

Jeffrey thrashed and moaned on his back, the video goggles over his eyes, receiving his orientation from Cum Slut Cathy and SlutzNet.

Making her husband her personal slave had been a mercy in a way. She had almost allowed Sugar Tits and Dr. Demona to make David into Worker Caste - a de-sexed laborer who would be shipped to the sugar cane fields in Cuba.

His tongue snaked deeper inside her and she moaned.

He deserved to be transformed into Worker Caste. She had spent many years covering bruises with makeup.

But, somehow making him a submissive was more fitting.

Jeffrey came, his cum jetting up from his thick cock with each pump of Betty’s practiced hand.

***

Carrie took the steps two at a time. She had decided to throw any pretense of self-control out the window.

It wasn’t the Transformed way, after all.

She was going to her room, she was going to strip, and she was going straight to Mark’s room.

Smiling, she opened her bedroom door.

Mark was in her bed, smiling.

Carrie laughed as he threw back the sheet, showing that he was already naked.

She tore off her skirt and blouse, but Mark grabbed her and pulled her on top of him before she could take off the latex bra and panties.

Carrie started to kick off her heels.

“No, leave them on,” Mark laughed.

She fell giggling on top of him.

He kissed her and then tapped her nose with his index finger. “Hey, don’t lie to me anymore, okay?”

She nodded thinking about the ruse she had used to go meet Jeffrey. “I’m sorry.”

“We’re a team, okay?”

“I know. From now on. I promise.” She raised up and pulled the tight rubber bra off, freeing her big breasts.

Milk poured onto Mark’s chest.

“Oh, fuck!” Carrie gasped. “My ambrosia came in. Guess I’m going to need those nipple clamps.”

Mark didn’t say a word, he just drew her thick left nipple into his mouth and sucked.

Carrie moaned, feeling milk drawn from her breast for the first time. Her nipple felt connected by a line of electricity to her clit. “Fuck!”

Mark laughed as he drank down her ambrosia.

Carrie reached back to slide down the panties, but Mark was ahead of her - his fingers grasped her panty crotch and yanked it to the side.

Carrie maneuvered her hips, felt the tip of his hard cock... and then he surged inside her.

They both cried out as he sank balls deep inside her.

Mark switched to the right breast and nursed as he began fucking her slowly.

She rotated her hips, riding his cock.

***

In their bedroom, Nathan fucked Christine standing behind her.

Christine moaned and laughed as they watched Mark and Carrie on the closed circuit television. “Mission accomplished,” Christine whispered.

***

Carrie felt her orgasm building as Mark found the expanded ring that had once been her cervix. His cock was the perfect length to press against and through it, and her tummy convulsed with each thrust.

Mark smiled up at her, his hands massaging her still lactating breasts.

Carrie had always loved sex, but their bodies were now made for it.

Sex before now seemed like something filmed in black and white.

Carrie and Mark’s world was now in vivid color.

She screamed when she came, muscles moving inside her where muscles should not be. She was squirting and lactating at the same time.

Mark rose off the bed, his cum spurting into her, his hands holding her waist, forcing her to stay in place.

She collapsed on him, exhausted, body still clenching and pulsing in delicious waves. “I love you,” she whispered.

“I love you,” he answered.

***

The next morning, Carrie and Mark showered together.

It turned into sex, of course. The big shower was made for sex.

Mark pressed her against the tile wall of the shower and lifted her long right leg, balancing it on his shoulder.

Then he had pressed himself against her and pushed his cock deep inside her.

When they finally got out of the shower, Carrie’s clothes were gone.

In their place was a red latex skirt that wouldn’t go quite to mid-thigh. Matching red stiletto thigh boots, and a red latex halter top.

The halter’s neck was a silver inverted pentagram brooch.

Two red plastic inverted pentagram nipple clamps lay beside the outfit on the padded bathroom bench.

“Wow,” Mark said.

Mark’s clothes were what he had brought in: a white t-shirt and faded jeans.

“So, I’m supposed to dress like a fetish slut, and you get to dress normal?” Carrie asked.

“Yes, thank Morpheus,” Mark laughed.

She shoved him. “You’re such a dude.”

***

They went downstairs.

Carrie was a little apprehensive about walking in the stiletto boots, but she had to remind herself they were really no higher than the heels she wore yesterday.

She was actually more disturbed by the fact the skirt barely covered her upper thighs and she wasn’t wearing panties.

Christine smiled up at them as they came downstairs.

“Did you switch my clothes?” Carrie asked.

Christine laughed. “Yes.”

“Not exactly proper for working at the Catholic Church - even if we are doing kinky shit in the office,” Carrie said.

“Oh, you’re not going to work today,” Christine said as she led the way into the kitchen.

Nathan was standing there drinking coffee.

But, there was also a goddess in the room.

Carrie and Mark both stopped and stared.

The woman was tall and buxom, dressed in a long, white latex dress that accentuated her big breasts. Her green eyes sparkled under her thick red hair.

“White Witch,” Carrie whispered. She was literally the most beautiful woman Carrie had ever seen.

“Carrie, Mark? This is Mistress Sugar Tits. She’s a Perverter - White Witch is not the preferred term,” Christine said.

She held out her hands and held both Mark’s and Carrie’s.

She smiled at Mark. “Fully transformed, I see?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

She winked at Mark. “Just call me Sugar.”

She turned and smiled at Carrie. “But, this one... not fully transformed yet.”

Carrie gasped, feeling her head tingle. 

She’s going to hypnotize me! Carrie thought.

Words formed in her head. No, I only want to show you what a White Witch can do.

It was as if Sugar had spoken out loud, but her lips never moved and only Carrie could hear.

Telepathy. You can talk back if you like.

This is amazing, Carrie thought.

Oh, you haven’t seen anything yet.

Images and sounds rushed into Carrie’s head. Sugar Tits at a place called Stallion’s, in her harem with Ray. He was a Whoremaster and she could feel his big cock deep inside Sugar.

Only, it wasn’t Sugar. Carrie could feel it.

She almost fell, but Sugar released her and Mark’s hands and instead grabbed her waist and steadied her. “I’ve got you.”

More images. Dr. Demona, Sister Asmodea.

Sugar suddenly frowned.

The White Room. All the White Witches, together: Maria, Lisa, Gwen, Michaela, Constance, Cathy, and Sugar Tits. War. They were talking about war with the...

The images stopped and it was Sugar’s turn to stagger back.

Mark put his arm around Carrie’s shoulders. “Are you okay?”

She nodded.

Sugar blinked. “You’re... very strong, Carrie.”

“Told you she was smart,” Christine said.

Sugar nodded and smiled. “Not every day a human can pull information from me. Let’s talk.”

***

Sugar drove the white Mercedes convertible west out of town.

“Nice car,” Carrie said from the passenger seat.

“Perks of working for the Church. Don’t know how they get all these nice cars - a little afraid to ask, to tell you the truth.”

“The Church. You don’t like them,” Carrie said.

“What you saw in my head? I need you to keep that between the two of us.”

“You can make me forget, can’t you?”

“Yes. But, I don’t want to do that. I will if it will make it easier on you, though?”

“No. I won’t say anything.”

“Thanks,” Sugar said. “I love to drive. I used to be a UPS driver. So, sometimes when I need to think? I just get in a car and drive.”

“Where are we going?”

“Just outside town.”

“Stallion’s?” Carrie asked.

Sugar laughed. “Wow, you were paying attention during our little mind foreplay, huh?”

Carrie laughed.

“No, actually, we’re going to a motel on the edge of town. I have something to show you.”

***

Jeffrey woke up in bed with Betty Cavendish. It was disconcerting, first of all because he had an erection.

And, second, because his stomach and lower body was glazed with his own cum.

“Good morning,” Betty said. She had her arm curled under his shoulders.

“Did we have sex?”

Betty laughed. “Not exactly. I gave you hand jobs during your orientation. And, David went down on your pussy a few times as well. You were very frustrated - that’s normal. Your sex drive is amped up from the changes.”

Jeffrey leaned up and stared at the foot of the bed.

David was sleeping on the wood floor.

“So, we had sex.” Jeffrey whispered.

“Yes, Jeffrey, we had sex. Do you remember your orientation?”

“Jeffrey Bernstein, Futanari Type 2, Whore Caste... yes, I remember.”

“There aren’t many Futanari that started out as males. Most are girls like me.”

“Am I supposed to feel privileged?” He asked icily.

Betty frowned and looked on the verge of tears. “No. This was unforgiveable. It wasn’t supposed to happen this way, Jeffrey.”

“This can be undone, right? Dr. Demona can undo it?”

Betty nodded. “Yes. You haven’t had transformative Ambrosia yet. I can take you to her lab today.”

Jeffrey turned away. “I... I know you were trying to make me happy.”

“I promise you, I was. We all are. All of Whore Caste are trying to make things better.” She reached under the covers and stroked his right thigh.

Jeffrey jumped. “Don’t.”

She took her hand away. “Can I just show you how you’ll feel as a Futanari? You know about your cock, but you were completely out of it when Christine and Carrie played with you last night, and you were asleep when David and I touched you. Don’t you want to know how it feels?”

“I’m gay. I don’t want... a woman to touch me.”

Betty looked at him and then burst out laughing. “Sweetheart, I’m a woman with a dick. You’re a man with a pussy. You still want to apply labels to yourself?”

“I’m still a man.”

“Well, actually? Your genetic code has been re-written - your sex chromosomes are XX not XY.”

“God! And, you’re sure she can undo all this?”

Betty bit her lower lip. “Yes, but please? Let me just touch you once? What will it hurt, and then you’ll know.”

Jeffrey sighed.

“Then, just try for yourself. Just touch your pussy.”

Jeffrey reached down and stroked his hard cock.

He hesitated with his fingers on the bottom of his dick.

“Don’t be afraid.”

Jeffrey reached down and touched the wet lips.

His cock lurched as he stroked the tender folds.

“Inside,” Betty whispered.

Jeffrey eased his middle finger gently inside - the first time he had ever fingered a pussy.

He gasped at the feeling of being penetrated.

Betty smiled at him.

He pushed deeper, feeling the tight, wet channel. His body felt warm and liquid. Jeffrey was conscious of his breathing - hard and fast.

There was something just under the base of his cock. He touched it and cried out.

“You have more than on clit,” Betty whispered snuggling closer. “Your cock is a clit, but they gave you another.”

“God, it feels so good,” Jeffrey whimpered.

“Slow strokes, up and down,” Betty suggested.

His juices were leaking out, wetting his inner thighs.

His big cock felt like it was made of iron.

“Let me, please?”

He looked at her, his eyes half closed.

She lifted the sheet, exposing their naked Futa bodies.

Jeffrey reached out and stroked her cock.

Betty smiled and nodded. Then she reached over and slid two fingers under the base of his cock. Her middle and index fingers moved across his clit in delicate circles.

“Oh, Jesus!”

Betty laughed. “That’s right. Not so bad, huh?”

He shook his head, lost in the sensation of having his clit fingered.

“I feel... something is...”

His pussy began to clench, and Jeffrey screamed. Cum erupted from his dick even though he wasn’t stroking it.

His female orgasm was enough to trigger his ejaculation.

***

The motel on the edge of town was plain. Not exactly run-down, but it definitely had an air of ‘no-tell motel’.

At this time of morning, the parking lot was mostly empty.

Carrie was surprised to see a limousine parked in front of one of the rooms.

A bored looking chauffeur leaned against the black car smoking a cigarette.

Sugar pulled into a space beside the limo. “So far, we’ve showed you the gentle side of what we do - it’s what we want for everyone. We don’t want to force people, Carrie. We want them to be happy. Sometimes, that’s not an option.”

“Whatever it is that you’re going to show me? I’m in. Okay? I want to make my choice.”

Sugar smiled. “Yes, but... you don’t know what the choices are yet.”

“Whore Caste or Professional Caste. And, I don’t think I can handle being a whore... no offense.”

Sugar laughed. “None taken.”

“So, Professional Caste...”

Sugar shrugged. “Not Religious Caste?”

Carrie stared at her. “Why would you suggest that? You hate them.”

Sugar blinked. “No! I don’t hate them. I don’t hate anybody.”

“Look, I was in your head for a moment. You hate them. And, I kind of hate them too - I’m not even sure why.”

“We disagree with Religious Caste. But, we don’t hate them.”

“You’re expecting a war with them. You don’t have a war with people you don’t hate.”

Sugar shook her head. “We don’t want a war, Carrie. We hope it doesn’t come to that.”

“I’m not going to be Religious Caste and I don’t want to be a whore, so there’s really no need to show me anything else.”

Sugar reached out and stroked her cheek. “Yes, there is. Come on.” Sugar opened the driver side door and got out of the car.

Carrie got out of her side.

The air stunk of cigarette smoke.

Sugar paused as she closed the car door. She turned to the chauffeur. “You hate cigarettes. The smell of them makes you feel sick. Never smoke again.”

The chauffeur stared at her for a moment. Then he went into a fit of coughing. He dropped the cigarette on the pavement and rubbed it out with his shoe.

Sugar walked around the car and took Carrie’s hand.

“That man,” Carrie whispered. “Did you just make him stop smoking?”

Sugar laughed. “Yes. I reached inside his head and made it impossible for him to ever smoke again. Saved his life, most likely. It’s one of the nice things about being a White Witch. We can make people stop smoking, stop being an alcoholic, stop abusing drugs. We can make a husband stop hurting his wife, turn bad people good, make cowards into heroes.”

“That’s really amazing.”

Sugar shook her head. “Remember you said that.”

“Why?”

“Because I’m going to show you how terrible we can be.”

***

Life wasn’t easy for a gay Jewish kid even in the somewhat progressive suburbs of Ithaca. But, Jeffrey had always personally accepted his sexuality.

Now, his world was turned upside down, and he was no longer sure what or who he was.

He was scissoring with Betty, the sheets thrown back off the bed.

He had his cock deep inside Betty’s pussy - something he never imagined doing.

And, her cock was deep inside his pussy as well.

They pushed and ground their crotches together, moaning and gasping with each thrust.

David stood at the foot of the bed. He watched and attempted to rub his cock through the cock cage.

“N... No! You can’t cum, David. Just watch,” Betty commanded.

When he had first arrived at the Cavendish house, he had been struck by how quiet David Cavendish was. Of course, David wasn’t wearing bondage gear when Jeffrey had arrived.

Thinking back on it, he must have been wearing it under his clothes.

The dual sensations of penetrating and being penetrated was driving Jeffrey mad.

Was he a man making love to a woman? Or, was a he a woman being made love to by a man?

Or, was it just what Betty had said? Was he trying to apply labels to himself that no longer mattered?

He felt his orgasm growing, both the masculine and the feminine.

Betty came first, her pussy spasming around him as her cock sent jet after jet of cum deep inside him.

He came then, pumping cum into her as his own pussy squeezed and pulsed.

Jeffrey screamed along with her, holding her hands tight in his, pulling them even closer together.

He went limp inside her and she turned around to lay beside him.

He stared into her eyes and smiled.

“David, clean us,” Betty said without taking her eyes off Jeffrey.

***

Carrie stepped through the motel room door and into insanity.

A man was pacing back and forth in the cheap motel room wearing nothing but a black G-string. He had a cellphone to his ear. “Fuck that! You tell them I want 51% of the company or they can go fuck themselves.”

He was early middle aged, black hair turning gray at the temples.

His body, though, was pure Junior Whoremaster. His muscles bulged like those of a high performance athlete, and the G-string was packed full of cock and balls.

But he was only of passing interest.

The two women tied naked to the queen sized beds were a different story.

They were tied spread eagle with leather straps on their wrists and ankles anchored at the corner of the bed frames. Each had a piece of duct tape covering their mouth.

They screamed and writhed on the bed.

The woman on the left was a tall blonde with terrified blue eyes and smallish breasts.

The woman on the right looked a bit older with black hair and darker skin. She looked more pissed off than terrified.

Carrie almost ran out the door, but Sugar caught her hand and held it.

Don’t be afraid, Sugar whispered in her head.

We have to help them! Carrie thought back.

We can, to an extent. I told you I was going to show you the hard part of serving Morpheus. This is it.

“Mr. Case is a VIP in the Professional Caste,” Sugar said as she knelt gracefully between the two beds. She nodded back toward the man in the G-string who had returned to his cellphone, seemingly disinterested in the two women struggling on the beds. “He owns several companies, including a chemical company that supplies most major US municipalities with chemicals to treat their water supply.”

Carrie went pale. “You mean...”

“Yes, dear. We’re going to use his company to lace Church medications into the drinking water of every major US city,” Sugar said without looking up. She reached out with both hands and touched the temples of both women. “You don’t have to be afraid. No one is going to harm you. As a matter of fact, you’re going to become beautiful objects of desire, immortal. You’re going to experience life so intensely that everything before will seem dull and depressing.”

The two women stopped struggling, their eyes rolling back in their heads.

Sugar looked over her shoulder at Carrie. “Come here and put your hand on my hand.” She nodded toward the blonde who was breathing steadily but heavy.

Carrie hesitated.

“It’s okay. Come here.”

Carrie stepped beside Sugar and reached down. She touched the back of Sugar’s warm hand as it caressed the blonde’s left temple.

Carrie jumped - it felt almost like an electric current was passing through Sugar’s hand and into the blonde’s head.

“Relax. You can feel her thoughts through me if you let go.”

Carrie closed her eyes.

Thoughts and images rushed into her head.

Sugar laughed. “That’s right.”

The woman’s name was Deborah, and she was an admin in Mr. Case’s headquarters. She was twenty-four and she had a fiancé. They were getting married in two weeks and he had a small cock but that was okay because she loved him and she didn’t know why she had gotten on the plane with Mr. Case and she didn’t know why she had sucked his cock or why she had gone down on Brooke because she wasn’t gay and Brooke was a B-I-T-C-H and...

“Slow down, Carrie. The stream of consciousness will overwhelm you unless you hold it back. Make it slow down,” Sugar said.

Carrie became aware her heart was pounding and her forehead was sweating. She pushed the thoughts away, pulling herself out of Deborah’s consciousness.

The woman had been called into her boss’s office this morning and found herself completely overcome by his smell...

“Pheromones,” Sugar said. “His pheromones enthralled her and the brunette, Brooke, as well.”

Carrie jumped when she realized Mr. Case was standing behind her. 

“Yeah, you people need to do something about the fucking pheromones. They were happy to fuck and suck for the first couple of hours, but then they came out of it and started fighting like wildcats.”

“People become immune to pheromones after a while, Mr. Case. We explained that to you,” Sugar said.

“Goddamned annoying. You going to fix them or what?”

Carrie felt a surge of images coming from Sugar: she wanted to castrate him.  

Carrie almost gasped.

Love, Sugar said telepathically to Carrie. We’re about love, unconditional and boundless. This man doesn’t even know what the word means. He values no one but himself. Sometimes we have to ally ourselves with horrible people to achieve our goals...

But, it won’t always be that way, will it? Carrie thought.

A smile spread across Sugar’s lips. No. It won’t.

Sugar looked up at Case. “You want sexretaries, correct?”

“Yeah, big tits and asses. But, still able to do their jobs. I want the blonde to be my good girl, the brunette to be my bad girl. You do that?”

“Yes,” Sugar said. She turned back to the women. “Sleep now.”

Both women went limp on their beds.

“Get my purse, please, Carrie?”

Carrie nodded and grabbed Sugar’s purse off the floor.

Sugar took it and removed a bundle of syringes and vials. “Both are highly intelligent, there won’t be any problem expanding them to H cups. Will that be satisfactory?”

“Sounds good,” Case said. He turned away and returned to his cell phone.

“Draw five CC’s of Titty Grow in two syringes,” Sugar said as she stood up and leaned over Deborah’s sleeping body. “She’s a healthy C cup, five CC’s will get her to an H.” 

***

Whores were tiresome.

Even torture was becoming mundane.

Levi ordered the eunuch to hold his wife’s legs apart as he tried to force his cock into the slut’s ass. They were in the basement dungeon on a low, rubber sheeted bed.

She moaned and laughed as Levi tried to force his girth inside her.

He would have preferred screams, but the hypnosis drugs had turned the woman into a wanton slut along with her offspring.

The two girls waited patiently for their turn.

The mother’s sphincter finally gave up the fight and Levi sank his cock inside her.

“I love you,” the woman whispered. “So much bigger than my husband.”

The eunuch stared down at them, unfazed by his wife’s insult.

“Shut up, slut,” Levi groaned as he began to thrust.

A Church agent walked up beside him.

“What?” Levi groaned.

“We finished our analysis. One of the burner phones purchased by Madison Fuchs was used a few minutes after Styx was murdered two miles from the crime scene,” the agent said.

Levi stopped in mid-thrust. “Who did she call?”

“Another burner, unfortunately we’ve been unable to determine who purchased it or where it was used. Shall we bring her in for questioning?”

Sister Illia walked up behind him and put her hand on his shoulder. “Tread carefully. She is Whore Caste.”

Levi shrugged away and pounded hard against the woman beneath him. “No. Continue to watch her.”

Illia smiled.

“But, have a strike team ready to take her. When we take her, we’ll take her friends as well. Donny Fuchs, Jason Moore, Belynda Moore, and Lisa Moore.

Illia gasped. “Levi, Lisa Moore is a White Witch. Abducting her will get the attention of Sugar Tits and Maria Marapova...”

“Don’t lecture me!” He thrust hard into the woman. “They are traitors. I was tasked with getting to the bottom of this.”

“Then let me contact Sister and inform her...”

“I am the Church in Ithaca! I don’t need Havana and I don’t need Sister! Fuck Whore Caste. They murdered Styx. I’ll do as I please.”

Illia stared at his muscled back as he pounded furiously into the woman. “Yes, Bishop.”

***

Carrie stood by Sugar and looked at the beautiful creatures on the motel beds.

Both women had been attractive, but now they were wet dreams.

Both were six feet tall with long legs, full hips, and oversized breasts.

Their pussies were bare and dripping and inscribed above their clits was the inverted pentagram tattoo that marked them as Whore Caste.

Their hair was now lustrous and full.

They differed in skin tone: Deborah, the blonde, was a pale milky white while Brooke, the brunette, was a deep tan.

Their lips were full and red, their eyes a pale almost translucent blue.

Deborah and Brooke slept peacefully, their impressive chests rising and falling steadily.

Sugar knelt and eased the engagement ring from Deborah’s finger. She pulled a pair of pliers from her bag and gripped the ring in them.

The metal snapped, turning the back of the band into a wicked pair of pincers.

She smiled weakly at Carrie. “It hurts. But, I’m controlling her pain. She won’t feel it.”

Sugar held the pliers against Deborah’s sex.

“God, don’t do that!” Carrie whispered. The ring’s pincers were poised at the woman’s clit.

“I have to. It’s the rule. Engagement and wedding rings are repurposed to show they are committed to the Church.” She pressed the pliers together.

The pincers closed on the hood of Deborah’s clitoris with a tiny squirt of blood.

“Jesus,” Carrie whispered.

Sugar pulled out a spray bottle and directed a clear mist at the wound.

The bleeding stopped.

“Wow,” Carrie said.

“Magic. Now it will just feel good,” Sugar said as she tugged gently on the ring.

Deborah moaned and squirmed on the bed.

Sugar laughed. “Yeah, that definitely feels good.”

“When they wake up, won’t they be pissed off? I mean, they didn’t want this,” Carrie said.

“They would be angry, yes. But, they won’t be.” Sugar put her hands on their temples again. “Come over here and touch my hand again.”

Carrie put her hand on top of Sugar’s against Deborah’s temple.

“Now, I’ll show them paradise.”

Carrie gasped as images and sensations flew past her. A thousand different sexual pleasures. It was convincing, so convincing. The promises of joy and happiness, fulfillment. Love.

“You’re... programming them.”

“Seducing. Opening up worlds for them they didn’t know existed. And... I’m pushing buttons inside them...”

They moaned and Carrie moaned as well.

“Deborah, so sweet... so kind. Brooke... naughty.” Sugar giggled. “Like sweet and salty... they go together. Now, we make them love each other.”

Intense affection! Brooke and Deborah were like lovers now, but it was more. It was a sisterhood, a bond.

Carrie felt herself falling. The images poured into her mind. She was Deborah one second, Brooke the next.

No, Sugar whispered in her mind. You are Carrie. And, you will be more than them, more than most humans can even dream of. Your choice, Carrie. It will be your choice, but you already made it.

Carrie stopped falling. Sugar had anchored her in place. She was confused by the words, but comforted. Sugar was immensely powerful, but she wasn’t evil.

Sugar laughed out loud. “Hmm, you think I’m not? Little one, good and evil mean nothing to us. Only compassion versus malevolence. You know, I wouldn’t even have known the difference a while ago. But I do now. Absolute power corrupts absolutely, and you either accept that or you spend your life worrying about it. Accept that you are both good and evil but embrace compassion over malevolence.”

“You’re taking their will,” Carrie whispered as she felt the women’s freewill subverted and twisted.

“Yes.”

“It’s... wrong.”

“But, necessary. I’m giving them something more important: satisfaction.”

Carrie nodded slowly.

Sugar pulled her hands away from the women’s faces and stood up. “Untie them,” Sugar murmured. She looked drained.

Carrie undid first Deborah’s and then Brooke’s bonds.

Both women sat up and looked around the room.

Sugar took Carrie’s hand and stepped back.

Deborah and Brooke looked into each other’s eyes and burst into giggles.

Brooke got to her feet and jumped on top of Deborah. “What are you laughing at, you little slut?”

Deborah broke into a gale of laughter.

Brooke’s fingers found Deborah’s clit ring and pulled.

“Naughty bitch!” Deborah moaned and then kissed Brooke hard as the brunette’s fingers slid into her pussy.

“Finally,” Mr. Case said as he laid his phone on the dresser. He slid off his G-string exposing his still flaccid cock.

Sugar turned and smiled at him. “They aren’t complete yet. They need to be sterilized, and then they need their final ambrosia.” She held up a blue dildo with a pistol grip. “Care to do the honors?”

Case smiled, his dick growing hard as Sugar handed him the sterilizer dildo.

Carrie looked on in horror.

Sugar stroked the small of Brooke’s back. “Arch your back so your master can sterilize you, Brooke.”

Brooke moaned into Deborah’s mouth and thrust out her hips.

Case pushed the blue dildo into her wet pussy.

“Keep going till you hit her cervix,” Sugar said.

He slid it in slowly. It stopped about halfway in.

“Good. Now, pull the trigger.”

The dildo made a snapping sound.

Brooke cried out as Deborah held her in a tight embrace.

The brunette was hyperventilating.

Case watched with a wicked grin as the dildo began to slide deeper.

A moment later, it was fully embedded in her pussy.

“I’m so full,” Brooke whispered as Deborah covered her face in kisses.

“Pull it out and do Deborah,” Sugar said.

***

With both women sterilized, Case wanted to fuck them. He climbed onto the bed.

Sugar put her hand on his shoulder. “They need their Ambrosia.”

Case glanced angrily over his shoulder. “For fuck’s sake, how much longer?”

“We’ll need your DNA for the binding,” Sugar said. She looked at Carrie. “Sweetie, do you think you could make Mr. Case cum?”

“Wh... What?!” Carrie asked.

Case looked at her hungrily from the bed, his cock looked like a fireplug sticking out of his groin.

“It’s okay if you can’t. Not everyone is cut out for Whore Caste. We need accountants and lawyers as well. I’m sure I can make him cum,” Sugar said as she undid the neck of her dress exposing her big breasts. She looked into Carrie’s eyes and sent her thoughts, You can choose to be afraid of what you could be, I won’t judge you. But, you could try and feel what real power is.

Power? Are you kidding? How powerful would I be if I let him have me? Carrie thought.

Sugar smiled. Silly girl, who do you think has the power here? This imbecile? Control him, if you’re brave enough. Her eyes dared Carrie.

Carrie stared at Case. He was practically drooling.

She stood straighter, thrusting out her chest. Then she smiled and walked toward the bed, one foot in front of the other. Her hips swayed.

And, she saw it in Case’s eyes: he was dumbfounded.

She reached out without hesitating and grasped his cock.

Case groaned.

Carrie jacked him slowly, the thick cock like iron in her hand. She kept her eyes on his.

Thick precum dripped in long strands from his cock. She caught some with her fingers and lubed her hand with it, stroking him harder.

Sugar was smiling beside her. Whore Caste is not the best term for us. We are sirens. Sex goddesses and gods. See how we manipulate them? Even Professional Caste like Case - oh, he believes he’s a Junior Whoremaster, but he will never be one of us. We are love, and someone like Case could never be that.

Carrie smiled. “Cum, Mr. Case.”

And, to her amazement, he did. Case groaned as his cum spurted out.

Sugar caught some in her hand. “Very nice.” She held the cum in her left hand and pulled a jar out of her purse. “Open this, please?”

Carrie smiled at Case and licked a drop of cum from her own hand. Then she took the jar and opened it.

Sugar held her left hand over the mouth of the jar and let the thick cum drip into it. Then she licked off the excess and replaced the lid.

She shook the jar and opened it again.

She smiled down at the girls who had stopped fingering each other and were completely engrossed in watching what was happening between Carrie, Sugar, and Case. “Ladies, this is your Transformative Ambrosia. It is infused with your master’s cum. Once you drink it? You will be immortal. And, you will be Mr. Case’s property for all eternity. You will be Brooke di Case and Deborah di Case. Your old lives will be over.”

The girls clung to each other and stared at the milky liquid in the jar.

“Do you want to be owned?”

“Yes,” Deborah whispered.

“Yes,” Brooke agreed.

Sugar smiled. “Then drink.”

The girls took the jar and poured the contents into each other’s mouths.

A moment later, they dropped the jar on the bed and fell convulsing into each other’s arms.

Case stared at them.

“They’ll come around in a few minutes. They belong to you, Mr. Case. Body and soul.” Sugar picked up the jar and put it back in her purse in a Zip Lock bag. “Come along, Carrie.”

They stepped out into the afternoon sun.

Carrie squinted as Sugar closed the motel room door behind them. Hours had passed, but it seemed like only minutes.

“You have questions,” Sugar said.

“How can you live with what you did to Brooke and Deborah?”

“What? You mean when I made them immortal? Or, was it when I made them into sex goddesses?”

“When you took away their will!”

“Oh, that. What would have happened to Brooke and Deborah if I hadn’t?”

Carrie shrugged. “I don’t...”

“Mr. Case would have dialed a number on his cellphone and brought in Religious Caste. They would have used hypnosis drugs to do an approximation of what I just did, because as powerful as Bishops and Mother Superiors are? They can’t do what White Witches do. Oh, they’re amazingly good at torture - inflicting pain is their religion.”

“So, you’re the lesser evil?”

Sugar sighed. “I hope. If you want to know about how barbaric Religious Caste is? Ask your lover Christine.”

Carrie frowned. “What do you mean?”

“Christine McGee was brutalized by a Bishop named Styx. He didn’t seduce and gently mind control her the way I just did for Brooke and Deborah. He tortured and terrorized her, then he pumped her full of hypnosis drugs and indoctrinated her. It took hard work from Nathan and another MILF Whore to bring her back.”

Carrie stared at her. “I... didn’t know.”

“Well, now you do.” Sugar took Carrie’s hands. “The world is going to change. The Church is coming.”

“A war is coming,” Carrie whispered remembering what she saw in Sugar’s head before.

“I hope not, Carrie. We don’t want a war. But, sides have to be chosen. Everyone has to choose a side.”

“I... I want to be Professional Caste.”

Sugar nodded. “And, I want you to be one of the most powerful beings to ever walk the earth.”

Carrie shook her head. “You want... no! I’m not like you!”

“You’re smart - smarter than me. You think a normal person can pick up on my telepathy the way you do? You think a normal person can follow my thoughts right back into my head? Not one person in a thousand could do that.”

“You want soldiers in a war! I don’t want to be a warrior. I don’t want to fight.”

Sugar smiled. “Last night, you picked up a lead pipe to protect your friend. You held off a Church agent who could have twisted you into a pretzel and a MILF Whore who could have scrambled your brain with her hypno-eyes. If you were a man, we’d be making you a Whoremaster right now. You might not want to be a warrior, baby, but you are one. I think you’ll be one of the most powerful White Witches since Maria Marapova.”

Carrie pulled away. “I’ll be evil. I’ll actually start to enjoy the things we did in that motel room!”

“You already did enjoy those things.”

Carrie’s eyes widened. “No! I...”

“Carrie, I can read non-transformed minds pretty well. You were completely turned on in there.”

Carrie turned away. It was true. She had been turned on by all of it. The transformation of Brooke and Deborah, the mind control, even Case’s domination of them.

But, the thing that turned her on the most was taking control of Case.

Sugar had told her the truth: she had power over him in that room.

And, it was intoxicating.

Sugar’s hands grasped her shoulders from behind. “I want to make you a goddess. You already have a goddess’s body - let me give you the powers to match.”

***

Carrie lay on her back on a motel bed. She could hear Case fucking Brooke and Deborah on the other side of the thin wall.

Sugar sat on the bed beside her. She opened her bag and pulled out another jar.

Carrie eyed it warily. “Transformative Ambrosia?”

Sugar nodded. “White Witch formula. It’s pure. Do you want to be bound to someone? I just need some of their DNA...”

“No. Unbound. I want to be unbound.”

Sugar smiled. “Not even Mark?”

Carrie smiled back. “I’m already bound to him.”

Sugar nodded. “You’re lucky.”

“No Mr. Sugar Tits?” Carrie asked.

Sugar laughed. “Well, I’m bound to my Whoremaster Ray - but, he’s in love with a robot.”

Carrie stared at her. “What?!”

“It’s a long story. Ray and I love each other, but we’re not in love. I think you understand that, don’t you?”

She thought about Christine and smiled. “Yeah. I do.”

Sugar stroked Carrie’s hair. “All you have to do is drink, only... quite often, when a White Witch is created, she has... visions.”

“Visions?”

“Yes. Sometimes we see the future... well, we think it’s the future. Maybe it’s just a dream. We don’t know... but, whatever you see? Only share it with other White Witches. We don’t want Religious Caste to know what we see.”

“But, I mean it can’t be the actual future, right? It’s just an hallucination?”

Sugar shrugged. “People say it can be pretty realistic. At the beginning, we usually saw Morpheus, but now? The visions are different.”

“How?”

Sugar shook her head and smiled. “Better to see for yourself.” She opened the lid on the jar.

Carrie licked her lips. “You won’t leave me, right?”

Sugar smiled. “Never.”

“Okay.”

Sugar tilted the jar to her lips.

The liquid poured into her mouth and fireworks went off in her mind. She felt like she was being electrocuted and having an orgasm at the same time.

Sugar took the jar away. “Anything?”

“Feels amazing.” She felt strong and her mind was racing in a dozen different directions.

“No vision?”

“No, I just feel...” Her mouth clamped shut as ever muscle in her body seized.

“Carrie!”

The room went black.

***

The room was shaking and there was a rumbling sound coming from somewhere under her. Carrie had her eyes clamped shut.

“Second stage ignition. Freedom is 100 nautical miles downrange,” a voice said in her ear above the rumble.

“Altitude 97,000 feet.”

Carrie opened her eyes. Something glass was over her face and she was hyperventilating. She was lying on her back in a seat.

“Golly, Carrie, I’m totes scared!” Cheryl said.

She looked to her right. Her friend was sitting beside her wearing a space helmet and a clear plastic spacesuit. Cheryl had a death grip on Carrie’s gloved right hand.

Tank sat to Cheryl’s right, holding Cheryl’s other gloved hand. “It’s okay, baby. Ray’s got this.”

“Just breathe,” Mark said.

She turned to her left.

Mark was smiling beside her, pressing his glass helmet against hers, his gloved hand squeezing hers.

It was a spaceship filled with row after row of people.

They were all transformed.

She was pressed back against the chair by the acceleration.

High above, she could see two Whoremasters at the controls.

“Altitude 110,000 feet.”

She looked down her body and gasped when she saw her very pregnant belly. “Pregnant. I’m pregnant,” she whispered.

“Ain’t we all,” Cheryl giggled. Her own bare belly showed through her transparent spacesuit and she looked ready to pop.

A man floated above Carrie, and he smiled down at her.

But, that wasn’t possible, the g-forces should have sent him crashing down.

Instead, he floated, his brown hair swirling from an unseen wind. He had kind eyes. “Hello, Carrie.”

“Hi,” she whispered.

“What did you say?” Mark asked.

She looked at Mark.

“He can’t see me,” the floating man said. “My name is Adam.”

“Where are we going?” Carrie whispered.

“The beginning... sorry, being a god means you say cryptic things a lot.”

“Carrie, are you okay?” Mark asked.

She nodded.

Adam’s face was inches above her helmet. “Tell her.”

“Tell her what? Tell who?”

Adam smiled. “Angela. Tell Angela she will always be my angel. I will never abandon her. Tell her for me?”

“I don’t know an Angela.”

He laughed. “Of course, you do.” He floated away. “When you’re immortal, there are so many beginnings. Few endings, but infinite beginnings. Time to go back to yours. Be brave, Carrie. I have someplace to be.”
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***

Carrie sat bolt upright. “Wait!” She was hyperventilating.

Sugar wrapped her arms around her. “It’s okay. Carrie? It’s over. You’re back.”

“Spaceship. I saw a spaceship. God, I was in it.”

“A spaceship?” Sugar whispered.

Carrie nodded. “I was going somewhere in a fucking spaceship... that couldn’t be right, could it? I mean, where would I be going? It was a ship filled with the transformed. Mark was there, and my friends Cheryl and Tank, and a whole lot of other people.”

“O... Okay.”

Carrie touched her stomach. “We were pregnant. Cheryl and I were pregnant... and somehow, I knew my baby was Mark’s, and Cheryl’s was Tank’s.”

“Pregnant?! That can’t be right. We can’t...”

“I know. Maybe it was just some kind of hallucination.”

“Maybe,” Sugar agreed.

Carrie laughed. “I mean, part of it was completely impossible. The rocket engines were running, and I was pressed into my seat, but this guy named Adam was just floating in midair...”

Sugar went pale. “What? Who did you say?”

“He said his name was Adam. He said he was a god.”

Sugar stared at her open mouthed. “Did he say anything else?”

“Do you know this Adam?” Carrie asked.

“No. But, others have seen him. I... what did he say?”

“I asked him where we were going, and he said, ‘the beginning’. And, he said to tell Angela that she would always be his angel and he would never abandon her. Do you know who Angela is?”

Sugar stared at her.

“Sugar? Do you know an Angela?”

Sugar nodded slowly.

“Who is she?”

Sugar licked her lips. “Me. I’m Angela.”

“You’re Angela? But you don’t know him?”

Sugar shook her head.

“How can that be? Do you think he meant a different ‘Angela’?”

“I don’t know,” Sugar said. “What did he look like?”

“Tall, brown hair, handsome, maybe a few years older than me. When he looked at me, I just felt... at ease. Does he sound familiar?” Carrie asked.

“No. I’ve never met this person.”

“Okay, well...” Carrie stared at Sugar. “Oh, God.”

“What? Did you remember something else?” Sugar asked.

“I... love you.”

Sugar laughed.

“No, really, Sugar. I love you. And, Christine. Mark, of course, but Nathan as well. And, Cheryl and Tank. Oh, my God.” Carrie burst into tears. “What’s wrong with me? Am I high?”

Sugar nodded. “Sort of.” She hugged Carrie against her. “It’s an empathy from transformation. All Whore Caste get it to a degree. Maybe it’s to temper the evil.”

Carrie sobbed. “Am I always going to be a blubbering mess like this?”

Sugar kissed the top of her head. “No. You’ll adjust. It...”

“...passes after a while,” Carrie said. Suddenly, Carrie could complete Sugar’s thoughts for her.

Sugar smiled and stared into her eyes. Yeah, it’s like that, Sugar thought.

“I can read your mind... how? I thought when you were transformed...”

“White Witches can communicate telepathically. Only with each other. Carrie, no one knows we can do this. It’s our secret, you mustn’t let anyone else know about the power. Not even Christine or Mark.”

“I won’t. The white room I saw in your head?”

Sugar nodded. “It’s a telepathic construct, a way for us to meet in private. Even among the White Witches, only a select few know about the white room. You mustn’t talk about it.”

“You have a lot of rules,” Carrie said as she snuggled against Sugar.

“Yes. A few. One for instance: you have to wear white from now on.”

Carrie laughed. “Too bad. I really like this red latex outfit.”

“Oh, I thought you might.” She took the neck of Carrie’s halter in two fingers and squeezed.

Carrie watched as the red latex turned brilliant white.

“Hey! You knew I would choose to become a White Witch, didn’t you?”

“Not too many turn us down.” Similar pinches to the skirt and the boots rendered them the same shade of white.

“Also, this is for you.” She held up a white latex choker with a platinum inverted pentagram medallion. “Part of the uniform.”

Carrie leaned forward and Sugar fastened it around her neck. She stared at the medallion. “What now?”

“Lunch. I’m starving,” Sugar said.

“You mean lunch out? I can’t go into public wearing this. I mean this motel is one thing.”

Sugar kissed her. “Trust me.”

***

“I want a double cheeseburger with extra bacon and cheese, loaded tater tots, a large coke, oh, and a chocolate shake,” Sugar said. “And, do you have pie?”

The haggard waitress nodded. “Yes, Ma’am, we have cherry, apple, and lemon meringue.”

“Can I get a piece of each?” Sugar asked.

“Sure.”

Carrie stared at Sugar from the other side of the booth. “You’re going to eat all of that?”

Sugar smiled and nodded. “Aren’t you hungry?”

“If I ate that much, I’d be big as a house,” Carrie whispered.

“No, actually, you won’t. Your metabolism is through the roof. You can eat twice what I ordered and not gain an ounce.”

The waitress looked from Sugar to Carrie and back in confusion.

“Forget I said that,” Sugar said.

The waitress’s eyes glazed over. “I’m sorry, Ma’am. Did you say something?”

“No,” Sugar said with a smile.

“I’ll... have what she’s having,” Carrie said.

The waitress walked away, and Carrie’s eyes were drawn to the girl’s hips swaying in the tight pink outfit. She shook her head. “God, not only am I super horny, I’m an absolute lech. I feel like a frat boy.”

Sugar laughed. “So, you like looking at pretty girls now? There’s no crime in that.”

“There are several crimes in what I want to do to her,” Carrie groaned. “I have the urge to...”

“Transform her?” Sugar said.

“Yes! God, I want to... modify her. Change the way she thinks and looks.”

“And, make her happy?” Sugar asked.

Carrie nodded. “I do. If you weren’t here to stop me, I might... God, I don’t know what I might do to her, to everyone in the diner.” She looked around the restaurant at the people talking and laughing, eating salads, burgers, and sandwiches. 

She wanted to turn the room into an orgy.

Sugar laughed. “Tempting, isn’t it?”

Carrie grinned wickedly. “Let’s do it.”

Sugar took her hand. “No. You’re still high from transformation. We can hurt people, Carrie. Trust me, I know what I’m talking about. I created a few monsters my first day - they still haunt me. That’s why we don’t just make White Witches and walk away anymore. Tomorrow, you’re going to be paired with a White Witch named Lisa. She’s going to be your mentor.”

“Did she make any monsters?” Carrie asked.

Sugar raised her eyebrows. “She destroyed entire families.”

Carrie nodded.

“You can learn from our mistakes.”

Carrie took another look around the room. “It would be fun though.”

“Oh, I didn’t say we couldn’t have fun,” Sugar said and winked.

The waitress brought their sodas.

Carrie looked up at her. She was haggard looking, but not as old as Carrie had thought in the beginning. She had dark circles under her light green eyes and unkempt curly red hair. Her face had a sadness to it.

“Go ahead,” Sugar said.

“What?” Carrie asked.

“Her.”

“How?”

“Take her hand,” Sugar said.

“I’m sorry? What?” the girl asked. Her nametag said Roxy.

Carrie reached out and grabbed the girl’s hand.

She tried to pull away.

“Calm,” Carrie said.

Roxy stopped struggling.

“Sit beside me,” Carrie said.

“I... can’t... the boss doesn’t let us sit when we’re on shift,” Roxy said. Her eyes were half closed.

Sugar stood up. “Who’s your boss?” She looked around the restaurant.

“Bill, he’s at the register.”

Carrie craned her neck. A heavy set bald man was staring toward them.

“Bill, Roxy is going to sit here with us. That’s okay, isn’t it?” Sugar said over the din of the crowd.

Bill stared at her blankly for a moment. Then he smiled. “Yeah, sure. That’s fine. I’ll cover her tables.”

Sugar sat down. “Proceed.”

“Sit beside me, Roxy.”

The redhead shook her head slowly. “N... No, I don’t want to.”

“Stronger, Carrie. She can’t resist you. You’re giving her too much leeway,” Sugar said.

“Sit beside me, Roxy,” Carrie said. She pushed with her mind. 

Roxy’s eyes fluttered shut and she sat down beside Carrie, still holding her hand.

“That’s better,” Carrie said.

“Much better,” Sugar agreed. “Look inside her mind. She’s very afraid right now. She can’t understand why she can’t make herself walk away.”

Carrie squeezed Roxy’s hand. “No, Roxy, don’t be afraid. I won’t hurt you. I promise.”

“Better,” Sugar said. “Now, you need to go inside her mind - gently! This is very invasive. It’s the same thing as penetrating her for the first time.”

“I know.” Carrie whispered.

A couple at the next table were staring at them.

Sugar looked at them and smiled. “Your girlfriend wants to try anal, but she’s afraid you’ll think she’s weird. Take her back to your apartment and show her she’s wrong.”

The couple appeared to nod off. Then the man sat up and shook his head. “Check, please?”

Carrie giggled. “You’re terrible. Does she really want to try anal?” Carrie whispered.

Sugar shrugged. “She does now. Continue.”

Carrie looked into Roxy’s eyes. She felt herself fall into the green irises. “Roxanne... Dumont. Twenty-three. Single... no, a boyfriend. She wants to get married. He’s hesitant.” Carrie frowned. “Show me your wrist.”

Roxy looked half asleep. She raised her free hand above the table revealing black and green bruises in a ring around her slim wrist.

“No, no, no,” Carrie mumbled. “No. He is not sorry, Roxy. And, no, getting married and getting pregnant won’t help that.”

Roxy whimpered.

“He’s mostly verbally abusive...”

“But, he’s evolving,” Sugar said.

“Yes. She’s so timid...”

“They like timid. Men like her boyfriend look for timid,” Sugar said.

“Let’s go hurt him,” Carrie whispered. And, she could. Her mind filled with images of tortures that would have made the Spanish Inquisition look tame.

“No. If we started going after every asshole in the world, we wouldn’t have time to save the world. But, we can save her.”

Carrie reached out with her free hand and caressed Roxy’s face. “She thinks she’s ugly. For fuck’s sake...”

“Low self-esteem. Fix it.”

Carrie closed her eyes. Then she opened them. “Should I? Is it right?”

Sugar laughed. “There are no right or wrong answers, Carrie. Let her go, if you want.”

Carrie shook her head. “No. No way.” She stared intently into Roxy’s eyes. “You’re beautiful. And, you know that. You’re not vain, but you’re not going to delude yourself into thinking you’re ugly, either.”

Roxy sat up a little taller.

“What do you want to change in her, Carrie?” Sugar asked.

Carrie shook her head. “No. Roxy, what do you want to change?”

“Interesting,” Sugar whispered.

“Short. I’m short,” Roxy whispered.

“We can fix that.” Sugar opened her purse and pulled out a vial of Gam Grow and a syringe.

A man two tables over stared at Sugar’s hands.

She looked at him. “Insulin. Ignore it. Better yet, go jack off in the men’s room.”

The man nodded and left his table.

“Wicked,” Carrie giggled.

“Mind control can be very entertaining.” She handed a syringe to Carrie. “In the thigh. You have to go through to the bone.”

Carrie nodded.

“Imagine her leg is totally numb before you inject her. Let go of her hand and touch her temple instead - the closer you are to her brain the better.”

“Okay.” She touched Roxy’s temple and imagined that Roxy’s left thigh was numb.

Carrie took the syringe in her left hand.

“It’s important to keep thinking about her leg being numb - if you’re afraid it will hurt her? It will hurt her. Understand?”

“Yes.” She held the needle in her fist and brought it down on her thigh.

“Don’t stop. All the way,” Sugar said.

The bone made a crunching sound when the needle hit it.

“Now inject.”

She squeezed the plunger and sent the Gam Grow into her thigh.

“She’ll be four inches taller in an hour - at least one leg will be,” Sugar said.

Carrie pulled the needle straight out and laid it on the table.

Sugar covered the empty syringe with a napkin. Then she handed a second full syringe to Carrie. “Now the other leg.”

Carrie almost jumped out of her skin when Bill showed up at their table with their orders.

He stared in confusion at Roxy and the syringe in Carrie’s hand.

“Nothing to see here. Just give us our food and go back to the register,” Carrie said.

He blinked. “Will there be anything else?”

“No, thank you,” Sugar said.

He turned and walked away.

Sugar picked up her burger and took a bite. “Keep going. I’ll setup the shots.”

***

By the time they finished eating, Roxy was barely recognizable. She was four inches taller with wider hips and a narrower waist. Her breasts were a healthy DD. She had also been slutified.

The injections after her thighs had required Sugar to put everyone in the diner to sleep for four minutes.

Roxy sat quietly by Carrie’s side as Carrie and Sugar ate.

As Carrie downed the last of her shake, she ran her fingers through Roxy’s hair. “What happens to her now?”

Sugar smiled. “Whatever you want. I can send her to Stallion’s. They’ll ship her off to Havana to the Whore Market. Most likely she’ll end up in a household - we call them Orgy Whores. Full time party girls. It’ll be like a permanent beach vacation for her.”

“Oh... can... I mean can she just be her? Can’t she just stay here and live her life?”

“Just as a sex goddess?”

“Yeah.”

Sugar smiled. “For a while. Until the Church takes over.”

“I don’t want her going back to that dick.”

“Absolutely not. We don’t tolerate people who hurt Whore Caste.” She reached over the table and took Roxy’s hand. “You’ve looked inside her head and let her change anything she wanted about herself. Now comes the difficult part - changing her mind.”

“Do we have to?” Carrie asked. “I mean, she just got her dream body. Maybe she doesn’t need any modifications to her mind.”

“Maybe not. But, what if we had used that logic with you? What if we didn’t influence you? Would you have been happy just having a perfect body?”

Carrie frowned. “I... I didn’t think about that.” She looked at Roxy and smiled. “I mean. We could just change a few things.” She bit her lower lip.

“Not here,” Sugar said. She stood up. “I can’t put the restaurant to sleep that long.”

“Where are we going?”

“Ladies room.” 

Sugar and Carrie walked back to the restroom with Roxy between them.

The restroom was empty.

Sugar locked the door behind them.

Carrie stood close to Roxy and smiled. “Kiss me.”

Roxy blinked. “No. I’m not gay.”

Carrie laughed. “Neither am I. Kiss me. You’ve wanted to all your life - kiss a girl. You want to know what it feels like. I’ll show you.”

“Her thoughts or yours?” Sugar said as she hopped up on the row of sinks and sat down.

“Does it matter?” Carrie said with a smirk.

“Nasty girl.”

Carrie laughed. “Kiss me, Roxy. A nice, long, soul kiss.”

Roxy leaned forward and put her arms around Carrie’s neck.

Roxy turned her head to the side and Carrie kissed her, tasting the girl’s full red lips. She eased her tongue inside Roxy’s mouth, finding her small tongue and playing with it.

“You two want to be alone?” Sugar asked.

Carrie looked at Sugar, lust burning inside her. “Don’t you dare leave.”

“Hmm, in that case?” Sugar spread her legs and the rubber dress slid up her thighs. Her pussy was wet and dripping.

Carrie winked. “Look, Roxy. Isn’t Sugar beautiful?”

“I... guess.”

“She’s beautiful. All women are. Men too. You don’t have to be a good girl anymore. You can be naughty. Let your mind go,” Carrie whispered.

“I think you’re getting the hang of this,” Sugar said as she slowly stroked her clit with two fingers of her right hand.

Carrie took Roxy’s hand and led her to stand between Sugar’s thighs. She let go of Roxy’s hand and moved around behind her. She raised her hands to Roxy’s temples. “She’s very pretty, isn’t she, Roxy?”

“Yes,” Roxy whispered.

Sugar put her arms around Roxy’s neck and scooted forward.

“You liked kissing me, didn’t you, Roxy?” Carrie asked.

“Yes,” Roxy said.

“You’ll like kissing Sugar as well. Go on. Try it.”

Roxy leaned forward and Sugar kissed her.

“That’s right,” Carrie said as she pulled down the zipper on the back of Roxie’s dress.

The girl began helping, shrugging it off her shoulders as Sugar kissed her fervently.

It fell to the tile bathroom floor.

Carrie unhooked the simple white bra the girl wore and laughed - her DD breasts had overstuffed the B cup bra, and, once free, her breasts shoved out of the cups on their own.

Carrie eased it off her arms and tossed it in the wastebasket.

The girl’s Ambrosia was coming in quickly and she dribbled a few small drops from her nipples.

Sugar stopped kissing her and opened her purse. She pulled out two inverted pentagram nipple clamps and clipped them in place. “You’ll need to wear these or you’ll wet your blouses,” Sugar whispered.

Roxy moaned. “Yes... Mistress.”

Sugar smiled. “Such a good girl.” She kissed Roxy again.

Carrie took a step back and looked at the white cotton panties stretched across the girl’s ass. They looked ready to rip, and her juices had rendered the back and crotch almost transparent. “No more panties for you,” she whispered in Roxy’s ear. Then she reached down and tore the back of the panties in half.

Roxy moaned into Sugar’s mouth as Carrie ripped the panties again and finally tossed the shredded cloth into the waste bin.

The girl had sparse red pubic hair.

Carrie rummaged in Sugar’s purse till she found a bottle of green liquid. She poured some in her hand and warmed it. Then she reached between Roxy’s legs and applied the liquid to the girl’s crotch from just below her navel to her anus.

Roxy squirmed against Carrie’s hands as she massaged. Carrie made sure to massage the depilatory deep into all Roxy’s folds.

The red pubic hair began to slide off.

Carrie took a few handfuls of paper towels and began wiping the green liquid away. All the remaining hair came with it, leaving Roxy’s sex smooth and wet.

Carrie tossed the paper towels in the trash and then stood up behind Roxy again. She put her hands back on Roxy’s temples as the girl kissed Sugar. “You’re bisexual. It’s a lot more fun. You’ll see. You’re also done with your fiancé. Nobody gets to hurt you anymore. When you leave work today, get your friends together and get them to go with you back to your apartment. Get your stuff and leave.”

Sugar stopped kissing Roxy. “And, if he ever lays a hand on you again? You’re going to find out your new body is a lot stronger than it used to be. You break his arm - don’t kill him, but break his arm. Understand?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Good girl.” Sugar put her hands on Roxy’s shoulders and pushed her down to her knees.

Roxy stared at Sugar’s pussy.

“Go on. You know you want to, Roxy,” Carrie said as she ran her nails across Roxy’s back.

Roxy closed her eyes and kissed Sugar’s cunt.

A moment later, she began kissing and sucking Sugar’s clit.

“God, so good,” Sugar whispered as she wrapped her fingers in Roxy’s hair. She pushed her harder against her pussy.

Carrie retrieved the sterilizer dildo from Sugar’s purse.

Sugar smiled at her and winked.

Carrie knelt behind Roxy. She pushed the blue dildo against Roxy’s pussy.

The girl moaned into Sugar’s pussy. “What are you doing?”

“Loving you. Just relax. You’re going to fuck a lot of guys from here on out. Can’t have you getting some weird disease. You want me to do this, Roxy.”

“Y... Yes. I want you to do it,” Roxy whispered.

“See?” Carrie slid the dildo inside.

Roxy rotated her hips and rocked them down, taking the dildo as deep as she could.

“Right there.”

Click!

Roxy cried out and Sugar stroked her hair. “It’s okay. It’s all over now.”

Carrie held the pistol grip firmly.

The dildo slid forward.

Roxy gasped.

“Don’t stop eating her pussy, Roxy. You want to make her cum, don’t you?” Carrie asked as the dildo slid deeper and deeper.

“Ooo! Oh, God!”

Roxy came, her lube squirting around the dildo and pooling on the floor between her legs.

“Suck, girl,” Sugar moaned as she pushed Roxy’s face firmly against her crotch.

Roxy licked and sucked harder.

“Yes! Oh, God!” Sugar came, wetting the waitress’s face with her juices.

Carrie slowly pulled the huge dildo out of Roxy’s pussy and smiled up at Sugar.

***

Carrie zipped up Roxy’s dress. The fabric was stretched tight over the waitress’s new curves and she was showing a mile of legs. “Remember, don’t go back to your apartment alone. You have friends who can go with you, don’t you?”

“Yes, Mistress,” Roxy said.

Carrie stroked her cheek. “You don’t have to call me that.”

“She does,” Sugar said as she applied lipstick to Roxy’s lips. “Get used to being called ‘Mistress’.”

Sugar finished applying the lipstick and handed Roxy a card. “This is my card.”

“Stallion’s Adult Video?” Roxy asked as she read it.

“Yes. Now, if you get into trouble or even if something scares you? Either call that number or just go there. Tell them Sugar sent you. You’re not alone.”

She smiled. “Thank you, Mistress.”

They led her out into the restaurant.

People turned and looked at the three of them.

Mouths dropped open.

“What are they staring at?” Roxy asked.

“You,” Carrie said. “They’re staring at you.”

***

“Whoo! That was amazing!” Carrie yelled and danced in the parking lot. “Let’s do it again! I want to fix more people.”

Sugar laughed. “Get in the car, you nutcase.”

“How do you do it? How do you control yourself? We can do so much good.”

“And bad. We can do a lot of bad,” Sugar reminded her as she opened her car door.

Carrie hopped in beside her. “It’s like a drug. We see broken people and we fix them.”

“Sometimes they’re not broken. Roxy wasn’t broken. She just hadn’t found her way yet. We took that choice away from her.”

“For the better! I mean, she’s like Super Roxy now. She’s empowered!”

“But, it wasn’t her choice. What about Brooke and Deborah, did we fix them?”

Carrie groaned. “No, but that wasn’t our fault. We had to do that to keep Case happy...”

“And, what happens when his usefulness comes to an end? Believe me, it will. What happens to Brooke and Deborah? Hmm? Worse, what happens if they suddenly comprehend what we did to them? We’ll pay for all these transgressions, Carrie.”

“So, you’re saying we shouldn’t transform them?” Carrie asked as Sugar drove them back to the suburbs.

“No. We have to. I have faith that we really are saving the world - if nothing else? We’re saving it from the Religious Caste.” She reached over and took Carrie’s hand. “We just have to think before we act and know that everytime we change someone, there are consequences. We have godlike powers, but we aren’t gods. Remember that.”

***

Carrie walked up the driveway to Christine’s house.

Sugar had made Carrie one of the most powerful creatures on earth, but she had also made her terrified of that power.

She unlocked the front door to find Christine waiting for her.

The older woman looked her up and down. “Wow. I guess I have to call you Mistress now, huh?”

“No, you don’t.” She pulled Christine into her arms and kissed her for almost a minute.

Christine smiled at her. “That was nice.”

“I love you.”

“I know. I love you too.”

Carrie looked behind her and saw Mark staring at her. She held out her hand.

“You’re a White Witch,” he whispered.

“Still want me?” She asked.

He nodded.

“Good.”

He took her hand and kissed her.

Carrie stood holding the two of them close. She kissed Christine again.

Then Christine kissed Mark.

“You just going to stand there?” Carrie asked as she smiled at Nathan.

He was staring at the three of them from the kitchen doorway.

“No. I’m not,” Nathan said. He walked to them and kissed Carrie, then his wife.

“Dinner?” Christine asked as they clung to each other in the hallway.

Carrie shook her head. “How about we just go to bed?”

They all smiled.

***

Sister Elizabeth watched as Bishop Leviathan pushed a large chrome buttplug into the oldest Reynolds daughter, Kathleen. She was bound naked with leather straps over a spanking bench, her backside red with welts from Levi’s attention.

The other members of the Reynolds family were shackled to the walls, with the exception of the eunuch father, Martin.

He stood nearby, his expression blank.

“He never touches me now,” Elizabeth whispered.

Sister Illia stood beside her, her dark eyes regarding Elizabeth. “You sound disappointed.”

“Of course, I am.”

“He tortures you and you enjoy it?”

“Don’t you?”

Illia smirked. “I will be tortured by no man. Or, woman.”

“You should try it sometime.”

“What an odd little creature you are,” Illia laughed.

“Styx opened my eyes. I think I was always like this, he just brought it to the surface.”

***

“Is it what you thought it would be?” Christine moaned.

She and Carrie were kneeling on the bed facing each other.

Mark stood on the floor behind Carrie, thrusting into her.

“Y... Yes,” Carrie moaned and then kissed Christine.

Nathan fucked Christine, matching his thrusts into her to Mark’s thrusts into Carrie.

Carrie was near her third orgasm when Mark abruptly pulled out.

“Wha...? No,” she groaned. But, then she gasped as Mark and Nathan changed places.

Mark winked and slid his cock into Christine.

“Oh, God, yes!” Christine laughed.

Carrie squealed as Nathan filled her in a single stroke.

Watching her lover fuck Christine sent her over the edge and she screamed.

Nathan held her tight, leaving his thick cock deep inside her as she orgasmed.

He gently rolled her over. She was still impaled on his cock.

She lay back on the bed, smiling at Nathan.

He thrust into her slowly.

“Unnh,” she groaned.

Christine crawled over top of her, Mark still deep in Christine’s pussy.

She settled into a 69 over Carrie, and Carrie immediately began sucking and licking Christine’s clit.

Nathan pushed Christine’s face down, forcing her to lick Carrie.

Mark was thrusting in and out, his balls slapping against Carrie’s forehead.

She stopped him with her hand and forced him out of Christine’s pussy.

She pushed Mark’s cock up and Christine moaned.

“Fuck her ass,” Carrie whispered.

Mark’s cock pushed against Christine’s other opening.

Christine cried out as her anus opened, letting Mark slide deep inside.

Carrie plunged her tongue into Christine’s ass, setting up a rhythm with Mark’s ass fuck.

She giggled and squirmed as she felt Nathan pull out of her pussy. She wasn’t surprised when she felt him probing at her backside a moment later.

He pushed in slowly, deliciously.

“Fuck! Oh, fuck, yes!” Christine laughed. Then she attacked Carrie’s clit, even biting it gently.

“Fuck Christine’s ass hard, Mark,” Nathan said. “Since she was turned, she can’t get enough.”

Mark thrust faster.

Carrie felt her orgasm growing and then it struck, she screamed into Christine’s pussy, feeling her orgasm as well.

The men pulled out their cocks and suddenly her face was coated with Mark’s cum.

She laughed and smiled, knowing that Christine was getting her own facial from Nathan.

“Suck,” Mark commanded.

She smiled and sucked his cock into her mouth.

***

The McGee’s bed was Whore Caste ready - big enough to accommodate eight comfortably, thirteen in a pinch.

So, there was plenty of room for the four of them.

Mark spooned Carrie a few feet from where Christine slept in Nathan’s arms.

“What’s it like? Being a White Witch?” Mark whispered.

Carrie snuggled back against him. “It’s... like I love everyone. All the transformed. I care about them. Humans, though... I get scared when I think about humans. They seem less than us. That really frightens me, Mark. I could be a really bad person if I wanted.”

He kissed her neck. “No, you wouldn’t...”

“You don’t understand. I want to do wicked things. I can’t be alone around normals. The power...”

“What’s the power like?” Mark whispered.

“When I was a kid, Mom and Dad took us to Hoover Dam. We went to the generator room. I remember feeling this rumbling under my feet, all that power from the water spinning those turbines. That’s what it’s like. All this power is running through me, making me vibrate. I feel like I could do anything. That scares me and excites me at the same time.”

“Don’t be afraid. I’m here with you.”

She stroked his arm. “I know. Tomorrow, I’m supposed to meet another White Witch, Lisa something or other.”

“Lisa Moore. I met her, and her wife and husband.”

Carrie laughed. “Nothing’s normal anymore, is it?”

“No. Are you okay with that?”

She nodded. “Better than I thought I would be. Everything is new and exciting... very exciting. Perverted and exciting.”

He reached down and began playing with her clit.

“You’re... okay... sharing me?” Carrie moaned as she laid her head back on him.

“So far. I can’t promise how long that will last.”

She rolled over and kissed him. “We’re lucky. You know that?”

“I do know that,” he said, but he sounded unsure.

“I talked to Sugar today for a long time. She has a coven, and she’s joined with a Whoremaster named Ray. They love each other, but they’re not in love. She’s the loneliest person I’ve ever met. I mean, she fucks like we fucked with Christine and Nathan every day, but she’s lonely.” She kissed him. “I’m in love with you. If I had to give up the kinky stuff to keep you? I would. This is like, I don’t know, just spice, but my real connection is with you. Does that make sense?”

He smiled. “Yeah, actually, it does. I feel the same way.”

“So, we can be soulmates and spicy at the same time?”

“Yeah, I think we can.” He rolled on top of her and slid his cock into her wet pussy.

***

Madison was being watched, and it was scaring the shit out of her. Outside the former Alpha Omicron Phi sorority house that Madison now called home, Church agents were stationed at each corner. She watched them from her third-floor window.

The Church had bought Alpha Omicron Phi after the sorority had been dissolved - all the sisters had been lost in a tragic boating accident a few months ago.

Of course, there had been no accident, nor had there been a boat for that matter.

Lisa Chase Moore had transformed all thirty-eight women living in Alpha Omicron Phi into Whore Caste, along with the house mother. All were now giggling bimbos working the Havana streets.

The transformed now used the Alpha Omicron Phi house as living quarters and meeting space.

Madison and Donny lived there, as well as Lisa, Belynda, and Jason Moore.

This morning, the house was under siege.

Donny had flown out last night to help setup a west coast brothel, not that Madison wanted him involved. She loved Donny, but he had no idea she was an immune. He wouldn’t understand any of this.

Madison went across the hall from her room and knocked on the door.

Jason opened the door naked - clothing was optional inside Alpha Omicron Phi. “Hey.”

“Is Belynda in?”

“Right here, Maddie,” Belynda said from inside.

Jason stepped to the side.

Lisa was just coming out of the shower.

Belynda was topless and just pulling up her tight leather leggings. “What’s the matter?”

Madison looked at her three friends. “I... need to tell you something.”

***

“Jesus!” Jason snapped. “Jesus fucking Christ!” He was pacing back and forth and shaking his head.

“Amor, please, this isn’t helping,” Belynda said.

Lisa took Jason’s hand. “We need to calm down.”

“She’s a traitor,” Jason said pointing at Madison.

Madison stared at the floor. She had told them about being in the resistance and helping smuggle immunes out of the country.

However, she had left out two key pieces: one, that she was an immune herself, and two, that Demona was her accomplice.

“Maddie is not a traitor,” Lisa said. “Her heart is in the right place. Her brain is a little fucked...”

“Thanks a lot,” Madison groaned.

“Did you kill Styx?” Jason asked.

Madison sighed and looked away.

“Fuck me,” Jason whispered. “Goddamn it, Maddie, they’ll fucking kill you.”

“I couldn’t let them kill Tyler and Emily. They’re Whore Caste.”

“Okay, enough,” Belynda said. “This isn’t getting us anywhere. The problem at hand is the Church agents stationed outside. If there are that many of them? They’re planning to come after us.”

“That’s why you wanted Belynda to train you!” Jason said through clenched teeth. 

“Jason! Amor, enough! We’re in trouble,” Belynda said.

“I say we give her to them,” Jason grumbled.

“Absolutely not!” Lisa exclaimed. “Now, you listen to me, Jason Moore. She’s Whore Caste, we’re Whore Caste, and no pack of bald headed stormtroopers is taking her anywhere. I’ll contact Maria, she’ll put a stop...”

“No, Lisa, you can’t,” Madison said.

Lisa shook her head. “Maddie, honey, this has gone too far...”

“Maria will kill me.”

“No, she...”

“I’m protecting the immune. And, I’ve put her own plans to fight the Church in danger.”

Belynda and Jason looked at each other.

Lisa looked at Madison in disbelief. “Maddie, how...”

“I just know, okay. I know Maria is going to attack them.”

Jason stared at Lisa. “What the fuck is she talking about?!”

Lisa stood up and turned away. “Fuck. Just... fuck.”

“The White Witches are going to take down the Religious Caste?” Belynda asked.

“I didn’t want to involve you,” Lisa said.

“Involve us?” Belynda asked. “You’re our fucking wife! Of course, we’re fucking involved.”

Lisa turned around and smiled weakly. “I wanted to protect you. Maria’s plan will take years to pull off - there was no need to involve you yet.”

“Amor, if you go to war, we go to war. Right, Jason?” Belynda asked.

Jason stared at them.

“Jason?” Belynda repeated.

“Why are the White Witches going to attack the Church? It’s... blasphemy.”

“Blasphemy?” Madison laughed. “They are killing people, Jason! And, worse. They’re the most evil motherfuckers to walk the face of the earth.”

“You shut up,” Jason said. “You created this mess.”

“No,” Lisa said. “The Church created it. We’re the true hand of Morpheus. He created us to save this world, first from the humans, and finally from the Church. Now, you’re either in or you’re out, Jason. Which is it?”

The three women looked at him expectantly.

“I... you two are my responsibility,” Jason said.

Belynda put her arm around Madison. “We’re all Whore Caste. Maddie is your responsibility too.”

Jason sighed.

“Don’t make me pull rank,” Lisa said with a smile. “I’m the White Witch here. Technically, I’m in charge. If I say we’re going to help Maddie, then we’re going to help Maddie.”

“Yeah, I don’t think I have to follow your lead if you’re leading us to mutiny,” Jason said.

“Fine,” Belynda said. “Then stay here.”

“Fuck that. I’m not letting the two people I love walk into danger without me.” He took a deep breath. “Fuck the Church.”

Belynda looked at Madison and raised her eyebrows. “What’s the plan?”

“We need to get to Stallion’s and Sugar.”

***

“You’re sure they’ll be here?” Carrie asked.

“Yeah, they said they lived in the Alpha Omicron Phi house,” Mark said as they walked across the quad. The grass was still wet with dew and most students were still in their dorms.

Four people came out of the old sorority house, one of them a tall brunette wearing a white dress.

“That’s them,” Mark said.

They were heading for an SUV parked on the curb.

***

Belynda led the way to their SUV followed by Madison, Lisa, and Jason at the rear.

She was pulling her keys out when something stung the side of her neck.

Belynda slapped at whatever had bit her.

It fell off in her hand: a silver dart with red fins. 

“What the fuck?”

Eight more darts struck her midsection, biting into her skin.

A wave of nausea went over her, and she dropped to her knees. “Run,” she moaned.

The air was alive with darts.

They seemed to come from every direction.

And, behind them was a dozen Church agents, shooting their dart guns from the hip.

Lisa went down, falling on top of Madison.

Jason went down last, batting at the air as if he could swat the Knock Out darts.

He went down hard on the sidewalk.

Still Belynda managed to stay awake - long enough to see two transformed rush into the fray. The boy, Mark, and with him a White Witch she didn’t know. “No, run,” Belynda whispered as a dozen more darts struck her breasts and back.

***

Carrie reached the first Church agent and kicked him in the back.

The force of the blow sent him flying through the air.

He hit face first against the SUV windshield.

Darts flew through the air toward her.

They won’t hit me, Carrie thought.

And, to her astonishment, they curved away from her body, zipping away to hit nothing at all.

The agents looked more astonished than she did. They stared at their dart guns.

Carrie elbowed the nearest in the face and he went down.

Behind her, Mark wrestled a dart gun away from one of the agents and shot him with it.

He went to his knees.

Mark fired again and again, taking down two of the agents.

Carrie screamed as three more agents ran up behind him and wrestled him to the ground. She ran toward them screaming.

They had Mark on the ground kicking him.

She almost reached the first agent when five darts struck her in the side.

She fell on the ground, unable to move as the agents kicked Mark unmercifully.

***

“You ever seen one do that?” Carrie heard one of the agents say.

“No. I’ve seen Bishops deflect bullets. Never knew a White Witch could do it.”

We can’t, Carrie thought. Sugar said I was stronger. I guess I am.

She could still see and hear, but she couldn’t move.

“What do we do with these two?” The first agent said.

“Leave them. I think the boy’s a goner. Let the town cops clean it up.”

Carrie began to cry silently as the agents left with the others, leaving her alone on the wet grass with Mark.

Mark wasn’t moving.

***

Carrie tried to concentrate. She was lying on her back staring up at the blue sky. She needed Sugar. She needed the white room.

Sugar? Please. You have to help me, she thought.

Nothing. Was it the drugs in the darts? Tears streamed down her face. She had to reach Sugar.

She closed her eyes.

When she opened them, she was not in Ithaca.

She was in the white room. “Sugar!” She screamed.

***

In Manhattan, Maria Marapova was walking from her bedroom toward the living room when something dragged her into a trance.

It had never happened before.

But, suddenly, Maria found herself standing in the white room.

***

“Who are you?” a woman’s voice asked.

In her mind, Carrie turned.

The woman was tall and powerful, her hair almost the same shade of white as the floor and ceiling.

Her eyes were fierce.

“My name is Carrie. I need help. God, help me, I think he’s dead.”

“Who’s dead, child?”

“My boyfriend. We’re in Ithaca. The Church attacked us. I’m trying to find Sugar. Who are you?”

“I am Maria Marapova, and I am coming.”

***

“Brittney, call the airport and have them prepare the jet. We’re going to Ithaca,” Maria yelled from the bedroom. She grabbed her cellphone and tapped the screen. “Sugar, we have a problem.”

***

Carrie rolled onto her side and threw up in the grass.

The police were there, and they were holding back the crowd.

“Is he... is he okay?” Carrie asked.

The cops ignored her.

“He’s one of them. Who the hell could beat up one of them?” One of the cops asked.

Carrie struggled to get to her feet, but her arms and legs wouldn’t work.

“More of them, that’s who,” another cop answered.

An SUV pulled right onto the grass.

The doors opened.

Carrie stared at the people who got out, but even her eyes seemed half-paralyzed.

But, she could see enough to know that the crowd of students who had surrounded the police barricade all turned around abruptly and walked away.

Sugar knelt beside her. “Oh, honey, are you okay?” She stroked Carrie’s hair.

“Help him. Please. God, I think he’s dead.”

A small shape dressed in pink was kneeling over him. “Ruptured spleen, fractured skull... motherfucking barbarians.”

“Demona, is he alive?” Sugar asked.

“Barely.”

Carrie sobbed.

The doctor shook her head. “Easy there, witchie-poo, I’ve brought them back from worse than this.” A bright green light flashed to life in the woman’s hand. “He’s not going anywhere. Not on my watch.”

A huge shape knelt over Carrie. 

“Who did this, kid?” the man said with a Brooklyn accent.

Sugar stroked her forehead. “This is Ray, he’s my mate. You can tell him.”

“Church agents. They took the other White Witch and the people with her.”

“Lisa Chase Moore,” Sugar said.

“They took a goddamn White Witch?” Ray growled.

“Who else was with her?” Sugar asked.

“A tall Latin girl.”

“Belynda,” Sugar said. “Who else?”

“A brunette. Tall, very pretty.”

Sugar sighed. “Madison Fuchs.”

“And a boy with curly blonde hair.”

“That’d be Jason,” Ray said.

“What the fuck is going on?” Sugar whispered.

“Goddamned Leviathan, that’s what’s going on,” Ray said through gritted teeth. “What the fuck is he up to?”

“We have to save them,” Carrie said as she tried to get to her feet.

“Don’t worry, honey, we’ll get them back. But, right now, we need to get you and Jason to Stallion’s,” Sugar said.

“What if they hurt them?” Carrie asked as Sugar laid her gently in the SUV.

“Then it will be the last mistake they ever make,” a woman said from the driver’s seat. She turned and looked at Carrie.

She had electric pink hair, the plastic face of a life-size pink doll, and her voice sounded like it came from a speaker in her throat. “We’re the devil’s own, kid. The devil’s on her way, and she’s pissed.”

***

Consciousness came in stages for Madison. First there were sounds, low and muffled. Someone was talking, but she couldn't tell who was talking or what they were saying.

Then it became clear.

"One drop of your cum can enslave a human? Fascinating," a man asked.

"What the fuck do you want?!" That voice she recognized; it was Jason.

Jason.

Memories of the morning flooded back to her - they had been attacked! She tried to open her eyes, but it felt like sandbags were glued over them.

"What do I want?" The first man asked again. "I want to know who killed my predecessor."

"That was Tyler McGee! You know that! We didn't have anything to do with it," Jason said.

"Really? Pain."

Jason screamed, and this time Madison was able to open her eyes.

The first thing she saw was a nude man with all his body hair shaved. There was a gleaming steel ring around the base of his long, flaccid cock.

His balls were gone.

He was just standing against the far wall eyeing her dully.

Madison was naked, bound by the wrists and ankles in an 'X' to a St. Andrew's Cross.

She turned her head to the left.

Jason continued to scream, lashed to his own St. Andrew's.

A shirtless, grinning Levi stood in front of him.

On the other side of the room, Belynda and Lisa were strapped to gynecological beds, their feet in stirrups. Both appeared unconscious.

"Enough," Levi said.

Jason slumped in the restraints.

Levi smiled at Madison. "Finally! You're awake. Now, we can get started."

"Why are we here?"

"Cut the shit, Madison. You were there when Styx died. We tracked your burner phone." He fingered her pussy. "Pain."

Madison had enough presence of mind to scream, though she felt nothing beyond the fondling of her sex.

She screamed louder and forced herself to pee.

It ran across his fingers and onto the tile floor.

"Nasty slut." He wiped his fingers across her face. "Enough."

Madison slumped, trying hard to look like she had just been through agony.

A tall, black nun descended the steps into the basement. She looked troubled... no, she looked terrified.

Levi turned back to Madison. "Madison, I'm going to hurt you."

Madison cowered and whimpered.

"But, worse? I'm going to hurt your friends."

Madison looked up, this time in actual terror.

"Yeah, I thought that would scare you more. You're the type." Levi walked over and stood by the bed where Belynda lay. "Whew. Motherfucker, she's hot. Now, let me make sure I understand this: you haven't had your Transformative Ambrosia yet, right?"

"N... No," Madison said.

"They're still trying to decide what to do with you and your brother, Donny?"

Madison nodded.

"So, I could do all kinds of freaky shit to you. Give you some of this cum of mine, make you an obedient little Sister of Morpheus, maybe?"

"I'd rather die," Madison spat.

"The point is: I can do all kinds of things to you, but your friends here? Already completely transformed. Not much I can do to them other than inflict a massive amount of pain... or, is there?" He grinned.

Levi pressed a button on Belynda's bed, and a robotic arm swung up by her head.

A long, gleaming golden needle was poised over Belynda's forehead.

"No!" Jason yelled.

"Shut up, you, or I'll cut her goddamned throat."

Jason glared at him.

Levi pointed at the robot arm. "Madison, you've been around long enough. Do you know what this is?"

Madison nodded. "They used to call it a knitter. It was used for mind control..."

"Oh, in some places, it still is." Levi laughed. "You see, Jason, this little needle is computer controlled - it zips around the patient's head and drives this little needle into specific places in the human brain. It deadens some areas, heightens sensitivity and communication in others. Drugs and White Witches can't mind control the transformed, but it turns out? The knitter can."

Madison shook her head. "Levi, don't."

"Bishop Leviathan! My name is Bishop Leviathan, you fucking cunt!"

"Bishop Leviathan, please don't..." Madison was beginning to cry.

"Oh, there are side effects. Massive loss of IQ - cognitive ability goes right down the shitter." He squeezed one of Belynda's breasts. "But, shit, how smart does she-hulk here need to be?"

"I'm going to fucking kill you," Jason growled.

Levi laughed. "Yeah, get in line." He reached over and stroked Lisa's long, black hair. "Be a real shame to do this to a White Witch, though. I mean, without all that brain power, she's just a fuck toy, am I right?"

"Bishop, may we speak?" The nun asked in her crisp African accent.

"Not now, Illia."

"It is important."

***

"What?" Levi asked as he walked up the steps with Illia.

"There was a problem when the agents abducted them," Illia said as they reached the top of the steps and closed the basement door behind them. "Two other transformed attempted to interfere. A couple, one was a man whom they beat severely..."

"Why weren't they brought here?!"

"You instructed the agents to retrieve the Moores and the Fuchs, no one else."

Levi thrust his fist against the doorframe and the wood split, sending plaster from the wall onto the floor. "Idiots!"

"It's worse. The other transformed was a White Witch."

"That's not possible. Was it Sugar Tits? Gwen Kincaid?"

"No, this was a young girl. Probably just transformed."

"Where are they now?"

"Ithaca police arrived to process the scene..."

"Have them brought here immediately."

Illia shook her head. "Let me finish, please. A few minutes later, an SUV with Sugar Tits, a Whoremaster, and what the police described as a 'girl wearing a robot costume' arrived and ran them off. Dr. Demona was with them."

Levi squeezed his eyes shut.

"Levi, you must release them. By this time, Maria Marapova knows..."

His huge black eyes flashed with anger. "I am not afraid of Maria Marapova!"

"Then you are a fool!" Illia yelled.

"How dare you! I will..."

"What, Levi? Torture me? Kill me? Please, go ahead. I would rather die at your hands than at hers. You might show mercy," Illia said. She was trembling.

Levi turned away. "She wouldn't dare come to this house. Sister would destroy her."

Illia laughed. "Sister?! Sister will not lift a finger. We are nothing, Levi. Maria Marapova is Whore Caste. She is necessary. She is needed. Sister would kill us a thousand times over before risking losing the support of Whore Caste in subjecting humanity."

Levi turned around and put his hands on her shoulders. "I can handle Marapova."

Illia shook her head. "She will kill you. She will kill us all. For God's sake, do not harm the captives."

***

"Belynda! Wake up!" Madison hissed. "Please, Belynda. They're going to kill us."

If the Amazon awoke, she might be able to get free.

As strong as Madison and especially Jason were, they were no match for the restraints.

But, Belynda was built to rip apart restraints.

Against anyone other than a Whoremaster, a Mother Superior, or a Bishop, she was unstoppable.

Dozens of knock out darts notwithstanding.

"Please, Belynda. We need you."

It was no use, the powerful drugs were coursing through her body, and she showed no sign of awakening.

"My fault. It's my fault," Madison wept.

"No, it isn't," Jason said.

She looked up.

The handsome boy watched Belynda and Lisa with bloodshot eyes. "I had followed Religious Caste because I never really knew them. Now, I see them for what they are. If we get out of here, we're with you. They hurt my girls, and they're going to die for that."

***

Thirty-two thousand feet over central New York, Maria Marapova paced the aisle of the Learjet. "If they've harmed any of them, I swear..."

"Ya can't kill them," Brittney said.

Maria glared at her. "Oh, watch me. I'm going to rip them to shreds."

"No, you're not."

"Brittney..."

Brittney stood up from her seat and put her arms around Maria's neck. "You are not a killer, Maria Marapova."

"You don't know me. I've killed. In Russia, I was death incarnate..."

"In Russia, like a hundred years ago."

"Not that long," Maria growled.

"Before you became my Maria? Yeah, you were a killer. But, you're better than that now. You're my hero, and my hero is not a killer."

Maria sighed. "This is war! You don't understand."

"I do. I'm the only one who understands. All the world fears you, Mistress Maria Anastasia Marapova di Morpheus. But, in all the world? I'm the only one afraid for you." She laid her head on Maria's chest and held on tight.

Maria stood stiffly. Finally, she reached out and stroked Brittney's long blonde hair. "You... are such a... little idiot sometimes."

"I know."

"Honestly, I don't know why I put up with your insolence."

"I know." Brittney smiled. "Are you crying?"

"Don't be ridiculous. See, what I mean? You're just a little idiot." 

But, Maria's voice cracked.

***

Outside Ithaca, Ray paced on Level 10 of Stallion's. "I'm going to squeeze his scrawny neck till his head pops like a zit."

They were in the lounge outside Demona's surgery.

Sugar and Carrie sat in white leather chairs as Ray paced.

"You can't," Sugar said. "He can kill you with a thought."

"I should go in," Rita the Bimbot said. She was leaning against the wall.

"No way," Ray said. "He's Church, he'll activate your self-destruct code before you get within striking distance."

"We have to do something," Carrie said as she stared at the double doors leading to the surgery room. "Do you think he'll kill them?"

Sugar shook her head. "Why did he even take them in the first place? It doesn't make any sense."

The elevator doors opened.

Christine and Nathan got off the elevator, and Christine ran to Carrie.

Carrie stood up as Christine pulled her tight. "Are you okay?"

Carrie broke into tears. "Yes. But, Mark..." She looked toward the doors and sobbed.

Sugar took Christine's hand. "Demona's with him."

Christine nodded. "Carrie, honey, the best doctor in the world is taking care of him. He's going to be okay."

***

Madison looked at Levi and tried not to let him see her cry.

"I know you helped Tyler kill Styx, Madison. Tyler couldn't have done it without help," Levi said as he stood by Belynda's bed.

"I don't know what you're talking about," Madison said.

Levi rolled his eyes. He smiled down at Belynda. "I'm thinking of making her into a sort of pet. Teaching her how to walk on all fours, lead her around with a leash and collar. What do you think?"

"Motherfucker!" Jason screamed and strained against the bonds.

Levi laughed. "Why are all these women attracted to weaklings like you, Jason? First Emily with Tyler, and here you are with two exceptional women somehow wrapped around your finger?"

"It's called love, asshole," Madison said. "You wouldn't understand."

"It will take a few hours to modify Belynda here to suit me. I suppose I should get started." He turned back to the bed.

"I swear on my life I don't know who helped Tyler," she said.

"Hmm, you see, Madison? I don't believe you. I think not only did you help Tyler and Emily? I think you know where they are. I'll make a deal with you: tell me where they are, and I'll let the others go." He smiled. "You're dead either way, I can't have a Whore Caste traitor running around scott free. But, I'll let the Moore's go. Otherwise?" He walked close to Madison. "I'm going to play games with Belynda and Lisa and Jason before I kill them, and then I'm going to bring your... what is Donny, exactly? Your brother? Your lover? Both? I'm going to bring him down here and make you watch me kill him. Slowly."

"For the last goddamned time: I don't know anything about Tyler and Emily."

Levi nodded. "I hope for Belynda and Lisa’s sakes, you come to your senses soon. I'm running out of patience. I'll give you a few more minutes to decide." He looked at Jason. "Their lives are in her hands, Jason. Maybe you can reason with her?"

***

The next time the elevator doors opened on Level 10, two blondes stepped out. Both were as tall as Street Whores.

The shorter of the two was dressed in a black latex jumpsuit that emphasized her huge breasts. She had long curly blonde hair and black plastic glasses perched on her tiny, perfect nose.

The other blonde had hair like snow. Her eyes looked almost Asian with very high cheek bones. Her body was hard muscled under the white latex jumpsuit.

Sugar took Carrie's hand. "Carrie, this is..."

"Maria Marapova," Carrie said. This was the woman from the white room.

Maria smiled. "Hello, Carrie. So, you're the girl that managed to... contact me?"

"Yes, Mistress."

"You did well."

"Maria, Levi has them in the basement of his house. It's a regular torture chamber from what I've been told," Sugar said.

"Why did he take them?" Maria asked.

"We don't know. All we know for sure is that Sister tasked him with investigating Styx's death."

"And, he thinks Madison Fuchs is involved?" Maria asked.

Sugar shrugged.

"Well, I'll find out soon enough."

"What's the plan?" Ray asked.

"I am the plan," Maria said. "I intend on marching into the house, rescuing our people, and then... I'm going to kill everyone else."

"Maria!" The other blonde said.

Maria held up her hand. "Quiet, Brittney. I tried to explain it to you: this is war."

"The house is surrounded by Church agents," Ray said. "You'll need help."

"No. Leviathan isn't a danger to me, but his mental powers are a deadly threat to all of you."

"Those agents are armed," Ray said. "You aren't bulletproof."

"Yes, she is," Carrie said.

Maria tilted her head to the side. "How do you know that, child?"

"Aren't we all bulletproof?"

Sugar stared at her. "What? No."

"I am," Carrie said.

Maria smiled. "Are you? Interesting."

"Their darts just..."

Maria completed her sentence. "Curved around you?"

"Yeah. Until, I lost my concentration."

Maria nodded. "Bullets curve around me as well as darts. And, I won't lose my concentration." She winked.

"Wait," Carrie said. "But, his mental powers? I thought they can hurt us?"

Sugar nodded. "Us? Yes. Not Maria."

Maria smiled. "I am Maria Marapova di Morpheus - created by the god himself. Church 'magic' has no effect on me."

Christine went to Maria and knelt down. "Mistress Marapova, please don't kill them."

"Why not?" Maria asked.

"My daughter. She is Sister Elizabeth... she's in the house with them..."

Brittney took a step back, and then she returned to the elevator.

"I understand," Maria said. She knelt in front of Christine. "I will do everything in my power not to harm your daughter, but safeguarding Whore Caste must take priority.”

Christine burst into tears and Maria stroked her hair.

The double doors to the surgery opened.

Dr. Demona came out with a smile on her face. “He’s going to be okay.”

***

Carrie stood by Mark’s bed as he came around.

He opened his eyes and smiled, his face a mass of black and green bruises. “Am I dead?”

She smiled at him.

Dr. Demona took his wrist and felt for his pulse. “Damned close. Ruptured spleen, fractured skull, four broken ribs - one of which shishkabobed your left lung. Fractured vertebra in your neck, broken leg. Oh, and a broken pelvis - they literally kicked your ass.”

Mark shook his head. “I don’t feel any pain.”

“Of course you don’t, other than the bruising, you’re completely healed.”

“How...”

“What? Are you a doctor? A mad scientist? No. You don’t need to know. I know how, that’s all that matters. Try not to pick fights with guys who are bigger than you from now on, okay?”

Mark laughed.

Demona winked.

Maria stood behind Carrie. “The men who did this will pay. I promise you.”

“I’m going with you,” Carrie said.

Maria smiled. “No, you aren’t. You’re powerful, little witch. But, you’re not ready yet.” Maria nodded toward Mark. “Stay with him. Brittney and I will handle Leviathan, won’t we, Brittney?”

She looked behind her.

Brittney wasn’t there.

Maria’s smile faltered. “Brittney? Has anyone seen...”?

Maria went pale.

***

Brittney drove through the suburbs in the SUV they had driven from the airport to Stallion’s. As dumb ideas went, this wasn’t her dumbest.

She was a very good driver, but she was driving a little fast through the narrow country streets. That’s why she locked up the brakes when she almost hit the cute squirrel.

The SUV went sideways and left black marks for thirty feet.

She rolled down the window. “Go on! Shoo! Ya almost wrecked me ya nut wrangler!”

The squirrel darted away, and she continued to follow the GPS directions.

“In one hundred yards, your destination will be on your left,” the GPS said.

Brittney pulled onto the shoulder.

In the distance, she could see a big house surrounded by bald Church agents in their crisp black suits.

She opened the glove compartment.

There was a Glock 17 nine-millimeter in the glove compartment.

She shoved it out of the way and took a white Kleenex out of the box under it. She also pulled a small mini syringe out of the glove compartment and put it in her little black purse.

She looked at the gun again and bit her lower lip.

Brittney was an excellent shot. It was fun shooting at targets, and she knew the Glock well.

But, she was completely incapable of killing someone.

Not even to save herself.

Still, she could shoot to hurt.

It was a conundrum. She could shoot people in the thigh or arm or shoulder or tushy, and that would be fine.

She shook her head. No. She didn’t even want to hurt anybody.

She closed the glove compartment and got out of the car, then she locked it.

Brittney took a deep breath and started walking toward Bishop Leviathan’s house.

She almost tripped over the homeless man sitting on the curb. “Golly, I’m sorry.”

The man was eating a ham sandwich.

He had black hair and a full black beard. The man was dressed in a dirty t-shirt and jeans.

He squinted up at her. “Wow, you’re a big one.”

Brittney smiled. 

“Where ya goin’?” The man asked.

“To that house down there.”

“Why’d ya park so far away?”

“I figured I should walk down there, so I’d be less threatening.”

“I see. You sure you want to go down there?” The man asked. “Lot of weird shit goin’ down there, man.”

Brittney sat down beside him. “Mister, you shouldn’t ought to camp here. There’s gonna be trouble.”

“Oh, yeah? I thought you looked like trouble.”

“Huh?” Brittney asked.

The man smiled. “Every time I ever got in trouble, there was a pretty blonde involved.”

Brittney laughed.

“What’s your name, trouble?”

“Brittney. Actually, it’s Bubble Brain Brittney di Marapova.”

“Whew, that’s a mouthful. I think I’ll just call you Britt. I’m Eric.”

“Hi, Eric... say, people used to call me Britt like a long time ago.”

“Is that right?”

She nodded and smiled. 

“Why are you going to that house, Britt?”

“Can you keep a secret?”

“Not at all,” he said with a grin.

She laughed. “You’re funny. Those guys abducted some friends of mine, and I’m going to go in and get them before my girlfriend comes here and kills everybody.”

Eric nodded. “Hmm, that’s pretty brave. Those guys look tough.”

“Oh, I’m not gonna fight them. That’s why I have this.” She held up the Kleenex.

“A tissue?”

“A white flag. People don’t shoot you if you have a white flag of truce. I seen movies about it.”

Eric nodded. “Seems like a pretty good plan.”

“I think so.”

“Just so I understand: you’re going in there to negotiate the release of those prisoners, so nobody gets killed? Even though those guys might shoot you?”

She nodded. “Oh, and even if I do get past the guards? There’s a guy in there who can kill me with his mind,” she whispered.

“Whoa. Heavy. Can I ask you a question?”

“I’m an open book, Eric.”

“Why don’t you just wait on your girlfriend and let her...” he drew his fingers across his throat in a slashing motion.

“Oh, no! See that would be bad.”

“Bad for them.”

“No, bad for her. She’s only hanging onto her humanity by a thread, that might push her right over the edge. Which is why I’m saying, you might want to camp someplace else - because if something happens to me? She’s gonna go nuclear on this place.”

“I see. You’re very brave, Britt.”

“Who me? Naah, I’m scared shitless. But, I’m more scared of what will happen to my girlfriend if I don’t do this. Does that make sense?”

Eric smiled and nodded. “Your god didn’t make a mistake when he made you.”

“That’s a funny thing to say,” Brittney said. She stared at him. “You know what else is funny? You don’t smell like a homeless person.”

“I don’t huh?”

“Nuh, uh. You smell like a sea breeze.”

“You’re very sweet, Britt. That’s good. You know what they say, Do not forget to show hospitality to strangers, for by so doing some people have shown hospitality to angels without knowing it.”

“That’s pretty. You make that up?”

Eric laughed. “No, it’s from the Bible. Never had much time for it, but the quote fits.”

“I gotta go. Seriously, you ought to go someplace else.”

He nodded and looked at her forehead. “You have a little something right there.”

“What?”

“Right here,” Eric said. He touched her forehead and smiled. “There. That got it. That’s much better.”

She smiled. “Thanks.”

“No problem.”

She stood up and walked away on her stiletto heeled boots. “Hey, I mean it. You should leave.” She turned around.

Eric was gone.

“Huh. That’s weird.”

She shrugged and walked down the street waving her white Kleenex.

***

Maria drove out of the Stallion’s parking lot in one of Ray’s SUVs.

What the hell was Brittney thinking?

Maria caught her own reflection in the rearview mirror.

Tears were running down her cheeks.

Fear. She was afraid. Not for herself, she’d never been afraid for herself.

She thought back to one of the early White Witch dreams - one of the witches had dreamed she heard Maria scream out Brittney’s name in anguish.

Maria put the thought out of her mind.

The only one who would hurt Brittney would be her as soon as she got her hands on her.

***

Sister Illia opened the front door for the Church agent.

“Sister, we have an intruder,” he pointed over his shoulder.

A Street Whore in a black latex jumpsuit was standing at the end of the drive surrounded by a crowd of agents.

The girl was wearing black plastic glasses and smiling as she waved a Kleenex like a mad woman.

“What does she want?” Illia asked.

“She asked to speak to the Bishop.”

“Is she armed?”

“She only had this,” he handed her a small syringe.

“This is a dose of Knock Out.”

“Yes, Sister.”

“Bring her here,” Illia said.

The towering bimbo walked gracefully up the drive.

She stopped in front of Illia and saluted. “I’m Bubble Brain Brittney di Marapova, Whore Caste. I’m the personal assistant, Jiminy Cricket, and snuggle bunny to Mistress Maria Anastasia Marapova di Morpheus.” She smiled a brilliant white smile.

“What do you want?” Illia asked.

“I love your accent,” Brittney giggled. “I’ve come here to ask you to release immediately and forthwith any person or persons you are currently holding against their will in this domicile. I further request that you do so immediately and forthwith, because if you don’t? My mistress is going to come here and unleash the very fires of hell on you and your bishop, which will most likely lead to your death, disembowelment, and or dismemberment.”

Illia stared at her. “How dare you come to the Church and make demands! I could have you killed...”

“Actually, you totes can’t, because I am here under a white flag of truce.” She waved the Kleenex.

“That is a tissue.”

“Yes, and it is also a white flag of truce.”

An engine roared somewhere behind Brittney. Tires screeched.

“You should really hurry up and release your captives,” Brittney said.

Men started yelling behind Brittney.

Shots rang out.

Illia backed into the house.

Brittney followed, still smiling.

A Church agent sailed across the front porch and landed somewhere on the far side of the house.

The basement door opened. “What the hell is going on?” Levi yelled.

“Surrender your captives and she won’t kill you!” Brittney said. “She’s just roughing up the agents on account of what they did to Mark. She won’t kill them.” She bit her lower lip. “Please don’t kill them,” she whispered.

Levi backed down the basement stairs.

“Levi? Release them, for the love of God!” Illia said.

She froze.

The sounds of battle outside had stopped.

Illia turned slowly.

Maria Marapova towered over her.

Maria put her arm around Brittney protectively. “Are you okay?”

“Of course, I was under a white flag of truce.” She waved her Kleenex.

Maria stared at her. “That’s a tissue.”

Brittney rolled her eyes. “And, a flag of truce. Why am I the only one who gets that?”

“Mistress Mara...”

Maria reached out and grasped Illia’s throat in her right hand.

Illia’s eyes bulged as Maria lifted her off the ground with one hand.

“Maria, don’t hurt her,” Brittney said as she retrieved the syringe of Knock Out from Illia’s hand.

Illia grabbed at the strong arm that held her off the ground. It was like trying to fight a steel pipe.

“What were you thinking? Never mind. You weren’t thinking! You could have been killed,” Maria said.

Someone screamed.

A rubber nun with a look of pure madness ran into the foyer from the kitchen. She was holding a butcher’s knife over her head.

She ran straight toward Maria.

“Elizabeth! No!” Illia gasped.

Sister Elizabeth slashed down with the knife, but Brittney caught her wrist in mid swing.

Brittney screamed and drove her palm into the thin nun’s chest, throwing her back four feet.

Elizabeth landed on her feet and came after Brittney with the knife.

Brittney’s left arm blocked it and the knife went flying, then Brittney countered with another palm strike to Elizabeth’s solar plexus.

The woman was lifted off her feet and she flew back six feet.

“You bitch! Do you know who she is? That’s Maria Marapova, you asshole!” Brittney screamed.

Elizabeth tried to get to her feet, but Brittney kicked her in the chest, driving her back to the hardwood floor.

Then Brittney reached down and grabbed Elizabeth’s hair. She pulled her along the floor away from Maria.

“Brittney! That’s enough!” Maria said.

“The fuck it is!” Brittney growled.

She pulled Elizabeth into a seated position, then she went around behind her and got her in a head lock.

“Brittney stop it!” Maria tossed Illia onto the floor.

Elizabeth gasped and her eyes rolled back in her head.

She went limp.

Maria stopped. “Brittney! What did you...”?

Brittney looked down at Elizabeth’s motionless body. “Golly. I... I just got mad. I’m sorry, Maria. I just...” She knelt by Elizabeth. “I killed her.”

“It’s... it’s okay. Just, stay here. I’m going to get Leviathan.”

Illia sat up.

“You! Don’t move!” Maria said. “If you move one inch from that spot, I will kill you. Do you understand?”

Illia rubbed her neck. “Yes. Please, Mistress Marapova, don’t kill him. He is only a boy.”

“That depends on him,” Maria said as she went to the basement door.

***

Levi backed away from the basement steps.

“What’s wrong, Levi? Is there a problem?” Madison asked sarcastically from her cross.

Levi opened a drawer and pulled out a pistol.

“Whoever you are?” Madison yelled. “Be careful! He has a gun.”

“Shut up!” Levi screamed. He had backed up to Lisa’s gynecological table.

“Does he?” A woman’s voice asked from the stairs.

Madison strained her neck to see.

A pair of white stiletto boots appeared at the top of the stairs.

Madison laughed. “Those look like White Witch boots to me, asshole.”

“I said shut the fuck up!” Levi cried.

Maria Marapova descended the stairs.

Madison laughed. “Fuck, man, you are so fucking dead, Levi.”

“Pain!” Levi screamed.

Maria smiled. “Your magic doesn’t work on me priest.”

He leveled the gun at her. “I’ll shoot.”

“I don’t care.”

He stepped to Belynda’s table. “If I press this button, the knitter will destroy her.”

Maria continued to smile. “Then, little man, I promise you a very short, very painful rest of your life.”

He raised the pistol and fired.

Madison screamed as the shot echoed through the enclosed space.

The bullet curved away from the White Witch and buried itself in the basement wall.

And, she still smiled.

Levi stared at the gun in his hand.

“You think you know us, priest? You know nothing.” She reached out with her left hand and unbuckled Madison’s right wrist. “Free your friends.”

Madison scrambled to unbuckle her other wrist, then her ankles.

“When Sister finds out about this...” Levi began.

“She knows, boy. I talked to her on the flight over. She has left this in my hands,” Maria said.

Levi glanced to the left at the eunuch who still stood motionless against the basement wall. “Kill her!”

What remained of Mr. Reynolds shuffled forward.

Madison undid Jason’s right wrist.

Maria looked into the eunuch’s eyes. 

Madison could see sadness in Maria’s expression.

“You don’t have to obey him,” Maria said.

The eunuch’s mouth moved, though he said nothing.

“None of you have to obey him.”

Madison took a step back as the rest of the Reynolds family rushed from the shadows and pulled Mr. Reynolds away toward the stairs.

Maria stepped toward Levi. “Sixty years ago, Morpheus gave me a task. He clouded my memory on many things, but on a few things he was clear: we are here to save the humans, not subjugate them, not torture them. We are here to save them, from themselves, and from something else that only Morpheus himself knows. I haven’t lost sight of that, but your kind have. We are his hand, but people like you have perverted that purpose.”

“Stay back! I’ll press this button, I swear!” His hand hovered over a button on Belynda’s bed.

“It isn’t too late,” Maria said. “It isn’t too late to return to the path. To be his hand, Levi.” She held out her hand.

Levi shook his head. “We are his hand.”

He pressed the button.

“No!” Madison screamed. She rushed forward reaching for Belynda.

The robot arm whirred and clicked, positioning itself over Belynda’s forehead.

It swung down like a snake striking.

But, instead of Belynda’s skull, it hit Madison’s hand.

Madison screamed as the needle pierced her hand, driving into a bone in her palm and through the other side.

The robot arm’s gears screamed and ground, trying to push through to Belynda’s skull and her brain beyond.

Muscles flexed in Madison’s arm as she fought against it.

Levi stared in disbelief. He raised the pistol toward Madison.

Maria’s hand closed on his.

He screamed as bones snapped and the gun itself bent under the immense pressure from the White Witch’s grip.

She released him and he staggered back, looking at the gun bent around his crushed fingers.

She brought her open palm forward and struck his face.

Levi’s nose and lips exploded, and he was flung backward against the basement wall.

The wall cracked.

Maria grasped the robot arm and pulled at the base.

The arm broke off with the golden needle still piercing through Madison’s hand.

She looked into Madison’s eyes. “Hold still.”

Madison screamed as Maria yanked the needle out.

***

Lisa and Belynda woke slowly as Jason held them in his arms.

“Take them upstairs,” Maria said.

“Yes, Mistress,” Jason said as he helped his wives to their feet.

Madison moved to help.

“Not you. You stay,” Maria said.

Jason helped Lisa and Belynda up the stairs.

Maria held out her hand. “Let me see your hand.”

“It’s fine,” Madison said.

“Your hand, please?”

Maria took her hand. It was still very painful.

Then Maria squeezed, driving her thumb against the wound.

“Aiggh!” Madison screamed.

Maria eyed her coldly. “Leviathan believed you were responsible for Styx’s death. Is it true?”

“What? No...”

Maria squeezed. “You dare lie to me?! I have fought Nazis and Stalinists, I have flown gliders filled with bombs to drop on the Germans, I fought alongside resistance fighters, I crossed the goddamned wastes of Siberia to escape to the west. And, you... dare... lie... to me?!”

“Stop, please,” Madison sobbed.

“Maria! Don’t!” Brittney whispered from the top of the steps.

“Stay out of this,” Maria said.

“Enough people have been hurt today!” Brittney whispered as she came down the steps.

“Yes. Our people. I will not be lied to!” She squeezed harder and Madison almost blacked out.

“Yes!!! Goddamn you! I killed the agents at the gas station and distracted Styx so Tyler could kill him.” She stared defiantly into Maria’s eyes. “And, I don’t regret it. I’d do it again. I’d do it a thousand times if I can save one innocent life. So, fuck you, Maria Anastasia Marapova! You goddamned hypocrite!”

Maria let go of her hand and instead gripped her neck. She lifted Madison off the ground. Then she drew back her right fist to punch her.

Brittney’s hand closed on her wrist. “Who is your enemy, Maria? This girl? The immune? No.”

“The plan...”

“Fuck your plan! What good is a plan if you gotta hurt people who are trying to do the right thing? The Maria I love knows better than that,” Brittney said. “We ain’t gonna save the human race if we don’t have allies. Even Bubble Brain Brittney knows that.”

Maria closed her eyes and sighed. She lowered her arm and let Madison go.

Madison staggered back, holding her sore neck.

“No more lies, Madison,” Maria said.

“Then... don’t ask me questions,” Madison gasped.

Maria’s eyes flashed with anger.

Brittney held her back.

Madison shook her head. “I’m not telling you anything else, Maria. Torture me, kill me, I don’t care. I won’t tell you who the resistance is. I won’t tell you where the immune are hiding. All I will tell you: Donny knows nothing about this. Neither does Stacie or Courtney. And, the Moores didn’t know anything about any of this before today. They were never involved in this. It’s the last thing I will tell you.”

Maria nodded. She turned away. “Wars are coming, Madison. The first will be the transformation of mankind. Your resistance will not interfere?”

“No. You have my word,” Madison said. “And, the other war?”

“If we turn against the Church, and I do mean if... you will join us?”

“I swear on my life, we will.”

“Oh, believe me, you have,” Maria said. She took Brittney’s hand and they walked toward the stairs. “This conversation never took place. If the Church captures you, I will not come to your aid again. I will let you, the resistance, and the immune, die. Do you understand?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

***

Maria stood on the front lawn of Levi’s house. Behind her, all the Whore Caste in Ithaca, Whoremasters and White Witches included.

In front of them were Levi and Illia surrounded by the bruised and battered Church agents assigned to him. Illia held Levi up. His left eye was swollen shut, his nose and lips caked in blood.

Maria frowned. “A few months ago, I ran a Church covert ops team out of New York. I also supervised the burial of a dead bishop. Now, I find myself facing yet another Church... failure.”

Levi spat blood on the ground.

“Leave New York. If any Church representative sets foot in this state, I will personally rip them in half. The state is now under the control of Whore Caste. Get out,” Maria said.

The Church agents ushered Levi and Illia to their SUVs.

Maria turned to Ray. “Follow them. Make sure they cross the state line.”

Ray nodded. “Yes, Mistress.”

***

"When Brittney and I entered the house," Maria said. "The situation was chaotic. In the... confusion, I'm afraid Elizabeth was killed."

Christine McGee broke into tears sitting on the couch. Nathan pulled her against him.

Carrie stood behind the couch and fought back tears.

"I'm very sorry, Mrs. McGee," Brittney said. She sniffled.

Maria looked at her, then she stared intently at the McGee's before turning back to Brittney. "Brittney, I think we should go."

"Yes, Maria."

They walked somberly to the foyer.

And, there, Maria stopped. "Where is she?"

Brittney stopped and turned to Maria. "Who?"

"You fucking well know who."

"Umm, no, I totes don't..."

"Where is Sister Elizabeth?"

Brittney's lip quivered. She pointed up. "Heaven?"

Maria's nostrils flared. "I have never in over one hundred years seen such horrible acting in my life! Not only from the McGees, but from you as well."

"Maria! Keep your voice down," Brittney whispered. "They're in mourning."

"You couldn't hurt a fly! And, yet I am to believe you broke Sister Elizabeth's neck and all you can manage is a 'I'm very sorry, Mrs. McGee'?!" Maria said mocking Brittney's bubbly voice. "Bullshit! Where is Sister Elizabeth? You lying little bitch!"

Brittney glared at her and put her fists on her latex clad hips. "Fine! Follow me." She turned and went up the stairs.

She opened a bedroom door.

Sister Elizabeth was lying unconscious on the bed, strapped to the bedframe with restraints.

"Mistress Marapova! Please," Christine McGee cried as she pushed past Maria into the room. "Don't take her, please?"

"Why is everyone lying to me today?!" Maria roared.

"Because you're mean and in... inflexible. That's what you are! Mean and inflexible," Brittney said.

"Inflexible?! Big word from such a little brain," Maria hissed.

Maria turned to Christine. "What do you hope to accomplish? Your daughter is transformed. She is Religious Caste. If she gets loose, she will kill you."

The nun's habit had been removed, and Christine stroked her daughter's long hair. "Maybe. I don't care, Mistress. She's my daughter. I lost her once, and I am not going to lose her again without a fight. Styx brutalized her, and I am going to spend the rest of my life trying to find a way to bring her back."

Brittney took Maria's hand. "When we got here, I saw how upset Christine was, and I thought, 'gee whiz, Brittney, you need to get to Elizabeth first and give her a dose of Knock Out'. You give them enough, and it looks like they're dead as a doornail."

Maria looked at her. "I'll deal with you later."

"Fine," Brittney grumbled.

"She's dangerous, Mrs. McGee. I know you love who Elizabeth was, but she will kill you if..."

"I'll take responsibility for her."

Maria turned.

Carrie was standing in the doorway. "She'll be watched over by a White Witch. And, Dr. Demona has already said she has some ideas about countering Church indoctrination."

"Your powers won't work on a nun," Maria said.

"No. But, tell me: do you have another Religious Caste for Demona to... study?"

Maria looked at the sleeping nun.

If we want to fight them, we need to know them inside and out. What better way than having one under lock and key? Carrie 'thought' to Maria and raised her eyebrows.

Maria considered for a moment. Demona was looking for a way to make Religious Caste susceptible to White Witch powers. Sister Elizabeth was the perfect guinea pig.

And, what if Carrie and Demona actually could make her 'normal'. Christine and Nathan might someday get their daughter back.

"Very well, Mistress Carrie, she is your responsibility," Maria said. "Now, I would like a pledge from everyone in this room that you will all please... stop lying to me!"

"Yes, Mistress," they all said.

Maria sighed and nodded. "Come, Brittney." She turned and walked out the door.

Brittney grinned broadly at Carrie and the McGees and gave two thumbs up.

"Now, Brittney!" Maria yelled from the stairs.

***

Brittney sat across from Maria as the Learjet took off from Ithaca's small airport. "All's well that ends well," she said with a smile.

"Really? You think this ended well? I now have a new faction to contend with - I don't trust the 'resistance' in the slightest. We just left a homicidal maniac locked in a suburban home who will, in all likelihood, kill her entire family at the first opportunity. I left Bishop Leviathan alive and sent him away to where, I'm sure, he will continue to wreak havoc, just not in New York. And, now, I must go to Havana and somehow explain this all to Sister. All's well that ends well indeed."

"Sourpuss. Negative Nelly," Brittney giggled as she sucked on her pink lollipop.

"Come here," Maria said and patted her lap.

"Wanna fool around?"

"Come here." Maria raised an eyebrow.

Brittney laughed and hopped out of her seat. She started to sit on Maria's lap.

Instead, Maria undid the zipper on Brittney's black latex jumpsuit - it unzipped down the front, between her legs, and up her backside to end at the small of her back.

"Ooo, I like where this is going," Brittney said.

Then Maria spun her around and put her over her knee.

"Hey!"

Smack! Maria began spanking in earnest, striking Brittney's buttocks, pussy, and upper thighs.

"Ow! Cut it out! I'm sensitive back there!"

"Stop topping from bottom," Maria laughed.

***

Maria and Sister were alone in the great room at the top of the cathedral. They stood in the massive pentagram and looked out over the lights of Havana. 

"Only one death in your assault on the Ithaca house?" Sister asked.

"Yes. A nun of yours. A Sister Elizabeth. She attacked me with a knife and my Brittney accidentally killed her while defending me."

"Tragic," Sister said. Her huge black eyes were inscrutable. "She was a difficult case. Styx made errors before his death - Elizabeth was one of those errors. She was brought over unwillingly. Poor thing never quite adapted."

"Unfortunately, her death was unavoidable."

Sister nodded. "Rather bold of you to expel my Bishop and his staff from New York. I did not agree to that."

"A command decision, Sister. He overstepped in torturing my people. A statement had to be made; otherwise, my leadership of Whore Caste could be questioned. Surely, you don't want a rebellion among my people?"

Sister smiled. "Of course not, Mistress Marapova. The removal of Church personnel was warranted... even if you neglected to secure my permission. You will now be taking over Leviathan's mission."

"Mission?"

"The investigation into Bishop Styx's murder. It is now in your hands."

"I see. I will endeavor to find..."

"Yes," Sister said. "I expect a head on a spike within six months. You will deliver the conspirators in that time, or... I'm afraid I will have to personally investigate."

Maria nodded. "Of course. I will bring the guilty parties to justice."

"See that you do. I would start with this Madison Fuchs woman - Leviathan is adamant that she is leading some sort of underground railroad for the immune... a 'resistance'?"

Maria laughed. "Leviathan is a fool, Sister."

"Really? What makes you so sure?"

"Madison Fuchs is my agent. She was following Styx that night on my orders. The phone call she made was to me, after she found Styx dead."

"Why were you following Styx?" Sister asked.

Maria smiled. "I am a cautious woman, Sister. I suspect everyone of everything at all times."

Sister returned the smile. "As do I. You may go, Mistress Marapova."

Maria nodded. "Sister." She turned to leave.

"Oh, by the way. My understanding is that the MILF Whore program is a complete success?"

Maria smiled. "Indeed, it is. We are ready to begin operations immediately."

"In that case, I think we should begin Phase II immediately. Set loose the hounds of war, Mistress Marapova. Let the transformation of humanity begin."

***

Stacie stood behind a podium in a private hangar at Ithaca Airport.

A crowd of MILF Whores waited in front of several waiting Church Learjets.

Carrie and Sugar Tits stood to the left of Stacie, with Christine and Margaret to her right.

“Tonight,” Stacie said into the microphone. “The conquest of the United States begins. These jets are waiting to transfer you to LaGuardia Airport, and, from there, to suburbs all over the country. Your homes are waiting for you in the suburbs of Los Angeles, Chicago, Atlanta, Dallas - every major city in the United States. You are warriors on a sacred mission: seduce everyone you meet, pervert them, save them from the chains of society. At the same time, all over the country, your brothers and sisters in Whore Caste are carrying out their own missions. Our goal is: bring them to the Church and save the world.”

The hangar was lit by the blue eyes of the MILFs as they clapped and cheered before boarding the planes.
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***

Jeffrey stepped out of the cab in Greenwich Village and smiled. It wasn’t how he imagined arriving here. Everything was different now. He was different.

No.

She was different. She had to keep reminding herself that she was no longer Jeffrey. Now she was Freya.

A man whistled at her and she winked.

She was wearing a black silk mini dress that barely fell low enough on her thighs to hide the Futanari cock.

Half the men looking at her thought she was a tranny, half thought she was a real girl.

All wanted her.

She licked her fangs.

Betty got out of the cab, tugging down her own mini dress, this one in fire red.

She got the same stares.

Freya took her hand and together they walked toward their brothel.

***

Carrie knocked on the door to her old room in the McGee house.

“Why are you knocking?” Elizabeth hissed from the other side of the door.

“I’m being polite.”

“Fuck you, whore.”

Carrie rolled her eyes and opened the door.

Elizabeth was naked with a strong collar around her neck attached by a chain to the bedframe.

She had written all over herself with a black magic marker: WHORE, CUMDUMP, SATAN’S SLUT, CUNT, and a hundred other vulgarities.

“Very dramatic,” Carrie said as she laid Elizabeth’s meal tray on the girl’s dresser.

Elizabeth grabbed the magic marker from her nightstand and threw it at Carrie.

A foot from her face, the magic marker curved away and clattered across the floor. 

Carrie raised her eyebrow. “Don’t you ever get tired of that game?”

“I wish I had a fucking knife,” Elizabeth spat.

“Wouldn’t matter, I can deflect those too. I suppose I should count myself lucky you’ve stopped throwing your own shit at me.”

“Constipated.”

“I’ll see if we have any prunes,” Carrie laughed.

Elizabeth threw herself on the bed. “Why do you keep coming in here? What do you hope to gain, bitch?”

Carrie sat down on a chair near the door. “I love your mother and father. Therefore, I love you. They won’t give up on you, so neither will I.”

“I will get out of these chains eventually. And, I am going to kill you slowly.”

Carrie nodded. “Whatever turns you on, Elizabeth.”

She leapt off the bed, long jagged nails outstretched. The chain stopped her short inches from Carrie. She screamed in Carrie’s face, her breath a breeze across Carrie’s cheek.

Carrie shook her head. “You waste so much energy.”

“Fuck you!”

Carrie laughed. “Not yet. One day, perhaps. When you start bathing and brushing your teeth again. Then, maybe.”

Elizabeth walked back to her bed and lay down.

“Let’s see,” Carrie said as she picked up a book from beside the chair. “Where were we? Lion, Witch, and the Wardrobe, right?”

“Fucking whore.”

“Chapter Seven...”

***
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Carrie stepped out of the room and closed the door.

Mark was leaning against the wall beside the door to his room, the room they now shared. “How is the banshee tonight?”

Carrie put her arms around him and held him tight. “Profane, possessed, putrid smelling... I’m sure I could find a lot more ‘P’ words to describe her. Tomorrow will be tough, though. Not a lot of words beginning with ‘Q’.”

Mark laughed. “We could always move into the house on campus with Madison. Tank and Cheryl just moved in. Tank wants us in their coven.”

“We’re our own coven,” she said and kissed him. “No. We have to stay here. I can’t leave her alone with Christine and Nathan.”

“True.” He stroked her hair. “You seen the news?”

“No, something going on?”

Mark laughed.

***

Someone knocked on Colonel Menser’s office door.

“Come.”

Rosen opened the door and looked inside. “Better put it on WNYC, boss.”

Menser frowned. He picked up a remote and aimed it at his wall-mounted flatscreen.

“We’re getting reports of police barricades going up all around Greenwich Village, and we are now told that those barricades are being moved back all the way to 2nd Avenue in Manhattan. To the east, sections of FDR Drive are completely blocked. For a live report, we’re going to WNYC’s own Rebecca Kincaid. Rebecca?”

“Christ,” Menser whispered.

Rebecca Kincaid appeared with her huge fake boobs and mane of blonde curls.

And, those goddamned eyes.

Menser hit a button on his remote and two black spots covered her eyes - Rosen and his team had put the technology together to block the bitch’s hypnotic gaze.

“Bill, we’ve been pushed back by NYPD past the 2nd Avenue barricade. There appears to be some sort of wild, out of control party going on in the Village that has spread west into greater Manhattan. Just another Saturday night in the Village some are saying, but the police here are absolutely spooked.”

“We’re not spooked,” a female detective said.

“Hello, Patricia,” Menser said under his breath. “You really need to get the fuck out of there, and for fuck’s sake don’t look at her fucking eyes.”

Rebecca smiled. “Bill, we’re joined now by Detective Patricia Kennedy of the NYPD. You say the police aren’t spooked?”

“No. We are attempting to contain a contagious disease that started in Greenwich Village.”

“What sort of disease, detective?”

Patricia glanced at Rebecca.

“Goddamn it, stop looking at her fucking eyes.” Menser grabbed his phone and punched buttons on the screen.

“It appears to be some type of sexually transmitted disease with a very short incubation period.” Her phone rang. “Just a moment.” She stepped off camera.

“Patricia, this is your friend in the government.”

“You motherfucker.  Do you have any idea what is going on in Manhattan?”

“I got a clue or two. Right now, I’m more concerned about you. Rebecca Kincaid is one of them, and you absolutely do not want to look in that slut’s eyes.”

“What the fuck are you talking about?”

“Rebecca Kincaid is one of the mind controllers, and if you keep looking at those sparkling baby blues for much longer you’re going to be a devoted little love slave.”

Patricia paused. “Are you fucking serious?”

“No, Patricia, I just called you in the middle of the goddamned apocalypse to fuck with you.”

“What... do I do?”

“What you’ve been doing, just don’t look in her fucking eyes.” Menser hung up.

A moment later Patricia stepped back into the frame.

This time she was looking down or to her left, not at Rebecca Kincaid.

“That’s my girl.”

“Detective, what are the symptoms of this disease?” Rebecca asked.

“Um, loss of sexual inhibitions, they act like they’re high on some sort of aphrodisiac, but in actuality they are sick.”

“And, it spreads through sexual contact?”

“That’s right.”

There were screams off camera, and the cameraman swung to his right.

The police barricades were bowing inwards as a sea of naked bodies pressed against them.

“They’re coming through!” A cop screamed.

The riot police began backing up as one after another barricade toppled.

“We need to get these people back!” Patricia yelled.

Then a crowd of men in black suits rushed into the fray.

They had small pistols and the air filled with the sound of air guns firing.

A cloud of darts like a swarm of bees collided with the rioters and they began to fall.

A tall woman wearing a black rubber nun’s outfit stepped up to the camera.

“Who the hell are you?” Patricia asked.

“I am Sister Hecate of the Church of Morpheus. We are here to help.”

Menser shook his head. “Fuck. Oh, fuck me.”

“You can’t just start shooting people!” Patricia yelled.

“Calm yourself, detective. Our darts are filled with harmless tranquilizers.”

“I don’t care what you’re shooting them with! You can’t just...”

“Would you prefer we did nothing? You will lose this city if we stand down.” Hecate said. Hecate held up her hand and the black suited Church agents paused.

Patricia’s phone buzzed. She put it to her ear. She sighed. “By order of the Mayor of New York, I am authorized to accept your help in this situation.”

Hecate smiled and waved at the agents who continued firing into the crowd.

Menser laughed and rubbed his eyes. “Create an epidemic, and then ride in on a white horse and save the day. We’re going to lose this goddamned war.”

***

Two Weeks Later

Levi sat in the restaurant and ate his chowder. There were perks to being exiled to Boston. The headline on his Boston Globe read: BIMBO FLU STRIKES DOWNTOWN BOSTON. Below this was an article entitled: Church of Morpheus Delivers Vaccine Against Bimbo Flu.

Levi smiled. “Things are going smoothly.”

Illia sat across from him and drank her coffee. “Yes, Bishop.”

He nodded. “You still think I was wrong?”

“No, Levi. I am just glad we are both alive.”

He shrugged. “I regret losing Elizabeth. It was fun tormenting her.”

Illia winced. “We have five thousand two hundred victims of the bimbo flu in downtown Boston. Forty-eight Futanari Type 1 were created along with eighty-seven Type 2.

Levi smiled. “Next week we will take our proposal to city council to create a red-light district downtown.”

“Havana really believes they will agree to it?”

Levi laughed. “What choice do they have? What else will they do with over 5,000 perverts and freaks? It’s the only humane thing to do. Besides, New York already agreed to do it in Manhattan. As soon as Boston agrees, we’ll move our residence into the red-light district. It’ll be like living in Havana.”

“Yes, there is that,” Illia said.

“Oh, cheer up. We’ll own this town soon.” He tapped her nose with his finger. “You’re too pretty to be so serious all the time.”

Illia laughed. “I’m going to the restroom. Don’t eat my chowder.”

“It’s pronounced chow-duh,” Levi laughed.

Illia laughed. “Chow-duh... fine... just don’t eat it.” In a way, getting kicked out of New York had been a blessing. Levi seemed happy now, perhaps it was being away from Ithaca and all the memories.

She walked into the restroom.

A woman smiled at her as she walked past.

A moment later, that same woman clapped her hand over Illia’s mouth and slipped a needle into her neck.

The world went black.

***

Levi sat at the table and thought about taking at least a little of Illia’s chowder.

A man in a business suit sat down across from Levi. “You asked him about his powers?”

Levi stared at the man. “I... what? What are you talking about?”

“In Ithaca. In the basement, you asked Jason Moore how much of his cum it took for him to possess someone.”

Levi went pale.

The man stood up and walked away.

Levi watched him. He started to get up and follow the man.

But, an old woman sat down across from him in the seat the man had left. “The answer is: less than a drop. Smaller than the head of a pin.” She smiled and pointed at him. “A man like you, Bishop? You should know better than to be predictable. You eat at this same restaurant once a week, same day, same hour.”

A young pretty woman leaned over the table. “Earlier this week, Jason sent one of his possessed here to Boston with a jar filled with his cum.”

“They put it in the chow-duh,” the old woman said.

A man leaned over the other side of the table. “This place is populah. Two hundred people possessed in one day. Each and every one of us.”

Levi looked around the crowded restaurant.

Everyone was standing up and walking toward his table.

“Stay back!” Levi said.

All of them had knives.

The old woman pulled out a knife. “Jason told us to tell you: you tried to hurt Belynda. Ya terrorized his wives. He don’t like that. He don’t like that at all. You’re a bad person, Bishop.”

“Pain!” Levi screamed.

The old woman slumped in her chair.

“All of us? You gonna do that to all of us, Bishop?” A man asked. “We’re gonna cut you up. Then, we’re all gonna go home and fuhget we was evuh here. We got a dozen folks across the street that are gonna swear you was killed by a gang of thugs.”

“No. No!” Levi screamed. “Pain! Pain!”

They fell on him with their knives.

***

Illia stumbled out of the restroom. Knock Out, someone had dosed her with Knock Out. “Levi? Help me...”

The restaurant was empty.

Only Levi remained.

He sat glassy eyed in his chair, his arms spread wide, looking up at the ceiling. Blood made a perfect circular pool around his chair.

They had left nothing intact but his face.

Sister Illia screamed.

***

One Month Later

Carrie drove the Tesla out of the suburbs.

“Where are you taking me?” Sugar asked.

“I thought we’d have lunch at our favorite diner.”

Sugar smiled. “Where we ate after I transformed you?”

“Yes. I’m in the mood to eat a lot of cheeseburgers,” Carrie laughed.

“Ooo, and the shakes. And, the pie.”

“Those too,” Carrie said.

Sugar patted her hand. “I’m really proud of you. You’ve come a long way in six weeks.”

“Feels like a million years ago,” Carrie said. She looked at the houses as she passed.

“You can feel them? The minds of the people inside?” Sugar asked.

Carrie nodded. “Can you?”

“No, honey. You’re way past me,” Sugar said. “Can you only receive their thoughts, or can you transmit as well at this range?”

“I can transmit. I can make them do anything. It used to frighten me.”

“You’ve done an amazing job of controlling yourself, Carrie.”

“Have I? Sometimes I don’t know.”

Sugar smiled. “You have. You’re our greatest success.”

Carrie reached the diner and kept going.

Sugar looked at the diner as they passed. “I thought we were going to the diner?”

“We are. I just want to make a little stop first.”

She drove on into the country.

A few minutes later, she pulled into a gravel lot beside a cinder block building.

A bright pink neon sign said, “The Pussy Pot.”

Below that was a sign that said, “Exotic Dancers! Fully Nude! 24/7!”

“The Pussy Pot?” Sugar laughed. “You’re taking me to The Pussy Pot? Why on earth...”

“Come on, you’ll see.”

Sugar got out of the car. “Honey, I’ve been here before. We send a lot of girls here.”

“I know. Come on.” Carrie stepped inside.

Sugar followed. Her eyes adjusted to the dark interior.

Sugar gasped. The inside wasn’t as she remembered it. Everything was new and shiny. The smell of beer was gone. Now, it smelled of sex.

Techno pumped from the speakers as two massively pregnant women pole danced on the shiny black stage.

The blondes onstage could be twins.

“Mother and daughter actually,” Carrie said reading her mind. “Levi impregnated and transformed them - that’s what brought me here. Stacie Fuchs wanted me to check on them after Levi was exiled.”

The mother abruptly dropped down from the pole and did a spit on the side of the stage.

A man immediately began tonguing her pussy.

Sugar looked around the room.

There was no sex in strip clubs.

There was sex in The Pussy Pot.

Whores knelt between the thighs of johns at every other table giving blowjobs.

An Asian girl was on her hands and knees taking one man in her mouth while another fucked her ass.

“Transformed? All the whores are transformed?” Sugar asked.

“Yes. I made changes.”

“You made changes?” Sugar asked.

Carrie sat down at an empty table and motioned for Sugar to sit down as well.

Sugar sat down as the pregnant daughter on stage lowered herself onto the side of the stage.

A john immediately pulled out his cock and began fucking her.

“This place belongs to me,” Carrie said. “I came here, and I thought about what we talked about that first day. About how we had to accept the evil inside us. I’ve accepted it, Sugar. I enjoy it. So, I just manipulated the owner into giving it to me.”

The deejay spoke into his microphone. “Now coming onstage, our latest Pussy Pot Slut, the beautiful Roxy.”

Sugar turned her head and looked at the stage.

Roxy. The waitress from the diner that Carrie had ‘saved’. Now her breasts were three cup sizes bigger, her hips three inches wider, her legs four inches longer. Her lips were fuller, hair longer as she gyrated around the pole.

Sugar shook her head slowly. “But, you wanted to save her. You didn’t want her to be...”

“I went to the diner. And, I tried to be happy with what I had done for her, I really did,” Carrie said. “I empowered her. But, then I saw everyone looking at her, and I thought, ‘Why should she be wasted in that diner?’ I mean, why not make her into a sex object? A work of art? A toy?”

“Oh, Carrie. You...”

“I know. But, really, Sugar, I need this place to play. I need a place to let go.”

The front door opened, and a couple stepped inside.

The man was gawking, and the woman was blushing a deep red.

Carrie pointed at them. “I love this part. As we were driving here, we passed them on the road. Cute aren’t they? I just put the idea in their heads to come here. Just a little push, and here they are. They happily walked right into my trap.”

She waved to them and the couple smiled. They walked to the table.

The man started to say something.

“No, no,” Carrie said. “Your name is Bruce, and your name is Trixie.”

“No, my name is...” The man began.

Carrie’s eyes narrowed and the man’s eyes rolled back in his head.

The woman staggered back.

The man smiled. “I’m Bruce. This fuck slut here is Trixie. She works cheap.”

‘Trixie’ laughed and reached under her skirt. She pulled down her panties and left them on the floor.

“We’ll need to do some work on Trixie to get her up to our standards, Bruce. You don’t mind, do you? Probably some new boobs, ass implants?”

“Fuck no, sounds fine to me!” Bruce laughed.

Carrie smiled. “Trixie, you eat pussy, don’t you?”

“Sure!” Trixie giggled.

“Good. Why don’t you go down on my friend Sugar?”

“Fuck yeah!” Trixie laughed. She dropped to her knees and crawled to Sugar.

Sugar stroked the girl’s cheek, then she spread her legs, letting her latex skirt slide up. “Who are they really, Carrie?”

Carrie shrugged. “I don’t know. I don’t care. Now, they’re toys. Just a pimp and his whore. They belong to me.”

Trixie began licking and sucking Sugar’s cunt.

“Mmm, that’s right. My clit. Focus on my clit,” Sugar said.

Carrie stood up and lifted her leg, setting her heel on the table. “Come here, Bruce. Let’s see if you eat pussy as well as your whore.”

Bruce laughed and got on his knees.

His tongue snaked into Carrie’s pussy.

Sugar looked at Carrie hungrily.

Carrie smiled. “I try to do good. All the good I can.”

“I know,” Sugar moaned.

“But... absolute power corrupts absolutely. And, I... can’t stop. I don’t want to stop.”

Sugar held her hand as they both came.
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***

Six Months Later

Roxbury, Kansas

Evelyn Price’s mailbox was a big aluminum job sitting on a whitewashed post on a dirt road ten miles outside Roxbury.

Over the last eighteen years, she had replaced it six times. Four times when local teens had been playing mailbox baseball, once when a monstrous tornado had wrenched it out of the ground while never touching the farmhouse or barn beyond, and once when her son had accidentally run over it while learning to drive their old Ford pickup.

She walked to it every day at half past three.

Each day for the last eighteen years had been a countdown to today.

She was a tall thin woman of forty-five or so she seemed. She had been a nurse in California once, but that was long ago.

Now she was a mother and a farmer, in that order.

“Not today,” she whispered as she eased the aluminum door open.

She pulled out the mail.

The letter was on the very top.

Evelyn sighed.

The countdown had reached zero.

She walked back up the gravel drive past the house and barn to the field of golden wheat beyond. She ran her hand over it, feeling the feathery touch against her palm.

The big green, John Deere combine stood like a metal dinosaur in the middle of the field.

Her lanky son was standing on top leaning into the engine compartment.

She smiled at his tanned torso above the old jeans. He was too skinny for his height, though his abs and biceps were hard from a childhood spent as the only man on a seventy-acre farm.

“Goddamn it,” he grumbled.

“Hey, watch that mouth,” she said.

“Sorry, Mom.” He straightened his back and dropped down from the combine. “I think we got a cracked cylinder.”

She nodded. “It’s old.”

He scratched his head under his wavy brown hair. “If I can’t fix it, we can’t harvest.”

“We’ll get Dixon to rent us his combine.”

He laughed. “Yeah, for twenty percent.”

“Better than letting it rot.”

“I guess.” He rubbed the green hide of the John Deere.

Evelyn handed him the envelope. “This came.”

He sighed and shook his head. “I’ll open it later.”

“No, you’ll open it now.” She shoved it into his hand.

He rolled his eyes. “Why? It’ll just say, ‘Dear Mr. Dixon, we are pleased to inform you that you have been accepted to blank university for the fall semester. Please send us tuition in the amount of one arm and one leg...”

“Would you just open it?”

“Fine.” He looked at the envelope. “Ithaca College, Ithaca, New York.” He ripped it open. “Yep, Dear Mr. Price, we are pleased to inform you that you have been accepted for the fall semester. You have also been...” He stared at the page.

“What does it say?”

He continued to read silently.

“Adam? What does it say?”

“It says... You have also been awarded a full scholarship to cover tuition, room and board, and a stipend for living expenses...”

Evelyn smiled and wiped away a tear.

“I... Mom... it’s a full ride. I got a full ride.”

She nodded. “Yes, you did.”

He looked at the combine. “No. No, I can’t. Next year, maybe.”

“No, Adam. This year.”

“But, what about... I can’t just leave you to do this.”

She put her hand on his arm. “Yes, you can. And, you’re going to.”

“What are you going to do, Mom? You can’t do this all by yourself.”

“I’m going to sell this place.”

“The... what? You’re going to sell?!”

She brushed his brown hair away from his face. “I needed this place to provide for us. Mission accomplished, Adam Price. I hate wheat, honey. I think maybe I’ll go back to California, maybe be a nurse again, who knows?”

He stared at the letter. “I’m going to college. I can’t believe it.”

“My boy’s grown up.” She hugged him tight. “You belong to the world now,” she whispered.

“Are you crying?” Adam asked.

“Of course, I’m crying. I’m just happy, that’s all.”

Adam laughed.

“Now, why don’t you go into town and tell your friends your good news?”

“But, the combine.”

She laughed. “To hell with the John Deere, honey. It can rot where it stands.”

Adam smiled. “I’m going to college. Holy shit.”

“Language.”

“Sorry! I’ll be back by ten,” he said as he ran toward the house.

“Midnight. Celebrate right. No drinking!”

“No, Ma’am,” he yelled as he kicked up Kansas dust.

She watched him run, feeling her hands tremble.

Evelyn stood a little taller.

She felt the breeze move her hair like a lover’s caress. She smiled.

“Thank you for these years with him. You kept your promise. Now, I’ve kept mine. God protect him.”

The End

The Saga Continues in Transformations: Dr. DeMona, available soon on Amazon!
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[image: ]Transformations: Witnesses

A religious cult has taken control of Cuba, turning it into a sexual playground. But, the Church of Morpheus has designs beyond the island. It plans world domination through sexual perversion. And, the organization is growing...

Upstate New York is a world away from the goings on in Cuba, but the Church of Morpheus is there. Three Jehovah's Witnesses come to a remote farmhouse in the country. What they find there will change them forever.

Book one of the Transformations series.

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B07F6YVFQJ
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Transformations: Experiments

After the events of Transformations: Witnesses, Ray and Sugar have converted Stallion's Adult Store into a recruitment center and experimental lab for the Church's dark designs. Sugar has ensnared an unsuspecting MILF and is converting her into something... delicious. In the basement of Stallion's, erotic fantasies become realities, and no one who enters will ever be the same.

A story of mind control, debauchery, and extreme body modification.

Book two of the Transformations series.

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B07VSH29YC
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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

[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
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Punches: An Erotic Short Story


A woman alone in a cemetery at night, a lusty vampire stalking her, and all the while vampire hunters awaiting the monster's return to her lair: a horrific, comedic, erotic interlude.

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B00ITDPY7O
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