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Transformations: The New Normal

Prologue

Roxbury, Kansas

The Kansas rain turned the front windshield of the old truck into an abstract painting. The air smelled like warm pavement and cool water with a tinge of prairie dust and steam.

Evelyn Price and her son, Adam, sat silently in the truck and watched the Transcontinental Bus Lines depot across the street. The bus in the first bay’s sign changed from ‘Roxbury, KS’ to ‘Buffalo, NY’.

Adam sighed. “I guess that’s the one.”

Evelyn nodded and smiled, the laugh lines around her eyes crinkling. She ran her fingers through her gray and red hair and tried not to cry. “You study hard, Adam. I won’t tell you to stay away from the girls because I know you won’t...”

Adam laughed. “Mom...” 

And, just like that, Evelyn heard the baby who became the boy who became the young man she had given birth to and then raised for eighteen years, and the tears came.

He put his hand on her shoulder. “Mom? It’s okay. Don’t cry...”

Evelyn laughed. “Easy for you to say.” She shook her head. “I always knew this day was coming.” She took his hand and squeezed. “So much of your father in you - that can be a blessing and a curse.”

Adam laughed and fought back tears of his own.

“Mind me: you focus on school. You have a lot to learn.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

“Now, kiss your mom and go get on that bus.”

***

Adam walked through the downpour. His denim jacket was already soaked, and he wasn’t halfway to the bus. He paused though and looked back at his mother.

She rolled down her window. “Boy, I didn’t raise one so dumb he didn’t know to get out of the rain. Git!”

He laughed and turned to run but not before he saw his mother break into uncontrollable sobs behind the rain mottled windshield.

He ran toward the bus.

Adam stopped at the bottom step.

The driver was a big guy with black hair and a beard. A patch on his rumpled blue bus uniform read ‘Eric’. He smiled down at Adam. “Get on the bus, kid. Destiny awaits.”

Adam took one last look at the pickup and climbed onboard.

The driver closed the door and Adam left Kansas behind.

Forever.

***

Evelyn watched the bus pull out, watched it go down the street and disappear around a corner. Her hand hovered over the ignition. Part of her wanted to chase after him, make the bus pull over, tell her son the truth - all of it. Truths she had wanted to tell him for eighteen years.

Someone tapped on the window.

A Mexican man stood on the other side of the door, his hat in his hands even though the rain was pouring down his face.

Evelyn rolled down the window. “Can I help you?”

“Perdona, senora, my wife? The baby is coming sooner than we expected. I hate to ask but could you take us to the hospital? Por favor? I have a little money...”

Evelyn looked past him at the small woman wrapped in a shawl with the enormous belly leaning on the plexiglass covered bus stop. “Oh, my God! Let’s get her in this truck.”

Together Evelyn and the woman’s husband helped her onto the pickup’s bench seat. The woman was shivering.

Evelyn climbed back into the driver’s seat. She touched the woman’s face. “Tranquilo, mamacita. Everything is going to be fine. When did her water break?”

“About ten minutes ago,” the husband said.

“First baby?” Evelyn asked.

“Si,” the woman whispered.

“You’re going to be just fine.” She looked at the husband. “What’s your name, dad?”

“Ramon Rodriguez, senora.”

“Ramon, can you open the glove compartment? There are some papers in there. Can you hand them to me?”

He nodded and pulled a sheaf of yellow paper out of the glove box.

Evelyn took them and retrieved a pen stuck in the sun visor. “Ramon Rodriguez,” she said as she wrote on the paper. She handed the papers to Ramon.

“What... I don’t understand?”

Evelyn smiled. “This old truck isn’t much but it’s all yours. They’ll give you the title at the DMV.”

“But no, senora! We just need...”

Evelyn opened her door. “I don’t need it anymore. You do. But take her to the hospital in McPherson. It’s not far and much better than Roxbury. You have time. Vaya con Dios.”

“Gracias, senora. Muchas gracias.”

Evelyn turned toward the bus terminal and walked through the rain.

She heard the truck start and pull out behind her.

The rain fell on Evelyn Price, soaking her. She was in no hurry to reach the terminal. She just let the warm rain wash over her.

No one watched the crazy woman walking in the rain.

If they had, they would have seen a miracle. The rain washed through her hair and the gray began to fade, becoming lustrous red.

She turned her face to the sky and the rain ran down her face, washing away her sparse makeup.

It also washed away her wrinkles. The skin became tighter and smoother, years washing away in the Kansas rain. The eyeliner ran down her face, but it was replaced by darker eyeliner - an electronic tattoo that darkened beneath her skin.

Her lips grew full and red.

Her thin arms developed long, lithe muscles as did her thighs and calves - thighs and calves that began to lengthen making her inches taller in seconds.

Her breasts grew one cup size, two, three, four, straining against the wet material of her sundress. The material had been rendered nearly translucent by the soaking rain.

When she stepped through the front door of the bus terminal, middle aged Evelyn Price was gone.

Evie Price, a woman who appeared to be in her early twenties had replaced her.

Heads turned.

She walked up to the ticket booth and the old man there tried not to stare at her breasts. “Excuse me,” she said, her voice sultry and sweet. “Can you tell me when the next bus to New York leaves?”

“Uh... that will be 9:15 tonight, Miss.”

Evie smiled. “Thank you.” She turned and walked toward the benches. The muscles and sinews in her calves were pulling tighter - she needed heels. It would be difficult to walk in a few minutes.

A television mounted on the wall was tuned to a news network. “There is evidently a disturbance going on in downtown Manhattan. We’re unsure if it is a terrorist attack or a riot, but we have been told that the police are actively involved in attempting to cordon off a section of Manhattan...”

Evie stared at the screen as a half dozen people gathered around it. “Oh, Eric, what have you done now?” Evie whispered.

She turned back to the counter to buy her ticket.

Three Church agents stood in their black suits between her and the counter. “Mistress Evelyn Price di Morpheus?” the lead agent asked.

Evie stared at him. It had been so long since she had heard her full name. “Y... Yes?”

“I...” The man looked at the floor. “Mistress, it’s an honor.”

Evie sighed. “No, sweetie, trust me. It isn’t that much of an honor. What do you want?”

He looked up. “The Demon Goddess Lilith sent us. We have a limousine waiting for you outside. And these. “He held out a pair of red high heels.

Evie laughed and held out her hand. “Red. My favorite.” She swapped out her old flats for the heels.

“We also have a change of clothes for you in the limousine, Mistress.”

“Where are you taking me, agent?” Evie asked.

“Wherever you like, Mistress. We are at your disposal.”

Evie smiled. “In that case? Take me to Ithaca, New York. I want to visit an old friend.”

***

Tanya Manetti

The Future

They call it the New Normal. Only it’s anything but normal. It was an invasion. Every major city in the United States hit in the same week. Hordes of people infected with a virus that made them lose their inhibitions, their morals. Their libidos were supercharged, and they ran amok through the streets of New York, Boston, Chicago, Los Angeles. Do you want to know how thin the line is between order and chaos? Let me tell you it’s thin.

Order turned to chaos in minutes and the forces of the law fell back from the waves of infected again and again. Because how can you stop it? How do you handle thousands of naked people who scream love at you?

The law either fell back or they succumbed to the virus themselves - because nobody could point a gun at the horde and pull the trigger. So many people blame them now, that thin line that refused to kill the infected.

But you weren’t there, and you didn’t see.

I was there. Manhattan on the first night - that first night when the government was going to detonate the bridges and flood the tunnels because they had to contain the horde.

They didn’t have to.

The streets were filled with screaming infected - infected with more than just the ‘bimbo flu’ as we came to call it. The Futanari were streaming out of the Village at the same time.

Then the quadcopters came. Filling the sky, blotting out the stars. The cavalry in a carefully orchestrated Deus Ex Machina.

They brought the New Normal to us.

Goddamn them.

***

Cathy

The Skies Above Manhattan

12:10 AM

Now

“You’re loving this,” Cathy said over the roar of the rotors and the wind. The rear ramp of the transport quadcopter was open. The Manhattan rooftops flew by at a dizzying rate below them.

Her lover, Mother Superior Hecate, stood in her black and white latex ‘nun’ outfit - a black rubber bodysuit with matching stiletto boots and a rubber nun’s habit. A white inverted cross extended down the bodysuit from her breasts to her crotch.

Hecate clung to a strap near the ramp and smiled over her shoulder at Cathy. “Of course I love it! Don’t you? The first step toward victory.”

Cathy put her arm around Hecate and held on. 

Manhattan, from 31st Street down to 14th Street, from 8th Avenue in the west to 2nd Avenue in the east, was in the hands of the Church of Morpheus. The Mayor of New York had capitulated - he had practically begged them to contain the spread of the ‘disease’. The Governor’s office agreed.

The Church had taken possession of some of the most valuable property on earth, all without firing a shot. They had promised to control the spread of the diseases and contain the infected - in exchange for this part of Manhattan becoming a territory of the New Theocratic Republic of Cuba.

The Americans were terrified. And they should have been - only the Church had the means and technology to make a vaccine.

What the people of New York didn’t know and only a few in government suspected? The viruses came from the Church.

Cathy looked over her shoulder at the Church Agents standing in the cargo hold waiting for deployment. They wore crisp black suits and all of them had their heads shaved. They carried only an air powered dart pistol, replacement magazines, and air cartridges.

Behind them, Professional Caste nurses and doctors dressed in white latex bodysuits carried vaccine injectors loaded with anti-futa, anti-bimbo meds. 

They also carried transformation kits. Because the true aim was to begin creating transformed inside Manhattan’s Red Light District using the unwitting populace.

The quadcopters carried fifty transformed medical professionals and agents.

There were 100 quadcopters.

Cathy, also known as Cum Slut Cathy, was the only Perverter on board... the only White Witch.

“There are a quarter of a million humans down there, my love. And we own them,” Hecate said over the roar of the wind.

“Pride cometh before a fall, Hecate,” Cathy laughed.

“Don’t blaspheme - Sister will burn you as a heretic.”

Cathy laughed and stroked Hecate’s thin, hard muscled thigh through the latex. “You would let her do that?”

“I would light the match, you slut,” Hecate whispered and then kissed Cathy hard.

“Wow!” Cathy said. “If military conquest is all it takes to start your engine, let’s just declare war on the whole human race.”

Hecate laughed. “We just did.”

The quadcopter sat down in the middle of 7th Avenue.

“Stay behind me,” Hecate yelled as the trash on the street was swept away in a whirlwind by the rotors.

“Oh, please. I’m the most powerful thing on these streets,” Cathy said as she ran down the ramp.

“Second most,” Hecate yelled as she raced her to the street.

People were screaming and running.

A woman in an evening gown was running hard down the sidewalk, her heels in her hands. Behind her was a crowd of naked people laughing and yelling in pursuit.

“Help me!” The woman screamed.

“Sleep!” Cathy said.

Behind her, the pursuing crowd collapsed and fell like dominoes.

The woman stumbled forward and fell to her knees in front of Cathy. “Thank you,” she gasped. She blinked and stared at Cathy’s white latex jumpsuit that barely contained her big breasts.

Cathy knelt down in front of her. “There, there. You’re safe now.”

A sound like hornets buzzing through the air passed overhead - the Church Agents were firing salvos of KnockOut darts into the infected. 

The naked hordes began to tumble onto the pavement.

“I need a medic here,” Cathy yelled.

A nurse in white latex ran to her.

“What’s wrong with them?” The woman asked as she regained her breath.

“Nothing to concern yourself with now, Beatrice,” Cathy said.

The woman frowned. “How do you know...”

Cathy smiled. “I know many things.” Cathy looked up at the nurse. “Beatrice hasn’t been exposed. Vaccinate her, please.”

“Wait. I don’t want...”

Cathy touched Beatrice’s face and her eyes went slack. “Shh, be still now.”

The nurse pressed an air powered vaccination gun against the woman’s throat. It hissed and Beatrice winced.

“There now. Beatrice Heinz. Forty-two... excellent cardiovascular health. She runs six miles a day, don’t you sweetheart?” 

“Y... Yes. How do you know all this?”

The nurse was busy entering Beatrice’s information into a tablet.

“Very skilled at oral, dislikes anal. Cheats on her husband with his coworker - naughty girl, Beatrice.”

Beatrice’s eyes opened wide. “What... are you doing?”

“Just peeking under the hood. You love anal now, by the way.”

Beatrice moaned and then blushed bright red. “I do! How did you know that?!”

“What Caste for her, Mistress?” the nurse asked.

“Oh, Whore Caste. Street Whore - no, MILF whore. Leave her middle-aged.” Cathy rolled her eyes. “Honestly, Beatrice, how do you know you’re not bi if you’ve never tried? I’ll fix that.”

Beatrice shivered. Then she stared directly at Cathy’s big breasts.

Cathy laughed. “Why do women always stare straight at the breasts when you flip the bi switch? Why not the lips? Why not the ass? The crotch? Always the tits.”

The nurse laughed.

“Barcode her.” Cathy smiled at Beatrice. “Let the nice nurse barcode your neck, sweetheart.”

Beatrice turned her head and lifted her hair.

The nurse put a small device with a pistol grip against the skin on the back of Beatrice’s neck. She pulled the trigger and the device hummed.

When the nurse pulled the device away from Beatrice’s neck, there was a barcode in perfectly straight black lines just under her hairline.

Beatrice leaned forward and kissed Cathy. Her hands explored Cathy’s body, squeezing her breasts and ass, pressing hard against the latex crotch of her bodysuit.

Cathy laughed. “I know how you feel. The whole world just lit up for you, didn’t it, Beatrice?” She reached under the hem of the blue evening gown and stroked the silk panties covering her pussy.

Cathy hooked her fingers in the crotch fabric and yanked.

She tore the panties in two and tossed them aside.

Cathy eased two fingers into Beatrice’s pussy. “Mmm, nice and wet. And you shave your pussy like a good girl. Cum for me, slut.”

Beatrice screamed and her pussy muscles gripped and throbbed around Cathy’s fingers.

Cathy smiled as the woman shuddered.

She pulled her fingers out of Beatrice’s snatch and licked them. Then she offered them to Beatrice.

The woman licked and sucked the digits clean.

Cathy stood up.

“Stand up, dear,” Cathy said. She towered over Beatrice. “Now, Beatrice, do you know where Union Square Park is?”

“Yes... Mistress.”

“Good girl. Now I want you to walk to Union Square Park and show the nice doctors and nurses there your pretty barcode,” Cathy said.

“But... the naked people...”

“Oh, sweetie, they won’t bother you now. You smell different to them after your shot. Now scoot!” She reached around and swatted Beatrice’s ass.

The new MILF whore laughed and began running northeast.

Cathy smiled as she watched her run.

“Mistress?”

Cathy turned. A Church Agent was leading a group of a dozen uninfected toward her.

Cathy sighed. It was going to be a long night.

***

Detective Patricia Kennedy

NYPD Mobile Command Center

Corner of West 26th Street and 8th Avenue

1:15 AM

Patricia stared across the street at the Hazelden Betty Ford Clinic.

Up and down the street, the Church of Morpheus had erected fifteen foot tall steel walls. The Betty Ford Clinic was one of a few gaps in the barricade where people with authorization could meet with officials on the opposite side of the wall.

“It’s the goddamned Berlin Wall and that’s fucking Checkpoint Charlie,” she mumbled.

“Huh?” Her partner, Bobby Halliday, asked as he took a sip of coffee from a paper cup.

“Berlin Wall? Checkpoint Charlie? East and West Berlin. Didn’t you learn anything in school, Halliday?”

“Nothing I learned in school prepared me for this,” he said in his thick Bronx accent.

“Yeah, no shit.” She shook her head. “We’re an occupied country.”

“Naah, if we were? Those nine foot tall giants they used to put up those walls would be rampaging through the streets right now.”

Patricia shivered. Those giants had dead, shark eyes and they were carrying loads that must have been five times their body weight. They put a wall around the new “Red Light District” in mere hours.

She picked up her walkie. “Overwatch, status?”

“Betty Ford Clinic is clear,” a sniper said over the two-way radio.

Patricia had been overruled by the mayor’s office on letting the Church take part of Manhattan, but at least they had agreed to the sniper teams to cover the entrances.

For now anyway.

She picked up her cellphone. Her friend the government spook hadn’t called her back since he had warned her not to look in that bitch reporter Rebecca Kincaid’s eyes.

If what he said was true, not looking in her eyes had saved her from possibly becoming one of Kincaid’s alleged love slaves.

“Why don’t you get some sleep?” Halliday said.

Patricia shook her head. “I’ll sleep when this is over.”

On the other side of that wall, a quarter million people were in danger.

And there was nothing Patricia could do to help them.

***

Tanya Manetti

Apartment Building at 7th Avenue and West 26th Street

1:30 AM

“Mom, I do not have time right now.” She was balancing the cellphone between her ear and shoulder as she stuffed clothes into her leather satchel. “Yes, I’m watching the news. I’ve done nothing but watch the news for three hours. Hang on.”

She put the satchel down and switched her phone to the Uber app.

“Your driver, Israel Ramirez, is three minutes away.” The app displayed along with a map showing his position.

Her mom said something, and she put the phone back to her ear. “Yeah, I’m here.” She crossed to the window. “No, I don’t know they’ll let the Uber driver take me out of this zone or whatever they’re calling it. But I’m going to try.”

Tanya sighed. “Mom, fuck’s sake, don’t cry. What would dad do right now?”

Tanya rolled her eyes. “Yes, Mom, I know you’re not him.”

She gritted her teeth. “No, Mom, I didn’t mean it that way. Just... try to calm down. I’m going to get out of here.”

Tanya went to the window.

The street below her window was clear.

A Honda Civic pulled up to the corner. 

“Okay, Mom, the Uber is here. I gotta go. Yeah, I love you too.”

Tanya put her phone in her jeans pocket and grabbed her satchel.

She looked into the apartment’s small kitchen.

“What would Daddy do?” She whispered to herself. She walked into the kitchen. “Well, Daddy would have armed himself with a nine-millimeter Beretta, extra mags, and most likely grabbed an AR-15... but, this is pussyville. And you can’t have guns in pussyville.” She smiled and pulled a long butcher’s knife from the drawer. “But a nice piece of steel makes me feel all warm inside.” She slid the blade into the sleeve of her leather jacket and headed for the front door. “I am still Daddy’s girl at heart.”

She opened the door a crack and checked the hall.

It was empty but there had been a lot of commotion earlier. Lots of yelling and screaming followed by moaning and grunting.

There were four apartments on this floor. The doors to two of them were open.

Tanya crept into the hall and eased the door shut till it locked.

She had to pass one of the apartments with an open door to get to the stairwell.

She stopped at the doorframe and peeked around.

The woman who lived there was a stewardess or something.

Low moans came from inside.

She could see the soles of two dirty feet in the entryway. The toenails were painted pink - a woman’s feet.

Tanya could hear sucking, slurping noises and muffled moans.

She crept quietly in front of the doorway.

The stewardess was lying on her back in the hallway with her panties hanging on her left ankle as the woman with dirty feet ate her out.

Tanya got across the opening and put her back against the wall.

“Did you... hear something?” the stewardess moaned.

“Mmph. No,” the woman with dirty feet answered.

Tanya breathed a sigh of relief.

The door across the hall had been closed, but now it opened a crack. Tanya got a glimpse of big green eyes and honey blonde hair. The woman stared at her with the chain still on the door.

Tanya felt the reassuring weight of the butcher’s knife in the sleeve of her jacket.

The blonde kept staring at her.

Finally, Tanya mouthed the word, “Go.” and waved her left arm.

The blonde nodded and closed her door.

Tanya went for the stairs.

The stairwell was empty, and she descended to the ground floor.

Through the ground floor entrance, she could still see the Uber idling at the curb.

She went out the glass door and onto the sidewalk.

The Prius’s windows were down. “You Tanya Manetti?” The driver asked in a thick Brooklyn accident.

“Yeah, you Israel?”

“Hop in. They’re saying you can still get out up at the Garden...”

A woman screamed.

Tanya froze scanning left and right looking for the source of the scream.

A naked woman was running toward the Prius from the other side of 7th Avenue. She was a bleach blonde with crazy eyes.

“What the fuck?” Israel yelled.

The woman leaped through the driver’s side window and tackled Israel, knocking him sideways.

Her feet and legs kicked as she squirmed the rest of the way into the car.

“Get off me, you crazy bitch!” Israel screamed.

She tore at his clothes.

Tanya reached for the passenger side door handle and let the knife fall into her open hand.

The bleach blonde mashed her mouth against Israel’s, and he stopped screaming.

He convulsed under the blonde.

She laughed and raised up. She unzipped his pants and hauled out his long, thick cock. She leaned over and drew him into her mouth as Israel began to laugh and moan.

More screams echoed from the other side of 7th Avenue.

“Shit,” Tanya said as she started backing up.

She could see them now: about a dozen naked men and women running toward the Prius.

Tanya spun around and tried to open the door.

It had locked behind her.

She switched the knife to her left hand and dug in the satchel for her keys.

The crowd had reached the Prius and they were trying to rip the doors off.

Tanya grabbed her keycard and pressed it against the card reader.

It beeped and a green light came on.

She shoved the door open and stepped inside, then pressed hard to get it closed again.

There was a woman with long black hair on the other side of the door trying to press inside.

Tanya put her shoulder against the glass door.

“Don’t be afraid! You don’t have to be afraid. It’s beautiful. I’ll make you a goddess.”

The lock clicked closed and Tanya took a step back.

The woman was pacing back and forth outside the door. “Little piggie? Let me in, little piggie!” She laughed.

Something about the woman wasn’t right.

Tanya staggered backward when she saw the long thick cock hanging down between the brunette’s thighs.

“I’ll make you a goddess. Come on. Open the door, little piggie. It doesn’t hurt.” She hefted her heavy ball sack and thick cock. “This is power. Open the door and I’ll make you like me!”

Tanya turned away and ran past the reception desk to the stairwell.

She stopped on the first landing. She had to calm down!

How could any of this be happening? Sex zombies? Viruses that made you grow a cock? It was simply insane.

Tanya closed her eyes and took a deep breath.

She climbed to the second floor and stepped into the hall.

Just as she reached the stewardess’s door, the blonde across the hall opened her door with the chain on it. “Are you okay?” She whispered.

Tanya froze. Idiot! She thought.

The stewardess and the woman with dirty feet stopped moaning.

“Told you I heard something!” The stewardess laughed.

Tanya ran past the doorway to her apartment. She had the key in her left hand and the butcher’s knife in her right.

“Come here, baby. Want to have some fun?” The woman with dirty feet asked as she stepped out of the stewardess’s apartment and leaned against the wall. She had short, mussed hair and it looked like she had rolled in the mud before entering the building

Tanya fumbled with the lock. She pointed the knife toward the woman. “Back the fuck off, bitch. I will cut you.”

The woman laughed. “You’ve got beautiful red hair. Don’t you like to feel good? I can make you feel real good, red.”

“You’re sick. You’re out of your head, lady.”

“Tell her, Mary. Tell her how good I can make her feel.”

The stewardess stumbled through the doorway. “She does this thing with her fist. I don’t even know how she gets it in there...”

“Leave her alone,” a timid voice said.

The blonde peered out through the chained door.

The stewardess giggled. “You want to play too? You want to cum?” She leaned to the side and stared at the blonde. “You’re some kind of model aren’t you? Come on out and play with us, sweetheart.”

“I called the police! They’re coming!” The blonde squeaked.

The stewardess laughed. “The fuck you did! Don’t you watch the news, dumbass? No cops are coming in here.”

“Yes they are! They’re coming to save us. You’ll be sorry...”

“Get your skinny ass out here, bitch!” The woman with dirty feet said. “Unchain that door!”

“Hey, you nasty whore! Leave her the fuck alone,” Tanya said as the key finally slid into the lock on her door.

The woman with dirty feet ran toward her screaming.

Tanya brought up her knife hand. Then she spun her wrist and whacked the woman between the eyes with the knife handle.

The woman fell backward, and Tanya opened the door. She pulled the key out and slammed the door shut behind her.

She could still hear the blonde across the hall talking.

“Close the fucking door and lock it, you ditz!” Tanya screamed.

The blonde stopped talking and closed her door.

Tanya slid slowly down to the floor.

She had to get out of this city!

***

“My name is Cum Slut Cathy.”

The hypnotized crowd of naked people in the park stared at her with half-closed eyes.

Cathy smiled at them as she paced back and forth in her white latex pants and white platform heels. She could feel the crowd’s desire growing for her - men were the easiest, their eyes locked on her enormous breasts in their latex halter.

The straight women were harder, but she could almost see the invisible tendrils of her mind control as it reached out and touched each mind, turning heterosexual women into bisexuals with only a gentle touch.

The look in their eyes told her they were growing wet at the sight of their first White Witch.

“You’re all very fortunate. You were saved from these horrible diseases by our agents. You’re safe now - safe in the arms of the Church. Many of you are frightened - you don’t have to be. We’ve come here to save you and we have. And now? We’re going to free you. Free you from the backward morality that’s had you in chains. Look at each other. Go on.”

The people eyed each other warily.

“They told you it is wrong to be naked, didn’t they? See how they were wrong? It isn’t wrong to be naked, to love, to lust after one another. It’s natural and beautiful.”

She smiled as the crowd became comfortable in their nudity, her subtle mind control transforming them. This was the beauty of what she was - the ability to free people from the trappings of society.

“And the worst lie of all. The worst indignity? Death. We’ve conquered it. Through Morpheus there is immortality. Join us and live forever. Lust forever. Know happiness... forever.” She sent a single command telepathically.

The crowd leapt upon each other, and the orgy began as they fell on the grass, hands and mouths finding genitals.

Cathy walked among them as their hands caressed her feet and calves.

Most were already marked with barcodes on the back of their necks that specified which Caste they would be part of - most either Whore or Professional Caste.

Cathy knelt by a man with no barcode. He was lying in missionary position on top of a woman who had her legs wrapped around his waist. His balls slapped against her as they fucked.

Cathy rubbed the small of his back. She loved to watch people fuck. She had never realized she was such a voyeur until becoming a White Witch. She waved to one of the latex clad nurses.

The woman rushed to her side in her stilettos. “Mistress?”

“Barcode him. Professional Caste - Doctor.” She wrapped her fingers around his bouncing balls and the man groaned. “Tell the transformation team to make him fourteen inches instead of the standard thirteen.”

The nurse smirked at her.

“Don’t look at me like that, young lady. He’s a very nice person in addition to being a gifted doctor - he deserves it.”

“Yes, Mistress,” the nurse laughed.

“Let me go!” A woman screamed nearby.

Two Church Agents were dragging a struggling woman in sweatpants and a hoodie toward the park restroom.

“Stop!” Cathy said. She walked through the tangle of entwined bodies. “What are you doing?”

“Immune, Mistress,” one of the agents said.

“Let go of me, motherfucker!” The woman struggled and kicked.

“How do you know she’s immune?”

“One of the Bishops tested her, Mistress,” the agent said.

“Hmm. Bishops are weak - mentally and psychically. Release her.”

“That’s... not advisable, Mistress. She’s a runner.”

Cathy smiled at her. “I’ll bet she is. Release her. Don’t make me repeat myself - Mother Superior Hecate hates it when I have to repeat myself.”

The agents paled.

They let the girl go and she took off running.

The girl sprinted across the wet grass.

She was fast.

But even in platform heels, Cathy was faster. She grabbed the back of the girl’s hoodie, and her feet flew out from under her.

The girl’s hair was electric green.

Cathy stepped back as the girl landed on her ass. “Embarrassing - can’t even outrun a senior citizen.”

“The fuck you talking about?” The girl said as she spun around on her ass and leaped to her feet. She threw a left kick.

Cathy batted the foot away. “My! Feisty. Mama likes.”

The girl dropped into a boxer’s stance.

The Church Agents ran toward them. 

“Stay where you are,” Cathy commanded. “She’s my problem now.”

The agents stopped.

“Come on, you balloon titted freak,” the girl hissed.

“Balloon titted?” Cathy said. She squeezed her basketball sized breasts. “I’ll have you know these balloon tits are filled with the thickest, sweetest cream you’ll ever taste. You’ll be addicted to it in a few minutes.” 

“I’m gonna beat the shit out of you, bitch,” the girl said.

Cathy narrowed her eyes and concentrated. “Hmm, you really are immune. I can’t read you at all - do you have a plate in your head?” Cathy whispered.

“What?”

“Are you epileptic? Schizophrenic? Immunes like you are rare - it must be some abnormality.”

“You people keep calling me fucking immune - immune to what?”

“Mind control,” Cathy whispered. “My powers aren’t working on you.”

“Bullshit. There’s no such thing as mind control!”

“No bullshit. What’s your name?”

“Fuck you.”

Cathy laughed. “Okay, Fuck You. Listen to me carefully...”

The girl rushed her and threw a left.

Cathy caught her fist and shoved her backward. “I really need you to listen to me.”

The girl screamed and rushed her again.

This time Cathy caught her wrists and spun her around backward. She pulled her tight against her. “Those men were taking you back to that restroom because they don’t know what to do with you. They’ve been told to neutralize you.”

“Fuck you!” The girl screamed as she struggled.

Cathy leaned down and licked her ear.

“You fucking...”

Cathy twisted her wrists and the woman cried out. “Stop fighting me and listen. I’m trying to save your life. Being immune is a death sentence for your mind. The Church doesn’t want to deal with you, so they’re going to do something horrible to you.”

“Let go of me!”

“If I do and you continue to fight me? They will take you. I won’t be able to help you. I’m going to let you go. If you run? They will take you to that room and you will come out as something far different than you are now.” She released her.

The girl spun around and stared up at her.

She froze.

Cathy had tears in her eyes.

The girl looked over Cathy’s shoulder at the restroom.

“It’s true. Please believe me. I have no reason to lie about this. If you run, you basically die. Let me help you.”

“How... What do you... want me to do?”

Cathy smiled. “First, what’s your name?”

The woman looked left and right, unsure of what to do. “Tracy.”

“Tracy, my name is Cathy. I need you to lower your hands. You can’t hurt me, and I am trying not to hurt you. Lower your hands.”

Tracy gritted her teeth. “How do I know you aren’t lying?”

“You don’t. I wish there was something I could say to make you believe me. Just know this: you are no threat to me. I could break you in two like a twig if I wanted - I could certainly make you do anything I wish. I’m not going to do that. I’m going to help you.”

Tracy lowered her hands.

“Now take off your clothes.”

“Oh, fuck you, lady.”

Cathy rolled her eyes. “They expect me to bend you to my will, Tracy. You’re gorgeous. They know my appetites and they know the first thing I would do is seduce you.”

“I’m not taking off my clothes!” Tracy whispered through gritted teeth.

“Then they will lobotomize you and I will not jeopardize my status to save you. Believe me... I’ve been in this position before.”

Tracy’s lips trembled. She pulled off her hoodie.

Beneath it, she was wearing a lime green athletic t-shirt. Her arms and neck were covered in brightly colored tattoos.

“I like tattoos. You should see mine.”

“I don’t see any fucking tatts on you,” Tracy grumbled.

Cathy squeezed her eyes shut.

Tracy gasped as tattoos appeared on Cathy’s skin - all of them pornographic. All portrayed Cathy in some carnal embrace with men or women. They covered her arms and the parts of her breasts not covered by the white latex halter.

Cathy turned slowly. and lifted her long straight hair. The halter was backless. A large back piece showed Cathy’s face covered in cum from at least a dozen ejaculating cocks.

‘Cum Slut Cathy’ was written in gothic letters at the top of her back above the pornographic back piece.

Cathy smiled as she released her long black hair and it cascaded down her back.

“Jesus,” Tracy whispered.

Cathy turned to face her again. She pushed the front of her tight, latex pants down to reveal an intricate inverted pentagram that ran below her navel almost to her clit. “Oh, Jesus had nothing to do with it.”

Tracy swallowed hard.

“Continue,” Cathy said. She raised her chin and stared down at Tracy. Cathy’s tattoos faded and became perfect, unblemished skin once again.

Tracy pushed her sweatpants down her legs revealing a lime green lace thong and more tattoos on her legs and hips.

Cathy bit her lower lip.

“Don’t look at me like that,” Tracy whispered.

“Oh, I have every intention of looking at you like this whenever possible,” Cathy laughed. “Continue.”

Tracy blushed and then pulled off the t-shirt, revealing pert, pierced nipples.

“Panties as well,” Cathy said as she licked her lips.

“I’m not into girls,” Tracy hissed.

“I am. Panties. Slowly.”

“Fuck,” Tracy groaned.

She slid the panties down to her ankles and stood naked in front of Cathy.

Cathy smiled at the girl’s shaved pubes. Something glittered between Tracy’s thighs - a large barbell pierced her clit hood. “You sure you aren’t bi?”

Tracy said nothing. She just stood naked in the middle of the park as people moaned and fucked in the grass nearby.

Cathy pulled the sides of her halter open. Her huge breasts needed no bra - they hovered in place with no visible means of support. Two black plastic clips shaped like pentagrams squeezed her thick nipples.

“Come to me,” Cathy said.

“No,” Tracy whispered.

“Do you want to live?”

Tracy closed her eyes. “Yes.”

“Then come to me. I won’t hurt you, Tracy.”

The girl sighed and walked toward Cathy.

She towered over Tracy - the girl was no more than 5’4” and Cathy in her heels was nearly 6’6”.

Cathy reached out and grabbed Tracy by the back of her head.

“You said you wouldn’t hurt me!” Tracy sobbed.

“And I won’t.” Cathy took her free right hand and unclipped the pentagram clip from her right nipple.

A jet of Ambrosia struck Tracy on the lips.

The girl went rigid, her eyes rolling back in her head as she cried out.

Cathy pulled her close, pushing her right nipple into Tracy’s mouth as she dropped the clip on the grass.

Tracy screamed into the tit flesh but an instant later she latched on and began to nurse.

Her body trembled in multiple orgasms as she squirted on the ground.

Cathy kissed the girl’s forehead. “Immune to mind control, yes. Immune to Ambrosia? Sweet girl, no one is immune to Ambrosia.”

Cathy held Tracy against her breast as the girl sucked. Cathy slid gracefully into a seated position on the grass and drew Tracy into her lap. “I have so many things to show you, beautiful. You’ll see. The world is about to become much more interesting for you.”

She cooed and sang to Tracy as she nursed.

***

“All circuits are busy. Please try again later,” the recorded voice on Tanya’s cellphone said.

“No 9-1-1,” Tanya whispered. 

She reached for the television remote.

The flatscreen on the apartment wall winked on.

Instead of the local NBC affiliate, the screen showed a light blue ornate inverted crucifix on a darker blue background. Where the horizontal and vertical pieces of the crucifix crossed, there was an inset, bright pink inverted pentagram.

Below it were the words ‘Church of Morpheus’.

“The fuck?” Tanya said to the empty room.

She changed channels. Each channel was the same crucifix and pentagram graphic.

Tanya took a step back from the television.

The background faded and suddenly a woman’s face appeared on the screen. She was dressed in a black and white latex nun’s habit. Her skin was a deep brown with painted red lips. Her eyes were obscured by dark sunglasses.

The white headband of the cowl had the same inverted crucifix and pentagram.

“People of Manhattan, my name is Sister. I am the spiritual leader of the Church of Morpheus and Prime Minister of the Theocratic Republic of Cuba. If you are seeing this broadcast, you are within the new Manhattan Red Zone. On the streets outside, horrible viruses are afflicting your neighbors. Your former government has been ineffectual in stopping the spread of this contagion, but do not despair! The Church of Morpheus is here to help. The City of New York has agreed to give over control of the Red Zone to the Church. Our scientists and military are on the ground now and we are coming to rescue you. Please continue to shelter in place. Church operatives are going from building to building, removing the infected and administering vaccinations to those in hiding.” The woman smiled. “I know you are frightened. I know you have questions - all will be revealed soon. For now, just know that we are all in this together. Shelter in place and wait for relief. May Morpheus watch over you and keep you safe. This message will repeat every five minutes. Please stay tuned - we will be back with more information as the rescue effort progresses.”

Tanya watched as the screen faded back to the blue and pink graphic.

“Oh, fuck, I have got to get out of here! Shelter in place my ass.”

***

People who know nothing about camouflage think you wear black at night. As her father the Gunnery Sergeant used to tell her: that’s bullshit. The night is rarely pitch black - daytime camouflage is just as effective at night.

So the urban camo jeans and t-shirt in shades of gray were perfect attire for the young businesswoman on the go in the Manhattan Red Zone.

All the best dressed refugees were wearing it these days.

Tanya eased her door open and peered into the hallway.

There was a party going on in her neighbor’s apartment - a half-dozen infected had shown up earlier and there was a loud orgy going on in the stewardess’s apartment.

At some point, they had closed the apartment door.

Tanya closed her own door and locked the deadbolt before creeping down the hall.

“You’re leaving?” A timid voice asked from behind the door of the apartment across the hall.

Tanya pointed her butcher’s knife at the door.

The door opened a crack held in place by the chain.

A wisp of blonde hair and a large green eye appeared in the opening.

The cheek below the eye was tear stained.

Tanya eyed the stewardess’s apartment door warily. “Yeah, I’m leaving,” Tanya whispered.

“Why?”

“Huh?”

“The lady on TV said to shelter in place,” the timid voice whispered.

Tanya raised an eyebrow. “You going to take advice from a whack job wearing a rubber fetish nun outfit?”

“The city put them in charge - they wouldn’t have done that unless the rubber lady was for real. You should go back to your apartment. It’s dangerous!”

“I know it is, but I have to try to get out.”

The blonde sniffled. “Can I go with you?”

“You just said it was dangerous,” Tanya whispered.

“If you go, I’ll be all alone here.”

Tanya rolled her eyes. “Look, sweetie, I don’t even know you...”

“I’m Caitlyn,” the blonde whispered.

Tanya sighed and looked toward the stewardess’s door again. “I’m Tanya. Listen, it’s too dangerous for you to go with me.”

“It’s too dangerous for you too.”

“I can handle myself.”

The big green eye welled with tears. “What am I supposed to do?”

“Just... hide in your apartment. Do you have food?”

“Yes. I got lots of food,” Caitlyn said.

“Good. Ration it. Eat as little as you can each day.”

“Okay.”

“The water might get cut off at some point - fill containers from the tap and store them.”

“Why would they turn off the water?” Caitlyn whined.

“Shh! You have to be quiet,” Tanya whispered.

“Sorry. But why...”

“Caitlyn, we don’t really know what is going to happen. Just be prepared, okay?”

“Okay... I really could go with you. Aren’t you afraid?”

Tanya looked at her. Was she afraid? Yeah, the weird chick with the cock outside had freaked her out - not so much the cock but the whole creepy predator vibe the woman gave off. Other than that? Tanya wasn’t afraid exactly. “I told you,” Tanya said. “I can handle myself.”

Caitlyn nodded in the gap between the door and the jam. “I like your outfit,” Caitlyn whispered.

Tanya almost laughed. “Thanks. Now, close your door and lock it. When the rubber people come? Don’t answer the door. Wait for the cops or the army or someone from the government - our government, got it?”

Caitlyn nodded. “Yes, Tanya.”

***

It was ridiculous for Tanya to feel guilty about leaving Caitlyn alone in the apartment building surrounded by infected. And yet, she did.

The girl had watched through the crack in the door until Tanya reached the stairwell. Then she had tearfully closed and locked her door.

Sheep her dad would have said. Some people were sheep and there was nothing wrong with being a sheep - they were pleasant and nice and never hurt a soul.

The infected and the rubber nun? They were wolves. Wolves were bad news. Wolves ate sheep.

And Tanya? You’re a sheepdog, kid, her dad had told her once. Just like me.

Some sheepdog, Tanya thought. I left the sheep to fend for herself.

But Caitlyn was a sheep she didn’t actually know. Right now, self-preservation was the order of the day.

Besides, if the girl followed her advice, she should be fine.

That is unless the orgy across the hall decided to kick down her door. Or the rubber nuns came calling with a sledgehammer.

She squeezed her eyes shut. Focus, goddamn it!

The girl was not her monkey and not her circus.

On the first floor landing, she peered around the corner toward the entrance. 

The main door was open, and the street was empty.

Tanya swallowed. Did that mean the woman with the cock was in the building? She looked up at the ceiling - was she part of the orgy in the Flight Attendant’s apartment?

“Jesus, girl, keep your fucking door locked,” Tanya whispered as she exited the building and headed west, sticking to the shadows.

***

Tracy lounged in Cathy’s arms, milky Ambrosia coating her lips. Cathy’s hand moved gently between Tracy’s naked thighs as she fucked her gently with her index and middle fingers, her thumb brushing the girl’s clit on each stroke.

Cathy smiled down at her. “How do you feel about bisexuality now?” Cathy laughed.

“Not... bi,” Tracy groaned.

“No? So all these orgasms I’ve given you and you still don’t like me?”

“N... no... you... your milk drugged... me...” She gritted her teeth and leaned her head back.

“I see. Well, if you don’t like me I guess I should stop.” Cathy stopped stroking.

“Unnh! No! No, don’t stop! I’ll die!” Tracy rocked her hips and tried to recapture Cathy’s fingers.

Cathy pulled them away and licked the nectar from her fingers. “Too bad. You taste heavenly. And I was just getting ready to eat you out. But you don’t like girls, so...”

Tracy whined. “Don’t... stop! Please!”

“Then tell me the truth, Tracy.”

“I... like girls... fuck...”

Cathy ran her finger down the girl’s pussy and Tracy slapped her hand over her mouth to keep from screaming.

“All girls? Or just me?”

Tracy was sobbing. “You! I like you! God, please don’t stop! It fucking hurts!”

Cathy laughed. “Such a little drama queen.” She eased her fingers back into Tracy’s overheated depths.

Tracy ground her hips against Cathy’s hand and moaned.

“That’s my girl,” Cathy whispered. “I won’t tease you any longer. You’re probably not completely understanding what I’m telling you right now, but here goes. The only way I can save you is by claiming you - you’re not Professional Caste material. Not that you aren’t smart, sweetheart - you’re very intelligent, you just don’t have the kind of skills to make Professional. That means Whore Caste. And if I give you to a Whoremaster, he’ll know you’re an immune.”

Tracy locked her lips on Cathy’s nipple and sucked.

Cathy laughed. “Such a little glutton. What’s wrong? Mommy didn’t breastfeed you enough when you were a baby?”

Tracy’s hand closed on hers and guided Cathy’s fingers deeper into her pussy.

Cathy nodded toward a nurse waiting nearby. The woman ran to her.

“Mistress?” The woman asked as she came to attention a few feet away.

“Bring me a transformation kit. Oh, and a tattoo remover. Might as well bring me a tattoo gun as well.” She stroked Tracy’s hair with her free hand. “I suck as an artist, but I think I can manage a little script.”

“Right away, Mistress. Should I bring a dose of finishing Ambrosia?”

“Hmm... yes, but in a sealed container, please. I’m in no hurry to complete her. Mark her down as an SGW and bring me an outfit for her - expandable halter from DDD to J.”

The nurse smiled and bit her lip as she looked at Tracy’s legs.

“Yes, she is going to be delectable, isn’t she?”

***

“Fuck, fuck, fuck!” Tanya mumbled as she ran down the street.

Two men ran after her, naked with their dicks and balls swinging. “Come on, baby! We just want to talk to you!” One of the men yelled.

“Get the fuck away from me!” Tanya yelled over her shoulder.

“Just let us talk to you a minute and you’ll see we’re nice guys!” The other one laughed.

She had no doubt that was true. If she was close enough to them, if they touched her? She was pretty sure having sex with them would seem like a great idea. She was also sure she would throw away her clothes and probably end up in some apartment orgy like the one in her own building.

What they had was contagious. Really fucking contagious.

Luckily, she was faster than they were.

She tried the entrance to a high-rise apartment on her left. Locked.

Tanya cursed under her breath and sprinted away again.

This whole thing had been stupid. What made her think she could sneak out of this Red Zone?

Now she was running blind down the street being chased. Sooner or later, she was going to run headlong into more of the infected and she’d be literally fucked.

She shivered thinking about the dickgirl she had narrowly escaped when she tried to leave in the Uber.

Another door. She shoved the big metal door with her left hand.

It opened!

She hesitated for a moment and rushed inside.

She slammed the door shut just as the two infected men caught up.

There was a twist dead bolt on the door, and she locked it.

They hammered their fists on the door.

There was a one foot by one foot wire reinforced glass window in the door.

Tanya smiled through it and flipped them off with both hands.

The one closest to the glass smiled. He stuck out his tongue and licked the window, leaving a trail like a snail up the glass.

Tanya backed away into the building’s marble hallway.

The structure appeared to be some sort of medical office building. A bulletin board posted behind the empty security desk listed doctors and dental practices.

Somewhere in the back of the building, she heard a door open and shut.

In the distance, she could hear naked feet slapping against marble - the men who had been chasing her had found an open door behind the building.

“Fuck!” Tanya whispered. She ran to the elevator beyond the security desk.

She punched the ‘up’ button over and over. “Come on, come on.”

The doors opened and she rushed inside.

The footsteps were closer. 

The doors started to shut just as the man who had licked the glass window leered in at her.

Tanya didn’t think, she just reacted. Her fist flashed out and she punched him in the throat. His eyes bugged out, but Tanya wasn’t done. She threw her left a second time and the man’s nose exploded.

He fell backward and screamed, clutching his ruined nose as the elevator doors closed.

Seventeen floors. She punched a button for the tenth floor. Then she punched the higher floors as well - if they were looking, they would have to guess what floor she got off on.

She held her breath as the doors opened on the tenth floor. The hallway was dark and silent. She pressed the door close button and the car rose again.

Eleven looked the same.

When the doors opened on twelve, she leaned out and looked around.

Empty.

Tanya stepped into the hallway as the elevator doors closed behind her.

She walked down the hall, trying not to run. She looked down at her hand.

It was stained red with the infected man’s blood.

Calm down, Tanya, she thought. Would getting his blood on her skin infect her as well?

There was a ladies room midway down the hall. She almost went in but instead she went into the men’s room across from it.

Don’t do things they expect, her father’s voice said in her head. Being unpredictable could save her life, or at least her dignity.

She almost screamed when she stepped into the bathroom and the lights came on. There was a sensor on the wall, of course.

“Calm the fuck down, Tanya,” she whispered in the white tile bathroom.

She went to the sink and turned on the tap, coating her hands with liquid soap and scrubbing with all her might.

The red blood spiraled down the drain.

When her hands were rinsed clean, she did it again.

She stared in the mirror. Her long red hair was a mess - she looked like she’d walked through a wind tunnel. She ran her fingers through it, smoothing it as best she could.

She dried her hands with paper towels and stepped back into the hall.

There was a numeric display above the elevator - it was counting down from seventeen.

They were calling the elevator back down to the ground floor.

“Shit,” Tanya whispered. She needed to hide until they went to the floors above, then head down the stairs to the lobby. With any luck, she could be out of the building and on her way while they were still making their way to the seventeenth floor.

Unless one of them stayed downstairs in case she took the stairs.

She closed her eyes and shook her head. “Think positive, Tanya.”

The elevator reached the lobby and then started to rise again.

She needed a place to hide.

Tanya started trying doors.

One after another was locked.

And then one opened.

Tanya smiled and stepped into the office of Meredith Wills, Doctor of Psychiatry. The reception area consisted of two chairs and a large reception desk.

Beside the desk was a door marked ‘private’. Tanya assumed it was the door leading back to the psychiatrist’s office.

Tanya locked the outer door and went behind the desk. She crawled under the desk to wait - she would stay here until the pervs gave up on the twelfth floor and went back up.

Only... what if they went to the top floor and worked their way down?

“Positive, Tanya!” Tanya whispered through gritted teeth.

“Is someone there?” A woman asked from behind the door marked ‘private’.

Shit! Oh, shit! Tanya was shaking under the desk.

The door opened and soft light flooded the room.

Tanya hugged her knees against her chest.

She saw a pair of black high heels walk by from her place beneath the desk.

“You can come out. I won’t hurt you,” the woman said.

Tanya almost panicked, then she realized the woman hadn’t actually seen her hiding beneath the desk.

The woman walked to the outer door. The glass door rattled. “Hmm, I didn’t think I locked that.”

Tanya could hear muffled conversation coming from the private office.

The lock clicked as the woman apparently unlocked it.

Tanya almost yelled at her to re-lock it, but she bit her lip - she had no idea if this woman was one of the infected.

She could only see the woman’s ankles, but she wondered if there was a large cock hanging down between her thighs?

Something slammed against the glass door.

“Oh, hello,” the woman said, her voice smooth as silk.

“My, my... is it Halloween?” One of the pervs said.

Tanya could see his bare, dirty feet from her position under the desk.

The woman laughed. It was the kind of laugh a femme fatale would have in an old movie - something that might come from Lana Turner or Lauren Bacall. “You two smell. The Church is taking their sweet time cleaning you infected off the streets.”

“The fuck you talking about?” Another man asked. This one sounded like his nose was stopped up.

He must have been the one she punched.

“The Church should be rounding you up by now. Unfortunately, for you... I found you first.”

The first man gave a strangled cry and Tanya watched his feet rise off the floor as the woman lifted him into the air.

“Fuck!” Broken nose screamed.

Tanya heard the sound of a blow landing and broken nose landed on the floor facing away from her.

Something crashed behind Tanya: the woman had thrown the first man across the room and through the open door.

The woman knelt down and grabbed Broken Nose’s ankle. Her thin hand with its long red nails clamped down like a vice and she dragged him backward across the floor.

“The Bimbo Flu is very insidious. You want to fuck and fuck and fuck, don’t you... only without medication? You’ll both have spontaneous sex changes. Bet you didn’t know that did you? A few days locked away in my office and you’ll both be giggly bimbos. I’ll keep you as pets.”

Tanya watched wide-eyed as she dragged the man past the desk.

***

Tanya couldn’t move. This was the perfect opportunity for her to escape. The woman had dragged both men back into the office and the door was almost completely closed - only a thin sliver of light escaped past the edge of the door.

But all Tanya could think about was how the woman had handled the two men like they were ragdolls. How could someone do that?

She could hear murmurs and occasionally cries coming from the office beyond where she hid.

Tanya slid slowly out from under the desk.

She stood up and looked toward the door leading to the hallway.

Behind her, she heard skin slap against skin followed by a low moan.

This is insane, Tanya thought. But she had to look. She had to see.

She turned and peered around the door.

It took a moment for the scene in the office to sink into her brain.

At some point, it had been a psychiatrist’s office. There was a large diploma on the wall and bookshelves to either side.

But it was no longer an office. It was a torture chamber.

The woman was tall and blonde, her hair snaked down her back in a long braid. She had her back to Tanya, and she wore a shiny black, rubber suit that looked almost like a swimsuit. It had a thong back that showed off the taut muscles of her ass and an open back that revealed her sculpted back.

That sculpted back had been used as a canvas by a tattoo artist of exceptional skill. She had been painted in exquisite detail in the tattoo, surrounded by adoring slaves in black bondage gear.

The name “Dr. Pain” was written in Gothic letters across her shoulders.

From under the desk, she had looked like she was wearing pumps. But Tanya could now see they were actually black rubber stiletto boots that climbed up her legs to within two inches of her ass.

She held a wicked looking whip coiled in her left hand.

“Did you ever tell him about us, Lilly?” Dr. Pain asked.

“N... Nuh,” a woman moaned. She was a petite brunette leaning over something that looked like a padded sawhorse, her wrists and ankles were shackled to the sawhorse’s legs.

The woman, Lilly, was wearing the remnants of a wedding dress - it had been ripped apart, exposing the woman’s buttocks and her white stockinged legs. Her full breasts had been exposed and they hung down on either side of the sawhorse.

Dr. Pain’s hand lashed out with the whip and striped Lilly’s buttocks in bright crimson welts. “Speak up!” Dr. Pain said and laughed.

Lilly screamed behind a red ball gag in her mouth held in place by rubber straps buckled behind her head.

“Oh, I suppose you can’t raise your voice, can you?” Dr. Pain said and then turned toward the man who must have been Lilly’s husband.

A naked man knelt on the floor facing away from Tanya. His ankles and wrists were shackled, and the shackles were attached to rings in the wooden floor.

His balls were clamped between two pieces of wood secured together with wire. The long pieces of wood rested on the back of his thighs and looked as if they were painfully stretching his purple ball sack. Even without the shackles, the man could not possibly have risen to his feet - he would have castrated himself.

His face was contorted in agony as he watched Dr. Pain and his wife.

“Michael, do you remember when you had that fight with Lilly about a year ago?” Dr. Pain asked. “She came to me in tears. I was her best friend after all.” The woman lowered her eyes and smiled at Michael. “I was so happy you two had broken up. I’ve been in love with Lilly since college, but I thought I had no chance with her.” She reached out and stroked Lilly’s red streaked buttocks. 

Lilly whined miserably and tried to pull away. It was useless, bound as she was to the sawhorse.

Dr. Pain smiled. “I thought Lilly was straight as an arrow. But I was wrong, wasn’t I, darling?”

Lilly sobbed behind her gag, her mascara pouring down her cheeks like a black waterfall.

“She was shocked when I kissed her, Michael. I thought she might run... Mmm, but then she kissed me back, didn’t you, sweetheart?” She leaned close to Lilly’s face. “Shall I tell him what you told me when I ate you out the first time?”

Lilly stared at the floor, unable to meet her husband’s eyes.

Dr. Pain smiled and licked her lips. “She told me you had never made her cum like that, Michael. As a matter of fact, she told me she had to fake it with you.”

Michael hissed at her from behind his own ball gag.

Dr. Pain laughed. “Mmm, and she was such a fast learner. The best lover I’ve ever had - her tongue was everywhere, Michael. Even in my ass - has she ever done your ass, Michael? She’s very accomplished.”

Dr. Pain kissed Lilly’s tear stained cheek. She looked at Michael and laughed. “My, my... you’re hard, Michael. Does it turn you on to know your new wife swings both ways? Because, believe me, Michael, she’s a natural with pussy.”

Michael just stared at them.

Dr. Pain raised up. “Then, of course, you called her and made up with her. I was asleep in the bed we had just made love in. I woke up alone, Michael. Just a note saying the two of you had reconciled and she was... sorry.”

Tanya could see the muscles in the woman’s neck straining. 

“Then, to add insult to injury?” Dr. Pain walked toward Michael and unfurled the whip. “Six months later, she asked me to be a bridesmaid at your fucking wedding!” The whip whistled through the air.

It was a cat o’ nine tails, but instead of being only two feet long, the strands of braided and knotted leather extended more than six feet from the black lacquered handle.

She wielded it expertly, sending a flurry of pain across Michael’s lower back, his ass, and the tortured, exposed testicles.

He screamed behind the ball gag and Lilly mewled in sympathy.

Tanya clenched her fist. The only thing that stopped her from going in as blow after blow from the cat landed on Michael was the sight of the two full grown men who lay unconscious on the floor - Dr. Pain had dispatched the two of them without issue and Tanya had no doubt she would fare no better.

She couldn’t help, nor could she tear herself away from the spectacle.

Tanya was mesmerized by the dominant woman taking her revenge.

Dr. Pain stopped. 

Michael was covered in stripes and welts. 

The woman wiped sweat away from her brow. “I was suicidal. I’m not ashamed to say that. You really hurt me, Lilly.”

Lilly looked up at her and murmured.

Dr. Pain shook her head. “No. I don’t want you to be sorry. There’s really no need. I changed my life - I took a trip: a Cuban ‘sexcation’.” She laughed. “I can’t describe what it’s like. The orgy starts the minute you get on the plane. Can you imagine? All those people just...” She moaned. “God, just taking off their clothes and fucking. Total strangers.” She laughed. “Of course, the air is laced with aphrodisiac and the drinks are even stronger.”

She knelt by Lilly. “They give you this little jewel. It’s sticky on the back. You put it in the center of your forehead. Each time you press it and hold it? It changes colors: Red, Yellow, and Green. Red means you don’t want to have sex, and nobody should even ask you. Yellow means you might be ready to fuck if they ask. And, green? Oh, green means you are ready for anything with anybody.”

She sat down on the floor with her back to Lilly. “Now, everyone starts out with their jewels set to red - a few adventurous people are yellows, but most are red.” She giggled. “But by the time you land in Havana? Everybody is a green! It’s the most beautiful, perverse, amazing, freedom, Lilly. It just feels... natural.”

She turned and leaned close. “I left my clothes on the plane. I just walked naked onto the street from the airport, Lilly. These two men came up to me immediately - they’re sex workers called Street Studs. Their cocks are thirteen inches long - what is that, three times Michael’s size?”

Lilly tried to look away and Michael blushed crimson.

Dr. Pain held Lilly’s chin and made her look into her eyes. “They put me on my hands and knees on a crowded street in broad daylight. I felt this huge cock pressing against my pussy. He pushed deep inside before I could say a word, and then the other Street Stud pushed his cock in my mouth. Lilly, I don’t even like men! But they made me cum over and over and over...” She smiled into Lilly’s face. “I can’t wait to take you there and watch them fuck you.”

Lilly looked horrified and Michael jerked against his chains, then he groaned because he had accidentally caused the humbler around his nuts to pull even tighter.

Dr. Pain laughed at him. “Now that will be a real honeymoon, Lilly. Much better than Michael could ever give you. You wouldn’t have to fake it. You would cum and cum and cum.”

She reached back and caressed Lilly’s exposed sex. “Oh, yeah. That’s making you wet.” Dr. Pain hopped to her feet. “After they finished with me? I looked up and this... goddess was smiling at me. She was wearing this white rubber mini-dress. She was Japanese, but she had long blonde hair and purple eyes - really, purple. And she was absolutely beautiful - the breasts?” She giggled. “They were so big. On anyone else, they would have looked ridiculous. But there was something about her. I just felt completely at ease. She knelt in front of me and kissed my cum covered lips. Then she put her hands on my face. There was like this electric current in her palms - and then she started crying.” She leaned over Lilly. “The woman was inside my head, Lilly. She was feeling my pain, literally feeling it. Then she whispered, I can fix you.” 

“She was a White Witch - a Church Perverter. A telepath. They can change your mind, make you think about things differently. They can free your mind the same way the uninhibited sex frees your body, Lilly.” Her eyes sparkled. “They took me to this huge complex under their cathedral. There were thousands of people there, strapped to gurneys, being operated on, being transformed. That’s what they did to me. They made me what you see - and they’ll do the same to you, Lilly. I have something that is going to make you forget all about Michael.”

Dr. Pain turned and Tanya shrank back deeper into the shadows behind the door. She needed to leave the building. This woman was dangerous.

But she was captivated. She wanted to hear more.

She wanted to see more.

The tingling between her thighs was increasing. Had she been infected by the man’s blood when she punched him? Or was there simply something in the air?

Or, more frightening still? Was this some part of her personality she had repressed? Was she secretly a voyeur who wanted to watch a dominant torture her submissives?

Watching Dr. Pain from the shadows, she found herself reaching slowly underneath the waistband of her camouflage jeans. It was insane! Totally insane to masturbate at a time like this.

But she couldn’t stop. It was just too perverse to look away.

Dr. Pain was a very beautiful woman from the front as well as the back. She had a face that would stop traffic and breasts that did a lot for the black rubber outfit. The front was open all the way to her navel - a navel that was tattooed with an inverted pentagram in crisp black lines around it.

The beauty of the face was offset by the cold demeanor. The woman’s eyes were cruel.

From the trauma of being so horribly heartbroken, Tanya thought. She seemed less frightening after hearing her story. This was what betrayal and pain looked like.

She walked out of Tanya’s view for a moment, then she walked back. Tanya marveled at the woman’s grace and poise. Even in the ridiculous boots, she stood ramrod straight.

She had a long black box in her hand. “I begged my White Witch to get me one of these. Only a few exist.” She opened the box and stared into it with a smile. “Whoremasters - they’re men who have been enhanced to nurture and care for Whore Caste. Technically I suppose you would call them pimps but they’re nothing like the scum you see here on the street. They’re muscular, huge actually. Loving and protective - and...” She laughed. “So big. Eighteen inches and very thick. Their cum binds the whore to them - forever, Lilly. You live forever when you are transformed. And you’re loved unconditionally. No more loneliness, no more worry. Everlasting bliss.”

Dr. Pain looked at the wall. “My White Witch wanted to take me to a Whoremaster. She wanted to find me a coven that would love me. But that’s not what I wanted.” She wiped away a tear. “I wanted you. And... well, I wanted to be the Whoremaster.”

Tanya was rubbing herself and she stifled a cry when Dr. Pain pulled an object out of the box.

It was a dildo, but it wasn’t like any sex toy Tanya had ever seen. The shaft was eighteen inches long and the thick veins under the ‘skin’ throbbed. The scrotum itself looked like it was made of black rubber - it looked fake, but the cock looked completely real.

A second long, curved, black dildo extended up from the ‘balls’.

Lilly’s eyes were as big as saucers and Michael was screaming behind his ball gag.

Dr. Pain reached down and slid the thong of her suit away from her crotch, exposing a pink, completely hairless pussy. A silver barbell pierced her clit. She spread her legs.

She placed the smaller black dildo section of the sex toy against her glistening pussy lips. “Watch, Lilly. It’s like magic.” She penetrated herself with the black rubber.

Tanya stared in disbelief when the black rubber scrotum touched Dr. Pain’s pussy lips: the rubber seemed to flow and melt into her skin.

Dr. Pain moaned and her hips shook. “Fuck! Oh, God... when it binds to you? Your clit... unnh! Suddenly your clit is the cock, Lilly! You can feel it just like it was part of your own body.”

The ‘cock’ went limp and dangled down between her thighs. If not for the black rubber scrotum, Dr. Pain would have looked like one of the dickgirls infected with the Futanari virus.

“Oh... best of both worlds! The... base is moving inside me, darling.” She bit her lip. “And, at the same time? I can... Jesus!” Dr. Pain began to stroke the monster cock.

It rose, the shaft curving and the veins throbbing harder.

“Remember when I used my strap-on with you, Lilly?”

Lilly glanced nervously at Michael.

“This won’t feel anything like that, Lilly,” Dr. Pain laughed.

Tanya had given up any pretense of staying composed. She rubbed her clit, her fingers dancing inside her silk panties.

Was there a drop of moisture on the tip of the penis? Surely not. Was there?

Lilly stared in horror at Dr. Pain’s new appendage.

“Oh, don’t worry. You can’t take more than seven inches of this cock... for now. You’ll take it all by the time your procedures are complete.” She smiled down at Lilly. “But I am going to fuck your brains out, Lilly. I’m going to make you cum so hard you’ll feel like you’re exploding.” She turned and glared at Michael. “Take notes, beta boy. I’m going to show you how a dominant takes a submissive. I’ll bet you cum before she does.”

Lilly screamed behind the gag.

Michael just shook his head slowly.

Dr. Pain stood behind her and lined up the cock with Lilly’s pink pussy lips.

God, it didn’t look possible!

“When I cum inside you? You’ll be bound to me, Lilly. One drop of cum from these artificial balls? My DNA will bind with yours. You’re going to fall in love with me,” Dr. Pain said. Then she choked back a sob. “Just the way I’m already in love with you.”

Tanya stepped closer.

Dr. Pain rubbed the thick head of the cock up and down Lilly’s slit.

Lilly cried out.

Dr. Pain laughed. “Yes, it’s warm, not cold rubber at all. Can you guess why? It’s real, Lilly. Cloned from a Whoremaster, kept alive by a mechanism in the ball sack. It’s real.” She moved her hips forward and Lilly’s pussy opened. “You’re so wet. I knew I wouldn’t need lube.”

Lilly screamed as four inches slid inside her.

“Oh, I can feel you... so tight, Lilly.” Then she laughed. “Not for much longer.”

Lilly was looking over her shoulder with terror in her eyes.

“Do you want more?”

“Nuuh!” Lilly gasped behind the gag.

“Sure you do.”

Lilly threw her head back and squealed as three more inches stretched her opening.

Then she lowered her head and moaned.

“Mmm, I feel that cervix. Don’t worry, I won’t pound against it. Just short of it.” She began to move her hips slowly in and out.

Lilly jerked and shook on the sawhorse.

“Look at her, Michael. Just keep watching. Her body is already betraying her. She’s only resisted up to this point as a show for you. You should have seen her the night I made love to her. She couldn’t get enough, could you Lilly?”

Lilly didn’t answer, she only moaned.

Then Tanya licked her lips - Lilly began moving her hips in time with the thrusting.

“That’s my girl,” Dr. Pain whispered. “You see, Michael? I told you she was mine.”

Lilly arched her back and moved with Dr. Pain as best she could. She raised her head and her eyes rolled back in her head.

Dr. Pain paused just long enough to undo the gag.

Lilly spit it out. “M... Meredith...”

“Do you want me to stop? Just say it and I’ll stop, Lilly. I’ll stop right now.”

Lilly stared at Michael as she ground her hips against the enormous cock. “S... Sorry... Michael... I... can’t.” She turned her head and looked at Dr. Pain. “More, Meredith. I want more.”

Dr. Pain smiled and grasped Lilly’s hips. “I will never hurt you, Lilly... well, not too bad.” She increased her tempo and Lilly moaned.

“F... Fuck... Oh, God, Meredith.”

Dr. Pain paused in mid-stroke. She let go of Lilly’s waist with her right hand and slapped the woman’s right ass cheek. “Dr. Pain! You call me doctor, or Dr. Pain, or mistress, but never Meredith. Understand?”

“Yes! Yes, just... please don’t stop, doctor.”

Dr. Pain smiled. “Good girl.” She fucked her even harder. “When... I cum? You’ll change. It’ll be so beautiful. You won’t be immortal - they wouldn’t give me that ability. Unnh! But you’ll be mine. We’ll take care of the rest later.”

Lilly was moaning and moving against her bonds.

Michael screamed from his place on the floor. Jets of white cum sprayed onto the floor.

Dr. Pain laughed. “Told you you’d cum first.”

Lilly screamed. “Fuck, yes!”

Dr. Pain laughed again. “I can feel you squeezing me! Going to cum, Lilly!”

“Yes! Yes, God, I want to be yours!”

Tanya came watching as the black rubber ball sack moved, drawing the ‘balls’ up. And then the shaft was pumping, throbbing as it filled Lilly.

Thick cum leaked from her stretched pussy, dripping in long strands on the floor.

“L.. Love you. Oh, sweet Jesus, I’m sorry, Mered... Dr. Pain. I’m so sorry I hurt you,” Lilly cried and shook, her tears falling down her cheeks.

Dr. Pain slipped out of her pussy, the long cock softening and dangling, cream still dripping from the thick head. She embraced Lilly, kissing her face. “No, darling. Don’t cry. It’s okay now. Your mine now.”

Lilly shook and cried as Dr. Pain unshackled her and then pulled her into her lap on the floor.

“Shh, everything will be okay. You’re mine now.”

Tanya swallowed. It wasn’t possible. There was no ‘magic cum’ that made you fall in love with someone. This wasn’t real. It was a twisted fairy tale.

Still chained to the floor, Michael hung his head.

“Don’t hurt him. Please, mistress? I’m begging you,” Lilly whispered.

“You love him?” Dr. Pain asked.

She shook her head. “I love you, mistress. I will always love you.”

Dr. Pain glared at Michael. “I wanted to kill him.”

“Please don’t!” Lilly sobbed and snuggled close in Dr. Pain’s arms.

Dr. Pain laughed. “She was right. My White Witch? She said, ‘Love is more than you can imagine. Stronger than hate.’ I didn’t understand that.” She looked at Lilly. “Go on. Release him.”

Lilly crawled out of her arms. She stood up and knelt over her husband. She fumbled with the shackles.

“No, Lilly. Release him. Release him from pain.”

“What do you mean?” Lilly asked.

“I destroyed him with what I took from him. You can free him from pain.”

“I... don’t understand...”

“Love. Stronger than hate. Go on. You know how.”

Lilly smiled. “You mean...?”

Dr. Pain nodded.

Lilly squatted on the floor. She reached down and cupped her sex with the fingers of her right hand.

Tanya gasped.

Lilly filled her hand with the cum from her pussy.

Then she coated his exposed balls with it.

Michael cried out behind the gag.

Lilly reached under the humbler and jacked his cock with her cum glazed hand.

He grew hard in an instant.

Then he stared directly at Dr. Pain.

And smiled.

Dr. Pain stood up and walked to them. She knelt down and removed the humbler. Then she undid the shackles.

Michael ripped off the gag. “I love you,” he said.

Dr. Pain put her arms around them both and they squeezed tight against her. “I love you both. That doesn’t mean I forgive you completely. I’m going to do nasty things to you both.”

“Promise?” Lilly giggled.

Dr. Pain laughed. “Oh, I promise.” She stood up and the husband and wife, now devoted slaves embraced and kissed.

“Now, let’s see,” Dr. Pain said as she walked over to the two unconscious infected. She began stroking her thick cock. “It’ll take a few days before you feminize but I think I might as well go ahead and bind you both to me.” She stroked her hardening dick and let the drops of cum fall on their unconscious bodies.”

She walked back to Lilly and Michael. “Aren’t they going to be surprised when they wake up without a will of their own?”

Lilly and Michael laughed.

“I’m going to modify you both. I haven’t quite decided about you yet Lilly, but Michael is going to be my Street Stud. You get a thirteen inch cock, see I don’t hold a grudge, Michael.”

“Anything you want, mistress,” Michael said as he and Lilly moved closer and began kissing Dr. Pain’s boots.

“Hmm... I’m forgetting something... what was it? Mind control for Lilly, Michael, the two soon to be bimbos on the floor...” She tapped a long fingernail on her lips. “Oh, I almost forgot our voyeur.” She spun around and smiled directly at Tanya.

Tanya stumbled back.

“Oh, I knew you were there, dear. Hiding under my receptionist’s desk? Did you really think you were hidden?” Dr. Pain said as she emerged from the office. She unfurled the whip.

Tanya had her back to the main door. “Look, I don’t want any trouble.”

Dr. Pain looked at her and smiled. “Fuck! You’re gorgeous! A redhead... I have a thing for redheads. Is that your real color? Will I find a fiery little pussy in those tight jeans?”

“I was running away from those assholes and got trapped in here...”

“Trapped? You could have left any time you wanted.” She winked at Tanya. “You were rubbing one out, weren’t you? I turn you on.”

Tanya shook her head. “I like my brains in my head where they belong, thanks.”

“You saw what I did to Lilly. It’ll be the same for you. Have you ever known unconditional love?”

“I had a dog once.”

Dr. Pain laughed. “Oh, I really want you. You’re funny.”

“Sorry. I’ll pass.”

Dr. Pain flicked her wrist and the cat o’ nine tails whistled. “I’ll make you love pain, red. I’ll make you crave it.” She nodded behind her. “They’re already painsluts, they just don’t know it yet. You’re going to be as well.”

“Somehow I don’t think so,” Tanya said.

Dr. Pain’s brow furrowed. “Wait. You should be cowering by now. They were terrified by me when they stood this close. My pheromones should...”

“Listen, Dr. Bitch, I think you’re creepy as shit, but your ‘pheromones’ aren’t doing anything except pissing me off.”

Dr. Pain turned her head to the side. “But my pheromones turned you on, they just aren’t making you submissive.”

“I’m leaving.”

Dr. Pain smiled. “I don’t think so, honey.” She slung the whip forward.

Tanya stepped forward and raised her left arm.

She winced as the cat wrapped around her arm, tearing her shirtsleeve, and drawing blood.

Then she jerked her body back.

Dr. Pain stumbled forward. She held tight to the whip, and it pulled her off balance.

Tanya punched her in the face with her right fist and blood sprayed from Dr. Pain’s split lip. She let go of the cat o’ nine tails.

The dominatrix went down, and Tanya took a step back.

She had Dr. Pain’s whip. Unwrapping it from her arm, she took the handle and cracked the whip in the air. “Now, I fucking told you: I’m leaving. Back the fuck off me or I’ll strip the skin off you a layer at a time.”

Lilly and Michael ran to Dr. Pain’s side.

“Mistress?! Are you okay?” Lilly whined.

Dr. Pain pointed at Tanya. “Immune! Oh, you poor bitch. When they get hold of you...? You’ll wish you had sucked my cum down. You’ll wish you sucked down a gallon!”

Tanya backed away through the door and into the hall.

Dr. Pain laughed through blood stained teeth. “They’ll stick a needle in your brain, immune. They’ll make you wish you were dead!”

Tanya ran to the stairs and didn’t stop running till she reached the street.

***

“Fuck! Fuck! Oh, holy sweet, fuck!” Tracy screamed. She was stumbling around on eight inch heels on the wet grass of the park. “What the fucking hell did you do to me?!”

Cathy lounged on the grass in the moonlight. “Oh, would you calm down?”

“Calm down?! I’m a... freak!”

“I think you’re adorable.”

Tracy stamped her feet, which made the two volleyballs on her chest that had replaced her breasts wiggle and jiggle like oversized water balloons. “How... How big?!”

“DDD... for now.”

“Jesus! Why? What did I ever do to you?”

“Calm down. You’re very beautiful, Tracy. You’re just disoriented.”

Part of the disorientation had to do with the altitude - she was over six feet tall. Her legs were longer in addition to the crazy heels. Her butt felt enormous while her waist felt corset small. Her lips were swollen and sensitive.

Her hair was golden blonde and long - done up in two enormous pigtails. that draped over her shoulders.

The outfit, though. That was the worst. A short plaid skirt that did nothing to cover her pantiless ass and a white shirt three sizes too small tied in the front.

The outline of huge nipple rings were plainly visible in the white fabric.

Her old tattoos were gone but new ones had replaced them. The words ‘Fuck Toy’ were tattooed just above her clit.

And ‘Cathy’s Bad Girl’ was tattooed on the small of her back.

“I’m a freak. Goddamn it. You turned me into a freak,” Tracy sobbed. Even her voice sounded different. High and sweet.

Cathy got up and walked to her.

She fell into Cathy’s arms and cried. 

“Shh, listen to me. You’re an SGW - School Girl Whore...”

“I’m twenty-seven,” Tracy whimpered.

Cathy laughed. “Silly girl. I’ve made SGW’s out of eighty-year-old great grandmothers. All of them are ecstatically happy now, by the way.”

“You made me look ridiculous. I even sound ridiculous.”

Cathy took her hand and led her across the grass. “What I did was camouflage you from the Church. By making you look like an adorable bimbo wet dream? No one will take you seriously and no one will even think of testing you for immunity. When you see a Bishop or a Mother Superior? They’ll be the ones with solid black eyes or wearing dark glasses - look terrified. Keep your eyes on the ground. Talk like an idiot. Tremble. Cry if you can, make your lower lip quiver.”

“Fuck that, I won’t...”

Cathy squeezed her hand. “Yes, my darling. You will. You will be meek and timid and utterly brainless - completely harmless. The dullest knife in the drawer.”

“For how long?”

Cathy smiled. “Until I make you into a living weapon. A stiletto.” She looked down at the girl’s feet. “Just like your heels.”

Tracy stared at her. “What are you saying?”

Cathy kissed her - a long lingering kiss that made Tracy melt. Then she whispered in Tracy’s ear. “Welcome to the Resistance, darling. We’re going to save the world.”

***

Tanya hid behind a dumpster in the alley beside the Betty Ford Clinic. The streets were becoming deserted. It had been nearly an hour since she had seen anyone.

The massive steel wall around the Red Zone seemed to have a gap - the Betty Ford Clinic.

Tanya had started looking for a way into the clinic when she had heard footsteps in the street.

Hiding behind the dumpster she watched a group of men moving slowly down the street.

They weren’t naked - these men were wearing dark suits and their bald heads gleamed under the streetlights.

One of the group stopped near the entrance to the alley and began talking into his sleeve. “This is unit twelve. We’ve finished the sweep at the clinic gateway. All clear.”

He seemed to be listening to the earpiece in his ear. “Roger that. How many Futanari did you say?” He paused. “Roger, we’ll assist. ETA five minutes.”

He ran out into the street. “Unit ten is overwhelmed with Futanari three blocks east. Move out.”

The men ran off down the street.

Tanya walked deeper into the alley.

She tried a side door and it opened.

***

Detective Patricia Kennedy

NYPD Mobile Command Center

Corner of West 26th Street and 8th Avenue

“Jesus, Patricia, have you been home at all?” Bobby Halliday asked.

Her partner’s words woke her from where she had collapsed on the portable desk. “What? No... what time is it?”

“4:45 AM. Go home,” Bobby said.

“No. All those people...”

“No longer our concern.” Bobby handed her a piece of paper.

She squeezed her eyes shut for a moment and then re-opened them. She read the memo. “Jesus. Fuck... they can’t do this!”

“On the contrary, Patricia. They can and they have.”

“But...”

A SWAT team member came in wearing a black tactical uniform. “Detective? We have movement in the Betty Ford Clinic.”

“One of the Church people?” Patricia asked. 

“Unknown. Looks like it might be a civilian...”

Patricia ran out the door.

“Patricia! Where the fuck you going?”

Patricia wasn’t listening. She pulled the radio off her belt. “This is Kennedy. All units: do not fire! I repeat: do not fire on the suspect in Betty Ford!”

The radio crackled to life. “Negative. Our orders are shoot to kill anyone attempting to leave.”

“Goddamn it! I said don’t shoot.”

“Detective, we will open fire if the target attempts to leave the zone.”

Patricia ran through the front entrance of the Betty Ford Clinic.

“Detective! You are in the line of fire...”

“Shut up!” Patricia said and put the radio back on her belt.

A tall redhead wearing camouflage pants was walking down the main hallway toward her.

She was carrying a whip.

Patricia held up her badge. “NYPD! Stay where you are!”

The woman held up her hands. “Please, I just want out of here. I’m not infected.”

Patricia shook her head. “It doesn’t matter. You can’t leave.”

“Please. You don’t know what it’s like in there. Everyone is going insane and there are guys from that Church of Morpheus everywhere.” The woman took another step forward.

“Stop!” Patricia said. “Listen to me: there are snipers outside and they have you in their sights. If you keep coming, they will shoot you. They’re under orders.”

“But I’m not infected. I’m a US citizen.”

Patricia shook her head. “Not anymore. By executive order of the President of the United States, everyone in the Red Zone is no longer a citizen of the US. You’re now citizens of the New Theocratic Republic of Cuba.”

“What?! No! That’s insane. He can’t...”

“He just did. It’ll go to the Supreme Court eventually but, until then? You’re not a citizen. I’m sorry.”

The woman leaned against the wall. “But... I made it all the way here. You don’t know what I went through.”

“I’m so sorry. I wish there was something I could do,” Patricia said. “What’s your name?”

“Tanya. Tanya Manetti.”

“My name is Patricia Kennedy. Tanya, I’m going to do everything I can to get all of you out of there. I promise.”

Tanya sighed. “I... I have to make it back to my apartment. Jesus, the sun will be up before I can get there. I won’t be able to hide.”

“Where’s your apartment?”

“Seventh Avenue and Twenty-Sixth.”

Patricia shook her head. “Jesus, that far?”

Tanya nodded. She turned to leave.

“Don’t believe them,” Patricia said.

“What?”

“The Church. They lie. This is all their doing - the bimbo flu, the futa virus? It all came from them. This isn’t a rescue mission, it’s an invasion. Don’t believe a fucking word they say.”

Tanya stared at her. “How do you know?”

Patricia snorted. “I got friends in high places. He’s kind of an asshole but he hasn’t steered me wrong yet. The Church is evil as fuck. Stay clear of them if you can.”

***

Tanya ran. The streets were empty - cleared by the men in the black suits. When the sun came up, she knew she wouldn’t be able to hide.

So, she ran.

At one point, she turned a corner and ran headlong into one of the men in black.

He fell backward and she ran past him without slowing.

An instant later she heard buzzing like angry bees as the man fired an air pistol at her.

The darts missed her, careening off buildings and street signs.

She never slowed down, only forcing herself to go slow once she was back in her building.

The sun was just appearing on the horizon as she stumbled onto her floor.

She unfurled the whip. If anybody in the flight attendant’s apartment messed with her? She would flay them alive.

“You came back,” a voice whispered.

Tanya spun around.

The door to Caitlyn’s apartment was open a crack and she could see the blonde hair and one green eye staring at her. The girl had been crying.

“You can’t escape,” Tanya whispered.

“No?”

“They have a wall, and the government won’t let us leave.”

“Oh. Is that a whip?”

Tanya held up the handle. “It’s a cat o’ nine tails. Kind of a long one.”

“Where’d you get it?”

“I took it off a crazy dominatrix.”

“Oh. Why?”

Tanya sighed. “Because she was trying to beat me with it. She wanted... never mind. Look, Caitlyn, I’m exhausted...”

“Come in! I have tea! You can sleep in my roommate’s bed. I don’t think she’s coming back. I can cook. I’m a really good cook, Tanya. I’ll make you anything you want,” Caitlyn whispered.

“Stop. No. Listen... you seem like a sweet kid, but I have my own apartment and my own bed...”

“I’m scared, Tanya. I don’t like being alone.”

“Look. Just let me sleep and think. I’ll talk to you later, okay? Get some sleep yourself.”

The door to the flight attendant’s apartment started to open.

Tanya drew back the whip. “I swear to fuck, if one of you bimbos, pervs, or dick girls steps one foot out of that apartment? I will kill every fucking one of you. Swear to Christ, I will build a fucking bedroom suit out of your fucking bones and upholster it with your goddamned hides.”

The door closed.

Caitlyn giggled. “You’re scary, Tanya.”

“I’m tired and I’m pissed. Go to sleep, Caitlyn.”

“Okay. Good night, Tanya.”

***

“Where did you get this?” Hecate asked as she looked Tracy up and down.

Tracy looked down at her feet and tried to look frightened - it wasn’t hard. The tall woman in black and white latex was terrifying. Her solid black eyes alone could give you nightmares.

But Cathy’s reaction to seeing Hecate approaching from across the street in the early morning light was completely different. She was smiling and happy.

She’s in love with her, Tracy thought. Hecate was a Mother Superior. Cathy had gone out of her way to make sure Tracy understood how dangerous the woman was, yet she was in love with her.

It made no sense.

“This is Tracy. I found her last night. Doesn’t she look delicious?” Cathy said as she wrapped her arms around Hecate’s neck.

“You transformed her last night?”

“Not completely. I think she needs more titty grow.”

Hecate burst out laughing. “She looks like she could float as it is.”

Tracy blushed.

“Be nice. She’s afraid you might hurt her.”

“Are you keeping her? Oh, Cathy, another stray? How many sluts does Dan have at this point?”

“She’ll be the seventh member of our coven.”

“But she’s so... dumb looking.”

Tracy gritted her teeth.

“Hecate! Be nice. She’s a sensitive little thing. You’ll make her cry.”

Fuck this! Tracy thought. But she dug hard into her memories and found something that would make her cry - she lost a kitten when she was five. That was all it took. She burst into tears.

Cathy shoved Hecate away. “See? I told you. Now look what you’ve done. Honestly, Religious Caste are just cruel sometimes.”

Hecate rolled her bizarre eyes.

Cathy cuddled Tracy against her. “Now, now. She didn’t mean it. She doesn’t understand that whores like you only know how to be kind and any kind of meanness makes you cry.” Cathy looked over her shoulder at Hecate. “She’s a brute sometimes.”

“Oh, for fuck’s sake. I’m sorry. Stop crying and you? Stop nagging. Come on, I got us a room at the Ritz - or rather I’ve taken over the Ritz as our headquarters.” Hecate smiled and licked her lips. “Bring your toy. She can amuse us in bed.”

Tracy looked up at Cathy with panic in her eyes.

Cathy squeezed her tight. “Of course, dear. You’ll be amazed at how talented my... toy is.”

***

Tracy was a mass of conflicted emotions. Inside her abdomen, two organs that used to be ovaries were pumping sex hormones into her bloodstream.

She was constantly turned on, and, since drinking Cathy’s delicious Ambrosia, she was equally turned on by men and women.

So the sight of Cathy standing naked in the penthouse suite shower was making her entire body tingle.

The disturbing part was the pale skinned woman with close shorn black hair who was washing Cathy’s huge breasts - Hecate was as beautiful as Cathy, but in a colder, more terrifying way. Her breasts were magnificent, though smaller than Cathy’s and her skin was nearly translucent.

Tracy didn’t look her in the eye, which was a blessing - the solid black eyes were terrifying.

But the look Cathy had in her eyes? She was completely in love with Hecate. It wasn’t just lust. This was the way soulmates looked at each other.

They kissed in the shower and Tracy felt like a voyeur.

Hecate reached down and fingered Cathy’s clit.

A tiny wedding ring pierced Cathy there and it sparkled in the shower.

As Cathy had undressed, Tracy thought she saw a gold ring piercing the skin between Cathy’s pussy and asshole as well.

Cathy smiled at her from inside the shower.

She whispered in Hecate’s ear.

Hecate turned off the water and stepped naked and dripping out of the shower. “Dry me, slave.”

“Don’t call her that. She’s Whore Caste. She’s not a slave,” Cathy said.

Tracy rushed forward and began drying Hecate’s pale body.

“Would you please remember your place, Cathy?”

Cathy leaned her head on Hecate’s shoulder. “My place is between your milky white thighs, and you’ll show me some respect if you want me there.”

Hecate laughed. “Good point.” She smiled at Tracy. “Pain.”

Tracy dropped the towel and fell on the floor, clutching her stomach and screaming.

“Hecate! Stop it this instant!” Cathy yelled.

Panic filled Tracy’s mind. She knew enough to double over in pain when Hecate said the word even though as an immune she felt nothing, but what if the pain wasn’t directed at her stomach - what if Hecate had directed the pain somewhere else? 

She’ll kill me, Tracy thought.

“Hecate, I will never fuck you again if you don’t release her.”

Hecate sighed. “Fine.” She stepped away.

Tracy glanced at Cathy.

Cathy mouthed the word, “Okay.”

Tracy groaned and rolled over on the floor.

Cathy spun around with her fists on her hips. “Hecate, you are being an asshole. You are not this person. If this is how you’re going to act on this outing, I’m going back to Havana.”

“I’m sorry. It’s just... one of the agents said the girl is an immune.” Hecate went into the bedroom and lay down on the sheets.

Cathy followed her. “Well, you can clearly see she isn’t. I told that ape the Bishop who tested her was an idiot. I had no trouble turning her into a perfect little bimbo. Now stop torturing her. She’s my property not yours.”

“Would you please stop nagging me? I have a splitting headache.”

Cathy smiled. “Tracy? Come here.”

Tracy stood up slowly, trying to look like someone recovering from a psychic attack - of course, she had no idea what that looked like. She just winced and moaned.

She walked stiff legged into the bedroom.

Cathy winked at her. “Mother Superior has a headache. Fuck her.”

“M... Mistress?” Tracy whispered.

Cathy glared at her. “Do as you’re told, slave.”

Hecate laughed from the bed. She had her hand over her eyes.

She slowly spread her legs.

Tracy swallowed hard and looked at the woman’s open pussy.

Cathy put her hand on Tracy’s shoulder and pushed her toward the bed. She mouthed the word, “Go!”

Tracy knelt at the foot of the bed.

Cathy smiled and lay down on the bed, wrapping her right arm around Hecate. “She’s inexperienced. She was straight before but she’s a quick learner.” She kissed Hecate and reached down with her right hand.

Her fingers caressed Hecate’s swollen clit and the woman moaned as Cathy kissed her.

Tracy just stared at the woman’s open pussy a few inches from her lips. Her torso was tattooed - an inverted cross between her large breasts and an ornate pentagram stretching from her navel to her clit.

The skin of her thighs was just as pale as the rest of her body. Her hairless pussy was somewhere between a dark purple and blue. 

However, the clit was bright pink, and it grew larger beneath Cathy’s nimble fingers.

Tracy bit her lower lip remembering those fingers on her own pussy. She looked up to see Cathy smiling at her, her head resting on Hecate’s large bosom.

Cathy nodded. She reached lower and rubbed her wet fingers over Tracy’s bee stung lips.

Tracy tasted Hecate’s juices. A light musk but not even slightly unpleasant. Was she a lesbian now? She certainly wasn’t resisting. She wanted...

Cathy didn’t wait for her to decide. She grasped one of Tracy’s pigtails and pulled her forward. 

Tracy opened her mouth and kissed a woman’s pussy for the first time.

Hecate moaned.

Somehow, Tracy had imagined the woman would be cold. She was wrong. If anything, Hecate’s skin was warmer than her own.

She kissed and suckled Hecate’s sex. Her lube ran down Tracy’s face.

Cathy was smiling down at her. Was it a look of victory? Tracy wasn’t sure. Was all of this simply a way for her to convince Tracy to embrace this world?

Cathy released Hecate’s clit and then, grasping Tracy’s hair again, slid her higher so Tracy could take over stimulating the thick clit with her lips and tongue.

She sucked it in - it was so much bigger than her own clit. It was almost like a little cock - and Tracy knew a thing or two about sucking cock. She applied that knowledge, simply scaled down for the throbbing clit between her lips.

The beautiful, throbbing clit.

There was nothing about what was happening that was ugly, she didn’t feel like she was being coerced. She just felt... free.

She moaned and sucked Hecate’s clit harder, tonguing it at the same time.

Lube was practically dripping from Hecate’s slit.

Cathy raised up on the bed and turned around. She threw her left leg over Hecate’s shoulders and settled her pussy over Hecate’s mouth.

Hecate laughed. “I... told you... I have a headache.”

Cathy smiled down at Tracy and winked. “Shh, darling. You’re Religious Caste, we’re Whore Caste. In bed? We know what’s best for you. Trust us.”

Cathy lowered her crotch and Hecate moaned into her pussy.

Cathy gasped. “Oh... she’s really, really amazing.” Then she leaned forward, her mouth inches from Tracy’s ear. “Use your fingers as well. Touch her like you would like to be touched.”

Tracy moaned and nodded.

She touched Hecate’s pussy and slid her middle and index fingers inside. She felt for Hecate’s G-Spot and found it on the first try, drawing more moans from the Mother Superior.

Cathy laughed. “Yes, she loves that. Add another finger.”

Tracy slid her ring finger inside.

Hecate started moving her hips in a circle.

“Another,” Cathy whispered.

Tracy moaned with Hecate’s clit in her mouth and added her middle finger to Hecate’s pussy.

Four fingers! She had four fingers in the woman’s pussy!

“The thumb.”

Tracy let go of Hecate’s clit. “B... But won’t I hurt her?”

Hecate cried out.

Cathy rolled her eyes and pushed Tracy back onto Hecate’s clit. “Do not stop eating her or I will punish you! Put your fist inside the Mother Superior, slave! Now!”

Cathy winked at her.

Tracy eased her thumb inside.

Hecate moaned louder.

Her pussy stretched easily to accept Tracy’s fist.

Cathy nodded. “Mother Superiors are made to accept Morpheus himself - the living god. No human male can satisfy them with their pricks - unless they are two feet long. Not many of them around.”

Tracy eased her fist inside Hecate slowly, feeling everything inside the woman move and shift to accommodate the intrusion. God! Oh, God! Tracy thought. Would someone do this to her at some point? How the fuck did they modify someone to do this?

Hecate moaned and thrashed while Tracy fisted her almost to the elbow. How much could this woman take?

Cathy was breathing hard. “God... Hecate... I love you. God, I love you.”

Then they came, both of them at the same time.

Hecate’s muscles squeezed hard around Tracy’s forearm.

Tracy kissed and sucked, holding her arm in place until she felt Hecate’s spasms end.

Cathy kissed her cheek and gently backed her fist out of Hecate’s obscenely stretched cunny.

Tracy watched in rapt attention as her arm came free. It glistened with the Mother Superior’s juices.

Cathy rubbed the bulge in Hecate’s abdomen. “Push for me, my love.”

Hecate’s eyes were closed but her muscles convulsed and birthed Tracy’s fist.

Cathy smiled and knelt down lower. She kissed and licked Tracy’s hand.

Tracy joined her, licking up the secretions.

Then they kissed and Tracy dozed with her head on Cathy’s lap.

***

Tracy awoke with Cathy smiling down at her in the darkened bedroom. She was standing beside the bed. 

Beside her, Mother Superior Hecate slept on her side, her pale curves rising and falling with each breath.

“Is she asleep?” Tracy whispered.

“Yes,” Cathy said. “She always sleeps after she cums. She needs to - it’s hard. All this responsibility. It’s too much even for someone as strong as her.” She held out her hand. “Come. Let’s take a shower.”

“Another one?”

Cathy shook her head. “You didn’t have one. Remember?”

Tracy nodded and climbed out of bed.

They walked into the bathroom and Cathy closed the door.

“You did...”

Tracy interrupted her by pulling her into a kiss.

“Mmm... what has gotten into you?” Cathy asked.

“I... I’ve never done anything like that. I never... Nobody. I’ve never had a night like that with anybody, Cathy... Mistress.”

“Cathy,” she said. “When we’re alone? I’m Cathy and you’re Tracy. You’re not slave or whore or slut. You’re Tracy and I’m just Cathy Greene di Hecate, seventy-year-old housewife from Latigo Key, Florida.”’

“What?! Seventy? How...?”

“Shh,” Cathy whispered. “We have all the time in the world for explanations.”

“Latigo Key? I read about that in school. Back in the 90’s...”

“1989 actually.”

Tracy blinked. “Everybody disappeared. It was like the Roanoke Colony.”

“We didn’t disappear. We were taken - transformed. We were the Church’s dry run.” Cathy began pulling the elastic bands off Tracy’s pigtails.

“Dry run for what?”

“The conquest and subjugation of all mankind. You haven’t figured that out yet?” Cathy said as she removed the last band and fluffed out the woman’s thick blonde hair. “Wow. That’s a lot of hair. They went a little overboard, I think - I really liked the green you had before. Very punk.”

“You’re taking over the world?”

“Well, not me personally. The Church is. I’m just helping.”

“Why would you help them?”

Cathy smiled. “We have to take control of it to save it.”

“Save it from what?”

Cathy shook her head. “Don’t know. But it’s coming. And we have to stop it.” She turned and started the shower.

Tracy felt stunned.

Cathy guided her under the warm water and massaged her shoulders from behind. “Carrying these breasts around is exhausting isn’t it? Before I make you even bigger we’ll increase the musculature in your back. You’ll be able to carry them easier.”

Tracy moaned as Cathy massaged. “Why are you... going to make me bigger?”

“Don’t you like big breasts?”

Tracy laughed. “I like yours.”

“The more extreme you look? The less the Church will suspect. Blending into the background is, paradoxically, easier when you stand out.”

“Yeah, the more bimbo I look the less people will suspect I have a brain?”

“More or less.” She began soaping Tracy’s big breasts, easing the nipple clamps off and setting them on the shower’s built in shelf.

Tracy moaned as her Ambrosia spilled from her nipples and ran down her body. “Oh... fuck...”

Cathy laughed. “I know. It’s an amazing feeling, isn’t it? I can’t wait to get you home to the coven. You’ll sleep every night in a huge bedroom - all of us together. Touching, kissing, all night long.” She kissed Tracy’s shoulder.

“What if they don’t like me?”

Cathy shook her head. “When Dan - that’s our husband - when Dan makes love to you? We’ll be joined to you. You’re immune to mind control, so it won’t be instantaneous love for you like it will be for us. But we’ll win you over. It’s not like anything else you’ve ever known.”

“They took you from Latigo Key?”

“Yes. Dan and several of our coven. We’ve added more over the years, but a few were there at the beginning.”

“Was Hecate there?”

Cathy laughed. “Oh, yes.”

“She’s part of the coven?”

“Oh, God, no. She despises Dan.” Cathy kissed the back of Tracy’s neck. “No, Hecate is the one who abducted us.”

“What?! And you...”

“Love her? Oh, darling, yes. More than life itself.”

“I don’t understand any of this.”

Cathy laughed. “I know. It’s a lot...”

“She’s cruel. Sadistic...”

“Are you jealous?”

“What?! No!”

Cathy ran her fingers down Tracy’s sides and Tracy shivered. “It’s perfectly natural - again, you’re immune. You’re going to have all those human emotions like jealousy. For a while, at least.”

Tracy spun around in the shower. “How can you love someone who is cruel and cold and who took you against your will?”

Cathy’s eyes sparkled. “How can you?”

Tracy hugged her. “You’re not cruel...”

“I turned you into a plastic bimbo...”

“You’re not cold...”

“True, part of the reason I did it was because I wanted to save you. But also? Because my darling little Tracy? I did it because I saw something I wanted, and I took it... without your consent.”

“It’s not... it’s not the same.”

She drew Tracy close. “Oh, quite the contrary. It is exactly the same.” She kissed her. “As for Hecate? She is more than she appears. Inside that ice queen exterior? There’s a good person. I can see her. Sometimes only glimpses, but she’s there, Tracy.”

“Well, I couldn’t see that good person when she thought she was doing that mind control pain thing on me. She fucking smiled, Cathy.” She buried her face in Cathy’s bosom.

“I know. And it frightens me.”

***

Caitlyn sat at her breakfast table and ate her cereal with a big spoon. She was too frightened to cook. Her mama always said she should start each day with a hot meal, but mama had never been in a situation like this.

She looked at her front door and wished Tanya had asked her to come stay at her place.

Tanya was tough and smart and brave - qualities Caitlyn knew she lacked.

You be nice to people, so they’ll take care of you, Caitlyn, her mama used to say.

“I tried, mama, but I don’t think she wants to be bothered with me,” Caitlyn said. She talked to mama a lot even though she wasn’t there. It made her feel less alone.

Something clattered on the fire escape. It wasn’t the first time she heard a noise out there.

“Go away, go away, go away,” Caitlyn whispered.

The clattering stopped and she heard someone running in the alley below.

“Please wake up soon, Tanya. And please, please, please let me stay with you,” Caitlyn whispered to the empty room.

***

“Holy fuck,” Tanya said as she changed channels on the television. Last night there had been only one: the information channel for the Church.

Now there were dozens.

All porn.

And not the Hollywood DVD porn - this was filmed live right outside on the street.

Film crews were broadcasting sex acts taking place all over the Red Zone in broad daylight.

Sexual couplings in every possible combination filled the screen each time she switched channels. Here, three women in mini-skirts bent over a park bench while three men took them from behind. Another channel, two men standing with a buxom blonde sandwiched between them, the man in front fucking her pussy while the other man took her anally.

A barroom floor was a drunken orgy.

A dominatrix being drawn in a carriage down the street - a carriage pulled by four men wearing bondage gear complete with horse hooves on their feet and long horse tails dangling from their asses.

Inside a night club, women who looked more like high society women than strippers were dancing naked with worn out hookers. The camera shifted to a smiling redhead with piercing blue eyes. “Hi, I’m Amy Lynn - you might recognize me from porn movies like “Game of Moans” and “Porn of the Rings”. I’m here as the special guest of the Church of Morpheus to report on this wonderful world you now find yourselves in...”

The woman’s eyes seemed to be glowing and the glare was making Tanya’s eyes hurt. She changed the channel quickly.

On the screen, one of the rubber nuns was standing behind a podium, her eyes covered by dark sunglasses. The words at the bottom of the screen identified her as Mother Superior Hecate. It was some sort of press conference.

“Mother Superior, are the streets safe?” A reporter asked offscreen.

“Not yet. Our agents are rounding up all of the infected but the sheer number of them and the large area of the Red Zone means it will take some time. Stay in your homes with your doors locked. Cooperate with the Church representatives when they arrive.”

“What’s going to happen to the infected?” A woman asked.

“We have treatment programs that are 100% effective. Their aggressiveness will be remedied - they’ll be completely cured of their psychotic behaviors. Their libidos will remain at the elevated levels and the physical changes in them are permanent, unfortunately. But they will be human again.”

She looked directly at the camera. “It is vital that you do not harm the infected. They can be cured. I know that all of you are frightened, but these people are your friends, your neighbors, perhaps even your family. They are not monsters and they will be returned to you whole.”

“Mother Superior, earlier you told us that everyone under the age of eighteen has been successfully evacuated from the zone. What about the elderly or infirm?” A man asked.

“Excellent question. They will be well cared for - far better than your antiquated American health care system could ever do for them. We have the ability to cure conditions that your science claims are incurable. The elderly and infirm are going to live far longer and more fulfilling lives...”

“You say longer - how much longer are they likely to live under Church care?”

Hecate smiled. “Far longer and far happier.”

Tanya shook her head. “Bitch, you should not smile. Your smile is creepy as shit.”

Someone knocked on the door and it made Tanya jump.

Tanya grabbed the whip. “Whoever you are? Fuck off! I haven’t had my coffee yet.”

“It’s me. Caitlyn.”

Tanya ran to the door and looked out the peephole.

The girl was standing outside wearing pink sneakers, tight pink yoga pants and a pink athletic bra. She was wearing a pink backpack and pulling a pink suitcase.

Her hair was big and blonde, her nails and lips pink.

Caitlyn wore a furry pink cap that looked like the top of a teddy bear’s head complete with round ears. She waved at the peep hole and smiled.

“What do you want?” Tanya asked.

“I... thought you might like some company? I brought all the food in my pantry. I thought we could have like a dinner party or something? Maybe a sleepover?”

“What the fuck?” Tanya whispered.

The girl looked over her shoulder. “It’s really kind of creepy out here. Can I please come in?”

“Fuck no! Are you infected? Go back to your apartment!”

She shook her head. “I’m not infected. I haven’t been out for two days. I waited till I heard your TV before I came over and knocked. I got really good ears.” She looked up at her bear ears and laughed. “Get it?”

“Jesus, she’s an imbecile,” Tanya whispered to herself.

“Yep... heard that.”

Tanya squeezed her eyes shut. “Caitlyn? Please go back to your apartment.”

Her lower lip quivered. “Tanya? I’m really scared, okay? There are strange noises out in the street. And I think someone tried to climb my fire escape earlier and I don’t want to be alone. I really, really don’t want to be alone.”

“What the fuck are you doing, Tanya?” Tanya whispered.

“Heard that too.”

“Shut up.”

“Okay.”

Tanya took a deep breath. “Take a step back.”

Caitlyn stepped back.

“Okay... pull down the front of your yoga pants.”

Caitlyn shook her head. “I don’t want to. Why are you asking...?”

“I want to see if you have a dick, okay? I don’t want any Futanaris in here. Show me you don’t have any junk, or you aren’t coming in.”

“I... haven’t shaved in a few days.”

“Jesus! Do I sound like I fucking care?”

Caitlyn reached down and pulled out the front of her yoga pants.

Her pink pussy showed through wispy golden curls.

“Satisfied?”

“I sure am,” a voice said.

Caitlyn turned to her right and screamed. “No! Don’t touch me!”

Tanya threw open the door and rushed out, putting herself between Caitlyn and the owner of the voice.

The Futanari from the day before stood naked in the hall. “Hello again,” she said. She stroked her big cock and licked her lips.

“Fuck off!” Tanya said. She unfurled the whip and held it at the ready.

“Whips? Kinky. I love whips,” she took a step toward them.

“One more step and I’ll turn you back into a woman.”

“Oh, sweetie, I’m all woman. Just with something extra. You’ll be begging for it in a minute.” The cock was growing stiffer as she stroked it.

“In a minute, you’ll be bleeding.” She nodded over her shoulder. “Caitlyn? Get inside.”

“I’m not leaving you out here!”

“Goddamn it, do what I tell you!”

Caitlyn sniffled. “Okay. You’re right behind me, right?”

“Sure. Right after I teach the Futa some manners.”

The Futanari laughed. “Lexi. My name is Lexi.”

“Don’t fucking care. You’re scaring my friend and you’re pissing me off. Go find the nuns and get a shot or something.”

“You’re... amazing.” Lexi said as she backed away. “I think I’m in love.”

“Just keep walking, sister. I haven’t had my coffee and I’m feeling really bitchy.”

Lexi turned around and walked toward the stairs. “It’s the new normal, you know?”

“What?”

“All this? The new normal. It’s really not so bad.”

“Just... fuck off!”

Lexi laughed and waved as she entered the stairwell.

Tanya backed into her apartment and locked the door.

She turned to see Caitlyn smiling at her still wearing the stupid teddy bear cap.

“What are you smiling about?”

“You said I was your friend.”

Tanya stared at her. “Fuck, I need coffee.”

“You say that word a lot. F-U-C-K.”

“So?”

“I only say it when I’m doing it. I say it a lot then.”

“I really need some fucking coffee.”

Caitlyn giggled.

***

“I’m talking your ear off, aren’t I? Mama always said I talked more than a traveling preacher, which made sense seeing as how she was almost certain my Daddy was a traveling preacher who came through Abilene. She said he could talk a blue streak and I talk a blue streak when I get nervous and I am. Nervous, I mean. Because you don’t talk that much.”

Tanya stared at Caitlyn from across the kitchen table. The girl hadn’t stopped talking since Tanya had locked the door.

Tanya took a sip of coffee.

“Aren’t you going to tell me anything about you?” Caitlyn asked.

“Daddy was a Marine. Mommy wasn’t. Daddy’s gone. I’m a corporate troubleshooter.”

Caitlyn nodded. “What’s that?”

“A corporate troubleshooter? I go into troubled companies and straighten them out. I tell them how to fix their corporate culture.”

“Oh,” Caitlyn said and nodded. “What does that mean?”

“I tell them who to fire.”

“Oh. Do you talk to your mama a lot?”

“Too much. You?”

Caitlyn looked down at her coffee - it was actually cream and sugar with a splash of coffee. “No, my mama died.”

Tanya stared at her. “I’m sorry.”

“It’s okay. It was years ago. You know she was runner up Miss Texas in 1998?”

Tanya smiled. “I’ll bet she was really pretty.”

“She was. I got her hair - oh, and her hands. That’s what I am: I’m a hand model.” She held out her right hand with her long pink nails.

“You’re a what?”

“A hand model. Zale’s, Tiffany, Rolex? When they need a woman’s hand, slim, 18 to 30? They use my hand. Mama said if I had just inherited her boobs and had a little more cush in my tush I’d have been in Victoria’s Secret.”

Tanya laughed. It was impossible to not like the girl.

And Tanya was really trying to not like her.

“They’re not coming to rescue us, are they? The government?”

Tanya shook her head. “The cop I talked to said we’ve all had our citizenship revoked by executive order. We’re Cubans now I guess.”

“Doesn’t seem right.”

“No, it doesn’t.”

“They really scare me, Tanya.”

Tanya nodded. “Me too, honey.”

Caitlyn smiled. “That’s what my mama used to call me.”

Tanya looked away.

“Me and you need to stick together,” Caitlyn said.

“Look, Caitlyn...”

“I know you’re like a lone wolf type. I get that. But my mama always said, ‘Caitlyn Cassandra Collins, you got to make friends and keep them close. You aren’t cut out to go it alone. But you’ll make somebody a good friend.’ And I am. I’ll have your back like you never saw. I’m good in a fight...”

Tanya held back a laugh. “Yeah, I saw you in action in the hall a few minutes ago, Caitlyn.”

Caitlyn frowned. “That funari caught me by surprise.”

“Futanari.”

“Huh?”

“The word is Futanari. It’s from Japanese Anime.”

“Oh, I don’t speak Japanese. I speak a little Cajun, though.”

Tanya smiled. “Good to know.” She sighed. “Okay. You can stay.”

Caitlyn bounced up and down in her chair. “I’ll be the best roommate. I’ll cook all our meals. I’m a really good listener too.”

“How?”

“Huh?”

“Never mind.”

***

Keith Baker raised up on his hands in the abandoned warehouse and spit blood onto the concrete floor.

“Stay down. I don’t want to hurt you,” the bald man in the black suit said.

Keith rolled onto his feet and came up in a boxer’s stance. “Too bad, ‘cause I want to hurt you.”

He had been hiding in the warehouse for eight hours when the man in the suit appeared out of nowhere.

“Look, we’re here to help you. You aren’t infected. We just want to take you to a clinic and get you vaccinated.” The man said. He had a gun in a shoulder holster, but he hadn’t drawn it.

“Yeah, I’ve seen how you ‘help’ people. My friend Zak ain’t even a man anymore.”

“If your friend went too long without treatment after he was infected, he transitioned. We didn’t do this to him - the virus did. That’s why you need to be vaccinated.” He raised his wrist near his mouth. “This is Unit 21. I have an unvaccinated in the warehouse on 19th and 5th Avenue.”

Keith rushed him, throwing his right shoulder into the man’s chest.

It was like hitting a brick wall and Keith felt something give in his shoulder.

But the man went down hard, and his bald head bounced on the concrete.

Keith reached for the gun.

The man shook his head and then grabbed Keith’s wrist trying to hold him away from the gun.

Keith head butted him, and the man let go.

He yanked the gun out of its holster and scrambled away.

It wasn’t a normal gun - it was some sort of dart gun with a gas cylinder above the barrel.

The man blinked and shook his head. “Listen to me. Put the gun down.”

“Fuck you.”

“Listen to me, goddamn it! I’m trying to help you!” He tried to get to his feet.

“Stay back! I’m warning you, man.”

“Give me back my...” The man reached out.

Thwip.

Keith stared at the gun in his hand and then at the red dart sticking in the man’s neck.

“Fuck,” the man whispered and then he collapsed on the floor.

“Jesus, Jesus, Jesus tell me I didn’t kill that dude.” Keith knelt beside him and felt for a pulse.

His neck throbbed.

Keith breathed a sigh of relief.

He searched the man’s pockets and found a box containing more darts and an extra gas cylinder.

There was an earbud in the man’s ear.

Keith took it out and put it in his own ear.

“Unit 21 we’re dispatching an ambulance and backup to your location, acknowledge?”

Keith shook his head and ran toward the back door.

***

“The woman was an immune,” Dr. Pain said as she swung the whip.

It cracked across the welted buttocks of a man hanging by his wrists from an overhead beam in the office that had been converted into a bondage dungeon.

A woman hung by her wrists beside the man, her own back and buttocks similarly striped.

Tracy bit her lip as the whip cracked on the woman next.

The hanging woman groaned around her ball gag.

From her angle, Tracy could see the gleaming gold wedding band that had been used to pierce her perineum and knew there would be an engagement ring dangling from the woman’s clit.

The man had a wedding ring piercing the tip of his cock. Cum dripped from the gold band.

“How do you know the woman was immune?” Cathy asked.

“She wouldn’t submit. My pheromones had no effect on her will.” Dr. Pain gritted her teeth and cracked the whip again, raising a bright red welt across the man’s shoulder blades.

Cathy grabbed the whip out of her hand and tossed it away. “That’s annoying.”

The dominatrix lowered her eyes. “I’m sorry, mistress. I’m just embarrassed.”

Cathy took her chin and tilted her face up. She touched the swollen lip. “Does it hurt?”

“Yes.”

“I’ll call a nurse.”

“No, thank you. I let this woman get the better of me. I deserve the pain.”

Cathy leaned forward and kissed her swollen lip. “You Dominatrix Whores are always such martyrs. I’m calling the nurse for you and also for your slaves - they need to be transformed. Humans are too fragile for a transformed domme. You’ll hurt them and then you’ll feel even more guilty.”

Dr. Pain nodded. “Yes, Mistress.”

Cathy turned to the two men hanging from St. Andrew’s Crosses mounted to the wall. They both wore black rubber bondage masks with only their eyes and lips showing.

Their hard cocks dripped pre-cum onto the floor beneath them.

Cathy shook her head. “These men are infected with Bimbo Flu. Why haven’t you called for a nurse to administer treatment? They’ll transition without it.”

Dr. Pain looked sheepish.

“Oh, you want them to transition?” Cathy asked.

“Have you seen trans bimbos?” Dr. Pain asked.

“Fine. You can let them get jiggly and giggly, but then all your toys get finishing Ambrosia.”

“Yes, Mistress,” Dr. Pain said and smiled.

Cathy took her arm. “Now, tell me about the woman who gave you the fat lip.”

“Tall, beautiful redhead. I thought she might be transformed at first. But then I realized she was human and when I confronted her? She didn’t cower, didn’t become submissive. That’s how I knew she had to be an immune.”

“Hmm, most likely. You were right to bring this to my attention. We’ll find her and deal with her. Put her out of your head. The Church will take it from here.”

“Thank you, Mistress.”

Cathy kissed Dr. Pain and then walked out. Tracy followed, boobs bouncing in the tight shirt. “You’re kind of a big deal, huh?” Tracy asked as they got in the elevator.

“I’m a White Witch - we have levels in the castes. White Witches and Whoremasters are the top of the food chain in Whore Caste. Some would say the White Witches are higher than the Whoremasters.”

“Girls on top? And here I thought it was a man’s world.”

Cathy shook her head. “It isn’t ‘man’s world at all. This world belongs to the transformed of any gender. Mankind is no longer in the driver’s seat - we are. And we have progressed beyond any notions of masculine or feminine dominance. Our god is male though I’m not sure anyone has actually seen him in decades. The leader of the Church is female. The battle of the sexes doesn’t exist with us, Tracy. We are all part of the next step in human evolution.”

“Yeah, but you have a husband...”

“Two.”

“What?”

“I have two husbands and three wives. You’ll be the fourth when Dan claims you. We’ll be a coven of seven.” 

“Okay, there you go: when Dan claims me. Patriarchy.”

Cathy laughed as the doors opened. “Yes, Dan’s cum will bind you to us. But he can’t rewrite someone’s mind the way I can. Also, I’m the warrior of our little coven not Dan. Dan doesn’t rule over me and I don’t rule over him. A coven is a partnership not a dictatorship. You’ll understand when we go home. If I could enter that beautiful mind of yours? I could make you understand now. But I can’t, so we’ll just have to show you what love is.”

They stepped off the elevator and walked toward the building entrance.

“What are you going to do about this other immune?”

“Find her, I hope - before the agents find her.”

They walked onto the street.

“Are you going to claim her as well?”

Cathy smiled and shook her head. “No. Too many agents are talking about the human immune who beat up a Dominatrix Whore - Hecate is already suspicious of you. If I suddenly showed up with this redhead in tow, she would know I was up to something. No. We’ll try to find some other way of helping her. But first? We have to find her.”

***

Keith jumped off the dumpster and grabbed the fire escape ladder - he had tried to break into an apartment in this building earlier in the day, but he thought he heard someone talking inside, so he had climbed down and ended up finding the warehouse.

Now here he was on the same fire escape trying to break into the same apartment.

He reached the apartment and crouched beside the window on the steel fire escape. He sat there with his eyes closed, listening for the voice from earlier. It had sounded like a girl.

He felt like an asshole.

If there was someone inside and he broke in? He would scare her.

Keith Baker didn’t like to scare anyone especially not a girl hiding in her apartment.

And what if the girl in the apartment was infected? What would he do then?

He felt the weight of the dart gun in his jacket pocket.

He had almost thrown up after darting the Church guy in the warehouse.

Violence wasn’t his thing.

He still had the earbud in his ear.

Occasionally, he heard someone directing ‘units’ to different locations.

A few minutes ago, he heard them advising they needed a medical team at the warehouse - presumably for the agent he had darted.

Keith peeked in the window. The apartment was dark. He was looking in on the living room and kitchen beyond. It looked quiet.

The window was locked on the inside. He remembered a trick he saw once: improperly installed windows with too much give could be jimmied open. He put his palms on the glass and pulled down.

The window slid down just a little.

Click.

The spring loaded lock clicked open when the tension was released.

Thank God for lousy contractors, Keith thought.

He slid the window up and climbed through into the living room.

He closed the window and re-locked it.

Keith put his hand on the gun in his jacket pocket. He took a deep breath. “Hi. Listen, I just came through your living room window. But I’m not here to hurt you, okay? I just need a place to hide from all this craziness. I’m not dangerous. If you want me to leave? Just say so and I’ll go back out the way I came in. I really won’t hurt you.”

He looked nervously from side to side in the empty living room.

No one said a word.

He swallowed hard and opened the nearest door.

The bathroom was empty.

He opened the next door.

It was a bedroom, and the bed was freshly made.

The next door opened on a bedroom that was a tangle of pink sheets and pink clothing tossed all over. Someone had packed in a hurry from the looks of it.

There was a poster on the wall: a kitten hanging by its front paws from a tree limb with the words ‘Hang in there, baby’ written at the bottom.

“Seriously?” Keith laughed.

Two pictures sat on the dresser. One was of a beautiful woman in an evening gown. The sequined gown had a sash that read ‘Miss Abilene’.

The other picture was newer. The girl in it was obviously related to ‘Miss Abilene’, most likely her daughter. The daughter’s face was a little squarer, but she was still a knockout with big green eyes.

Keith looked around the room at the scattered pink lingerie including delicate looking pink panties tossed about on the bed.

Keith felt like a voyeur. “Sorry, Texas. I didn’t mean to intrude. Good luck, wherever you are.”

He went back to the living room and closed the bedroom door.

***

“There’s nothing on TV but porn,” Caitlyn yelled from the living room.

Tanya laughed as she washed the dishes - Caitlyn had definitely been telling the truth about her cooking ability: the omelets she made for their dinner were amazing. “Just porn? No news like earlier?”

“Nope, just the same press conference with that creepy Hecate lady. She’s scary.” Caitlyn was quiet for a moment. “How does somebody do that?”

“Do what?”

“Two... you know, things up their butt at one time?”

Tanya dried her hands and walked into the living room. “What do you mean things?”

Caitlyn was sitting on the couch. She pointed at the TV. “You know? Things.”

Tanya looked at the screen. A woman was squatting on a man’s huge cock, taking it in the ass. Another man crouched over her and squeezed his own cock into her ass at the same time. “Fuck...”

“Yep.” Caitlyn turned her head sideways trying to make sense out of the image. “I mean I’ve taken thingy’s up the butt before but never two.”

Tanya laughed. “You?”

“What? I like sex, don’t you?”

“Well, yeah, but... I don’t know. You just seem...”

“Innocent?”

“Yeah, sort of. You don’t seem like the kind of girl who would...”

“Take it up the butt?”

Tanya blushed. “Can we talk about something else?”

“What’s the matter? Haven’t you ever taken it up the butt?”

“Actually, no.”

“Oh. Does that make me a slut ‘cause I have?”

“No, it doesn’t. It makes you... interesting.”

Caitlyn beamed. “I’m a real pleaser in bed. I’m up for whatever, you know?”

Tanya blinked. “Okay... I’m going to take a bath now.”

***

Tanya lay back in the warm bath and soaked, letting the tension of the last day and night seep out of her muscles and into the soapy water.

You’re encumbered now. Your survival likelihood just dropped by 50%, she heard her dad say in her head.

She smiled. “What was I supposed to do? Leave her in the hall?” She whispered to the empty bathroom.

The Gunnery Sergeant in her head said, Yes.

Caitlyn had no survival skills, nothing to bring to the table except comic relief and the ability to make a killer omelet.

“Sorry, dad, just not as cold blooded as you were,” she whispered.

Her mind drifted back to Dr. Pain and her slaves.

Her mind drifted back to that a lot.

For some reason, Dr. Pain thought Tanya would cower before her. What was it she said? “My pheromones should...” Something about Dr. Pain’s scent was supposed to make Tanya submissive.

That was ridiculous... wasn’t it?

No, it was no more ridiculous than the Bimbo Flu and the Futa Virus.

Dr. Pain’s final pronouncement on her? Immune. As if it were some sort of death sentence.

Maybe it was.

Whatever happened, she needed to stay away from the rubber nuns and the bald headed security guys.

She moaned in the bath. Tanya looked down: her hand was playing between her legs, rubbing her clit. She hadn’t even been aware she was masturbating.

Tanya leaned back in the tub and rubbed with her index and middle fingers.

She closed her eyes and saw what she had seen last night: The couple, Lilly and Michael, worshipping at the feet of their mistress, Dr. Pain. It was so erotic, so wrong. Newlyweds made into slaves.

By cum from the bizarre dildo Dr. Pain had fucked Lilly with.

She had taken them both as her slaves.

That thought made Tanya tingle all over. She had never fantasized about anything like that before. It was wrong to deprive someone of their will, to control them.

But it was so hot.

What would she do with two hot slaves in bed?

Everything, Tanya thought. I’d do everything.

Tanya wondered what Dr. Pain did to them after she left. Did she fuck Lilly again? Discipline her?

Or maybe she fucked Michael. Maybe she made Lilly watch.

No. Maybe she made Lilly help.

They were hers. Dr. Pain could do anything she wanted.

Anything.

Tanya breathed harder as she rubbed faster.

What was going on with her? She was a once a week masturbator, if that. She had rubbed one out last night as a voyeur and now, less than a day later, she was masturbating in the tub.

She shook her head, willed the images back into her mind of the dominatrix and her subs. She imagined Dr. Pain standing behind Michael, fucking him as he fucked Lilly.

Tanya gritted her teeth to keep from screaming as she came.

***

Across the hall, Keith was stroking his cock as he drank water from a large bottle he had filled in the kitchen. He was sitting on the couch, his pants around his ankles, a pair of the Texas girl’s pink panties wrapped around his dick.

He had turned on the television earlier only to find his favorite porn star, Amy Lynn, doing a live sex show from a nightclub less than three blocks away.

He had immediately started jerking off.

Onscreen, the hot redhead was on her hands and knees as men lined up to take her from behind on the dance floor. 

Those crazy blue eyes of hers were staring straight into the camera as a man grabbed her hips and started pumping.

“Unnh, I really wish everyone watching could be here with me now!” She moaned. “But it’s too dangerous: stay where you are. You don’t want to get sick... unnh... just make sure to stay hydrated.”

Her eyes flashed and Keith took another drink from the bottle.

He stroked harder wishing he were the guy pumping into her.

“Drink lots of water,” Amy Lynn said. “Not so much you get sick - just stay hydrated. Cooperate with the Church authorities when they knock on your door. They’re going to make everything okay.”

Keith felt his eyes closing.

The first guy pulled his cock out of her pussy and shot thick jizz onto her back.

Keith was so close to cumming.

The next guy took the first guy’s place and started fucking the redhead.

She laughed at the camera. “Mmm... really soon? You’re going to be able to leave quarantine. I can’t wait to fuck you!”

Keith gripped his panties-wrapped cock and jerked harder.

“Obey the Church.... unnh... they know what’s best for you... Fuck! They own you now! Cum!”

“Jesus,” Keith whispered.

He came, soaking the pink panties with his jizz.

Amy Lynn smiled at the camera. “Obedience is rewarded. If you want to fuck me? You’ll do what the Church says.” Her eyes flashed. “Now tell me what you’re going to do?”

Keith stared at the screen, his eyes half-closed. “I’ll... do what the Church says,” he whispered.

She smiled at the screen. “Now, drink more water.”

He took a drink.

“Let’s cum again,” she said and smiled.

Keith smiled back and began stroking again, his cock growing hard almost instantly.

***

Cum Slut Cathy laughed.

The Church Agent was soaking wet, his expensive black suit ruined. Behind him, a dozen other agents stood - all of them equally soaked and nursing head wounds or broken arms.

“Mistress, they are resisting.”

“I think that’s an understatement,” Cathy laughed. She looked up at the five-story, gray stone building that rose behind the agents. A metal plaque by the ornate, thick wooden door read: Our Sisters in Mary Convent, est. 1856.

High above on the parapet, three nuns in gray habits laughed down at them.

“They used soup kettles full of hot water and drenched us as we approached the doors.”

“Hot or boiling?” Cathy asked.

“Hot, Mistress.”

“They don’t want to hurt us, just drive us away,” Cathy said. “I wonder if they figured out the tap water has been laced with aphrodisiac?”

An old woman glared down at her like a gargoyle from the cluster of nuns.

“Begging your pardon, Mistress, but they then threw pots and pans at us.”

“Hence the head wounds?”

“In part, yes. However, a few of our agents managed to reach the steps... they apparently poured cooking oil on the steps and...”

Cathy burst out laughing.

The agent sighed miserably.

Tracy was giggling, unable to look the agent in the eye.

“I’ve sent for a demolition team,” the agent said.

“Absolutely not! We’re not setting off any explosives. Someone might get hurt...”

The agent looked at her in shock.

“Sorry... I meant to say seriously hurt.” She put her hand on the agent’s shoulder. “You and your men go lick your wounds and get a change of clothes - I would recommend rain gear. Also, we passed a construction site a few blocks east - send a team there to gather bags of sand or concrete. We’ll spread that on the steps, so you won’t go sliding and falling on your asses.”

“Yes, mistress.”

“Oh, and you might want to look for some hard hats while you’re there,” Cathy said.

Tracy laughed out loud.

“Yes, Mistress,” the agent said under his breath as he stalked away.

“When you said we were going to visit some nuns, I thought you meant the rubber kind,” Tracy whispered.

“Nope. Catholics, Morpheus protect us.”

Tracy giggled again.

“They’re always a problem - though I’ve never had to deal with a ‘castle’ full of nuns before.”

“You’re not going to let the agents hurt them, are you?”

“Of course not! I’ll let you in on a secret: the agents may look frightening, but they can only use non-lethal methods to subdue those who resist. They might have blown the door, but they wouldn’t hurt anyone on purpose...”

“Except immunes,” Tracy said.

Cathy sighed. “Yes. Except immunes - also, Religious Caste in general has no regard for human life. They aren’t like us, Tracy. They will kill and they won’t shed a tear. It’s how they’re wired.”

Tracy shook her head. “If Morpheus is so wonderful? Why would he create Religious Caste?”

“Hmm? And why does God make bad people? Allow wars to occur? Allow diseases to kill?”

Tracy rolled her eyes. “Yeah, I guess it’s the same thing.”

Cathy looked at the oil soaked stairs and smiled. “Gods do work in mysterious ways. If they didn’t, I wouldn’t be in love with a woman two steps away from being a psychopath.”

“Two whole steps, huh?”

“Okay, right on the cusp of being a psychopath.” Cathy stared up at the nuns on the roof. “Ooo, they are staring daggers at me. That’s their first mistake.” Cathy stared back, reaching out with her mind, and touching each of them in turn.

“The... mother superior... she’s...” Cathy laughed. “Very strong personality. Strong faith. To reach her quickly, I’d have to break her.”

“You don’t want to do that?” Tracy whispered.

Cathy looked at her in shock. “Of course not. I don’t want to hurt anyone, Tracy. I want to set them free not re-write them.” She looked back at the parapet. “Novice White Witches re-write their victims. Those who are advanced like me and a few others? We want to make them happy. Look up.”

Tracy looked at the parapet.

“From the light touch I just used, I can tell you that all three of those women are miserable - and not just because the forces of hell are outside their door. No, they’re all living an existence as gray as their outfits. Take the one to the left of the mother superior - a closeted, self-loathing lesbian. She prays every night for God to remove her compulsions. She’s physically harmed herself on more than one occasion.”

“Jesus...”

“And the little nun to mother superior’s right? Painfully shy. She was terrified of men, so she’s been hiding behind these walls. Only...” Cathy stared intently at the nun. Then she smiled. “Chronic masturbator.” She gasped. “Mmm, using a candle for a dildo? Nasty girl. She likes it when the wax gets warm deep inside her and bends...” Cathy bit her lip.

Tracy watched Cathy’s heaving breasts. “Cathy? Are you okay?”

Cathy nodded. “I just found the key to the front door.”

***

Caitlyn tried to sleep in Tanya’s spare bedroom. But she just kept looking at the window to the fire escape. She pulled the blanket up to her chin. Something moved in the alley below.

She whined and scrambled out of the bed in her pink nighty.

She ran into the living room and closed the bedroom door behind her.

Then she propped a chair under the knob.

She listened to the sound of the orgy coming from the hall. They had been going at it for hours before Caitlyn went to bed.

It was quiet now and somehow that was worse.

Caitlyn thought about turning on the TV for some company, but she knew Tanya was probably asleep in her room and wouldn’t appreciate the sound of porn. She really liked the Amy Lynn show - it made her feel... warm inside.

Yeah, sure it was dirty, but Amy Lynn’s smile just made her feel like everything was going to be okay.

Tanya had caught her watching it earlier and told her it was going to rot Caitlyn’s brain.

“Are you awake?” A voice whispered.

Caitlyn almost peed herself. “Who... who’s there?”

A soft giggle came from behind the front door.

“Lexi. Remember? From earlier?”

Caitlyn sat down on the couch with her legs folded under her. She stared at the locked door. “Yeah, I remember. You’re... the girl with the penis.”

Lexi laughed. “Yes and you must be the cute blonde?”

“You better go away. Tanya doesn’t like you.”

“That’s too bad. Tanya really turns me on. Are you lovers?”

“N... No. Tanya isn’t like that.”

Lexi laughed softly. “Tanya isn’t, huh? But how about you?”

Caitlyn frowned. “Why don’t you go away and leave us alone?”

“Why don’t you come out and play? Everybody’s asleep but me. They’re exhausted. We fucked sooo hard, Caitlyn. Didn’t you hear us?”

“Yeah, I heard.”

“Are you afraid of me?”

“Yes.”

“Why?”

Caitlyn sniffled. “You’re scary.”

“There’s nothing to be afraid of. I just want to make love to you. Wouldn’t you like that?”

“No.”

“It would feel so good. I’m very good - much better now that I have a cock. Come out and play with me.”

Caitlyn was scared but she was growing warm down there. “I... you’ll infect me.”

Lexi laughed. “It doesn’t hurt, Caitlyn. You’ll have a nice big cock in a few hours. Then I’ll bet Tanya will want you.”

Caitlyn hid her face in her hands. “Please go away! I don’t want you...”

“Open the fucking door! Everyone’s getting infected. It’s your turn! You and that redheaded slut need to be fucked!”

Caitlyn jumped to her feet and ran straight to Tanya’s door.

“We’re going to get you. It’s only a matter of time. You can’t hide in there forever!”

Caitlyn opened Tanya’s bedroom door and stepped inside.

She closed it gently behind her.

Tanya was asleep, her red hair arrayed around her face. She opened her eyes. “Caitlyn? What’s wrong?”

“Can... I sleep with you?” Her lip quivered.

“What? No. Caitlyn, go back to bed.”

“I can’t. I’m scared.”

“For fuck’s sake. What time is it?”

“3:00 in the morning.”

“Jesus, Caitlyn go back to sleep in the other bed.”

Caitlyn began to sob. “I want to be like you. I want to be strong and brave. But I’m not, Tanya. I’m scared. There are noises in the alley and that Lexi is right outside our door whispering. I’m not brave and I’d be terrible in a fight. I’m ashamed, okay? But I can’t make it on my own. I’m scared of the dark and I’m terrified to be alone.”

Tanya stared at her.

Then she held up the blankets. “Come on.”

Caitlyn crawled into bed with her back against Tanya. Then she curled into a ball.

After a minute, Tanya put her arm around her and held her tight.

***

“Are we always going to work all night?” Tracy asked.

“The best time to infiltrate is at 3:30 AM,” Cathy said as she stared at the convent across the street. She was looking at the third window from the left on the third floor. It was dark but Cathy could ‘see’ beyond the glass and into the mind of the woman lying in the bed. “Time to wake up.”

***

Sister Inez opened her eyes. Her nightgown was pulled up to her waist and her fingers worked between her thighs, bringing her close to the orgasm her sleeping body had craved.

It wasn’t the first night she had awoken masturbating. At least one night per week she was torn from her sleep by intense orgasm.

She was close to coming but not quite there.

Her concentration was thrown off because she had the strangest feeling: someone was in the room. “Who’s there?” She whispered.

The room was quiet and still.

She looked at the clock, 3:38 AM. In a little less than three and a half hours, she would start her shift. Mother Superior had them divided up in three eight hour shifts: eight nuns per shift, half upstairs, half down.

Inez needed to sleep. Tomorrow would be hard. The men in the black suits had been relentless but they had turned them back.

Mother Superior worried that at dawn, they might try a different tactic - perhaps explosives or using a vehicle to knock down the door.

“It is not only our bodies we must protect,” Mother Superior had said. “These men are coming for our very souls.”

She thought about the men in the black suits. They’ll have their way with us, Inez thought.

No, they will fuck you, a voice whispered in her head. And I think that’s what you want, isn’t it?

Inez slapped her hand over her mouth to keep from screaming. Then she smoothed down her nightgown. She began to mumble in the dark: “...Holy Mary, Mother of God, pray for us sinners, now and at the hour of our death.”

She heard laughter in her head. Silly girl, I’m not some demon who can be exorcised with magic words.

“Who? Who are you?” Inez whispered.

Come to the window and see.

Inez got out of the twin bed and walked to the window.

Two figures stood across the street.

One was a blonde with pigtails dressed in a ridiculous caricature of a Catholic school girl’s outfit. Her breasts were enormous and held in place by a shirt much too small for them.

Beside her was a towering brunette in a shiny white latex jumpsuit. She smiled up at Inez. Hello, Inez.

“Mother Mary, why have you forsaken me? Why are you letting this succubus enter my mind?” Inez whispered.

Below, the brunette’s big breasts shook as she laughed. Oh, child, I’m not a succubus. I’m just a woman like you - well, not quite like you, I suppose. I have the ability to talk to you telepathically and... I am a bit more developed.

“Mary, why...”

Why has she forsaken you? Yada yada yada... Inez, I don’t believe she’s forsaken you. But, if she has? It’s probably because you masturbate so much.

The laughter filled her head again and Inez felt her face turn red in the cold room.

“Go away,” Inez whispered.

Oh, my sweet girl, I can’t. Part of you doesn’t want me to. Part of you knows there isn’t anything wrong with pleasure. She wants to be set free - that’s what I’m offering you, Inez. Freedom.

“Mother Superior says...”

Mother Superior is a bitter old woman. She can’t even remember what it’s like to want, to lust. But you do, don’t you Inez? Touch yourself. There’s no shame. It’s not a sin, Inez.

Inez felt warm all over. She reached down slowly and lifted the front of her nightdress. “What... are you doing... to me?”

Nothing. Not a single thing, Inez. I’m just telling you it’s okay. That’s all.

Inez touched the tangle of black curls. They were wet with her desire. “You’re... doing this.”

What if I am, Inez? Can you tell me you would be happy locking yourself in that cold room for the next five or six decades? Betrothed to someone who either can’t or won’t touch you? Oh, Inez, God doesn’t want this for you. This is simply the will of old men eons ago who made silly rules about what was or was not holy. This isn’t the natural state for beautiful young women.

Inez ran her finger through her pubic hair and dipped lower. Her wet skin felt cold but just inside she was on fire.

That’s right, Inez. If you’re a good girl? I’ll let you cum, the woman in white said in her mind.

“What?!” Inez whispered.

Oh, you can’t cum without permission now. 

Inez moaned as she stood in the window, rubbing herself.

***

Across the street, Tracy stared up at the masturbating nun in the window. “Jesus, you’re going to hell, Cathy.”

Cathy laughed and licked her lips. “Her sex drive is too strong - she would have left on her own in any event. I’m just speeding up the process.”

“You’re mind fucking a nun. You’re going to hell.”

Cathy rolled her eyes. “Shh! I’m working.”

Tracy smiled. She took hold of Cathy’s jumpsuit’s zipper. She looked in Cathy’s eyes as she sank down to her haunches, unzipping as she went.

“What are you doing?” Cathy asked.

The zipper ran from Cathy’s neck all the way down to her crotch and then back and up her ass.

Tracy unzipped it completely, exposing Cathy’s pussy.

“You trollop,” Cathy laughed.

“Hey, you started this. I haven’t had sex all day. With all the shit you injected me with? I’ve got... blue ovaries or something. I ache. I need to fuck.” She leaned forward and kissed Cathy’s pussy.

“Oh... fuck...”

“Mmph... is she watching?” Tracy whispered. Then she began to lick Cathy’s clit.

“Y... Yes... She’s looking.”

“Good. Make her bi. I want her to cum watching us.”

“Now who’s going to hell?” Cathy giggled.

Tracy answered by sucking Cathy’s clit between her lips.

***

For a split second, Sister Inez was going to cross herself. The sight of the harlot doing that to the woman in white latex shook Inez to the core.

She had heard of such things but had never seen it.

Inez had once seen a pornographic image of a man entering a woman - that experience had almost caused her to have a nervous breakdown. Her sex drive made her fixate on the image while her Catholic morality made her feel wicked and ashamed.

Now she was watching a sex act that was somehow worse: a sexy blonde kneeling in front of the brunette goddess pleasuring her with her lips and tongue.

It was the ultimate in sin! Lesbianism.

And it was unbelievably beautiful.

Inez gasped. What? What was she thinking? This was sinful!

But she couldn’t stop herself from wishing she were the brunette being licked...

Eaten out, the voice whispered in her head.

Inez rubbed her sex hard. Her fingers were slick with her own juices.

Taste them!

Inez licked the delicious nectar from her glistening fingers and imagined it was the brunette’s secretions.

My name is Cathy.

Inez smiled. “You’re beautiful...” She froze and then frowned. “N... No... what are you doing to me?”

Inez, relax, I’m only here to help you...

“Are you stealing my soul?”

Cathy laughed. Inez, I wouldn’t even know how to do that. I’m just helping you to see. Look at Tracy making love to me, Inez. Wouldn’t you like to be down here with us?

Inez moaned. “God... God forgive me. Yes!”

Soon you will be. I need your help, Inez. I’m afraid your sisters are going to be hurt. You see, the men in the black suits are growing frustrated. They need to take this convent, Inez. They’re trying not to hurt anyone but the Church, our Church? They aren’t so understanding.

Inez was sliding two fingers deep into her pussy. “God, I need to cum.”

No, but I’ll let you cum very soon if you’ll help me.

“You... want me to... go against Mother Agnes? I... can’t...”

Inez, your Mother Superior is wrong. She’s going to get all of you hurt. You have to do what is right.

“What do you want me to do?”

***

Sister Margaret knelt naked on the cold floor of her room. She held a two foot long hemp rope with knots tied in it every six inches.

“...I beg You to defend by Your grace the chastity and purity of my body and soul,” she whispered. Then she whipped the rope back and let it bite into her left shoulder.

She cried out as her blood trickled from the new wound.

It was one of many.

Her back was crisscrossed with long gashes and old scars.

Margaret cursed her weak, lustful thoughts.

Since the epidemic, her lusts seemed to have intensified.

Earlier, she found herself gazing long at the other sisters, imagining their creamy white skin under their modest outfits.

She sobbed quietly and pushed her black plastic framed glasses up her nose. Why had God made her like this?

Margaret switched hands with the rope and struck her right shoulder leaving a crimson gash. “Because God wants me to resist and keep myself holy,” she whispered. “I’m being tested.”

It was so hard when she was close to the other nuns. She wanted to kiss them, especially the pretty ones. Just to feel that intimacy, that connection with someone soft and feminine.

She licked her lips.

No!

She striped the top of her thighs with the rope and then leaned forward, her breasts dragging across her bloodied thighs.

Someone knocked on her door.

“Who is it?” She whispered. She jumped to her feet and grabbed her nightgown.

She shoved the crimson tinged rope between her mattress and box springs.

“Margaret? It’s Inez. I need to speak with you.”

Margaret stood up and looked down at her nightdress. “Just a minute.” The blood wasn’t seeping through.

She opened the door.

Inez smiled at her when she opened the door. The younger woman wore only her nightgown. Her feet were bare.

“What is it? Our shift doesn’t start for three hours,” Margaret willed herself not to look at the woman’s full, red lips.

“We need to talk.” Inez stepped inside and closed the door behind her.

Margaret stepped back. “Let’s go down to the chapel...”

“No, Margaret, I want to talk to you here.” She reached out and took Margaret’s hand.

So warm! Her hand was so warm and soft. Margaret’s breath caught in her chest. “Why... are you here?”

Inez’s eyes filled with tears. “It’s true, isn’t it?” Her fingers stroked Margaret’s wrist.

“What’s true?”

“You like girls.”

“What?! Get out!” She jerked her hand away and turned her back to Inez.

“Oh, dear God,” Inez whispered.

Margaret winced and jerked away as Inez touched the back of her nightdress. “What are you...”

“The blood... it’s seeping through your nightdress,” Inez whispered.

Margaret spun around and stared at Inez in horror.

Inez stepped toward her. “She said you were torturing yourself, but I couldn’t believe it. I had to see for myself.”

And then Inez was hugging her, holding her gently, being careful not to brush against the wounds on Margaret’s back.

“Who told you?” Margaret whispered. She didn’t try to pull away. It felt so good to be in Sister Inez’s arms. The woman’s black hair smelled like honeysuckle.

“A friend,” Inez whispered.

“I’m... fighting it...”

“Oh, Margaret, stop fighting it. You don’t have to fight it. Just be who you are!”

This time Margaret did pull away. “Get out of my room!”

“They’re wrong, Margaret. Mother Agnes, the entire church. Love isn’t wrong. Lust isn’t wrong. We’re supposed to be like this.”

“No! No, it’s wrong! I’ve fought against it my whole life...”

Inez shook her head. “Margaret, it’s not wrong. I’ve seen it. It’s beautiful.”

“It’s sin!”

“Love cannot be sin, Margaret. It just can’t.”

“Go back to your room and pray for forgiveness, Inez,” Margaret hissed.

Inez’s black eyes flashed in the dim light. “I will not! I will not ask for forgiveness when I’ve done nothing wrong. No more, Margaret. And I am not going to let you hurt yourself any longer. Our bodies are the temple of the Holy Ghost, and you are abusing yourself. It has to stop.”

“Please go away,” Margaret whispered.

Inez smiled.

Then she shrugged out of the nightdress and let it fall to her feet.

Margaret gasped.

The nun’s body was a perfect shade of caramel. Her smallish breasts were capped with thick, dark nipples.

Margaret stared at the little nun.

Inez ran her hands down her naked abs and traced her navel with her middle finger. “Am I your first?”

“What?”

“Am I your first woman?” Inez asked as her fingers trailed down to her patch of black curls.

“I... oh, God, please don’t do this to me, Inez,” Margaret whispered.

Inez smiled. “Sorry, I have to.” She walked slowly toward her. She stopped with her body inches from Margaret’s. She looked up into Margaret’s eyes. “Blue. I never noticed before. Now that I’m bisexual, I see the beauty in everyone. How did I not see it before?”

“What are you talking about?” Margaret asked.

Inez shook her head. “It doesn’t matter.” She took Margaret’s hand.

She raised Margaret’s hand and laid it on her naked breast.

Margaret gasped as she felt the soft flesh with the turgid nipple pressing into her palm. She just stared at where her hand joined with the beautiful nun. “Please, we have to stop.”

Inez laughed and it was the most beautiful sound Margaret ever heard.

“We don’t have to stop. It’s time for us to be free, Margaret.” She reached down and gently lifted Margaret’s nightgown, exposing her scarred thighs and the tangle of brown pubic hair.

She traced one of Margaret’s scars with her finger. 

Margaret began to sob.

“Come here,” Inez said.

Margaret melted into her arms as Inez grasped the taller woman’s buttocks.

Margaret laid her head on Inez’s shoulder and cried.

“It’s okay, Margaret. Everything is going to be okay.”

Margaret turned and looked into her eyes.

Inez smiled and kissed her.

Her lips and mouth were warm.

Margaret froze for a moment. She had only ever kissed one other woman. Many years before she had taken a chance and kissed her friend.

It had ended badly with screams and name calling.

That kiss had been nothing more than lips on lips.

Her eyes bulged when Inez slid her small tongue into Margaret’s mouth.

A real kiss! A lover’s kiss! What she had dreamed of her entire life.

She moaned and let her own tongue slide into Inez’s mouth.

Her heart raced. She felt like she might burst.

Their roles changed and suddenly she was the aggressor, pulling the smaller nun close and wrapping her arms around her.

Inez went limp in her embrace.

Margaret let her hands explore the woman’s body - touching her hair, her neck, her breasts, sliding down to the small of her back and pulling her close. Her hands on Inez’s buttocks, kneading the firm round globes of the woman’s ass.

She gasped when Inez’s own hands found her sex and stroked her clit.

Margaret clamped her thighs around Inez’s exploring fingers.

She turned still holding Inez and pushed her down on the bed.

Inez smiled up at her as Margaret took off her nightdress. She felt excited but so self-conscious. She closed her arms over her big breasts.

Inez shook her head and leaned up. She unfolded Margaret’s arms. “No. Don’t hide from me. We don’t have to hide, Margaret.”

“Oh, my God,” Margaret whispered as she lay down on the bed. “This can’t be real. It can’t be happening. It’s a dream.”

Inez smiled and shook her head. “No, it’s not. You’re awake - you were asleep before. It was a nightmare. But it’s over now.”

Margaret smiled and lay down beside her.

She faced Inez and Inez ran her fingers over the curve of Margaret’s hip.

Inez put her hands on Margaret’s shoulders and rolled her onto her back. She kissed Margaret’s lips and began trailing kisses lower: her chin, the side of her neck, her shoulders, between Margaret’s large breasts.

She drew one of Margaret’s thick nipples into her mouth and sucked.

“Oh... my God,” Margaret whispered. An electric current flowed from her nipples down to her sex. Her body was vibrating like the string of a bass violin. Everything in the room seemed brighter, the colors more vibrant. Her bedroom had seemed monochromatic before but now she could see bright colors everywhere.

Inez kissed her way down Margaret’s soft abs, pausing to tickle the navel with her tongue.

Margaret had goosebumps and everything Inez did seemed to send ripples through her pussy.

The kisses trailed lower.

Margaret held her breath knowing what was coming but not daring to believe that Inez would actually...

She arched her back and stuffed her fist in her mouth as Inez’s soft, warm lips found her pussy.

The kisses were gentle caresses, but Margaret felt like her heart would explode!

Inez’s small fingers parted Margaret’s lips down there and then her tongue snaked out to explore her folds.

Margaret cried into her hand. It was everything she imagined and more! Oh, it wasn’t wrong! It couldn’t be! Nothing that felt like this could be wrong!

She reached down with her free hand and caressed Inez’s short raven hair. She pulled her closer pushing her sex harder against the little nun’s mouth.

Inez moaned into Margaret’s pussy and began to steadily lick Margaret’s clit. She eased her fingers into Margaret.

“What are you doing? Your fingers are...” Margaret bit her fist as waves of pleasure flooded through her.

Inez laughed and slowed down on her clit. “Your g-spot? Don’t you know where your g-spot is?”

“I... Oh, God!”

Inez giggled and sucked her clit hard as she massaged a spot near the front of her pussy with her fingers.

Margaret thrashed. She squeezed her thighs as tight as she dared, half afraid of strangling the beautiful little nun.

Then it was on her like a wave that made her scream into her fist.

Suddenly she was so sensitive down there she hurt. “S... Stop... Oh, God, Inez.”

Inez smiled, her lips and chin slick with Margaret’s juices as she crawled up her body. “You’ve never cum with anyone else, have you?”

“No,” Margaret whispered.

“That makes two of us,” Inez whispered. Then she turned around on all fours, presenting her backside and spreading her thighs. “My turn. Please?”

Margaret stared at the dark curls around the woman’s slick, swollen sex.

She was darker there than Margaret. Her own sex was shades of pink while Inez’s colors were caramel mixed with something darker than pink.

Still wearing her glasses, Margaret moved closer, her tongue moistening her lips, her lips parting.

Inez reached between her own legs and gently stroked her thickening clit.

Margaret’s tongue felt too big for her mouth. She let it stray past her lips.

She hesitated, her breath playing over Inez’s beautiful pussy.

Inez whispered, “It isn’t wrong, Margaret. We’ve been lied to. We’ve been lied to about so much. Please? I need you.”

Margaret leaned forward, taking in Inez’s sweet musk, her tongue touching the moist skin. Then she was pressing her lips tight against her lover’s pussy, sucking and licking as Inez laughed and moaned.

Margaret’s glasses pressed against Inez’s backside. Margaret giggled and cast them aside, hearing them clatter across the floor as she tongued a woman’s clit for the first time.

Inez pushed back against her, and Margaret pressed even tighter, letting her tongue slide into her deeper, tasting the thicker juices deep inside.

It was beautiful, just as beautiful as she had imagined in her fevered dreams when her morality couldn’t censor her lust.


She grasped Inez’s thighs and pulled her back, fucking her with her tongue.

“Unnh! God, so good...” Inez whispered and then she moaned in frustration. “Please! I need to cum...”

“Am I doing something wrong?”

“Huh? God, no. You’re doing everything right... she just won’t let me cum...”

“Huh?”

Inez spun around. “We have to go back to my room. You’re too far away. She can’t reach you. I think she can only reach me because I already accepted her.”

“What are you talking about?”

“There’s no time to explain.” She handed Margaret her night dress.

She jumped off the bed and pulled her own night dress over her head.

“I don’t understand,” Margaret whispered as she pulled the cotton garment over her head.

Inez laughed. “It’s something wonderful. Come on!” She held out her hand.

Margaret took it and Inez dragged her off the bed and onto her feet. 

Margaret ran behind her down the hall to Inez’s room.

Inez smiled at her as she opened the door and led her inside before closing it.

“What is it?” Margaret asked.

Inez held her hand and took her to the window. “Out there. See?”

Margaret stared at the two figures on the sidewalk across the street: a blonde dressed like a Catholic school girl and a towering brunette in white rubber.

Hello, Margaret.

Margaret gasped and tried to run away from the voice in her head.

Inez held her tightly from behind. “No, don’t run. Let her in.”

“No! I want to go back to my...”

Your what? Your pain? Your depression? How much longer could you go on? The voice whispered in her brain.

“How do you know?” Margaret whispered.

Oh, Margaret, I can see it all. You aren’t sick. You aren’t wicked or perverted. You’re just a girl who likes girls. That’s all. You don’t deserve to be beaten every night, even by your own hand. 

“No, no you’re wrong. I’m sinful...”

Shh... you’re broken. But I’m going to mend you. It’s what we do.

The room became bright, and Margaret nearly fell. Inez held her tight, bracing her against the powerful force that pushed into her mind with a thousand different voices.

Not wrong...

Love is never wrong...

We are the next step in human evolution...

We’re saving the world...

By perverting it...

Pure love...

For everyone...

Without limits...

Just a few changes...

No more pain...

The light filled her, warmed her. Fingers in her mind, manipulating her, but she wasn’t afraid. The touch wasn’t changing her so much as adding to her.

Labels... her entire life had been about labels: lesbian, celibate, nun, pervert. She didn’t need labels. She was Margaret, an individual, and what she wanted? What made her happy? It was no one’s business but her own. She was free and the only one who could judge her was she - herself alone.

This convent, the fight they had put up, the way she had tortured herself? It was pointless, meaningless. The woman on the street wasn’t evil.

She was there to set them all free.

Margaret sighed. She relaxed in Inez’s arms. She felt like a vast weight had been lifted from her shoulders.

She smiled.

Welcome to the team, Sister Margaret. Oh, and tell Inez she can cum now, the voice said.

Margaret turned around and took Inez’s hands.

She looked up into Margaret’s eyes. “Are you okay?”

Margaret nodded and pushed the little nun onto her back on the twin bed.

Inez laughed. “What did she...”

Margaret dropped to her knees and pushed Inez’s thighs apart. Inez’s nightdress slid up and Margaret kissed and sucked Inez’s pussy like a woman possessed.

***

Cathy stared up at the empty window, her mind still linked to Margaret’s. She felt what she felt, tasted what she tasted, her heart beating in unison as Margaret drove Inez closer and closer to the edge.

Inez screamed out as she came, biting her hand to keep from making noise.

Cathy smiled and broke the connection.

“What did you do?” Tracy asked.

“The best part about my job: making people happy. Making them whole.”

“Controlling their minds.”

Cathy nodded. “Tracy, most of the time, all I have to do is show them what their lives can be. Help them see possibilities. If I have to actually re-write something? It’s usually to erase something that is slowly and deliberately killing them. Religious Caste wants control but all Whore Caste wants is to bring love.” She reached out and caressed Tracy’s golden hair. “How I wish I could just touch your mind, just one time. Just so I could show you the world that’s coming. Just so I could show you how much love there can be.”

***

Mother Superior Agnes of Our Sisters in Mary convent knelt by her bed with her rosary clasped in her hands. She had awoken slightly before dawn and begun her prayers.

Today would be a hard day.

Yesterday they had fended off the men in black suits with no more than heavy pots and pans, cooking oil, and hot water.

Today, she had little doubt they would find a way to break through the convent’s meager defenses.

When they came, her nuns would resist but they would not fight. If God had meant for the Church to prevail the Swiss Guard would have somehow come to their rescue.

She squeezed her eyes shut and prayed harder. Where was her faith? God’s will would prevail even if the convent fell into the hands of these Philistines.

Someone knocked on her door.

“Yes?”

“Our shift is starting, Mother Agnes,” Sister Inez said through the door.

She rose stiffly still clutching her rosary. “Coming.”

Her fifty-year-old knees protested at being first forced to kneel and then to stand. She walked stiffly to the door and opened it.

Inez was all smiles, as usual.

But those smiles were mirrored by Sister Margaret. The taller woman was usual stoic and dour. Now, she smiled behind her thick glasses.

“Mother, the sisters guarding the entrance are saying they’ve heard strange noises overnight,” Inez said.

“Very well, we’ll begin our vigil there.” She looked up at Margaret. “Are you alright, Margaret?”

Margaret paled. “Yes... Mother... I didn’t sleep well.”

Inez smiled and looked at the floor.

Mother Agnes held the tall nun’s gaze until the woman blushed and looked away.

Then Mother Agnes walked toward the stairs with the two nuns in her wake.

The three sisters on night watch walked past as Mother Agnes reached the first floor.

One of the nuns looked at her. “All quiet, Mother Superior.”

Agnes frowned. “Sister Inez said you heard noises outside earlier?”

The nun shook her head. “There was movement before dawn, Mother Agnes, but nothing out of the ordinary. The men in suits ventured close a few times but they didn’t touch the door.”

“Perhaps I was mistaken, Mother Agnes,” Inez said behind her.

Agnes smiled. “No matter. If they attack today they will most likely try this door. I prefer to be at this station.”

Agnes stared at the door. It was thick oak with a gothic arch and black iron fittings - a door more suited to a castle than a convent. The building was old and, fortunately, built like a fortress.

The exhausted sisters disappeared up the stairs.

“Now, sisters, shall we have some tea?” Agnes asked.

“I think not,” Inez said and giggled.

Agnes turned and stared at her.

Strong arms wrapped around Agnes from behind, a hand covering her mouth and lifting her off the floor.

Margaret! The nun had her in a tight embrace. She fought and screamed against the hand over her mouth.

Inez rushed to the door. There was a heavy bolt near the middle of the door that sank into the granite doorframe. Inez slid it open, undid the deadbolt, and pulled the door open with both hands.

Sunlight poured into the vestibule.

Margaret rushed forward as Agnes fought against her.

At the door, Inez grabbed Agnes’s ankles and they both carried her onto the front steps.

The steps that had been coated with cooking oil the day before were now covered over with dry concrete mix and gravel.

Inez was laughing as they carried Agnes between them.

A tall woman with raven black hair walked toward them. “Oh, girls, you did so well!”

“Thank you, Mistress!” Inez giggled.

The woman was dressed from head to toe in white latex.

Agnes could hear yelling and screaming from the roof. She looked up to see the sisters on the parapet staring down at her in horror. “The door! Someone close the door!” Agnes screamed.

The door was already swinging shut - someone must have run down when they realized something was wrong.

A group of the bald men in black suits ran toward the closing door.

“No!” The woman in rubber commanded. “Leave them be. I won’t have them terrified. They will come out of their own free will. Stand down.”

The agents slid to a stop on the grit covered steps.

Pots and pans began falling from the parapet as the sisters tried to strike the agents.

One of the utensils was a huge soup pot and it was falling straight toward one of the men.

Agnes watched as the woman in white spun on her high heeled boots and leapt into the air. Her long left leg swung out as she flew. She was as graceful as any ballerina ever dreamed. The outside of her heel struck the soup vat.

The vat bent in the middle and clanged off the side of the building.

The man targeted with the vat stared in awe at the woman in white as she landed gracefully on the long heels.

She looked up at the parapet. “Now stop that! Someone is going to get hurt!” She reached down and picked up a saucepan.

Then she sent it sailing skyward.

It zinged off the granite parapet and the sisters there ran away screaming.

The woman in white reached out and patted the bald man on the head. “What did I tell you boys about getting hard hats? Hmm?”

“Sorry, Mistress.”

“Go on. Get out of the line of fire. Scoot.”

The man ran to join the others.

The woman in white stood over her. “Mother Superior Agnes? My name is Mistress Cathy Greene di Hecate, I’m a Church of Morpheus Whore Caste Perverter. Girls, let’s get the Mother Superior away from the falling kitchen appliances, shall we?” 

They walked away from the front of the building toward the far side.

Inez let go of Agnes’s legs and let her stand.

Margaret still held onto her, but she took her hand away from Agnes’s lips.

“Release me at once!”

“Shortly,” Cathy said. “As soon as you offer your unconditional surrender and order your nuns to evacuate the building.”

Agnes smiled. “I will never do that!”

Cathy smiled down at her. “No, I didn’t expect you would. You do understand your citizenship has been revoked? You are now a subject of the Theocratic Republic of Cuba?”

Agnes shook her head. “I serve a higher power.”

“Right, the guy with the biggest hat. I forgot.”

“Higher still.”

Cathy took her left hand. “A wedding ring, I see. Tell me, how is God as a husband.”

“Wonderful. I’m a very happy woman,” Agnes said and glared at the woman in white rubber.

“Hmm. Really? Let’s see...” She stared intently into Agnes’s eyes.

Agnes felt a tingling in her head. It was like an electric current. “Stop! What are you doing?”

“I won’t hurt you. I’m just...” Cathy closed her eyes.

When she opened them, the irises had turned a crystalline blue.

Much like Agnes’s own color.

“Cathy? Are you okay?” The blonde girl in the schoolgirl outfit asked.

“I...” Cathy whispered and her voice sounded like Agnes. “Sometimes I can go so deep part of me becomes... the other person. And I feel what they feel. Know what they know.”

“Jesus,” the blonde said.

“Don’t blaspheme, you slut!” Both Agnes and Cathy said at the same time.

Cathy shook her head and glared at Agnes. “You say ‘slut’ like it’s an insult. It isn’t. Tracy is a wonderful, vibrant person. I love her.”

The blonde girl looked at Cathy in shock.

“Get out of my head!” Agnes said.

“Hysterectomy at 18, you poor thing,” Cathy whispered. “Changed the entire course of your life. All you wanted was a family. You thought becoming a nun would give you that family. It’s why you’re fighting so hard. Oh, Agnes, what I’m taking from you is nothing in comparison to what I’m going to give you.”

“I want nothing from you, hell spawn!” Agnes spat and then she shivered because Cathy echoed her words back to her in Agnes’s own voice even as she said them.

Cathy squeezed her eyes shut and staggered back on the skyscraper heels. She shook her head.

When she opened her eyes again, both her voice and her dark eyes were her own. She wiped away a tear.

Then she waved to one of the men in black.

He ran to her side. “Mistress?”

“Have them bring the restraint I requested. And please take charge of Mother Agnes. I need Sister Margaret and Sister Inez.”

“Yes, Mistress.” The man pressed the earbud in his ear and spoke softly. Then he walked back and took over restraining Agnes from Margaret.

Cathy held out her arms. “Come to me, girls.” She smiled.

Margaret and Inez ran to her.

“You both did so well.” She stroked their cheeks.

The girls beamed, looking lovingly into Cathy’s eyes.

“You’ve bewitched them!” Agnes cried. “They’re hypnotized. You’re a witch!”

“Yes, I’m the devil incarnate,” Cathy said. “But tell me, Agnes, am I truly the evil one here. Hmm? Inez is a healthy girl with a strong sex drive. There’s nothing wrong with her but your religion has told her she is demented - that the normal desires she feels are wicked.”

Cathy caressed Margaret’s cheek and the girl turned and kissed her hand. “And Margaret? Oh, your Holy Church did a number on her. She was so convinced the devil was inside her she tried to beat him out of herself each and every night.” Cathy looked over her shoulder at Agnes. “I freed them from all that.”

“You’ve damned them!”

“They were already in hell. Do you honestly think I could have damned them anymore?” Cathy asked. “Take off your clothes, girls. You have no further need for them.”

Margaret and Inez laughed and began pulling each other’s clothing off and casting it onto the sidewalk.

“Stop! Margaret! Inez! Don’t listen to her. She’s controlling you!”

Cathy shook her head. “I nudged. I never took control of them - not the way you think. I took away the fear and let them think for themselves.”

“You’re lying!”

The girls saved their head coverings for last, casting them aside and embracing naked on the sidewalk.

Cathy looked up at the parapet. The nuns there were crossing themselves. Cathy called up to them, “Watch them. They’re free. You can be free as well. It’s your choice.”

“Don’t listen to her!” Agnes screamed.

Cathy turned to Agnes. “You want to save them, don’t you?”

“Yes!”

“Very well. You want to be a symbol? I’ll give you the opportunity.” Cathy nodded behind Agnes.

Agnes turned her head and stared past the man in black.

Two of the men had setup a cross on the sidewalk behind her. It was roughly seven feet high and made of gleaming steel.

“What?! No!”

“Put her on it,” Cathy said.

“Cathy?” Tracy whispered.

“Relax. We’re not nailing her to it or anything. Just a little religious bondage.”

Tracy sighed.

The man holding Agnes carried her back and lifted her.

The other men bound her arms in two places to the cross. She dangled a foot and a half in the air.

Her legs were unbound, and she kicked, losing her shoes in the process.

“Bring the spreader bar,” Cathy said.

One of the men ran away and then returned a moment later with a gleaming steel pole with shackles at both ends.

Agnes screamed as he knelt and imprisoned her ankles in the shackles.

The bar clicked into a clamp in the base of the cross which held it fast.

Cathy wiped the tears from Agnes’s cheeks. “Stop now. We won’t hurt you. We’ve just found this to be effective against Catholics. When the Church first took over Cuba, the Vatican sent an envoy to demand we give them access to their churches in Havana. We stripped the envoy naked and hung him on a cross just like this, on public display for three days while we gave him certain... treatments that made him into a trans woman - physically and mentally. We sent him back to the Pope with a 48 inch set of K cups and a fourteen inch cock. They never sent another envoy - can’t imagine why?”

She knelt down in front of Agnes. “Now let’s see - how do I adjust this? Oh! This.” She twisted two knobs on the spreader bar.

It grew longer, pushing Agnes’s thighs apart.

Cathy smiled up at her. “Bet that’s the widest those have been spread in a while, huh, Agnes?”

Agnes closed her eyes and turned her face to the sky. She began to pray.

Cathy shook her head. “You’re as much fun as a wet fart in a space suit, Agnes. How’s your memory?”

Agnes stammered and opened her eyes wide. She had lost her train of thought.

Cathy laughed. “Mind control is a bitch. I can make you cluck like a chicken if I want. Or, in this case? Make you forget every prayer you’ve ever known.”

Agnes opened her mouth to scream.

“Nope.”

Agnes’s voice caught in her throat and came out only as a choked sob. She couldn’t scream!

The bar continued to expand and the muscles in Agnes’s thighs protested. The material of her gray skirt was stretched into a tight band that was threatening to ride up above her knees.

Cathy smiled up at her. She took the hem of the skirt in her hands and ripped it open all the way to Agnes’s crotch, exposing her white cotton panties. “Oh, Agnes, those are the ugliest panties I’ve ever seen.”

Agnes began to tremble, her face burning a bright crimson.

Cathy stood up. She caressed Agnes’s cheek. “Some of my sister White Witches delight in making their victims uncomfortable. I don’t, Agnes. I suppose it’s my empathy. So... no more fear.”

Agnes’s heart had been pounding in her chest. It slowed and she took in a slow, deep breath.

“There. That’s better. Agnes, you don’t have to fear me. You don’t have to be afraid of any of this. I’m not going to take away your embarrassment, though. Soon you’ll just feel naughty out here with your crotch on display.” Cathy smiled. She snapped her fingers.

A nurse in a white and red rubber outfit knelt at the foot of the cross. She had a latex belt with a white plastic box attached to it in her hand.

“Later, we’ll operate on you and give you back what was taken from you,” Cathy said.

Agnes stared at her in shock.

Cathy nodded. “You get a do over, Agnes. We normally freeze an ovary and convert the other to pump sex hormones into your bloodstream. It’s an amazing turn-on. We can’t do that with you yet, but we have the next best thing.”

The nurse wrapped the latex belt around Agnes’s left upper thigh. It locked in place and pulled tight with the plastic box on the outside of her thigh.

The nurse smiled up at her. “Little pinch, honey.”

Agnes gritted her teeth as a sharp searing pain went through her thigh. She jerked against the restraints.

“Relax, Agnes,” Cathy whispered. “The device is finding your artery.”

The pain dulled and then disappeared completely.

“How long before it needs to be recharged?” Cathy asked.

The nurse stood up. “Twenty-four hours.” She held up her tablet. “Specifications?”

Cathy smiled at Agnes. “G-cup breasts. Four inches taller. Make her younger - mid-thirties. I want her a hot MILF.”

The nurse laughed. 

Cathy stroked Agnes’s tummy through her blouse and Agnes tried to pull away.

“Buff her out - strong muscle tone. I’m making her into a Madam Whore.” She winked at Agnes. “You want to take care of your girls? I’ll make sure you take good care of them.”

Agnes gritted her teeth. Something was happening to her. She felt warm. She was beginning to perspire hanging from the cross. Her breasts and legs hurt.

Cathy stroked Agnes’s left thigh. 

Agnes moaned and leaned her head back.

“That was quick,” Cathy laughed.

“Direct injection, mistress. Dr. Demona is calling it a transformation tube in a box,” the nurse said.

It was getting hard to concentrate. Agnes’s eyes felt heavy.

She didn’t resist as Cathy ripped off her cotton panties and tossed the ruined fabric aside.

“Hmm, now that’s a full 70s bush,” Cathy said.

The nurse giggled.

“Just... uggh, get rid of that, please?” Cathy laughed.

The nurse knelt in front of Agnes again. 

Agnes felt something cold and wet spread across her crotch.

She craned her neck to look down.

Her gray pubic hair was falling in wet curls onto the sidewalk at the base of the cross. “What are you... doing?”

“Church’s orders: they like a shaved pussy. No more pubes for you, sweetheart,” Cathy said.

The cool air on her super-heated but bare skin made her shiver.

“Mmm, that’s nice.” Cathy played her fingers over Agnes’s clit.

Agnes moaned louder. “S... Stop.”

“You really want me to?”

Agnes blinked. Did she? Did she want the delicious feeling to stop? How long had it been since she had touched herself? Could she even remember?

“You don’t, do you?”

“You’re... confusing me,” Agnes hissed.

“I’m really not. You’re just beginning to think on your own, that’s all. You’re starting to think about yourself, Agnes,” Cathy said as she gently stroked Agnes’s clit.

“You... mustn’t.”

“All the things you’ve been told are wrong? They’re not wrong, Agnes. It’s not wrong to seek pleasure. It’s not wrong for me to touch you. It’s not wrong for you to enjoy it.”

The nurse slipped Agnes’s wedding ring off her hand.

“What are you doing?” Agnes whispered.

“Those aren’t allowed - even the purely ceremonial ones.”

Agnes watched as the nurse took a strange pair of pliers and clamped the ring between the jaws. She squeezed the handles and part of the ring snapped off. The broken piece fell on the sidewalk.

The nurse removed the ring - it now had a half inch missing from the back and the ends had been shaped into sharp pincers. Then the nurse knelt between her thighs again.

“What? No!”

“Shh... no pain.”

Agnes suddenly went numb from the waist down.

“Clit or perineum?” The nurse asked. “Since there’s no engagement ring, we can put it in either.”

Agnes shook her head. “No! Don’t!”

“Shh,” Cathy soothed. “Perineum.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“It won’t hurt, Agnes,” Cathy said.

There was a loud snapping sound.

“Oh, God, what did you do to me?!”

She heard the sound of a spray bottle.

“It won’t hurt, and that spray healed it instantly. It’s just a pretty ring for your lovers to play with while they fuck you,” Cathy said. She held up her hand.

Cathy was holding another half ring with the same sharp points. A tiny silver chain dangled from it. At the end of the chain was a tiny, inverted cross with a pentagram molded into the cross piece. “For your clit.”

Agnes shook her head.

Cathy handed the jewelry to the nurse.

Agnes heard the metallic snap again followed by the spray bottle.

Then the numbness was gone.

She could feel the weight of the inverted crucifix dangling from her engorged clit.

And it... oh, God forgive her! It felt good!

Cathy caressed Agnes’s clit again and the chain swung back and forth as she did.

“Unnh,” Agnes moaned.

Then she felt something tug farther back. Cathy was pulling on the wedding ring in Agnes’s perineum.

“God!”

Cathy laughed. “You see? I’m doing nice things for you, Agnes.”

“You... no! No, this is wicked! It’s wrong!” Agnes sobbed but her body was betraying her. She wasn’t sure she believed her own words.

Her bra felt tight.

Cathy embraced her and ran her hands up Agnes’s back beneath the blouse. Her fingers touched the back of Agnes’s bra.

Cathy grabbed it and jerked.

The back of the bra broke, and the tightness disappeared as Agnes’s breasts were freed.

Two more jerks and Cathy tore the bra into four pieces.

The remains of the bra fell onto the sidewalk.

Then Cathy slowly unbuttoned Agnes’s blouse, leaving only one button intact near Agnes’s waist.

Her breasts were pushing the fabric apart.

Cathy caressed Agnes’s hard nipples through the fabric.

“Oh, God!” Agnes cried.

“Starting to see the light, are we, Mother Agnes?” Cathy asked.

“You’re... repulsive!”

Cathy stepped to the side and cupped Agnes’s sex with her right hand.

Agnes gasped and blushed blood red.

Margaret and Inez were French kissing a few feet away, naked in the morning sun.

“Girls? I think it’s time for an education,” Cathy said. “Come here.”

The naked nuns walked smiling to the cross.

Before Cathy could say anything, Agnes swallowed hard and spoke. “Margaret, you must fight this. You and I have spoken about your... troubles. You mustn’t give in.”

Margaret and Inez giggled and held hands.

“I’m sorry, Mother Agnes,” Margaret said. “But I’ve completely given in.” She looked at Inez. “Inez and I have consummated our relationship... in every way. I wouldn’t go back even if I could.”

“Turn around, Margaret,” Cathy said.

Margaret turned.

Agnes’s breath caught in her chest - the woman’s back was like a roadmap of old and new scars.

“Tell her she was better off, Agnes,” Cathy said. “Tell her how God wants her to torture and scar herself.”

“Of course He doesn’t!” Agnes said. “She did this to herself - I begged her not to do it.”

“It’s true, Mistress, she did tell me to stop,” Margaret said as Inez rubbed and kissed her back.

“That’s good,” Cathy said. “But she didn’t tell you there was nothing wrong with your urges to begin with.”

Agnes shook her head. “Such urges are an abomination!”

“Love is never an abomination, Agnes. Sex isn’t wrong. Lust isn’t sin.” Cathy smiled. “You taught these women to hide themselves away, to lock up their lust, and deny their desires. I’m about to show them a new way.”

“What are you going to do?!” Agnes asked.

Cathy reached out and touched both of the sisters’ faces.

Their eyes rolled back in their heads.

“Do as you will as long as it hurts no one,” Cathy said. “Follow your lusts, embrace your desires. Live.” Cathy closed her eyes and her lips moved, though Agnes could not hear the words she spoke. 

A moment later, Cathy took her hands away from the women’s temples.

The girls blinked and stared at Cathy.

“Who are you?”

“We are Whore Caste,” the women said in unison. “Rubber Nuns assigned to this brothel.”

Agnes stared at them in horror. “What have you done to them?”

“Freed them. They now have a purpose: they’re prostitutes - something I think they’ll enjoy much more than being nuns.” Cathy winked at them. “Now, girls, if you don’t mind, we’re going to turn you both into sex toys. Would that be okay?”

They smiled and nodded.

The woman who had fitted Agnes with her hormone pump was joined by a second rubber clad nurse. They began injecting both women with multiple syringes.

“The first shot is a vaccine against Bimbo Flu and the Futa Virus. Then we’ll enhance the breasts.”

“You’re mon... monsters,” Agnes moaned. In her youth, she could remember strong sexual urges coming over her. Those times were nothing in comparison to the effect of the hormones being pumped into her by the cursed box on her thigh!

Margaret and Inez flinched and winced as the nurses continued to inject unknown substances into their most sensitive areas.

Agnes had to look away as the nuns were made to bend at the waist and needles were applied to their anuses.

Cathy returned to put them under her control once again as the sisters’ wedding rings were moved from their fingers to their clitorises.

Cathy then led them to a green bench on the sidewalk nearby. “Alright, girls. Climb onto the bench - no, no, kneel on the bench and lean your bodies forward over the back.

They knelt on the green wood and presented their backsides to the street.

Cathy nodded. “Arch your backs - you’re on display, remember?”

Margaret and Inez laughed and arched their backs, raising their asses and spreading their thighs.

The nuns on the parapet had a perfect view of the spread open sisters.

Cathy motioned to two of the Church Agents. They went to her side.

“Strip down and fuck them. Nice and slow for the cameras, please. Teach them oral first.”

“Yes, Mistress,” the agents said and immediately began to disrobe. Soon they stood naked on the street.

Agnes tried not to look at them, but it was nearly impossible.

The naked men were hard muscled and hairless. At a distance, they would look identical, right down to the inverted pentagram tattoos below their navels.

Their cocks were huge and hard, curved up and dripping with clear fluid.

They stroked themselves as they walked to Margaret and Inez.

The men faced them and rubbed the glistening plum sized heads of their dicks back and forth over the women’s’ lips, coating them with their lube.

Inez immediately licked her lips and took the thick prick presented to her into her mouth. She smiled and looked up adoringly at the man who had given her what Agnes knew was her first taste of cock.

Margaret, however, looked confused.

Cathy shook her head. “Oh, I almost forgot. Margaret, honey? It’s okay to like girls. I like them too. But you should try men as well.”

A shiver went through Margaret’s body as her eyes rolled back. Then she shook herself and smiled.

She parted her lips, and the man slid his cock into her warm mouth.

“Have you no... shame?” Agnes stammered. She wanted nothing more than to masturbate herself, but the bindings prevented it.

Cathy laughed. “Shame for what? Making her happier? Look at her, Agnes. She loves what she’s doing - what’s being done to her.”

Agnes started to say something then she stopped. “Wait... did you say something about... cameras?”

Cathy giggled. “Oh, you didn’t notice?” Cathy pointed at the streetlights.

There were small cameras everywhere - cameras that hadn’t been there the last time Agnes had been on the street.

Cathy held a cell phone in front of Agnes’s face.

Video on the screen showed the street. The camera views changed to zoom into the action on the bench and occasionally back to Agnes squirming on the cross.

“Right now, millions of people are watching this on televisions throughout Cuba. Strange, isn’t it? The defilement of nuns gets high ratings among our former Catholics. There’s something psychological at play there, I’m sure. Smile, Mother Agnes, I’m making you a star.”

Agnes screamed but it came out as a strangled murmur.

“No screaming - you’ll upset the nuns still in the convent.” Cathy whispered. She turned back to the foursome on the bench. “Fuck them, please.”

Margaret and Inez panted and licked their lips after the Agents removed their cocks. Then the men circled around behind them and lined up their purplish cock heads with the dripping pussies.

The agents gently rocked their hips forward.

Cathy smiled as she watched the looks of pure rapture on the nuns’ faces. “Did you know they were both virgins? This is the first time they’ve had real cocks inside them - I don’t count dildos and fingers, do you, Mother Agnes?”

“How can you be so cruel?!” Agnes hissed.

Cathy rolled her eyes. “Oh, for fuck’s sake, Agnes - look at them. Do they look like they’re in pain? Do they look like they’re being forced? They’re being fucked, Agnes - their bodies are finally getting what your religion has denied them. And they love it.”

“T... Too big!” Inez moaned as the agent behind her made short, gentle strokes into her. “It’s splitting me in two.”

Agnes swallowed hard - the agents were enormous ‘down there’.

“Would you like us to fix you and Margaret so you can take all of them?”

Inez grinned wickedly. “Yes! Please!”

Margaret simply laughed.

The men pulled out and stroked themselves.

The two nurses approached Inez and Margaret carrying what looked like dildos with pistol grips.

“One of the tools of our religion. Much like circumcision - we sterilize our women and then open their cervix so that their womb can be used to lengthen the vagina,” Cathy said.

“That’s insane! Why would you do that?” Agnes groaned.

“For some reason, our god prefers everything to be larger than normal - penises, breasts - we’re always on display, we’re always advertising our sexuality. And we’re sterilized for zero population growth. We’re immortal, so our numbers would exceed the capacity of the earth if we were allowed to breed...”

Agnes laughed. “Now I know you’re insane.”

Cathy smiled and began removing Agnes’s coif.

“What are you doing?”

Cathy laughed. “Seriously? I’ve exposed your pussy and most of your boobs and you’re worried about showing your hair?”

“Stop!” Agnes hissed as Cathy undid the back of the garment and removed it from her hair.

Cathy took a step back and dropped the gray and white cloth on the sidewalk. “So you don’t believe we can make you immortal?” She held up the cellphone to Agnes’s face.

Agnes gasped.

She had always kept her hair short as was the custom of all the sisters. It was now medium length.

And the new growth from the root out to midway along the length was shiny blonde in stark contrast to the gray ends - her hair was growing out in the color of her youth.

“No. No, this can’t be...”

“You’re twenty years younger, Mother Superior, and growing younger by the minute. If I wanted, I could make you eighteen again. But I think MILFs are hot, don’t you?”

“This is... against God.” Agnes stared at her thick, youthful hair. People didn’t grow younger, it wasn’t possible.

“And yet?” Cathy whispered. The ease with which she read Agnes’s mind and completed her sentences was terrifying. She ran her fingers through Agnes’s hair. “We are not evil, Agnes. The devil didn’t send us. We’re here to save the world. Let us save you.”

There was a kindness in the witch’s eyes, a sadness and compassion that were impossible to mistake. Whatever her faults, no matter her misconceptions about morality, Cathy Greene di Hecate believed she was doing good.

“Please stop making me want to do these things,” Agnes whispered.

Cathy shook her head. “I’m not doing anything to you, Agnes. Your body is changing and igniting your passion.”

“No, no this can’t all be my... lusts.” She looked at the nurses sliding the dildo’s inside Margaret and Inez. They went deeper and deeper.

And Agnes wished it were her being penetrated.

The dildo being slid into Inez stopped its slow progress forward.

The nurse holding her finger on the dildo’s ‘trigger’ placed her other hand on the small of Inez’s back. “You’ll feel some pressure. One, two, three.”

Click!

Inez arched her back and screamed.

Behind her, the nurse smiled, and the dildo slid into Inez to the pistol grip.

Agnes could swear she saw Inez’s stomach bulge from the deep penetration.

The nurse pulled it out slowly as Inez moaned in protest.

“Shh,” the agent said as he positioned his cock and replaced the thick dildo with his thick meat.

Inez wiggled her hips and laughed as he slid balls deep into her.

Beside her, Margaret yelped as the sterilizer worked its magic on her as well.

Soon, both agents were fucking them deep, their thick balls slapping against the women’s bodies with each hard thrust.

Margaret and Inez were holding hands as the men took them.

“Just look at them,” Cathy whispered. “Have you noticed how their bodies are changing?”

Margaret and Inez were now both extremely buxom, their large breasts jiggling and swinging with each thrust. Their hair was growing and becoming lustrous and full.

They were turning into idealized versions of themselves - even their muscle tone was improving. Their biceps tensed as they held onto the back of the bench.

“Nurse? Vibrator, please?” Cathy said.

One of the nurses smiled and walked out of Agnes’s sight.

She returned with a long white wand.

It had one of the white latex leg bands attached to it.

Cathy smiled at Agnes as the nurse laid it in the witch’s hand. “Have you ever seen an Hitachi wand before?”

“I know what a vibrator is, you monster!”

Cathy nodded. “Yes, but this has been redesigned by our engineers. It’s slightly different than the commercial model.” She knelt and ran the round ‘head’ of the vibrator up the inside of Agnes’s right thigh.

She turned it on.

Agnes cried out as the head came to life, vibrating against her sensitive skin.

The vibrator inched higher and higher.

“S... Stop... please...”

“Silly girl, what would you do if I actually did stop? Hmm? You’d beg me to start again, and you know it.”

The vibrator touched Agnes’s clit and she cried out again. It was making her vibrate to her very core.

The belt wrapped around her thigh and pulled tight, the head positioned directly against her clit.

“Oh... fuck!!!” Agnes jerked and squirmed in her bonds.

“Trying to get away? Or are you trying to make it feel even better?”

“Damn you to hell!” Agnes groaned.

“What a thing for a nun to say! I’m shocked,” Cathy laughed. “I know it seems like I’m being cruel to you, but I promise you I only want what’s best for you, Agnes.”

“Unnh,,, God, I feel like I’m going to die!”

Cathy laughed. “Now what was I talking about: Oh, yes! This is a re-design. You see the band is measuring your heart rate, blood pressure, and skin tension. It’s very good at predicting when you’re about to achieve orgasm.”

She was so close! She felt herself about to go over the edge.

And then it stopped.

“No!” Agnes screamed and this time it really was a scream - Cathy let her scream out loud.

“Yes, it won’t let you orgasm until it senses you’re on the verge of having the cum of your lifetime.”

“Please, please, please,” Agnes whispered. The vibrator started again.

The front door of the convent burst open and one of the sisters rushed out. “Me! Please I want to be with you!”

“Sister... Eva... no!” Agnes moaned as her orgasm built anew.

A slim hand reached through the open door and grabbed the back of Eva’s dress.

“Let me go!” Eva screamed. She was tearing at her clothes trying to remove them.

Sister Dorothy, one of the older nuns was struggling to drag Eva back into the convent. “Eva! Stop this! Stop it at once!”

“Let go of me!”

Cathy walked gracefully across the street. “Please do let her go, Dorothy.”

Dorothy’s face went slack, and she released her grip on the struggling nun.

Eva ran into Cathy’s embrace. “Please! Please let me be like them! I’m begging you! I’ll do anything.”

“Of course, darling. You can be a slut as well. We’ll teach you,” Cathy said and kissed the young nun.

Eva had yanked up her gray skirt and was fingering herself through her cotton panties.

Dorothy still stood in the doorway, her eyes looking down at her feet.

Cathy held out her hand. “Come to me, Dorothy. Come on. Don’t you want to be like them? Don’t you want to feel what you’ve never experienced?”

“Don’t... listen to her, Dorothy!” Agnes groaned. “Go... back inside. Bar the door and pray, sister.” The vibrator was pushing her close to the brink again.

Cathy laughed. “Sister Dorothy, this game is coming to its close. Your side is going to lose. Look at them and tell me you don’t want to join them?”

Dorothy looked up and stared at Margaret and Inez as they were being fucked hard by the agents.

Agnes moaned when she saw Dorothy lick her lips. 

The older nun stepped out the door and took Cathy’s hand.

The others began to wail from the parapet.

Agnes gritted her teeth as her orgasm approached. “Someone... go down and bar the door! Go to the chapel and pray sisters! Pray for your souls!”

Agnes cried out.

And the vibrator stopped!

“No! Fuck, no! Please... please let me cum!”

Cathy laughed.

The door slammed shut as Cathy led the two nuns toward the fornicators on the bench.

Eva had succeeded in undoing her skirt and stepping out of her panties. She massaged her crotch with one hand as Cathy led them toward Inez.

“Agent, pull out, please,” Cathy said.

The agent slid his enormous cock out of Inez’s gaping snatch.

Inez groaned like an animal.

“Isn’t it pretty, Eva? Isn’t Inez’s sex so pretty and delicious looking?” Cathy whispered.

Eva’s mouth was open.

Cathy eased her gently forward.

Eva kissed Inez’s open sex.

“God, forgive them!” Agnes whispered.

“God couldn’t care less,” Cathy giggled.

Eva moaned as she licked and sucked Inez’s wet cunt.

Cathy led Dorothy to Margaret. “Agent, take a break.”

The agent pulled out and took a step back. He stroked his thick cock and watched.

“Not the first time you’ve tasted pussy, is it Dorothy?”

“No,” Dorothy whispered.

“Bet you thought you had defeated that inner demon, hmm? Silly, child. Well, no need to deny yourself any...”

Dorothy struggled free and pushed her face into Margaret’s backside, spreading her cheeks and licking her pussy and ass in long, languid strokes.

Cathy laughed. “Dorothy here is an old pro it seems. Agents? Do as you like.”

The agents positioned themselves behind the new arrivals.

Eva was already bottomless and wet, so the agent behind her simply slid into her.

Eva laughed into Inez’s pussy.

The other agent tore off Dorothy’s skirt and shredded her cotton panties.

He rubbed his cock up and down her wet snatch.

Then he pressed it against her ass.

Dorothy arched her back and pushed back against him.

The agent slid deep in her ass.

Cathy returned to stand by Agnes. “There’ll be an entire orgy on the street in a little while.”

Agnes shook her head violently. “God... God... please! Let me...”

“No. Not yet. I want you to admit something to me first.”

“Wha... What?”

She leaned close and whispered in Agnes’s ear. “Your life was meaningless. You lived in a dull existence, Agnes. You were just making time until you died. Now look at you - look at them.”

Agnes moaned and watched the four nuns. They were lost in passion. Ecstasy - they were experiencing ecstasy. Was this the only time in their entire lives they had known it?

And what about her? Had she ever known such lust? It was intoxicating... liberating. Could it be that her whole life had been a lie? Had it been a mistake to lock herself away from this?

Agnes screamed as her orgasm took her.

Cathy’s hands were on her, caressing her breasts. “It’s okay now, Agnes. Everything is going to be alright. Your life before was just a nightmare. All of your lives were nightmares. That’s all over now.”

Agnes felt liquid dripping from her pussy - had she peed? And her nipples, they were wet. She was...

She opened her eyes and watched the jets of white milk erupt from her nipples. “Aiggh!”

Every muscle in her body had tensed and every nerve was firing - the orgasm rocked her to her very soul.

She looked up into Cathy’s eyes.

The witch was smiling. “It’s not wrong. It’s not wicked. It’s what life is supposed to be.” Then she kissed Agnes.

Agnes felt herself melt. Then she moaned into the kiss, taking Cathy’s tongue as it darted into her mouth.

It was pure love and passion and oh, why did she resist?

She felt the spreader bar being removed from her ankles. The vibrator was removed.

Cathy stepped back.

A naked agent took her place. He put his hands on her thighs and lifted them to his waist. “May I?” He asked.

She felt the big cock against her pussy. “Yes,” she moaned as she kissed him.

He slid deep inside her and she locked her legs around his waist.

He began to steadily thrust in and out of her.

Cathy stepped back. She turned toward the parapet. “Come down. There’s nothing to be afraid of.”

***

The limousine rolled through the nearly empty streets.

Cathy and Tracy sat in the back. Tracy leaned against her.

“Do you ever think what you’re doing is wrong?” Tracy asked.

Cathy smiled and held her. “Everyday.”

“I... They were nuns, Cathy.”

“Yes, and I feel less guilt over what I just did than over many of the things I’ve done.”

“You changed them. You made them into whores...”

“For the most part, I simply freed them of their false morality, Tracy. The seeds of what they became were always within them. I think it is immoral to tell a woman, or anyone for that matter, that their path to salvation is through chastity. It isn’t natural.”

“There’s nothing natural about what you just did to them,” Tracy whispered.

Cathy guided her head down to her lap. She stroked her blonde hair and undid the tight ponytails. “I think Margaret and Inez and now even Agnes would disagree.”

“How much of that was them and how much was you?”

Cathy smiled. “How much of what you are now is you and how much is me?”

“It’s all me... I mean, I guess I was coerced but...”

“But?”

Tracy sighed. “I’m a twisted freak. I think I was before I ever met you.”

Cathy laughed. “Poor Tracy, she thinks she’s a freak.” Cathy leaned down and kissed her cheek. “You’re not a freak, my love. We all want the things you and I have become. Most of us, you included, simply didn’t think it was allowed. That’s all we’ve done for the good sisters - we showed them the only ones standing in their way was themselves.”

Tracy kissed Cathy’s abs through the latex. “I guess.”

“Are you happy?”

“I’m scared shitless.”

Cathy nodded. “Yes, but are you happy?”

She looked up at Cathy. “Yes. Yes, I am.”

“Is that worth being scared shitless?”

Tracy nodded. “Yeah, I think it is. Are you really in love with me, Cathy?”

Cathy smiled at her. “Yes, Tracy, I’m really in love with you.”

“Why?”

“What?”

“Why are you in love with me? What’s special about me? I mean other than the fact that you can’t get inside my head, and you turned me into a walking sex doll...”

Cathy laughed out loud. “Your immunity makes me want to protect you. It doesn’t make me love you. Your looks... Mmm... they fill me with lust. I won’t deny that... but lust, no matter what the Church of Morpheus tells you? That’s not love.”

Tracy looked up at her. “Then what?”

Cathy stroked her hair. “You. Your spirit. Your personality. Everything about you, Tracy. I know I am supposed to be with you. I know I am supposed to take you back to my coven. And I know that they are going to love you the same as I do, Tracy. Forever. Limitless, unconditional love.”

Tracy raised up and faced her. “Cathy? That scares me. I’m still... human. And what you are describing is so beautiful and, at the same time? Terrifying.”

“It’s okay to be afraid, Tracy. It truly is. But now it’s your turn: do you love me?”

Tracy sighed. “I...” She threw her arms around Cathy. “I think I am, Cathy. I think I’m in love with you... I don’t know how or why but... yes, I love you, Cathy.”

Cathy kissed her and lowered Tracy’s head back to her lap. “Good. I’ll take that.”

Tracy snuggled against her. “Are we going back to the room now?”

“A room, yes. Not Hecate’s - the less we see of her the better. I don’t want her testing you.”

“Won’t she wonder where we are?”

“Not likely. She’s in full general mode. She’s in her glory. She just needs to fuck every few days - Religious Caste are always so serious.”

***

Tanya Manetti’s Apartment

Caitlyn woke up snuggled with her back against Tanya.

She squeezed her eyes shut and smiled.

It had been days since she had actually slept and now, with the sun sifting in through the apartment windows, she was finally fully rested.

She rolled over slowly and faced her new friend.

Tanya slept peacefully.

“Tanya? Are you awake?” Caitlyn whispered.

Tanya didn’t flinch.

Caitlyn smiled. “You’re really warm. And you’re really, really pretty. Even first thing in the morning - that’s hard. Most people aren’t.”

She wanted to reach out and touch Tanya’s dark red hair.

“I just know we’re going to be best friends. I feel safe with you, Tanya. I don’t always feel safe with people.” She bit her lower lip. “I’d really like to kiss you but I’m pretty sure you’d get mad. Mama said I shouldn’t let people know I like boys and girls - she said, ‘Tanya, lot of people going to look down on you because you swing both ways. Ain’t nothin’ wrong with kissing girls but some people don’t like it. So you don’t let them know till they know you real good otherwise.’”

She smiled at Tanya. “See, I know you’re completely into boys - I like them too. Mama says I have very good ‘gaydar’ and I don’t see any blips when it comes to you. But if you ever change your mind? I’d be totally okay with it. I’d rock your world.”

Caitlyn kissed her own fingertips and pressed them to Tanya’s lips. Her lips were warm and moist and plump. “Wow... you are so kissable.”

As Caitlyn pulled her fingers away, Tanya groaned. “You say something?”

Caitlyn’s eyes were big as saucers. “Pancakes. I’m going to make pancakes. You like syrup? I love syrup.”

Tanya smiled and Caitlyn felt squishy inside.

“I love pancakes.” She reached over and touched Caitlyn’s blonde hair. “You okay? You’re a little flushed.”

Caitlyn nodded. “Yep, I’m great. Slept like a log. Can I sleep with you every night?” Oh, shit, what did I just say? I’m such a spaz...

Tanya laughed. “Uh, we’ll see. Hopefully, things will start to calm down soon.”

“Yeah, you’re right. That was a goofy thing to ask...”

“You can sleep with me any time you’re afraid.”

Caitlyn swallowed. “Really?”

“Sure. Least I can do when you’re feeding me like this.”

Caitlyn smiled. “Pancakes. I’m on it!” She jumped out of bed and almost fell.

“Take it easy,” Tanya said.

“My balance is off,” Caitlyn giggled. She turned back to the bed and cupped her breasts through the pink nighty. “Wow... I’m swollen or something.”

Tanya frowned and nodded. “Caitlyn, you’re... bigger.”

“Huh? Nuh-uh...”

“No, you’re definitely bigger.” She sat up in bed. “Holy fuck...”

Caitlyn stared at her new friend.

Tanya’s nightshirt was stretched tight across her chest.

***

Tanya stood in the bathroom and looked at herself in the mirror as the tub filled.

She looked like she had implants. “Can’t be. It just can’t be.”

She cupped her firm breasts and shivered a little. Not only were they bigger, they were sensitive as fuck. She lightly touched her thick, hard nipples and a fresh shiver went through her body.

That shiver went straight to the muscles in her tummy and her clit. “Jesus, fuck... what the hell?” 

She turned and stepped into the warm water.

Tanya had always loved baths and the water felt amazing as she slid into the tub.

Once she was leaning back, her hands immediately went to her breasts.

They were standing even when she was leaning back in the tub - exactly like fake boobs. She began to slowly circle her nipples with the tips of her index fingers.

Tanya’s breathing became heavy, and she rubbed them faster. “Oh... Oh, fuck.” She couldn’t possibly be ready to...

She went stiff in the tub, her body clenching in a mind blowing orgasm from massaging her breasts! “God, God, God, GOD!!!”

She just lay there in the warm water with her eyes closed, the room too bright for her post-orgasmic eyes. She gripped the side of the tub, half-afraid that if she didn’t she would be tempted to return her hands to her boobs and start all over again, maybe reach down and finger herself this time.

Tanya shook her head. “Fuck, what is wrong with me?”

***

Caitlyn tried to concentrate on making perfect pancakes, but it was difficult with the distractions. First, there was the swollen fun bags she’d grown overnight. They were still pretty small in comparison to Tanya’s, but they were definitely bigger than yesterday’s boobies.

Second distraction was the horniness. Her mind kept wandering and eventually it would wander to thoughts of Tanya naked in the bathroom. And the thought of Tanya naked really did it for Caitlyn. Growing up she had masturbated to Victoria’s Secret catalogs like a teenage boy.

That memory led her to imagine Tanya wearing Victoria’s Secret undies and then she was off to the races again in her head.

“I just need to think about non-sexy stuff,” Caitlyn said out loud and that almost worked. Except then there was the third distraction: the hallway orgy was back in full gear.

Outside the apartment door, there was a lot of grunting and laughing and more than just a little screaming.

Then there was the creaking noises and the occasional squishy noises when they were doing it close to the front door.

The narration was pretty distracting as well: ‘Fuck, yeah’, ‘Gimme that fat dick’, ‘Put it in her ass’...

They sure sounded like they were having fun.

She shook her head. “Non-sexy thoughts. Pancakes. Pancakes aren’t sexy.” She poured the thick batter onto the griddle... the thick, gooey, white batter. She touched her finger to the mixing bowl and tasted it. “Mmm... like this all over me...”

Her eyes grew big. “Shit! I’m doing it again!”

“Doing what?”

“Aiggh!” Caitlyn squealed. She almost dumped the batter as she turned around.

Tanya was smiling at her.

Tanya, in her tight black yoga pants with her cute navel showing and her black sports bra holding back those big boobs and that red hair in a ponytail down her back.

Caitlyn was panting. “Geez, Louise! You trying to give me a heart attack? Make some noise when you’re sneaking up on me.”

There was a pounding noise as somebody was getting fucked up against the apartment door.

“Sorry,” Tanya said. “Jesus, don’t they ever stop?”

Caitlyn was still staring at Tanya’s belly button. “I don’t think they can.”

The noise outside grew louder.

And there were a lot more screams.

“What the fuck?” Tanya said as she turned toward the door.

Caitlyn scooped a pancake onto a plate and turned off the stove before cowering behind Tanya.

The screaming continued.

Tanya stepped toward the door and Caitlyn moved with her, her breasts pressing against Tanya’s back. Tanya sighed.  “Relax. Whatever’s happening is happening out there.”

“I’m scared, Tanya. Let’s hide in the bedroom.”

Tanya reached back and took Caitlyn’s hand. “Hey, now. Just take it easy.” She leaned up and looked through the peephole. “Holy fuck.”

“What is it?”

“It’s those Rubber Church people. They’re here.”

***

The fisheye lens distorted the scene, but Tanya had no trouble figuring it out: the men in black suits were advancing down the hall from the stairwell. Behind them, two nurses in black latex outfits followed.

The men fired darts into the orgy and the naked people began falling unconscious on the floor.

A few fought back, launching themselves toward the men before being felled by darts.

The four futanari in the hall were putting up the best fight. They seemed impervious to the darts.

The dickgirls tackled the men, sending them sprawling and then pounding their fists against them.

Blood began to spatter.

Lexi jumped and closed her hands on a man’s neck. He shrugged her off and slammed her hard against the wall.

“Motherfucker! Get the fuck away from us!” Lexi snarled. She jerked and swung blindly, her long cock swinging between her trim thighs.

“Stop fighting!” The man commanded before backhanding her.

Without thinking, Tanya jerked the door open leaving it held only by the chain. “Hey! Don’t hurt her!”

One of the nurses held out her hands. “If you aren’t infected, stay in your apartment. Let the agents do their job.”

Lexi screamed and spat, struggling against the agent.

The man was joined by a second agent and together they pressed her against the wall.

Caitlyn was trying to pull Tanya away from the door.

Tanya shrugged her off.  She put her face in the gap between the door and frame. “Goddamn it! You’re hurting her! Fucking stop!”

Lexi looked at her with wild, feral eyes.

The nurse shook her head. “She’s double infected - Futa Virus and Bimbo Flu. We have to restrain her, or she’ll hurt herself or someone else. Just go back...”

“Fuck you, freak!” Tanya said. “Lexi! Lexi, listen to me. Stop fighting them. They’re going to hurt you if you don’t stop.”

Lexi seemed to relax as the men pressed her against the wall. “Don’t let them take me... please... I don’t want to go with them.”

Tanya shook her head. “Lexi, you’re sick. You have to go with them. Please stop fighting them before you get hurt.”

Lexi began to sob. “I don’t want to go. They’ll hurt me.”

“No, we won’t,” the nurse said. “I promise we won’t.”

Lexi looked into Tanya’s eyes. “Please don’t let them take me. I don’t want to go with them.”

Tanya’s hand was on the chain.

Caitlyn took her hand.

She turned and looked into Caitlyn’s eyes.

The blonde shook her head.

Tanya sighed and nodded.

“Please help me,” Lexi whispered as the tears ran down her cheeks.

“I’m sorry,” Tanya said.

The nurse slipped a needle into Lexi’s neck and the Futanari seemed to deflate, collapsing into an agent’s arms.

The nurse turned back to Tanya and smiled. “We’ll be right with you.”

***

“You’re Tanya Manetti?” The nurse asked. She was sitting on the couch in Tanya’s living room.

“Yes,” Tanya said from the loveseat where she sat with Caitlyn.

The nurse typed with her finger on her tablet. “How long have you been stuck in here?”

“A few days,” Tanya lied.

The nurse looked up from the tablet and smiled at Caitlyn. “And what’s your name, cutie?”

“Caitlyn Cassandra Collins.”

The nurse frowned as she swiped the tablet with her fingers. “Oh, I see - you’re from the apartment across the hall?”

“Yes, Ma’am.”

“Anybody else in your apartment, Caitlyn?”

“No, Ma’am.”

“We’ll have to check,” the nurse said. “Tanya, what is your sexual preference?”

“I’m sorry?” Tanya asked.

“Do you like male or female sexual partners?”

“I don’t think that’s any of your business,” Tanya said with a frown.

The nurse smiled. “Let me explain: in the United States? You’d be quite right to think that. However, this area is now a territory of the Theocratic Republic of Cuba. You are no longer an American citizen - you are a subject of the Church of Morpheus. You are not a member of any caste. You have no rights.”

“Are you saying we’re slaves?” Tanya asked. Her nails were digging into the loveseat arm.

“I’m saying you have to answer my questions even if you don’t want to. If you fail to comply, the agents will take you to a holding facility where you will be compelled to answer questions. Trust me - answering here in this nice apartment will be much more pleasant.”

“Men. I like men,” Tanya grumbled.

“When was the last time you had sex.”

Tanya gritted her teeth. “I don’t know. A couple of weeks ago.”

“Oral, vaginal, and or anal?”

“Jesus...”

“Just answer please.”

“Oral and vaginal. Want to know if he was circumcised or not?”

The nurse laughed. “No, this is about you. Do you masturbate?”

“For fuck’s sake,” Tanya whispered. “Yes.”

“When was the last time?”

“It’s... been weeks.”

The nurse smiled and shook her head. “Please don’t lie to me.”

“Jesus! This morning, okay?!” Tanya turned beet red.

“Any unexplained breast growth? Heightened sex drive?” The nurse asked.

Tanya stared at her. “How do you know that?”

“Just answer the question, please.”

“No, I want to know how you fucking know our tits are growing... Jesus! You’re doing something to us! How? How are you...”

“So, yes to unexplained breast growth and I take it yes to libido increase?”

Tanya glared at her. “Yes.”

“Thank you. Now, Caitlyn, what’s your sexual orientation?”

Caitlyn looked like a deer in headlights. “I... do I have to?”

The nurse smiled. “Yes, sweetheart. You have to tell me.”

Caitlyn chewed her lower lip. “But I don’t want to.”

Tanya squeezed her hand. “Caitlyn, you have to tell her.”

“I... I like boys...” She looked at her hands. “And girls.” She looked up quickly at Tanya. “Don’t be mad, Tanya. Please! I should have told you before I slept in your bed with you, but I was scared, and I was afraid you wouldn’t let me. I’m sorry.”

Tanya was shocked for a moment. Then she smiled. “It’s okay, Caitlyn.”

“You’re not mad?”

Tanya shook her head. “No. It’s fine. You didn’t have to be afraid to tell me that.”

The nurse smiled. “So, bisexual?”

“Yes,” Caitlyn said.

“When was the last time you had sex?”

Caitlyn blushed. “Two weeks ago at a photo shoot.” She looked sheepishly at Tanya. “The photographer was cute.”

“With a man or a woman?”

“A woman.”

“Oral, vaginal, and or anal?”

“Oral... oh, wait, she used a strap-on. Does that count?”

“Yes, dear. Vaginal or anal.”

“Oh, vaginal. She wanted to do my butt, but I said no because the dong was enormous.”

Tanya looked away quickly to keep from losing it.

“Okay, vaginal,” the nurse said. “Do you masturbate.”

Caitlyn laughed. “All the time.”

“When did you last?”

“Last night,” Caitlyn said quickly. Then she opened her eyes wide and frowned.

“Last night?!” Tanya asked.

Caitlyn smiled and looked away. “You’re a sound sleeper.”

“You masturbated in my bed?”

“Sorry?”

“Never masturbate in my bed with me in it again. Actually? Never masturbate in my bed again at all.”

“Yes, Tanya.”

The other nurse came in with a vaccination gun.

“Time for your vaccinations,” the nurse with the tablet said.

Tanya eyed the gun warily. “I think I’ll pass.”

“No, you won’t,” the nurse with the gun said as she walked toward her.

“Compliance is mandatory - listen, I understand you’re frightened...”

“Me?” Tanya said. “I’m scared shitless. I have zero intention of letting two nurses in latex outfits inject me with God knows what.”

“Don’t make me bring in the agents, Miss Manetti,” the nurse with the tablet said.

The nurse with the vaccination gun put her hand on Tanya’s shoulder and pressed her down.

“The fuck!? I said I’m not taking a fucking shot from you freaks!” Tanya yelled.

The woman’s grip was like a vice, and she pressed her down so hard the couch creaked.

Tanya started kicking but the nurse easily dodged each blow.

The gun touched the left side of Tanya’s neck and she yelped as the gas jet injected her.

“There, see? No ill effects,” the nurse with the tablet said.

“You fucking bitches!” Tanya said as the nurse released her grip on Tanya’s shoulder. She struggled to rise but found her legs were now made of rubber.

The nurse with the gun leaned over Caitlyn. “You don’t mind if I give you a shot, now do you, honey?”

Caitlyn’s gaze was fixed on the nurse’s overflowing breasts. “Nuh-uh... I don’t...”

The gun hissed against Caitlyn’s neck.

Tanya tried to stand up again. Her head felt light. “Wha... What was in that?”

“Vaccines against Bimbo Flu and Futa Virus... and a mild hypnotic mixed with a sedative.”

“N... No... Goddamn you...” Tanya mumbled as she sank back into the couch.

Caitlyn fell against her, and they both passed out.

***

“Whew, that redhead is a tough one,” the nurse with the vaccine gun said.

“Yes, but that blonde is sweet as honey. She’s got Street Whore written all over her.”

“I know... these tits are coming along nicely,” the nurse with the vaccine gun said as she cupped Caitlyn’s breasts. 

Caitlyn moaned.

“Hard to believe these beauties are just from the spiked tap water.”

The nurse with the tablet stroked the other nurse’s shoulders. “I know. Luckily, both of these girls are avid water drinkers and regular bathers,” she giggled.

“What do you think on the redhead?”

The nurse with the tablet kissed the back of the other nurse’s neck. “I don’t know. She could go Whore Caste or Professional Caste according to her file. We’ll need Mistress Cathy to check her out. She might even make White Witch.”

The nurse with the vaccination gun leaned over and looked at something behind the couch. “Son of a bitch - didn’t some redhead beat the crap out of a Dominatrix Whore uptown?”

“Yeah.”

The nurse reached behind the couch and stood up. In her hand, she held a cat o’ nine tails.

“Fuck me,” the tablet nurse said.

“Well, I think we know what to set her up as until the White Witch can take a look at her. Call the agents in with the right equipment. I’ll get started on their injections.”

An agent stepped into the apartment. “The apartment across the way is chained on the inside.”

“Someone’s in there?” The nurse with the tablet asked. “That’s weird, little blonde cutie here said her apartment was empty.” She shrugged. “Break the chain. We’ll be over in a few minutes.”

***

“The secret is: they want to be dominated,” Dr. Pain said in Tanya’s dream.

Her slaves, Lilly and Michael knelt on all fours facing away from her, their thighs spread. Michael’s thick cock was pointing at the floor.

Both slaves’ sexes were dripping onto the office floor.

Tanya was there, standing beside Dr. Pain.

“Without the slave’s consent? What power does the dominant truly have?” Dr. Pain said.

She was dressed in a black latex catsuit.

Tanya wore the same outfit.

Dr. Pain held up two enormous chrome butt plugs.

“That... They want that?” Tanya whispered. She felt drugged.

“They want to be used. They want me to do whatever I want to them. And I want this,” Dr. Pain said. She put the plugs against their exposed assholes.

“Oh, my God,” Tanya said.

The couple moaned and pushed back against the invading steel.

Tanya watched and licked her lips as the plugs forced the couple’s holes to open wider and wider. They were beginning to moan.

Tanya was breathing hard. She reached down and touched herself. To her astonishment, she found her bodysuit was bottomless - her shaved cunt was on display. She stroked her clit and watched as the couples’ assholes stretched to finally engulf their plugs.

The plugs slid into place and Dr. Pain released the plug bases.

“Are you ready?” Dr. Pain asked.

“Ready?”

Dr. Pain pointed behind her.

She turned and looked.

Caitlyn stood with her back to Tanya. She was dangling from a steel spider web. She smiled over her shoulder at Tanya. “It’s okay. I want you to.”

“Start with your hand,” Dr. Pain said.

“What?”

Dr. Pain took her hand. “Like this.” She pressed Tanya’s hand against the right cheek of Caitlyn’s ass. “It isn’t enough to strike. If you strike without loving her, it’s nothing more than a strike. You must love her enough to give her what she needs and take only what you need. Do you understand?”

The feel of Caitlyn’s ass cheek in her open hand held her transfixed. It was warm and soft. She could also feel Caitlyn’s excitement, the tension in her flesh, the anticipation of what was to come.

“It’s a dance - if you do it right. Taking her to her limit, pushing her past it. It’s what we do.”

“We?”

Dr. Pain laughed.

And then Dr. Pain changed. Tanya was staring into her own face. “We.”

***

The nurse with the tablet laughed. “What are the odds? The redhead who beat up Dr. Pain right across the hall from the man who took down an agent.”

The unconscious man was sprawled on Caitlyn’s couch, naked. A large glass of water was overturned on the coffee table.

Pink panties coated in dried cum were strewn around the floor and on the couch.

The nurse with the vaccination gun knelt in front of him. She held a small scanner a few inches from his forehead. “Uninfected.” She looked at his stiff cock. “Ten inches... and I’ll bet he was a lot smaller before that magical tap water.”

“Focus - we couldn’t play with the girls across the hall, and we can’t play with him. Lot of work to do today.” She turned and looked at the television. Amy Lynn was still hard at work onscreen. “God, she is so pretty. You think I should go red?” She fluffed her short brown hair.

“Are you kidding? You’re completely hot. How many guys took you at the hotel orgy last night?”

“Eight... no, nine... the newly transformed are so horny.”

The nurse pressed the vaccination gun to the man’s neck, and it hissed. “I hear there’s a spanking party tonight.”

“You and your bondage.”

“I can’t help it. Making a dominatrix always puts me in the mood.”

The other nurse pulled up her tablet. “See? Redhead. Everybody likes redheads.”

“Redhead with a whip? I’ll agree.”

“Nasty little sub slut,” the nurse said, and hip bumped her.

“What are we doing with this one?”

She held up the tablet and took the man’s picture. “Hang on... ah, Keith Baker. Thirty-one. Visiting from Pennsylvania. Porn history: big boob porn... MILFs... light BDSM... Amy Lynn fixation but that’s just a given nowadays... just your all American boy.”

“BDSM? Dom or sub?”

“Hmm, from his browsing history, SlutzNet predicts versatile.”

“My turn to pick?”

“Go for it.”

“Junior Whore Master...”

“Jesus, you’re such a big dick whore,” the tablet nurse said as she tapped the screen. “Thirteen inches.”

“Fourteen.”

“No! We’ve made too many fourteen inchers... Havana’s going to bitch.”

“Rock, paper, scissors?”

“You are such a child,” the tablet nurse said as she held out her right hand. “Ready? Shoot!” She made a fist.

“Ha! Paper wraps rock! Fourteen!”

“If they question it? I’m blaming you.”

***

PROGRAMMING COMPLETE... PROGRAMMING COMPLETE...

The words flashed on the huge television Tanya was watching.

Television?

She was wearing some sort of glasses. Video glasses.

Tanya pulled them off her face.

She was lying flat on her back on the living room floor. “What the fuck did they do to us?” She whispered.

She looked down.

Her breasts were swollen. “Oh, my God... they’re fucking bigger!” They were also firmer - they belonged on some silicone bimbo. She sat up slowly. “What the fuck am I wearing?”

It was the black latex catsuit from her dream. The sleeves were long, the breasts completely exposed. It was crotchless and her ass was completely uncovered all the way to the small of her back. The sides of the legs had rectangular holes made like a ladder that ran all the way up onto her hips.

Black latex stiletto heeled boots reached to just above her knees.

It was a nightmare.

And she couldn’t stop running her fingers over the shiny rubber.

Caitlyn moaned nearby.

“Caitlyn? Are you okay?”

She turned to her side.

Caitlyn was lying on her back.

All Tanya could do was stare.

She was dressed from head to toe in pink latex. Like Tanya’s suit, it was crotchless and exposed her narrow ass and much larger breasts. Beyond the color difference, the latex was decorated with ‘lace’ - delicate roses and flourishes that exposed even more of her peaches and cream skin.

Tanya reached over and gently removed the white goggles over Caitlyn’s eyes and pulled out the earbuds. “Caitlyn? Are you okay?”

Her eyes fluttered open. “Caitlyn, designation Street Whore, Whore Caste.” Her voice was even higher and sweeter than normal.

“What did you say?”

Caitlyn blinked and smiled. “Hi, Tanya!”

“Are you okay?”

The blonde stretched. “I had a great nap.”

“Yeah, they drugged us.”

“Oh... okay. I like your outfit.”

“What is wrong with your voice?”

“Huh?” She blinked. Her eyes looked bigger, and her teeth looked whiter.

“Your voice is even more... Caitlyn-y.”

She giggled. “That’s not a word, Tanya.” She looked down. “Heeellllooo boobies! Wow! If I’d had these a few years ago I’d have gotten TV work. Maybe a guest spot on a crime show.”

“Caitlyn! They did things to us. Aren’t you upset?”

Her brow furrowed. “Why? I’d pay big money for these beauties.” She wiggled her chest and undulating waves swept from left to right. “Wow, if I had tassels I could make ‘em go round and round.”

“Caitlyn! Stop,” She held Caitlyn’s narrow shoulders. “We’re in real trouble here. We have no idea what else they did to us.”

“But the lady on TV said nothing bad would ever happen to us again.”

Tanya turned her head to the side. “What lady on TV, honey?”

“On the goggle thingies. Cum Slut Cathy? She said everything was going to be okay from now on and that we were all going to be fine. Don’t you remember the video?”

“I... no... I don’t remember seeing a video on the goggles.” Memories of her dream came back to her, however. Memories of her wearing the outfit she now wore. Memories of her hand on Caitlyn’s...

Tanya shook her head.

Caitlyn looked at the pink latex sleeve of her catsuit. “This is sooo pretty. It feels like a second skin.”

“It’s... lewd, Caitlyn.”

Caitlyn stuck out her lower lip. “Don’t I look pretty in it?”

Tanya stared at her in disbelief. She had hurt Caitlyn’s feelings. “Oh! No, no, honey, you look amazing in it. I just meant it’s revealing.”

Caitlyn giggled. “It’s totes revealing, isn’t it?”

Tanya smiled and stroked her honey blonde hair.  

You’re screwed now, Tanya, Dad said in her mind. Encumbered, completely encumbered.

“Shut up, Dad,” Tanya whispered.

“Huh?”

“Never mind. Let’s find some more clothes.” Tanya tried to stand up on the seven inch heels. “Jesus, really?”

“Oh, get to your knees first, then put one heel under you, then the other,” Caitlyn said as she moved into a squat. “Then just stand up!” She rose, tight muscles in her thighs and calves bulging and flexing like a ballet dancer.

“Fuck! Where did you learn...”

She reached down and offered Tanya her hand. “The video, silly.”

“I really wish I had seen that video.” She took Caitlyn’s hand and let her pull her to her feet.

Caitlyn only came up to her chin.

“Wow,” Caitlyn said. She licked her lips. “Sure are tall.” She reached out and squeezed Tanya’s bicep through the black latex. “Got some real big arm muscles too.”

“Caitlyn? We need clothes.”

Caitlyn was staring at her breasts. “Uh, huh.”

“Hey! AC/DC, my eyes are up here.”

Caitlyn giggled. “Sorry... but... wow.”

Tanya hefted her breasts. “Jesus, I think they’re still growing.”

“Hope mine are. I want them so big they give me a backache.”

Tanya laughed. “Why for fuck’s sake?”

“I like ‘em. They’re pretty.”

“You’re already beautiful, moron,” Tanya said as she walked carefully toward her bedroom.

She felt eyes on her and looked over her shoulder.

Caitlyn was staring at her ass.

“Stop it!”

“I can’t help it! Why didn’t they give me a tushy like that? I’m still narrow as a rail.”

***

Tanya opened her top dresser drawer. “Fuck! Oh, fuck, no!”

Her clothes were gone - everything in the drawer was made of red or black latex. All of it revealed both her top and bottom.

She yanked open drawer after drawer: crotchless, latex leggings, crotchless, latex panties. The only thing she found that wasn’t latex was a very expensive looking leather catsuit - also crotchless but at least it had gleaming chrome chains that might somehow obscure at least part of her breasts. That is until she realized there were two oversized rings meant to circle her areolae like silver halos.

She opened the bottom drawer to find a collection of dildos in all shapes and sizes. Some didn’t look modeled after human anatomy. “Oh... my God...” She pulled out a gleaming chrome hook with a thick ball on the hooked end. “What the fuck is this?”

“Anal hook,” Caitlyn said.

Tanya jumped at the sound of Caitlyn’s voice.

Caitlyn was standing in the doorway. “It’s a bondage thingy. The ball end goes up the butt and the ring end is so you can attach a rope or chain to it to drag ‘em around.”

“How the fuck would you know that?”

Caitlyn smiled.

“No, don’t tell me: the video.”

“Yep. You must be a Dominatrix Whore.”

Tanya frowned. “Don’t call me that.”

Caitlyn shrugged. “It’s not an insult. I’m a whore too. You ought to see my clothes - they put ‘em in the other bedroom. I got outfits like this and super micro mini-dresses. I got Catholic schoolgirl outfits, I got cheerleader outfits, I got a cowgirl outfit...”

“Anything with a crotch?”

“Nope.”

Tanya yanked her blankets off the bed and grabbed the flat sheet. She arranged it over her left shoulder.

“You making a toga?”

“Yes.”

“Why?”

Tanya sighed. “Because I’m not walking around with my tits and ass hanging out.” She went back to the dresser and retrieved a belt that was part of her leather catsuit. She wrapped it around her waist and cinched the toga closed.

Caitlyn shook her head. “There’s something you need to see.”

***

By Order of the Church of Morpheus

The Individuals Domiciled Herein, Namely 

Tanya Manetti, Dominatrix Whore

Caitlyn Cassandra Collins, Street Whore

Are Hereby Designated Members of Whore Caste and Subject to the Following Covenants:

1. Whore Caste are to make their bodies accessible to potential sexual partners at all times. As such, clothing is not to cover their crotches, buttocks, or breasts.

2. Every attempt should be made to honor requests for sexual relations initiated by Professional Caste.

3. All orders from Religious Caste or their agents are to be obeyed.

4. All orders from Whoremasters or White Witches which do not contradict an order from Religious Caste are to be obeyed.

5. Whore Caste are expected to actively participate in the transformation of humans.

6. Where possible, do no harm.

Failure to comply with these covenants will result in severe censure up to and including death.

Tanya stared at the paper that had been tacked to the inside of the apartment door. “Jesus... we’re licensed prostitutes.”

“Yep.”

She pointed at the paper. “You’re okay with this?!”

“I think so. I mean I like sex, don’t you?” Caitlyn said. “It’s not like we have a choice, you know? That whole ‘including death’ part?”

“We have got to get out of here.”

“Tanya, think of it this way: when we were US citizens? We had to pay taxes and they could put us in jail if we didn’t. This is like... taxes. Only we pay with ass instead of money.”

“Your apartment!”

“Huh?” Caitlyn asked.

“You probably still have clothes in your apartment. Let’s go over and look.”

“Hey! It says we can’t wear things that cover us up. They could put us in jail!” She put her fists on her skinny hips and glared up at Tanya. “I’m not going to jail Tanya.”

“Suit yourself but I am not following any law I don’t agree with - and I do not agree with walking around half-naked and sleeping with anybody who wants me. You coming?”

Caitlyn rolled her eyes. “Okay, fine. But I’m not wearing any of my old clothes.”

Tanya unlocked the door and opened it. “Grab your keys.”

Caitlyn grabbed her purse.

The hallway was empty.

Tanya stepped out and Caitlyn followed. 

Tanya closed the door after Caitlyn stepped out and dropped her keys in Caitlyn’s purse.

Caitlyn looked around the hallway. “What do you think they did with her?”

“Who?”

“Lexi.”

Tanya sighed. “I... don’t know, Caitlyn. She was dangerous. Remember how scared you were of her last night?”

“Yeah, I guess. But today she just seemed like a lost soul.”

“She’s not our problem, Caitlyn.”

Caitlyn got her keys out of her purse. “Everybody’s our problem. We’re Whore Caste, we have to stick together.”

“How do you know she’s Whore Caste?”

Caitlyn laughed. “She’s super-hot.”

“She’s not that hot.”

“She’s totes hot.” She put the key in the lock. “You probably don’t see it because you’re straight - she’s smoking.” Caitlyn turned the key. “Hmm, that’s weird.”

“What?”

“It was unlocked.” She opened the door and started to step inside.

“Me first,” Tanya said and stepped in front of her. She really wished she had thought to bring her cat o’ nine tails.

“I like it when you act all alpha tough girl.”

Tanya stopped just inside the door and Caitlyn bumped into her.

There was a naked man on Caitlyn’s living room floor.

“Oh... wow,” Caitlyn whispered.

He was tall and muscular with dark blonde hair.

He had on the same virtual reality goggles and earbuds they had worn earlier.

He also had a massive erection that pointed toward the ceiling.

“Do you know this guy?” Tanya whispered.

“Keith Baker, Junior Whoremaster,” Caitlyn said.

“How do you know that?” Tanya asked.

Caitlyn took Tanya’s chin in her hand and turned her face toward the door.

The same paper was tacked there as in Tanya’s apartment but this one had Keith Baker’s name on it.

“I’ll bet he’s the one who was trying to break in from the alley. If I’d known he looked like that I would’ve let him in,” she said and giggled.

“Go look for your clothes,” Tanya said.

Caitlyn smiled and chewed her fingernail. “Can’t I just stay and look at him for a minute? He’s really pretty.”

“Caitlyn? Go.”

“Fine. Dominatrix Whores sure are bossy.”

Without thinking, Tanya reached out to swat her ass as she passed by. She caught herself just before she touched Caitlyn’s skin.

Caitlyn looked over her shoulder and smiled. “I wouldn’t mind.”

Tanya rubbed her fingers together. The dream came back to her. She shook her head. “Just get your clothes.”

***

Cathy and Tracy knelt on all fours facing away from each other on the big hotel bed. They had chosen one as far away from the Ritz and Hecate as possible.

A long, thick, pink, double-headed dildo connected their pussies.

“He’ll... be this... big... won’t he?” Tracy moaned.

“Thick... thicker,” Cathy whispered.

“Fuck... your Whoremaster will kill me.”

“You’re modified... like me... you can take him, Tracy.” She pushed back, driving more of the dildo into Tracy.

“Unnh! Oh, fuck!”

“When... I used the... sterilizer on you? It modified something deep inside you.”

“What?” Tracy moaned.

“Recombinant DNA created a new... clitoris at the end of your extended... pussy.”

“A second clit?!”

“Have... to go deep... though.” She clenched her muscles and pushed back sending another inch of the dildo into Tracy.

“God! Oh, fuck, Cathy, it feels like it’s in my throat now!”

Cathy spun around and crouched behind Tracy. She gripped the dildo and slipped it out of herself.

“Yes, my love. But we need to go... deeper.” She slid it in.

“Aiggh!” Tracy screamed. “It’s... oh, God! It feels like another...” Her body went into convulsions.

Cathy laughed and bit the back of Tracy’s neck.

“Love... you... I... Cathy, I love you!”

They collapsed together on the bed.

Cathy nuzzled her neck. “And that’s what it will be like... only it won’t be rubber.”

Tracy laughed. 

Cathy put her arm around her. “I know you’re still frightened, but you’ll see once we get back to Cuba. It’s a different world there. When you’re away from the Church it’s a paradise.”

“Just tell me I’ll be able to sleep there,” Tracy whispered groggily as she slipped the dildo out of herself. “I don’t think I’ve slept more than an hour since I met you.”

Cathy laughed and ran her hand down Tracy’s side. “When you take final Ambrosia, you won’t require as much sleep. You’re still human right now.”

“How would you do it different?” Tracy asked.

“Hmm?”

“How would you transform the world if it were up to you and not the Church?”

“Choice. I would give them ‘choice’. There’s no reason to force people like this. If we showed them what transformation would give them? They would come to us. There wouldn’t be any need for coercion or armies. We could save the world in the gentlest revolution the world has ever known.”

Tracy was silent.

“You’d choose this life now, wouldn’t you?”

Tracy said nothing.

Cathy leaned over top of her.

Tracy was sleeping, her face against the pillow.

Cathy smiled. “It doesn’t have to be frightening or painful. Why can’t they see that, Tracy? Why can’t Hecate see that?” She shook her head. “I’ve been trying to show her that for decades and I’ve accomplished nothing.” She stroked the girl’s hair. “They are not his hand. They are not doing his will. But we will. You’ll see.”

She closed her eyes and drifted off dreaming of her coven and the happy times to come.

Her cell jolted her awake.

Tracy groaned and rolled away.

Cathy took the phone from the bedside table. “Yes?”

“Mistress Cathy? This is Nurse Annette Cortez - I’m one of the transformation techs?”

“What can I help you with, Nurse Annette?”

“I think I can help you, Mistress. You were searching for the woman who attacked Dr. Pain? We found her.”

Cathy bit her lower lip. “Does anyone else know?”

“Just my partner, Mistress. We’ve told no one.”

Cathy smiled at Tracy’s back. There would be time for sleep later.

***

Keith Baker was unconscious, his body jerking occasionally as he watched whatever this magic video was that Caitlyn kept going on about.

The television was on one of the porn channels, but the volume was turned down.

Tanya couldn’t remember anything about the video. All she remembered was the dream as Dr. Pain showed her how to give a proper spanking.

Tanya closed her eyes and tried to wish the images away.

Why did the thought of spanking Caitlyn turn her on so? Caitlyn was beautiful, breathtaking as a matter of fact. But Tanya had never once been attracted to another woman.

There was something about the thought of spanking her, dominating her that was turning Tanya on.

Looking at Keith Baker, she had little doubt of her sexual preference.

He was an Adonis.

Of course, he probably hadn’t been a few hours ago. The Church apparently made people into playthings, and she imagined this man was receiving the same sex doll treatment they were.

She looked at his thick cock. There was a gleaming drop of lube on the very tip, and she had the urge to taste it.

Tanya’s libido had never gotten in her way before but now it was a constant hunger that demanded to be satiated.

She needed to go back to her apartment, lock herself in the bathroom, and masturbate.

Maybe twice.

“All my clothes are gone,” Caitlyn said as she walked out of the bedroom. “Plenty for him, though.”

“Maybe we could wear some of his?” Tanya asked.

“I don’t think they’ll fit.” She held up a black latex g-string. It consisted of a huge black rubber pocket designed to contain his massive cock and balls and a latex band that ran around his waist. 

Then she held up a pair of pants. “They did at least leave him with jeans.”

Tanya took them from her and held them up. The jeans crotch was massive, the seat ridiculously small.

Caitlyn shook her head. “I couldn’t even get my skinny ass in those - and I’d look like I was smuggling a bowling ball between my legs if I did.”

Tanya threw the jeans on the floor. “Goddamn it!”

Caitlyn stared at the man on the couch and twirled a lock of her blonde hair on her finger.

“Would you stop salivating?” Tanya grumbled.

“I can’t help it. I’m horny. Aren’t you? If I fucked him I’d go off like the Fourth of July.”

“Please, just stop talking about sex.”

“Kind of our job now...”

“Goddamn it! No it isn’t. Don’t think like that. We’re going to get out of this, Caitlyn. Just trust me.”

She rolled her eyes. “I do trust you, Tanya. I really, really do... but... I have needs now, you know?” She walked over to where Keith lay on the floor.

“What are you doing?” Tanya hissed.

Caitlyn knelt beside Keith. She stroked his naked right thigh. “I don’t think he’ll mind.”

“But... he’s unconscious...”

“Yeah, how many guys do you know who would be upset to have a girl touch them while they slept?”

“Maybe he’s married?”

“No ring.”

“Well, maybe he’s gay?”

Caitlyn pointed behind her at the television. “He was watching the Amy Lynn show. Trust me, he’s not gay. Gay guys don’t watch Amy Lynn - if they do they don’t stay gay. Didn’t you ever take the Amy Lynn Challenge?”

“That was nothing but bullshit,” Tanya said. It had been all the rage on college campuses a few months ago: if you were a straight girl or a homosexual man, you were supposedly guaranteed to develop an interest in girls if you watched an Amy Lynn video from start to finish. “I watched one of her videos and all I got from it was a headache.”

Caitlyn winked. “I did the challenge, but I already liked girls.”

“Yes, I know, Caitlyn.”

Caitlyn pursed her lips and blew across the head of his cock.

He moaned and jerked his hips.

“Don’t do that!” Tanya whispered. 

But she found herself edging closer.

“I need him, Tanya,” Caitlyn said without taking her eyes off his cock. “And I’m pretty sure he needs me.” She wrapped her small hand around the base of his cock.

“I... I’ll go back to the apartment,” Tanya said but she was staring at Caitlyn’s hand.

“No, don’t. Please? Stay.” She moved her hand gently up the shaft and the thick head swelled even larger. “Join if you like,” Caitlyn whispered. “I promise I won’t touch you.”

“Caitlyn, this is so wrong,” Tanya said as she knelt a few feet away.

“See, Tanya? That’s the thing: it’s not wrong anymore.” She leaned forward and ran her tongue over the head of his cock, tasting him.

Tanya watched Caitlyn’s face. The innocent vapid blonde look was gone. Caitlyn’s expression was pure lust - the facial expression of a talented porn star. She looked confident like a huntress stalking prey.

Caitlyn caught her looking. She smiled. “Sure you’re not bi? Maybe just a little?”

Tanya swallowed.

Caitlyn giggled and leaned forward again, her lips kissing Keith’s swollen cock head.

He moaned in his sleep.

“I love big ones. I know lots of girls say they don’t, but I really do. Don’t you, Tanya?”

Tanya stared at her. She’s playing with me! The little minx was actually playing a fucking game.

Tanya wanted to spank...

She pushed the thought out of her head.

Caitlyn laughed and took several inches of Keith between her red lips. Were her lips plumper than before? What exactly had those nurses done to her? To both of them?

Tanya was uncomfortably aware that she was changing as well as sweet, innocent Caitlyn. A few days ago, would she have dared watch her friend slide her lips down a man’s cock? Would she be sitting a couple of feet away wishing it were her lips sliding farther and farther down his length?

Tanya was breathing through her mouth and her tongue felt too big.

Caitlyn slid her lips off and kissed the tip. “It tastes so good, Tanya.”

“Don’t... do that.”

“Do what?”

“Don’t tease me...”

“Then don’t be teased.” She smirked and tilted the huge cock toward Tanya by the base.

Tanya shook her head slowly.

Caitlyn rolled her eyes. “Fine. Then be teased.” She took her hand away from the base of his cock.

Caitlyn licked her lips. “Look, Tanya: no hands.” She lowered her lips back to the swollen head and took it deep. Sliding down and down.

Tanya watched wide-eyed as the blonde took more and more, her throat swelling from the intrusion.

Caitlyn never took her eyes off Tanya as she displayed her newfound sword swallowing ability.

“God, Caitlyn, how are you doing that?” Tanya whispered, leaning closer.

Caitlyn stopped when she had fully engulfed the massive cock. Her eyes were beginning to water.

Keith was moaning and thrashing.

Tanya was terrified he might grab Caitlyn’s hair and hold her there - if he did, she would have to help her fight him back.

But he did nothing more than thrust his hips.

Caitlyn rose slowly, took a breath, and then plunged down again. The blonde’s throat was now a pussy and Tanya couldn’t imagine what that must feel like for Keith. 

He was arching his back and Caitlyn knew he must have been close.

Caitlyn rose up again and then took her mouth off him. She grabbed the base of his cock and squeezed. “Oh, no you don’t, mister! You cum when I say,” Caitlyn said and giggled.

She crawled on top of him and straddled his cock.

“Jesus, Caitlyn,” Tanya whispered.

Reaching behind, she guided him toward her opening. Again, she kept her eyes locked on Tanya. “I know I can’t take it all. The video said we aren’t complete yet.” She laughed. “But I’m gonna take all of it I can!”

With that, she slid her shaved pussy down his thick length.

“Oh, my God,” Caitlyn moaned. “Oh...”

Tanya reached down between her legs and touched herself - the sight of that mammoth cock sliding into Caitlyn’s snatch was too much. With her narrow hips, it looked like she was trying to masturbate with a fireplug.

“Don’t hurt yourself,” Tanya whispered.

She stopped abruptly with only about half his cock inside her. She gave Tanya a pout. “I really want them to complete my treatments.”

Tanya laughed in spite of herself as she massaged her own engorged clit.

Caitlyn began a slow grind, rotating her hips and adding thrusts.

Keith matched her every move.

“He’s... really good... Tanya,” Caitlyn squeaked in her high pitched voice. “I’m gonna...”

Caitlyn shrieked as her body went rigid.

Keith continued to fuck her from below.

“S... Stop... I... too much!” Caitlyn whispered. She pulled free.

Keith continued to thrust and moan in his sleep.

Tanya stroked her honey blonde hair. “Are you okay?”

Caitlyn giggled. “Yeah... oh, my God! That was the strongest one ever!”

Tanya laughed. “Okay, we have to go...”

Caitlyn shook her head. “Your turn.”

“What? No!”

Caitlyn gave her a sly look. “You really gonna leave him in that state?” She pointed to where Keith moaned and thrashed on the floor.

“I... I can’t do that!”

Caitlyn hopped to her feet and grabbed Tanya’s hands. “Sure ya can! It’s easy!” She yanked Tanya to her feet and shoved her toward Keith.

Tanya didn’t protest as Caitlyn slipped the makeshift toga off her shoulder and tossed it aside.

“I don’t even know this guy!” Tanya said - but she was staring down at him, looking at the thick cock still drenched in Caitlyn’s lube.

“He’s one of us - that’s all you need to know,” Caitlyn said as she put her hands on Tanya’s shoulders and pushed her down to squat over Keith’s dick.

“One of us? What do you mean?”

Caitlyn knelt and grabbed the base of Keith’s cock. “One of us. Transformed - well, almost transformed. Whore Caste. We all love each other - you really should have paid attention during the video.”

“But...” 

And then she felt Caitlyn rubbing the head of Keith’s cock up and down her wet slit.

“Oh, fuck!” Tanya moaned. It felt so good! It always felt good, but this was beyond anything she ever...

Keith jerked his hips up and his cock invaded her depths.

She was riding him cowgirl style.

“Motherfucker!” Never. She’d never had anything that big inside her.

“Cool, huh?”

She could feel Caitlyn’s fingers stroking and probing where Keith’s cock stretched her pussy.

“D... Don’t...”

“It’s okay, Tanya. It’s not like I’m licking or kissing you. I’m just touching. Just fingers. See? Doesn’t make you bi or anything,” Caitlyn whispered. Her fingers moved around to the front and before Tanya could say anything, the girl’s slim fingers found Tanya’s clit.

“Jesus... Oh, no!”

Caitlyn giggled. “You gonna fuck him or what?”

Tanya began to rise and fall slowly, stopping only when he was pressing against her cervix.

Her cervix! Condom! “I... are there any condoms?”

“Condoms? We don’t need no stinking condoms,” Caitlyn laughed.

“But... this isn’t safe,” she said as she quickened her pace despite her worries.

“Don’t be silly. We’re immune to all diseases now and we can’t get pregnant. We’re sex toys.”

“W... What?”

Caitlyn shifted her fingers and rubbed Tanya’s clit harder. “Just shut up and fuck. We got this.”

Tanya closed her eyes, unable and now completely unwilling to stop riding him.

“Ooo, he’s close. His balls are pulling up tight,” Caitlyn said. Her fingers moved like lightning over Tanya’s clit.

Tanya exploded - there was no other way to describe it. There was no slow buildup. Instead, it felt like a bomb went off between her legs and she came so hard her teeth clenched. “Fuck, fuck, fuck!” She screamed through gritted teeth.

Keith stopped in mid-stroke, and she felt him pumping deep inside her.

How long had it been since she let a man cum inside her?

Even before the orgasm faded, Tanya was having post-cum anxiety. She pulled free and lay down on her side.

Cum still dribbled from Keith’s slowly deflating cock.

Caitlyn smiled and began licking him clean. A few seconds later he was wet and shiny without a trace of cum.

“God, I can’t believe I let him...”

Caitlyn rolled her onto her back and kissed her hard, pushing a mouthful of cum across Tanya’s tongue.

She swallowed on reflex.

Then she shoved Caitlyn away. “Why did you do that!”

Caitlyn landed on her ass on the floor. She rubbed cum off her lips. “I thought it would be sexy,” she whined.

“Goddamn it, Caitlyn! I told you I’m not bi. The fuck do you think you’re doing?”

Caitlyn’s lower lip trembled, and her big eyes filled with tears. “I’m sorry, Tanya! I just thought... I thought it would be sexy if I...”

The sex kitten look was gone and now she was just sweet, innocent Caitlyn.

And Tanya felt like shit because she had yelled at her. “It’s... we have to have boundaries, Caitlyn.”

Caitlyn began to sob. “I’m sorry, Tanya. Please don’t be mad at me. I got carried away. Don’t make me leave, Tanya! I’m so sorry!”

The girl collapsed on the floor.

Tanya sighed. “Goddamn it,” she said under her breath. Then she knelt over the crying girl. She rubbed her heaving shoulders. “No. No, I’m sorry, Caitlyn. I’m sorry. You didn’t do anything wrong. It’s okay. Shh now... it’s okay.”

Caitlyn flung herself around Tanya’s neck. “I won’t kiss you again. I swear I won’t.”

“It’s okay,” Tanya whispered as she rocked her gently. “I just got upset. I’m really confused right now, that’s all. I can’t understand all these new emotions I’m feeling.”

“I know,” Caitlyn whispered. “Neither can I. It’s like I lose control whenever I start fooling around. But I’ll respect your boundaries from now on, Tanya. I promise!”

Tanya leaned back and smiled at her. “Well, you are an excellent kisser.”

Caitlyn broke into giggles. “Am I?”

Tanya could see the lust coming back into her eyes. She put her finger against Caitlyn’s lips. “Yes, you are.” Then she tapped her lips. “But I don’t swing that way.”

“Yes, Tanya,” Caitlyn said.

“And if you do that again? You’ll be in deep trouble.” With her other hand, Tanya swatted Caitlyn’s bare ass.

Caitlyn smiled.

It felt like a switch had been thrown in Tanya’s mind. The feel of her hand against Caitlyn’s warm buttock. The way it quivered in her hand when she struck. The look on Caitlyn’s face: love, acceptance, and a tinge of lust.

And she wanted more than anything to spank her again.

Tanya shook her head. “I’m... sorry. I guess I got carried away too.”

Caitlyn smiled. “That’s okay. I like it when you get carried away.”

***

A few minutes later, Tanya and Caitlyn laughed as they crossed the hall to Tanya’s apartment. Tanya had put her toga back on.

“Admit it! His cum was yummy,” Caitlyn giggled.

“I always used to spit before,” Tanya said.

“I was always a swallower.”

“Somehow that doesn’t surprise me,” Tanya laughed.

“I can’t help it - I’m a pleaser.”

The door to the apartment was open.

“Shit,” Tanya whispered.

“You closed and locked it, right?” Caitlyn whispered.

“Yeah. Get behind me.”

Caitlyn snuggled tight against her back. “You don’t have to tell me twice.”

Tanya nudged the door open with her foot.

Then she stepped inside.

There was a blonde with huge boobs wearing a small, tight Catholic school girl outfit sitting on the couch reading a magazine.

An immensely tall brunette dressed in white latex boots, pants and halter top was standing at the living room window looking out at the street.

“Hello, girls,” the brunette said as she turned toward them.

Tanya stared. “Who the fuck are...”

“Cum Slut Cathy!” Caitlyn shrieked as she ran around Tanya and straight into the tall woman’s arms.

“She knows you?” The blonde on the couch asked.

“From the training videos. I did all of them,” Cathy said as she cuddled Caitlyn. “And who do we have here?” She focused her gaze on Caitlyn. “Caitlyn Cassandra Collins.”

“Wow!” Caitlyn whispered as she turned to look at Tanya. “Cum Slut Cathy knows my name.”

Cathy fluffed Caitlyn’s hair. “Well, actually I read your mind. I can still do that until you take final Ambrosia.” She looked at Tanya. “I can’t read you at all, though. And that is a problem.”

***

Caitlyn sat on the couch with Tracy and giggled. Tracy was decidedly bi and loved flirting with her.

Tanya paced back and forth in front of the window. “So, they’ll just kill me?!”

Cathy leaned on the back of the couch. “It might as well be death. The Church will lobotomize you and desex you, then they’ll use you as slave labor.”

“Jesus... Jesus, I am so fucked.”

Cathy shook her head. “Only if they catch you. The Red Zone is a big place. As long as you don’t do anything to draw attention to yourself, the odds are in your favor.”

“Yeah, sure, don’t draw attention to myself in this latex shit?”

“The latex ‘shit’ as you call it won’t draw attention from the Church. The bedsheet you’ve made into a toga, on the other hand, will get you lobotomized.”

Tanya exhaled slowly.

Cathy walked over to Tanya and looked down at her. She gently lifted the toga off her shoulder.

Tanya crossed her arms over her overinflated funbags.

Cathy took her wrists gently and pushed them down. “It’s not fair. None of it is, I know. Tanya, you’re an extremely beautiful woman. You have nothing to be ashamed of and there’s nothing you need to hide. The world is different now, but it doesn’t have to be a bad place.”

Tanya nodded toward Tracy. “She’s immune as well?”

Cathy nodded. “Yes. I found her the first night. She’s safe because I made her into my plaything and claimed her - well, she’s safe for the most part.” She squeezed Tanya’s hand and smiled. “I would do the same for you if I could. But if I take another lover, the Church will suspect something, and I would end up endangering Tracy and you... myself as well.”

“No offense, but I wouldn’t want to be anyone’s plaything, Cum Slut Cathy.”

“None taken. We’re a lot alike, you and me. I didn’t think I wanted to be anyone’s plaything either.”

Tanya looked up at her. “Are you saying you are someone’s plaything now?”

Cathy nodded. “I have two very demanding lovers: a quite possibly psychopathic mother superior and my transformed husband.”

Tanya looked horrified.

Cathy caught the expression and laughed. “Oh, don’t worry. I have ways of keeping them both in line. And to be honest? I’m madly in love with them both.”

Tanya shook her head.

“No, I’m not crazy. It’s not ‘Stockholm Syndrome’ or anything like that: I honestly love them both - my whole coven as well, including Tracy. If you accept this ‘new normal’? It’s kind of paradise.”

Tanya sighed. “Do you know of any way I can escape from this place? I don’t belong here.”

Cathy shrugged. “Legally you’re now a subject of the theocracy. You have very few rights. They will do everything in their power to keep you. Beyond the Red Zone? Your former country wants to forget you. The transformed terrify them and they will see you as an enemy of the state. Disobey the Church and they will lobotomize you. Escape to the US? They’ll lock you away at the very least - dissect you to figure out how you work at the worst.”

Tanya threw her hands in the air. “Jesus! Then what the fuck am I supposed to do, Cathy? Just hide for the rest of my life?”

“No. Embrace it. Embrace this new world. Make it your own, Tanya. Your libido is through the roof - accept it, enjoy it. Adapt to the changes and live.”

Tanya laughed. “I... can’t do that. Just because you tell me I’m Whore Caste or whatever, I don’t feel this ‘belonging’ all of you rave about. I can’t see myself just fucking anyone that looks at me twice.”

Cathy nodded. “No. Not yet. Normals like Caitlyn have it easier. We can push gently into her mind and take away all her shame, guilt, inhibitions - I can’t do that for you, Tanya. I can’t make it easy. I’m sorry.”

“I will never be able to accept this!”

Cathy smiled and looked lower. “Says the girl with cum dripping down the inside of her thigh.”

Tanya looked down as a drop of white semen snaked its way down her toned thigh. “Christ.”

“Listen. The only danger you are in comes from Mother Superiors and Bishops of the Church of Morpheus - other than White Witches and a few Whore Masters, no one else can easily tell you are immune.”

“Dr. Pain could tell...”

“Yes, because you were human then and you didn’t bend to her pheromones. You are now partially transformed - pheromones won’t work on you. The only mind control that would work on you would be from true telepaths. Now, I personally guarantee that no White Witch or Whore Master would turn you in - we don’t agree with the Church on lobotomies - it doesn’t mean they would help you, but they definitely won’t turn you in to the Church. That leaves the Bishops and Mother Superiors. If one looks at you, look at the floor. Tremble. Try to look terrified.”

“Yeah, that won’t be hard, lady. I’m scared shitless.”

Cathy smiled. “If they look at you and say the word ‘pain’? Fall to the ground. Roll into a fetal position and clutch your stomach - scream, cry as if you were in agony.”

“Because if I weren’t immune, I would be in agony, wouldn’t I?”

“Yes.”

Tanya hissed. “Those sadistic fucks.”

“Just lay there and cry until they leave - they won’t kill you. Whores are too valuable.”

“What if I don’t see them or I don’t hear them say ‘pain’?”

Cathy stroked her red hair. “Then, my darling? Run for your life.”

Tracy and Caitlyn giggled louder on the couch.

Caitlyn looked over her shoulder and smiled sweetly at Tanya.

Tanya smiled weakly back.

“She loves you, you know?” Cathy whispered.

“No, she doesn’t...”

“You forget, I can see inside her mind. She’s head over heels for you.”

“She’ll have to get over that. I’m not bi.”

Cathy laughed. “Humans. You always want to label everything - even yourselves. But perhaps you’re right. Normally, a street whore is offered to a Whoremaster. I suppose I can find one to take her into his coven - she is lovely.”

“What?! No! You’re not taking Caitlyn anywhere!”

Cathy smiled knowingly. “Why? You don’t love her, do you?”

“Don’t... fucking twist things, witch. I’m not in love with her but...”

“But you do love her?” Cathy asked.

Tanya sighed. “Yeah... I guess I do.”

“Welcome to Whore Caste, Mistress Tanya. You’re in a coven of two.”

Tanya shook her head. “Anything else I need to know? I mean, I can’t remember the fucking video.”

“Oh, that wouldn’t work on you. We hypnotize the subjects and open their minds. They can then absorb the video at high speed - days’ worth of programming in just a few hours. But, to you? It would have just been a garbled mess.”

Tanya bit her lower lip. “I... I did have a strange dream.”

“Tell me.”

Tanya laughed. “Dr. Pain. I dreamed Dr. Pain was... teaching me.”

“How to be a dominatrix?” Cathy asked. She ran her fingers through Tanya’s hair.

Tanya nodded. For some reason, Tanya felt comfortable with Cathy’s attentions. 

Cathy smiled. “It’s okay, Tanya. You don’t have to be embarrassed.”

Tanya shook her head. “I... did things to Caitlyn in my dream.”

Cathy raised an eyebrow. “Like?”

“I... spanked her. It... it really turned me on.” She looked into Cathy’s eyes. “Is it possible the mind control is affecting me a little? Are you people perverting me?”

Cathy laughed. “Oh, darling. You’re not a pervert. BDSM isn’t some immoral sin. But, to answer your question? No. My guess is seeing Dr. Pain in action kindled something inside you.” She stared intently at Caitlyn. “Ahh, I see you’ve already spanked your little friend.”

“I almost orgasmed. The way it felt when I spanked her was amazing.”

Cathy nodded. “She liked it.”

“Did she? Really?”

“Tanya, Caitlyn was falling in love with you before the treatment. You are quickly becoming her entire world. She wants to please you. She wants to belong to you. Yes, she enjoyed it. She wants to explore with you. All you have to do is open yourself up to the possibilities.”

***

Keith Baker stretched and pulled the goggles off his eyes.

He stared straight up at the ceiling. “Keith Baker. Whore Caste. Designation: Junior Whore Master.” He squeezed his eyes shut and shook his head.

What the fuck did I just say? Was I talking in my sleep?

He was lying flat of his back on the living room floor.

And he was sticky. He could feel dried cum all over his stomach.

“Jesus, I feel hung over.”

He looked down.

“Fuck! Fuck, fuck fuck! Oh, God, that’s somebody else’s dick! I have somebody else’s dick!”

A tower of veiny flesh rose up from his groin.  He stared at it in disbelief. 

“Cancer. It must be fucking cancer. Your dick doesn’t grow overnight.” He reached down and wrapped his fingers around the base.

A woman’s voice echoed in his head: ...you are fourteen inches in length, at the extreme high end for a junior Whore Master - be thankful to those that transformed you.

He gasped. Cum Slut Cathy - it was her voice in his head. Of course, it was. He remembered everything he learned in the video...

He sat up.

His arms moved ‘funny’. 

“Fuck,” he whispered as he stared at the massive right bicep. 

Not only did he have someone else’s dick, he had someone else’s arms.

...your arms, your cock. Body dysmorphia is common upon waking from transformation. This is your body. You are the one inside it.

He rose onto his haunches and stood up. He was longer, taller, his body more muscular. He had the grace of an athlete.

...this is the first step toward your final destination: Whore Master.

The television had been muted. Onscreen, Amy Lynn was the focus of another gangbang. He looked away quickly from her luminous blue eyes.

Hypno-eyes, he thought. The television had started his transformation. He glanced back at the screen. Amy Lynn was being double-penetrated and staring at the camera with those blue eyes.

But other than enjoying the view of Amy Lynn being fucked? He felt nothing.

“I’m not susceptible anymore,” he whispered.

He looked around the room.

His clothes were gone.

In their place, he found a pair of jeans with a ridiculously huge fly area closed by Velcro.

He looked at the pants and then down at his thick erection. “Shit... they’re the right size.” He pulled them on and, with effort, managed to stuff in his new cock and balls.

He looked like he was smuggling two grapefruits and an eggplant in his pants.

As a junior Whore Master, you are allowed to cover your genitals so long as their size is always apparent.

He cupped his package. “Yeah, that’s pretty fucking apparent.”

There was a piece of paper on the door that hadn’t been there. It was a notice from the Church of Morpheus telling him his duties.

Handwritten in the corner was something else:

Dear Keith,

You don’t know me but me and my friend, Tanya, had sex with you while you were asleep. I hope you are okay with that. You were really, really good.

Anyway, we live across the hall, and you should totes come over for dinner when you wake up. Only you should probably take a shower first because we got you all sticky.

XOXOXO Caitlyn Cassandra Collins

P.S. Tanya’s a little uptight so wear your pants.

Keith laughed and read the note again.

Then he went and took a shower.

***

The Interstate just West of Ithaca, NY

6:30 PM

Evie looked out the window as the upstate New York countryside swept by. She had slept for a while after having sex with the two Church agents who rode with her in the backseat.

They were amazing physical specimens and very skilled, but they treated Evie as if they were in awe of her. Whore Caste could only ever be completely happy and at ease with other Whore Caste.

These men treated her like Mary Magdalene - the divine whore, the holy prostitute. 

She preferred the rough hands of the lovers she’d had in Kansas who didn’t know anything about Morpheus, much less the fact she had been there at the beginning.

“Stallion’s is ahead on the left, Mistress. You’re sure we can’t take you there first?” One of the agents said.

“No. Take me downtown,” she said. She looked up the hill at the garish neon sign that announced Stallion’s Adult Video. Camouflage for what lay within and most importantly under.

She was there and Evie’s heart ached to see her. She teared up. Being one of Eric’s coven was not an easy task. There were sacrifices, some too horrible to even imagine. Evie put her hand on the glass. “Soon, I promise.”

The limo passed the exit and continued on.

They turned off on the Ithaca Downtown exit. Green countryside became suburbs and then urban decay. She smiled as she passed the bus terminal where Adam would arrive in a few hours to begin his college adventure.

Then the limo pulled up in front of an old hotel. Homeless people stumbled past. The agents rushed out and held the door for her as she stepped out on the sidewalk.

The street smelled like infrequent garbage pick-up and urine.

“Holy fuck, got them some new whores!” A voice said.

A homeless man wearing a tattered sweater was leaning against the side of the building.

The Church agents spun around, their hands going for their shoulder holsters.

“No!” Evie said. “Stand down.”

“Mistress Price?” A voice asked.

A mountain of a man was looking down at her from the hotel entrance. His Whore Master body was squeezed into jeans and a white shirt. His black hair was cut in a severe crew cut but his eyes were kind.

“Damn, how much for the redhead?” The bum asked.

“Beat it,” the Whore Master said. He turned back to Evie. “My name is Bull Drummond, Mistress Price. I run the brothel.”

The bum stumbled away down the sidewalk and the Church agents relaxed.

“Evie Price. Not Mistress or... anything else.” She held out her hand and Bull took it in his bear paw of a hand.

“You’re welcome here but I’m afraid your entourage is not,” Bull said as he glared at the agents.

One of the agents looked at Evie. “Mistress, our orders are to accompany you at all times.”

Bull shook his head. “Not in this brothel, you’re not. Mistress Marapova has been very specific with you people: This is a Whore Caste installation. Come through this door and you leave in bags.”

Evie turned to the agents and smiled. “I have two Whore Masters and a White Witch to protect me in this building. I think I’m in good hands, agents.”

“We’ll be right outside,” the agent said.

“No, you won’t,” Bull said. “You’re attracting attention to the brothel and blocking our customers. There’s a truck stop outside of town. It has a motel. You can stay there - but you better pray Mistress Marapova doesn’t find out you’re in Ithaca or there will be hell to pay.”

The agents looked at Evie.

“I’ll be fine. Go to the motel and wait.” She glanced up at Bull. “And if anyone harasses you at the motel, you tell them you’re there because I sent you. Understood?”

The lead agent sighed and nodded. “Yes, Mistress.”

Bull smiled and led her into the hotel.

The inside didn’t match the outside. Everything within was clean and modern.

“How many whores?” Evie asked.

“Twenty, Mistress. Evie. Sorry.”

Evie squeezed his hand. “It’s okay. You have a transformation station as well.”

“Yes, we average about thirty per month. Most shipped back to Havana but a few stay in the area. MILF Whores for the most part - almost all the Street Whores get on the boat. If you’d like the tour, our Dominatrix is having a group session with a couple of state senators upstairs?”

Evie smiled and shook her head. “Tempting... I’ve spent the better part of the last two decades on a farm in Kansas. Not many orgies.”

Bull laughed.

“I was actually hoping you could take me to Allen?”

“Allen?”

Evie laughed. “Dr. Allen Everett Thompson, your surgeon.”

***

Evie stood outside the door marked ‘Surgery - Dr. Everett Thompson’.

The door was ten feet tall and wide. She turned the handle and stepped inside.

The lights were dimmed.

In the shadows, a massive figure in a white lab coat leaned over the body of a naked woman. The man wore a headband with a flashlight attached. “I’ll be right with you.” The voice was low and booming.

“Allen?”

He rose slowly from his crouch.

That’s when Evie noticed the ceiling in the room had been raised to more than twelve feet.

He reached up with his massive hand and turned off the flashlight. “Don’t look at me.”

“Allen, it’s me. It’s Evie.”

“Please don’t look at me, Evie.”

“Why are you going by your middle name?”

“You shouldn’t be here.”

She walked up beside him, staring up at the ceiling at his bald head.

She put her hand in his. She could barely grasp his index finger. “Why would you tell me I shouldn’t be here?”

“You know why... God, please don’t look at me.”

Evie smiled. “You’re not a monster, Allen.”

He looked down at her, the huge face held an expression like a lost child.

Dr. Thompson sat down on the floor.

Evie took off her heels and stepped onto his leg. She wrapped her arms around his huge neck and sobbed. “He’s gone, Allen. My boy is gone.”

Dr. Thompson wrapped his great arms around Evie being careful not to hurt her.

***

Tanya Manetti’s Apartment

7:30 PM

Tanya stood in the bathroom and stared at the tub. It had been her refuge but now she knew a tub full of water was a tub full of Church of Morpheus sex drugs.

Would it still affect her?

She’d had no choice but to take a quick shower after being with Keith, but she wasn’t brave enough to soak in kinky chemicals.

Cum Slut Cathy and Tracy had left a half hour before.

Tanya still wasn’t sure if Cathy was a friend or foe. However, since she still had her brain intact? She was leaning toward friend. 

Tanya heard the knock on the front door as she started to leave the bathroom in her black latex bondage outfit.

“I’ll get it!” Caitlyn yelled.

Tanya rushed out into the hallway. “Caitlyn! Wait, you don’t know who...”

“Sure I do.” Caitlyn said as she opened the door.

Keith Baker stood shirtless in the doorway wearing the jeans Tanya had found in the apartment and high top sneakers.

Caitlyn looked at his chest and smiled. “Hi.” Her voice was playful and sweet.

“Hi,” Keith said. He looked at her standing in her pink, topless and crotchless bodysuit. “I’m Keith.”

Caitlyn giggled. “I know.” She twirled a lock of her hair on her finger. “I’m Caitlyn.”

Tanya stepped behind the couch obstructing Keith’s view of her bare pussy in the crotchless outfit and crossed her arms over her bare breasts. “I’m Tanya. What do you want?”

Caitlyn looked at her and frowned. “What my rude friend means to say is welcome to our apartment.” She motioned him inside.

Tanya looked horrified. “Caitlyn!”

Caitlyn took his hand and led him inside. “I invited Keith to dinner.”

“I... can come back some other time if you want.”

“Yes,” Tanya said.

“No! I made casserole. There’s too much for two people to eat.” Caitlyn led Keith over to the couch. “Make yourself comfortable. Would you like wine? A beer?”

“Uh... just water will be fine.”

“You really shouldn’t drink the water,” Tanya said. “Trust me.”

“The water won’t affect us anymore,” Caitlyn and Keith said at the same time. They looked at each other and smiled.

Tanya rolled her eyes. “The video again?”

Caitlyn smiled. “Yes.” She looked down at Keith. “She can’t remember the video.”

“Oh.”

Caitlyn took Tanya’s hand and tried to pry her arm away from her boobs.

Tanya looked terrified and snatched her hand back.

“Tanya, why don’t you sit with Keith and keep him company while I get him a refreshment.”

“Why?” Tanya growled.

“Because it’s polite,” Caitlyn said through gritted teeth. “Or you can walk into the kitchen and get it while I keep him company.”

Tanya thought about what would mortify her more: having Keith look at her when she was seated or know he was watching her bare ass as she walked into the kitchen.

She walked sideways around the couch and sat on the opposite end from Keith, her arms still over her breasts.

“There. All cozy,” Caitlyn said. She turned to walk into the kitchen, flashing her narrow ass. She looked over her shoulder at them. “Now don’t you two do anything I wouldn’t do.”

Keith was watching her ass as she walked away.

Tanya glared at him. “Might want to close your mouth before your tongue hits the floor.”

He glanced away. “Caitlyn was right.”

“About?”

“You are uptight.”

“She said I was uptight? When?”

“On the note she left inviting me to dinner. You know, this isn’t a picnic for me either.”

Tanya grinned. “Yeah, you’ve got it rough sitting here wearing clothes that actually cover your private parts and watching girls who can’t.”

He shook his head. “Oh, it’s great walking around looking like you just stole a salami from the butcher shop.”

Tanya laughed despite herself. “Why do you get to wear things that aren’t crotchless and we don’t?”

“I think it’s because if men get cold they shrink and they want us to look big all the time.”

Tanya looked at his muscular chest. “They didn’t leave you any shirts?”

He looked away. “No, they did. T-shirts.”

“But you decided against one?”

“They’re all... latex.”

Tanya snickered. “Eww.”

“The ‘eww’ factor isn’t the problem. They... feel really good. That’s the problem.” He looked down at his crotch. “The latex really does it for me. It didn’t before... you know... the transformation.”

“Oh,” Tanya said. Of course, if he got turned on in those pants he would...

Tanya shook her head. “This is ridiculous.” She put her arms down to her sides exposing her huge breasts. “They’re boobs. It’s not like you haven’t seen them before.”

“Yeah, the note said we were... together.”

“Yes.” She was starting to blush.

“You shouldn’t be ashamed. Our hormones are all out of whack. Right after you’re transformed, you don’t have much control.”

“Which you know from the video, right?”

“Yeah,” Keith said.

He was trying to be nice and that was just making Tanya feel worse.

Caitlyn came in with a glass of ice water complete with a slice of lemon. She handed it to him and sat down between them. “What’d I miss?” She looked at Tanya. “Good for you uncovering like that. See? There’s nothing wrong with being naked.”

Caitlyn took both of their hands. “You should have seen her cum, Keith. When you were inside her? She came so hard I thought she would pop a blood vessel.”

Tanya stood up quickly. “Are we eating? You said casserole. Let’s go eat.”

***

The best thing about eating dinner was that, though Tanya’s breasts were on display, below the waist she was hidden by the table.

Caitlyn was flirting unashamedly with Keith from the moment they sat down. 

Keith, on the other hand, was charming to them both.

He wasn’t what Tanya expected. She was used to macho types who would have thought they were God’s gift to women if they were having dinner with two girls they had been in a threesome with a few hours before.

Keith told them the story about coming to New York with his friend who had succumbed to the viruses, about hiding in the warehouse, and about fighting with the Church agent.

“You actually had his gun?!” Tanya asked.

“Yeah, but when I woke up it was gone.”

“I’ll bet the nurses took it,” Caitlyn said.

“It was just loaded with knock out darts anyway,” Keith said.

“Still, it would have been better than nothing,” Tanya said. “We need some way to fight our way out of here...”

Keith looked at Caitlyn.

Caitlyn shook her head and looked at the floor.

“What?” Tanya said.

“Tanya, we can’t leave,” Keith said. “The people outside these walls will hurt us and if we defy the Church? The Church will hurt us.”

Tanya looked from Caitlyn to Keith and back. “I will not live my life as a slave!”

“It’s not like that, Tanya,” Caitlyn said. “Didn’t you listen to anything Cathy said?”

Keith frowned. “I thought you said Tanya couldn’t remember the video?”

“Oh, Cum Slut Cathy was here,” Caitlyn said.

Keith smiled. “She was here? And you’re just now telling me?”

Caitlyn smiled and nodded.

“So what if she was here?” Tanya asked.

Keith looked at her like she had a third eye. “So what? Mistress Cathy is a White Witch.”

“That’s like being a movie star and a princess,” Caitlyn said. “You know she spent all her time talking to Tanya about her being immune.” Caitlyn pouted. “And Tanya doesn’t even care.”

Keith stared at Tanya. “Wait... you’re an immune?”

“Nice, Caitlyn,” Tanya grumbled.

“I’m sorry,” Caitlyn whispered.

“You can’t tell anybody,” Keith said. “It’s really dangerous.”

“I know,” Tanya said.

Keith nodded. “That explains why you’re not...”

“Slutty?” 

“I was going to say, ‘like us’.”

“Like I said: slutty,” she said and got up, not really caring if he was staring at her or not.

“Where are you going?” Caitlyn asked.

“To bed.”

Caitlyn looked at Keith and frowned. “Hang on. I’ll come with.”

“No. I’m sleeping alone tonight.” She walked to her bedroom and went inside. Then she closed the door.

Keith gave Caitlyn a weak smile. “You okay?”

Caitlyn shrugged. “Things would be so much better if she hadn’t been immune.”

Keith leaned over the table and took her hand. “She’ll come around.”

“It doesn’t matter. She doesn’t like girls. Even if she understood we’re all supposed to love each other? She still wouldn’t want...”

“You don’t know that. Give her time. Immune or not? She has our sex drive, and I can tell she really cares about you.”

“You think so?” She smiled.

He nodded. “Yes.” He reached up and touched her light blonde hair. “You’re pretty irresistible.”

Caitlyn looked toward Tanya’s door. “Do you know how hard it has been having to behave myself around her?”

“Come over here,” he said.

Caitlyn smiled and got out of her seat. She walked around the table as Keith scooted his chair back. 

She sat down on his lap, and he held her tight.

“This is the most wonderful thing ever,” she whispered as she snuggled against him.

“The hug?”

She laughed. “No, silly. The transformation. The programming. If she only understood...”

“I know.” He kissed her and she melted into his arms. He stroked her side with his hand.

She stood up.

“Where are you going?”

“The other bedroom - it was scary before. I don’t think it will be scary now.”

He smiled and followed her as she walked through the living room in her pink catsuit with the matching pink heels.

She looked over her shoulder. “Don’t look at my butt.”

“What?!”

She rolled her eyes. “They gave me these rockin’ boobs but didn’t give me anymore butt than I had. It’s too skinny.”

He caught her and turned her around. “Hey.” He tapped her nose with his finger. “You are perfect. Your butt was perfect just the way it was before, and I’ll bet your breasts were perfect when they were smaller just like they’re perfect now when they’re bigger.”

She smiled from ear to ear. “I kind of wish I had stayed in my apartment when you broke in.”

He grinned. “I’m going to confess something: I masturbated with your panties.”

“How many?”

“All of them. I couldn’t help myself.”

She shrugged. “That’s okay. I can’t wear them anymore anyway.”

He laughed. “Yeah, I’m pretty sure the nurses took them.”

“You’re a little pervy. But you’re nice. Like me!”

He took her hand and they walked into the bedroom.

***

Tanya stood in her bedroom and looked out at the street. The chaos of the last few days had come to an end.

Gone were the gangs of bimbo flu infected and the predatory futanari. In their place were people dressed like Tanya, Caitlyn, and Keith.

The street below looked like a fetish convention.

Newly created prostitutes walked the streets in skyscraper heels, their charms on display, welcoming smiles on their faces.

Tanya touched the glass. Who had these people been yesterday? Baristas? Office workers?

A man walked up to a towering bimbo in red latex. She smiled and dropped to her knees. She pulled the man’s cock out of his pants and began sucking him off right there on the corner.

His cock was huge like Keith’s.

Tanya’s hand slid down her taught tummy and touched her clit.

There was a crowd forming on the street and a man looked up at her.

He smiled when he saw her touching herself in the window. Then he unzipped and began stroking himself as he watched her.

Tanya gasped. Was she an exhibitionist now in addition to a sex addict?

She looked at the windows of the apartments across the street.

Men, women, couples in every combination were doing the same thing she was: masturbating in their windows. Fucking for all of Manhattan to see.

She pressed her forehead against the glass and closed her eyes. Her juices dripped down her thighs as she took part in this new communal dance.

She opened her eyes when a black SUV pulled up across the street.

A Church agent got out and opened the back door.

A long shapely leg appeared wearing a white set of ‘come fuck me pumps’.

Lexi stepped out in a hazardously short latex skirt. It was an animal print, a black and white zebra striped cylinder that barely covered her muscular hips.

Her long thick cock dangled between her thighs.

A zebra striped latex bra completed the outfit.

She was a fetishist’s dream.

Until you saw her face. Her eyes were red and swollen, her cheeks shiny with fresh tears though her makeup was flawless with dark winged eyeliner and ruby red lips.

The agent put his hand on her arm. He was saying something, and, from his expression, he was trying to soothe her.

She kept her eyes lowered as he spoke. At one point he reached up and brushed away her tears. He nodded at the still open SUV door.

Lexi looked at the door. Then she shook her head and walked away, walking past the street whore servicing her john, past male prostitutes who looked at her and smiled, past a middle aged woman in a camisole who clearly propositioned her.

She stopped briefly on the steps to the apartment building and opened her tiny purse. She pulled out her key and unlocked the door.

Then she disappeared inside.

In all Tanya’s life, she didn’t think she had ever seen a human being who looked more alone.

Tanya turned away from the window. She needed to cum, and it infuriated her. She was a slave to this new body.

She went to her door and opened it a crack.

The living room and kitchen were empty. She wanted to drink some water and she hoped there was a bottle in the refrigerator.

Tanya walked into the hallway and heard soft moans.

She paused outside the door of the second bedroom.

The moans were coming from inside, beyond the open door.

She felt flushed. Tanya wanted to look but, at the same time, she was terrified. She bit her lip and looked through the open bedroom door.

The bedside lamp was on.

Keith lay on his back on the comforter.

Caitlyn was lying on top of his muscular body, her legs were spread, and his thick cock slid gently in and out of her stretched pussy.

He had one hand on her slim left hip, his fingers probing at her anus as he fucked her pussy.

His other hand was tangled in her soft blonde hair as they kissed.

She felt guilty looking at them, but she couldn’t look away. It was the most beautiful thing she had ever seen.

Caitlyn was rotating her hips, the muscles in her back moving sinuously beneath the pink latex.

She was moaning into his mouth and then she screamed, her legs shaking as she ground back against him hard.

He pulled her hair, forcing her head back as she moaned and smiled.

Tanya fingered herself as she watched. She couldn’t control it.

“Cum in me,” Caitlyn whispered. “The way you came in her. I want to feel it.” Her hips moved hard then, grinding against him.

She rose up, riding his cock, unable to take it all but forcing her body to accept as much as she could.

Tanya rubbed harder.

Caitlyn raised her hands to her light blonde hair and ran her fingers through it, then she dropped them to her big, full breasts.

Below her, Keith watched in a mixture of awe and love. He reached up and took her breasts in his big hands making her laugh and grind even harder.

“Aw, fuck!” Keith groaned.

Tanya watched his thick cock throb as he filled her. She was rubbing herself hard now, closing her eyes.

When she opened her eyes, Caitlyn was smiling at her, Keith’s softening cock still inside her. 

Caitlyn held out her hand toward Tanya.

Tanya shrank back into the hall.

“Tanya? Don’t be afraid. There’s nothing to be ashamed of,” Caitlyn said gently.

Tanya pulled her hand away from her clit.

“Just come in here with us,” Caitlyn said.

“No, I... I can’t.”

Caitlyn smiled. “Yes, you can. Just for tonight. Tomorrow we won’t even talk about it. It’ll be our secret.”

“Caitlyn, stop.”

Caitlyn rose off him, his cock sliding out of her. His cum dripping from her pussy onto his leg. “Don’t be afraid. It’s not wrong.” She held out her hand as she walked to the door. “He’ll be hard again in just a couple of minutes. It’s from what they do to us. Keith can go all night. And so can we, Tanya.”

“I’m not... I’m not like you.”

Caitlyn’s fingers touched hers and she held Tanya’s hand. “You didn’t get your programming - but it doesn’t really matter. Your body knows what it needs. Same as mine. Same as Keith’s. It’s natural now, Tanya.” She led Tanya into the bedroom.

Keith rolled onto his side and smiled at her. “We need to tell her,” he said.

“I’m... not sure,” Caitlyn said.

“Tell me what?”

Caitlyn smiled at her. “You can’t feel it because you’re immune, but we can. We love you, Tanya.”

Keith nodded. “As soon as I walked in the door. I felt it instantly.”

“Me too,” Caitlyn said. “As soon as I woke up on the floor after I was transformed? I knew I loved you.” She smiled at Keith. “And, when Keith came to the door after he was transformed, I was in love with him too. It’s a gift: they give us unconditional love for each other.”

Tanya shook her head. “I don’t... I don’t feel that.”

Caitlyn nodded. “I know and we’re so sorry. But…” She touched Tanya’s hair. “If you just try? Maybe the love will come.”

Tanya trembled. “I’m scared.”

“Of us?” Caitlyn asked. “We will never hurt you...”

Tanya shook her head, her eyes full of tears. “Me. I’m afraid of me. I’m afraid of what I’m becoming.”

Caitlyn shook her head. “We’re all changing. You’re not alone, Tanya. You never have to be alone again.” She lay down on the bed and crawled over Keith to lay in the crook of his right arm.

Tanya stared at the two of them.

Keith held out his left hand.

Tanya took it in hers and lay down in his arms.

***

“Where are we going?” Tracy asked.

They were sitting in the back of a Church SUV as an Agent drove through the crowded streets. Outside, the sidewalks were beginning to take on an air of Mardi Gras.

“Union Square Park,” Cathy said. “When we get there? You should stay in the SUV. The agent will be happy for the company.”

The bald man in the suit glanced up at the rearview.

Tracy found herself smiling at the prospect of having one of the muscular agents. She crossed her legs so he could see her pussy.

His eyes sparkled in the mirror.

Cathy laughed. “Minx.”

Tracy gasped. Why had she done that? This atmosphere was beginning to get to her.

And why not? Why not enjoy herself?

She looked at Cathy and winked. Then she frowned. “What’s at Union Square Park?”

“It’s the main transformation center.”

“Why don’t you want me to go in?”

Cathy took Tracy’s hand. “It won’t be... pleasant.”

“What do you mean?”

“Not everyone has the gentle experience you had, Tracy. There are many paths to transformation.” Cathy looked out the window. “Some can seem cruel.”

Tracy stared into her eyes. “I want to see.”

Cathy sighed. “No, you really don’t.”

“Cathy? Are you going to shelter me for all eternity?”

Cathy squeezed her hand. “If I can.”

Tracy shook her head. “I don’t want that. I need to see.”

Cathy reached out and touched Tracy’s face. “And, if you hate me after?”

She kissed Cathy’s palm. “I couldn’t hate you. I know you have to do horrible things sometimes. I’m not a child, Cathy.”

***

Tanya felt like she was dreaming - everything had a languid, unreal quality.

Keith was lying on his back, with Tanya on his left and Caitlyn on his right. He stroked their backs as they faced each other at his waist.

Caitlyn was slowly stroking his huge cock. She had been correct: it took only moments for him to become hard again.

Caitlyn was smiling. She had a look of pure bliss as she stared past his cock and into Tanya’s eyes.

Tanya looked from her huge eyes to the big cock - a member so thick Caitlyn‘s small hand couldn’t close all the way around it. Clear liquid formed at the tip as Caitlyn pumped. It ran down the underside of his veined thickness.

She wanted to taste it.

Caitlyn beat her to it, leaning forward and scooping the drop onto her pink tongue.

Tanya watched as Caitlyn took the nectar into her mouth and then licked her lips.

Tanya’s mouth was watering - she was actually salivating at the thought...

His hand touched her dark red hair and he gently guided her to his shaft.

She looked up at him.

His head was on the pillow, and he smiled at her.

She opened her mouth as Caitlyn stroked him harder, producing another drop. It glistened as it slid down and Tanya caught it.

Her body trembled at the slick, salty taste.

She wrapped her hand around his cock higher up and helped Caitlyn stroke him.

Caitlyn leaned closer, inches from Tanya’s lips. She could smell the blonde’s sweet breath.

Tanya stared into her friend’s eyes - eyes half closed in lust.

Caitlyn began kissing his shaft.

Tanya hesitated. Then she began kissing his cock as well being careful not to touch Caitlyn’s lips.

This made Caitlyn giggle as she moved purposely to intercept Tanya’s lips.

Above them, Keith laughed.

“Don’t tease,” Tanya murmured as she ran her lips and tongue up to his thick, purple head.

“We’re not teasing... Mmmph... We love you,” Caitlyn whispered as she ran her tongue up the other side of his prick.

Tanya paused and started to say something.

That’s when Caitlyn darted in and kissed her lips gently.

Tanya was going to protest.

“Shh,” Caitlyn whispered as she pressed her index finger to Tanya’s lips. “It doesn’t mean anything. Nobody ever has to know. And tomorrow? We’ll act like it never happened. I told you.”

Caitlyn winked and rose up. She pressed her puckered lips to the head of his cock. Slowly, she opened them wider and tried to take his head into her mouth.

Tanya surprised herself when she laughed. “He’s too big for your little mouth.”

Caitlyn giggled. “Then you try.”

“Jesus... I’m dreaming,” Keith laughed.

“Quiet you. We’re having fun. Just lay back and be an object,” Caitlyn laughed.

He closed his eyes. “You won’t get any complaints from me.”

Tanya laughed. “Yeah, I’ll bet we won’t.” She leaned up and opened her mouth wide.

“Ooo, she’s like an anaconda swallowing prey,” Caitlyn whispered.

Tanya pulled back. “Hey! Eww, snakes are gross. You trying to turn me off?”

Caitlyn leaned back and looked at her. She licked her lips. “Oh, trust me, I’m not trying to turn you off at all.”

Just like that, goofy Caitlyn was gone, and the seductress was back.

Tanya flushed.

Caitlyn smiled at her. “Now, open that jaw and show us what you can do.” She raised an eyebrow.

Tanya opened her mouth wide and lowered her head. He was warm between her lips, and she teased him with her tongue.

Keith sighed as Tanya sank lower.

“Oh... wow,” Caitlyn breathed.

Her lips stretched to accept him, the tip now sliding onto the back of her tongue.

“Shit,” Keith whispered.

Tanya was running her tongue over the underside of the head.

His juices began to pour into her mouth.

Tanya opened her eyes.

Caitlyn was stroking him with both hands, forcing the precum into Tanya’s mouth.

She swallowed as more and more filled her mouth and coated her tongue.

She pulled away, freeing his dripping head. “Mmm.”

Then Caitlyn was on her, kissing her hungrily, pushing her tongue into Tanya’s mouth.

Tanya almost pulled away.

She stopped herself.

Why was she pulling away? This girl cared for her, cared deeply. 

And she cared for Caitlyn as well.

So, why not?

She raised up and pulled Caitlyn closer, squeezing her body against the smaller blonde.

Caitlyn yielded, tilting her head back, her tongue retreating.

Tanya followed, pushing her tongue deep into Caitlyn’s mouth.

Caitlyn moaned and suckled Tanya’s tongue as it drove deeper.

Tanya lowered her hands down Caitlyn’s back. She grasped the girl’s skinny ass in both hands and held her tight, feeling the heat and wetness of Caitlyn’s sex.

Caitlyn wasn’t moaning, now she was whining.

Tanya grabbed the back of the girl’s long hair and pulled her head back.

Caitlyn looked up at her, half-lidded and hungry. “Oh... Oh, God.”

Tanya stared at her and smiled.

Then they both looked down at Keith.

He looked at them, his mouth open. “That’s... the most beautiful thing I’ve ever seen.”

Tanya started laughing and Caitlyn joined her. Then they both fell down into Keith’s arms. The three of them held each other tight and kissed.

***

One thing Tracy never tired of was following along behind Cathy. The tall, powerful brunette was poetry in motion. Her perfectly formed muscles moved like a symphony beneath the tight, white latex.

Tracy was in love.

Not just with the outer appearance of this superhuman White Witch - she was in love with the Cathy within the perfect body.

Tracy knew the Church was evil.

But she knew the White Witches were not.

Union Square Park was a circle, half concrete patio, half wooded with a large fountain in the center.

It had been completely covered in a circular gray tent over fifty feet tall at the center. Huge fans blew air into the tent, inflating it like a football stadium. Cylindrical fabric corridors led from the street into the interior and a cool wind blew from the inside as they entered.

A tall strawberry blonde in a red latex miniskirt with matching top and heels was walking out as they walked in. She did a double-take and curtsied when she saw Cathy.

Street Whore, Tracy thought, and she gave the beautiful girl a smile.

The girl smiled weakly at her.

As Tracy passed, the girl took her hand. Her voice was high and sweet. “You shouldn’t go in there.”

Tracy paused. “Why not?”

The girl looked over her shoulder. “It’s a place where they create you, but it isn’t a place you want to visit. It’s not for us.” The girl’s lip trembled.

Ahead, Cathy stopped and turned around. She put her hand on the girl’s shoulder. “Just put it out of your mind, sweetheart. You never have to see it again. Go on now.”

“Thank you, Mistress,” the girl said. She gave Tracy another weak smile and walked out of the tent.

Tracy watched her go.

Cathy’s hand touched her cheek. “Be brave. I’m with you.”

Tracy swallowed hard and nodded.

They stepped into the tent.

It was chaos.

Hospital beds and gurneys were everywhere within the tent with only the narrowest aisles between them.

Men and women were strapped naked to the beds. Their mouths were stuffed with red ball gags that buckled behind their heads. All of them were struggling against their bonds, either desperate to get free or writhing in sexual torment or abandon.

Suction devices moved up and down on cocks, thick dildos stuffed deep inside women’s pussies, their asses.

Every bed had a system of IVs attached and drugs flowed into arms, legs, breasts, cocks, clits.

“Jesus... Oh, Jesus,” Tracy whispered.

Cathy took her hand. “I know. Remain quiet. It’s okay to look afraid so long as you remain silent and look at the floor.”

Nuns and nurses in black latex constantly moved from patient to patient.

Occasionally, they would draw on the convulsing captives’ faces with a grease pencil.

“The marks? What do they mean?” Tracy asked.

Cathy nodded toward a bed and a thin blonde woman screaming behind her gag as a dildo vibrated inside her hairless pussy. “SW - Street Whore.”

Then she pointed to a man with an ‘SS’ on his forehead. “Street Stud - male prostitute.”

Another bed, this one a middle-aged woman with a small, firm body. “CW - Cheerleader Whore.”

The next bed held a younger girl with an ‘MW’ on her forehead. “MILF Whore.”

“But,” Tracy whispered. “Why make the older woman a Cheerleader Whore and the younger woman a MILF Whore?”

Cathy smiled. “It’s not about what you are, Tracy. It’s about what you can be.”

As Tracy watched, thin lines began to appear at the corners of the young woman’s eyes while the skin on the older woman began to tighten and smooth.

“The drugs are intense - usually this process is done inside a transformation tube or at least while the patient is sedated. We don’t have that sort of capacity here.”

A man surged up against his restraints, eyes imploring Tracy for help as the drugs flowed into his arms and scrotum, a suction device milking his cock. JWM was written on his forehead.

“Junior Whore Master,” Cathy explained.

The man seized hard, and the bed creaked.

Cathy walked over and touched his temple. “Shh, relax. It’s okay. You’ll be happy when this is done. Everything will be fine. Sleep.”

The man’s eyes rolled back in his head, and he collapsed on the bed.

A nurse walked up and fit a headset over his eyes and ears.

Tracy looked around. “There are no White Witches. No Whore Masters, only juniors.”

Cathy sighed and nodded. She looked away. “They don’t want them here.”

“What? Why?”

She turned to Tracy with her eyes full of tears. “Because they might not let this continue.”

“Cathy? Are you okay?”

She pulled Tracy close and kissed her. “It doesn’t have to be like this. It should never be like this. There is so much wrong. So very, very wrong.”

Tracy held her tight.

She looked across at a middle-aged woman who was sobbing and shaking her head as she slobbered around her gag.

Tracy stared at the letter on her forehead. “Cathy? What does ‘W’ mean?”

Cathy froze. “What did you say?”

She turned slowly and looked at the gurney. “No... no, that’s not right.”

A nun was rushing past, and Cathy grabbed the woman’s arm.

The smaller woman grimaced in pain.

“What is this?” She pointed toward the woman on the gurney. “There weren’t supposed to be any!”

“I... sorry, Mistress. We were told...”

“Who told you?! Who told you to make Worker Caste?!”

“Mother Superior Hecate. She said the unattractive were to be...”

Cathy shrank back as if she had been struck. She let go of the woman’s arm.

“Worker Caste?” Tracy asked.

“How many? How many have you done this to?” Cathy asked.

“I... not many. Dozens perhaps.” The nun curtsied and ran off.

Cathy stared at the ground. “She wouldn’t. She... She promised.”

Tracy took her hand. “Cathy, what is it?”

“Worker Caste. They’re lobotomized. Desexed. Pumped full of growth hormone. They... they’re slave labor.”

Tracy stepped back. “Oh... God. That’s what they were going to do to me...”

“They’re only supposed to do that to immunes or to people who are violent - criminals, rapists, murderers.”

Tracy shook her head. “That nun said they were doing that to people they considered unattractive, Cathy.” She turned and looked at the woman. She had a squared jaw, a nose a little too large. “But... they can make people beautiful. I don’t understand.”

“Time,” Cathy said. “It takes time. We’re transforming millions.” She sighed. “She’s doing this to save time.” Cathy walked over to the woman with the W on her forehead. She put her hand on the struggling woman’s temple. “Quiet now. Calm. I’m going to help you.”

A nurse walked by.

“You. Stop,” Cathy said. She held out her free hand. “Pen.”

The nurse took a grease pencil out from behind her ear and handed it to Cathy.

Cathy took the pencil from the nurse and added the letter ‘S’ beside the W.

“Street Whore,” Tracy said.

“Yes.”

The nurse looked at the woman’s forehead. “Mistress? You can’t...”

Cathy stared into the nurse’s eyes.

The woman stopped talking.

“Go on. Tell me what I cannot do.”

The nurse looked like she wanted to run. “Mistress, please. If we go against Mother Superior Hecate...?”

“I am a White Witch of Whore Caste. You are Professional Caste. And I am ordering you to follow along behind these Religious Caste nuns and change any Worker Caste mark you see into a Whore Caste mark. Tell the other nurses to do the same. You are to say nothing to Religious Caste.”

“We can’t lie to Mother Superior!”

“Mother Superior isn’t here... I am.” Cathy said.

“But she is.”

Cathy frowned. “Where?”

“By the fountain,” the nurse whispered.

Cathy turned and Tracy followed her gaze.

Hecate stood talking to a group of nuns near the fountain.

Cathy took the nurse’s arm. “Tell the other nurses what I told you.”

“She will kill us!” The nurse whispered.

“Not if she doesn’t know. Do it. Or I swear to you, I will bring Mistress Marapova down on this place and there will be nothing and no one left.”

The nurse’s eyes bulged. “Yes... yes, Mistress!” The nurse took her pencil back and began scanning through the beds looking for more W’s.

Cathy started walking toward the fountain.

Tracy had to run to catch up, her big breasts bouncing as she did. “What are you doing?”

“Stay behind me.”

“Cathy! What are you going to do?” Tracy asked.

Hecate had her back to them.

The nuns around her looked at Cathy as she drew near, their eyes growing wide.

Hecate turned and stared at Cathy with her huge black eyes. “My darling?”

“You lied.”

Hecate frowned. “Excuse me?”

“You lied! You said there would be no Worker Caste created. You promised me!”

“Keep your voice down.”

“Worse. You promised Maria! You told her the humans would not be harmed.” Cathy’s fists were clenched.

“You forget your place, darling,” Hecate said with venom. “I am in charge here...”

“You told Maria that you would not harm any humans. You would transform them, but you would not lobotomize them.”

Hecate reached out and grabbed Cathy’s wrist. “Calm down.”

“Hey, take your hand off her!” Tracy said.

Cathy looked at Tracy in horror.

Hecate turned her unsettling black eyed gaze on Tracy. “So, the toy speaks? You dare raise your voice to a Mother Superior? You ridiculous little whore. Pain!”

Tracy clutched her stomach and fell to the ground. She felt nothing but she knew she had to make Hecate believe that she was in agony or there would be a lobotomization needle in Tracy’s immediate future.

So she curled into a ball and screamed.

Hecate smiled down at her. “It feels like your intestines are being pulled out an inch at a time, doesn’t it?”

“Hecate, stop it,” Cathy said.

“The illusion is false, but the pain is 100% accurate.”

Tracy screamed louder.

“If I hold this long enough? Your body will simply shut down. Your heart will simply give up the fight and you will die.”

“Hecate, enough,” Cathy growled.

“No. I think you need to learn a lesson, my dear.”

The sound of Cathy slapping Hecate was like a thunderclap in the tent.

The force of the blow spun the Mother Superior around and she tottered on her heels.

Tracy stopped screaming. Should she? She wasn’t sure. Would the massive blow Cathy struck have been enough to break the Mother Superior’s concentration?


Nuns rushed toward Hecate, but she waved them off.

She stood up straight and rubbed her jaw.

She turned and looked at Cathy, her left cheek blood red.

Cathy stood tall and stared at her.

“My... a lesson it shall be then. Pain.”

Cathy gritted her teeth. Sweat began to bead on her forehead.

Hecate looked furious. “Pain!”

Cathy groaned and collapsed to her knees.

Hecate stood over her. “How dare you strike me! I was sent here by Sister, the hand of Morpheus...”

Cathy glared at her.

And she stood up.

It was hard to read emotion in the glossy black eyes of Hecate, but Tracy thought she could see fear.

“Stay down,” Hecate whispered.

“Fuck... you,” Cathy whispered back.

Hecate’s lips quivered. “Pain!”

Cathy fell then, curling on the ground.

But she did not scream.

Tracy crawled to her. “Stop it! Please, Hecate! Stop! You’ll kill her.”

Hecate smiled down at them.

“Hecate! You’ll kill her!”

Hecate’s smile faded. She spun around. “Go. Take her out of here.”

Cathy’s body went limp.

Tracy stroked her hair. “Oh, God, Cathy, are you okay?”

She opened her eyes and nodded. “I’m... okay.” She rolled onto her hands and knees and Tracy helped her to her feet.

Hecate turned and glared at them. She stepped close enough to whisper. “You push me. You push me too far.”

“No... more... Worker Caste,” Cathy moaned.

“Shut up! Stop talking,” Hecate hissed.

“No... more... Worker Caste. I’ll... call her... Hecate. Maria. I will call her, and she will come, and God help me she will kill you. You promised her and she will not forgive.”

Tracy held Cathy up.

Hecate stepped closer. “No more Worker Caste,” she whispered. “Go. Go now or... I’ll have to hurt you again.”

Tracy led her away.

“Don’t let me fall,” Cathy whispered.

“I won’t. Oh, God, she almost killed you.”

Cathy squeezed her hand. “She... held back. Always... with me. She holds back.”

Tracy shook her head as she led her out of the tent. “That was holding back? Jesus, you’re lover almost killed you and you think she was holding back? You’re insane.”

Cathy smiled and winced. “Got... what I wanted... didn’t I?”

Outside, the Church agent rushed to open one of the SUV’s doors.

He and Tracy managed to ease her into the backseat then Tracy climbed in beside her.

Cathy lay down with her head on Tracy’s lap.

“Mistress, where to?”

“A hotel,” Tracy said.

“Which one, Mistress?”

“One as far away from Hecate as we can get,” Tracy said.

Cathy smiled up at her. “No other choice... back there? Had to do it.”

“You slapped a psychopath. Not smart.”

“She... was trying to kill you.”

“Yeah, but she couldn’t hurt me...”

Cathy shook her head. “Not with her mind, no. But listen to me, she can still hurt you.”

Tracy stroked Cathy’s long, black hair. “Never do that again. Not for me.”

Cathy laughed. “If not for you, then who?”

***

He was easy to kiss.

Tanya kissed Keith as she lay on top of him. His hands held her waist.

She felt his cock moving up and down her pussy lips, moved by Caitlyn’s small hand. Then she felt Caitlyn’s thumb and index finger on her own skin, spreading her pussy open.

She no longer fought the girl’s light touch.

Caitlyn giggled in her ear. “He’s bigger than he was when you fucked him earlier. I think he’s going to spoil you for other guys.”

The thick head was pressing against her wet lips.

“A little more,” Caitlyn whispered. She pushed his cock deeper.

“Unnh,” Tanya groaned. This was by far the biggest cock she’d ever had.

She pushed back with her hips and then Keith groaned as his cock pushed into her.

“Ooo, that’s so beautiful,” Caitlyn whispered. “I’m going to kiss it when I get it in as far as it will go.”

Three more inches slid into her, spreading her, stretching her.

“Oh, God!” Tanya cried as she finally broke the kiss.

“It looks so big inside you, Tanya,” Caitlyn said. “Isn’t she tight, Keith?”

“Feels so good,” Keith said.

Caitlyn’s hand left his cock and then she slid down Tanya’s body, dragging her hard nipples along Tanya’s back.

“What... are you doing?” Tanya asked.

She answered by licking Tanya’s ass, her stiff little tongue pushing against her anus.

“Oh! Caitlyn! Not there.”

Caitlyn laughed. “Oh, yes, there!” Then her tongue pushed into her little pucker.

“Don’t... do... Oh, fuck!”

Keith began to thrust then, gently, taking care not to hurt her.

“Oh, Jesus. It’s... her tongue is...”

Keith smiled at her as he began fucking her harder.

“Mmm, I love doing this, Tanya,” Caitlyn said. “I have the best view.”

“Fuck! Oh, fuck this!” Tanya said. She raised up and grabbed Caitlyn’s hair. “Get up here!”

“What do you want me to do?” Caitlyn asked as she sat down on her heels on the bed.

“Sit on his face!”

Caitlyn laughed. “Yes!” She threw her leg over and pushed her pussy into Keith’s face.

He began to eat her out as she took Tanya’s hands in hers. “Mmm, he’s good at eating pussy.”

Tanya rode him hard, pushing till she couldn’t take any more.

He jerked his hips under her.

Tanya laughed. “Kiss me!”

Caitlyn leaned forward and fell into a deep, passionate kiss with Tanya as Keith fucked Tanya and ate Caitlyn out.

Tanya laughed in Caitlyn’s mouth as her orgasm came.

Then she felt Keith pumping into her as Caitlyn screamed into Tanya’s laughing mouth.

Tanya shook and spasmed on his cock as it softened.

She fell off first and into his arms and then Caitlyn shifted into his embrace as well. They kissed each other, licking the juices from Keith’s face as they bathed in the glow of pure bliss.

*** 

Bull’s Brothel in Downtown Ithaca

3:00 AM

Now I know how Fay Wray felt with King Kong, Evie thought.

She was lying on her back on top of Dr. Allen Thompson, a man she had loved since the late 1960s - only now he was twice her height... and his cock...

He was erect, his cock, nearly three feet long and thick as a coffee can, stuck up between her legs as she squeezed both sides of the shaft with her hands and pulled in an attempt to make him cum.

Thick, viscous precum gurgled up like an alien spring through the massive shaft and overflowed the tip.

She coated her hand in it and coated his thick cockhead. Then she licked her hand, savoring the delicious taste and texture.

“God, Evie,” he moaned. His voice was a deep bass rumbling in his cavernous chest.

She rubbed her cunt up and down his shaft.

It was ridiculous - they were completely mismatched.

But she didn’t care.

She loved him. She had loved him since that first day in his office in San Francisco when she and...

Melody. The member of their coven who was truly lost to them.

She teared up. She drove the thought away.

She was here, now, with Allen after decades apart and that was all that mattered.

Evie shuddered. Was it the extreme kink of being in the arms of a giant or was it the friction of his hard cock sliding against her wet pussy that was driving her over the edge?

Or was she simply in love?

Did it matter?

She smiled as she felt his breathing quicken. “Mmm, yeah. You like this, don’t you, Dr. Thompson?”

“I... love... you,” he groaned.

He came in a white geyser that arced up and came down on her stomach and chest, her face.

She came as well, squeezing his enormous cock between her strong thighs.

She licked the cum from her lips as Allen’s cock began to go flaccid.

It lay across her stomach and up between her big, round breasts.

She laughed as she stroked it. “Mmm, my own pet python.”

He ran his fingers through the cum pooled on her stomach and wiped his fingers across her lips.

“Yum... I forgot how good you taste.”

“I haven’t forgotten a single thing about you.”

She lifted her leg and rolled over, nestling her head against his neck. “Remember the first time? The orgy in your office in San Francisco? God, almost seventy years ago now.”

Allen laughed and his chest vibrated. “Oh, I remember. You devious pervs had been secretly feeding me Ambrosia for days.”

Evie laughed. “Hey, that was Eric’s idea. And it was Melody’s Ambrosia - mine hadn’t come in yet.” Then she sobbed.

Allen was quiet. “I miss her too. All of them.”

“Maria too,” Evie whispered. “I want to see her so bad, Allen.”

“I know.”

“She doesn’t remember anything, does she?”

“Nothing. Eric was thorough.”

“He’s... so different now,” she whispered. “Everything about him is... calculating.”

“He’s the monster the government made of him.”

She shook her head. “They’ll pay for that. They’ll pay for Melody.”

“The problem, darling? He’s making the entire world pay.”

She raised up on her elbows on his chest and looked at his wide face. “It’s bad, isn’t it?”

He nodded.

“Is that why you’re going by ‘Everett’ instead of Allen?”

“Partly. The government is investigating us. They might correlate Dr. Allen Thompson to a hundred year old government researcher from back in the psychedelic 60s.” He rubbed Evie’s red hair. “What’s he like?”

“Adam? Wonderful. Handsome. Smart. Innocent.” She trembled. “He’s... good, Allen. Not like...”

Allen nodded.

“And... her?”

Allen laughed. “Brilliant. Brash. Unapologetic. And just maybe the finest person I’ve ever met.”

She held him tight. “It’s going to be okay, isn’t it?”

“Yes. Yes, it is.”

He kissed her hair. “God, I missed you.”

She raised up and sniffed away a tear. Then she smiled her impish smile. “I’ll bet you missed me. Nobody to have sex with for decades?”

Allen stared at her. “I... Evie...”

She burst out laughing. “God. Over seven decades and you still have no sense of humor.”

He sighed and smiled.

“Seriously, Allen? The look on your face.” She snuggled in. “Who have you been fucking? I mean that’s a torpedo, Dr. Thompson.”

He shook his head. “The women have to be... exceptionally...”

“Large down there?” She completed.

“Yes.”

“Lots of lubricant?”

“Gallons.”

“Those poor women.”

***

Tanya stood in the shower and let the hot spray wash over her. She had dozed for a while in Keith and Caitlyn’s arms, but the shower was calling to her.

She needed some time alone with her thoughts.

Her mind was trying to balance coming to terms with taking part in a bisexual threesome against the fact that it was the single most satisfying sexual experience of her entire life.

At the same time, she was trying to wrap her mind around the fact she was now a government mandated sex worker but also an immortal fetish model.

A good soldier adapts, her father’s voice said in her head.

“Not a soldier, Dad,” she whispered.

Aren’t you?

There was a tap on the glass shower door and Tanya jumped.

Caitlyn stood naked on the other side with a shy smile on her face. “If you don’t want me to come in with you, it’s okay.”

Tanya smiled and pushed the door open.

Caitlyn grinned from ear to ear and rushed under the spray, closing the door behind her. She wet her long blonde hair. “You’re not mad because we seduced you?”

Tanya shook her head. “We’re past that point now.”

Caitlyn giggled. “That’s good because I’m totally in l...”

Tanya put her finger on Caitlyn’s lips. “Don’t say the ‘L’ word.”

Caitlyn whined. “But... I am. I totally am and I think Keith is too.”

Tanya put her hands on Caitlyn’s shoulders. “I know, sweetie. And I’m... getting there, okay? I just have to go slow.”

Caitlyn nodded. “Oh, totes! We can totes go slow on the ‘L’ word. Just... we can go fast on the other stuff, though? Right?”

Tanya pulled her close and kissed her. “Yes.”

“I’m going to make a special dinner for us tomorrow night! I’ll go to the bodega tomorrow...”

Tanya shook her head. “No, Caitlyn. It’s too dangerous.”

“Not anymore, silly. We’re transformed now. It’s only a few blocks.”

Tanya rolled her eyes. “We’ll... see.”

“Tanya, we gotta have food.”

“I guess... we’ll talk about it tomorrow. It is still dangerous, by the way - they let Lexi out.”

“You saw her?”

“Yeah, through the window. She must live in the apartment building across from us. She looked pretty rough when the Church people dropped her off.”

Caitlyn frowned. “Poor Lexi.”

Tanya shook her head. “You stay away from her, Caitlyn. There’s something seriously wrong with her.”

“There’s nothing wrong with being trans, Tanya. That’s a very narrow-minded thing to say.”

“Oh, my God, Caitlyn. She isn’t trans. She’s a futanari. She’s not transitioning - she’s a girl with boy parts because of the virus.”

“It’s the same thing...”

“No, it isn’t even close to the same thing, Caitlyn. She’s violent - you saw her.”

“Maybe they cured her anger issues?”

Tanya pressed her back against the shower wall. “Listen to me! You stay away from her. Nobody touches you except me or Keith. Understand?”

“Gosh, you’re strong, Tanya.”

Tanya’s eyes widened. “Oh... Oh, sweetheart, I’m sorry. Did I hurt you?” She backed away.

Caitlyn put her hands on Tanya’s waist and pulled her closer again. “No, you didn’t hurt me. I kind of like it.”

***

Tracy lay beside Cathy on the hotel bed. “Why do you stay with her?”

Cathy shook her head. “Hecate is two people. There’s the side you’re seeing and the side she only shows me.”

Tracy laughed and shook her head. “Do you know how many abused women say that about their asshole husbands?”

Cathy nodded. “I know that. But there is a difference: I accepted her with full knowledge of what she was.” She sighed. “I was made into Whore Caste and designed to love unconditionally. Hecate was transformed into Religious Caste and, because of her genetic makeup? She became a Mother Superior. Cold, cruel, sadistic - she chose Religious Caste not knowing the Ambrosia would make her into what she is. They don’t know until they take it.”

“How can you love a... mad dog like that?”

“Because underneath that sadist? There’s a beautiful person who wants to love and be loved.”

Tracy rolled her eyes. “You still sound like an abuse victim to me.”

Cathy laughed. “I’m playing a dangerous game because the only way Whore Caste can prevail is by knowing what Religious Caste is planning.”

“You’re some kind of spy?”

Cathy nodded. “I volunteered. I’m intimately close to Sister’s inner circle. Hecate is her second in command and I am Hecate’s... whore.”

Tracy stared at her.

“At least, that’s what Sister thinks. But what Hecate and I have is far deeper. I love her, in spite of the demon inside and I will conquer that demon. One day? I’ll drive it out, Tracy.”

Tracy rolled away. “If she doesn’t kill you first.”

Cathy snuggled close to her and kissed her shoulder. “She won’t. Hecate held back. Believe me I’ve seen her destroy people outright.”

Tracy reached behind and took her hand. “What if you’re wrong, Cathy? What if one day she kills you in a fit of rage? I swear, I’ll kill her, Cathy.”

Cathy kissed her neck. “Yes. You will.”

Tracy rolled over and faced her. “What?”

Cathy hugged her. “If she does kill me? You must kill her. Remember I told you I was making you into a stiletto? If the time comes, you will plunge your knife into her heart. And then you must kill Sister.”

Tracy paled.

“You’re immune, Tracy. They can’t stop you with their minds. You’re the ultimate assassin just as I am the ultimate spy in Sister’s court.”

“Jesus... that’s what you meant?”

Cathy smiled. “As White Witch plans go? You’re plan... F. Maybe G. But you’re still in the top ten should the shit hit the fan.”

***

After their shower, Caitlyn and Tanya went back to bed with Keith.

Caitlyn slipped out of bed before dawn. She was restless. She had thought about waking up her lovers for some fun, but they looked so cute sleeping there she didn’t dare wake them.

She slipped into her pink bodysuit and stiletto boots and went into the living room.

Exercise! That’s what she needed!

She got on the floor and started doing crunches.

She stopped after 4,000.

Nope, that was boring - her tummy muscles didn’t even burn.

Caitlyn started to get to her feet. On a whim, she did a handstand.

She giggled. That was easy.

Then she rose on her fingertips, her stiletto heels pointed toward the ceiling.

The new boobs were amazing! They didn’t fall down in front of her face even though they were ginormous!

She tried doing a handstand with one hand.

That worked too!

So she started doing one-handed pushups combined with her handstand.

Boring.

She rolled onto her feet and then cartwheeled onto the couch.

Caitlyn looked at the television. “I’ll bet it’s still nothing but porn.”

She looked at the coffee table.

There was a marble chess set there. She’d never learned how to play.

“Guess with my bimbo brain I’ll never learn now.” She picked up one of the pieces and balanced it on her finger. It was a horse. She liked horses.

She put it back in place.

There was a tiny drawer on the side of the chess board. She slid it open.

There was a little book inside labeled CHESS.

She opened it and began to read. She read the first page in 1.2 seconds, the second in 0.75 seconds, her long eyelashes fluttering.

“Oh, it’s called a knight... not a horse,” she said. By then she was on page ten.

“Huh,” she said as she finished reading the forty page instruction manual in one minute, forty seconds. “This isn’t so hard.”

She looked at the board and smiled. She turned it so that the black pieces were on the left and the white pieces were on the right. “White goes first so...”

Her hands moved the pieces. Right hand played white, left hand played black.

The first game lasted three minutes.

The second lasted two minutes.

“Ooo... it’s all about patterns!” Her hands moved so fast that, had a human been watching, they would have seen only a blur of white and black and pink.

Each game was over in thirty seconds or less. She favored the right hand so sometimes she let the left hand win just to be nice.

Her book didn’t explain the classic moves of the masters, but she discovered them on her own.

And improved on them.

She tipped over the black king finally and sat back on the couch. “I really wish I’d learned this game back when I was smart.” She giggled thinking about how all of human conflict could be modeled in chess. Someday she would have to study military history and figure out how to win any battle. That might be useful.

“I’m hungry,” she said.

The sun was up.

“Time to go shopping,” she looked over her shoulder at the bedroom door. “I know I promised but I’ll be careful.”

***

Tracy woke to a knock on the hotel room door.

She got out of bed.

A few days ago, her first thought would have been to put on clothes.

She didn’t bother. She just opened the door.

Hecate stood alone in her black and white latex warrior nun outfit.

Tracy frowned. “What do you want?”

“Get out of my way.” She started to push past Tracy.

“She’s sleeping.”

Hecate stared at her with those cold black demon eyes. “Get out of my way or I will end you, you balloon titted circus freak.”

“And I said she was fucking sleeping. You got some nerve coming here after you hurt her!”

“I will kill you...”

“Yeah, yeah. Same shit, different day. Fuck, what does she see in you?”

Cathy got out of bed behind her. “It’s okay, Tracy.” She gently pulled Tracy away from the door. She kissed the girl’s cheek. “My bodyguard.”

Tracy squeezed her hand.

“I’ll be fine,” Cathy said. She turned to Hecate. “Here we are, the morning after, what? No flowers? No tears?”

Hecate gritted her teeth. “You slapped me in front of my nuns, in front of the nurses, in front of the humans! What was I supposed to do, Cathy?! You push and you push...”

“You. Lied. Lying to me is bad enough but you lied to Maria, Hecate. One word to her and there will be an open war right here in Manhattan. Do you have enough Mother Superiors and Bishops to stand up to every Whore Caste in New York state?”

Hecate laughed and shook her head. “Do you really think the great Maria Marapova gives a single fuck about my creating a few Worker Caste?”

Cathy raised an eyebrow. “Shall I call her and find out?”

“I stopped it. Are you satisfied? No more Worker Caste will be made. It will throw off our schedule and we have a serious shortage of strong backs but... you win.” Hecate looked away, her demon eyes filling with tears. “Why the fuck did you go there in the first place?”

“I didn’t trust you. Turns out, I was right.”

“Why can’t you just... accept what must be done? I know best...”

“What we must do is save the world. Creating slave labor is the Church’s decision and has nothing to do with saving the world.” She reached out and took Hecate’s hand. “One day, maybe you’ll understand the difference.”

Hecate looked at the floor and didn’t turn around. “Did I... hurt you?”

“Yes.”

“I’m... sorry.”

“You always are.”

“I won’t...”

“Don’t promise me something you have no intention of holding to. You will hurt me again, Hecate. But, one day, you will answer for each time you have.”

“What do you mean?”

“You will hold yourself accountable one day. There is no worse punishment.”

“Come to me tonight. Please? I’m having a get together. Bring your... toy with you.”

Cathy smiled. “My toy’s name is Tracy as you well know.”

“Very well. Bring Tracy with you.”

“I’ll think about it.”

***

The sun was out, and it was going to be a beautiful day. Caitlyn skipped along on her stilettos in the crotchless pink bodysuit with the open bust.

“Hi, beautiful,” a Street Stud said to her as he watched her bounce along.

“Good morning!”

The birds were chirping.

It felt kind of weird to have a cool breeze blowing across her bare butt and boobs. Weird but good at the same time.

A Professional Caste woman was standing at the bus stop - she could tell because she only had C cup breasts and they were covered. The front of her skirt was hiked up exposing her bare pussy.

A naked street stud knelt on the sidewalk in front of the woman. He had his head between her thighs eating her out while she looked at her cell phone.

Caitlyn giggled when she saw the gold band around his cock and balls. A matching chain was attached to the ring.

The woman held the other end of the chain in her hand.

Sometimes Professional Caste could own a Whore Caste submissive. That meant she was a VIP - a business owner, doctor, or maybe a lawyer or judge.

She looked at Caitlyn and smiled.

Caitlyn waved and moved on quickly - the woman might have been in the market for another submissive.

And Caitlyn’s heart belonged to Tanya and Keith. 

She looked up at the apartment building Tanya had seen Lexi go into. Caitlyn twirled a lock of her blonde hair on her finger. The polite thing would be to go and ask if Lexi wanted anything from the store.

Maybe Tanya didn’t like her, but Caitlyn felt sorry for Lexi - especially after the Church agents took her away.

She trotted up the brown steps that led to the front door.

There was a call box beside the door with twenty buttons. There were names beside each button.

She ran her finger down the list of names.

Alexis Karigiledes.

“Oh! Pretty name,” Caitlyn said. Lexi had to be short for Alexis. She pressed the button, and it made a buzzing sound.

Seconds passed with no answer, so she pressed it again.

“What do you want?” A voice asked.

“I’m looking for Lexi. Are you Lexi?”

There was a long pause.

“I... do I know you?”

“Sort of. I live in the apartments across the street. You scared my girlfriend, Tanya. She has dark red hair.”

More silence.

“I’m the blonde girl who was with her. I’m Caitlyn.”

Caitlyn thought she heard a sob. “I know who you are. What do you want?”

“I... are you okay, Lexi?”

“I’m... what do you want, Caitlyn?”

“I was going to my favorite bodega on account of I’m making dinner tonight for Tanya and our new boyfriend, Keith. Anyway, I just thought I’d check and see if you needed anything?”

“Jesus,” Lexi whispered.

“What did you say? Sorry, I couldn’t hear you.”

“I don’t... want anything. Okay?! Why can’t people just leave me alone?!”

Caitlyn frowned. “Gosh, I’m sorry, Lexi. I just thought you might be hungry...”

“I’m not. Go away,” She sobbed.

“Are you sad, Lexi?”

“Please, just go away.”

“Okay... but I’m bringing you back something chocolate. Chocolate always makes me feel better when I’m sad.”

Lexi laughed. “Fuck. I’m losing my mind. The whole world is insane and now I’m losing my mind.”

“I’ll be back in a little while. We’ll talk more.” Caitlyn turned away.

“Wait. It’s dangerous out there. Aren’t you afraid?”

Caitlyn smiled. “Why would I be afraid? Everyone’s friendly, Lexi. It’s okay now.”

“It’s never going to be okay again,” Lexi said, and the speaker went silent.

***

Detective Patricia Kennedy

NYPD Mobile Command Center

Corner of West 26th Street and 8th Avenue

8:30 AM

“I just want you to know, Detective, we appreciate everything you and your team are doing there at ground zero,” the Mayor of New York said over the video conference.

Mayor Feducci wasn’t in the city.

He was in Albany along with every other New York City politician.

Hiding.

“Mr. Mayor, we need federal help here. We’ll need the military to push the Church of Morpheus out of the red zone...”

“No, no, no,” Feducci said. He smiled, his beady eyes gleaming beneath the salt and pepper toupee. “We’ve worked this all out with the Cubans. This... um... Sister is saying they’re going to pull out as soon as the crisis is over. Good people these Church people...”

“Good people?! With all due respect, sir? These good people have invaded the greatest city in the world and are performing medical experiments on the unwilling population...”

“No, no, no... I’ve talked this over with the governor and people high up in Washington - Sister’s team is just here to get control of these viruses. Decisions have been made here in Albany and that’s all you need to know. Now, we have another matter to discuss: Teresa Adkins.”

Patricia stared at him. “I’m sorry? You mean Teresa Adkins the actress?”

“Yeah... turns out she’s in the red zone. We’re going to need to get her out of there.” He looked at the camera expectantly.

“How... am I supposed to do that, exactly? We can’t go in and we can’t allow anyone to leave?”

“We were thinking a small group might be able to go in and pull her out. She’s in a penthouse apartment on 6th Avenue - been hiding up there for days.”

“You have communications into the red zone?”

“She has a satellite phone. Those still work. Anyway, look, Kennedy, the optics on this... they aren’t good. This little b... she’s calling people left and right. Congress people, news outlets, raising a fuss. So far, the feds are slapping a ‘national secrets’ gag on the media but, sooner or later? She’s going to be on CNN 24/7. We need her out of the red zone ASAP.”

Patricia laughed. “Let me get this straight. We have millions of people inside the red zone who desperately want to leave, and you want to send in a small team to get out one spoiled rich bitch?”

“Detective, this is the kind of situation that makes careers or breaks them. Do you understand?”

“Yeah, I get that. We can’t get into the red zone, Mr. Mayor. If I send people in there? They’re coming back with new tits, a pussy, a cock, or all three.”

“I don’t think you’re getting...”

“Mr. Mayor, if you want her out of there? We either send in the military with tanks and bombs or you talk to your new friend, Sister. My job is to keep people out and keep infected people in. And, frankly, to make sure if our new Cuban friends decide to expand their borders? To push back.”

“Jesus... it’s 6th Avenue, not the dark side of the moon, Kennedy. It’s a few blocks from you...”

“It might as well be the moon, Mr. Mayor. I can’t ask my people to go in. I won’t.” She sighed. “Tell Adkins to make her way to the Betty Ford. Do it at night. If she can make it here? I can get her out.”

Feducci nodded. “Okay. We’ll see if she can. You’re doing a good job, Detective. Keep the city safe.”

“I’ll call you if there’s any change, Mr. Mayor. You’ll be in Albany, right?”

Feducci glared at her. “Yes. At our command center here in Albany.”

“My regards to the governor.” She closed the video link.

Her cell rang immediately.

She looked at the screen: Unknown Number. She answered it.

“Detective Kennedy,” she said.

“Heh, heh... you do like poking the bear, don’t you?” A man’s voice said.

“My mysterious friend in Washington, I see you’re snooping on my calls?” She stepped out of the command center and onto 8th Avenue. She stared at the walls erected by the Church around the red zone.

“Don’t you watch television? We listen to everybody’s calls. How you holding up, Pat?”

“Tired... when are you assholes going to do something?”

“We are doing something. We’ve been doing something for decades. Just not enough,” he said. “Don’t go in there, Patricia. No matter what they say? Don’t go in there. You let that actress rot. She’s doomed.”

“Are you saying everyone in there is doomed?”

“What do you think? Listen, they move fast. By this time probably 70% of the population is transformed. That’s what they call it. The only thing you’ll get out of going in there is a stellar rack and a new outlook on life.”

Patricia laughed. “You know? Right now, the thought of getting a free boob job and spending a few months on my back sounds kind of restful.”

“Well, with any luck, Feducci will fire you. Be ready for a quick trip to Washington if that happens.”

“Meaning?”

“Meaning the NRO has its eyes on you, Detective. I’m recommending you for varsity.”

Patricia shook her head. “No thanks. I’m a cop not a spy or... whatever the fuck you are?”

“Concerned citizen,” he said. “Well, concerned human is more accurate. I don’t blame you for wanting to stay where you are, Pat. There’s damned little comfort in knowing what I know.”

Patricia stared at the entrance to the Betty Ford Clinic. “That bad, huh?”

“World changing,” he said. “Listen, watch your back. If you’re on the Church’s radar? They’ll hit you from a blind spot.”

“Thanks.”

“Good luck, Detective. Stay human.”

The line went dead.

Patricia walked back into the command center.

A small, fat man with thinning black hair was looking at her. He was wearing a blue uniform. “You Kennedy, NYPD?”

“Who’s asking?”

“Pirelli, MTA.”

MTA - Metropolitan Transit Authority. She stared at him. “Buses?”

“Trains. Subway.”

“Okay, what can I do for you, Mr. Pirelli?”

“Question: What the fuck are you people doin’ in my fuckin’ tunnels?” He asked in a thick Brooklyn accent.

“I... we’re not doing anything in your tunnels.”

He shook his head. “Well, somebody sure as fuck is - they’ve removed barriers down there and put up others.”

“What do you mean?”

“We got an old spur line down there that was blocked off back in the ‘40s. It’s been opened - somebody tore down a concrete wall and repaired the tracks. Then they put up more walls to block our access to it.”

“Come with me,” Patricia said. She led him to a table with a map. “Show me.”

He pointed at the map. “Starts over here on the east side - right on the river. It ends,” he traced a line toward the center of Manhattan. “Right here... Union Square Park.”

Patricia looked at the map.

It led from the river to the red zone.

***

Tanya woke up snuggled against Keith. She smiled up at his sleeping face.

He smiled, eyes still closed. “You’re staring.”

Tanya laughed. “Sorry. Long time since I woke up with a guy.”

He opened his eyes. “Long time since I woke up with a girl too.”

“I find that hard to believe.” She ran her fingers down his hard muscled frame.

He shook his head. “I wasn’t... this... a couple of days ago.”

“Pot belly? Bird legs? Halitosis?” She asked as she traced his cock shaft with her long, red nail.

“Yes. Horrible breath - like garlic and spoiled sardines.”

She grasped his cock. “And I’ll bet you had a tiny penis?”

He nodded. “You could barely see it.”

“Oh, like a Ken doll?”

“Don’t know, didn’t play with dolls.”

They began to laugh.

“No,” he said. “I was just... human. Shyer than now. And...” He took a deep breath. “I don’t think I cared as much. Does that make sense?”

“You really feel this whole love thing, don’t you?”

He nodded. “It’s like everyone around me is part of my family. I can’t put it into words.”

“Even the rubber nuns and the Church agents?”

He thought for a minute. Then he shook his head. “No. Not them.” He rolled over to face her. “But you and Caitlyn? I love you both.”

She rolled her eyes. “You’re brainwashed, you know that, right?”

“Yeah, I get it. But ask me if it matters? Ask me if I care? I feel amazing.”

“Maybe it’s like a drug,” Tanya said. “I mean, what if there are side effects or something?”

He touched her face. “Why are you so afraid?”

“Why are you not? Nothing is ever this good, Keith. There’s always a catch. There’s always a price.”

He nodded. “There is. Right now we don’t have our freedom. We have to take orders from people who don’t feel the compassion we feel.”

“You keep saying we - I’m not part of that we, Keith. I don’t feel these things...”

He smiled. “You took Caitlyn in because she was afraid. You’re not bi, but you had sex with both of us.” He looked at her sideways and lifted the sheet. “Your legs are wrapped around my legs, and you haven’t stopped touching me since you woke up. Clearly, you hate me.”

Her mouth dropped open. “I... I’m perverted now and I’m horny. That doesn’t mean I have feelings...”

He kissed her, pulling her tight against him and she moaned into his mouth.

She lay there with her eyes closed for several seconds.

When she opened them, he was smiling at her.

“You lie,” he said.

“Shut up,” she whispered and kissed him again.

***

There was an orgy going on in the park as Caitlyn walked by on her way to the bodega. This wasn’t the wild, animalistic orgies of the last few days where the infected were getting down and dirty.

These people were transformed, laughing, and playing with one another on the warm grass.

Professional Caste people - easy to spot because they were wearing clothes for the most part - were walking to work. They would stop on the street in their business suits and dresses.

Someone from Whore Caste, a Street Stud or Whore would leave the orgy and approach them, take their hand and lead them into the naked crowd.

“Gosh, nobody’s going to get to work on time,” Caitlyn giggled.

A woman was hurrying by in a gray pencil skirt and white blouse.

A junior Whore Master stepped up to her and started talking.

She paused. She smiled.

A Street Stud walked up behind her and soon she was talking to both of them.

She watched as the men took her hands and led her into the living mass of people.

The junior Whore Master unbuttoned her blouse while the Street Stud unzipped her skirt.

She was naked underneath.

They lay down with the woman between them. She smiled as the junior Whore Master slid into her pussy.

Then the Street Stud kissed her neck as he slid into her ass.

“You’re beautiful,” a man said to Caitlyn as he walked by in a business suit.

She smiled at him. “Thank you.”

He held out his hand as he began taking off his clothes. “Want to come join the party?”

Caitlyn nodded. “Very much but I have to go to the store. Maybe later?” She said in her sweet voice.

The man smiled and nodded before hands reached up from the orgy and pulled him into the embrace.

“Golly,” Caitlyn whispered.

She turned around and found herself staring down at a brunette in a blue business suit.

The woman looked up at Caitlyn with awe struck eyes. “You’re perfect.”

“Actually, I’m not,” Caitlyn said. “But I’m more perfect than I was before.”

The woman laughed and shook her head. “My husband...” She stammered. “Partner. I keep calling him my husband. I know the Church doesn’t like that...”

“Oh, it’s totes fine. I say the wrong words all the time.”

“My partner’s birthday is tomorrow night. I’m throwing him a party,” the woman said. “He has this thing for ultra-tall, beautiful blondes. And... you are absolutely perfect.”

“Wow, thank you.”

The woman reached out and touched Caitlyn’s tummy through the pink latex. Her eyes locked onto Caitlyn’s breasts.

Caitlyn almost giggled. She had been taught in the video how to assess a Professional Caste’s needs.

The woman’s partner wasn’t the only one into tall blondes.

“What’s your name?” Caitlyn asked. Her sweet voice faded away and the sultry tone of the femme fatale was back.

The woman jumped at the sound of Caitlyn’s voice. “B... Betty.”

“Go ahead, Betty. You can touch them.”

“I was just transformed last night. I don’t have a lot of experience...”

“Betty, it’s okay to touch my breasts. It’s what I’m here for.”

Betty was breathing hard. She reached up and cupped Caitlyn’s big breasts. “Oh... so warm.”

Caitlyn smiled. She reached down and caressed Betty’s breasts through her blue blazer. “Did you like girls before last night?”

Betty shook her head as she gently kneaded Caitlyn’s breasts. “You’re not... giving milk, yet?”

“It takes a few days for the Ambrosia to come in.” She gently opened Betty’s blazer and unbuttoned her blouse.

Nobody wore underwear anymore unless it was latex or crotchless or demi-cup bras.

Betty’s breasts were unencumbered - transformed breasts needed no support.

She shivered when Caitlyn began to caress them. “I thought... you told that man you... couldn’t join the orgy? You said... oh, God... you were going to the store?”

Caitlyn leaned close as she fondled the woman’s breasts. “I’m doing this specially for you. Does that make you happy?”

“Unnh... yes!”

Caitlyn kissed her as she undid the back of the skirt and let it fall.

Betty was naked other than thigh-high stockings and heels.

Caitlyn smiled down at her. “You’re beautiful.”

Betty blushed as Caitlyn led her to a park bench a few feet away.

She lay Betty down on the bench and spread the woman’s legs.

Betty put one leg over the back of the bench and put her other foot on the ground, exposing herself completely.

Caitlyn lay down between Betty’s thighs.

What had been the woman’s diamond engagement ring was now a clit ring while her wedding ring pierced her perineum in true traditional Church of Morpheus style.

Caitlyn kissed Betty’s pussy and the woman trembled.

Betty moaned as Caitlyn kissed the inside of her thighs working her way back up to gently lick the hairless folds of her pussy. The woman’s pink clit was growing quickly, the diamond balancing daintily on the pink nubbin.

Caitlyn took the ring in her teeth and gently tugged.

“Oh, God, I love my piercing,” Betty whispered.

Caitlyn smiled. This woman had probably been in a typical monogamous marriage a couple of days ago but now she was embracing her newfound sexual freedom, lying naked on a park bench alongside a massive orgy while a woman she had just met was eating her out.

Betty was gently rolling her hips, encouraging Caitlyn to lick everywhere.

A Street Stud stood up from the tangle of bodies and smiled at them. He walked toward the bench.

Betty had her head hanging over the end of the bench and she smiled upside down at the naked man.

He knelt in front of her. “Hi, would you two like a third?”

Betty laughed and nodded.

He stroked her hair. “Do you think you can take this?” He stroked his long, thick cock.

She looked at him with half-lidded eyes and nodded.

He kissed her and then raised up a little.

Betty reached out and pulled his cock to her lips.

Caitlyn raised her head from Betty’s dripping pussy. “That’s sooo big, Betty. Do you think you can take it all?”

Betty began to slowly pull his cock into her mouth as Caitlyn slid two fingers into Betty’s cunt. She found the woman’s g-spot and began a slow, thrusting massage.

The Street Stud was gentle but insistent as he pushed farther and farther into Betty’s throat.

Caitlyn smiled up at the stud. They didn’t have to speak. The two of them were providing a service and they took pride in their mastery of Betty’s body.

Betty began to breathe harder taking in deep breaths as the stud pulled out and holding her breath as he pushed slowly forward.

Caitlyn nodded, feeling the tension in the woman’s body rising, the g-spot massage coupling with the eroticism of being taken by two strangers on a park bench. She was close.

The stud winked at Caitlyn.

Caitlyn nodded and withdrew her fingers to the opening of Betty’s pussy.

The woman screamed around his cock and tried to drive herself against Caitlyn’s fingers.

“Trust us, Betty. We know how to make you feel amazing,” Caitlyn said. She felt Betty’s muscles relaxing, her breathing slowing.

The stud never slowed his assault on her throat, teaching her to take pleasure in being used.

Caitlyn began her massage again, this time caressing Betty’s clit with her thumb on each thrust as well as her g-spot.

In moments, the woman was breathing hard once again and thrusting back against Caitlyn’s fingers.

The stud smiled.

Caitlyn felt Betty cum, the squeezing of Betty’s cunt around her fingers. Betty squirted and Caitlyn giggled.

The stud pulled out leaving Betty with her head tilted back as she screamed in release.

He leaned down and kissed her. Then he walked back into the orgy, his cock slick and wet with her saliva. He lay down on top of a naked blonde who threw her legs open wide and then wrapped them around his waist as he entered her and began to thrust.

Caitlyn sat down on the bench and drew Betty into her lap.

“Oh... God... are all of you like this?” Betty whispered as she gazed up into Caitlyn’s eyes. “I’ve had four of you since I got out of the transformation center and it’s like each one of you makes me cum harder than the last.”

Caitlyn smiled and stroked her raven hair. “Like your new life?”

She nodded. “I was wild in college but... Jesus... never like this.” She sat up on the bench.

“I’d love to come to your party, Betty. What time?”

“Tomorrow at 7:00,” she said and pulled out an odd looking cell phone. “Can I scan you?”

“Huh?”

“Your barcode. They gave all of us these cell phones - they only work within the red zone, but they let us scan Whore Caste who catch our eye. Better than a phone number,” Betty said and smiled.

Caitlyn shrugged. “I don’t have a barcode...”

“Back of your hand and the back of your neck, silly.” She held the cellphone over the back of Caitlyn’s right hand. A purple light shined down from the phone and a pale white barcode appeared on Caitlyn’s skin. “See?”

“Golly,” Caitlyn whispered.

“Can I scan it? They say we have to ask permission because Whore Caste outranks us in the caste system.” Betty smiled shyly. “It lets me find you and, if we have an appointment, your tattoo will tell you where to find me.”

“Gee, I don’t know...”

Betty looked panicked. “I promise I won’t be pushy. I just... would like to see you again.”

“Aww, that’s nice! Sure.”

Betty smiled. The camera beeped. “I can’t wait for the party.”

“Betty, can I bring the people I live with? One’s a junior Whore Master and the other is a dominatrix... only she doesn’t really know it yet.”

“If they’re anything like you? Absolutely!”

***

“What the fuck was she thinking?!” Tanya said. She was pacing back and forth naked in the kitchen.

The note on the kitchen table said: “Gone to the bodega. I’ll be extra careful. XOXOXO Caitlyn.”

Keith leaned against the kitchen counter. “She’ll be fine.”

“God, no she won’t! She’s naive, Keith. Someone will take advantage of her. Anything could happen to her.”

Keith caught her arm as she passed by.

She shrugged away.

“Listen, Tanya, I know you don’t believe this, but things aren’t like they were a few days ago. The people out there are friendly.”

She turned away. “Don’t ‘mansplain’ things to me.”

“Okay, that’s really not fair. If Caitlyn were here she’d tell you the same thing.”

“Then don’t... ‘transformed-splain’ things to me! The world is not a nice place full of pink clouds and rainbows. Anything could happen to her, and I don’t know what I would...” She sobbed.

She turned to see Keith smiling at her. “Don’t... Don’t read more into what I’m saying.”

“You love her.”

“I care for her.”

“God, you’re exasperating,” Keith said.

She clenched her fists. “You know, maybe you should go. If you can’t see the danger in this...”

Keith laughed. “Is this what you do? If people get too close to you, you push them away?”

“Yeah, definitely time for you to go...”

“Fine. I’ll leave as soon as we find her.” He walked away.

Tanya wrung her hands. “So, you think she’s in danger too?”

“I agree she’s naive. Beautifully, sweetly, adorably naive and we don’t know enough about how the city is to be 100% sure of her safety.” He walked toward the bedroom. “But I’m getting my pants because I’m not walking down the street with my schlong hanging out.”

He looked over his shoulder. “You going to get dressed or are you just going to go out naked?”

Tanya crossed her arms over her chest. “I... none of my clothes cover me.”

“Naked it is then,” he said as he disappeared into Caitlyn’s bedroom.

Tanya sighed and went to her room.

***

Jaime’s Bodega

West 18th Street and Seventh Avenue

Manhattan

11:30 AM

“Hi, Jaime,” Caitlyn said as she walked into the bodega. An old fashioned brass bell dinged over the door as she stepped inside.

The guy behind the counter looked at her, his eyes as big as saucers. “You... I just knew they’d make you... Holy shit.”

Caitlyn smiled as she walked up to the counter in her stiletto heels. She looked him up and down. His face was the same, but he had dropped forty pounds and his arms were now muscled where before they had been flabby. Jaime’s hair was now curly and dark, the receding hairline only a memory. “Junior Whore Master?” She asked.

“Me?” He blushed. “No. I’m Professional Caste.”

Caitlyn knew this, of course. If he had been Whore Caste, she would have known immediately through her bond with her caste. But she knew any man would be proud to be mistaken for a junior Whore Master.

Caitlyn was, after all, a pleaser.

Jaime had always been nice to her. 

Besides, he was kind of hot.

“You’re... beautiful. I mean, you were beautiful before - you were a model, right?”

“Sort of,” she laughed. 

“Now you’re... breathtaking.”

“Thank you,” she said.

“What can I get for you?”

The seductress in her took over. She leaned over the counter drawing attention to her big breasts. “I’m in the mood for... meat.”

***

Keith Baker stood in Tanya Manetti’s living room and waited for her to come out of her bedroom. Yesterday all he wanted was to get out of Manhattan. He just wanted to leave this insanity behind.

Now he was part of the insanity.

He had never had a relationship that lasted more than a few days in his entire life and now he was completely in love with Caitlyn, a woman he had just met.

But Tanya? She made things... difficult.

If she hadn’t been immune? He’d be wrapped around her finger.

But, Jesus, that attitude.

He was looking out the window when she stepped out of the bedroom. “About time.” He turned.

His breath caught in his chest.

Tanya Manetti was wearing a black leather body suit that was as shiny as latex. The suit had matching, knee-length stiletto boots that made her look seven feet tall.

The leather hugged her legs like a second skin. Rectangular slits two inches wide ran up the outside of her thighs and hips like a ladder. It was crotchless, of course.

It had a corseted waist, and the breasts were bare. Leather straps crossed in front of her breasts. Chrome rings attached to the straps formed halos around her thick, dark nipples.

The sleeves turned into onyx clawed gloves at the end of her strong arms and a leather collar with a gleaming silver inverted pentagram covered her throat.

“Jesus,” he whispered. “Jesus Christ.”

Her blood red lips pouted. “I... I feel so... I’m afraid.”

He took her hands carefully - the claws were sharp. “You look amazing.”

She raised a high arched eyebrow. “When I put it on? The electronic makeup changed.”

Her eyebrows were arched, her black eyeliner had sharp wings.

Tanya’s deep red hair hung down her back in a long braid held in a silver clasp.

“Dominatrix,” Keith said. “I didn’t know.”

“That’s why I’m scared,” she whispered.

“Don’t be.”

“I don’t know if I can be this, Keith. I have these urges and I don’t understand them.”

“You’ll figure it out. Caitlyn and I will help.”

She nodded. “Let’s go find her.”

Keith smiled and they walked toward the door.

“Wait,” she said.

She stopped by the couch and reached behind it. She held the cat o’nine tales in her hand. She rolled it in a loop.

There was a hook on her corset, and it held the whip perfectly.

“I’m ready.”

***

Jaime’s Bodega was Caitlyn’s favorite because it wasn’t just a convenience store - it was a butcher shop.

Jaime wrapped three steaks. “Here you go, three ribeyes.”

Caitlyn opened her tiny pink purse. “How much do I owe you?”

Jaime pulled out one of the strange cell phones. “Three ribeyes, Amish butter, haricots vert... Oh, sweetheart, we don’t take credit cards anymore.”

Caitlyn frowned. “Well, I have cash...”

“No, the Church won’t honor US currency.”

“Golly...”

Jaime grinned. “Well, you know what they say: gas, grass, or ass. I don’t need any gas, the Church will lobotomize you for drugs, so that leaves...”

Caitlyn smirked. “Oh, really? Jaime, you’re a bad boy!”

“Hey, I’m not going to lie: you’ve been turning me on for months coming in here in those little outfits you used to wear. This pink bodysuit is really doing it for me.”

She put her fists on her hips. “How much is this stuff gonna cost me, Jaime?”

“Um, well, I mean... a blow job?”

Caitlyn leaned on the counter. “Jaime, I’d give you that for free.”

He shrugged. “Well, truth be told? I’d give you the groceries for a smile alone.”

She stood up and hopped onto the counter. Then she swung her legs over and stood in front of Jaime.

“Holy... wow,” Jaime said.

She sank down on her heels and unzipped his pants. “Hmm... tube steak?” She giggled as she slid her hand inside. “Ooo... feels like a whole summer sausage.”

He laughed.

She pulled him free slowly.

He was about twelve inches long and thick.

“It still doesn’t feel like it’s me, you know? I wasn’t... I mean I wasn’t small before but...”

She stroked him gently. “Everybody’s different now. I think it’s better.” She licked his purple head and smiled. “Don’t you?” She slid him into her mouth to the back of her throat and kept going.

“Oh, fuck. Oh, fuck!” Jaime whispered as he stroked her light blonde hair.

***

Outside the apartment building, the neighborhood had turned into the red light district in Amsterdam.

Only the prostitutes were on the street and doing the things the whores in Amsterdam did behind closed doors.

Professional Caste in suits and uniforms on their lunch breaks were taking advantage of the free street sex.

A small man with a gleaming bald head and small round glasses walked up to Tanya. “I’ve been a bad boy. Will you please punish me?” He dropped to his knees and began kissing her boots.

Tanya backed away in disgust as the man looked up at her.

Keith squeezed her elbow. “You have to play along. It’s what we do,” Keith whispered.

Tanya gasped. Then she nodded. “Listen... to me, you pathetic half-man. You’re not worth my punishment. I only punish real men.”

The man whimpered and hugged her ankles. “Please, Mistress. I will do anything!” He ran his tongue along the side of her heel.

“Really? We’ll see. Come back here tonight and I might let you lick my ass.”

“Oh, God, yes!” He cackled as he tried to pick up her heel and suck it.

She shoved him away with the toe of her boot. “Until then, you... go masturbate. But don’t cum. Understood?”

He crawled away on all fours. “Yes! Yes, Mistress.”

“Now... get out of my sight!”

He rose to his feet and ran away.

Keith smiled at her. “Not bad.”

“I’m going to be sick.”

“No, you’re not.”

“I can’t... Keith, I can’t do this.”

Keith laughed. “You did great. You’ve probably fulfilled every fantasy the poor guy ever had.”

“Oh, God - what if he actually comes back?!”

Keith shrugged. “He probably will.”

Tanya closed her eyes. “I can’t. This is just too much.”

“Tanya, honey? That guy has a need. He wants someone to control him and abuse him a little. He might have gone his whole life with this secret fantasy. Now? The world is a sexual amusement park...”

“Yes, Keith, and we’re the fucking rides! It’s sick.” She looked behind them at a Street Whore as she sucked off two men in business suits at the same time.

“It’s about empathy, Tanya. They need us. Morpheus says that almost every bad thing that happens in the world is because of sexual frustration and repression. This is the reset switch. We are the pressure valve that will keep the world from exploding.”

Tanya shook her head. “You’re nuts.” She looked at the building behind her. “Holy shit... wait. Lexi. I told Caitlyn that Lexi lives in this building.”

“Lexi? You mean the futanari who scared you guys?”

“Yeah,” Tanya said as she ran up the stairs to the landing. She stood in front of the intercom buttons and ran her finger down the names. “Alexis Karigiledes.” She pressed the button.

There was no answer.

Tanya leaned on the button.

“What?” A woman said from the speaker.

“Lexi?”

“Leave me alone.”

“Are you Lexi the dickgirl?” Tanya growled.

Keith shook his head. “Hey! Calm down,” he whispered.

“Don’t call me that!” Lexi screamed over the speaker. Then she burst into sobs.

“Is Caitlyn in there?”

“No. Leave me alone...”

Keith leaned in close. “Lexi, hi, my name is Keith. We’re looking for our friend.”

“The blonde, yeah, I know who you’re talking about. She isn’t here.”

Tanya gritted her teeth. “You’re a liar! She came here, didn’t she?”

“She came here early this morning and asked if I wanted anything from the bodega.”

“Which bodega?” Tanya asked.

“How the fuck should I know?”

“She’s lying,” Tanya said to Keith. “She’s got Caitlyn in there.”

“No, she doesn’t. We don’t hurt each other, Tanya.”

“We? This freak isn’t a we...”

Keith stared at her in disbelief. “Freak? She’s not a freak, Tanya. She didn’t ask for this any more than you or I did.”

Lexi whispered from the speaker. “She’s right. I’m a freak. I’m not even human.”

“Buzz us in,” Tanya said.

“No. Go away.”

Tanya banged her fist on the intercom board. “You’ve got her in there. This is a fucking act! You tried to break in our apartment! Buzz us in!”

Lexi continued to sob over the intercom.

Tanya growled and pushed every button on the board.

A few seconds later, the front door buzzed.

Tanya yanked the door open and ran inside.

Keith followed. “What are you going to do?”

“I’ll tear this fucking building apart if I have to.”

“Goddamn it, Tanya! We don’t even know if she’s here.”

She spun around. “You get in my way, and I’ll beat the shit out of you.” She ran up the stairs. “Lexi’s in apartment 3C. Help me or fuck off.”

Keith ran after her. “Would you calm down?”

She stopped on the third floor landing and ran down the hall with Keith on her heels.

“You’ve got some serious anger issues, do you know that?” Keith said.

She pounded on the door to 3C. “Open up, Lexi!”

“Go away!”

“Open this fucking door or I’ll kick it in.”

Keith took her arm. “Stop it! You’re scaring her.”

“Scaring her? She terrified me for two fucking days!” She turned and kicked the bottom of the door. “Open up, bitch!”

The locks began to turn.

The door opened a crack and Tanya shoved through. “Caitlyn! Where are you?”

Lexi cowered against the wall. She was wearing a white latex top that clung to her breasts. Her short black hair was disheveled, and her eyes were red with tears.

A green bath towel was wrapped around her hips.

“She’s not here,” Lexi sobbed.

Tanya left her behind and began going room to room.

Keith walked in and looked at Lexi. “Don’t be afraid. She’s just... She’s afraid for Caitlyn.”

“I don’t have her,” Lexi said as she stared at the wall.

“I know you don’t,” Keith said. “Why have you been crying?”

Something crashed in the living room.

Lexi burst into tears. “She can’t just come in here! This is my apartment! I just want to be left alone! It’s not right. I’ve never hurt anybody in my life. Why did they do this to me?!” She flung herself against Keith.

He put his arms around her. “Hey, hey, come on. It’s okay.”

“Where is she?!” Tanya yelled as she came back into the hall.

Keith looked at her. “She doesn’t know, Tanya. Jesus! Look at her for fuck’s sake!”

Tanya glared at her.

Keith stroked her black hair. “Can’t you see she’s upset?”

“I don’t...”

“Care, yeah, I know,” Keith grumbled. He led Lexi into the living room.

“What the fuck are you doing?” Tanya asked. “We have to find Caitlyn.”

“We will,” Keith said as he sat down on the couch with Lexi. “Just wait a few minutes, okay?”

“Jesus,” Tanya hissed.

“Can I get you something?” Keith asked Lexi.

The brunette shook her head.

“You’ve been here all by yourself?” Keith asked.

Lexi nodded. “Since I got out of the transformation center at the park.” She looked up at Tanya. “Your friend came and asked me if I wanted anything from the store. She didn’t even come inside. I swear.”

Tanya nodded. “Fine. We need to keep searching, Keith.”

“In a minute,” Keith said. He looked around the apartment. “Why don’t you come with us?”

Lexi looked at him and frowned. “No. I don’t want to leave my apartment.”

He took her hand. “It’s a beautiful day. I’m sure Caitlyn will come back soon. Tanya’s just overreacting...”

“Fuck you, Keith,” Tanya said.

“There’s nothing to be afraid of out there, Tanya. Not for us.” Keith smiled at Lexi. “Come on. Looking for Caitlyn is a lot better than being cooped up in here, right?”

Lexi shrugged.

“Come. Stay. I don’t give a fuck,” Tanya said as she stormed out into the hallway.

Keith shook his head. “She’s... an acquired taste.” He stood up and held out his hand.

She stared at it.

Keith smiled. “There are no answers in here, Lexi.”

***

Tanya stood on the apartment building stairs.

She wanted to believe Keith was right and that Caitlyn wasn’t in any real danger.

But watching the ongoing amateur porn show on the street was unnerving. These were ad executives, secretaries, doctors, and lawyers engaging in open orgies on the streets of Manhattan.

Keith stepped through the door behind her.

Lexi was holding his hand.

He looked down at her waist. “Lexi? You can’t cover up.”

“Don’t ask me to take off the towel,” she whispered.

“Lexi, you know you can’t.”

She nodded and took off the towel.

Beneath it, she wore a skintight black latex miniskirt that barely covered her buttocks.

Her long futa cock dangled between her thighs.

“Let’s go,” Tanya said.

“We don’t even know where the bodega she goes to is located,” Keith said.

“We’ll search them all,” Tanya said as she descended the steps.

“Okay. In that case? Let’s split up.”

Tanya turned to him. “You want to split up?!”

“We can cover more ground. Lexi and I will go to the north and east, you check to the south and east. She has to be in the red zone, right?”

“Yeah... yeah, I guess,” Tanya said.

Keith smiled at Lexi. “You know where the bodegas are around here, right?”

Lexi nodded.

“Good.”

Tanya nodded. “Meet back here in two hours?”

Keith smiled. “My guess is she’ll already be back in the apartment by then.”

***

Caitlyn was amazing herself with her cocksucking skills. She could take all twelve inches and lick his balls for good measure.

He smelled good and tasted good - he smelled like oregano and Caitlyn really liked oregano.

When she felt him tense, she would pause on the upstroke and squeeze the base of his cock with her thumb and index finger until he relaxed.

She giggled to herself. Jaime was going to go off like a fire hose when she finally let him pop.

Jaime talked to her the entire time. He started out telling her how beautiful she was and that turned into what an amazing cocksucker she was. Now he was speaking Spanish and Caitlyn couldn’t follow it that well.

But Jaime was a gentleman through it all. He never grabbed the back of her head and tried to gag her - not that he could. Twelve inches and a normal girth was definitely within her comfort zone. He was big but no junior Whore Master.

She felt him tense again and pulled back pulling his cock from her mouth and smiling up at him. “Semen en mis tetas, Jaime!”

He looked down at her in disbelief. “Que?”

She jerked his cock and pointed it at her breasts. “Semen.En.Mis.Tetas.”

He threw his head back and his body shook as his cock spurted jets of thick, white cream on her breasts and face.

Caitlyn smiled as she continued to stroke him.

Two satisfied customers before noon! She was killing this whole prostitute thing.

She stood up and smiled, her lips and breasts covered in his white cum.

“I... didn’t know you could speak Spanish,” Jaime laughed.

“Huh?’

“You spoke Spanish - you told me to ‘cum on your tits’.” He turned around and pulled a roll of paper towels from under the counter.

“Hmm? I think you heard wrong, Jaime. I barely speak Spanish.”

He began to gently wipe away his cum from her lips.

“No, Querida, I’m telling you - you spoke Spanish.” He started to wipe off her breasts. He hesitated. “May I?”

Caitlyn giggled. “Golly, Jaime, you just jizzed all over mis tetas. I think it’s totes okay for you to dry them off.”

He laughed. “I’m sorry, Querida. I’m trying to get used to all of this.”

“You’re sweet.” She pointed to the grocery bag. “So, did I earn my groceries.”

He shook his head. “Caitlyn, I was only joking.” He held up his cell phone. “I just have to scan your barcode. The Church takes care of everything.”

She giggled as she held out her right hand and he scanned the tattoo on the back. “You are a bad boy.” She hopped onto the counter and sat down. Then she swung her legs around and hopped off on the other side. “But,” she said as she looked over the counter at him. “I really love the taste of your meat... so, I’ll be back.”

She picked up her grocery bag and winked.

“Please come back soon!” He said as she walked out into the alley.

Two punk girls with short, multicolored hair were walking in as she walked out.

“Excuse me,” Caitlyn said as she walked past.

She felt their eyes on her.

“Hey, blondie, nice ass,” one of the punk girls said.

Caitlyn stopped and smiled. She turned and looked behind her.

Both of the girls were lifting their short skirts to reveal their hardening futa cocks.

“Thank you,” she said sweetly. Then she walked back to talk to them - it was the polite thing to do.

***

Keith kept looking over his shoulder toward where they had split from Tanya.

Lexi glanced up at him as they walked. “I thought you didn’t think there was any danger?”

“Yeah, the danger is Tanya.”

“She’s so angry,” Lexi said. “It’s not normal for us.”

Keith squeezed her hand. “Depression isn’t either.”

“This ruined my life,” Lexi said as they walked toward a bodega on a side street. She laughed. “I wasn’t even supposed to be here. I worked late. If I hadn’t? I would have been on Staten Island when this all happened.”

Keith opened the door to the bodega and looked around inside. “Not there.” He took her hand again. “How’d you get infected?”

Lexi bit her lip. “The girl who lives next door started pounding on my door at 11:00 PM. I opened the door thinking she was in trouble.” Lexi sat down on a bench. “Turns out, I was the one in trouble. As soon as she touched me I... just... wanted her. She pushed me down and started kissing me and then... I felt her... inside me.”

“She was a futanari?”

Lexi nodded. “Then this man came in through the door, it was still open. He was infected with bimbo flu. At some point, I passed out with both of them... in me.”

“I’m sorry.”

“No, I... at the time? I wanted it. The pheromones? I’d never been so turned on. Then I woke up with...” She looked down at her lap. “I was burning up. All I wanted to do was find somebody... anybody...”

“To infect,” Keith said.

She nodded. “I was... aware but it was like I was drunk. I couldn’t stop myself. I remember terrifying Tanya. It’s like I wasn’t in control of my own body. She hates me.”

“She’s scared. Her transformation wasn’t normal either.”

She looked up at him. “Why’d you ask me to come with you?”

He touched her face. “You’re sad.”

“Why do you care?”

He smiled. “We’re all in this together, Lexi. When you feel better, I think you’ll see that.”

She swallowed. “I tried to hurt myself.”

He nodded. “I thought you might have.”

“Sleeping pills. It didn’t work.”

“Our metabolism is too fast. Pills don’t do anything.”

She nodded. 

He stood up and took her hand. “Please don’t do that again, okay?”

She gave him a weak smile and stood up.

***

“Hey, I’ve got a penthouse a few blocks up,” a man in a silk suit said.

“Good for you,” Tanya said without slowing down.

He hurried to catch up with her. “You’re very beautiful.”

“Yes, I am. Go away.”

“You’re a Dominatrix Whore, right?”

She looked at his receding blond hairline. “You’re quick. What was the giveaway? The black bondage outfit or the whip?”

“You’re really mean. I love it. Can I scan you?”

She squinted at him. “Scan me? What is that? Transformed slang for ‘fuck’?”

He laughed. “I... no... the barcode on the back of your hand.” He pulled out a cellphone. “Can I scan it? I’d really like to get to know you.”

“Is that cellphone working?!” Tanya asked as she snatched it out of his hand.

The screen read ‘SlutzNet’. She pushed the phone icon and a numeric keypad popped up.

“Um, you can only call numbers inside the red zone. Sorry,” the man said. “I’m Jeremy.”

She frowned and handed him the phone. “That’s nice.” She started to walk away.

He caught up with her again. “If I’m bothering you, just tell me to go away and I will. I think... I had issues with being too pushy before. I’m not like that now. I’m very nice and not controlling at all. Not a stalker anymore. I... appreciate and respect women.”

Tanya stared at him for a moment and then burst out laughing. “Jeremy? Were you a jerk who treated women like pieces of meat?”

“I... yeah, I think so. I’m not like that anymore.”

“Jesus... they take pigs and turn them into Prince Charming...”

He nodded and turned away. “Thanks for talking to me.”

She watched him walking. I’m an idiot, she thought. “Jeremy? Come back.”

He turned and practically ran back to her side with the cell in his hand.

“I don’t have a barcode.”

“It’s on your hand. The back of your right hand.”

Tanya peeled up her right glove. She showed him the back of her hand. “No barcode.”

He smiled and pointed the phone at her hand. A purple light projected out of the back of the phone.

A white barcode tattoo appeared on her skin.

“See?”

“Son of a bitch,” Tanya whispered.

“Can I scan you?”

“Knock yourself out,” she said.

The phone beeped.

“We should have dinner one night. Do you like fish?” Jeremy said.

She turned away and began walking. “No.”

“No problem. We’ll have something else. Anything you want. I’ll call you.”

“Not too soon, Jeremy. You’ll come off as desperate. Be cool.”

“I am desperate,” he said.

“Oh, for fuck’s sake,” Tanya whispered. Why had she done that? Was she getting soft?

***

Caitlyn learned the two punk rocker futanari had been teachers a couple of days ago. They were Whore Caste now because teachers were no longer required. No one under the age of 18 was left in the red zone. Everyone under 18 had been evacuated before the walls went up.

Rachel and Vivian or ‘Rache and Vivi’ as they called themselves were having a ball in the red zone.

Having Caitlyn on her hands and knees in the alley by the bodega was just the latest of their escapades.

“Having a dick is like having a superpower,” Vivi said as she rubbed the head of her cock across Caitlyn’s lips. “I can see why guys are such assholes. Open wide, slut, mama wants you to ‘throat her shaft’.”

Rache laughed. “God, this little whore’s ass is unbelievable.” She flickered her tongue in and out of Caitlyn’s pussy.

“Mmph,” Caitlyn moaned. She reached up and fondled Vivi’s balls. They were kind of small in relation to her futa cock. Rache’s nuts were bigger.

Rache lined up her cock with Caitlyn’s pussy. “Mmm, can’t wait any longer.” She slid in, easing her thirteen inches in a little at a time.

She frowned as her forward progress was blocked at about seven inches. “What the...?” She smacked Caitlyn’s ass. “Baby girl here isn’t fixed.”

“What did you say?” Vivi asked as she stroked in and out of Caitlyn’s throat.

“She’s not opened up, Vivi.”

“Oh, fuck...” Vivi whispered. “We have to switch.”

“Shit, Vivi. Are you sure?”

“Fuck yes, I’m sure,” Vivi said. She pulled her cock out of Caitlyn’s mouth.

“Oof, what’s going on?” Caitlyn said.

“Honey, you are getting bred,” Vivi said as she hurried back to take Rache’s place behind Caitlyn.

“I can’t be bred, silly. I’m transformed.”

Vivi and Rache laughed.

“Don’t worry, blondie,” Rache said. “Vivi knows what she’s doing.” She started to push her cock into Caitlyn’s mouth.

“No!” Vivi said. “Pill first. Open up, slut.”

“Wait... what are you giving me?”

Vivi laughed. “Vitamin. Gotta keep up your strength.”

“I don’t...”

Vivi popped the brown pill in her mouth.

Caitlyn started to spit it out, but Rache slid her cock between Caitlyn’s lips and the pill went down.

“Come on. Come on. Come on,” Vivi whispered.

“How long does it take?” Rache said as she began face fucking Caitlyn.

“Not long. Usually it’s...”

Rache began to laugh.

Caitlyn was confused.

“Fuck... Oh, I can smell it... I have to...”

Caitlyn moaned as Vivi’s thick cock slid deep inside her and she began to thrust.

“Fuck. Tight. Little. Cunt,” Vivi moaned as she thrust.

Rache fucked her throat while Vivi pounded into her pussy.

“God, Vivi, give it to her! Knock the little whore up. So fucking hot...”

“She’s... fuck... so fucking fertile...”

Caitlyn frowned as she sucked Rache’s cock. Fertile? She wasn’t fertile. Everybody knew you couldn’t get pregnant after you were transformed. Boys were sterile and girls didn’t ovulate anymore.

“I’m going to cum. Gotta cum inside her, Rache.”

“Yes, baby. I’m ready too!”

***

Tanya walked down the alley to Jaime’s Bodega. There was a big orange dumpster outside the bodega and, just like every place else in the red zone, somebody was behind it fucking.

She could hear them grunting and thrusting.

As she opened the door to the bodega, she heard two women cry out as they orgasmed.

The bell rang over the door.

“Welcome to Jaime’s, Mistress. May I help you?” A smiling man behind the counter said.

“I’m actually looking for my friend, Caitlyn. Tall, blonde wearing pink latex?”

“Yeah, she was just here. I think... she’s behind the dumpster out there.”

Tanya frowned. She turned around. “Fuck.” She ran out the door and around the dumpster.

Caitlyn was on her hands and knees while two futanari were lining up - one with her pussy and the other with her mouth.

“Ready for round two, baby?” The futanari at Caitlyn’s mouth asked.

“I love fucking your sloppy seconds, Vivi,” The other said as she pushed her cock into Caitlyn’s wet pussy.

Caitlyn moaned and kissed the other futa’s cock. “I’d really like to go again, but my steaks are gonna be ruined if I don’t go home.”

“Get.The.Fuck.Off.Her!” Tanya yelled.

The skinny futa slid her cock into Caitlyn’s moaning mouth. “Fuck you, bitch. Get your own whore.”

Tanya took the whip off its tether. She swung it back and brought the nine tails forward with a flick of her wrist.

It snapped an inch from the nose of the futa throat fucking Caitlyn.

“Goddamn, bitch! Are you fucking insane?!” She fell backward and her cock came out of Caitlyn’s mouth with a pop.

Tanya flung her hand back and the cat wrapped around the other futa’s throat. “I said: Get the fuck off her!”

The futa fucking Caitlyn gasped for breath and stumbled back.

Tanya spun her wrist and the whip loosened around the futa’s neck.

Tanya pulled her arm back retrieving the whip. “Run. Run away. Don’t look back or I swear I will fucking end you both!”

The futanaris ran away screaming out of the alley.

Caitlyn stood up slowly. “Gee, Tanya, I was just having some fun. You didn’t have to get all weird.”

Tanya grabbed her and kissed her.

Caitlyn melted into her arms.

“Uggh, you taste like spooge,” Tanya hissed.

Caitlyn snuggled against her. “That was a great kiss.”

“I told you not to go to the bodega. Didn’t I?”

“I was fine.” Caitlyn smiled. “You’re so sweet, Tanya. You were worried. You came to rescue me. Then you perpetrated a hate crime against two futanari.” She snuggled against Tanya’s neck. “That’s the sweetest thing anybody ever did for me.”

Tanya rolled her eyes. “Why would you... do that with them?”

Caitlyn smiled. “Because it’s fun. They were very good. I like it when my lovers take charge.” She snuggled against Tanya again. “That’s why I like you so much, Tanya.”

Tanya took a step back. “Oh, my God, you are dripping.”

“Huh?” She tried to look down and see over her boobs. Finally she just reached down and retrieved a handful of futa cum. “Geez, Vivi filled me up with it. Lucky thing we can’t get preggers.”

***

Lexi had gone from dragging her feet along with her eyes on the sidewalk to holding her head up and even looking at Keith occasionally.

He held her hand - that was the key. Human contact... well, transformed contact. It was like Lexi’s battery was low and power flowed from Keith who could now spare it to Lexi, who needed it.

That connection was everything.

Most of the time, Keith was silent as they walked. He didn’t push. She would talk when she was ready. If he had met her a week ago, he could have taken her to a hospital.

There were no longer psychiatrists in the red zone - at least none who could help Lexi. A White Witch could help.

The transformation center at Union Square would not help her. It was run by Religious Caste, and, to them, Lexi was a weak link.

Keith might have been new to all this, but he knew what the Church did to weak links.

“Whore Caste takes care of Whore Caste,” Cum Slut Cathy said in the video.

He would take care of Lexi until they could find someone who would truly help.

Keith looked up at the sky. “We should head back. Maybe Tanya had more luck.”

Lexi looked up. “You can tell what time it is? You some kind of Boy Scout or something?”

He winked at her. “Eagle Scout.”

She laughed. “My fiancé was an...” She stopped and frowned. She shivered.

Keith put his arm around her. “Take your time. I’m not going anywhere.”

She nodded. “I feel safe with you. That’s crazy, isn’t it?”

“We’re Whore Caste...”

“I know what the video said but I just can’t feel that yet.”

Keith nodded. “Maybe it’s because you were infected with both viruses or something?”

“Maybe. I’ve just felt hopeless.”

“And now?”

She shrugged. “I feel better. You’re nice to act like you’re attracted to me...”

Keith stopped walking. “Act like? Lexi, you’re beautiful. I mean, I’d be nice to you even if you weren’t...”

“You don’t have to pretend,” she whispered. She looked down toward her feet.

Keith followed her gaze.

Then he laughed. “Because you’re a futanari?! Lexi, you’re a girl with a big clit - so what? Jesus, I’m walking around with a butcher shop in my pants, Caitlyn can’t even get it in her mouth. I may be good advertising for the Church? But a lot of women are going to be terrified of me.”

She shook her head. “Did you have a girlfriend before?”

“I was between girlfriends.”

Lexi nodded. “I had a fiancé. On Staten Island. That’s where I was supposed to be.”

“Maybe you still...?”

She bit her lip. “It’s best he thinks I just died.”

“Don’t say that.”

“No, it’s true. He’s human. At least, I hope he still is. I couldn’t ask him to accept me now.”

“If he loves you, he could accept you.”

She smiled at him. “He does love me but... there are limits, Keith. And I love him, so I won’t put him in that position.”

A man walked up to them and smiled. “Never had a futa before. Want to come back to my place?”

Keith felt Lexi cower. “Not now, okay? She’s having a bad day.”

“Oh, sorry. It’s just you’re both Whore Caste so I thought...”

Keith smiled. “It’s okay. Another time, sorry.”

The man nodded and started to walk away.

“Why are you refusing a request from Professional Caste?” A man asked.

Keith glanced over his shoulder.

The man was a Church agent, and he was staring at them.

“She’s had a bad day,” Keith said.

“It’s okay, agent,” the professional said. “There’s no problem here.”

“If you’re on the street, you’re available,” the agent said as he walked up to Keith.

“I... can... I’ll go with him,” Lexi said.

“No, it’s fine,” the professional said and smiled. “Everybody has a bad day.”

“No, it’s not fine. I think maybe she needs to come back to Union Square with me and be evaluated,” the agent said. Then he put his hand on Lexi’s arm.

Keith’s right fist pistoned out and he hit the agent in the jaw.

The agent’s feet left the sidewalk as he flew backward, his dark sunglasses fluttering away like some strange bird.

He sailed backward over a parked car and landed on the hood of a second, unconscious.

Keith stared at his fist. “I... I didn’t realize I was that strong.”

The professional turned and ran away down the sidewalk.

Lexi stared at the agent with her mouth open. “Holy shit... he is breathing, right?”

Keith nodded. “Yeah, he’s breathing.” He looked at Lexi. “Sorry, he really shouldn’t have put his hand on you.”

Lexi started to giggle and then to laugh.

Keith laughed too. “What do you think we should do?”

“Run, you idiot!” Lexi said and they ran hand in hand down the sidewalk.

***

“Fuck me,” Patricia Kennedy said as she stood on the wharf and stared into the murky waters of the east river.

There was a concrete structure twenty feet across extending out into the river from beneath the wharf and then descending into the murky depths.

The man from the subway, Pirelli stood beside her.

A diver with NYPD stamped on his wetsuit surfaced just off the wharf and pulled his rebreather out of his lips. “Jesus, you’re not going to believe this.”

“Try me,” Patricia said.

“It’s a fucking concrete tunnel. Goes down at an angle to about forty feet underwater. There are big steel doors at the entrance - they open from the inside. I’ll need a crew with torches or a demolition team to get it open. What the fuck is it for?”

“Submarine. It’s for a goddamned submarine,” Patricia said.

Pirelli took off his cap and scratched his balding head. “Submarine goes in, offloads or loads cargo, they transfer it to a train that goes back and forth into the red zone through the old subway tunnel.”

“If you hadn’t noticed, Pirelli? We might never have known it was here.”

Pirelli laughed. “Fucking secret subway tunnels, weird helicopters, nuns in black rubber? Who the fuck are we dealing with, Detective? Fucking Bond villains?”

“I wish I knew,” Patricia said. She took out her cell phone to call the Mayor, but she knew he would order her to leave the tunnel alone.

***

Two blocks into their walk back to the apartment, Caitlyn began to giggle.

“Something funny?” Tanya asked.

Caitlyn looked up and down the street. “They’re all looking at you.”

“Don’t be silly.”

“No, Tanya, for realsies. Everybody is looking at you - boys are looking, girls are looking, old people, young people.”

Tanya looked suspiciously around her. “They’re probably looking at you.”

“They are totes looking at you,” Caitlyn giggled.

Tanya stopped in the middle of the street. “Enough with the ‘totes’ and ‘for realsies’. Stop talking cute. It’s like you’ve regressed or something.”

Caitlyn put her hands on her hips and pouted. “I like how I talk! You’re a meanie, Tanya. First you get all up in my business when I simply had sex with two pretty futanari and now you’re bitching about how I talk!”

“You are such a brat! First you scare me to death and now you’re back-talking me?”

“So what? What are you going to do about it?” Caitlyn sneered.

Tanya grabbed the woman’s shoulders and spun her around. She pushed her up to a mailbox and bent her over it.

Smack! She slapped Caitlyn’s ass and the girl shrieked.

Tanya smiled: Caitlyn’s buttocks were small, but they jiggled deliciously with each open handed spank.

“Ow! Stop it!” Caitlyn screamed.

Slap. “You want to be a little whore? Fine...” Slap. “But you’re going to be one on my terms!” Slap. “You leave the apartment only when I say you can.” Slap. “You fuck who I say and only when I say.” Slap. 

Caitlyn’s ass cheeks were reddening under the blows and Tanya loved how the girl’s skin heated from the onslaught.

“With love,” Dr. Pain whispered from Tanya’s dream.

Slap, rub. She spanked slower, rubbing the heated skin gently after each strike.

Futa cum leaked from Caitlyn’s pussy and coated Tanya’s hand. This only served to piss Tanya off. “Uggh, cum, you’re disgusting.”

“Sorry, Tanya.”

Slap. Rub. Was Caitlyn breathing harder? She was moaning now but it didn’t sound like she was moaning in pain.

Caitlyn’s eyes were closed, and she was licking her lips.

Slap. Rub.

“I’m sorry, Mistress. I’ll be good...”

Slap. Rub.

Tanya was breathing hard, each strike making her tingle.

Slap. Rub.

“I deserve this, Mistress. I’ll obey you from now on.”

Tanya smiled. On the next slap, she let the sharp claws of her glove rake Caitlyn’s tender flesh and raise welts.

Her hand descended to strike again.

She froze. What? What was she doing?

Tanya stepped back.

It was then she noticed the crowd arrayed in a circle around them - Professional Caste and Whore Caste alike stared at them. A middle-aged MILF Whore with a skirt split all the way up to her navel was rubbing her wet sex and looking at Tanya with pure lust.

Beside her, a man in a business suit was rubbing his prominent erection through his slacks.

A Cheerleader Whore in a tight latex uniform that read SLUTZ across her big breasts reached out and touched the handle of Tanya’s Cat O’Nine Tails where it was attached to her outfit.

Tanya shrank away from the woman’s touch.

The man in the suit pulled out his cell phone. “Please, can I scan you? I just want to see your next show.”

Cell phones were thrust toward her from every direction.

Tanya stared at them. She wanted to scream in terror and run.

Then Caitlyn took her hand. She gently pulled down Tanya’s glove and exposed the tattoo. “Mistress Tanya is very selective when it comes to her clients. Only exceptional submissives are deemed worthy for her dominance. However, you may all cower and worship her perfection,” Caitlyn said in her femme fatale voice.

The purple lights on the phones illuminated Tanya’s tattoo and beeped as they scanned her one after another.

Many of the transformed dropped to their knees, some kissed her boots as Caitlyn led her through the crowd.

Caitlyn’s hand was her anchor though the girl’s eyes remained turned toward the ground.

The crowd thinned and fell behind.

Caitlyn drew closer to her.

“What just happened?” Tanya whispered.

Caitlyn smiled as they walked. “You thought we were slaves. You’re wrong, Tanya. We are the most powerful people in the world.”

***

Keith and Lexi sat on the front steps of Lexi’s building. Her hand was still locked on his and Keith felt the steady flow of his strength into her. He smiled. She was almost full now - almost completely recharged.

She kissed him.

Keith smiled. “That was nice. What was it for?”

She laughed. “For making a really shitty day into a better one.” Then her eyes went as big as saucers.

Her miniskirt lifted and her erection stood straight up. “Shit... shit, shit, shit...” She tried to smooth her skirt and her cock down.

It didn’t work. In fact, it made it worse.

Keith laughed. “Don’t be embarrassed. I like you too.”

She shook her head. “Goddamned fucking weird world.”

“That it is.” He nodded toward the street. “Mission accomplished, by the way.”

A block and a half down, Tanya and Caitlyn were walking toward them hand in hand.

Lexi leaned her head on Keith’s shoulder. “Quick question: What’s Tanya’s problem? I mean she’s got serious anger issues. Don’t know why, I mean all she got was a killer body - she doesn’t have to deal with a salami clit.”

Keith laughed. She was making jokes and that was good. “Tanya is... complicated.”

“Is that a nice way of saying she’s a bitch?”

“There are extenuating circumstances. That’s for her to tell you.”

Tanya was staring at them.

“Yeah,” Lexi said. “I’m pretty sure the only thing she’s likely to tell me is ‘Fuck Off’.”

“That is a distinct possibility.”

***

“Lexi!” Caitlyn yelled as she ran up the steps with her grocery bag in her hand. She sat down on the step beside her. “Ouchie! My butt’s sore, Tanya disciplined me.” She winked toward Tanya who was standing on the bottom step. The femme fatale voice came back. “You should get her to do it to you, Lexi. It’s amazing.”

She put her arm around Lexi’s shoulders.

Tanya frowned at the three of them. “I found her being gang banged by two of you people.”

Lexi grimaced. “I’m a ‘you people’ now? Great.”

“I loved it,” Caitlyn said. She looked down at Lexi’s lap. “Might be a little addicted. I really liked feeling their nipples on my back when they fucked me from behind.”

Lexi smiled.

Tanya rolled her eyes. “Is there any kind of disease she could catch from one of you?”

Keith’s mouth dropped open. “We don’t get diseases, Tanya. And stop acting like a bigot - that’s not you.”

“No, there are no diseases. Not even from us disgusting futas,” Lexi grumbled.

Keith was holding Lexi’s hand and Caitlyn was practically holding Lexi in her lap. Tanya was getting pissed - Keith and Caitlyn belonged to her, not Lexi.

Caitlyn smiled. “They were really nice. One of them even gave me a vitamin.”

Lexi turned slowly and looked at her. “A vitamin? What kind of vitamin?”

Caitlyn shrugged. “I don’t know. A little brown pill.”

Tanya climbed the steps. “You took a fucking drug! Jesus, you took a pill offered to you by a stranger?! What the fuck, Caitlyn?!”

Caitlyn pouted. “They were nice. They’re Whore Caste and they wouldn’t have hurt me.”

Lexi looked into Caitlyn’s eyes. “Caitlyn, Honey, explain to me exactly what happened, okay?”

“I was leaving the bodega when these two really hot kind of punk looking futas told me I had a nice ass. We started talking and, you know... necking... Rache was a really good kisser and Vivi did an amazing job massaging my boobs...”

Tanya was fuming. “Caitlyn! Get to the part about the pill!”

Caitlyn pouted. “It’s my story and I’ll tell it my way. Anyway, Rache did me first. And she thought it was funny the Church hadn’t used the sterilizer on me yet.”

Lexi grabbed her hand. “Wait... what? You still have a womb?”

“What the fuck difference does that make?!” Tanya said. “I thought we couldn’t get pregnant.”

“Not in the traditional sense, no,” Lexi said. “So, this Rache fucked you first?”

“Yes.”

“Did she cum inside you?”

“Yes.”

“Caitlyn, you saw her testicles, right?”

Caitlyn laughed. “Boy, I’ll say. Those big clangers were slapping me right in the chin when I deepthroated her.”

Lexi smiled. “So she had big balls?”

“Yeah, almost as big as Keith’s.” She leaned close and whispered. “Have you seen them? Has he fucked you yet? Are you going to fuck him? Can I be there when you two get weird?”

“Jesus,” Tanya grumbled.

Lexi smiled. “Okay, so this Rache, she fucked you...”

“Yeah, and she told Vivi I was still, you know, complete and Vivi got all super excited and they gave me the pill and that made Vivi get downright spastic and boy she fucked my brains out.”

Lexi closed her eyes. “Did Vivi cum inside you?”

“Yes, like a gallon.”

Lexi bit her lower lip. “Vivi’s balls? Were they big like Rache’s?”

Caitlyn laughed. “No, I felt sorry for her, they were like little bitty balls.”

“Oh, fuck...” Lexi whispered.

Tanya glared at her. “Define ‘Oh, fuck’. You said she couldn’t get a disease from one of you.”

“It’s... not a disease.”

“Then what...?”

“I’m pretty sure Caitlyn is pregnant.”

Caitlyn burst out laughing. “Good one, Lexi. Everybody knows the transformed can’t get pregnant.”

Nobody else was laughing.

***

“Quick transformed anatomy lesson,” Lexi said as she stood on the steps.

Caitlyn was wrapped in Keith and Tanya’s arms.

When Caitlyn had finally realized Lexi wasn’t kidding about Caitlyn being pregnant, she had gone into hysterics, and it took five minutes to calm her down.

Lexi raised her skirt and exposed her long cock and thick balls. “I’m a Futanari Type A. When a human female is exposed to my cum, they turn into a Futanari Type A like me. A transformed female wouldn’t be affected at all - not even one that hasn’t been sterilized.”

She took a deep breath. “Futanari Type B, on the other hand... When they breed a human female or a partially transformed woman who still has a functioning womb? Their sperm gathers the complete DNA of the breeder and injects it into one of the breeder’s eggs.”

Keith shook his head. “So, we’re not talking about a baby. We’re talking about a clone?”

“Exactly. In nine hours, Caitlyn is going to give birth to a fully grown clone of herself.”

“Fully grown?!” Caitlyn cried and then she burst into fresh tears. “I’m like six feet tall! It’s going to be like an alien bursting out of me.”

Lexi shook her head. “No, honey, the clone will be emaciated and folded sort of like origami. The old cloning method caused them to come out inside an amniotic sack but now they just sort ‘emerge’. It will be small enough to not damage you.”

“This is insane. It’s a fucking nightmare,” Tanya said.

“Hold on,” Keith said. “There has to be an egg... an ovum, right? Just because the futa bred her it doesn’t mean she’s definitely pregnant. If I remember my biology correctly, the egg wouldn’t be released unless Caitlyn was ovulating?”

Tanya grimaced. “The pill.”

“Exactly,” Lexi said. “It’s a fertility drug. Causes ovulation in seconds.” She knelt and took Caitlyn’s hand. “Sorry, Caitlyn, but you are definitely cloning.”

“Fucking predatory futa,” Tanya growled.

Lexi looked away. “She’s not predatory, Tanya. She was simply obeying her body. She’s driven to breed clones just like I’m driven to make other futanari.”

Tanya shook her head. “Is there anything we can do to get rid of it?”

Caitlyn put her hands protectively over her stomach. “Don’t even say that! This is a ‘me’ in here. I want to live and so does she! Trust me, I know me.”

Lexi smiled. “The Church would never allow it. We’re all property. Even the clone. Destruction of Church property is a one way ticket to Worker Caste.”

“Nine hours,” Tanya whispered.

“Yes, and a lot to do in that time,” Lexi said. “We need to get her to Union Square. Right now, that clone is an exact replica of Caitlyn. At Union Square, they can give her recombinant DNA shots to make at least enough changes in Caitlyn II so that we can tell them apart.”

Caitlyn held up her grocery bag. “Somebody’s got to put these steaks and things in the fridge.”

***

Say what you want about the Children of Morpheus, but we are sharp dressers, Tracy thought as she rode in the back of the SUV beside Cathy.

Tracy wasn’t surprised that Cathy was in white latex - she never wore anything else, but the tight pants and halters Cathy normally wore had been replaced with a white latex version of a ‘little black dress’. It was backless and had a plunging neckline that spectacularly showed off her ample assets.

The latex choker she always wore was in place with its inverted pentagram medallion, but a new bauble had been added: a black metal inverted cross was over the pentagram.

The cross was the symbol of Religious caste and it marked Cathy as Hecate’s property.

Tracy hated the cross and hated Hecate more.

Tracy wore her own ‘little black dress’ but this one was actually in black - it had come from some boutique that had once been haute couture but now found itself deep in the Red Zone. She wasn’t certain but Tracy was fairly sure the dress had originally cost more than the SUV they were riding in.

Earlier Cathy fastened a diamond necklace around Tracy’s neck that could have bought half the zone.

“Where do you think we’re going?” Tracy asked. The SUV had arrived for them shortly before sunset, the driver had given them their expensive clothes, and then had whisked them away without a word as to their destination.

“A party, of course.”

“I gathered that much, smartass.”

Cathy laughed. “This is Hecate’s way of apologizing. She thinks we’ll be in awe of her generosity.”

“It’s not working.”

Cathy smiled and watched the road through the windshield. “She can be charming when she wants to be.”

“And brutal all the rest of the time.”

Cathy took her hand. “As Mother Superiors go? Hecate is almost sweet.”

“Jesus...”

The massive tent over Union Square loomed ahead but the SUV veered to the right and pulled up to the curb in front of a high rise.

A crowd of Street Whores and Studs stood outside the entrance wearing everything from g-strings to tuxedos. Nuns and priests in black and white latex scurried about greeting people in expensive suits and dresses as they got out of limousines.

“Fuck,” Tracy whispered.

“Oh, this is what she meant by a ‘get together’. I should have known.”

Tracy looked at the people getting out of the limos and stepping onto the red carpet. “Who are these people? They don’t look like transformed.”

“They’re not. You can be sure that every one of them is worth at least $100 million - most are billionaires. You’re about to meet the one percent,” Cathy said.

The driver opened their door and Cathy slid out.

Tracy followed her.

Techno music hummed from inside the building.

Cathy turned to her and touched the necklace. “Poise, darling. You look beautiful. Everyone wants you, men and women alike.”

Tracy looked at the crowd. “Cathy... I don’t know. This isn’t my scene...”

Cathy laughed. “Just go inside. Mix. Mingle. Eat the food. Drink the wine. Laugh at the jokes.”

“Fuck,” Tracy whispered.

Cathy smiled. “Probably don’t say ‘Fuck’ quite so often. Unless you are actually fucking - which you should do if you like. But only if you like.” Cathy took out a silver bracelet and put it on Tracy’s left wrist.

It had a pentagram attached to it and a heart shaped ruby in the center of the star.

“Remember, you are the mate of a White Witch, part of my coven. You are slave to no man or woman.” She smiled. “But you are mine.”

***

The transformation station at Union Square was a mad house. Tanya held tight to Caitlyn’s hand when they entered the tent and Lexi and Keith were pressed so tightly against them Tanya could feel Keith’s breath on the back of her neck.

A doctor dressed from head to toe in black latex walked past Tanya and she almost screamed.

The man was bald, and the gimp suit was open at his nipples and crotch. Electrodes were attached to his nipples and some type of weird penis pump was suctioning his long cock as he worked.

He leaned over a naked woman on a gurney. “Girlfriend Experience Whore!” He called out.

A ‘nurse’ tottered behind him in a black latex outfit. Her ankles were held wide apart by a ‘spreader bar’ that was chained to her ankles, forcing the woman to hobble on her long heels with her legs spread. 

The woman on the gurney was in hysterics, her voice muffled by the red ball gag in her teeth.

The nurse wrote ‘GEW’ on the woman’s forehead with a grease pencil and then did her best to run after the doctor who was already on the next ‘patient’.

The tent was filled to overflowing with naked people on gurneys.

“Oh, God,” Tanya whispered.

“I hoped I’d never have to be in this fucking tent again,” Lexi said.

Caitlyn turned to her. “This is where they brought you?”

Lexi nodded and shivered. “The three of you have no idea how lucky you were. You slept through everything in your apartment.”

The woman with ‘GEW’ on her forehead thrashed and screamed through her gag as two nurses leaned over her and began giving her injections.

Keith balled up his fists and took a step toward the gurney.

“What are you doing?” Tanya hissed as she grabbed his wrist.

“They’re not supposed to hurt them,” Keith growled.

Lexi grabbed his shoulders. “You can’t. We’re outnumbered. This isn’t like punching out the Church agent on the street...”

Tanya looked back and forth between Keith and Lexi. “You punched another one?”

“Defending me,” Lexi said as she pulled him closer. “You can’t, Keith.”

“But I’m... I’m supposed to...”

Tanya put her hands on his face. “Hey! Look at me. We’re here to take care of our own. Right? Our own. That’s Caitlyn.”

“But...”

“No ‘buts’ - we get this done and we leave. You can’t play the hero in here.”

“Hi!” A happy voice said.

The four of them turned to look up into the eyes of a nurse who must have been seven foot five in her heels. “I’m Nurse Raquel! What brings you beautiful Whore Caste to Union Square?”

The woman was a walking cartoon character with comically huge blue eyes and big blonde hair under her crisp white nurse’s cap. Her breasts were twin torpedoes that strained her latex uniform blouse.

Her smile looked like it was permanently frozen in place.

The four of them stared at her in awe.

“Our... friend, Caitlyn, here needs to see the doctor,” Tanya finally managed to say.

“Ooo! Preggo Whore are we - got a nice little baby bump starting there.”

Tanya leaned her head back toward Keith. “Preggo Whore?” She whispered.

“You don’t want to know.”

Caitlyn smiled and rubbed her expanding belly. “No, Ma’am. I’m a Street Whore but I had sex with a Futanari Type B.”

Nurse Raquel’s smile stayed in place, but her eyes blinked rapidly as if she were an overtaxed little computer trying to figure Pi to a million decimal places.

“Nurse Raquel?” Tanya asked after a few seconds.

Raquel stopped blinking. “Oh, sorry, there I go again. I’m easily overwhelmed.”

“You’re a nurse and you work in this place, and we overwhelmed you?” Tanya asked.

“Yes, you see, there was a mix-up with my transformation and a teensy too much growth factor and Titty Grow was administered. I’m afraid I ended up with a massive case of bimbo brain, which is kind of ironic because I was studying to be a neuro... noro...” Her forehead wrinkled.

“Neurosurgeon?” Tanya asked.

Raquel giggled and clapped. “That’s the word! But don’t you worry, they made me a receptionist and I’m great at patient intake now! Let’s see... Dr. Baal is working triage but his associate, Dr. Mills, is available to handle a clone OB/GYN patient.” She pointed behind her.

A naked man wearing a white latex apron was jerking off in the corner.

“Uh... you mean the guy spanking his monkey?” Tanya asked.

“That’s him!” Raquel said.

Tanya frowned. “Raquel, could we possibly have a doctor who isn’t masturbating?”

The tall blonde looked around the tent. “No... everyone’s either busy or masturbating. I’ll go get him!”

Caitlyn looked up at Tanya. “I think I’d like to go home, please.”

***

The main party was on the penthouse level. It had once been some sort of night club.

Now it’s Sodom and Gomorrah, Tracy thought.

The Techno music thrummed as the sunset illuminated the huge room in red and pink hues. Whore Caste moved through the crowd. The rich people stood around talking and laughing as Street Whores performed oral.

A woman dripping in diamonds and wearing a slinky black dress pushed up over her hips was leaning against the bar. A tall Street Stud stood naked behind her, his cock deep inside her as a second stud crouched between her legs and licked her clit.

“Holy fuck,” Tracy whispered.

“Close your mouth, dear. You’ll collect flies as my nan used to say,” Cathy laughed.

There was a raised stage in the middle of the room. A muscle-bound junior Whore Master was standing with a muscular Street Whore in his arms. They wore nothing but black leather straps across their chests. biceps, and thighs. The Whore Master was fucking her, holding her waist in both hands as he shoved his massive cock in and out, in and out. They kissed, their tongues wet and pink in the low light.

A crowd of well-dressed men and women stood in a circle around the stage, enjoying the show.

Hecate was near the back of the room where it opened out onto an open-air veranda. Men in silk suits stood all around her.

And Tracy knew why.

The Mother Superior was dressed in a black and white latex loin dress that was hazardously narrow exposing her full hips. The bodice was an ornate inverted crucifix of transparent latex.

Her coif was gone, and her hair flowed down her shoulders in a beautiful cascade.

Her strange eyes were hidden behind dark glasses. She smiled with her wine red lips when she saw Cathy. She held out her hand toward the White Witch.

“Oh, my Mistress beckons,” Cathy said. She squeezed Tracy’s hand. “Have fun - all the fun you want,” Cathy said. Then she smiled. “Just remember who you came with?”

“Maybe I should stick close?”

“Don’t be silly,” Cathy said. “But don’t tire yourself out. I’m going to be horny as fuck by the time we leave.” She turned away and floated across the floor.

She watched as Hecate took Cathy’s hand and kissed it, drawing her property to her side.

***

Nurse Raquel helped Caitlyn get her heels in the stirrups of the gynecological chair. She had led them back to a sterile white room in the tent.

Tanya took a step back.

“No! Tanya, hold my hand!” Caitlyn said as her lower lip quivered.

“Okay,” Tanya said as she hurriedly sat on a small stool to Caitlyn’s left and took her hand. “I won’t go anywhere. I’m right here.”

The doctor came in and smiled. “I’m Dr. Mills. Who owns her?”

“I’m sorry, what?” Tanya asked.

The doctor stared at her. “She’s a Street Whore. She isn’t responsible for herself. Someone has to own her even if she isn’t officially bound. Otherwise we can say she’s bound to the Church, and I can make the decisions for her,” Mills said and smiled.

“Tanya! Tanya’s my owner!” Caitlyn cried.

“What?! No, Caitlyn...” Tanya said.

“Please, Tanya, I don’t want to be owned by somebody else!” Caitlyn whispered.

The doctor rubbed his chin. “Hmm... Dominatrix Whore, huh? It’s not normally done but, we’re bending the rules here in the Red Zone. What’s your name, Red?” He ran his finger across a tablet computer.

“Tanya Manetti.”

“Okay, Mistress Manetti. Caitlyn Cassandra Collins is now Caitlyn Cassandra Collins di Manetti. Nurse, can you get a DNA sample, please?”

Tanya shrieked as Nurse Raquel poked her in the right bicep with a thin needle. “Ouch, warn a bitch, will ya?”

Nurse Raquel handed the needle with a drop of Tanya’s blood to Dr. Mills. He loaded it in a small vaccination gun.

“You know, the binding works through quantum mechanics?” Mills said as he aimed the gun at Caitlyn’s throat. “Einstein called it ‘spooky action at a distance’, we call it quantum entanglement. When I inject this into Caitlyn, the two of you will be joined together on a quantum level.” He smiled at Tanya. “I could give her this shot on the other side of the world, on the far side of the moon, across the universe from you? And you would both still feel it at precisely the same moment.”

“What are you talking about?” Tanya asked.

The gun hissed.

And, immune to mind control or not, Tanya Manetti fell madly in love with Caitlyn Collins, though Caitlyn could tell almost no difference.

Because she was already in love.

***

“Not a Street Whore,” a man said behind Tracy.

She turned and looked into two sea green eyes and a handsome face. “Excuse me?”

The crowd milled about them by the bar.

“I’m getting good at figuring out designations,” the handsome man said as he studied her face. “The face is innocent but not naive, so not a Street Whore. The flawless body is athletic but not compact, so not a Cheerleader Whore. The face doesn’t have a single flaw, she’s pure perfection without a single line or wrinkle, so not a MILF Whore. There’s no look of condescension or malice, so definitely not a Dominatrix.” He bit his lower lip. “Girlfriend Experience Whore, possibly, but if you were one? You’d be brainwashed into not knowing you were one and you would find my whole line of questioning insulting... which, considering the absolutely breathtaking smile on those lips more perfect than God could even imagine? No... no, you are an enigma.”

Tracy looked at his lips and licked her own. “You’re so full of shit you squeak.”

He laughed. “Oh, an arrow straight to my heart. Shot down and I so practiced that speech.”

“You practiced it?!”

“Absolutely. It took me a full minute to build up enough courage to approach the most beautiful woman in this room.”

She rolled her eyes. “You seriously need to look around the room.”

“You don’t like compliments, do you?”

“All women like compliments. Most men do too.”

“Keen judge of human nature... Hmm, okay now I’m leaning toward White Witch... but you’re out of uniform if that’s the case.”

She held up her bracelet. “My lover is a White Witch.”

“Yes, I saw you come in with her. Does she make all your decisions for you?”

She sneered. “What do you think?”

“No, I thought not. Okay, I’m completely stumped.”

“You’ll laugh.”

“I promise I won’t.”

“School Girl Whore. My usual outfit is...”

He finished her sentence. “A plaid skirt and a tight blouse? I’ll bet you look amazing in it.”

She smiled. “You should see me out of it.”

***

The doctor moved the ultrasound wand up Caitlyn’s tummy. It was now inches bigger around than when they arrived.

Tanya looked at the image on the screen.

The clone looked nothing like a baby - it looked more like a tangle of arms and legs.

“Wow, mini-me is moving around!” Caitlyn said.

Tanya squeezed her hand. “How does the clone look, Doc?”

“Oh, she looks just fine. Another five hours and she’ll emerge. If we’re going to make modifications, it needs to be now.” He rolled a piece of machinery close to the chair. Lights blinked and wheels turned in the chrome mechanism.

He pulled up a screen on his tablet. “Mentally she’ll need a computer controlled mind copy or a White Witch to do the honors.”

“What do you mean?” Tanya asked.

The doctor sat down on one of the stools and rolled close to them. “The clone has no personality or memories when it emerges. It’s literally a blank slate. SlutzNet can program the clone by copying Caitlyn’s mind or a White Witch can do it telepathically.”

Caitlyn smiled. “Oh, can we get Cum Slut Cathy to do it?”

“I can have the nurse see when she’s available. Raquel?”

Raquel saluted. “On it, sir!” She picked up her phone and dialed.

“Now, physically we have a lot of options...”

Caitlyn hopped up and down in the chair. “Can she be a brunette? I always wanted to try dying my hair...”

Mills looked at Tanya. “I’m sorry, Caitlyn, but your Mistress has to decide that.”

A tingle went through Tanya at being referred to as Caitlyn’s mistress. She smiled and stroked Caitlyn’s hair. “Do you really want her to be a brunette?”

“Yes, please! Oh, yes, please, Mistress.”

Tanya smiled. “Dark hair then, doctor.”

Mills touched the screen.

Caitlyn looked at Tanya expectantly.

“What?”

“Well, what else? We’re your property, Mistress.”

Tanya’s mouth was dry. “I want everything else... the same. I want her to be just as perfect as Caitlyn just with dark hair.”

Caitlyn turned red and sniffled. “Golly.” Then she frowned. “Hey, wait a minute. Don’t you want her butt to be bigger?”

Mills smiled. “Any size you want, Mistress Manetti.”

Tanya smiled and kissed Caitlyn. “Your butt is perfect, Caitlyn Cassandra Collins di Manetti.”

Mills touched the tablet screen again. “Okay, here we go.”

The machine beside the chair whirred and clicked. A moment later a vial of blue liquid rose up from the top of the machine.

He picked it up and pulled a small sheet off a nearby rolling table.

At first, Tanya thought it was a gun... a penis gun. It had a dildo shaped barrel and a pistol grip.

“What the fuck is that?”

Mills smiled. “It’s a modification of a Sterilizer.” He pushed the vial into a slot on the barrel and it clicked. He held up the gun and pointed it at the ceiling. “The retrovirus has to be injected directly into the amniotic sack through the cervix.”

Caitlyn’s eyes were huge. “You know? I’m okay with her being a blonde. Let’s just go home.”

Tanya stroked her arm. “No, we need to do this. If this ‘Caitlyn II’ has your exact face, body, and mind? We won’t be able to tell you apart.”

The doctor rolled on his stool between Caitlyn’s widespread thighs. “This won’t hurt a bit, you’ll see. Oh, and Tanya? You should bring her back tomorrow to have her fixed - if not, we’ll be doing this every few days. You know what they say: once they try a girl with a dick, they come back quick.

Caitlyn shrugged. “He’s probably right. It’s totes hot getting bred by a pretty girl.”

Mills reached out and began stroking Caitlyn’s clit.

Tanya’s mouth dropped open. “Hey! What the fuck are you doing?”

He smiled. “No use wasting lubricant. A little manual stimulation is all these Street Whores need.”

“Ooo, mmm, I like that,” Caitlyn cooed.

Raquel came back with her cellphone. “Mistress Cathy is available tomorrow morning at 10:00 AM. She’ll come to you.”

“Nurse, could you warm this up, please?” Mills said. He held up the dildo gun.

“Of course, doctor.” Raquel took the gun, held it high in the air, tilted her head back and opened her mouth.

The dildo was nearly sixteen inches long and the nurse slid it all the way down her throat, not stopping till her lips touched the pistol grip. Then she began to fuck her throat with it, causing a huge bulge to slide up and down her neck.

“Fuck,” Tanya mumbled. “Is that sanitary?”

“Sanitary?” The doctor laughed. “Who gives a fuck? Watch her go.” He leaned forward and began sucking Caitlyn’s clit.

***

“I don’t... even know... your name,” Tracy whispered as the man pinned her back to the bathroom wall.

“Walter... Jones.” He managed as he thrust.

Tracy had her left leg wrapped around his waist, her right leg supporting her on the tile floor as he drove his twelve inch cock into her like a battering ram.

“Jesus... Oh, God, you’re good, Walter Jones,” she moaned. A week ago, a guy with a foot long cock would have terrified her. Now, he was below average.

But, what Walter Jones lacked in length and girth, he more than made up for in technique.

“Shit, you are so... tight... oh, God, I never expected you to be... like this.”

She laughed. “First... transformed... girl?”

“God, you could bend steel... with those muscles.” He kissed her neck and then bit her shoulder.

They had started kissing in the hallway, and he had his pants around his ankles by the time they barged into the men’s room.

They weren’t the only couple in the restroom. There were at least four others and maybe more in the stalls.

She grabbed his short blonde hair and pulled his head back. Then she kissed him, pulling him closer with the leg around his waist.

She came hard, moaning - he couldn’t even hit the new clitoris deep inside her and still she was screaming into his mouth and trying to bite his tongue.

His movements became erratic and then he froze.

Tracy laughed as he pumped his cum deep inside her. She kissed his eyes, his nose, his lips.

“Run away... with me,” Walter said, his cock softened but still inside her.

“I’m tempted, Walter Jones,” Tracy whispered as she lowered her leg slowly. She felt him slide out of her and then felt the slow stream of his white cream pouring out of her.

She closed her eyes and let him hold her, every nerve in her body thrumming in time with the Techno playing throughout the party. 

The world was so different. She’d had wild sex at parties before, but this was not the same. There was no worry about being safe, no questions about whether he might call her tomorrow, no self-doubt about whether she was a slut. No shame. No expectations.

She met a man at a party, and they had crazy, intense sex and it was wonderful.

End of story.

Whatever came next was a new adventure.

He touched her hair. “You’re not what I expected. I... don’t know what I expected but not... not you.”

She opened her eyes and smiled at him.

He shook his head. “You’re so free. I’ve never met anybody who just let go and was simply there... in the moment.”

She laughed. “What are you talking about?”

“You really aren’t human, are you?”

She stared at him. “What’s that supposed to mean?”

“No, no, I’m not criticizing. You really are the next step in human evolution, aren’t you?”

“I... don’t know about that.”

He looked around the room.

A bald man was eating out a woman in a cocktail dress while a Street Whore lay on her back between his legs and sucked his cock.

Walter took Tracy’s hand and led her back to one of the stalls. He ushered her inside and closed the door.

“Mmm, my thoughts exactly.” She let down the left side of her dress and exposed her big breast with its pentagram nipple clamp. “One dose of this and you’ll be ready to go again in seconds.” She reached up to undo the clamp.

He put his hand over hers. “You’re immune, aren’t you?”

Tracy stared into his eyes.

***

“This is completely unprofessional,” Tanya said as she watched Dr. Mills tongue fuck Caitlyn.

He looked up and licked her honey from his lips. “Just trying to relax the patient, Mistress Manetti.”

Caitlyn smiled as she lounged back in the gynecological chair. “And it’s working... I feel wonderful.”

Mills leaned back on the stool and eased two fingers into Caitlyn’s pussy. “See? Nice and lubricated.” He winked at Tanya and licked his fingers. “Nurse, dildo, please?”

Raquel stopped deep throating the rubber cock gun. She pulled it up and out of her gullet like a sword swallower preparing to take a bow. “Here it is, doctor.”

Tanya watched the massive, slick dildo as Raquel transferred it into Mills’s hand.

Mills rubbed the head up and down Caitlyn’s wet slit. Then he angled it and began sliding it in slowly.

“Mmm,” Caitlyn moaned.

“Let’s see... little bit more... there’s that pesky cervix,” Mills said as he succeeded in getting a little more than five inches of the dildo into Caitlyn.

Caitlyn giggled. “Thanks for... making it warm... Raquel.”

“No problem, sweetheart,” Raquel said as she slid down to her knees. Then she pressed forward and pulled Tanya’s knees apart.

“Hey! What the...?” Tanya growled.

“You’re so tense, honey. Let me help.”

Tanya gasped as Raquel went directly for her clit, sucking it between her lips and beginning to stroke it with her tongue. “Oh! Wait! I’m not... Oh... wow.”

Caitlyn giggled and held Tanya’s hand tight. “I’m getting over my fear of doctors, Tanya.”

“Oh... me... too,” Tanya moaned as she wrapped her fingers in Raquel’s hair and pulled her tighter against her pussy.

“Okay, Caitlyn, on three,” Dr. Mills said. 

Caitlyn squeezed her eyes shut. “Okay.”

“One...” He squeezed the trigger.

“Youchie! You lied!”

***

“Immune?” Tracy said. “I’m not immune. They thought I was immune, but Cathy re-tested me and I’m not. I don’t know why you would think...?”

Walter shook his head. “Listen, Tracy, I don’t have much time. We know you’re immune. I came here tonight to talk to you,” he whispered.

“Who the fuck are you?” Tracy said out loud in the toilet stall.

“Shh, please. We have to keep our voices down or somebody might hear. That would be bad for both of us.”

“Who are you!” Tracy whispered through gritted teeth.

“I took one of the invited guest’s place. I’m with the government.”

“Which one?”

“Your government. The US government. Who do you think?”

She shook her head. “I’m Whore Caste and I owe my allegiance to the Theocratic Republic of Cuba. I’m not immune. Tell Hecate nice try.” She tried to push past him.

He put his hand on her arm.

Tracy tossed him against the wall, and he nearly landed in the toilet. “I’m a lot stronger than you, human.”

She turned to leave.

Walter looked at her with a pained expression. “Tracy Dufresne. Twenty-seven. Ran away from your home in Iowa over a decade ago. You’ve lived in flop houses and on the street ever since. Until Cathy rescued you. Four arrests, no convictions. Two for petty theft, one for assault, one for prostitution...”

Tracy turned slowly. “How do you know so much about me?”

He shook his head and whispered. “We’re the government. We know shit that would scare the fuck out of you.”

***

Keith and Lexi watched as Raquel went down on Tanya.

A moment before Caitlyn had whined when Dr. Mills had injected her with the dildo gun.

He had pulled it out and then consoled her by replacing it with his thick cock.

Caitlyn moaned as the doctor ground against her.

And, while they watched, Keith and Lexi masturbated.

Lexi lay her head on his shoulder as she stroked herself.

He had his left arm around her waist as he stroked his own cock, his jeans lying crumpled on the floor.

She looked at him shyly. “I... I’m not what you want... I mean...”

“Shh.” He picked her up and set her on a gurney, pushing her tight skirt up to her waist.

She leaned back with her legs dangling over the side. She scooted forward.

Lexi’s cock was stiff. She reached down and lifted her big balls.

A tiny, wet, pink pussy was underneath.

“You’re so small.”

“They used the sterilizer on me... I’m open. If you don’t mind...?”

“Stop talking,” he said. He pushed the thick head of his cock against her small opening.

“Oh!” She whispered as her pussy began to open for him. She was already wet from watching Caitlyn and Tanya, not to mention from stroking her cock.

He pushed forward, slowly, steadily, letting her body take him at her own pace.

She looked into his eyes. “I... need to...”

He smiled and nodded. “Go ahead.”

She grasped her cock and began to stroke it.

Keith slid deeper and she gasped, jacking herself harder.

She began to thrash her hips and Keith rocked his hips forward.

His entire length slid inside her.

“God! God!” Lexi cried and her pussy began to squeeze him hard. She orgasmed, cum spurting onto her stomach as her cock throbbed.

Keith smiled down at her and kissed her.

She kissed him back, hungrily. Her hips rolled and bucked, trying to take more of him.

He thrust against her, his mouth on hers as she yielded under him, wrapping her long legs around him until he came, filling her with his cum.

***

“I work for a group in the government that’s fighting the Church of Morpheus,” Walter whispered. “We have spies inside the Red Zone. That’s how we found out about the pretty blonde immune Cum Slut Cathy saved.”

Tracy shrugged. “Okay, fine. Why are you talking to me? I mean, man, they will fucking kill you or worse if they get a hold of you.”

“Trust me. I know.” Walter took her hands in his. “Tracy Dufresne, your country needs you.”

Tracy pushed him away and laughed. “Yeah, fuck you and your country.”

“How can you say that?”

She threw up her hands. “Look around, dipshit! This country is fucked up. Global warming, homelessness, wars...”

“Freedom, Tracy. You’re forgetting freedom - that’s something the Church of Morpheus is going to take away. Yeah, we’re screwed up. Trust me, I’ve seen more screw ups than you can imagine. But, Tracy, do you honestly believe this psychotic Church is the answer?”

“No. No, I don’t. But Whore Caste...”

“Jesus, Tracy, the Whore Caste isn’t in charge. That psychotic rubber bitch and her pals are the ones calling the shots not people like Cathy. They’re going to destroy this country, Tracy. And when we’re gone? The entire world will bow down to them. They’re going to take away free will. This world is going to be a police state. You know that’s not a good thing, right?”

“Fuck you, Walter.” She shook her head. “What do you people want me to do? And I’m telling you right now if it’s anything that is going to hurt Cathy? I’m out. Okay? I love her. I really...” Her voice choked. “I really love her.”

He handed her a card. “Read this number. Memorize it. Then destroy the card. When you’re out of the Red Zone and feel comfortable? Call us. We’ll be waiting.”

“No promises.”

He nodded. “You’re immune. They can’t twist your perceptions. You’re going to see them for what they are, and you’ll call us.”

She took his hands. “What they are? What they are is what I am. You felt it, didn’t you? You talk to me about freedom but when I showed you true freedom? You were blown away.”

He smiled and kissed her. “I will say this: you’re the most amazing woman I’ve ever met, Tracy Dufresne. There is no doubt about that.” His hand hesitated on the stall door lever. “You don’t know what they’re doing here tonight, do you?”

“What? It’s a party. They’re schmoozing billionaires.”

Walter laughed without an ounce of humor and shook his head. “Keep watching, beautiful. The party is going to get interesting. And get Cathy to tell you about Latigo Key. That’ll be a real eye-opener.”

***

Dr. Mills looked at his watch. “The clone will emerge in about three hours. The main thing for Caitlyn to remember is not to fight it - don’t try to hold it in.”

“Did you hear that?” Tanya asked.

Caitlyn was sitting on the floor in Raquel’s lap nursing on the giantess’s tits. She looked up and licked away her Ambrosia milk mustache. “Let it out. Got it. This is gonna hurt, right?”

Mills laughed. “Not at all. Remember, this method of reproduction was created in Dr. Demona’s laboratory - you won’t have any pain. The emergence will trigger all your pleasure centers. You’ll be in a constant, sustained orgasm from the moment your water breaks.”

“Wow... I’m kind of looking forward to it,” Caitlyn giggled as she stood up from Raquel’s embrace and stretched.

“Your Ambrosia will come in when the clone emerges,” Mills said. “You’ll need to breast feed her for the first few hours. You need to eat as often as you can during that time and hydrate.”

“Yes, doctor,” Caitlyn said.

“There’s really not much that can go wrong,” Mills said. He looked toward Lexi and Keith. They were standing together at the back wall of the tent. “While you’re here, would you like to bind the other two members of your coven?”

Tanya stared at Lexi and Keith and frowned. “You can bind him if he likes. She’s not part of my coven.”

Caitlyn drew in a sharp breath.

Tanya looked away.

Lexi looked at the floor of the tent and Keith held her tight. 

Keith shook his head. “Guess I’ll pass, doctor.”

***

Tracy followed Walter Jones out of the men’s room. He turned toward her, smiled, and disappeared in the crowd like a mirage.

Tracy returned to the party, feeling eyes on her as she threaded her way through the crowd. This new world Morpheus was creating was filled with spies and counter-spies. She had no doubt that Hecate and the Religious Caste were evil, but she would never do anything to hurt Cathy.

As she passed the bar area, she could see Cathy still standing with Hecate, hanging on her arm like an ornament.

Cathy smiled at her and waved toward her.

Tracy crossed to where they were standing.

“...the submarine you used to take us from Connecticut down to the subway. It’s years ahead of anything coming out of Newport News or Groton,” one of the businessmen said. “How do you power it?”

“Fusion,” Hecate said. “Our scientists are fifty years ahead of anything coming out of the United States.” Her phone rang. “If you’ll excuse me.” She turned and walked onto the veranda.

Cathy leaned close to Tracy and whispered, “Do I smell... cum?”

Tracy laughed. “Maybe.”

“Do I get to meet him?”

“He’s gone.”

“How was he?”

“Pretty,” Tracy said and smiled. “You’re not jealous?”

“No, my love. I’m happy.” She rubbed Tracy’s fingers in her hand.

One of the middle-aged man who had been talking to Hecate looked at Tracy and turned to Cathy. “$5 million.”

Tracy looked confused.

“I’m afraid not.” She held up Tracy’s hand entwined with hers. “Tracy is part of my coven. We’re bound together.”

The man let his eyes roam over Tracy. “Everything has a price.”

“Not love,” Cathy said. “Never love.”

The man bowed slightly and turned away toward the crowd. “Well, at least some things can still be bought.”

Cathy frowned. She leaned close to Tracy. “Don’t be afraid.”

“Why...?”

“I’ll explain later. Just... don’t be afraid.”

Beyond the bar, the crowd separated. The loud techno music became a whisper.

A group of men and women in black leather came walking in side by side - Dominatrix Whores and Dominants.

Each held a thin silver chain.

Behind them, the chains were attached to chrome collars on the necks of a few dozen naked women and men.

The crowd clapped as the captives were led past the bar toward the veranda.

“Who are they?” Tracy asked. The faces were familiar and then she placed them: they were actors, models, singers.

Stars.

“What’s going on?”

Cathy squeezed her hand. “An auction, darling.”

***

Tanya half-carried the now enormously pregnant Caitlyn to their bedroom. She looked nine months pregnant.

“You shouldn’t put her on the bed,” Lexi said as she and Keith walked into the apartment behind them and closed the door. “Her water is going to break.”

Tanya didn’t look back. “I don’t care about that.”

“Look, I’m just saying...”

“We’ll take it from here,” Tanya said.

She closed the bedroom door leaving Keith and Lexi in the living room.

Caitlyn looked at the bed. “Nuh-uh... I’m not messing up the bed. Help me to the bathroom.”

“Don’t you want to be comfortable?”

“I’d rather not soak the bed.” She stumbled forward and Tanya grabbed her arm to steady her.

She wouldn’t look at Tanya.

“What’s wrong?” Tanya asked.

“I’m very disappointed in you.”

“Why?” Tanya said as she helped Caitlyn waddle into the bathroom.

“You were mean to Lexi. I’m ashamed of you.”

Tanya sighed. “Whatever.” She helped Caitlyn sit down on the tile floor. “This is ridiculous. You’re going to be very uncomfortable.”

“Stop changing the subject,” Caitlyn said. She frowned up at Tanya. “All she’s been is sweet and kind and you’ve been a B-I-T-C-H bitch.”

“One of them did this to you,” Tanya said as she sat down cross-legged in front of Caitlyn.

“No, Vivi did this to me. Not one of them. And, heck, I’m not even mad. I think it’s going to be fun. It’ll be like having a twin only one I can have sex with.”

Tanya stared at her. “I’m sorry, what?”

Caitlyn smiled. “Well, she’s me. We’re not related, we’re genetically the same person. So, heck, sex with her will be like, I don’t know, masturbation.”

Tanya’s mouth dropped open. “You can’t be serious.”

Caitlyn looked puzzled. “Sure I am. I mean, she’s gonna like having sex as much as I do and I think I’m pretty hot, don’t you?”

“Yes, of course, but...”

“So, trust me - I know me and I know I’m totes gonna want to do me. Won’t you?”

Tanya burst out laughing. “Absolutely. We’ll just have us a good old girl-girl... girl orgy.”

“Yes, we will! And do you know who else is very doable?”

Tanya shook her head. “Who?”

“Lexi. She’s totally hot. Smoking hot. And she’s supposed to be with us...”

“Caitlyn...”

“She’s a misfit just like us.”

“A misfit?”

Caitlyn nodded. “I’m gonna have a clone, Keith is like constantly getting into fights, Lexi is a depressed futanari, and you’re an immune dominatrix with anger issues - we’re the misfits. That’s our coven.”

Tanya smiled and ran her fingers through Caitlyn’s blonde hair. “You have it all figured out, huh?”

Caitlyn nodded. “I figure it’s mate in three moves. You’re hopelessly outmatched.”

Tanya frowned. “Huh?”

“Nothing.” She leaned forward and kissed Tanya. 

Tanya smiled and pulled her closer, pushing her tongue into Caitlyn’s mouth.

Caitlyn smiled at her and then her eyes grew big. “Uh, oh.”

“What’s wrong?” Tanya asked.

Caitlyn looked down between them.

A pool of fluid was spreading out on the tile between them.

“I think... my water...”

Tanya gasped. “Oh! Oh, God!”

Caitlyn grabbed Tanya’s shoulder and screamed as the first orgasm coursed through her.

***

There was a small stage on the veranda. A naked woman wearing a penis gag stood shivering on the stage.

Hecate stood beside her and stroked the girl’s chin. “A lingerie model. You might recognize her from Victoria’s Secret.” Hecate stared into the woman’s eyes.

The model shrank back but Hecate jerked her into place by the leash.

“Look at her, ladies and gentlemen. Imagine owning this woman as your personal slave. Imagine the looks of envy on everyone who sees you together.” She reached out and cupped one of the woman’s C-cup breasts. “See how she trembles at my touch? We will condition her any way her new owner wishes. Would you like her to be your wife? Your devoted slave? We can make her innocent or a literal demon, make her love you or fear you. She will live forever, be beautiful forever... be your property... forever.”

Back in the crowd beside Cathy, Tracy looked away.

“Don’t let her see your revulsion,” Cathy whispered.

“Jesus Christ, Cathy,” Tracy hissed. “She’s treating that woman like livestock...”

“She is.”

Tracy glared at her. “You can’t mean that.”

Cathy pulled her close. “No system is perfect. Sacrifices are made.”

“I’ll start the bidding at $10 million,” Hecate said on stage.

Hands immediately went up.

“Do I hear fifteen?” Hecate said.

Tracy thought she was going to be sick. These monsters were bidding on a terrified human being. “Why? Why would the Church need to do this?”

Cathy shook her head. “Money. Do you know how many millions of dollars are being spent here every day? The Church needs to recoup their losses. Selling slaves is one way to offset costs.”

Tracy watched as the bidding went up to $20 million, $30 million.

The bidders were laughing, giddy at the prospect of buying a celebrity.

Cathy looked at her. “Do you think I like this? Do you think I want this? I would like to use my powers and turn every one of these creatures into cowering submissives, but I can’t. Not yet. The game must be played.”

“How long? How long do we have to condone the buying and selling of innocent people?”

“Until money doesn’t matter anymore. Once humanity falls we’ll institute a new order and these people, this one percent? They will have no power.”

Tracy laughed. “You’re naive, Cathy. People like this? They will always have power.”

***

“Help!” Tanya said as she staggered out of the bathroom. “Jesus... help!”

Keith and Lexi came running from the living room.

“What’s wrong?” Keith asked.

Tanya looked down at her wet hands. “She’s... the clone... it’s coming. I think she’s in pain.”

Lexi pushed past her into the bathroom.

Caitlyn was squatting on the floor in a pool of liquid. “Mmm, oh, fuck, yes! It’s moving.”

Lexi let out her breath and laughed. “She’s not in pain, Tanya.” She shook her head. “Squeamish domme.”

Tanya glared at her. 

“Ooo! Oh, my... God!” Caitlyn squealed.

Even Lexi took a step back as a long thin tube emerged from Caitlyn’s stretched pussy. It was slick and reddish in color.

Five smaller tubes unfolded from the end as it projected two feet out of Caitlyn’s pussy.

Caitlyn stared at it. “Hey... that’s an... arm!”

The arm bent at the elbow and the fingers grasped Caitlyn’s calf.

Caitlyn burst out laughing. “Hey... you see? It’s got a hand and every...”

Her eyes rolled back in her head, and she passed out as the clone’s fingers grabbed onto Caitlyn’s ankle and started pulling itself free.

***

“$40 million going once? Going twice?” Hecate looked around the room and smiled. “Sold! To Mr. Cole from Allied Oil. Come up and collect your property, Mr. Cole.”

A thick waisted man in a charcoal silk suit pushed through the crowd with a huge smile as the other bidders clapped.

He stepped onto the stage and the woman screamed around her penis gag.

“Mr. Cole? Would you care to have your property branded?” Hecate asked.

The woman tried to jump off the stage but Hecate’s grip on the leash was far too strong.

Cathy walked up to the stage. “Hecate, she’s terrified.”

Hecate smiled down at Cathy. “You must forgive my lover, ladies and gentlemen. She is Whore Caste and sees everyone as a potential sex partner.”

The crowd laughed.

Cathy stepped onto the stage. She leaned close to Hecate. “If you’re trying to impress them with the depths of your cruelty? You’ve succeeded.”

“I haven’t even begun to show them the depths of my cruelty,” Hecate whispered. She looked out at the crowd. “I think it’s time for a demonstration of what a White Witch can do. You’re in for a treat, ladies and gentlemen.” Hecate motioned toward the terrified model and bowed toward Cathy.

Cathy turned and looked into the crowd.

Tracy looked at her in horror.

Cathy turned back to the model. “Now then. No more fear.” She put her hands on the woman’s face.

The woman’s eyes opened wide, and she went rigid as she stared into Cathy’s eyes.

“No more fear,” Cathy repeated as she closed her eyes. She felt the tension leave the woman’s body. 

Cathy’s lips moved then but the words were spoken only in the woman’s mind. I know your fear. I’ve been you. The feeling of having your mind stripped bare? I know that feeling. But listen to my words and remember them: I am going to make you a goddess - when this man is dust, you will still live, still laugh, and still love. We will not forget you, we will not leave you behind. You are Whore Caste. Be this small man’s whore but know you will inherit the universe when his name is lost to time.

Cathy’s head leaned back as she poured knowledge into the woman’s mind.

A moment later she sighed and took a step back. Then she reached out and unbuckled the penis gag.

The woman pulled it out of her mouth and dropped it on the floor.

Her face was expressionless as she turned and faced the man.

The crowd was silent as she embraced him and kissed him.

Then they began to murmur as the woman sank to her knees, unzipped his trousers, and began sucking his smallish cock.

Cathy turned around in time to see Tracy running toward the elevator.

***

Tracy walked down the street in front of the Union Square tent, leaving the part in the tower behind. She couldn’t believe what Cathy had done to that girl.

Those... people. They stood there in that room and bid on human beings. They had put a price on a human life.

And they had laughed while they did it.

The bidders weren’t transformed - these monsters were human.

The SUV pulled up beside her and rolled along at her pace.

The window rolled down. “Get in the car,” Cathy said from the back.

“No.”

“Tracy, please. Get in the car.”

“Or what? You’ll sell me to one of those motherfuckers?” She picked up her pace.

“Fine,” Cathy said. She glanced at the driver. “Stop here. We won’t need you tonight.”

The SUV stopped but Tracy kept walking.

Cathy got out and stepped onto the sidewalk.

She was beside Tracy in a few seconds, her long strides covering the distance.

“Don’t they need you back there?” Tracy asked. “To turn more people into happy little sex slaves?”

Cathy grabbed her arm and she shrugged away.

“Yes, Tracy, they do need me back there. But SlutzNet can do the job, just not as gently as I can.”

Tracy turned toward her and clenched her fists. “How could you?! That woman was terrified!”

“That is precisely why I did what I did - did you want to see her branded on stage? Did you want Hecate to inflict pain on her until she did as she was told?”

“Goddamn it! That doesn’t make what you did right, Cathy!”

“Don’t you think I know that?! You’ve been transformed for a few days - I’ve been transformed for decades. I’ve seen what the Church can do. I was there on Latigo Key when they...” She turned away and sobbed. “I watched them take an entire town against its will. And there were no White Witches to ease the transition. I was the second White Witch made and they didn’t make me with gentle manipulations of my mind. They used needles through my skull, and I was one of the lucky ones!”

Tracy gasped.

“Tonight I reached into that girl’s mind and made a promise that I would save her from this bondage.”

“You could have stopped them, Cathy! You could have bent everyone in that room to your will.”

Cathy shook her head. “And what would I have done with Hecate? She can kill me with her mind.”

“I would have thrown her off that goddamned building for you!” Tracy screamed.

“And I would most likely have jumped over the edge after her.”

Tracy shook her head and stepped back. “Bitch, you are fucking insane.”

“I love her, Tracy. We don’t choose who we love. I have to save her or die trying.”

“No matter how many innocents suffer for it?”

Cathy laughed. “Sweet child, when you’re in love with the devil you expect hell.”

***

2:00 AM

Tanya Manetti sat in her master bathroom with her back against the door. Lexi slept with her head on Keith’s shoulder as he leaned back against the tub.

On the floor, a thin, brunette, emaciated version of Caitlyn Cassandra Collins nursed from Caitlyn’s breast, their bodies still connected by an umbilical cord that ran from the clone’s navel to Caitlyn’s pussy.

Across the red zone, Cathy walked with Tracy down the city streets, past the brothels and the sex clubs that had popped up overnight with their garish neon signs, past Street Whores and Studs plying their trade beneath streetlights and in alleys.

They started out walking with some distance between them but the farther they walked, the closer they grew until finally they walked hand in hand.

At the penthouse near Union Square, Hecate smiled as the last slave to be sold was led away to be transformed and programmed: a successful and profitable night.

At the command post across from the Betty Ford Clinic, Detective Patricia Kennedy lay on her cot and tried to sleep. It was pointless. She felt like the only person in New York who was actually worried about what was happening on the other side of the wall in the Red Zone.

North of the city, Walter Jones walked out of the fog on a Connecticut pier and into a parking lot lit by arc lamps. They made an eerie yellow glow behind their shroud of thick fog.

He climbed into the back of an SUV.

“Report, Mr. Jones,” Colonel Menser said.

“I made contact with Tracy Dufresne.”

“And whose side is she on?” Menser asked.

“Her own. She took the number but she’s in love with Cathy Greene.”

“Mr. Jones, we pick you for these assignments because you have certain attributes which should allow you to convince someone like Tracy Dufresne to come over to our side.”

Walter laughed. “Yeah, I’m not James Bond and I can’t turn a girl like Tracy Dufresne into a double agent with my magic cock.”

Menser nodded and smiled. “Well, it was worth a try. You get any intel on that submarine they transported you in?”

Walter shook his head. “No. The passenger section is completely separate from engineering and the cockpit. It was just a plain white cabin - they had the porthole shades locked.”

“We timed you from when you first went under until you emerged in New York. Near as we can figure it was traveling at about 70 knots. Any idea what powers it?”

“Someone at the party mentioned fusion.”

“Jesus,” Menser said. “Fusion powered submarines to carry forty VIPs from Connecticut to Manhattan at 70 knots. Goddamned submersible pleasure yacht. Quad copters that can carry tons of equipment and personnel from offshore carriers into any city within five hundred miles of the coast. Mind controlling White Witches, psychotic nuns, drugs and viruses that can turn you into a sex fiend.” Menser looked out the window at the thickening fog. “We’re going to lose this war, Mr. Jones.”

***

Bull’s Brothel Downtown Ithaca

7:00 AM

Dr. Allen Thompson opened his eyes. He was flat of his back on the multiple futon mattresses that served as his bed. There was no frame, the mattresses were stitched together and lay across the floor of the back of his medical office.

He smiled and reached beside him for Evie.

She wasn’t there.

He sat up and looked around the laboratory. “Evie?” Panic gripped him for a moment - had it all been a dream? 

He stood up naked, his huge cock and balls swinging between his thighs. “Evie?!”

“Up front,” Evie called.

Allen sighed and smiled. He lumbered into the front of his surgery.

Evie had changed into a white latex nurse’s uniform with red piping. She was bending over the naked patient from the night before.

“According to her chart you wanted G-Cups on this one, so I injected her with three CCs of Titty Grow,” Evie said.

Allen leaned against the wall and felt himself stiffen as he looked at Evie’s short skirt riding up on her round ass and the tops of her red fishnet stockings. “What are you doing?”

She looked over her shoulder at him, her red hair in a bun. “My job.”

“Evie, you haven’t been a nurse in over half a century.”

She turned around smiled at him, licking her lips. “Allen, I think I can remember enough to administer Titty Grow and work a Sterilizer.”

Allen shook his head. “You don’t have to do that.”

“I want to,” she said as she turned back to the patient. She caressed the woman’s expanding breasts. “Besides, if I’m going to stay here I need to earn my keep.”

Allen teared up. “You’re really staying?”

She walked to him and took his hand. “Allen Thompson, I didn’t come all this way just to say ‘hi’. You are the love of my life. I’ve done my job for Eric, and I raised my boy. It’s my turn... our turn, Allen.”

“I... I didn’t want to hope,” Allen whispered.

“Do not cry. Twelve foot tall, thousand pound surgeons do not cry,” she said and put her arms around him as best she could.

“Evie, you’re really okay with what I am?”

“No, I am not. We are going to find a way to undo some of this.” She reached up and caressed his broad chest. “Eric should never have pushed you to experiment on yourself.”

He shook his head. “Evie, I’ve been trying to find a solution to this for decades...”

“Yes, but you didn’t have me and now you do.”

He smiled and caressed her face.

“And I believe there’s a genius doctor even smarter than you a few miles away who can lend a hand.”

***

Cathy wasn’t surprised when there was a knock at the door a few minutes after 7:00 AM. She was entwined on the bed with Tracy, and she was very annoyed to have to untangle herself.

It had taken hours for her to talk Tracy down. She couldn’t blame her for being upset over the auction. 

Cathy only wished such things still caused her anxiety.

Too many years had passed, and she had seen too much.

She had done too much.

If there ever was a reckoning for all this, that judgment would fall upon her as well.

She pulled herself free from her sleeping lover and walked naked across the floor.

She opened it without looking through the peephole. “This is becoming a habit.”

Hecate stared grim faced at her. “You left in the middle of the auction.”

“I came. I adorned your arm. I even helped with the first item up for bid. I got bored. I left.”

“How can you be so cold to me?”

Cathy stepped into the hall. She reached down and ran her hand up the inside of Hecate’s thigh. “If you want heat? Be worthy of it.”

Hecate groaned and embraced her, pressing her dark red lips against Cathy’s.

Cathy yielded, leaning back in Hecate’s embrace. Hecate smiled down at her.

Cathy grinned. “What happened? Did you get all hot and bothered and then have to spend the night alone?”

“I wasn’t alone. I had a dreary little man with a small cock try unsuccessfully to fuck my ass.”

Cathy laughed. “He should have used his fist.”

“I would have asked but he shot his little dribble of sperm on my thigh and fell asleep.”

Cathy laughed harder. “Is he still alive?”

“Yes, but only because he’s worth $50 billion and owns a defense contracting company.”

Cathy reached up and caressed Hecate’s face. “Poor thing.”

Hecate pulled away. “I’m sure you and Tracy had a wonderful evening.”

Cathy looked over her shoulder toward the bed. “She’s insatiable. She might be the best lover I’ve ever had.”

Hecate grabbed Cathy’s hair and pulled her head back. “You fucking...”

Cathy laughed. She turned toward Hecate and put her hands on the Mother Superior’s face. “I love you. When this world is gone, I will love you still. When the stars finally go out and leave the universe in perpetual dark? Your face will be the last thing I see before the consuming darkness. Forever, Hecate. These days will pass, and you will learn how little this war actually matters. And I will be here for you.”

Hecate let go of her hair. She trembled and a single tear ran down her cheek.

Cathy leaned forward and kissed the tear. She closed her eyes. “Mmm, I could live off these. You should cry more.”

Hecate laughed. “You really are a witch.” She took a step back. “I actually came here to talk to you about a different matter. I’m hearing reports of erratic behavior among the Whore Caste we’ve created.”

“Erratic how?”

“Yesterday, a junior Whore Master reportedly knocked out a Church Agent who was attempting to investigate a defective futanari. A Street Whore attacked a nun with a garbage can lid when that nun slapped a Professional Caste. Two futanari reported being attacked by a ‘whip wielding dominatrix’ when she caught them with a Street Whore. And, near the wall, three junior Whore Masters stood off a team of Church agents who were trying to apprehend a group of untransformed hiding in an abandoned building.”

Cathy smiled. “I could’ve warned you.”

“About?”

“My love, you were so careful to make sure there were no complete Whore Masters or White Witches, other than me, because you didn’t want your authority challenged. What you’ve failed to understand is: nature abhors a vacuum, Hecate. The junior Whore Masters, the Dominants, even the Street Whores will step in to replace the protectors if the need arises. It is our nature to protect the weak. And there is absolutely nothing you can do to stop that.”

***

“My clone’s gonna get fat,” Caitlyn giggled.

They had moved from the bathroom to the master bedroom. Caitlyn was curled on the bed with her clone, the umbilical cord still connecting them.

The clone nursed contentedly at Caitlyn’s left breast.

Tanya leaned against the wall and chewed her nail as she watched the two beautiful women on the bed. The clone was the same size as Caitlyn now.

Caitlyn’s eyes fluttered closed, and she moaned. A moment later she sighed. “Golly, do you think all women orgasm when they breastfeed? I’m getting worn out.”

“Do you need water?” Tanya asked. She held up a bottle.

Caitlyn nodded. “She’s drinkin’ me dry.”

Tanya knelt by the bed and held the bottle to Caitlyn’s lips.

The blonde drank half the bottle then licked her lips. “Isn’t Cassandra beautiful?”

“Cassandra?” Tanya asked.

“Yes, I’m Caitlyn Cassandra Collins di Manetti and she’s Cassandra Caitlyn Collins di Manetti - much better than ‘Caitlyn II’ don’t you think?”

Tanya smiled. “Absolutely. Cassandra it is.”

The bedroom door opened, and Keith stepped in with Lexi.

Lexi had a plate of scrambled eggs.

“Yay!” Caitlyn said. “I’m starving.”

Tanya turned away.

“Could you feed me, Lexi?” Caitlyn asked. “I can’t get an arm free.”

“Um, sure,” Lexi said. She leaned over the bed.

“No, get in bed with us. I won’t bite... but just be aware that Cassandra occasionally does. Nipple bites hurt like a motherfucker.”

Lexi looked nervously toward Tanya.

Tanya looked at the floor.

Lexi lay down beside Caitlyn and started feeding her scrambled eggs with a fork.

“Yummy,” Caitlyn said around a mouthful.

“So you named her Cassandra?” Keith asked. He sat on the edge of the bed and stroked Lexi’s hip.

“Yeah, I just swapped my middle and first names for her. If I have any more clones I might have to do something like reverse the letters... Nyltiac? No, that sounds stupid.”

“No more clones,” Tanya said. “You’re going back to the doctor as soon as possible.”

“Maybe Cassandra will want to have a clone?” Caitlyn said.

“No. Two of you are quite enough.”

The doorbell rang.

Tanya looked at the clock. “It’s not even nine. Cathy’s early.” She walked into the living room to the front door.

The towering giantess Nurse Raquel from Union Square was standing outside.

“Good morning, Mistress Manetti. I’ve come to cut the cord,” Raquel said. She was wearing the same latex nurse’s outfit from the night before.

“I’m sorry, what?” Tanya asked as she looked up at her.

“The umbilical cord,” Raquel said. She held up a white medical bag.

“Oh... okay.” Tanya stepped aside. “Please come in.”

Raquel ducked and stepped through the doorway. She laughed. “I’m getting better with doors. I hardly ever bump my head anymore. Hardly ever.” She rubbed her forehead.

“They’re in the master bedroom,” Tanya said as she led Raquel through the living room. “I thought... you were a receptionist.”

“Well, sort of. But don’t you worry, I can cut an umbilical cord easy peasy lemon squeezy.”

They went into the bedroom.

“Aww!” Raquel said. “Everybody’s on the bed! So sweet.” She walked in. “I’m here to cut the umbilical.”

“Thank goodness!” Caitlyn said. “I was wondering when I could get untethered.”

“Now, let’s see.” Raquel opened her bag and took out some chrome implements. “Don’t worry. There’s no nerves in the umbilical. Neither of you will feel a thing.”

She attached two clamps to the white, slick umbilical. Then she took out scissors and carefully cut it between the clamps. “Just have to tie it to make the clone’s belly button.”

Raquel took the slick cord in her huge fingers. She sobbed. “I... my fingers are so big...”

Lexi slid down in the bed. She put her hand on Raquel’s hand. “Just show me what to do. I’ll be your hands.”

Raquel smiled. “Thank you. Over and... yes, now under. Now, just pull tight. Perfect!” She released the clamp.

Then Raquel reached in her bag and pulled out a spray bottle marked Insta-Heal. She sprayed the tied cord.

It drew into the clone’s abdomen. A few seconds later, the clone had a small, perfect navel.

Raquel sighed. “I did it. My last act as a nurse. I did it.”

“What do you mean, last act?” Keith asked.

She sniffled. “Last night, after you left? I made a mistake and gave the doctor the wrong bottle. He yelled at me. One of the nuns called me stupid. I think they were going to... you know.”

“They were going to what?” Tanya asked.

Raquel looked at her. She took her index finger and poked at the corner of her eye. “The needle. Worker Caste. I ran away - I know we’re not supposed to, but...” She began to sob and laid her head down on the bed.

Lexi stroked her hair. “It was okay that you ran.”

Keith knelt beside her. “Yes, it was. You don’t have to be afraid here.”

“I came here because I knew you would need somebody to cut the cord for you. It’s not something most people know how to do. I still had my medical tablet, so I looked up your apartment.”

Caitlyn smiled at her. “We couldn’t have done it without you.”

Raquel smiled and wiped her eyes. Her makeup was still perfect - since it wasn’t makeup at all but the electronic tattoo. “Um, when the afterbirth comes out, Caitlyn may have the urge to eat it. Now, Mistress Manetti, you should let her eat it if she wants - it’s just natural for...” Raquel looked confused. “...dogs. Oh. I’m getting things mixed up again, aren’t I? She probably shouldn’t eat the afterbirth.”

Caitlyn frowned. “Don’t worry, I totes won’t do that.”

Raquel nodded and smiled. Then she stood up and straightened her uniform. “Okey dokey, then.” She closed her medical bag and turned toward the door.

“Where are you going?” Keith asked.


“I thought maybe I would just go out on the street - I know how to fuck. Not even I can mess that up. There are Nurse Whores, right?”

“Candy Strippers,” Caitlyn said.

Raquel shrugged and laughed. “I even got that wrong.”

Caitlyn looked at Tanya.

“No,” Tanya said.

Caitlyn frowned and stared at her.

“Absolutely not.”

“Shall we vote?” Caitlyn growled. “Me and Cassandra vote yes.”

“She’s a clone. You only get one vote,” Tanya said.

“I vote yes,” Keith said. “Lexi?”

Lexi looked at Tanya.

Tanya gritted her teeth. “She doesn’t get a vote either.”

Raquel looked around the room. “What are you all talking about?”

“My vote is the only one that counts,” Tanya said.

“That’s arrogant as fuck,” Keith said.

“My coven, my rules. I’m still deciding on you, Keith.”

“This is the Misfits Coven and she’s a misfit, so she’s in,” Caitlyn said. “Don’t fuck with me, Tanya. I just gave birth, I’m lactating, and Cassandra keeps biting my tit.”

Tanya closed her eyes and sighed. “Raquel? You’re staying here. With us.”

“Oh, I... I couldn’t,” she said. But her eyes said something far different.

“Yes, you can,” Tanya said, then she softened. “We might need someone to cut more umbilicals. Who knows?”

Raquel dropped her bag and grabbed Tanya in a hug.

She lifted her a foot off the ground.

“God! Crushing me! Put me down!” Tanya hissed.

“Oops! Sorry!” She set Tanya on her feet. “I’ll be more careful. And I’m not nearly as clumsy as I was the first day after I was transformed. I rarely break things now. Rarely.”

***

Cathy and Tracy got out of the SUV in front of Tanya’s apartment building shortly before 10 AM.

The Street Whores and Studs were already working both sides of the street.

“Jesus, it’s like XXX-rated Mardi Gras every day,” Tracy said. She adjusted her boobs in the tight blouse. She was wearing one of her naughty School Girl outfits with seven inch heels.

Cathy was back in her tight white latex pants and heels, her boobs straining the matching halter.

Though Tracy left the diamond necklace back at the hotel, she still wore the bracelet which marked her as Cathy’s property.

“You think this is something? In a few weeks, we’ll tell the city of New York the viruses have been eradicated but that those who suffered from them have incurably high sex drives. We’ll open the Red Zone for sexual tourism - these streets will be crowded with humans looking for a good time.”

“They’ll never agree to that!”

Cathy laughed. “Of course, they will. We’ll shame them in the media for being unaccepting of alternative lifestyles if they put up any resistance. And, trust me, when the sexual tourism money starts flowing into the city coffers? Every city in the US will be clamoring for a red light district.”

They walked into the apartment building.

“So that’s the plan? Infiltrate every city?”

Cathy nodded. “There will be a boom here in the zone: luxury hotels, casinos. They won’t notice when 1% of those visiting don’t return from their vacations but choose to stay or emigrate to the new Cuba.”

“So you’re going to transform 1% of the visitors at the Union Square facility?”

They stepped into the stairwell.

“1% to start. As those in charge either join us or become too rich to care? We’ll increase the numbers. We transform nearly 5% of the visitors to Cuba.”

Tracy took her arm. “Cathy? Can’t you see this is wrong?”

Cathy paused on the stairs. “Darling, this is the situation we are in: something is going to happen that will end the human race, I don’t know what that is. There is something horrible that only a handful of people on this earth know about. The only one of them with a plan is Morpheus. It’s a twisted plan. A horrible plan in many ways but it will work.”

“How do you know? How do you know any of this is true?”

She stroked Tracy’s hair. “I believe. I lived half a lifetime before Latigo Key. I’ve seen the difference between a vanilla life and this new life. I believe this new life is better. And I’ve heard things and seen things - I think what I saw was the future. Everything will work out in that future. I believe that. We just have to make that future happen.”

***

Cathy rang the doorbell.

Inside the apartment, something crashed.

Cathy and Tracy looked at each other.

“Oops! Sorry. Just the dining room table. I’ve got it,” a woman said inside.

The door opened and Tanya Manetti appeared in her dominatrix outfit. “Welcome to my new living hell.” She turned and walked away, her round hips rolling with each step.

A giantess was in the dining room setting the table back on its legs. “Not much clearance in here. I bumped it.”

“Raquel, honey? Why don’t you sit down... gently... on the couch? Maybe watch a little television? Take a nap?” Tanya said.

“Oh, sure! I can do that!” She skirted past Tracy, her big breasts brushing the top of Tracy’s head. “Sorry!”

Tanya shook her head. “We’re going to need a bigger place.”

“Is she part of your coven?” Cathy asked as she took Tanya’s arm.

“I... don’t know? I... guess?” Tanya said as she led them into the bedroom.

“Oh, fuck! She’s doing it again!” Caitlyn shrieked as her brunette clone latched on and sucked while her hand snaked between Caitlyn’s thighs and found her clit. “I told you she was going to be totally into me!”

Tracy raised her eyebrows and her mouth fell open. “Is that... natural? I mean... aren’t they related?”

“There are no straight clones and they’re not known for decorum,” Cathy whispered.

Caitlyn moaned. “We’re not... related... this is... masturbation. Sweet fucking... masturbation!”

Cathy laughed and looked at the other two people on the bed. “And you two weren’t here before...?”

“This is Keith,” Tanya said. “And Lexi... she’s just visiting.”

Keith stood up. “You’re... her... aren’t you? You’re Cathy...?”

Cathy smiled.

“Can I?” He held out his arms.

She embraced him. “Yes. You may.” Then she held out her hand and Lexi took it.

Cathy narrowed her eyes. “Did the two of you have an altercation with a Church agent yesterday?”

Lexi’s eyes opened wide.

Cathy laughed. Then she looked at Tanya. “Did you beat two futanari with a whip yesterday?”

Tanya looked at her feet.

“I should’ve known,” Cathy laughed.

“Don’t blame Tanya, Mistress,” Caitlyn said. “She thought they were hurting me.”

“Don’t worry, darling. Nobody is in trouble.” She knelt over the bed. She stroked the clone’s hair. “What’s her name?”

“Cassandra Caitlyn Collins di Manetti,” Caitlyn said.

“My that’s a mouthful. I need to transfer your memories and personality into her.” She put her hands on Caitlyn’s and Cassandra’s temples. Cathy smiled. “Cassandra is completely blank. She only has her urges and control over her body. Other than that, she is completely new.” She turned to Tracy. “Last night, I showed you the ugliness of this new world. Now, I’ll show you the beauty.”

Cathy’s eyes rolled back in her head.

Caitlyn and Cassandra went rigid.

The mind isn’t linear. Thoughts and memories are not orderly. They flowed from Caitlyn into Cathy and then into Cassandra as a flood of ideas and images. Here was a skinned knee twenty-years ago, there was Caitlyn’s first kiss with Tanya. Birthdays and holidays, days when it rained and sunny days. The taste of ice cream on a sunny day, the taste of tears at her mother’s funeral. Falling in love and broken hearts.

With each memory, Caitlyn laughed and cried on the bed in unison with Cathy and Cassandra, all three experiencing Caitlyn’s life as a torrent of scenes.

Tracy never took her eyes off Cathy’s face. She saw the turmoil and the ecstasy as Cathy acted as the conduit between the two women - these two women who were in fact one, if only for a few more minutes.

Cathy sighed. She seemed to collapse under the weight of what she had done. She took her hands away.

Caitlyn opened her eyes. “Oh...”

Cassandra stretched. Her eyes opened for the first time. She reached up and pulled a lock of her black hair in front of her eyes. “Oh... I’m Cassandra,” she said in the same voice as Caitlyn.

Caitlyn rolled over and smiled at her. “I’ll be Cassandra if you want.”

Cassandra smiled and shook her head. “No, I like being Cassandra.”

Caitlyn smiled.

Cathy almost stumbled.

Tanya caught her. “Are you okay?”

Cathy nodded. “Yes. It’s just overwhelming.” She leaned close to Tanya. “She... they... love you so much,” she whispered. She leaned over and took Caitlyn and Cassandra’s hands. “You start out the same but from here on? You are two people. Your lives are your own.”

The women smiled and nodded.

Then they embraced each other and kissed.

Cassandra pushed Caitlyn down on the bed and kissed her hard.

Cathy laughed. “They’ll do that all day. They always do.”

***

The sound of kissing from the bedroom turned to moans as Caitlyn and Cassandra explored each other.

Lexi and Keith retired to the spare bedroom to give them privacy.

Tanya stood with Cathy in the kitchen.

“I didn’t expect to find you with a coven so quickly,” Cathy said with a smile.

Tanya shook her head. “I’m not sure I did find one. I think it found me.”

Cathy shrugged. “They’re drawn to you. You’re a natural leader.”

Tanya laughed. “I don’t know what the fuck I’m doing.”

“It’s chaos, I know.”

“I can’t stop fighting these urges... part of me wants to just let go and be this new person but...”

Cathy nodded. “Being immune, it’s hard for you. If you had been conditioned like the others, this would have been easier.”

Tanya nodded toward the living room where Tracy was necking with Raquel. “She doesn’t seem to be having any trouble.”

“Everyone’s different, Tanya. Tracy was a free spirit to begin with, you’re more regimented and disciplined.”

Tanya smiled. “My dad always said you had to roll with the changes but it’s hard.”

Cathy stepped closer and stroked Tanya’s red hair. “You just have to give yourself permission to explore.” She kissed Tanya gently and then smiled.

Tanya blushed and shook her head. “I cannot get used to kissing girls.”

Cathy laughed. “Stop thinking about it like that. I kissed you because I like you. I kissed you because I wanted to. I kissed you because I thought you needed it. And I know you’re immune? But our empathy?” She ran her finger down the top of Tanya’s breast. “Our love for each other? You’re experiencing it - you’re just so worried about everything, you’re not letting yourself feel it. When you understand that? You’ll see that it’s not about a girl kissing you or a boy, but about kissing someone you care about and who cares about you. Nothing more.”

***

Cathy went back to check on Caitlyn and Cassandra, leaving Tanya alone in the kitchen.

Raquel cried out on the couch.

Tracy was between the giantess’s legs, her head moving as she kissed and sucked the nurse’s pussy.

Tanya bit her lower lip as Raquel screamed in orgasm and then went limp on the couch.

Tracy kissed her way up Raquel’s long torso until she finally kissed her lips long and slow.

Then she stood up slowly as Raquel’s eyes shut and she smiled.

Tracy practically skipped into the kitchen in her School Girl Whore outfit. She licked her lips and smiled at Tanya.

Tanya blushed and smiled back.

“Weird world, huh?” Tracy said as she poured a glass of water.

“Very.”

“A dude offered Cathy $5 million dollars for me last night,” Tracy said as she drank her water.

“What?!”

Tracy leaned her back against the sink and laughed. “Cathy wouldn’t, thank God or Morpheus or whoever the fuck we’re supposed to thank.”

“He actually tried to buy you?”

Tracy nodded. “And, honey, I was bargain basement - they had an auction last night of models, singers, actors. The stars brought in big bucks.”

Tanya shook her head. “I thought this new world wasn’t about money?”

“Humph... tell that to the Church weirdos. Cathy said they were selling sex slaves to the rich to pay for the ‘war’ effort... and grease the palms of potential allies, of course.”

“Fucking sick,” Tanya said.

Tracy looked toward the bedroom door. “I’m not sure Cathy was against it, either.”

“She’s probably against it but goes along with it - I think there’s a lot of that going on in Whore Caste,” Tanya said.

Tracy nodded. “She’s walking a tight rope.”

The television in the living room abruptly came on.

“What the?” Tanya said. She walked into the room.

The image on the screen didn’t move - it was a calendar displaying today’s date.

Orgy tonight at 8:00 PM for the following:

Mistress Tanya Manetti

Whore Caitlyn Cassandra di Manetti

Whore Cassandra Caitlyn di Manetti

Master Keith Baker di Manetti

Nurse Raquel Leviathan di Manetti

Mistress Lexi Karigiledes Unbound

It then gave an address on Eighth Avenue.

“What... How did anyone know about Cassandra? How did anyone know about Raquel?” Tanya asked.

Cathy came out of the bedroom. “SlutzNet. It listens to everything. Think of him as an extremely nosey and bossy Alexa.”

Below the appointment was another message:

Mistress Tanya Manetti: Jeremy Carruthers, Professional Caste, would like to invite you to his home at your pleasure - then it gave an address on Sixth Avenue.

“Oh, God,” Tanya said. “That’s the weird guy I met on the street yesterday. I think he wanted me to... you know, dominate him?”

Cathy walked up behind her and put her hands on Tanya’s shoulders. “Did you like him?”

“I... he was... odd.”

Cathy’s lips touched her neck. “Odd in a good way or a bad way?”

“I just don’t know, Cathy,” Tanya sighed.

“You’re holding back with your coven. Maybe a submissive stranger will draw out your inner demons?”

Tanya turned pale. “Yeah, that’s what I’m afraid of...”

“Oh, poor Tanya. This is for your own good...”

“What are you going to do?!” Tanya asked.

“SlutzNet, inform Mr. Carruthers that Mistress Tanya Manetti will arrive at his home today.”

“Cathy, no!” Tanya hissed.

“Tell him Mistress Manetti expects to be wined, dined, and romanced as befits her station.”

Tanya laughed. “No, stop!”

“Further, she expects his abode to be spotless and she expects him to be completely submissive to her every whim upon her arrival.”

“Oh, my God,” Tanya said. She was blushing crimson.

Cathy winked at her. “You’ll thank me later.”

***

Tanya looked at her reflection in the bathroom mirror. For the first time, she really wished she had been programmed. She didn’t even know how to look like a domme.

Although the redheaded sex goddess staring back at her from the mirror certainly looked the part.

She looked into her own eyes.

Her eyeliner became thicker with sharp upturned points, her eyebrows became more arched and sinister. She looked confident, commanding.

It was too bad the looks were only skin deep.

Tanya was scared to death.

Was she a whore now? She was going to a strange man’s apartment in a crotchless, black leather body suit with her boobs on display.

And she was going there to make this man her bitch.

She was terrified and tingling.

The bathroom door opened.

“Oh, sorry,” Lexi said as she started to leave.

“I’m almost done.”

“Big date?”

Tanya laughed. “You could say that.”

Lexi walked in. “Listen... Tanya, about how we first met? I’m really sorry I scared you. I wasn’t myself.”

Tanya didn’t look at her. “You don’t have to apologize.”

“No, I want to. Keith, he’s wonderful. He’s made me realize a lot of things about myself...”

“Look, Lexi. I don’t really care.”

“But...”

“No. You and I... just aren’t going to work. And I’m in charge of this coven.”

Lexi swallowed hard. “Is it... because I’m a futanari?”

“I don’t know. It’s just... you’re not part of this coven. Keith is. We have a party to go to tonight... all of us. But, when it’s over? You need to leave.”

Lexi’s eyes filled with tears.

“I’m sorry. Maybe it’s because I’m an immune, Lexi. I don’t have this empathy and love the rest of the coven has. You simply don’t belong here.”

***

Tanya walked toward Sixth avenue in the noonday sun. She felt eyes on her from every direction.

Street Whores and Studs were plentiful, but Dominatrix Whores were few and far between.

The hungry glances were from people who saw something exotic and wanted a taste.

A harsh glance sent them scurrying away. She felt like a great white shark cruising through deep water.

A domme had her choice of partners. A request from a Professional Caste could be treated as only that: a request. She was free to accept that request or deny it - to the point of laughing in their face if she wanted.

She brooded as she walked. The talk with Lexi had bothered her more than she thought it would. That first day as she cowered behind the glass door of her building in fear of Lexi was etched on her mind: that predatory look from the dickgirl as she paced back and forth in front of the glass.

But was it any different than the look Tanya gave people on the street right now?

She squeezed her eyes shut.

Her mind always went back to this question: if it hadn’t been for missing that Uber when the infected attacked, would she have made it out?

If not for Lexi, would she have made it out? Would she have made it back to her life? A life that she loved?

“If ‘if’s and ‘but’s were candy and nuts? We’d never go hungry,” her father’s voice said in her head.

“I would have made it if not for her,” she whispered back.

“Maybe. Maybe not. But I’ll ask you this: what would you have made it back to?” Her father whispered.

Tanya frowned. “This isn’t a life.”

“People who love you? People you love? What do you want, Tanya?”

“Normal. I want normal.”

“No such thing as normal. Everything’s fucked up. Everybody’s a mess. Living your life is about clinging to those you love in the middle of the storm. The secret to life is clinging to the right people.”

Tanya stopped in the middle of the street.

Somewhere on her way to dominate a man on Sixth Avenue, the voice in her head stopped being her father’s and became Cathy’s.

***

“Will we ever leave here?” Tracy asked.

“New York? Of course,” Cathy said as they walked down the street away from Cathy’s apartment. “I told you. We’ll go back to Havana soon...”

“No, I mean, will we ever be able to leave the zone and go into the United States?”

Cathy shrugged. “Certainly, there are many members of Whore Caste living undercover in various areas out there - we’d have to be careful, though. There is a group called the NRO, the National Reconnaissance Office, which is actively trying to stop us. They’re very dangerous.”

“So they know who you are?” Tracy asked.

“Yes, I’m sure they do. They know the identities of several White Witches, but they give us a wide berth - they’re terrified of us. For the most part, they leave us alone.” She caressed Tracy’s face. “But, darling, listen to me: if they knew who you were? Especially if they knew you were immune? You would be in great danger. They would want to examine you.”

Tracy sighed. “Because I can’t be controlled. They would want to find out why so that maybe they could come up with a way to counter mind control?”

“Darling, they would cut you into a thousand pieces to learn how to protect themselves from us.”

“Could they? I mean, could they create some kind of treatment to counteract mind control?”

“Possibly,” Cathy said. “They’re behind us in technology and we don’t even know how to create immunes. Regardless, they would try.” She stared into Tracy’s eyes. She took her hand. “Tracy, I can’t read your mind, but I can see the gears turning. The world you knew a few days ago is far different from the world you live in today. You are surrounded by enemies on all sides. Please, be careful - for me, please?”

Tracy laughed. “I’m not going to do...”

“Don’t lie. Not to me. I love you and I will do everything in my power to protect you. But I can’t protect you from yourself.”

“I would never do anything to put you in danger, Cathy. You have my word.”

Cathy smiled.

***

The building was tall and modern. Tanya looked up from where she stood on the street. Floor after floor of glass glinted in the Manhattan sun.

The top floor had taller ceilings than the floors below and a veranda wrapped around the entire penthouse level.

A doorman stood in front of a revolving door. He smiled at her as his eyes drank in her body - leering like this a few days ago would have put Tanya’s teeth on edge, but now? This was the norm, lust was expected.

The doorman’s outfit was a parody of an old-fashioned doorman’s uniform - a long, broad coat was the major feature; however, it was made of shiny gray leather instead of wool. He wore black leather boots and Tanya had little doubt this Professional Caste was mostly naked beneath the coat.

His body looked huge beneath the outfit.

She imagined his cock probably hung most of the way to his knees.

He smiled at her. “May I help you, Mistress?”

“Jeremy Carruthers,” Tanya said.

“Ah, Penthouse A, Mistress. He is expecting you,” the doorman said as he motioned toward the revolving door.

She walked past him and entered.

His eyes remained on her as she passed.

She could feel him staring at her bare buttocks.

And, God help her, it was turning her on.

It was ridiculous. She felt like a character in some novel like the Story of O.

He entered the revolving door behind her leaving a pane of glass between them.

She stepped into the air conditioned marble foyer.

“Right this way, Mistress,” the doorman said as he ushered her toward the elevator door.

The door hissed open as he touched a panel beside it.

He bowed and motioned for her to enter, then he stepped in with her.

He pressed the ‘P’ button. “The building is empty for the most part, Mistress. Mr. Carruthers is the only person living here. The other floors held various businesses; however, none of them appear to be re-opening.”

“You said he was in Penthouse A? So no one lives in Penthouse B?”

“We had an actress staying in B, but she disappeared during the chaos.”

He kept his eyes on the door as the elevator rose.

Tanya looked at his profile. She found him appealing and she found herself imagining what he looked like under the coat.

She squeezed her eyes shut. What was wrong with her? She wasn’t the type to stare at strange men in an elevator.

Was she?

Her body was thrumming as if an electric current was running through her.

“Turn around,” she said.

He turned toward her. “Yes, Mistress?”

She felt like she was in a dream. She reached out without hesitation and began unbuttoning the coat.

He stared at her open mouthed.

He was shirtless beneath the coat, his body heavily muscled - better living through science. What had he been like a few days ago? Gaunt? Fat? Old? Young? Now he had the body of an Adonis.

She almost laughed when she saw the simple black leather loin cloth around his waist.

His cock hung down below the hem.

She grasped it and stroked.

He stiffened immediately, the veins throbbing.

She looked up into his pale green eyes as she manipulated him, feeling his cock stiffen and curve.

“I...” He whispered.

“No. Don’t talk.” She grasped him harder as she pumped.

He nodded, his eyes closing.

“No. Look into my eyes.”

He opened his eyes wide. “Yes, Mistress.”

Power. She had power over him. Did he have to do what she said?

He was Professional Caste, and she was Whore Caste.

In the Church’s Caste System, she was higher than he.

She could literally do anything she wanted.

Tanya smiled. He was smaller than Keith but by no means small.

His breathing deepened as he stared longingly into her eyes.

“Don’t cum,” she said as she stroked harder.

“I won’t, Mistress,” he moaned.

She smiled and licked her lips. She looked down at his hard, purple headed cock. A single drop of precum formed on the tip.

She smeared it over the plum sized head with her thumb as she stroked.

He was breathing hard.

“You want to cum, don’t you?”

“God, yes, Mistress. B... But only if you want...”

She shook her head. “I don’t want.”

He whined slightly but nodded obediently. 

She smiled. “If you’re a good boy, I’ll let you cum when I finish my business in the penthouse. Good boys only cum when their mistress tells them to. You are a good boy, aren’t you?”

“Y... Yes, Mistress.”

She nodded as the elevator stopped and the doors opened.

She released his cock and stepped past him. “Don’t you dare cum until I return.”

“No, Mistress, I won’t!” He said.

She looked over her shoulder at him and smiled.

He was bent over, his cock rigid and throbbing as the doors closed and the elevator descended.

Tanya let out a long breath and leaned against the wall.

What in God’s name was she becoming?

A sly smile came to her pursed lips - whatever she was becoming, it felt amazing!

She reached out and pressed the doorbell.

Then she noticed the door was partially open already.

She opened it wider.

Jeremy Carruthers knelt in the foyer. He was naked, his thin body hairless save for the thinning blond hair on his head.

He was on his knees, his face toward the floor, his hands raised above him, palms up.

A black riding crop was balanced across his palms - an offering to Tanya.

It took a moment for her to take the sight in completely.

“Thank you for coming, Mistress,” he said.

Something silver glinted between his spread knees.

From the angle, all she could tell was that the silver metal covered his genitals.

“There is a letter for you by the door, Mistress,” Jeremy said without looking up.

Tanya turned to her right. There was a marble topped table there. On it, a bronze plate held a simple white envelope with the words ‘To Whom It May Concern’ written in a neat hand across the front.

She picked it up. 

It was sealed.

She glanced down at Jeremy who had not moved from his awkward position.

Tanya opened the envelope and pulled out the letter within.

My name is Sister Isabel Crawford of the Sisters of Morpheus. This pathetic creature you see before you is my former lover, Jeremy Carruthers. A few months ago (before I became a Sister of Morpheus), Jeremy and I went on a ‘sexcation’ in Cuba. When Jeremy and I were abducted by the Church, he abandoned me and escaped back to the United States.

I pleaded with my captors to allow me to become a Sister of Morpheus. When we invaded Manhattan, I found my cowardly lover and transformed him into the thing he is now.

I thought it would make me happy. It didn’t.

If you are reading this, he managed to find a dominatrix. He is yours if you want. The penthouse is yours. Throw him out on the street if you like; however, you may like the modifications I made.

Sincerely,

Sister Isabel Crawford

Tanya laid the letter and envelope back in the plate and smiled. Her heels clicked on the marble floor as she walked past Jeremy. She reached down and took the riding crop from his hands as she passed.

The apartment was all glass and chrome and marble with huge sectional sofas and numerous bedrooms.

She walked to one of the glass walls and looked out at the veranda and the Manhattan sprawl beyond. “Oh... my.”

She glanced back at the foyer - Jeremy had not moved.

Tanya smiled.

***

Hecate sat at the large mahogany desk in her office and signed requisitions. It was boring work, but an invasion ran as much on paperwork as strategy.

She heard the commotion in the hallway outside: a woman’s voice sharp and angry and the voices of nuns and priests trying to calm her.

The clergy were failing at this task.

And, as the woman’s voice drew closer to her office, she cringed.

She knew the voice.

The office doors swung inward.

“Mother Superior Hecate is unavailable!” A nun growled but the woman pushed past her.

“Out of my way, you rubber titted moron!” Dr. Demona said as she stared directly at Hecate. She stood defiant in her pink latex nurse outfit and stiletto heels, her fists on her hips.

“How did you get into the zone?!” Hecate demanded as she stood up from her desk.

“Submarine from Connecticut.”

“You weren’t authorized…!”

Demona smiled. “Yeah, that’s what the little fucker driving the sub said. Then Maria picked him up by the throat and shook him a little. He changed his tune.”

Hecate paled. “Is… Mistress Marapova… here?”

Demona smirked. “Wonder Bitch? Naah, she’s busy. She just greased the wheels for me.”

Hecate sighed. “What are you doing here, Demona?”

“You put people who were infected with both viruses back on the street?”

“What?”

Demona slammed her hands down on the desktop. “Did you put double infected back on the street?!”

Hecate shook her head. “Yes, of course we…”

“What ignorant motherfucker told you that you could do that?”

“The viruses ran their course even in the double infected.”

“Yeah, they did. The only problem is that futanaris with bimbo flu need hormone therapy after they recover. You didn’t regulate them, did you?”

“Regulate them? Havana never said…”

“Havana?! Havana doesn’t know shit. Those are my viruses, idiot.” She leaned menacingly over the desk and glared at Hecate. “Those futanari / Bimbo hybrids came out with major clinical depression. They’re dangerous to themselves. Jesus wept, didn’t any of you notice that?!”

Hecate blinked. “There… there were scattered reports…”

“Names. Addresses. Now! I need a team of nurses. We need to visit each and every one of them and get them regulated.”

Hecate stared at her.

“Now! As in immediately! Otherwise I’m on the phone with Maria.”

Hecate stood up. “Sister?”

The flustered nun ran to her side.

“Get Dr. Demona anything she needs,” Hecate said.

Demona stared into Hecate’s eyes. “God help you if one of them has hurt themselves. What am I saying? God won’t be able to save you from her.”

Hecate stared at her desk as Demona left with the nun.

***

Tanya stood with her legs apart and smiled down at Jeremy. He was a clit suckling expert. She reached down and stroked his thin hair and he moaned with pleasure.

Being a domme might not be a bad thing.

He wasn’t just attentive to her clit: occasionally his long tongue snaked out of his mouth and dove to impossible depths inside her pussy - his modifications were apparently numerous including a supernaturally long tongue which she could swear had studs on the surface.

On one exceptionally deep tongue thrust he reached up and caressed the rosebud of her ass with his middle finger and that caused Tanya to moan out loud.

She put her hand on his forehead and pushed him back, the long tongue retreating back into his mouth.

“Did I displease you, Mistress?” He stammered.

He sounded terrified.

“No, Jeremy. You did not displease me.” She turned and walked away, her heels clicking on the marble floor.

He scurried after her on his hands and knees.

She could feel him staring intently at her ass and his utter devotion to her made her smile. “I think I and my coven are going to like it here, Jeremy.”

“Yes, Mistress! I will do anything to make you comfortable and happy here!” He sounded ready to orgasm.

She turned and looked down at him.

The odd chastity devices looked like two bright silver coins - one where his cock should be and the other where his testicles should hang.

Both areas didn’t have so much as a bulge beneath the silver disks.

“Stand,” Tanya said.

He practically leapt to his feet. Then he clasped his hands behind his back, spread his legs and looked down at the floor.

Tanya ran the end of the riding crop down his smooth chest to his flat stomach.

She tapped the top silver disk. “What on earth did she do to you, Jeremy?”

He swallowed. “They can only be opened by a member of Whore Caste.”

She reached down and caressed the edge of the disk. The outer rim turned gently under her touch.

The silver disk was actually a metal iris that opened as she turned the dial.

Jeremy’s thick cock emerged from the opening, glistening pink and covered in the same studs as his tongue.

Tanya laughed in spite of herself. “Oh… my goodness!”

When it fully emerged, hard and glistening from the opening, it was as thick as her wrist and a foot long.

But it wasn’t a cock at all.

She knelt down in front of him, her thighs spread wide.

It was shaped like a cock with a nice curve and a head that swelled nicely, but there was no urethra - no opening for him to cum.

Jeremy’s cock was a dildo made of flesh.

She stroked it and Jeremy moaned with pleasure. 

She smiled up at him. “So it still feels good?”

“Even… better than… before.”

Tanya leaned forward and licked gently.

“Thank you. Thank you. Thank you,” Jeremy moaned.

Tanya realized that Jeremy had been completely unable to touch himself unless a Whore Caste opened his chastity device. “Poor thing,” Tanya laughed. “Oh! And you can’t cum in any event, can you?”

“I… it’s something like cumming… it’s just… all inside.”

Tanya reached down and turned the lower, second disk.

A second dildo cock emerged, this one only slightly smaller than the first.

Tanya smiled. She was really starting to like this whole domme thing.

***

Keith kissed Lexi as he held her tight on the bed.

She pulled free. “Stop.”

“What? Why?” Keith said as he pushed her black hair out of her eyes.

“This… isn’t going to work.”

He laughed mischievously. “Been working pretty great for the last day.” He rolled her onto her back and pressed her onto the bed.

She pushed him off. “This… isn’t going to work out.”

He sighed and rolled onto his back. His hard cock tented the thin sheet over his midsection. “Is this about Tanya? She’ll come around…”

“No, it’s about us.”

Keith rolled onto his side and stared at her. “Did she say something to you this morning?”

“It’s not fucking Tanya! It’s… me… us… this! I’m not a woman anymore.”

Keith laughed. “Lexi! You are a woman.”

She shook her head. “Yeah, well most women don’t have what I have… down there.”

“Hey, I love you! I don’t care about…”

Lexi laughed. “Love? We just met, Keith! A week ago I was engaged to a man whom I loved…”

“Are you telling me you don’t love me?”

“How…” She looked away. “How could I? You’re just some horny stud who knows all the right buttons to push.” Lexi fought back tears. “A consolation prize for losing out on my wedding.”

Keith stared at her with his mouth open. “I… what the… you think I’m a consolation prize?!”

“You’re my rebound.”

Keith rolled onto his feet and stared at the wall. “Yeah? Well… you weren’t mine.” He stood up and walked out of the bedroom.

Lexi turned her head and screamed into the pillow. Better this way. It’s better this way.

***

Caitlyn and Cassandra looked up from the dining room table as Keith stormed out of the bedroom, dragging his tight jeans up over his hips as he headed for the apartment door.

“Going somewhere?” Caitlyn asked.

“Out.”

“But, where…” Cassandra asked.

“Just out, goddamn it!”

Caitlyn and Cassandra both pouted at the same time. “Don’t forget about the orgy tonight,” they both said in unison.

He slammed the door on the way out.

***

Tanya lay flat of her back on the dining room table in the penthouse as Jeremy thrust above her, his twin cocks fucking both her holes at the same time.

“Fuck. Fuck. Fuck!” Tanya chanted as Jeremy moved like a machine between her widespread thighs.

He didn’t get tired, he didn’t get soft, and he most certainly didn’t cum first.

A week ago, anal was the last thing she wanted in a romantic interlude, but this new transformed body was loving double penetration.

She had worried about lubrication until she found out that Jeremy’s dual dildo cocks secreted some type of lubricant through their pores.

He smiled lovingly down at her as he drove her closer and closer to orgasm.

She smiled too, knowing she would punish him for the eye contact later.

Studying his face, she knew that he would literally fuck till he dropped dead if she asked.

He was hers. He belonged to her.

He was property.

And that thought pushed her over the brink as muscles inside her pussy and ass fired in unison, milking his twin cocks.

She screamed and he cried out as well, his own orgasm pumping somewhere inside him.

He collapsed on top of her, and she shoved him off and onto his back.

She rolled onto her elbow.

His twin dildo cocks were twitching but they showed no sign of going limp.

Tanya slowly reached down and caressed the dial of his upper chastity. She had a brief terrifying thought that the iris might instantly close and castrate Jeremy in a spray of blood.

Instead, the thick cock instantly shrank and pulled back into his abdomen as the iris closed.

Tanya laughed.

Then she twisted the other dial and left him smooth and sexless.

She smiled and caressed his chastities. “Pour me a glass of wine and draw me a bath, Jeremy.”

He jumped to his feet. “Yes, Mistress!” He ran away toward the kitchen.

Tanya rolled onto her back on the table and laughed out loud.

***

Jeremy reverently helped Tanya back into her dominatrix outfit after her bath.

Tanya looked at her reflection in the mirror. No, she thought. The eyeliner should be thicker.

She smiled as the electronic eyeliner obeyed her and made her eyes look more exotic. Her lipstick went to a deeper shade of red to match and then turned glossy.

“You look beautiful, Mistress,” Jeremy said.

She had a sudden urge to scold him for speaking.

But she fought it back. “Thank you, Jeremy.”

His entire naked body blushed red, and he trembled from her comment.

Every part of his personality is tied to my happiness, she thought. It was thrilling and, at the same time, terrifying. He was tied to her just the same as her coven.

Encumbrance and responsibility - she was like a snowball rolling downhill, gathering more and more people around her like layers of snow and ice.

Jeremy was weak and he was drawn to her strength like a moth to a flame. Caitlyn and now Cassandra as well were tied securely to her. Nurse Raquel could barely cross the street without guidance.

Keith? He was almost an equal to her but even he acquiesced to her will.

And then there was Lexi.

No, actually Lexi wasn’t an issue. The futanari had to go.

Jeremy had raised his eyes from the floor and was staring at her body.

“Eyes down, Jeremy.”

He immediately looked at the floor.

“Good boy.” She handed him the riding crop and he took it as if she were handing him Excalibur. “Keep this here. I prefer my cat o’nine tails for the street. When I return tonight, I will use the crop on you.”

Jeremy shivered and moaned under his breath.

“I thought you might like that,” Tanya laughed. “I will be bringing my coven to live here tonight. I want the apartment spotless and prepared for their arrival.”

Jeremy’s eyes darted up. “Then you are going to stay?! I get to stay with you?!”

“Well, yes…”

He dropped to the floor and kissed her boots, groveling and crying in gratitude.

She pulled her foot away. “Stop that! As I said, I want the house spotless. If you want to stay here, you must prove your worth to me.”

“Yes! Yes, Mistress!”

She turned away and clicked her heels across the marble to the front door.

Tanya closed the door behind her and leaned back against it. In the space of a couple of days she had a large, polyamorous family and a multi-million dollar penthouse to replace her small apartment.

She was also turning into the Marquis de Sade.

The door to the other penthouse was open a few inches.

A face peered out at her from the darkened apartment.

There was something about the woman’s face. It was… familiar. She felt like she should recognize…

The elevator doors opened abruptly and the door to the second penthouse closed.

“I thought…” Tanya began.

The doorman looked at her from the elevator, his coat still unbuttoned and his long, thick cock standing at attention.

He looked at her doubled over in misery. “I… didn’t cum…”

Tanya had wanted to ask about the woman who was in the supposedly empty apartment, but the sight of the doorman’s stiff predicament took priority. She laughed. “You poor thing.” She licked her lips. “Here I’ve been getting fucked in both holes at once and you’ve had a massive case of blue balls.”

The doorman gasped and stared longingly at her body.

“I should have invited you in. I’ve never sucked a man off when I was being made love to from behind. What do they call that? Spit roasting?”

He was actively panting now.

She smiled and reached out. “You may cum. Just don’t get any on my boots or I’ll make you lick it off.” She stroked him while she stared intently into his eyes.

The doorman groaned and pumped jets of white cum onto the elevator.

“By the way, I’m taking the apartment.” She looked down at the pool of cum on the elevator as his cock softened. She nodded toward the mess. “Make sure you clean this up before I get back tonight.”

He looked at her in horror.

Tanya laughed. “No, dear, use a mop not your tongue. What kind of monster do you think I am?”

***

“What do you wear to an orgy?” Raquel asked as she stood in the bedroom with Caitlyn and Cassandra.

The clones stared at each other in confusion.

“Whaddaya mean?” Caitlynn asked. She was truly baffled. Every Whore Caste knew what to wear to an orgy. It was part of the programming!

Looking up at the giantess, Caitlyn blinked. Suddenly she realized Raquel was Professional Caste - she hadn’t received Whore Caste training. 

“Golly,” Caitlynn said. She took a step back and looked at the long, buxom body of the nurse. “Don’t worry, Raquel. We’ll take care of everything!”

Raquel smiled down at her.

“Okay, definitely a Candy Stripper,” Cassandra said as she reached out and touched the hem of Nurse Raquel’s white latex nurse’s dress.

“But I’m a real nurse,” Raquel said.

Caitlyn giggled. “They’ll never know that silly.”

“Nope. All we have to do is shorten that skirt,” Cassandra said as she ran into the bathroom and returned with scissors.

“How short?” Raquel asked.

“Pussy lips short,” Cassandra said as she began to cut the latex hem.

Raquel giggled as two inches of white rubber were cut away by Cassandra’s quick hand.

“If I bend over…?” Raquel said as she turned and looked at the reflection of her muscled ass in the mirror.

“If you bend over half the room will get an erection,” Caitlyn laughed.

“That’s a good thing, right?” Raquel asked sheepishly.

“Oh, totes!”, Cassandra said. She looked up and then reached high to cup Raquel’s enormous breasts through her uniform. “She needs a plunging neckline.”

“Plunging?” Raquel asked.

“Deep diving,” Caitlyn said with a nod. “Right to your belly button.”

Raquel knelt and Cassandra went to work on the latex. 

The nurse looked sheepishly at Caitlyn. “Are you sure?”

Caitlyn smiled and nodded. “Of course we’re sure.”

Raquel stood up when what seemed like a triangular patch a yard wide had been removed from her uniform.

Even if she weren’t Whore Caste, her breasts were high and firm like every other transformed woman.

She looked at herself in the mirror and turned left and right. “I’m afraid… people will laugh.”

Caitlyn and Cassandra each took one of her hands. 

“Why?” Caitlyn asked.

“Because… I’m tall like some kind of freak.”

Caitlyn laid her head on Raquel’s hip. “You’re beautiful. And nobody is going to laugh.”

“And if somebody does? Tanya’ll beat the shit out of them,” Cassandra added.

Then all three of them laughed.

***

“Just relax, honey,” Demona said as she injected the futanari’s neck with a powerful cocktail of hormones and mood enhancers. 

Demona held the woman’s hand as the drugs coursed through her. 

When they had found the woman, she had been hiding in her apartment, eyes wet with tears.

Cathy and Tracy stood by the bedroom door.

“She can fix depression that easily?” Tracy whispered.

Demona heard her. “Chemical imbalance? Yes. Depression from some psychological trigger? No. Well, I could, but that’s not what I’m doing here. I’m just correcting an oversight. I’ll blame it on Havana and the penguins, but I should have taken a look at what would happen if someone contracted both diseases at once.”

Cathy smiled. “No one’s perfect, Dr. Demona.”

“Doctors have to be. Lot of bad things in this world could be avoided if doctors tried a little harder to be perfect.” She brushed the pretty blonde futanari’s hair out of her eyes. “How are you feeling, sweetheart?”

“I’m… better. I feel better.”

“Good. Now, you go to the clinic in a week and let them check your levels again. You’re going to be fine.” Demona stood up and stretched. “Okay, Cathy, let’s get to the next patient.”

“Demona, you’re exhausted. You’ve been at this all day…”

“I won’t lose one of them. Not one,” Demona said as she stepped between Cathy and Tracy and out of the bedroom.

Tracy watched as the doctor continued out of the apartment and into the hallway beyond.

Cathy smiled at her. “Something on your mind?”

“You really… all of you really care about each other, don’t you? Even people you don’t know. She’s Professional Caste and she still cares unconditionally for Whore Caste people she’s never even met.”

Cathy nodded and smiled. “I wish you could feel it. I wish you could know what it’s like.”

“Too bad Religious Caste doesn’t share that love,” Tracy whispered.

“They do. It’s just submerged. It can be brought out in them.”

Tracy shook her head and followed after Demona. “Keep telling yourself that.”

***

Tanya stood in her apartment doorway. “Wow.”

Nurse Raquel stood in the center of the living room in her heavily modified uniform. Somehow, the clones had helped her change her electronic makeup to match the kinky outfit. They had even styled her long blonde hair.

“Is this a girl ready for an orgy or what?!” Cassandra asked.

Caitlyn stared at Tanya and then up toward Raquel’s face expectantly.

Tanya picked up on Caitlyn’s unspoken message. “You look ravishing,” Tanya said.

Raquel grinned from ear to ear.

Lexi stepped out of the bedroom tugging down the front of her short skirt in a failed attempt to cover her futa cock.

She wouldn’t look Tanya in the eye.

Tanya ignored her. “Where’s Keith?”

Caitlyn shrugged. “He went out earlier…”

“Here. I’m here,” Keith said as he walked in the door beside Tanya.

He wore only his tight jeans with the massive bulge and sneakers.

Tanya smiled. “Well, Manetti Coven…”

“Misfits Coven,” Caitlyn corrected.

Tanya nodded. “Come on, Misfits. We have an orgy to attend.”

***

The Church provided a stretch limousine, but even it was barely capable of accommodating Nurse Raquel. She sat in the rear seat with her knees drawn up against her big breasts.

But she was smiling.

“So we’re moving into a penthouse?” Cassandra asked.

“Yes. The Church Agents are moving our belongings while we’re at the orgy,” Tanya said.

“Hear that, Lexi? A penthouse!” Caitlyn said.

Lexi stared out the window at Manhattan. “I won’t be going there.”

“Huh?” Cassandra said. “Whaddaya mean? Of course you’re going with us…”

“I’m not part of the coven…”

“Sure you are!” Caitlyn said. “Tanya, tell her!”

“You heard Lexi,” Tanya said.

Keith looked miserably from Lexi to Tanya and back again.

“Keith, tell her she’s coming with us,” Caitlyn said.

Keith looked away. “It’s whatever Lexi wants.”

“That’s right. It’s my choice,” Lexi said as the car cruised through the dark streets.

***

The limo pulled up in front of a high rise on 8th Avenue.

The doorman rushed out and opened the double doors on the street side of the limo.

Caitlyn and Cassandra hopped out and the doorman did a double take at the two clones, one a blonde in a pink latex body suit, the other a brunette in the same body suit only in blue.

Lexi got out next and stood with her face down. Keith followed and then Raquel unfolded her Amazon body from the cramped seat.

Tanya came last. She smiled at the doorman and licked her lips. He wasn’t as handsome as the doorman at their new penthouse, but he would do.

The man blushed and his eyes instinctively dropped toward the sidewalk.

Tanya held out her hand and the doorman took it.

He led them into the building.

***

Betty Ludwig, the brunette Caitlyn had fucked in the park opened the door and gasped as she saw Tanya and her coven. “I… sweet Jesus…”

Tanya smiled at her with a lopsided smile. “You must be Betty.”

Betty simply nodded, her eyes on Tanya’s lips.

She’s already my slave, Tanya thought. This woman had never seen her before, but Tanya knew instinctively Betty Ludwig would do anything Tanya asked of her. Anything.

The possibilities were… tantalizing.

Tanya took her hand in a firm grasp and pushed her back into her apartment.

Betty simply stared at her and allowed the dominatrix to lead her.

Soft rock music played somewhere within the apartment and with it came the sounds of polite conversation.

Tanya smiled at Betty. “Betty, I’m going to do things to you tonight. Some of them are going to be frightening. Would you like that?”

“I… um… I…” Unable to form the words, eventually, she simply nodded.

“Golly, Tanya,” Caitlyn whispered behind her. “I think you got this whole domme thing down, huh?”

Tanya smiled as she led Betty into the woman’s own party.

***

The people in the living room were Professional Caste and, while several were naked and a few were engaging in oral sex, most looked unsure of themselves. A few even looked embarrassed.

Tanya sized up the room: couples mainly. An almost equal number of men and women. Had they been couples before the Church invaded? Maybe.

A few of the naked women had the engagement ring clit piercings that identified them as being formerly married.

And the wedding rings placed lower down, of course.

Tanya thought about the blatant sexism - shouldn’t the married men have their wedding rings dangling from their cock heads or scrotums? If she were running this Church, things would be different.

However, the men in the room seemed no more at ease than the women. This was no male dominated society.

This was a Whore Caste dominated society.

“There are far too many clothed people in this room. Strip. Now,” Tanya commanded.

A few of the partiers froze like deer in headlights.

Caitlyn and Cassandra moved smiling into the crowd.

“It’s okay,” Caitlyn whispered as she undid the back of a woman’s little black dress and let it fall to the floor. Underneath, the brunette wore only a black lace demi-cup bra which followed the dress onto the carpet.

Had this woman been a middle-aged wife a few days ago? Now, she was in a perfect, athletic body with C-cup breasts that would have been the envy of any plastic surgeon in the country and the unmarked face of a twenty-year-old.

And, yet she was so used to being self-conscious she tried to cover herself.

Caitlyn whispered in the woman’s ear, and she laughed letting her hands drop.

The diamond through the hood of her clit glittered under the lights.

A man on the other side of the room was staring intently at the now naked woman’s body. He unzipped and began fondling himself.

Tanya smiled. “You see? He has the right idea.” She walked across to the naked brunette. Tanya took the woman’s chin in her right hand and lifted it. “Modesty and shyness are a thing of the past. You are beautiful. Everyone is beautiful. There is nothing to be ashamed of.”

The woman stared adoringly into Tanya’s eyes.

Tanya smiled. “Yes. You see. Don’t you? You’re free.”

She leaned up and kissed Tanya deeply.

Tanya held her tight, squeezing the tight globes of the woman’s ass and lifting her slightly.

Caitlyn held the woman from behind, kissing her neck and trailing kisses down her shoulders.

All around the room, people were watching and sighing gently, watching the three lovers in the center of the room.

On the couch, a buxom blonde spread her legs letting her short skirt ride up.

She fingered her clit.

Keith knelt between the blonde’s thighs and began kissing his way toward her pussy.

She drew in a sharp breath as Keith suckled her clit.

She leaned her head back on the couch.

Lexi lay down across the back of the couch and guided the woman’s lips to her stiffening cock.

Raquel looked nervously around the room.

Cassandra took her hand and led her to a group of three men who were now blatantly jerking off watching the show.

They turned and looked up at the giantess.

“They say that no man can satisfy her,” Cassandra said. “Some say it would take a god to make her cum.” She reached up and freed Raquel’s huge breasts. “That’s what they say anyway.” She looked up at Raquel and winked.

The men began stroking her long legs, the pendulous breasts.

Raquel sighed and caressed them back, inviting each in turn to lift her skirt and kiss her pussy.

She smiled and lay down on the floor as they climbed on top of her.

Cassandra skipped across the room to join Caitlyn.

Caitlyn embraced her and they kissed.

“Are you… twins?” A man asked breathlessly from the couch.

“Does that turn you on?” Caitlyn asked as ran her hands down Cassandra’s lower back and cupped her ass.

“God, yes!” The man exclaimed as he scrambled to his feet beside them.

“We’re clones,” Cassandra laughed.

“I’m Betty’s husband… partner. Sorry, partner. There’s no more marriage,” he said nervously.

Caitlyn and Cassandra laughed. “Oh, it’s your birthday, isn’t it?”

He nodded breathlessly.

“Happy birthday,” the clones said in unison as they drew him between them and began undressing him.

***

Tanya pushed the brunette to her knees and guided her behind Keith who was still eating out the blonde on the couch.

She needed no encouragement to begin sucking Keith’s thick cock from behind.

Tanya nodded in approval and stood up.

The room was now full of naked people, and everyone was engaged in the fun.

Except for Betty.

The hostess stood in her little black dress and watched the orgy begin around her.

“That’s a very good girl, Betty. You were waiting for me, weren’t you?” Tanya said.

“Y… Yes, Mistress,” Betty whispered.

Tanya caressed the woman’s cheek and she shivered. Tanya nodded. “I like that you’re afraid of me, Betty.”

“I… you frighten me.”

“That excites you, doesn’t it?” Tanya said as she caressed the cat o’nine tails attached to her waist.

Betty’s eyes grew wide as she caught sight of the whip. “Yes. I… I’ve never done anything like…”

“Take off your clothes, Betty.”

Betty swallowed hard. “Y… Yes, Mistress.”

She took off her dress slowly and blushed as she did. The woman had MILF curves and large breasts that she freed quickly. She was wearing black lace crotchless panties.

Betty began to slide the panties over her round ass.

“No. Leave those. I’ll take them off myself.”

Betty was almost hyperventilating. “Yes, Mistress.”

Tanya sat down on a small, padded ottoman beside the couch. “Come here and sit, Betty.” She patted her knee.

Betty sat down and stared at the floor.

Tanya loved the warmth of the woman’s ass on her thigh.

Was she completely bisexual now?

She almost laughed. No, she was completely sexual now. Tanya was enjoying herself and that joy was contagious - Betty might be frightened but Tanya was going to give her an evening she was never going to forget.

“I like you, Betty. I could just eat you up.” She caressed the woman’s left breast. “Maybe I’ll just kidnap you and take you home with me? You could be my live in slave. I have a male slave already - you’d make a matching set.”

Betty gasped.

“I don’t think your former husband will mind. He’s completely infatuated with my clones,” Tanya whispered and turned Betty’s face toward them.

Cassandra was sucking her husband’s cock while Caitlyn stood behind him and whispered in his ear.

His huge, 12 inch cock disappearing down Cassandra’s throat looked like a magic trick.

“Are you jealous, Betty?” Tanya asked.

“No. No, I want him to enjoy them.”

“That’s very evolved of you. And what do you want, Betty?”

“I… I don’t know… I… I’ll do whatever you want…”

Tanya smiled and she wondered if it looked as evil as she felt. “I want to hurt you, Betty. Are you sure you want whatever I want?”

Betty nodded.

“Good girl. Stand up.”

Betty stood up and looked down at her adoringly.

“Now, lie on your stomach on my lap.”

Betty swallowed hard and then lay down across Tanya’s thighs.

Tanya smiled as she felt the woman breathing hard. “Relax,” she whispered.

“I’m… frightened.”

Tanya leaned over and whispered in her ear. “But it’s a good kind of frightened, isn’t it?” She reached over with her right hand and traced the inside of the woman’s thighs with her middle finger, sliding higher until her fingertip encountered the wet pussy lips framed by the crotchless panties.

“Oh! Yes… yes, it is a good kind of frightened!” The tension drained from Betty’s body.

Had the woman been a bisexual all her life? Or was this just the magic of transformation? In the end, did it matter? They had all woken up in a perverse fairy tale and now they were living it one moment at a time.

“Is this new for you?” Tanya asked gently.

“It’s all so new. So confusing. I…” She began to sob.

Tanya stroked her hair with her left hand. “It’s okay. It’s new for me too. But I like it now. I think you do too.”

Betty moaned and nodded as Tanya used both hands to gently open the woman’s pussy lips.

“Ooo!” Betty stopped sobbing and raised her hips higher, giving Tanya easier access to her wet cunt.

The party-goers were now staring at them, bending their necks to get a better view. Hands caressed genitals - their own and often their neighbors, as they were drawn into Tanya’s and Betty’s show.

Tanya smiled at them and caught sight of Keith. He was sliding into the buxom blonde doggy style as Lexi pushed her thick cock in and out of the woman’s red lips.

Betty’s “partner” was holding Caitlyn’s waist as he fucked her standing up. Caitlyn’s face was contorted in lust as his cock slid in and out.

Cassandra knelt behind him, tonguing his buttocks and urging him on with her hands as he thrust.

A few feet away, a tangle of men and women were pleasuring Raquel as she smiled.

Betty moaned as Tanya slid the woman’s panties down her legs.

A moment later, the crowd gasped as Tanya slapped Betty’s backside hard enough to leave a red handprint across her lower buttocks.

Tanya felt a thrill go through her entire body with that first blow! The quiver of the woman’s buttocks was mesmerizing - so much fleshier than Caitlyn’s small butt. Tanya gasped - the sting in her own hand from contacting the flesh, the warmth of the globes of Betty’s ass, the wet heat of the woman’s pussy - it was almost enough to make her cum.

She did it again, spanking harder this time.

And Betty laughed! She actually laughed!

The partiers were crawling toward them on their hands and knees now, no longer content with watching from a distance. They wanted to see up close. They wanted to smell Betty’s overheated sex.

“I never knew! Oh, God!” Betty screamed as Tanya spanked her beautiful ass again, sending waves through the flesh.

“Slut!” Slap! “Whore!” Slap! Tanya began to demean her with each blow. She had to dominate Betty, control her, take her!

“Yes, oh, fuck, yes!!” Betty sobbed and laughed and then devolved into guttural, animalistic gibberish.

“Your fucking cunt is so wet! You want this!” Tanya hissed.

“Yes!! Please, Mistress, more!”

Tanya landed blow after blow aiming more and more for Betty’s wet pussy with each strike.

A woman’s face was now only inches away from Betty’s inflamed backside.

The woman cried out as Tanya used her spanking hand to abruptly grab the newcomer by the hair and push her face into Betty’s sopping pussy.

“Eat her! Eat her pussy!” Tanya commanded

The woman immediately began to kiss and lick, pushing her tongue deep inside Betty.

Betty screamed and shoved her hips back, driving the woman even deeper into her pussy.

Tanya grabbed her own breast with her left hand - she had to touch herself! She wanted desperately to rub her clit. It felt swollen and stiff, and she knew she was dripping onto the fabric of the chair, soaking it.

The woman eating out Betty screamed as a man knelt behind her and plunged a transformed cock deep inside her.

Tanya had to crane her neck to see that the cock had been inserted in the woman’s ass rather than her pussy.

Betty screamed and came, her body flailing on Tanya’s thighs.

***

Betty’s orgasm had been like the starting bell for the orgy.

The floor was now covered with naked, writhing bodies.

All the furniture in the room had been quickly moved aside, leaving only the chair Tanya still sat in.

The sea of flesh rolled around them as Betty lay curled in Tanya’s lap.

Tanya stroked Betty’s feverish body and she whispered soothing words in Betty’s ear.

Aftercare, Tanya thought. It was called aftercare: the gentle comforting of a submissive after a hard play session.

But how had Tanya known that? Did her subconscious still somehow absorb at least part of the video she had experienced during her transformation?

And how had she instinctively known that Betty needed to be dominated?

How could Tanya feel so tender toward this woman she had just met? A woman whom Tanya had sexually tortured only a few moments before?

Tanya squeezed her eyes shut. She forced the questions away. This life with all its contradictions was the new normal. And it was wonderful… beyond wonderful.

“I love you,” Betty said.

Her words tore Tanya away from her reverie. She looked into the woman’s large eyes as she gazed adoringly up at her Mistress.

Tanya smiled. “Do you?”

“Yes, Mistress. I will do anything for you.” She snuggled her head against Tanya’s shoulder.

“Oh, you should be careful. My tastes are becoming more and more extreme.”

“I don’t care. I’m yours. I will always be yours. What you… did to me? I’ve never felt anything like that.”

Tanya caressed the woman’s soft hair. “Aren’t you angry for what the Church has made you into?”

Betty looked puzzled. “I like what they made me into.”

“But… your life before…”

“There was nothing like this in my life before. I was an accountant working in a boring company on Wall Street. I was late middle age, childless, a closet alcoholic…”

“But it was your life.”

She drew closer to Tanya’s face. “It still is. I’m still an accountant but now I work for the Church. I’m helping save the world. And… look at me. I’m young again. I’m going to be young forever. In a thousand years, I’ll still be the same age. It’s my life and I’ll live a hundred different lives. More. Do you know how many times I thought to myself: what would I do differently if I could live my life over again? Well, I am. Tonight I am your submissive. In a hundred years? Who knows? But it will always be my life.” She smiled. “This isn’t about what the Church took away. This is about what a gift we’ve been given.”

Tanya stared into her eyes.

Had she been so focused on the life she had lost that she hadn’t fully grasped what she had been given?

“Do whatever you want to me,” Betty whispered.

Betty was like Jeremy: a submissive. Whether it had been a kink they had always possessed or one implanted by the Church made no difference.

It was what they were now. It was what they needed now.

And, for now, Tanya needed them to be submissive as much as she needed to be a domme.

The possibilities were… endless.

Tanya smiled. “Nurse Raquel?”

Raquel leaned up, a man suckling one of her watermelon sized breasts while a woman sucked on the other. “Yes, Tanya?”

“What exactly do you have in your medical kit?”

Betty’s eyes widened and she smiled nervously.

***

The crowd of naked partiers ‘oohed’ and ‘ahhed’ as Betty groaned through gritted teeth.

Before piercing her nipples, Raquel had insisted on numbing the areolas.

Tanya had grudgingly agreed and allowed Raquel to spritz a fine mist of anesthetic on the sensitive buds.

Most of Betty’s groans were coming from the realization that the needles being used to piece her nipples were growing steadily larger in gauge. 

Raquel would pass the needle through the side of the nipple… slowly, as Tanya demanded. The nurse would then spray the area with Insta-Heal and progress to a larger diameter needle.

The silver rings were laid out on the coffee table - rings two and one-half inches in diameter made of steel a quarter of an inch thick.

It would take three more piercings of increasing thickness to accommodate the girth of the jewelry.

Smaller rings were arrayed on the table beside the nipple rings, their purpose known only to Tanya and Raquel.

Betty gripped the arms of her chair white-knuckled as the next needle stretched her sensitive skin.

A few feet away on the floor, her former husband lay on his side as he ass fucked Cassandra. 

“Do you think it hurts?” A woman asked nearby.

The man behind her whispered. “Yes. Does that turn you on?”

“Yes.”

“Would you like to have that done to you?”

“Yes…”

Tanya stood over Betty and smiled. 

Beside her, Keith lay on his back. Lexi sat on his cock reverse cowgirl, her futanari cock hard and throbbing.

Caitlyn sat on Lexi’s lap, the futa’s cock buried to the hilt in her pussy.

Beneath them, Keith would thrust his cock into Lexi, and she would in turn surge upward into Caitlyn.

Caitlyn leaned over and kissed Tanya’s hip.

Tanya caressed the woman’s honey blonde hair.

Raquel removed the last needle. “She’s ready, Tanya. Would you like to do the honors?”

Tanya knelt down and examined the gaping holes in Betty’s nips. She eased the tip of her little finger into the gap in the left nipple.

Betty moaned and thrashed.

Tanya smiled. “Ring.”

Raquel handed her one of the new nipple rings.

Tanya felt the weight of it - it was heavy. She raised an eyebrow and Betty shivered.

There was a gap in the ring just big enough to fit it around the nipple and then slide it into the piercing.

Betty shrieked through her gritted teeth.

When the ring was in place, Raquel handed Tanya a gleaming silver bead. It snapped in place in the ring’s gap.

Betty looked down at it in wonder.

Raquel then handed Tanya a small device that looked like the handle of a screwdriver.

Tanya pressed a stud on the handle.

A blue electric arc buzzed at the tip.

Tanya licked her lips and moved the arc to the point where the ball joined the ring.

The arc leaped and Betty shrieked as the ball was welded in place.

“You can’t take it off. It will have to be cut off,” Tanya said. She set the welder down and immediately tugged the ring.

Betty’s big breast was pulled forward and up by the ring and she screamed.

“This means I own you. Say it,” Tanya commanded.

“You… own me! I’m yours!” Betty moaned.

Tanya looked at Betty’s former husband. “Do you have a problem with this?”

“N… No! She’s… yours!” He cried out and came in Cassandra’s ass as the brunette clone smiled contentedly.

Tanya picked up the other ring and began threading it through the other nipple. “The smaller rings are for your pussy lips. Eight on each inner lip… so I can lace your pussy shut when I’m not using it.”

Betty’s eyes snapped open, and she laughed nervously.

***

“They don’t have our stamina,” Keith said as he stood by the apartment door. He had Betty’s naked, unconscious body slung over his shoulder.

The steel rings glimmered in her cunt lips, laced together with a thin silver chain and locked with a tiny heart-shaped padlock.

Tanya had the key.

“Evidently, Professional Caste tire easily,” Tanya said.

Behind them, the orgy had come to an end. The Professional Caste partiers were passed out naked on the floor, spent and satisfied.

“Time to go,” Tanya said as she led the way into the hall.

“So, you’re keeping her?” Caitlyn said as she skipped forward and took Tanya’s right hand.

“Betty?” Tanya laughed. “She’s free to do whatever she wants. That said, she can stay with us for as long as she likes.”

Cassandra grabbed Tanya’s other hand. “I’ll bet she stays a long time. I never heard of somebody cumming from getting their cunny lips pierced.”

“I think it was the whole idea of being my slave,” Tanya said.

Behind them, Raquel struggled to arrange her watermelon sized cleavage into the low cut nurse’s uniform.

Tanya smiled at her over her shoulder. “You know, you didn’t make a single mistake back there? I think those doctors at the clinic were idiots to let you get away.”

Raquel froze and looked on the verge of tears. “Thank… you. Thank you!”

They squeezed into the elevator, Raquel ducking her head to fit through the doors.

***

“I need you to take me to 7th and 26th,” Lexi said as she opened the partition and spoke to the driver.

“Yes, Mistress.”

Caitlyn frowned from the opposite seat in the limo. “No, Lexi, go back to your place tomorrow. Come to 6th Avenue with us for the night.”

“Yeah,” Cassandra said. “The party’s just starting.”

Keith looked away quickly and stared through the rain soaked window at the passing street.

Lexi glanced at Tanya. “No. No, it’s time for me to go.”

Caitlyn leaned over and poked Keith’s muscular arm. “Tell her, Keith.”

“She has to make her own decisions, Caitlyn.”

Betty was asleep on Raquel’s lap.

In the rear facing seat, Tanya avoided looking at Lexi.

Caitlyn’s lip quivered. “We’re going to miss you, Lexi.”

Lexi said nothing, she just stared out the window.

Cassandra sobbed quietly beside Caitlyn.

“Stop that,” Tanya said.

“I can’t help it. I… we don’t like goodbyes.”

Raquel laid her long arm across the back of the seat and drew both Cassandra and Caitlyn against her.

The car stopped by Lexi’s apartment building, and she hurried out into the rain.

Keith watched her go, her high heels splashing in the puddles on the steps.

Tanya leaned over and pulled the door closed. “Driver. Take us home.”

The long limousine pulled onto the dark street.

Tanya smiled. “I think you’re all going to love the penthouse. Everyone will have their own room. Raquel won’t have to duck her head and squeeze past the furniture…”

“Stop the car!” Caitlyn screamed.

The driver slammed on the brakes.

Tanya almost fell out of her seat. “What the fuck!?”

“What did you say to her!” Caitlyn yelled directly at Tanya.

“What are you talking about?”

“What did you SAY TO HER!? She didn’t decide this on her own. You said something to her to make her go!”

“Caitlyn, calm down…” Tanya said.

“Shut up! I hate you!” Caitlyn said as she got out of her seat and opened the door Lexi had left through. She ran away in the pouring rain.

Tanya jumped out and ran after her. “Caitlyn, stop!”

The blonde turned, the water running in streams down her pink latex bodysuit, her wet, blonde hair plastered against her face and shoulder. “You made Lexi go away!”

“She… Caitlyn, Lexi doesn’t belong with us.”

Caitlyn put her hands on her hips and yelled back. “Yes, she does! You’re an immune, Keith has anger issues, I’m a total space cadet and Cassandra is my clone and she’s just as spacey. And Raquel is like a thousand feet tall. Don’t you get it? We’re the Misfits Coven, we have to stay together!”

“But Lexi…”

“Yeah, I know. She made you miss getting out of the zone before the walls went up. Where would you rather be right now, Tanya? On the outside looking in not knowing all the things you’re missing? My life began when that wall went up. I have lovers and friends and a family now and I haven’t had any of those things in a long time. Have you?”

Tanya stood in the rain and stared at her, this girl who was soaked through with rain and yet even more beautiful. “This… none of this is normal…”

Caitlyn walked toward her. “There is no normal. There’s only what we have and who we love. And I’m fighting to hang on to that.” She reached out and took Tanya’s hands. “Will you?”

Looking into her eyes, Tanya felt ashamed. She was right, this ditzy blonde with the wet hair whom she had thought of as an encumbrance had seen the truth from the very beginning: they were better than they were before the walls went up and they were far better together than any of them could be apart.

Tanya pulled her close. “Okay… we’ll send Keith back for her…”

Caitlyn shook her head. “No. It has to be you. It doesn’t mean anything unless it’s you. You’re the head of the coven.”

Tanya laughed. “The chief Misfit?”

Caitlyn buried her face in Tanya’s cleavage. “The misfittiest.”

Tanya kissed the top of her head as the rain soaked them.

***

The rain had stopped as Tanya stood on the steps to Lexi’s apartment and pressed the buzzer for her apartment.

There was a long silence.

She pressed the button again and held it.

Thirty seconds later the intercom crackled. “What?”

“It’s Tanya. Let me in.”

“Go away.”

“Open the door.”

“Fuck off. You don’t give me orders.”

“Alexis Karigiledes, open this door right now or I swear to fuck I’ll break it down.”

Lexi laughed. “I’d like to see you try.”

Tanya twisted sideways and aimed a side kick at the door right by the handle. The blow sounded like thunder on the empty street.

“For fuck’s sake! You’ll break it down!”

“Then… open the goddamned thing!” Tanya growled as she drew back to kick it again.

The door buzzed and Tanya pushed through.

She went up the stairs and found Lexi staring through the gap in her door.

Lexi still had it chained. “What do you want?”

Lexi’s eyes looked hollow and haunted in the gap between the door and frame.

“You… scared me. That night. On the street,” Tanya said.

“So?”

“I… blamed you. If you hadn’t been there, I might have made it out.”

“Whatever,” Lexi said as she pushed the door shut.

“I was wrong. Okay? Jesus, I’m sorry. I’m only human.”

The door opened a little. “You’re not strictly human anymore.”

“No.”

“None of us are.”

“I know,” Tanya said as she stepped closer.

“You think I wanted to be like this? A… freak?”

“You’re not a freak, Lexi.”

Lexi laughed. It was dry and humorless. “I’ll bet my fiancé would disagree.”

“You don’t know that…”

“Pretty sure. A bride with a dick wouldn’t go over well in the Hamptons.”

Tanya laughed. “His loss.”

“What do you want from me, Tanya?”

Tanya’s lip trembled. “Come home.”

Lexi stammered. “Who’s making you do this?”

Tanya shook her head. “Caitlyn made some good points.”

“So this was Caitlyn’s idea?”

Tanya shook her head. “She just made me see the light, that’s all.”

“What light is that?”

“Not going to make this easy for me, are you?”

Lexi shook her head. “Fuck no.”

Tanya laughed and wiped away a tear. “I think… I fell in love with Caitlyn on the first night. She was just… mine. Hiding behind that door like that. Like some goddamned lost puppy. And Cassandra? She’s just the other piece of Caitlyn. Keith, well, fuck… he’s the kind of man I’ve looked for my whole life. And Raquel…”

Lexi laughed. “A train wreck.”

“Two trains. Colliding head-on at full speed.”

They laughed together.

“And… Alexis Karigiledes…”

Lexi stared at her.

“That first night, she looked at me through that glass door, trying to get inside and I was petrified. And… turned on.”

Lexi blinked.

“Then later, when they took her away?” Tanya smiled. “I wanted more than anything to step out into that hallway and save her.”

“Really?”

Tanya nodded. She held out her hand. “Here’s my hand. A little late, but…”

Lexi smiled. She undid the chain.

Tanya took her hand and pulled her close, melting into a kiss.

***

“Jesus, what the fuck are you packing?” Tanya yelled from Lexi’s living room.

“Just a minute,” Lexi said as she packed her belongings as quickly as she could in the bedroom. 

Belonging. It was a powerful thing. One minute, all could be lost and the next? Belonging could make the world a brighter place.

She walked into her bathroom and grabbed her toothbrush. There was no need for her makeup anymore - her transformation had provided her with flawless makeup she could change on a whim.

Lexi turned to the shower and looked up at the curtain rod.

The clothesline tied in a noose hung from the heavy pipe where the curtain had been. She undid the clothesline carefully, wrapping it around her hand before dropping it in the trash.

She wouldn’t be needing that.

***

“Golly, this place is HUGE!” Cassandra squealed as they entered the 6th Avenue Penthouse. She and Caitlyn ran hand in hand across the marble floor. “We’re sharing a room, right?” They yelled back in unison.

“We’re all sharing one bedroom,” Tanya said as she followed behind them. “But, each of you can have your own room for privacy when you want it.”

The clones slid to a stop in front of Jeremy who stood naked in the huge living room.

Their eyes traveled down to his groin. “Doesn’t he have…?” Cassandra whispered.

Jeremy stared at the floor.

“A penis?” Raquel said as she walked into the living room behind them. “Actually, he has two. This is a dual cock modification they pioneered in Havana.” Raquel knelt in front of him and twisted the topmost silver disk. “See?”

Jeremy’s long, thick cock pushed out of his abdomen and through the iris.

“Ooo,” Cassandra said.

Raquel smiled and then blinked. “Oh… I see they removed your urethra?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“From both penises?” Raquel asked as she opened the lower iris.

His lower cock appeared. “Yes, Mistress.”

Raquel nodded. “Wow… someone really hated you, huh?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“I have massage methods to ease the congestion in your prostate from all that recirculated cum,” Raquel said.

“Thank you, Doctor…?”

“Nurse… I’m Raquel… I can’t wait to get my fingers on your prostate.”

Jeremy looked down at Raquel’s huge hands with her long, thick fingers and swallowed. “Whatever… you think is best, Nurse Raquel.”

Keith stifled a laugh from the hallway and Lexi elbowed him.

“Don’t laugh or I’ll massage your prostate,” Lexi warned.

He took her hand and kissed it. “With these little fingers? Maybe.”

“Fingers if you’re a good boy,” she said with a wink.

“Feisty? Are you getting feisty?” Keith asked and he scooped her up off the floor.

“Jesus, get a room you two,” Tanya said but she smiled and winked.

Betty stood close by Tanya. She was still naked from the orgy but the sight of a naked woman in Manhattan was now a normal occurrence.

“Jeremy, this is Betty. She is my submissive, but she is still above you. Do you understand?” Tanya said.

Jeremy nodded toward them. “Of course. Welcome, Mistress Betty.”

Betty looked at his twin cocks and smiled.

“Yes. You may enjoy yourself with him,” Tanya said. “Just don’t forget to close his chastity when you’re finished with him.”

Betty smiled. “Thank you, Mistress.”

“Jeremy, find Betty some clothes.”

“The Church installed a latex clothing printer in the laundry room, Mistress,” Jeremy said.

“A what?”

Raquel turned toward her. “Oh! It makes clothes. You choose the design, and it makes the garment out of latex in just a few minutes.”

“Hmm… Raquel, help Jeremy with the printer.” Tanya took a step back. “I’m thinking a French maid outfit with an open bust and no panties…”

“Oh, and stiletto boots?” Keith said.

“Nice…” Tanya said.

“Stiletto ballet boots,” Lexi added with a smile.

“What are those?” Betty asked as Raquel took her hand and led her toward the back of the apartment.

“Ooo, super sexy!” Raquel said. “You’re going to absolutely hate them!”

“Huh?”

“They’re going to hurt like the dickens!”

Jeremy smiled weakly as he led them to the laundry room. “Welcome to my life.”

The television winked on by itself as Betty was led back to the printer.

“Good evening, citizens of the Red Zone,” Mother Superior Hecate said from the tv. “Tonight we need your help locating an untransformed human…”

A picture appeared on the screen of a pretty woman with long, flowing brown hair and green eyes.

“Hey, that’s Teresa Adkins,” Keith said.

Tanya stared at the image. There was something…

“The actress?” Lexi asked.

“Yeah, she was in that movie… you know… the people in that cabin in the snowstorm… won an Oscar or something…” Keith said.

Tanya walked toward the television as Hecate continued: “…all efforts to locate her have failed. We believe she is hiding somewhere within the zone. For some reason, she is resisting the Church. She must be found…”

The face looked so familiar to Tanya… and then she knew.

She looked at the door to the penthouse and remembered the face in the doorway of the other apartment.

***

The doorbell rang and Lexi untangled herself from Keith’s embrace. They hadn’t made it past the living room in over an hour. Keith had tossed her on the couch, and they had been making out ever since.

“I’ll get it,” Lexi said.

“Let somebody else do that,” Keith said as he lounged back naked on the couch, his thick cock pointed toward the ceiling. “Isn’t that Jeremy’s job?”

Lexi looked back over her shoulder at him. “Just jerk off while I answer the door, you oaf.”

“Aww, I like it better when you do it.” He stroked his thick cock and the veins bulged.

She opened the door.

A beautiful brunette in a pink nurse’s outfit stared at her with violet colored eyes. “Found her,” the brunette said as she reached out and grabbed Lexi’s cock under her short skirt.

Lexi laughed. “A little forward but with those eyes I’ll let you get away with anything.” She looked over the brunette’s shoulder and saw Cum Slut Cathy and Tracy smiling at her.

“Alexis Karigiledes, may I introduce Dr. Demona,” Cathy said.

Demona reached up and put the back of her hand against Lexi’s brow. “How are you feeling, beautiful?”

“I… I’m fine.”

“Dark thoughts?”

Lexi blinked and frowned. “Um… I did have a few but…” She looked over her shoulder at Keith who was now standing in front of the couch. “Everything is okay now.”

Demona smiled. “Coven magic. Damned close to having balanced hormones.” She opened her bag and produced a syringe. “I need to give you a shot.”

Lexi frowned and took a step back. “I… why?”

Cathy smiled. “No, it’s okay, Lexi. This will help you. It’s nothing bad.”

Lexi relaxed. There was something about Cathy that set her at ease. White Witch mind control didn’t work on the transformed but somehow Cathy could make everything seem like it was going to be okay.

Demona took her hand. “When I designed the viruses, I didn’t think about someone contracting both bimbo flu and the futa virus at the same time. It causes a hormone imbalance leading to depression.” She put her other hand on the side of Lexi’s face and tilted her head to the side.

“Is that why I was so… upset?” Lexi whispered.

“Partly. Partly from the fact that we took away your freedom.” She gently slipped the needle into Lexi’s neck. “Some people think depression is all chemical, some think it’s all psychological… truth is? It’s both.” The liquid disappeared into Lexi and Demona smiled. “At least I can fix one of them.”

Demona removed the needle and dropped it in the sharps container in her bag. “Last one. Thank God.”

The doctor looked unsteady, and Lexi embraced her.

Cathy rubbed Demona’s back. “She’s been going since early this morning.”

“I didn’t lose one. Not one,” Demona whispered as Lexi and Cathy led her to the couch.

“No, you didn’t,” Cathy said.

Demona collapsed onto the couch.

Keith knelt naked in front of her. “Can I get you some water or anything?”

“Water would be great,” Demona said. She looked at him groggily. “You’re pretty. I’m strictly pussy… for the most part. But I’d make an exception in your case.”

Keith laughed. “Thank you, I’m flattered. I’ll get you the water.”

Lexi sat down beside her on the couch and smiled as Keith stood up and walked toward the kitchen.

“Damn, we do good work,” Demona whispered as she stared at Keith.

Lexi laughed.

Demona smiled at her. “You two are an item?”

“Yeah. I think so.”

Demona leaned her head on Lexi’s shoulder. “That’s the way it works. Complex relationships in a coven. You all love each other but you don’t always like each other. Some people you like more than others.” Demona closed her eyes. “Short nap. Just a little one. But, when I wake up? I want dick - girl dick and boy dick. Same time.”

Lexi laughed as Demona conked out on her shoulder.

When Keith returned a moment later, he put the glass of water on the coffee table and slid in under them, holding them both against his chest.

***

Tanya stood in the living room and looked at the doctor lying between a naked Lexi and Keith. “They look comfortable.”

“She’s had a long day,” Cathy said as she embraced Tanya.

Tanya kissed her deep. It felt natural to her.

Cathy smiled and looked into Tanya’s eyes. “That was… unexpected.”

“What can I say? I think I’ve seen the light.”

Cathy nodded over Tanya’s shoulder. “It looks like your coven is growing.”

Tanya looked behind her.

Betty was dressed in her new latex French maid’s outfit and sitting on the edge of the dining room table. Her legs were spread, and Jeremy knelt between them.

He kissed and licked her pussy that was still laced shut with the silver chain through the labia piercings.

“Oh, them? Jeremy is a slave, not part of the coven. Betty is just a visitor, for now. Although I am growing more and more fond of her.”

“Fond enough to unlace her pussy?” Cathy laughed.

“No. Not yet.” Tanya said. Then she looked into Cathy’s eyes. “Thank you.”

Cathy stared at her quizzically. “For what?”

“Making my life… interesting. For making me immortal.”

Cathy’s eyes glistened. “Figured it out, did you?”

“That you gave us back much more than you took? Yeah. Took one of my Street Whores to make me see that.”

“Oh, don’t underestimate them. They’re wiser than they appear.” Cathy laughed. “So you’re a complete convert?”

“Getting there… hey, this actress they’re looking for: Teresa Adkins? What’s the deal?”

Cathy shook her head. “Hecate wants her found. She’s hiding somewhere in the zone.”

“Yeah, but why does she want her?”

Cathy looked away. “Someone very rich offered the Church a great deal of money for her.”

Tanya laughed. “Yeah, Tracy was talking about that little ‘auction’ the other night. So, in this brave new world the Church is creating, is it going to just be the same bullshit with the rich running everything?”

Cathy shook her head. “No. No, it isn’t. These billionaires are a means to an end right now. Thomas Jeffries is paying the Church $15 million for Teresa Adkins. For the war effort, we need every dime we can get.”

“$15 million doesn’t seem like much in the grand scheme of things.”

“No, but that’s only part of it. Jeffries has influence in hundreds of different industries, media ties, government ties. He can help influence public opinion, steer the US government in ways beneficial to the Church.”

Tanya looked away. “We scratch his back, and he scratches ours, huh?”

Cathy stroked Tanya’s arm. “It’s a means to an end. Now, why are you asking about Teresa Adkins?”

“Just curious.”

***

The master bedroom was almost the size of the entire floor Tanya and Caitlyn had lived on. The room had been filled with modern art sculptures at one time - most were still there but they had been relocated to line the walls.

Nine king sized mattresses had been arranged in the middle of the floor and fitted with Egyptian cotton sheets. Jeremy had apologized for the lack of actual bedframes - it was difficult to get furniture in the red zone.

The orgy had started after Cathy and Tracy departed.

Dr. Demona had stayed behind, and she was now straddling Keith’s thick cock. It slid in and out of her pussy in rhythm with Lexi’s cock thrusting in and out of her ass.

Lexi held the doctor’s waist and pumped her ass from behind.

Demona moaned and thrashed as she was double penetrated.

Tanya lay on her side as Jeremy lay behind her, his modified cocks thrusting into her ass and pussy. She smiled as she watched the threesome of Lexi, Keith, and the beautiful doctor a few yards away.

Jeremy’s hand snaked around her body, and he rubbed her clit with two fingers while he fucked her.

While she enjoyed torturing him, she had to admit her attitude toward him was growing more tender. Whatever his transgressions with the nun who created him, he was attentive and selfless.

She smiled as his lips caressed her neck. “You spoil me.”

“I want to be a good submissive, Mistress.” He then returned to kissing her neck.

Tanya bit her lower lip as the combination of the dual thrusting, the clit massage, and his exploring lips pushed her toward the brink.

His body stiffened and he moaned against the back of her neck as he ‘orgasmed’. A moment later he returned to thrusting, his cocks not softening in the slightest.

“Bad… boy,” Tanya scolded. “You… came. Before me. I’m going to punish you for that.” Tanya trembled in his embrace.

“Yes, Mistress. Whatever you want.”

“Oh, God!” Her orgasm burned through her from the inside out as Jeremy continued to thrust while her body milked him.

She pulled herself free of him and he rolled onto his back.

His cocks stood stiff and straight. He raised his hips slightly so that Tanya could close the irises of his chastity.

She rolled onto her elbow and smiled down at him. “We’ll close your chastities tomorrow.”

He smiled back, his face turning red in gratitude.

“Fuck! Oh, fuck!” Demona cried as she came from the combined fucking of a futanari and a junior Whoremaster.

Tanya snuggled in beside Jeremy to watch as Lexi and Keith joined Demona in orgasm, filling her with cum.

Lexi fell on her side. 

Demona pulled herself off Keith’s cock. Then she lay down beside Lexi and kissed her. “Okay. Enough boys. I’ve got to fall asleep looking at a pretty face.”

Lexi laughed. “Well, I think he’s pretty.”

“Yeah, you said I was pretty earlier, doc,” Keith laughed as he sat up behind her.

“I was exhausted and not in my right mind. I have to re-assert my lesbian… ism? Lesbianality? Fuck it, I’m tired and cock drunk.”

Keith and Lexi laughed.

Lexi pulled her close. “Go to sleep, doc.”

“Way ahead of you,” Demona said as she laid her head on Lexi’s arm.

Keith lay down behind Lexi and stroked the futanari’s side. “I love you.”

Lexi smiled. “I love you too.”

“Yeah, I love you both,” Demona groaned. “Now shut up and let me sleep.”

***

A few hours before dawn, Tanya got up and went into the master bath. She showered and then dressed in her dominatrix outfit.

She walked as quietly as she could back into the bedroom.

Caitlyn, Cassandra, and Betty were snuggled in Raquel’s arms, asleep. The giantess was snoring gently.

Jeremy was curled into a ball alone on the mattress she had shared with him earlier. She picked up a blanket and draped it over his sleeping form.

Tanya knelt beside Keith and touched his arm.

Keith stirred. “Tanya?”

Tanya nodded toward Dr. Demona and Lexi beside him. “Shh. Don’t wake them. I need your help.”

He rose gently and followed her out of the bedroom and into the hall.

Tanya smiled at him as she closed the door behind them. “I need your help…”

Keith abruptly pulled her into his arms and kissed her.

Tanya moaned into the embrace and reached down to stroke his hardening cock. “Mmm… what was that for?” She asked as she opened her eyes.

“You know what it was for,” he said as he passed the fingers of his left hand through her red hair.

She licked her lips. “That was as much for me as for you or her.”

“I know. But when you brought Lexi back to us? It made us a coven. A real coven. I’ll follow you to hell and back.”

Tanya laughed. “Well, let’s hope it doesn’t come to that. The heaven of that bedroom will be enough for me.”

“So, did you call me out into the hallway for sex? Because I’m definitely ready for sex.”

Tanya looked down and ran her finger along the curve of his thick cock. “I can see that. But, don’t distract me. I need your help with something else.”

“What’s that?”

“I’m getting ready to do something. I’m not sure if I should. But, if I do, I think I might need your help.”

Keith nodded. “Anything.”

***

Fifteen minutes later, they were standing by the elevator when the doorman emerged. It was the same man from earlier in the day.

He was holding a key in his hand.

“Do you work twenty-four hours a day?” Tanya asked.

“Yes, Mistress. I lockup after midnight but I remain on duty. You said you needed the key to Penthouse B?” The doorman said. He looked at Keith who stood naked beside Tanya. “Did you want a threesome, Mistress?”

“Hmm? Oh… no. Not right now.” Then she smiled. “Well, maybe later.”

“Has to be a straight threesome,” Keith said.

“Really?” Tanya asked. “But, you’re fine with Lexi…”

“Girl with a dick is different than a dude,” Keith said. He nodded toward the doorman. “No offense.”

“None taken, sir.”

Tanya frowned. “How is that any different? I mean, there’s still a penis.”

“It just is.” He nodded toward the doorman. “You explain it to her.”

“I follow orders, sir. I’ll do whatever she asks.”

Tanya smiled. “Now that’s a nice attitude. You could learn something from him, Keith.”

Keith shook his head.

“The key, Mistress,” the doorman said and then handed it to her.

Tanya stared at it. “Just like that? I ask for a key to an apartment that isn’t mine and you just hand it over?”

“It is your apartment, Mistress,” the doorman said.

“I’m sorry? What?”

“The entire building is yours.”

Tanya stared at him and blinked. “How…?”

“You are a dominant member of Whore Caste with a coven. When you claimed Penthouse A, you claimed the building.”

Tanya looked at Keith. “Did you know about this?”

“Didn’t you? It’s the way the Caste system works. In the video…”

“Oh, that fucking video again…” She turned to the doorman. “Thank you, that will be all.”

He gave a short bow. “Yes. Mistress.”

She watched him get back in the elevator and head down.

“What do you want the key to B for? You planning on joining the apartments?” Keith asked.

“No… well, maybe later. I need to talk to someone inside.”

“I thought it was empty.”

Tanya smiled. “I don’t think so.” She took his hand. “Just stay outside. I’ll call you if I need you.”

“Sure you don’t want me to come with?”

“Not yet.”

***

Penthouse B was dark when Tanya stepped through the front door and closed it behind her. She fingered the handle of the cat o’nine tails on her hip.

She thought back to the quick glimpse of a face she had gotten yesterday through the partially open door.

She had almost recognized that face when she saw it. Memory is a strange thing. When you see a familiar face in a location you aren’t expecting to find that person, it takes the brain a while to sort it out.

Now she was positive of the identity of the person she saw.

And, that person was hiding somewhere inside the sprawling penthouse.

“Hello?” Tanya called as she turned on the lights with the switch by the door. “I know you’re here. I saw you earlier.”

Tanya stepped across the marble hall.

Was the woman dangerous? Of course, she was cornered. Cornered humans were always dangerous.

What an odd thought.

Cornered humans were always dangerous.

The realization she was no longer human was starting to take root in Tanya’s thinking.

“You must be very frightened,” Tanya said as she walked into the living room. The layout of this penthouse was the same as the other - only a mirror image. “I know I was. But there’s really nothing to be afraid of.” Tanya moved slowly, checking behind the big, white leather couch.

Tanya laughed nervously. “At first, I couldn’t figure out why I was so horny. I mean it’s like I was in heat or something. And, the breast growth? It’s the water, did you know that? They put it in the water - they call it Ambrosia.”

Tanya stepped into the kitchen and stopped. She took a step back.

Teresa Adkins, Oscar winning actress and world class beauty stood in gray sweatpants and a thin white t-shirt in the kitchen. Her reddish-brown hair hung in messy waves down her shoulders.

Her eyes were wild, and she held a butcher’s knife in each hand. “Stay back.”

Tanya got over her initial shock and then smiled. “There you are.”

“Stay the fuck back!” She held out her right hand and pointed the knife blade toward Tanya.

“Teresa… may I call you Teresa?”

Teresa said nothing.

“Okay… Teresa then.” Tanya took a step toward her. “The entire transformed population of the red zone is looking for you. You’re the Church’s most wanted.” Tanya smiled at the woman’s swollen breasts that pulled the t-shirt tight. “And I can see why.”

The woman stumbled back but kept the knives pointed at Tanya. “Stay back!”

Tanya held up her hand. “Teresa, I promise I won’t hurt you. You’re very lucky I found you instead of the other transformed. Why they’d just turn you right over to the Church.”

“What do you want with me?”

Tanya shrugged. “I’ve never fucked an Oscar winner before.”

“W… What?”

Tanya smiled. “I’ve slept with lots of men… a few girls now too. But never a star.”

“Bitch, you are crazy.”

Tanya looked at the knives and then up at Teresa’s eyes. She had to get closer but not so close that she would be in knife range. “Oh, Thomas Jeffries sends his love, by the way.”

“Thomas? How do you know Thomas?!”

“Your ex-boyfriend?” She took a step closer. “He’s offering $15 million for you. Everybody in the zone knows about Thomas by this time.”

“What are you talking about?”

“He’s going to buy you from me for $15 million. You’re going to be a good little wife slash sex slave for him. But I’m going to fuck you first - I think of it as a finder’s fee.” Was she close enough now? Tanya stared into Teresa’s eyes. They looked a little sleepy - was that the first stage of her pheromone effect?

Teresa shook her head. “I left Thomas over a year ago. I’m not going to be his wife and I’m sure as fuck not going to be his goddamned sex slave!”

The woman looked furious, but the knife blades began to point lower as her arms dropped slightly.

“Why don’t you put down the knives, Teresa?” Tanya asked.

Teresa jerked her arms up and blinked. “I’ll stab you! I swear to God, I will!” She was staring at Tanya’s lips.

Tanya smiled. “You don’t want to do that, do you? Not really. You like my lips don’t you?”

Teresa’s eyes closed a little. “Please, go away.”

“I’ll bet you’ve been masturbating like an insane woman, haven’t you?” Tanya asked. “I masturbated in the bath tub a lot.  Is that where you masturbate?”

“Bed… in the bed.” She blinked and dropped her arms lower.

“You must be so tired. Hiding here all by yourself.”

“Tired…”

“So tired,” Tanya repeated. She stepped closer. She was close to the knives now, but Teresa was beginning to waiver on her feet.

Tanya reached out gently and grasped Teresa’s wrists.

Teresa moaned.

“First person to touch you since all this started, huh?”

Teresa lowered her chin and nodded.

Tanya smiled. Then she squeezed Teresa’s wrists and felt the bones grind.

Teresa whined as the knives clattered to the floor.

“Shh,” Tanya soothed. “I won’t hurt you.”

“What’s… wrong with me?” Teresa asked as she looked up at Tanya’s lips.

“My pheromones. The effect won’t last long. Long enough for you to make me cum, though.” She leaned down and kissed Teresa.

“You’re doing something to me,” Teresa whispered.

“Umm, actually, you’re going to do something to me,” Tanya laughed. She gently guided Teresa down to her knees on the kitchen tile.

Tanya spread her legs. “Look up, darling. See anything you like?”

Teresa stared sleepily up at Tanya’s pussy. “I’m… not a lesbian.”

Tanya mock gasped. “How un-progressive of you! Well, you’ll learn.” She gently caressed her own labia. Her fingers glistened with juice. “Open.”

The enthralled woman parted her lips.

Tanya gently swabbed Teresa’s lips with her juices.

The woman licked her lips and her eyes rolled back in her head. “Mmm, oh, God!”

Tanya giggled as she curled her fingers in Teresa’s dark hair and pulled her up to her pussy.

She bit her lip as Teresa took her first tentative taste. Teresa moaned and began to gently caress Tanya with her tongue.

“Oh, yes. Just like that. Now a little higher…”

Teresa was gaining confidence - Tanya’s Ambrosia laced body fluids were having the desired effect. She grew bolder as her tongue explored higher and higher still.

Tanya gasped out loud when Teresa found her clit. “Oh, God. Yes! Just like that. Little circles with your tongue.”

Teresa obeyed and her hands slid up the back of Tanya’s thighs. She cupped the cheeks of Tanya’s ass and pulled herself harder against Tanya’s sex.

Tanya kept her grip on Teresa’s hair while her other hand squeezed her own left breast.

Teresa abruptly released her grip on Tanya’s ass and shoved her right hand into her sweatpants.

Tanya laughed as the overheated starlet began furiously masturbating while she continued sucking Tanya’s clit.

“No. Stop touching yourself, Teresa,” Tanya commanded.

Teresa whined with her lips locked on Tanya’s clit, but she obeyed. She withdrew her hands from her sweats and resumed her grip on Tanya’s ass.

Tanya felt her orgasm building. How much longer would the pheromones work? Certainly no more than another five minutes. She had to cum soon. “Harder! Right there!”

Tanya screamed as her release finally came and her knees shook.

Teresa didn’t stop nursing her clit till Tanya pushed her away.

The actress stood up and sat down on the edge of the counter. She yanked off her sweatpants revealing her swollen, shaved pussy. “Me! Please… Please do me! I can’t stand it!”

“Call me Mistress,” Tanya said as she stepped between the woman’s thighs and lifted Teresa’s chin with her fingertips.

“Mistress… oh, please, Mistress! I need to cum! Please, make me cum, Mistress!” The woman was in tears.

Tanya smiled. “Oh, I will.” She turned her head. “Keith? I need your help.”

She heard the front door open.

“We’re in the kitchen. Get hard.”

“Huh?” Keith said as he turned the corner and stood with his mouth open. “Holy fuck, is that?!”

Tanya laughed. “Yes, it is. And she needs some relief.”

Teresa’s eyes were locked on Keith’s stiffening cock.

Tanya leaned close to her ear. “You know? It’s fourteen inches long.” She whispered.

Teresa said nothing but she was breathing hard.

“Have you ever had one that big?”

Teresa shook her head.

“Do you want him to fuck you?”

She said nothing but lay back on the kitchen counter and pulled her thighs back against her breasts.

Keith smiled as Tanya walked over and kissed his cheek. “Keep her busy for a few minutes?”

Keith nodded. “Absolutely not a problem,” he said as he stepped between Teresa’s thighs. “You know I’ve seen all your movies.”

“Really?” Teresa whispered as she used her hands to spread her legs wider. She craned her neck to watch as Keith gently rubbed his cockhead up and down her wet slit.

“This is kind of a fantasy for me,” Keith whispered as his cock wedged between her pussy lips and began to disappear inside her.

Teresa screamed and writhed as Keith slowly stretched her.

Tanya smiled and left the penthouse.

***

“If you have a patient, you should get Dr. Demona,” Raquel said as she adjusted her watermelon sized tits in her latex nurse’s uniform. She picked up her medical bag. “She’s a real doctor and not…” She pouted and looked at the hallway floor.

“Not what?” Tanya asked.

“Not… stupid.”

Tanya pinched the giantess’s boob.

“Ow!” Raquel whined.

“Raquel Leviathan di Manetti, you are not stupid! You just grew bigger than you were meant to, that’s all. Now, I need you.”

“But, Demona is right in the bedroom…”

“I barely know Demona and this needs to be kept quiet. Are you going to help me or not?” Tanya said as she tapped the toe of one of her stiletto boots on the marble floor.

“I… yes, Mistress. I’ll help. I’ll do anything for you.”

Tanya smiled. “What do they call that stuff that makes you sleep?”

“Knock Out?”

“Yes. I need you to inject a human with Knock Out. How long will she sleep?”

“Depends on the dose,” Raquel said as she dug through her medical bag. “How much does she weigh?”

“I don’t know. One-twenty maybe?”

“Ten cc’s will put her out for eight hours.”

“Perfect. Follow me,” Tanya said.

She led the way out of the penthouse and into Penthouse B.

“Fuck! Yes! God, so fucking big!” Teresa cried as Keith thrust his hips between her thighs. He was holding her ankles as he fucked her.

“I’m scared of hurting you,” he grunted.

“Hurt me! Split me in two! Just don’t stop! I’m so close!”

Tanya leaned over beside them and watched as Keith fucked the woman slowly with his huge cock. “See? I told you there was nothing to be afraid of.”

Teresa lay her head back and thrashed on the counter.

Keith could get barely more than half his length inside her.

Teresa screamed and raked his shoulders with her nails, drawing blood as she climaxed.

“I think she’s ready for a nap,” Tanya said as she looked behind her.

Raquel was standing with the needle in her right hand. Her mouth was open. “Is that…?”

Tanya rolled her eyes. “Yes, it is. Now get over here and put her to sleep.”

“What?” Teresa said as she caught sight of the enormous nurse. “No! What are you…?”

“Relax,” Keith said. “We won’t hurt you.”

Raquel leaned in close and slipped the needle into Teresa’s neck.

Then she readied a second syringe.

“What is that?” Tanya asked.

“I’m inoculating her against bimbo flu and the futanari virus,” Raquel said as she pushed the second needle into her arm.

Tanya smiled. “Good thinking, nurse.”

***

“Jesus, do you think the Church is going to be okay with this?” Lexi asked as she looked at the sleeping movie star.

Tanya, Keith, and Raquel had left Teresa Adkins in Penthouse B’s master bedroom after the Knock Out put her under. Then they had returned to their own master bedroom and slept until dawn.

Dr. Demona’s limousine had taken her back to Union Square and the subway to the submarine.

Then Tanya had told the other members of the coven about Teresa.

“I honestly don’t care what the Church thinks,” Tanya said.

Everyone else winced except for Jeremy who was busy licking Tanya’s boots.

Betty paused in her dusting - Tanya had decided this morning that, since Betty was wearing a black latex French maid outfit, she might as well tidy up the place. “Pissing off the Church is a bad idea,” Betty said.

“Did you say something, slut?” Tanya asked.

“Yes, Mistress. Nobody crosses the Church.”

Tanya was sitting on the couch. She put the toe of her boot against Jeremy’s hip and shoved him away. He landed on his ass on the rug. “I’m not… crossing them exactly. I’m just turning the situation to our advantage… that’s all.”

Keith laughed from the opposite couch. “Yeah, I hope the Church sees it that way. You do realize those Mother Superiors like Hecate can kill you with a single word, right?”

“Not all of us,” Tanya said with a smile.

“Yeah?” Lexi said. “Well nobody’s immune to a bullet.”

Tanya shook her head. “Would you all just calm down? Nobody’s going to get ‘brain whammied’ or ‘shot’ - whatever else the Church is, they are at their heart a business. I know how to handle business people. Profit. Profit is the key.”

Caitlyn and Cassandra sat side by side on the other side of Keith. Caitlyn spoke up. “I don’t understand. How are you going to even get in touch with this Thomas Jeffries?”

Tanya smiled and held up a black plastic phone. She unfolded a stubby antenna. “Found this in her bedroom. It’s a satellite phone. She’s been frantically calling everyone she can think of to get her out of here. But, she keeps declining one caller - her contact list identifies him as ‘Tom’.” She held up the phone so they could see the screen. “Tom calls at least ten times a day.”

Keith frowned. “What are you going to do? Just call him and say, ‘Hey, Tommy old son, we’ve got your girl. Pay up and she’s all yours’?”

Tanya winked and held the phone to her ear. “As a matter of fact…”

“No fucking way,” Lexi said as she leaned her head on Keith’s shoulder.

“Hello?” Tanya said into the phone. “No, this isn’t Teresa, Thomas. We’re friends of hers. She’s staying with us.” Tanya smiled as she listened to the voice on the other end.

“Why, yes, Thomas, she’s fine. Sleeping like a baby. Listen, I understand you are offering $15 million for her? Would you care to make it $20 million?”

“Jesus,” Keith hissed.

“$20 million isn’t a problem? Wonderful!” Tanya said. “Are you in the zone? Can you get here? Perfect. Tomorrow afternoon will be perfect. I’ll send two beautiful girls to pick you up at Union Square - oh, you can’t miss them they’re identical twins. One’s a blonde and the other’s a brunette - only way we can tell them apart.”

Caitlyn and Cassandra looked at each other and smiled.

“Oh, and do bring the money with you, Thomas,” Tanya said.

“No!” Betty hissed as she threw her feather duster at Tanya. 

It bounced off her cleavage. “What?!” Tanya whispered.

“Tell him we’ll call back with the bank information,” Betty said. “Trust me. I’m an accountant.” She crossed her arms over her huge boobs. “I may be wearing a latex maid’s outfit but I’m still a CPA, goddamn it!”

Tanya moved the phone back to her lips. “Umm, we’ll contact you with the bank information. Call you soon.” She hung up. “Why did you do that?”

“Look, you don’t want to do this in cash,” Betty said. “First of all, where are you going to put it?”

“A safe? A mattress? I don’t…”

“No! We need it in a bank account.”

Tanya shook her head. “None of the banks in the zone are open…”

“An offshore bank account. You don’t want the government in your shit. We need him to transfer the money to an offshore account - one in the Cayman Islands. I know a bank down there and, now that you have a phone, we can setup an account.”

“I don’t get it. We don’t need money. The Church gives us what we need,” Caitlyn said.

“Yes, but in the outside world, money talks,” Tanya said. “I don’t plan on staying in the zone for the rest of my life, do you?”

“Guess not,” Caitlyn said

“Okay,” Tanya said. “That takes care of the sale. Now, I need you, Lexi.”

Lexi stared at her. “What do you need?”

“I need you to find a friend for us…”

***

Lexi walked toward the apartment building with her ‘friend’ in tow.

“So, I’m like going to fuck a real live movie star?” Vivi asked for the tenth time since Lexi had found her in the popup brothel near the wall.

“For fuck’s sake, yes! How many times do I have to tell you?” Lexi grumbled. 

The punk rock Futanari Type B hadn’t bothered to get dressed - she had simply grabbed her heels and followed Lexi onto the street. Her thick, flaccid futa cock was swinging like a pendulum as she walked.

Tanya had been very specific: “Find the bitch who knocked up Caitlyn and bring her to me.”

“This is fucking amazing!” Vivi giggled.

“So, you were actually a teacher?” Lexi asked.

“Fucking A.”

“Goddamn, maybe we are saving the world,” Lexi mumbled.

“Huh?”

“Never mind.”

***

The elevator opened one floor below the penthouse.

Vivi stepped out of the elevator and stared up at the enormous nurse who towered over her. 

Then she looked to her left and saw Tanya.

“Hey! Wait a minute! You’re that crazy slut with the whip!”

Tanya smiled. “Raquel? Restrain her.”

Raquel nodded and clasped her big hands on the skinny futa’s shoulders. She lifted her into the air. “This is kind of fun,” Raquel said as the futanari squirmed in her grasp.

Vivi threw a kick which bounced off Raquel’s big left breast without effect.

“Stop that!” Tanya said. She tapped Vivi’s buttocks with the coiled cat o’nine tails.

Vivi drew in a sharp breath and froze.

“If you harm my nurse in any way, I’ll flay you alive. Understand?” Tanya warned.

Vivi gritted her teeth. “Listen, you psycho: I didn’t know the little bitch was your girlfriend. You should have known better than to send a breeder out without…”

“Vivi! I didn’t bring you here to punish you. I brought you here to offer you a job.”

Vivi stared down at her from Raquel’s grasp. “What kind of job? Wait! You mean you really want me to fuck that Hollywood chick?”

Tanya’s lips drew slowly into a smile. “Well… sort of.”

***

“Goddamn you! You fucking cunt! I swear to fuck when I get out of this… ahh! Fuck!!!” Vivi screamed over her shoulder at Tanya.

Tanya laughed.

The futanari was standing in the middle of the otherwise empty floor. Her knees were slightly bent, and her hard cock was balls deep in a sleek white device attached to an aluminum pipe bolted to the floor.

‘Man Milker XL’ was stenciled on the side of the white plastic box.

Vivi’s cock was inserted in a rubber tube inside the box and a tight black rubber ring squeezed the base.

A small flat screen attached to the top of the box displayed a constant stream of porn.

A black cord coiled from the bottom of the box up between Vivi’s thighs. It was attached to a vibrating butt plug in her ass.

“Ooo, I’ve gotten two whole ounces of sperm out of her already!” Raquel announced as she examined a control panel on the other side of the Man Milker XL.

Vivi tried to back away from the machine, but her cock was stuck fast.

She screamed in frustration. “Let me go! Please let me go,” she whined.

“Oh, relax,” Tanya said. “Just watch the porn and shoot your loads. I’ll let you go in a few days - and I’ll make sure you’re well compensated.” Tanya ran her finger up the slit between the dickgirl’s balls and slid her middle finger into Vivi’s wet pussy.

“Mmph!” Vivi groaned.

“We’ll even get you a chair in a few hours, won’t we, Raquel?”

“Oh, we’ll have to. Otherwise, she might pass out and break her cock,” Raquel said.

“Break my…!? Oh, fuck!” Vivi cried out and leaned against the machine.

“Another half ounce!” Raquel announced.

Lexi peered over Tanya’s shoulder at the machine. “Can Keith and I borrow that every once in a while?”

***

Eighteen Hours Later

Cathy woke up alone in the hotel room bed.

She rolled onto her side.

Tracy was standing naked in front of the picture window staring down at the street below.

“Did anyone ever tell you that you’re beautiful when you brood?” Cathy asked.

Tracy kept staring down at the street. “I’ll never care about them, Cathy.”

“Who?”

“Religious Caste. They’re evil, demented, psychotics. You can’t see it - I think it’s because you’re Whore Caste. I think all that universal love shit you have for each other clouds your view of what the Church really is.”

“Less cloudy than you think,” Cathy said.

Tracy turned toward her with tears in her eyes. “I have this awful feeling. She’s going to kill you, Cathy.”

“Hecate?” Cathy sighed. “She’s certainly capable of it. But, I believe in her, Tracy. I believe that deep inside, she knows the difference between right and wrong.”

Tracy laughed. “Right and wrong? Coming from a mind controller who turned me into a fuck toy against my will?”

Cathy smiled and shrugged. “Touché.”

Tracy sat down on the bed and Cathy rubbed her back.

“Do you wish you’d never met me?” Cathy asked and then she kissed her way up Tracy’s spine to her neck.

“Of course not. I love you. I will always love you. But that doesn’t mean I think what you… what we… are doing to humans is right.” 

“I agree with you - most of Whore Caste agrees with you. But, it’s a necessary evil. Please trust me on that.”

Tracy kissed her. “I do. For you, for Whore Caste, it’s a necessary evil.” Then she shook her head. “But for the Church? It’s for kicks. It’s a power trip. We’re just toys, pawns to them.”

Cathy smiled. “Oh, my dear, we are all pawns to someone - humans and transformed, Whore Caste and Religious.”

Tracy shook her head. “You ever stop with the old and wise, Gandalf act? I mean, I get it that you are basically old and wise, but somebody stuffed Gandalf in Wonder Woman’s body and…”

“That doesn’t work for you?”

“Mmm, I didn’t say that,” Tracy said and pressed her lips to Cathy’s.

Someone knocked on the door.

Cathy narrowed her eyes. “If that’s Hecate, I’m going to scream.”

Tracy laughed.

Cathy stood up and walked naked to the door.

Tanya was standing outside in her full latex dominatrix outfit. “Morning. Sorry to wake you.”

Cathy smiled and leaned on the doorframe. “We were awake. As a matter of fact, we were thinking about a morning quickie. Want to join?”

Tanya faltered. “Umm, I’d love to… but… I need your help.”

Cathy stood up straight. “With?”

“Uh, it’s easier if I show you…”

***

“Oh… fuck,” Cathy said. She was standing with Tracy and Tanya on the floor below Tanya’s penthouse. “Is that who I think it is?”

“Teresa Adkins,” Tanya said.

The actress was held securely in a high-tech white bondage machine - four mechanical arms held the woman upright by the wrists and ankles. Her head with its mane of long brown hair was lolled to the side. Teresa Adkins was asleep.

“Does that… hurt?” Tracy asked.

The nurse-giant walked up behind them. “Gosh, no. It keeps her body fully displayed with easy access, but it senses when she is in any discomfort and then shifts the restraints slightly to make her comfy again.”

A bright red, knobby vibrator attached to a black cord hummed away inside her pussy.

Nurse Raquel nodded toward Teresa Adkins’ crotch. “I’ve started conditioning her pussy muscles for maximum tone - I thought her buyer would appreciate it.”

Tracy turned and looked up at Raquel in shock.

“What? Did I say something wrong?”

Tracy turned back to Tanya. “Where the fuck did you get this machine?” She looked around the room and held out her hands. “All of this?”

The floor was crowded with BDSM rigs straight out of some sci-fi porno flick.

“SlutzNet,” Tanya said. “I just told the television upstairs what I needed and a whole team showed up with moving vans.”

Cathy brushed Teresa’s long hair out of her eyes. “She was hiding here the whole time.”

Tanya nodded. “Yes…”

Cathy smiled and whispered: “That wasn’t a question.”

Tanya looked confused.

Tracy tapped Tanya on the shoulder. “Cathy’s in her head. She’s reading Teresa’s mind.”

Cathy frowned as her fingers trailed across Teresa’s brow. “Poor thing. All alone and frightened. Her body betraying her, changing. She called and called, and no one would help.” Cathy stepped back. “We’re monsters. To cause so much terror. Yes, she’s a spoiled brat. Selfish, vain… but no one deserves to be that frightened. I’ve been where she was.”

“I think we all have,” Tanya said.

Cathy stared at the BDSM rig.

There was another directly behind it. There was a brunette in that one as well with her back to Teresa Adkins.

Cathy frowned. “Wait… that hair.” She walked around to the other restraint on her stiletto heels. “Oh, for fuck’s sake!”

Tracy hurried to her side.

There was another Teresa Adkins.

Cathy stood with her mouth open.

“Now, hear me out,” Tanya said as she joined them.

“You cloned her? You cloned a world famous actress who is going to be recognized by everyone who sees her? Are you insane?” Cathy said.

“Just listen: Thomas Jeffries wants her. He’s in love with her…”

“Yes, her! Not a clone of her!”

Tanya shook her head. “Yes, and we’re going to give her to him - the original. The woman he’s in love with.”

“And, what are you going to do with the clone? Because she’s a perfect clone - not one hair follicle is different, Tanya…”

“Jeffries wants Teresa Adkins, not the actress Teresa Adkins. I went back through the gossip rags - they broke up because he wanted her to give up acting and live her life with him.”

Cathy nodded. “Yes, that’s part of what he’ll be getting for his $15 million. I’m supposed to program her to give up acting…”

“It’s $20 million now,” Tanya said. “And, I still need you to program the original Teresa. Only I also need you to program the clone to be an actress. I need her to be the Teresa.”

“I’m confused,” Tracy said.

“Jeffries gets his Teresa. She marries him, gives up acting. The clone takes on the identity of Teresa Adkins, actress,” Tanya said with a smile. “The paparazzi follows the clone and, if anyone notices that Thomas Jeffries marries a woman who looks exactly like her? Who cares?”

“But, why?” Cathy asked. “For what purpose…”

“PR.”

“I’m sorry, what?”

“PR,” Tanya said. “Public Relations. The Teresa clone is going to be swamped with the press the moment she leaves the zone. You program her to tell the world how wonderful the Church is, how they helped her, how they took care of her, and how they have protected the people of New York. How they’re protecting the world.”

Cathy turned away. She returned to the original Teresa and touched her hair. “They would listen. All her fans.”

Tanya nodded and walked to Cathy’s side. “You people want to take over the world? Get the famous people on your side. Make them be on your side.” She nodded toward Teresa. “She changes shampoos, and the stock market feels the effect. She’ll have the masses begging to be transformed.”

Cathy nodded slowly. “The clone. She’ll need to be augmented - to make it obvious she’s embraced the Church…”

“I can get Raquel started immediately. But, I need you, Cathy. None of this works without you. The clone is an empty vessel without White Witch voodoo.”

Cathy put both hands on the real Teresa’s temples. “She does love him. Thomas Jeffries. He’s the love of her life. She’s driven by her craft and that kept her from him.”

“In a way? She can have both lives now,” Tanya said.

Tracy shook her head. “By taking away her choice, though… and that’s still wrong, Cathy.”

Cathy turned to Tracy and gave her a weak smile. “No system is perfect. All we can do is try to do the least amount of harm possible.”

***

A Few Hours Later

Tanya stood in the glass walled office at the center of the Transformation Floor - that’s what they called it now. Soon, the medical restraints would be filled.

Cathy stood with Thomas Jeffries and the real Teresa Adkins near the elevator.

Teresa wore a white dress and her hand never left Thomas’s.

It had taken a while to convince Thomas their plan was workable - and a little longer to convince him he had been given the real Teresa Adkins. Luckily she had a small scar on her right knee from a bicycle accident as a child. The cloning process didn’t include scars.

Cathy touched Thomas’s face briefly as he and Teresa stepped onto the elevator.

As for the Teresa clone? She was upstairs in bed with Lexi and Keith - they were a bit star struck and Teresa was a total slut after transformation.

Betty hobbled over to Tanya. She was still wearing her maid outfit and had added a spreader bar attached to her ankles. She’d wanted another bar to make her hold her arms out straight but that got in the way of her accounting work.

She held out a tablet. “$20 million in your Cayman Islands account, Mistress.”

“We’ll have to transfer some of that to the Church,” Tanya said as she watched Thomas and Teresa leave by the elevator.

“No problem. They have accounts all over the Caribbean. Simple transfer.”

Cathy walked into the office. “Happy couple.”

Tanya nodded. “You did something to him. I saw you touch his face before they left.”

Cathy stood beside Tanya. “I simply made sure he will be good to her for the rest of their lives. He moved heaven and earth to get her, so I don’t feel badly for making sure he stays with her, and they live happily ever after.”

“You’re a romantic, Cum Slut Cathy,” Tanya said and leaned on her shoulder.

“I am what I have to be. We all are. One day it won’t be that way.” She pointed out the glass walls at the Transformation Floor. “You have plans? Beyond the millions you made off Teresa Adkins?”

Tanya smiled. “Yes, I intend to search the zone for those who aren’t fully transformed - people who can be cloned… pretty ones.”

Cathy nodded. “You’re going into the clone sex toy business?”

“Yes. I’ll start by cloning Cassandra. I believe Caitlyn clones will make a huge profit…”

Betty held her tablet up to Cathy. “My market research indicates that a base model Caitlyn clone will MSRP at $150,000. We should be able to produce a thousand per year. That’s a profit after equipment expenditures, medical costs, transportation, and marketing, etc., of $100 million per year - and that’s if we don’t expand the Transformation Floor to the floors below. Oh, and that’s only one model.”

Tanya smiled. “Thank you, slut. Now, be a good girl and go change out your butt plug for the larger one.”

Betty swallowed. “Yes… Mistress.” She turned and hobbled away, the base of the huge butt plug plainly visible between her cheeks.

Tanya winked at Cathy. “We’ll charge more for custom fetishes, of course. Oh, and I’ve spoken to Dr. Demona, and she has some ideas for cloning men as well.”

“I’m impressed,” Cathy said. “I hope Hecate and Sister are similarly impressed. They might decide to lobotomize you for being so clever.”

Tanya shrugged. “Then they’d be idiots. Sooner or later, they’re going to open these gates. I assume they want to turn the red zone into Manhattan’s red light district?”

“Yes.”

“When they do? The elites will come. Hollywood, pop stars, athletes, trophy wives, and boy toys… all the beautiful people. They’ll come to party and play with all the transformed toys. And we’ll clone them. We’ll mass produce them and sell those clones to the highest bidder, and while we’re at it? We’ll turn the originals into spokesmodels for the Church. All I want is half the profit.”

Cathy laughed. “Half? Are you insane? The Church will give you 10%.”

“40% and that’s a bargain.”

Cathy shook her head. “I might be able to get you 20% and keep the lobotomizer out of your eye socket…”

“25% then… and I’m only agreeing to that because you say we’re saving the world.”

Cathy laughed and held out her hand. “Fine. 25%.”

Tanya gasped and chuckled. “You really think you can get me 25%?” She shook Cathy’s hand.

“Oh, I’ll have to spend a lot of time on my knees and between Hecate’s, but I’ll get you your 25%. You’re worth it.”

Tanya took a deep breath. “My coven is going to be rich. We’re going to be mega-rich.”

“Yes, and soon you’ll live in a world where money means nothing.”

Tanya shrugged. “Maybe. But we’re going to have a hell of a lot of fun till then.”

“We haven’t addressed the elephant in the room,” Cathy said.

“We need you to make it work. No White Witch, no working clones - unless we want to let a computer do it.”

“No, the machine can’t clone a mind the way a White Witch can.” Cathy nodded. “I can help with that.”

***

A few days later, Cathy and Tracy stood with Tanya outside the subway entrance near Washington Square Park. The medical facility the Church setup in the park was quiet as they passed by.

During their walk, they had seen less than a dozen terrified “normal” humans being led into the tent by Church agents or Whore Caste. 

On the far side of the park, they saw agents dragging a screaming woman toward the tent. The woman looked like she hadn’t bathed or slept in days. Cathy reached out absently and touched the woman’s temple as they passed.

The woman immediately stopped screaming and went limp in the agents’ arms.

The lead agent looked at Cathy and nodded. “Thank you, Mistress.”

Cathy waved him away without acknowledging him.

“This White Witch you’re bringing in, you know her?” Tanya said as she looked at the steps leading down into the subway.

Cathy smiled. “It’s… complicated. All the White Witches know each other, even though many of us have never met in person. I know this White Witch, but I’ve never met her.”

Tanya nodded. “Okay, but if you vouch for her, I’m good…”

Cathy sighed. “I don’t… vouch for her. Listen, this girl is a powerful White Witch. Next to Maria Marapova, maybe the most powerful.”

Tanya frowned at her. “You’re afraid of her.”

“No, I’m afraid for her. Power, absolute power, corrupts. If you don’t come to terms with the power you possess, it can consume you. It’s a constant danger for White Witches.”

“Okay, now I’m afraid…”

“Don’t be. Carrie is powerful but not dangerous… to Whore Caste anyway. Her boyfriend has a stabilizing effect on her.” Cathy looked at Tanya and bit her lower lip. “Since he won’t be here, you must become that stabilizing factor.”

Tanya started to ask her what she meant by that, but a woman with curly brown hair wearing a white latex dress emerged from the subway stairs.

“Jesus… all of you really are perfect, aren’t you?” Tanya whispered as she took in the sight of the tall, buxom brunette.

The woman had a dazzling smile.

A naked man and woman crawled on their hands and knees behind her.

Tanya stopped smiling.

“Yes, she’s absolutely beautiful. And unbelievably twisted. You must watch her at all times,” Cathy whispered. Then she smiled and stepped forward. “Carrie. Just as beautiful as I’ve heard.” She held out her hand.

“Cum Slut Cathy,” Carrie said. Then she embraced Cathy and kissed her hard on the mouth.

“Well, fuck me,” Tracy said as she watched Cathy return the kiss with fervor. “No, no, I’m not jealous of my Wonder Woman kissing Bat Girl, no. Not at all.”

The naked couple behind Carrie began licking the young White Witch’s boots.

Carrie looked down at them and smiled. “Aren’t they adorable? They’re NRO agents. They followed me from the train station in Connecticut when I arrived from Ithaca. I couldn’t resist. I need a shot of cock grow for the male. He isn’t very impressive.”

The man whined and tongued the white latex boot harder.

Cathy frowned. “NRO? You weren’t followed, were you? I mean other than by these two?”

“I don’t think so, but I think it’s safe to say they know where the sub docks.”

Carrie smiled at Tanya and looked her up and down.

Tanya felt the hair on the back of her neck stand up - the woman oozed with power. Even if Tanya was immune, she could still feel the woman’s psychic energy.

“You must be Tanya?” Carrie asked.

“Yes.”

Carrie walked toward her.

Tanya half expected the same lip lock she had given Cathy. 

Instead Carrie held out her hand.

Tanya took it.

“I hear we’re going into the sex toy business?”

Tanya smiled weakly. “Yes.”

“Good. I’ve gotten bored with my club in Ithaca, The Pussy Pot. It’ll be fun to work on clones for a while.” Carrie snapped her finger and her naked slaves rushed to her heels. “We should clone the female here, don’t you think?”

The woman, a blonde with short hair and smallish breasts, was running her tongue up and down the stiletto heel. 

Carrie bent her foot and the blonde woman squealed in excitement as she sucked the entire heel into her mouth.

Carrie laughed.

“Have you had them on their knees all the way from Connecticut?” Cathy asked. She was trying to hide her horror.

“Yes. They’re going to tear their knees to shreds if we have to walk far,” Carrie said. She looked at Tanya and smiled. “You like that, though, don’t you?”

Tanya swallowed. Had she looked into Tanya’s dominatrix mind and seen the truth? The truth that she was incredibly turned on by the adoring slaves?

Carrie smiled wider as if she had read that thought as well. It shouldn’t have been possible given A) that Tanya was an immune, and B) that the transformed were immune to White Witch mental powers.

And, yet…

“I’ll make some slaves to follow you, if you like,” Carrie said.

Tanya stared at her for a moment. Then she smiled.

“I will call for a car,” Cathy said.

Carrie shrugged but didn’t take her eyes off Tanya.

***

Tracy watched as Tanya and Carrie walked into Tanya’s building with the slaves crawling after them. “What a freak show.”

Cathy shook her head. “A very powerful freak show.”

“You really think the Church will let Tanya have her little business?” Tracy asked.

Cathy nodded. “Yes. The plan is sound. My guess is Tanya will be running operations like this one in every red zone within a year.”

Tracy watched the whores on the street. The red zone was a non-stop orgy, indoors and out.

“Not much longer now,” Cathy said.

“Not much longer till what?” Tracy asked.

“Not much longer till we go home.”

The car pulled out cruised slowly down the street.

***

Detective Patricia Kennedy paced back and forth in the otherwise deserted hall of the Betty Ford Clinic. 

She jumped when the ear bud in her right ear whispered, “Movement on the street at the Betty Ford Gate.”

The sniper was a quarter mile away at the top of a construction crane looking through his rifle scope into the zone.

“Is it her?”

“Brown hair, green eyes, built. Yes, it’s her,” the sniper said. “Stand by. Second target.”

“What target?”

“Redhead… Jesus, she’s hot.”

Patricia winced. “Let’s pretend I’m your superior and a woman and I really don’t like hearing a neanderthal talking about a woman like he’s in the varsity locker room with his bros…”

“Sorry, detective. Target one is with a tall woman with red hair. The second woman is wearing a… dominatrix outfit. Targets have entered the building.

Patricia turned as she heard a door close somewhere inside the hospital. She touched the butt of her .38 snub nose in the shoulder holster under her jacket.

Teresa Adkins appeared at the far end of the hall wearing a white dress with a floral print and short heels. She smiled when she saw Patricia. “I’m Teresa Adkins - nobody’s going to shoot me are they?”

“No. No, Miss Adkins, my name is Detective Kennedy. I’m here to escort you out of the zone.”

The tall redhead in the dominatrix outfit appeared behind Adkins from the darkened hallway.

Patricia stared at her for a moment. “Wait… I know you.”

The dominatrix smiled. “We’ve met here before. Tanya Manetti.”

Tanya and Teresa walked toward her.

“I’m only cleared to allow Miss Adkins to leave the zone,” Patricia said.

“Oh, I’m not leaving. I’m just her escort,” Tanya said.

Patricia kept looking from one woman to the other. Did Teresa Adkins have those big breasts before the invasion?

“Miss Adkins, were you infected?”

Teresa smiled a million dollar smile. “No, thank goodness. I’m fully vaccinated.”

Patricia looked at Tanya’s even more impressive breasts. “You didn’t have those before.”

Tanya laughed. “No. I definitely didn’t. A lot of things have changed about me.”

Patricia squinted. This Tanya was a far cry from the woman she had met in this hallway before. “You wanted to leave before. What changed?”

Tanya shrugged. “I changed. Everything changed.”

Teresa and Tanya stopped a few feet from Patricia.

Tanya smiled. “Detective Kennedy, on behalf of the Church of Morpheus, I release Teresa Adkins into your care.”

Teresa turned and smiled at Tanya.

Then she kissed the dominatrix - not the friendly kiss of two girls meeting for cocktails on a Friday night. No, this was the kiss of two lovers parting.

“Thank you for everything, Mistress Manetti.”

Tanya ran her finger down Teresa’s cheek. “Break a leg, Miss Adkins.”

Teresa smiled.

Patricia took Teresa’s arm.

Tanya reached out and took Patricia’s other hand. “It wasn’t what I thought, detective. It’s not what you think it is either. Come with me and I’ll show you.”

Patricia looked down at Tanya’s hand. “I’m… going to need you to let go of me. Now.”

Tanya just smiled. “There’re so many things I could show you. So many wonderful things.” She tilted her head to the side and stared into Patricia’s eyes. “You want to fight what’s coming. You can’t. But you can choose to face it on your terms, detective. You won’t always have that choice.” She released Patricia’s hand. “I’ll be here if you change your mind.”

Tanya turned away and walked back into the darkness. She stopped and looked over her shoulder. “It’s okay that you’re looking at my ass, detective. I like being desired. Lust is the new normal.”

Patricia blinked, realized she had been staring, and quickly turned away.

***

“This is Kennedy,” Patricia said into her lapel microphone. “We’re coming out.”

Teresa Adkins smiled as she walked side by side with Patricia toward the doors.

“Miss Adkins, I’m going to take you directly to the airport. From there, you’ll fly to Syracuse. It’s very important that you not say anything to anyone until you’re debriefed.”

“Yes, I understand,” Teresa said. The dazzling smile seemed permanently fixed on her face.

“Detective?” A voice said in her earpiece. “We have a situation.”

“What situation?” Patricia said as she opened the door that led to the street.

Reporters with microphones and cameras converged from all directions. All of them screamed Teresa’s name.

“Miss Adkins, what was it like in there?”

“Are you ill?”

“How did you escape?”

Patricia gritted her teeth. “How the fuck did the press find out about this?” She asked her lapel.

“No idea. They just came out of nowhere.”

Teresa Adkins pulled away from Patricia and walked directly into the mass of reporters. “I’m fine. I’ve been fine!”

Patricia stared at her in disbelief as the crowd closed around her.

“I have to tell you, it was terrifying at first. Everyone on the street was sick and then the Church of Morpheus came. They literally saved everyone in the zone. They setup clinics, vaccinated everyone - honestly, this was better medical care than you can possibly imagine,” Teresa said. “This country could learn a thing or two from the Church.”

“Patricia, rumors are that you were in hiding?” A reporter asked.

“No, absolutely not! I was a guest of Mother Superior Hecate herself. I even helped out in one of the Church clinics.” She turned and pointed toward the walls. “I know this is scary, but, trust me: everyone on the other side of those walls is happy and healthier than they were under our own government.”

Patricia’s cellphone rang. She pulled out her earbud and put it in her pocket. She put her cellphone to her ear. “Let me guess? My friend the spook?”

“How did you guess?” Her mysterious friend from Washington said.

“You watching this?”

“We’re the government. We’re always watching. They got her. They got to her. Nothing you could have done, detective. These people are playing chess and we’re still playing checkers.”

“Goddamn it,” Patricia said as she watched the reporters hanging on every word out of Teresa Adkins’ brainwashed mouth.

Her friend in Washington spoke: “Hang in there, detective. We lost a battle not the war… not yet anyway.”

***

A Few Days Later

Random voices over the airwaves. 

“…word from the New York City Mayor’s Office that the Red Zone will be open soon and that, get this, prostitution has been legalized within the zone. Several gaming chains have announced plans to open casinos inside New York’s new Red Light District…”

“…prostitution, legalized in New York City, coming to Boston, to Philadelphia, to Chicago - could anyone have seen this coming?…”

“…it’s an assault on our Judeo-Christian values. This is the end of morality. This is how the world ends: in moral squalor…”

“…I mean, this Church of Morpheus, they’re just giving sex workers a fair shake, you know? I mean, sex is free in the zone, man. The Church is providing free everything - sign me up, man…”

***

Betty Ludwig di Manetti fingered one of her nipple piercings as she leaned back in the office chair. She held the phone to her ear and laughed. “Listen, asshole, I was born and raised in Brooklyn. You are not buying a Caitlyn for a dime less than $150,000 per unit. I don’t care if you want fifty units - the price is 150. We’re selling perfection and perfection costs you 150 large.”

Tanya looked out at the Transformation floor. The bondage machines were full. Caitlyn’s in every hair color and style and skin tone took up a quarter of the floor.

She was the top seller, in volume.

The rest of the floor was taken up by random celebrity clones, both female and male thanks to Demona. 

They sold for much more.

Carrie stood by a cloned pop singer. The White Witch’s eyes were rolled back as she transferred the original’s personality into the clone.

Tanya smiled. Carrie was insatiable in bed and every bit as twisted as Cathy had told her. 

She loved to play dominatrix games with Tanya, but Tanya had had to make sure the young White Witch didn’t cause permanent damage to any of their “toys”.

“You’re going to need to expand to another floor,” Cathy said as she walked into the office.

“We’ll be on two more floors within a week - did you know the Church has started abducting celebrities all over the world and they’re shipping them here for cloning?” Tanya asked.

“Yes, Hecate and Sister are very pleased with you,” Cathy said as she caressed Tanya’s back.

“I bought an island. Little one. Few miles off Bermuda,” Tanya said.

“Retiring already?”

Tanya laughed. “No. Just a home for my coven. For when the real war starts.”

Cathy frowned. “What makes you think there’s going to be a war?”

Tanya shook her head. “Something’s got to give. I want the people I love to be far away from it when it does.”

Cathy nodded. “Good thinking.” She took Tanya’s hand. “I’ve come to say goodbye.”

“Goodbye?”

“Hecate is pulling out. The zone will be open soon. No more land to conquer - she’s bored.”

“So, you and Tracy are going with her back to Cuba?”

“Yes.”

Tanya frowned. “Until the real war starts?”

“Yes.”

***

Evie Price stepped out of the storage room and rolled the cart of medical supplies across the dark hall and to the clinic. She opened the door and heard Allen talking to someone.

“…way too much growth formula. Honestly, I don’t know where Havana gets these imbeciles they call doctors,” a woman’s voice said.

“But you say she’s a natural?” Allen asked.

“If it wasn’t for those clumsy hands? She’d be the best nurse in the Red Zone. I intend for her to become the best doctor in the Red Zone,” the woman said. “And we need as many doctors and nurses who don’t owe their allegiance to Havana as we can find.”

Evie was close enough to see them even in the dim light that Allen preferred. His hulking form was crouched behind his desk.

The brunette he was speaking to was sitting with her back to Evie. She was tall and dressed in a pink nurse’s uniform.

Allen looked toward Evie and smiled… were his lips quivering? “We have a guest,” he said.

The woman turned in her chair - a beautiful face, pale but with piercing violet eyes. She had a heart shaped tattoo at the outside corner of her left eye. “I’m Dr. Demona.”

Evie stopped in her tracks, unable to find her voice.

“Demona, this is Mistress Ev…”

“Evie. Nurse Evie Price. Havana sent me to assist Dr. Thompson,” Evie said as she finally found her voice.

Demona smiled. “She looks a little frail. Don’t break her, Allen.”

Allen shook his head. “Trust me. She’s tough… like you. Looks can be deceiving.”

Demona laughed. “Thanks for helping, Allen. I knew if anyone had what was needed, it’d be you.”

“I’ll get right on it.”

Demona stood up. She turned and took Evie’s hand.

Evie stared at the surgeon’s fingers.

“Nice to meet you, Evie.” She nodded over her shoulder. “Take care of this one. We need him.”

Demona released her hand and walked out the door.

Evie stood motionless and stared at her now empty hand.

Allen knelt in front of Evie. “She just showed up. I didn’t have time to warn…”

Evie threw her arms around Allen’s neck and pulled herself off the ground. “It was her. It was her,” she repeated over and over.

“Yes, darling. It was her.”

Evie wept.

***

The crate arrived at the penthouse and Jeremy carried it into the living room.

Nurse Raquel was studying surgical techniques on an oversized tablet Tanya had gotten for her.

Jeremy set the crate down on the floor in front of her chair. “For you.”

“Me?” Raquel asked.

The address on the crate read ‘Nurse Raquel Leviathan di Manetti’. The return address was Ithaca, NY.

“I think I have a small crowbar here somewhere,” Jeremy said as he turned away.

“No need,” Raquel said. She dug her fingers into the lid and wrenched it free with a squeak of wood and nails.

There was a letter on top of the packing material.

Nurse Raquel,

I was very impressed by your work when I was in the Red Zone. Tuesdays and Thursdays at 7:00 PM you will videoconference with myself and my medical students with the goal of your becoming a doctor. To aid in this, a colleague of mine, Dr. Allen Thompson has sent you a set of his medical instruments. I hope you find them more suited to your hands.

Sincerely,

Dr. Demona

Raquel re-read the letter. Then she re-read it again. Inside the packing material were instruments with oversized handles that fit her hands perfectly.

***

Cathy sat beside Tracy in the quadcopter and watched the Manhattan skyline disappear through the open rear ramp. Dozens of Church quadcopters flew in formation beside them.

They were headed east over the Atlantic toward international waters.

Far in the distance, Cathy could see US Air Force jets shadowing them, making sure they did not deviate from their course.

“It’s fucking loud,” Tracy yelled into Cathy’s ear. “Is she ever going to close the fucking door?”

Cathy looked at the open ramp.

Hecate stood in her black rubber bodysuit with nun’s coif and stared out at the receding skyline.

“She likes the view,” Cathy said. “She’s pretty sure she’ll own it all soon.”

Tracy laughed.

Cathy stood up and walked on the pitching deck toward Hecate.

She reached Hecate’s side and put her arm around the woman’s waist. “Hecate, are we riding all the way to Havana with the ramp open?”

“Not much further,” Hecate said over the rushing wind. “We’re almost to international waters.” She pulled free of Cathy’s grasp. “Did you think I wouldn’t figure it out?”

Cathy frowned. “What?”

Hecate looked over Cathy’s shoulder at Tracy. “For the past thirty minutes I’ve been projecting pain at your girlfriend. She hasn’t even blinked.”

Cathy swallowed.

“Did you think me a fool, Cathy?” There was murder in Hecate’s eyes.

“Hecate…”

“An immune? You transformed an immune? And then you have the nerve to claim that abomination as your own?”

“She is with us, Hecate. She is one of us. I love her. Give it time and you will love her as well…”

Hecate turned away and stared out into the empty sky. “You push me, Cathy. Again and again, you push me beyond my limits.”

“No one need know Tracy is an immune…”

She spun on her stilettos. “I know! I know, Cathy! I am Sister’s right hand! General of her holy army,” she said over the howl of the wind. Her eyes were wild. “Bring your whore over here.”

Cathy turned and looked at Tracy. The girl was sitting with her eyes closed. “Why?”

“Because we are going to throw that abomination off this quadcopter and into the sea. And then you are going to beg my forgiveness for this treachery!”

Cathy stared into her eyes. “No. I will do neither.” She clenched her fists by her sides.

Hecate gritted her teeth. “Too far, Cathy. You’ve gone too far…”

“No. You have. And now I’m telling you: enough! Enough, Hecate! If you throw that girl off this quadcopter, I’ll be right behind her. I’ll throw myself off this machine while you watch.”

“You wouldn’t…”

Cathy took a step toward her. “Yes, I would. And you know I would.”

“It’s too much, Cathy. You want too much from me!”

“Yes, I do ask too much of you. I want you to dig down deep inside and find what shred of humanity, what dim spark Sister might have left inside you. Find it Hecate, or I will follow Tracy out this door.” She stepped closer still. “And then, when you reach Havana? Sister can try to explain to Maria Marapova why you killed a member of Whore Caste along with one of Maria’s White Witches.”

Cathy smiled - Hecate looked afraid.

“Throw that girl off this quadcopter and you will start a war I don’t think you can win, Hecate,” Cathy said. “But, by all means, if you want to find out? Let’s go.”

Hecate reached up and pressed a red button on the bulkhead.

The ramp slowly hissed shut as Hecate stalked away toward the cockpit.

Cathy leaned against the bulkhead and watched as Manhattan disappeared behind them.

***

Six Months Later

Colonel Menser sat in the SUV as it idled in the parking lot. The lot overlooked the Potomac in Arlington. The street beyond was crowded with people going in and out of the surrounding restaurants.

Menser thumbed through a file of intelligence reports. “Flying man sighted in upstate New York. Reports of demonic possession. Mass disappearances at a ski lodge… which exploded. You know, I used to read the National Enquirer for news like this. Now I just read NRO official field reports.” He looked at his watch. “Your girlfriend is late.”

Agent Walter Jones sat in the back of the SUV. “She’ll be here.”

“We should have sent an agent with a bigger dick to that slave auction. Obviously, you didn’t get the job done.”

“She called, didn’t she. My guess is Tracy Dufresne is watching us to make sure we aren’t planning on kidnapping her.”

“We are going to kidnap her,” Menser said.

Agent Jones blinked. “Excuse me?”

Menser pulled a syringe out of his jacket pocket. “They tell me this is enough to roofie a rhino. Hopefully it’s enough to subdue one transformed hooker.”

“She’s not a hooker.”

“Fuck’s sake, Jones…”

“Sir, I think she can be a real asset for the NRO.”

“Well, we’ll know in a few minutes,” Menser said as he nodded out the window.

Tracy Dufresne walked through the crowd dressed in a tight, red, Italian leather mini dress with matching heels and jacket. She stepped straight up to the SUV and opened the driver’s side rear door.

She slid into the seat beside Menser. “You the chief spook?”

Walter laughed in the back seat.

“I’m Colonel Menser.”

“I don’t fucking care, just so long as you’re the guy in charge.”

“I am.”

“Before we get started? I have some ground rules. They aren’t negotiable.”

“Go on.”

“One. I won’t do anything to hurt Whore Caste. Got it? Do anything you want to those evil Church of Morpheus fucks, but you harm one Whore Caste? We’re done. Got it?”

Menser shook his head. “I can’t promise that.”

“Then go fuck yourself.” Tracy took hold of the door handle.

“I’ll do my best, okay? We’re in agreement that the Church is the biggest problem.”

“I mean what I say. You kill one Whore Caste? We’re done. Number two, when this is over? Full amnesty for Whore Caste.”

Menser laughed. “Miss Dufresne, respectfully? Fuck you.”

“You want my help or not?”

Menser shook his head. “What makes you think I can keep that promise? Why do you think I have that kind of pull?”

“If you don’t, I’m talking to the wrong asshole.”

Menser stared at her. “Okay, done. What else do you want?”

“Number three? Whatever you’re planning on doing to me in this SUV? Forget it.”

“What do you mean?”

Tracy smiled. “You have no intention of letting me out of this truck. I think it has something to do with what you’re hiding in your jacket.”

Menser frowned. He pulled out the syringe. “I have no intention of killing you. There are limits to my inhumanity, Ms. Dufresne. But, you are correct: you’re not leaving this truck.”

Tracy smiled. “Aww! It’s cute you think you can overpower me. You can’t. But, it is cute. I also have something up my sleeve.”

She pulled her left hand out of her jacket pocket.

She was holding a hand grenade.

“Jesus,” Walter whispered.

Menser stared at her hand. “Miss Dufresne, you do understand what you’re holding there, don’t you?”

“Hmm? Hand grenade. Pull the pin - which I already have - let go of the handle, goes boom? Feel free to mansplain it to me if I left anything out.”

Menser shook his head. “No, that about covers it. You do realize that’s going to take you out as well, right?”

“Yeah, I figure there will be pieces of us in the lobster bisque across the street. Do I need to let go?”

Menser smiled and shook his head. He put the syringe back in his pocket. “No. We’ll play it your way.”

Tracy reached into her other jacket pocket with her free hand. She pulled out a vial of red liquid. “My blood. Hopefully this will give you something to go on to find a way to make immunes.” She handed it to Menser.

He held it up and looked at it. “This will help.”

“I’ll get you more when you need it.”

“What I really need, Miss Dufresne? Intel. I need to know what is going on in that Church. When they decide to make a military move? I need to know, preferably before the tanks start rolling if you know what I mean?”

Tracy nodded. “When I know, you’ll know, Colonel.” She looked in the backseat. “Nice to see you again, Walter. If I wasn’t holding a high explosive, we could have some fun. Maybe next time.”

She opened the SUV door and slid out. A moment later, she disappeared in the crowd.

Menser watched her go. “Goddamn, Agent Jones, no wonder you’re in love.”

The End

The saga continues in Transformations: The Book of Adam




[image: A person holding a sign  Description automatically generated]


[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
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Transformations: Return to Sinful Suburbia


The Church's MILF experiment in Ithaca, NY is progressing. As the Church expands further into the bedrooms of suburbia, there is no escape.

Carrie and her friends are taking a gap year before college, but the Church has other plans. All the nurturing mothers in Ithaca are becoming MILF temptresses with hypnotic blue eyes. One by one Carrie and her friends are pulled into the Church's web of lust and perversion. Will they rebel and escape, or will the taboo temptations prove too seductive to resist?

The Church of Morpheus: Possess the mother, control the home...

Book Eight of the Transformations series!

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B085P2H2ZZ
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On subterranean Level 9 of Stallion's Adult Video, monsters dwell. This is the domain of the demoness Demonica. There, she is building a perverse army.

Dr. Mona Karnes has come to Ithaca, NY, to investigate the abduction of her Aunt Melanie. Her journey will take her from the heights of ecstasy to the very depths of Demonica’s hell. Life and death hang in the balance, but it is Mona’s soul that is in the most danger.

Will she prevail? Or is it her destiny to become… Dr. Demona?

What are mad scientists made of?

A novel of mind control and monstrous body modifications, unspeakable desires, and lustful temptations.

Book Nine of the Transformations series!

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B08FV6NDGG
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Transformations: Morpheus


Who is Morpheus? Who is this living god who is turning the world upside down? To answer that question we need to go back to San Francisco in 1967 - the Summer of Love. And, while the hippie counterculture was coming into bloom, one man was becoming something more than human and everyone around him was swept up in the orgasmic 'becoming'. Were these the roots of evil or the roots of hope?
A story of the psychedelic sixties filled with the corruption of innocence, the evolution of love, and the heights of taboo sensuality.
Book Ten of the Transformations saga!


https://www.amazon.com/dp/B08JH23B1P
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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
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The Hazards of Saving the Earth

A religious cult has taken control of Cuba, turning it into a sexual playground. But, the Church of Morpheus has designs beyond the island. It plans world domination through sexual perversion. And, the organization is growing...

Rita is an environmentally conscious coed, so when she finds a sex toy at the local porn store guaranteed to get her off AND lower her carbon footprint, it sounds like a win/win. But, that Bimbonix Harvester she just bought comes direct from the Church of Morpheus. And, good vibrations aren't the only things she'll be feeling...

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B07FC5KY11
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Transformations: The New Gym: A Tingles Novella


Friends Pam and Emma want to find out about the new gym in town everyone is raving about. Rumors are flying: women go in plain Janes and come out stacked bimbos. The closer they look, the deeper the mystery becomes. What sinister secret lies behind the doors to the Morphosis Gym? Do they dare go inside, and, if they do, will they make it out? Will they ever be the same?

A story of mind control, seduction, debauchery, and extreme body modification. Book three of the Transformations Tingles series.

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B07W3PBG4W
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Punches: An Erotic Short Story


A woman alone in a cemetery at night, a lusty vampire stalking her, and all the while vampire hunters awaiting the monster's return to her lair: a horrific, comedic, erotic interlude.

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B00ITDPY7O
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