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Transformations: Travelers

Now

Five years have passed since the bimbo flu and futa virus ravaged every major city on earth.

Five years since a young man named Adam first bent time.

Five years since a White Witch named Sugar Tits realized that, inside, she was still Angela Owens and always had been.

In those five years, the Church of Morpheus has infiltrated cities throughout the world. Each major city has a ‘Red Zone’ controlled by the Church where all manner of sexual fantasies become reality.

‘Sexcations’ to the new Cuba have gone from being taboo to mainstream.

Cuba is the new Riviera.

All major airports have terminals owned and controlled by the Theocratic Republic of Cuba - Church controlled areas. Miniature Red Zones. 

The Church of Morpheus is bent on world domination.

They have a plan.

But, Whore Caste and the growing Church of Adam have a plan as well.

While governments tremble and two living gods gather their forces, common people are learning to navigate the new normal…

***

Nancy

Chicago, Illinois

Nancy Davis gripped the crisp, white sheets and held on. Her lover had just removed her butt plug and replaced the chrome, pear-shaped device with two of his fingers.

He was loosening and lubricating her, as he always did before using her.

‘Using her’… that thought made her smile. Their relationship was one of mutual benefit. In many ways, it was impersonal - he used her, she used him. No attachments, little if any talking.

He was Richard but she only thought of him as ‘her lover’.

Their trysts in downtown Chicago hotels always involved frantic naked coupling. Oral first, with ‘her lover’ bringing her to orgasm with his talented lips and tongue. Then she would reciprocate, taking him to the brink of climax.

He was in control, pushing her away when he was drawing close to cumming. This could go on for hours.

Nancy was playful, trying to make him cum, knowing that he would take charge and push her away.

She craved that.

He would take her when he tired of oral.

How many times had she cum from the pounding of his thick cock into her pussy today? Three times? Yes, at least.

But, her pussy was not his ultimate goal.

He had told her that during their first frantic fuck in the country club ladies room. “I’m going to fuck your ass.”

She had been terrified. Her husband had never even tried to do that to her in ten years of marriage and, there she had been in the ladies room with the flimsy lock and her husband not thirty feet away laughing over cocktails with their friends, with her sensible skirt up over her hips and a junior partner in her husband’s law firm taking her last virginity with animalistic grunts and thrusts.

Nancy had never felt so turned on and dirty and… needed.

Back in the present, her lover removed his fingers and replaced them with his thick cock.

His heavy balls slapped against her pussy as he enjoyed her ‘second pussy’ as he liked to call it.

Over the last three years, he had trained her second pussy with butt plugs that Nancy had to hide from her husband.

It no longer hurt to be ass fucked, and, while there was no inherent pleasure for Nancy? The feeling of being used and lusted after more than made up for it.

Her tight sheath gripped him hard as he tried to pull out, then she relaxed her practiced muscles when he thrust back in. She smiled with each retreat and thrust, confident that her body was pleasing him.

She felt him tense, his movements growing erratic.

He pulled out and she spun around on her hands and knees, smiling, his swollen cock inches from her lips.

He jerked his dick and cum shot out.

She opened her mouth, letting it shoot onto her tongue, her lips, her face. She licked the head as the spurts became dribbles.

Nancy looked up at him as he grew limp. She smiled.

He stared down at her for a moment, expressionless. Then he turned away and walked into the bathroom.

***

Nancy fell asleep curled on the sheets. She woke momentarily when he used a warm washcloth from the bathroom to clean the cum from her face and then to soothe her ass and pussy. 

She smiled at him.

He gave her a one-sided grin - this was ‘her lover’ at his most loving.

She drifted off again, confident he would wake her in time for her to return to the suburbs.

When she awoke, she found him standing naked at the big window looking out at the city.

She rolled out of bed and stood beside him.

Outside the hotel and across the street was the entrance to the Chicago Red Zone. The entrance was lit in garish, red neon.

City health workers stood outside the entrance, examining the people trying to enter, checking their IDs to make sure they were of age.

On the other side of the queue, people were exiting the zone and dutifully spitting into a machine that scanned them for bimbo flu or futa virus.

“Have you ever been in the zone?” Her lover asked.

She tried to take his hand. It was limp and lifeless, uninterested in her touch.

“No,” she said. “They record your ID. Can you imagine if the list ever got hacked? Eric would divorce me.” She looked up at him. “Have you been there?”

He nodded. “Three times now.”

She looked out at the walls of the zone that reached to the fourth floor of the buildings within. “What’s it like?”

He cocked his head to the side and looked far away. “Paradise. Shangri-La. Xanadu.”

Nancy laughed. “It’s just sex, right?”

He shook his head slowly. “They’re changing the world.” He looked down at her. “You’re going to Cuba. You’ll see.”

***

Nancy stepped out of the hotel onto La Salle Street as the rain came down. She held her umbrella high as people dashed past her, many with only a newspaper to cover their heads.

Each time she stepped out of some four star hotel, she half-expected a private investigator to snap her picture. He would take it to Eric and that would be that.

Part of her wanted the charade to be over.

Unfortunately, part of her was still in love with her husband - would always be in love with him.

But, Eric Davis gave his ass fuckings in a courtroom. If he gave them in their bedroom instead? She would never have taken ‘her lover’.

Her phone beeped to show her the Uber would pick her up in three minutes down the block, in front of a restaurant where she had supposedly been having lunch with girlfriends.

She began to walk, her high heels splashing in the tiny puddles.

A woman was staring at her: a poster across the street showed a caramel skinned nun with ruby red lips, dressed in rubber nun’s robes but without the coif, her eyes obscured by dark glasses. The words at the top of the poster read: Morpheus is Freedom.

At the bottom, some graffiti artist had spray painted the words: ADAM SAVES! in bright red across Sister’s breasts.

Something moved at the corner of her eye - her lover had exited the hotel behind her. He didn’t look at her.

He had no umbrella, not even a copy of the Tribune to shield his blond hair from the downpour. He walked across La Salle Street and straight to the entrance to the Red Zone, his silk suit becoming drenched.

He’s not coming back, she thought. She wasn’t sure why she knew this. Perhaps it was something about the way he walked so deliberately, or maybe it was the way he had ignored the rain.

But she knew that her lover was not planning to return from the Red Zone. More and more people did not. They would either stay there enjoying the non-stop hedonistic orgies or they applied for citizenship in the New Cuba and caught the next flight out.

Nancy wanted to follow him. She wanted to throw away the umbrella and run to his side, take his hand, walk through that gate with him and not look back.

Was it love for Eric that kept her from doing that? Was it fear that her lover would reject her and tell her to go home?

Or, was she simply a coward?

The Uber pulled up to the curb and the driver called to her. She looked toward her lover once more as he stood in the rain waiting his turn to enter Shangri-La.

Then she got in the back seat of the Uber and let it carry her back to the suburbs.

***

Monica and Terri

University of Illinois at Urbana-Champaign

Monica Chamberlain cursed under her breath for the thousandth time. She should have put her foot down. She should have. It didn’t matter if the university was overcrowded - she was a grad student and there was no way, no earthly way, she should have been saddled with a freshman roommate.

But it was far too late to get out of this now.

Her roommate, Terri Thompson was dancing around their room in nothing but lace panties, her tiny breasts bouncing as she gyrated her nearly non-existent hips. In her left hand was something that looked like a daiquiri, in her right was something made with Jaeger-Meister.

She grinned like a Cheshire Cat at Monica. “Bitch! Get up! It’s spring break! Stop fucking studying!” Then she downed both drinks one after the other.

Monica closed her book on international finance.

No normal nineteen-year-old who weighed ninety-eight pounds soaking wet could imbibe that much alcohol and remain standing; however, Terri Thompson wasn’t so much a party animal as a party ‘machine’ - like some alien android who never seemed to get drunk no matter what rocket fuel passed her lips.

Or, perhaps it was simply that Monica had never seen Terri sober.

The two of them were opposites: Monica was quiet and reserved, Terri was boisterous and loud. Monica had long blonde hair and curves, Terri was stick straight with black hair in a pixie cut.

Monica was in grad school on a scholarship.

Terri was struggling through undergrad on Mommy’s considerable monetary support.

Terri Thompson was the daughter of Illinois State Senator Teresa Thompson, next in line to become the democratic governor of Illinois and after that? The US Senate, maybe even the White House.

And, frankly, that was the reason Monica was still Terri’s roommate and hadn’t found other accommodations.

On the first day Terri moved in, Monica had been on her way to tell the university there was no way in hell she was going to share a room with this walking poster for Alcoholics Anonymous. 

Then Terri’s mother had cornered Monica without Terri in the room. “My daughter is an unholy terror, but I love her. Be her friend, keep her safe, don’t let her embarrass herself or me, and I will pay you $70,000 a year.”

So, Monica was now a twenty-two-year-old babysitting a nineteen-year-old.

“Get up!” Terri squeaked and dragged Monica to her feet.

She half-heartedly danced across the dorm room floor with her nearly-nude roommate.

“We’re gonna have so much fun this week! Mom said to use the credit card and fly anywhere.”

“Where’s it going to be?” Monica asked. “Lauderdale?”

“Fuck Lauderdale! This one’s going to be epic.”

“Where are we going?” Monica said.

“You have your passport, right?”

Monica nodded. “Yes, but no.” Last Valentine’s Day, Terri had dragged her to Thailand. Twenty hours on a plane just to drink shots and eat grilled scorpions and tarantulas.

Terri laughed. “No, this won’t be like Thailand, I promise.”

“Where are we going?”

She put her arms around Monica’s neck and stared deep into her eyes. “You’ll see.”

There it was, that little spark of sapphic romance that Terri liked to turn on. How many times had she given Monica that look that said there might be something between them?

Monica couldn’t tell if it was just a game Terri liked to play or if there was something more behind her flirting.

As for Monica, she would have been fine with it. She always considered herself to be ‘hetero-flexible’ even before she had done the Amy Lynn Challenge back in the day.

Terri dashed away though, a tease as always.

Monica wasn’t exactly disappointed - the skinny brunette wasn’t her type, if she had one.

Plus, there was the fact the undergrad was the human equivalent of an excitable Yorkshire Terrier.

***

Nancy Davis arrived home to find her husband already there. 

He was pacing in the kitchen between a quickly cooking omelet and the refrigerator, his ever-present Bluetooth earpiece blinking blue in the marble kitchen. “No, you tell that cock sucker from Treasury that if he wants our cooperation? Phillips serves no jail time… not one minute. This wasn’t Amalgamated’s cluster fuck, it was the fucking Swedes.”

She leaned up to kiss him, confident the scent of her lover’s cum was no longer on her breath.

He kissed her quickly and returned to his discussion. “No, goddamn it! That’s a non-starter. I’m not hanging the CEO out to dry just because Treasury wants a scapegoat for a show trial! Let them go after the Swedes; otherwise, we’ll bury them until the next election.” He nodded. “Call me back.”

Eric pressed the Bluetooth earpiece and ended the call. “Sorry, babe.”

She leaned against the kitchen island. “It’s okay. Trouble?”

He sighed. “A little. Treasury sharks smell blood in the water. Secretary has his eye on a White House run.”

She looked at him expectantly. “But we’re still going? Right?”

Eric looked at the floor. “Nancy…”

“No, Eric! You promised. You said we were going to Cuba. The tickets are bought, the hotel is booked…”

He set his omelet off the heat and put his hands on her shoulders. “This is a really big deal, Nancy.”

She shrugged away. “So is this, Eric. We need this vacation. I need this.”

He nodded. “Okay. Okay, you win.”

She smiled and hugged him.

“Reynolds will just have to handle it,” Eric said. “Won’t be easy. One of the junior partners resigned this morning.”

“Oh?”

“Yeah, Richard Stevens. Just sent out a memo saying he was quitting. Damnedest thing.”

Nancy tried not to react at the mention of her lover’s name.

***

Chicago O’Hare International Airport

Next Morning

Monica chased along after Terri as she dashed from the taxi and into Terminal 6 at the airport. She still had no idea where they were going.

Terri had told her last night to only carry her backpack and to pack nothing but shorts, t-shirts, swimsuits, and lingerie.

“Terri! Slow down!” Monica yelled as she closed on the skinny brunette.

“For fuck’s sake, come on!” Terri yelled.

Something roared behind the terminal.

Monica skidded to a stop and watched as a huge blue and pink jet rose straight into the air, its engines pointed down toward the ground.

It looked as big as a basketball stadium.

“Jesus,” Monica whispered.

A red pentagram emblem glowed on the tail fin.

Below it were the words: Air Cuba.

The eight huge engines on the wings began to rotate, the thrust blowing back. The jet that looked like it could never have flown except in some imaginary dream began to pick up forward speed and then rocketed away toward the east.

Terri grabbed her hand and dragged her into the terminal. “Come on!”

“Wait… where are we going?” Monica had a bad feeling.

Terri just laughed. “You’ll see.”

The terminal walls were painted light blue, the floor was pink marble.

And, everywhere, there were the inverted pentagram symbols of Air Cuba.

***

“I am not going to Cuba with you, Terri. Let’s just go to Lauderdale,” Monica said. She stood firm in the bustling hallway. A few yards ahead, a velvet rope marked off the entrance to Air Cuba. 

An ominous sign read: U.S. Territory ends beyond this rope and becomes the Territory of the Theocratic Republic of Cuba.

Terri grinned mischievously. “I’m going to Cuba. I’m taking a Sexcation!”

Sexcation. Some marketing guy had invented that term to describe vacationing in the new Cuba.

No one under the age of eighteen on the entire island. Clothing was optional, public sex was encouraged.

At least, those were the stories. Rumors on campus were that Havana was a non-stop orgy, 24 / 7. Of course, it was all word of mouth because the press weren't allowed on the island and the internet was forbidden. All their information came from grainy cell phone videos smuggled out that claimed to show professional, state employed whores engaging in unimaginable sex acts - although, all Monica could see in the images were flashes of big boobs and curvy butts that may or may not have been engaging in sex with thick boy parts.

Terri glared at her. "Don't be a party pooper!" Then a smile crossed her face, and she ran to Monica. She grabbed her hands and tried to pull her toward the counter. "Come on, bitch-o-saurus, it'll be fun!"

Monica rolled her eyes and strained against Terri's relentless tugging. "Don't call me that!"

Terri turned her back and gripped Monica's left hand with both of her own. She strained to pull the much taller girl. "Why... not? You're sexy... as fuck... and tall as a... T-Rex..."

Monica jerked her backward and caught her before she could fall on the imitation marble airport floor.

Terri smiled up at her.  "Come on. Please? I'll be good, I promise - I won't even screw anybody." She held up two fingers. "Scout's honor."

Monica shook her head. "You weren't a scout, ditz."

"No. But I did sleep with one once."

Monica started laughing. But, no way in hell Terri was going to win this one. "No Cuba."

Terri's eyes sparkled, and she yelled out, "Two tickets to Cuba, please!"

Monica looked up at the counter. Three ticket agents: a brunette, a blonde, and a redhead, stood behind the counter. They each wore identical bright pink uniforms. They must have been standing on a platform behind the counter, because they all seemed incredibly tall.

"No, no!" Monica yelled. "Excuse her, she has issues"

The ticket agents were giggling.

Monica steadied Terri on her feet. "I promise we'll have fun in Lauderdale."

"Cuba," Terri said. "And, I'm doing this for your own good. It's not natural to be a virgin at twenty-two. That cherry is going to turn into cancer or some shit."

Monica glared at her. "Not so loud, asshole."

Terri poked her in the tummy. "It's nothing to be ashamed of - but... it... needs... to... get... fixed!" she said, emphasizing each word with a poke below Monica's navel.

She grabbed Terri's hand. "Stop it!"

"Don't go."

Monica spun around. A boy about her age was standing behind her. "What?" she asked.

The boy was wearing jeans and a white shirt. His eyes looked sad. "You're right not to go. It's dangerous."

"Hey, weirdo, beat it," Terri hissed. "Whatever you're selling, we ain't buying."

The boy searched Monica's eyes. He held up his cell phone. "Look this is my sister, Rachel," the boy said. The picture on the screen was of a pretty girl with dark brown hair and green eyes. She was wearing a crisp white blouse. She was smiling. A silver cross hung from a chain around her neck.

"She went to Cuba last summer, part of a youth outreach for Christ. She never came home."

Monica stared at the girl's eyes in the picture.

"Well, duh, Jethro - that's what happens to you holy rollers: girls finally get fed up and run away, right Monica?" Terri said.

"Excuse me," the blonde ticket agent called from behind the counter in a high, sweet voice. "Young man? You've been warned before - stay away from our rope barrier, please."

The boy just glared at the blonde. "She didn't run away. They did something to her, something awful." He swiped his finger across the front of the phone. The picture changed.

It might have been the same girl. The eyes were the same, but the woman in this picture was sitting on her haunches in a dark alley. Her back was to the camera. She knelt in front of a man who leaned back against a brick wall with his eyes half shut.

The woman was dressed in shiny black rubber. Stiletto heeled boots that didn't look anatomically possible encased her long, long legs. A brief rubber skirt barely covered her full tight bottom. She was wearing some sort of halter top that was pulled tight by the weight of her boobs.

A large tattoo covered her upper back all the way across her shoulders. It was hard to make out the tattoo details, but it looked... pornographic. To the left of the skin filled image were tattooed words in big cartoonish pink letters: Raunchy Fucktoy Rachel.

The brown haired woman with green eyes stared over her shoulder at the photographer as if taken by surprise.

She was pulling down the man's zipper with one slim hand.

"My sister... she would never... I mean, they did something to her. You have to believe me," the boy said.

Monica stared at the image.

"Oh, for fuck's sake - that isn't the same girl," Terri growled. "Look at how much tit she's got, even from the back. That holy roller bitch was flatter than me. Somebody Photoshopped her face on this... really wicked hot Amazon chick."

Monica wasn't so sure - the look on the girl's face. It was her.

The boy began to whisper. "They all look like her. Just look at the women behind the ticket counter..."

Monica looked out of the corner of her eye at the counter. Blonde, brunette, redhead. Each of them the same height - and how tall were they, actually? Were they really standing on some platform, or were they each over six and a half feet tall? Ruby red lips, painted on eyebrows, perfect makeup.

And, the pink dresses they wore looked exactly the same size straining over watermelon shaped boobs - identical, huge breasts.

Plastic surgery? Did they all have the same surgeon?

The blonde shook her head and came out from behind the counter - walking on skyscraper heels. No platform behind the counter. They really were that tall.

The boy took Monica's hand and pulled. "Please. If you buy those tickets and get on that plane, you could end up just like them."

Terri grabbed her other hand and pulled her behind the rope. "Wow, that's the threat? It would be terrible to end up a walking wet dream, wouldn't it, Monica?"

Monica tried to pull away from the boy, but he held fast. "I... I need to think about this," Monica said. "Terri, maybe this is dangerous..."

"Oh, for fuck's sake," Terri said. "It's a fucking vacation - you're not being led to the slaughter."

The boy followed her beyond the rope. "That's exactly what it is: a slaughter. They'll destroy everything about you. Please, listen to me."

Monica opened her mouth.

There was an electrical ticking sound.

The boy's eyes rolled back in his head, and he went stiff. He fell backward out of the roped area.

Monica looked up at the blonde ticket agent who now stood beside her.

"I warned him!" the blonde said, a look of glee in her big watery blue eyes. She was holding a Taser gun in her hand, the lead wires snaking out to two darts embedded in the boy's shirt. Her voice was high and bubbly, like cotton candy given the ability to speak. "You meanie! I warned you what would happen if you crossed my little rope again."

The boy jerked and spasmed on the faux marble floor. Two of his friends came running.

"Fuck!" Terri squealed. "He pissed himself!"

Monica took a step back as a dark stain spread out from the crotch of his jeans.

"Yeah, well, I hope he pooped too," the giggling blonde said. 

"Hey!" one of the boy's friends yelled as he knelt beside him. "Let off, you crazy bitch! That Taser is still shocking him!"

The blonde unclipped the leads from the front of the Taser and tossed them on the floor. "You boys stay away from my rope! I mean it. Next one gets juiced in his teensy little nuts!"

She twirled the Taser gun on her finger like a cowboy in a wild west show. "Hi, I'm Stacy!" the blonde giggled. She wrapped her arms around Terri and Monica and ushered them to the ticket counter.

Monica looked over her shoulder at the boy who was trying unsuccessfully to get to his feet in the puddle of urine. "Umm, shouldn't we wait... I mean in case he's... hurt or something?"

Stacy giggled louder. "Oh, don't worry about those silly boys - I taser them at least once a week. I think they like it. Sort of like a fetish thing, you know?"

Stacy towered over them, and with her legs she could have covered the distance to the counter in three steps. However, the eight inch heels made her take smaller steps than either Monica or Terri. Her wide hips swiveled like a freighter in heavy seas, a motion mimicked by her massive shelf of breasts as they walked.

"That girl..." Monica whispered.

"Oh, are they still showing that picture? That's Raunchy Fucktoy Rachel. She's a really good friend of mine. We go to like the same parties in Havana."

"Was she abducted?" Terri asked sarcastically.

Stacy doubled over giggling - an impressive sight with her mountains of boob. "Abducted? By aliens maybe?" Stacy said when she finally managed to stand upright again. "Trust me, anything Rachel ever does is 100% voluntary. She bends guys to her will, not the other way around."

Stacy stopped in front of the counter and then bounced around behind it. "Okey dokey! Two to Havana?"

"Yes!" Terri yelled.

"No!" Monica said. "We need to talk about this..."

"What's to talk about? We have got to see this place, Monica," Terri whined. "I mean, this is going to make Vegas look like a tent revival."

Monica sighed. "I really don’t think your mom meant for us to charge two international tickets. How much is the fare?"

"First things first - how old are you?" Stacy asked as she typed away at her keyboard with long pink nails.

"I'm twenty-two," Monica said.

Terri leaned against the counter. "Nineteen."

"Oh, goody! You're both over eighteen - can't enter the country if you're under age. And, you're both girls, right?"

Monica stared at Terri. "Of course, we're girls." Maybe this bimbo act wasn't really an act with Stacy.

Stacy giggled and pointed at Monica's crotch. "Well, you can't be too sure these days. Sometimes there's a D-I-C-K down there where there should just be a C-L-I-T. Not that there’s anything wrong with that - we New Cubans are very accepting! I just need the info for the computer."

Wow, she can spell, Monica thought. "No, we're both girls... from birth."

Terri leaned her head against Monica's shoulder. "Yeah, and she's 100% Nebraska farm girl..."

Monica shrugged her off.

"First class or coach?" Stacy asked.

"First class!" Terri squealed.

"We can't afford First Class, you ditz - your mom would kill us!" Monica said. “How about coach?”

Stacy sucked on her well-manicured thumb and stared at them like she was contemplating something. "Jeepers. I don't think coach would be a good idea, you're both like hot and shit... stuff I mean... hot and stuff."

"How much is First Class round trip?" Monica asked.

Stacy tapped some keys. "Umm, twenty-five."

Whew, Monica thought. Not even Terri had the balls to charge that much on Mommy’s card.

"Twenty-five hundred?" Terri asked.

"Oh, no, twenty-five dollars. Each, though, sorry," Stacy said with a pout.

Terri began bouncing up and down. "Fifty dollars total? Yippee! Bitch, we're going to Havana!"

Monica deflated. "How can it be that cheap?"

"Oh, the government sub... subverts - no, that's not it..." Stacy struggled with the word.

"Subsidizes," Monica said. "The government subsidizes air travel." She felt utterly defeated by her ADHD roommate and the Amazon bimbo.

Stacy snapped her fingers. "Subsidizes! That's right! You're really super smart!"

Monica smiled. "Not smart enough to figure a way out of this." She opened her purse and pulled out her passport.

Stacy took their passports and keyed in the information. "One other question: sexual preference?"

"Excuse me?" Monica asked.

"You know, do you like boys, girls, or maybe both?" Stacy asked in the same tone she might have used to ask if they required a Kosher meal.

Terri wrapped her arms around Monica. "Mmm, I think I like both." She looked up into Monica's eyes. "What about you, baby? Feeling adventurous?"

Monica shoved Terri away. "Get off me," she whispered. "Boys, we both like boys," Monica announced - no way she was going to acknowledge her attraction to her demonic roommate.

"Okay, that's heterosexual for Monica, and a flexible for Terri," Stacy said as she typed while winking at Terri. "I'm flexible too."

Terri turned and stared wide-eyed at Monica. She mouthed the words, "Oh, my God!"

A printer began buzzing behind Stacy as she swiped Terri's credit card.

Terri's eyes glittered with mischief. "Hey, umm, Stacy? You know how your friend Rachel has that cute, hot name? What was it? Raunchy Fucktoy Rachel?"

Stacy nodded and smiled down at Terri.

"Well, do you have like, one of those super cool names too?"

Stacy giggled and put her hand over her mouth. "We're not supposed to say our full names. It's against the rules."

Terri wiggled back and forth and ran her index finger in circles around the countertop a few inches from Stacy's hand. "Aww, come on. It's just us girls - pretty please?"

Stacy bit her lower lip and looked around as if someone might be listening. "It's... Suck Slut Stacy. But, don't tell anybody I told ya, okay?"

***

"Holy shit! Holy shit!" Terri giggled as they passed through security. "Can you believe that? The ticket agents are... hookers!"

The closer they got to Air Cuba’s Concourse N, the more Monica thought this was a really bad idea. The boy had been serious - he honestly believed someone had hypnotized or brainwashed his sister and turned her into... what? A giant Amazon whore? That wasn't possible, was it?

"Hmm," Terri said. "What do you think of Tight Twat Terri?"

"What?" Monica asked as they walked by food stands.

Terri rolled her eyes. "You know, my whore name?" She thrust out her flat chest and sighed. "Fuck, it would probably be Tiny Titties Terri or some shit."

Monica laughed in spite of her growing unease. "God, you are nuts. I think it should be Titanic Twit Terri, you dimwit."

Terri stopped and glared up at her. "Mammoth Mammaries Monica? No, too long."

"Stop it."

Terri snapped her fingers and bounced up and down. "I got it! Moanin' for More Monica!"

"Shut up," Monica said. "And, you better keep moving before I lose my nerve."

Terri hugged her tight. "You'll see, this is going to be fucking spectacular."

***

The Witches, Diana and Hannah

Marriott Hotel

O’Hare Airport

Sex between white witches is one of the wonders of the modern world.

So, as Diana and Hannah embraced, naked, in the middle of the hotel room, the eyes of everyone lounging in their post-orgy haze were locked on them.

The blonde Diana stood with her leg locked behind the brunette Hannah, their shaved pussies rubbing, huge breasts pressed together, lips grinding together as they kissed.

What the non-psychics in the room could not see was that not only were they physically as close to one another as possible, their minds were also joined. A two-way communication at lightning speed passed between them, every fantasy revealed. There was no question of whether they loved one another - their feelings were shared, literally.

Around the room, the orgy crowd watched and masturbated, a few fucked.

A junior whoremaster stroked himself and ejaculated, a waitress picked up from the hotel restaurant moving quickly to suck down the jizz, joined a second later by a woman who had been working the hotel’s reception desk the night before.

They playfully kissed one another to share the treat.

In a few hours, both women would drive across town to the Church of Morpheus and spend the next three days in the church basement. They would emerge as street whores and giggle all the way to the airport for their flight to Cuba, boyfriends or husbands long forgotten.

A second junior whoremaster pistoned his cock in and out of a woman they had met in the hotel elevator. She had been in Chicago on business, but a quick suggestion from Diana had made her forget all about her business and focus instead on the thirteen inch cock on the junior whoremaster.

Later today, she would join the receptionist and the waitress in the Church of Morpheus basement.

Diana and Hannah screamed out in simultaneous orgasm and the human women around them cried out as well. The white witches’ mental powers broadcasted their orgasms not only to each other but to every human in the room and beyond - every human within one hundred feet.

***

“What do you think, luv? Blue? Too seventies?” Hannah asked. Her eyelids glistened with blue eyeshadow.

Diana smiled at her in the bathroom mirror. “Green. Matches your eyes better.”

Hannah matched the smile, her eyes going to Diana’s full red lips as her eyeshadow turned emerald green. The tiny nano-LEDs implanted in Hannah’s skin gave her the perfect shade.

She licked her lips as she stared at Diana.

“Stop. We’ll be late,” Diana said.

“Oh, bollocks. I hate this feckin’ job,” Hannah huffed as she turned and picked up her pink latex stewardess dress. It was two layers, the top layer pink, the bottom layer made out of white latex - the required color of a Church of Morpheus Perverter.

A white witch.

Diana’s identical uniform lay beside it on the edge of the tub.

They helped each other with the tight rubber garments, finishing with the pentagram brooch at their throats.

Diana was White Witch number three, transformed at Latigo Key right after Cum Slut Cathy back in the 1980s.

Hannah had been transformed much later by Maria Marapova herself in the London Red Zone.

Diana and Hannah had met on the inaugural Air Cuba flight from Heathrow to Havana.

And, they had been inseparable ever since, mated and bound.

Forever.

“You know you love this job,” Diana said as she zipped up her thigh high latex boot with its seven inch stiletto heel.

Hannah was staring again, and Diana smiled.

“I don’t like anything that keeps you and I from bumping nasties,” Hannah laughed in her Cockney accent.

Diana laughed. “Yes, but think of all the fun we’ll have procuring new talent today.”

Hannah nodded. “There is that saving grace.”

They stepped into the suite as the two junior whoremasters, their flight’s pilot and co-pilot stepped out of the second bath in their blue uniforms.

“You know, it’s not fair we have to wear this latex while you men get silk and cotton uniforms,” Diana said as she straightened the pilot, Alex’s, tie.

“You guys make latex look good. We would make latex look stupid,” the copilot said.

“Yeah,” Captain Alex said. “At least you don’t have to deal with trying to arrange thirteen inches of trouser snake in your uniform.” He struggled and groped himself.

Hannah laughed.

The sleepy humans from the orgy still snoozed on the bedroom floor at their feet.

“You programmed them all?” Captain Alex asked.

Diana nodded. “They’ll all head to the Church after they recover.”

***

Security Line

O’Hare Airport

Air Cuba Concourse

If you were to spend some time amongst zebras on the African Savannah, you would see them cluster together in groups, eyes restlessly watching the tall grass for lions and other predators.

There would seem to be no reason for this behavior in the security line of a modern airport.

But these are not ordinary times.

The lines of human travelers waiting for their turn through the security checkpoints were blissfully unaware of the predators when they approached: four transformed, two male, two female.

The two men went quickly through the gate designated for flight crews. In truth, they were not that dangerous. Any woman within reach of their pheromones suddenly found themselves aroused, of course, but they blamed their renewed libidos on the expected kinky sexcation they were about to embark on.

The true dangers in the security line were the two females who wandered, seemingly aimless, past the crowded lines. The two transformed women in their curve fitting pink and white latex uniforms who scanned each person waiting in the queue with keen eyes and even keener psychic powers. Their communication was instantaneous - spooky motion across distance. Even if that distance had been across the galaxy.

Their minds were well oiled machines, even faster than the AI’s cameras that watched from the ceiling. Thoughts passed between the two women faster than Wi-Fi traffic. Theirs was a language of emotions and lusts, feelings and intuitions.

A woman. There. Yes, her. Mmm, so wet and excited. Dildo in her carry on…

They laughed silently between themselves.

What to do? Something special, luv. Need another. There! That one! They could be sisters. Heh, heh, nasty. Thirty years between them. We can fix that. Mmm, I love this! Something really kinky…

***

Gladys

Gladys Albright stood in the security check line and bit her lower lip. Every step made her tingle.

She had bought the ‘panties’ from an online boutique.

Panties was a relative term. More of a G-string. One leather cord encircled her waist and another cord pulled up between her ass cheeks and crotch. A circle of smooth beads surrounded her clit.

And, rubbed it with each step.

It came with a matching butt plug and dildo, but she hadn’t the courage to insert them.

Besides what if the dildo fell out?

This thought made her giggle which in turn made the beads move and sent another rush of heat through her tummy.

Yesterday, Gladys Albright had turned fifty. This trip, this sexcation, was her present to herself. She was husbandless. She had always been alone with nothing but her collection of Victorian smut novels and nimble fingers to keep her warm at night.

Gladys was too tall, too thin, too narrow in the hips, too sunken in the chest, too long in the face. Therapists today would have described her as ‘socially awkward’.

In her day, they would have said she was at best ‘a wallflower.’ At worst? Weird.

Gladys had sex three times in fifty years: after the prom, another brief dalliance with a man just before she determined her biological clock had broken at age 36, and finally a drunken one-night-stand on her fortieth birthday.

But now, the world had changed. Sex, at least the version of it endorsed by the Church of Morpheus, was back in.

And Gladys had decided to embrace whatever was waiting for her in the orgies of Havana.

To heck with fear. To heck with propriety.

No. Fuck propriety!

That’s why she was standing in line, braless, wearing a sweater over a scandalous mid-thigh skirt covering her kinky G-string.

She was second in line at the security X-Ray machine when all hell broke loose.

The girl who had just put her bag through the scanner was arguing with a muscular man in a blue uniform. He had her carry-on unzipped and was throwing her clothes and toiletries into a plastic bin.

“What are you doing?!” The blonde girl shrieked. She looked to be in her early twenties, dressed in a cotton blouse and long denim skirt.

“Looking for contraband,” the security agent said. He was bald and his uniform looked like TSA, but when Gladys looked closer, she saw a logo with an inverted cross over CoM - the Church of Morpheus.

“I don’t have any contraband,” the girl said.

The agent said nothing. He simply pulled out a thin bladed knife and slit open the inside of the girl’s suitcase.

Inside the false bottom were small books in an array of ten by ten - 100 tiny, identical paperbacks.

The agent held up one of the books. “This is the Book of Mormon. It is prohibited as blasphemy here in Cuba.”

“Here in Cuba? We’re not in Cuba…” The girl stammered.

“Yes, we are. This concourse is Cuban territory. You are guilty of blasphemy against the Church and sedition against the Theocratic Republic of Cuba.” He nodded toward the far side of the security checkpoint.

Two agents walked up behind the girl and grabbed her arms.

“Let go of me!” She struggled against their grasp. “Where are you taking me?”

“Re-education,” one of the agents holding her explained as they dragged her backward.

“Do you see this?!” The girl screamed. “Do you see what they’re doing?! I’m going to disappear! This is what they do! Our Father Who art in heaven…” She began to pray loudly as they dragged her toward a door at the back of the security checkpoint.

And, Gladys was wet. She had never been so turned on in her life. Re-education? She trembled at the thought of what re-education in a society of public sex and debauchery might entail! She would love to be that hysterical woman!

Other young people dressed similarly to the girl who was screaming the Lord’s Prayer as she was dragged behind a sound-proof door began to step out of line and head out of the security checkpoint and back into the terminal.

“Mormons,” the agent at the X-Ray machine said as Gladys stepped up to the conveyor. He glanced up at Gladys as her carry-on slid into the X-Ray machine. “Do you have any contraband?” He pointed to a placard behind him.

The placard read:

Prohibited Items in The Theocratic Republic of Cuba

Recreational drugs

Imported alcohol

Cell phones or other recording devices

The Bible

The Torah

The Quran

The Book of Mormon

Tibetan Book of the Dead

The Book of Adam

You can and WILL be detained for possessing any religious texts that run contrary to the teachings of Morpheus, the living god!

Gladys licked her lips and shook her head slowly. “N… No. I’m not with her. I’m not smuggling anything.”

The agent glanced at the screen as her bag passed through. He smirked. “Oh, I wouldn’t say that…”

Gladys swallowed as he opened her bag after it passed through.

There, on top of her clothes, lay the gleaming, silver butt plug and the fat, shiny black, thick veined dildo.

He smiled as he picked up the butt plug by the beaded base. “Shouldn’t you be wearing this?” He held it out to her.

Gladys was beet red. She bit her lip. “I… I didn’t know if I could walk… with it in.”

“Oh, I’ll bet you could.” He smiled warmly and nodded at someone behind Gladys.

As she turned to look behind her, she could see people were laughing and pointing at her.

But she couldn’t hear anything. She was mesmerized by the beautiful brunette wearing pink and white latex standing right behind her.

Gladys was tall, but she was on eye level with the Amazon’s immense breasts.

“What have we here, eh?” The woman said in a British accent.

“I think it might be a good idea to give her a thorough inspection,” the agent said.

His words barely registered with Gladys. She was intent on the titanic breasts, the gleaming pentagram, and the woman’s angelic voice.

The woman gently brushed Gladys’s hair away from her eyes. 

Her touch against Gladys’s temple made Gladys shiver. She felt drunk. “Am I… going to be re-educated?”

The brunette laughed. “I doubt it, luv. I think you’re already a true believer.” She took Gladys’s now closed carry-on in one hand and took Gladys’s arm with the other. “My name is Hannah.”

“I’m Gladys.”

“I know.”

“How do you know?”

Hannah laughed. “I’m psychic.” She leaned close and whispered in Gladys’s ear. “Girls like me wearing white latex with the pentagram brooch? We’re all witches.” She blew gently across Gladys’s ear.

Gladys almost collapsed from the orgasmic wave that passed through her.

Hannah laughed. “Oh, just a taste. You won’t believe what will come later.”

She led her toward the frosted glass door where they had dragged the Mormon girl. “Where are you taking me?”

The brunette smiled. “Through the looking glass, Alice. Trust me, it’s everything you imagined.”

She stepped through the door first as Hannah held it open.

The room beyond was sterile and white. The walls were made of frosted glass.

The Mormon girl was standing in the middle of the room while a blonde ‘witch’ held her from behind, whispering in her ear.

“That’s Diana. We’re lovers,” Hannah whispered as she closed the door behind her.

The Mormon girl looked terrified. Then her expression changed, her eyes went slack.

Diana’s lips moved, but Gladys was too far away to hear her words.

The Mormon girl began to smile. Then she leaned back farther in Diana’s arms. The girl’s hands slipped down to the denim skirt she wore. She slowly began to pull it up. 

The Mormon girl licked her lips as the skirt slid higher and higher, up past her knees, up her thighs. Her white cotton panties were translucent from wetness in the front and her curly, blonde pubes were visible through the compromised cotton.

She hooked her fingers in the panties and pushed them slowly down, revealing her sparse hair and the glistening lips of her pussy.

Gladys jumped when Hannah whispered in her ear. “See how quickly she’s giving up her false God? So sinful. Letting my Diana tell her to push down her knickers. Whatever would they say back in Salt Lake City?” She laughed gently.

“How is she making her do this?”

“I told you, luv. We’re witches. Can’t you feel yourself falling under my spell?” She kissed Gladys’s neck.

“I… girls aren’t… I’m not gay.”

Hannah laughed out loud. “You are… now.”

Gladys’s heart skipped a beat. She felt her gaze zero in on the Mormon girl’s wet pussy. Then she looked up at Diana’s beautiful, suckable, latex clad breasts pressed against the girl’s back.

She was salivating. “What? Oh, God… you did this to me?”

“I’m going to do so much to you. Just like the things they did to me. To Diana.” She began to kiss Gladys’s neck, sucking and nibbling.

Gladys reached up and back, stroking the beautiful witch’s dark hair.

A few feet away, the Mormon girl was naked except for her white athletic bra. Her pert breasts looked like they needed no support.

Diana was squeezing the girl’s left breast from behind while her other hand played in the girl’s wet pubic curls.

She said something to the girl that made her frown.

The girl reached down with her hands and began tugging frantically at her own pubic hair as if to tear it out by the roots.

Diana shushed her and gently nudged her hands away.

There was a small white cart behind them, and Diana released the girl’s breast long enough to retrieve a spray bottle filled with green fluid.

The girl spread her legs and Diana sprayed a thick stream of the green stuff onto her pussy.

The Mormon girl gasped.

Diana put the bottle back on the cart and returned her hand to the girl’s muff.

The girl’s hands joined Diana’s at her crotch.

Diana gently stroked the pubic hair and it fell off in clumps.

The girl gasped and giggled as her curly cunt hair was removed, leaving her skin healthy and pink.

In seconds, she was completely bald from just below her navel to her ass.

Her pussy lips were a glistening, dark purple - her now fully erect clit a vibrant pink.

Diana began to massage the girl’s clit with two fingers and the girl swooned.

The tall Amazon spun her around and lifted her easily, plunging her fingers into the girl’s pussy while kissing her deeply.

Hannah nibbled Gladys’s earlobe. “What do you think, luv? Do you think she’s happier now or when she was a stuck up little Jesus freak?”

Gladys moaned. “Now. She has to be happier now.”

“I agree. You know, my mate there didn’t really do anything the little slut didn’t secretly yearn for? You know she probably wakes up in the middle of the night soaked in sweat, fingers toiling between those creamy thighs and wishes she could be what Diana has made her.”

“I know I would,” Gladys whispered.

“Really? Let’s find out.”

***

Nancy

Nancy watched in terror as the Mormon girl had been dragged out of the security line for smuggling. “Can they really do that?”

Her husband, Eric, stood behind her. “This is technically foreign soil, Nancy. They’re a totalitarian regime, pretty much a police state. You having second thoughts about this little vacation?”

Nancy shook her head. This had been frightening to say the least, but nothing was going to stop her from reconnecting with Eric and saving their marriage. Nothing. “No.”

“Don’t have the Book of Mormon tucked in with your undies, do you?” Eric laughed. “No Gideon Bible? Watchtower pamphlets?”

She elbowed him. “No. Don’t be ridiculous.” She turned toward him on impulse. She looked up into his eyes. “I worship your cock.”

He blinked in surprise. “Whoa… what’s gotten into you, Mrs. Davis?”

“Oh, it is going to get into me a lot before this trip is over.”

Eric laughed. “You… don’t have any special toys like that old chick had in her bag, do you?”

Nancy turned around and glanced coyly over her shoulder. “Maybe. You’ll just have to wait and see.”

***

Hannah had stripped Gladys naked as she introduced her to lesbian kisses. It was so different from kissing a man! There was no stubble of beard, no feeling of being overpowered, just a gentle, soulful coupling of the lips and tongue. Why hadn’t she tried this before?

She knew the answer, of course. Men or women, it didn’t matter, her crippling social anxiety had kept her from living her life.

“Shh,” Hannah whispered. “We’re curing that.”

Gladys stared at her in disbelief. She had read Gladys’s mind! It was true, they were witches.

“In every town in America, we are spiking the water supply with minute amounts of sexual stimulants. We’re waking people up, Gladys. Showing them a different way.” She smiled. “Haven’t you noticed? Society is becoming more sexual… more flexible.” She made Gladys bend forward and put her hands on the glass wall. “Spread.”

Gladys drew in a sharp breath as she heard Hannah unzip her suitcase.

A moment later, Hannah was holding the chrome butt plug in front of Gladys’s face. “Open.”

“What?”

“You don’t want it going in cold and dry, do you?” Hannah said. She looked at Gladys with an expression of mischief and lust.

Gladys didn’t know what to say - Hannah was pure sex.

She simply opened her mouth.

Hannah smiled as she eased the metallic plug between Gladys’s lips and onto her tongue.

Gladys began to suck and lick, thankful that she had carefully washed the plug after her last play session.

Hannah nodded her approval and stepped aside so that Gladys could see what was happening to the Mormon girl.

A mostly naked man entered the glass walled room from the back door. He was pushing a wheeled chair made of steel and white metal.

The sight of the manmade Gladys moan with the plug in her mouth.

He was tall and muscular, like a Mr. Universe contestant. But, unlike most body builders she had seen, this man’s ‘package’ did not seem small in comparison to his bulging muscles.

His genitals were stuffed into a long, black cloth sack that hung from his waist by a narrow string around his waist. 

He wore nothing else.

The contents of the G-string hung nearly to his knees.

“He’s a Whoremaster,” Hannah whispered. “One day, you’ll belong to one. A Whoremaster will purchase you at the slave market in Havana.”

Gladys’s knees shook as she leaned against the glass wall, the plug in her mouth. To be owned meant to be ‘wanted’ - and few men had ever wanted Gladys, at least not past the initial coupling.

She trembled thinking about the prospect of her standing naked on some stage and being auctioned off to the highest bidder. Then the reality of that situation hit her. Who would want her? Middle-aged, homely…

Hannah’s hand massaged the small of Gladys’s back. “That’s the rub, innit, luv? It’s the looks. Some few have them, most don’t. Morpheus has a vision of perfection. It’s biased, chauvinist,” she giggled and arched her back, showing off her massive breasts and full buttocks. “But, once you have the ‘look’, you love it. You’ll love what they make of you, Gladys. You’ll never again feel like less. None of us ever do.”

Diana picked up the Mormon girl as if she were a doll. She laid her gently in the chair.

The chair came to life, clamps closing on her ankles, wrists, and throat.

The girl panicked, but Diana soothed her. “Shh. You won’t feel a thing.”

As if on cue, clear plastic tubing leading from the back of the chair to the clamps surged with neon pink fluid.

The girl’s eyes rolled back in her head.

Gladys stared in disbelief as veins in the girl’s arms and legs began to throb.

“It’s so quick, now,” Hannah whispered as she gently pulled the butt plug from Gladys’s mouth. “Why we can make a Cheerleader Whore in minutes, as long as the woman is young enough.”

Diana put a headset over the girl’s eyes and ears.

The girl’s head rocked side to side.

Hannah whispered to Gladys as she pulled the now warm and wet butt plug from Gladys’s mouth. She ran the tip of the butt plug down Gladys’s spine. “We’re brainwashing her, Gladys. Stripping away twenty years of the teachings of her false God. She’ll emerge as one of us: Whore Caste. She’ll know how to use her body to seduce, to please. We’re going to take that little Mormon missionary and turn her into a hot little whore. And, the first thing she’s going to do, Gladys? She’s going to search the terminal for any of her little blasphemous Mormon friends. And, she’s going to fuck them, Gladys. She’s going to seduce them and then bring them to us.” She gently pushed the butt plug between the cheeks of Gladys’s ass, nudging it against her little pucker. “And, then the whole process starts again.” Hannah pressed and Gladys arched her back.

The plug began to stretch her sphincter - a feeling Gladys had become accustomed to in her self-love sessions. However, having someone else press the steel bulb into her was a brand new sensation.

She was thankful for her own spit and for the way her mouth had warmed the plug.

Her hole closed on the stem and Hannah helped her to stand, a smile on her face as she led Gladys to stand beside the Mormon girl locked in bondage.

Diana smiled and pressed a button on the back of the chair.

The Mormon girl reclined back and the restraints on her legs spread wide, exposing her wet sex. The contraption lifted her legs and bent her knees.

Hannah knelt between the girl’s spread thighs and probed the wet pussy. “Still has her cherry. Saving it for some holier than thou Mormon bloke, no doubt. We’ll fix that.” She turned toward the back door and nodded.

The tall Whoremaster smiled and stepped forward. He slid the G-string down his muscular thighs. The sack holding his equipment slipped off.

Gladys gasped. His cock was every bit as big as it had looked in the bag. It was roughly the size of Gladys’s forearm, including her fist.

The balls were huge in their tanned, hairless sack, like two large oranges hanging low between his thighs.

“It’ll never fit,” Gladys whispered.

“No,” Hannah agreed. “But we’re going to stuff as much of that sausage into her as we can, eh?”

Gladys laughed.

The Whoremaster jacked his cock with his right hand, and it grew hard immediately, veins throbbing and the purple head growing even larger.

Diana walked around them and stroked the Whoremaster’s cock for him. Then she began unrolling a black latex condom (did they actually come that big?!) over the apple sized head and down the shaft.

Hannah leaned close to Gladys. “A Whoremaster’s cum binds a whore to him for eternity. One drop and she would be his forever. So, he can’t cum inside her or on her.” She reached over and pressed a button on the chair.

The back of the chair began to tilt back until the girl’s head was down and her pussy was at waist level for the Whoremaster.

He stepped between her thighs and stroked them.

The girl moaned at his touch.

He wasted no time. He began rubbing his latex encased cock along the girl’s slit. Then he pushed into her opening, her glistening lips straining apart. “Fuck, she’s tight.”

Diana leaned on the Whoremaster’s back. “Not for much longer.”

Hannah laughed and Gladys watched spellbound as the thick cockhead forced its way even deeper.

The girl was thrashing her head and moaning.

“I love to watch them pop a cherry,” Hannah whispered.

And then it happened: a tiny trickle of blood and seven inches of the Whoremaster’s cock slid into the Mormon girl who screamed in ecstasy.

Hannah picked up a spray bottle from the small table and sprayed his cock and the girl’s pussy. The bleeding stopped.

“Instaheal,” Hannah said. Then she smiled. “Why don’t you get a closer look?”

Gladys’s eyes bulged as Hannah pulled her on top of the Mormon girl in the chair. Her crotch was now above the girl’s face and her own lips were inches from where the Whoremaster had begun a rhythmic fuck.

Gladys smiled watching the thick cock move in and out, in and out, the veins rubbing against the girl’s completely engorged and exposed clit.

“Lick them, luv. Time you learned the taste of pussy.”

Gladys needed no more encouragement. She lowered her lips to the girl’s clit and began to lick and suck.

The girl screamed beneath her and the Whoremaster fucked her even harder.

Then, oh fuck! She felt the girl’s sweet tongue sliding along her own pussy lips. She began to grind her cunt against the girl’s mouth as she redoubled her efforts on the girl’s clit.

Gladys reached between the Whoremaster’s thighs and fondled the big balls as he fucked.

He could only get about seven inches of his at sixteen inch dick into her.

Gladys licked his shaft as well as the girl’s clit.

She smiled as the Whoremaster reached down and ran his strong fingers through her hair while he fucked the Mormon girl.

Abruptly, he grabbed Gladys’s hair and pulled her head back.

At the same time, he pulled his cock free from the girl’s stretched snatch.

The head pressed against Gladys’s lips.

Was he insane?! She couldn’t possibly fit that monster in her mouth!

Hannah’s fingers massaged her lower jaw. “Relax,” she whispered. “We’ll modify you to take it easily later, but you’ll manage just fine - the head at least.”

Gladys opened her mouth wide. The latex covered head pushed insistently between her lips. She tickled the tip with her tongue - could he feel that? She didn’t know.

And then he pressed forward. She thought her jaw would break but the whispered encouragement from Hannah helped. The big head pushed past her lips, and she slathered it with her tongue.

She reached up and stroked him hard with both hands.

The Mormon girl, deprived of something a few minutes ago she didn’t even know she needed, began to moan and cry into Gladys’s cunt.

“Bad girl!” Hannah laughed. “Being all greedy, you cheeky monkey. Well, you’ll learn to serve.”

Gladys gulped as she felt Hannah’s fingers pulling the butt plug. She rubbed the small of Gladys’s back. “Let it go, luv.”

“Mmmph!” Gladys gasped around the Whoremaster’s cock as the plug popped free.

“Now, you, get that tongue in there and pleasure her like a good slut,” Hannah said.

The girl immediately began to tickle Gladys’s asshole before sliding the serpent-like tongue deep inside her.

“Mmm,” Hannah whispered. “We’ve fucked all that Christian morality right out of you, haven’t we?”

As an answer, the girl began tongue-fucking Gladys’s ass with gusto.

The Whoremaster laughed and pushed his impossibly huge cock deeper into Gladys’s mouth.

Things became cloudy then. They all came at once, this Gladys knew. Then she passed out.

***

Monica and Terri

God, this is so fucked up! What am I doing here? Monica thought.

Several people had been escorted into rooms off the security checkpoint. Were they in trouble? Were they going to be arrested?

She was still fifth in line to enter security. She looked back longingly toward the ticketing area. She could turn around and simply walk away, leave Terri to her fate. Fuck the money.

Another person passed through security and then she was fourth in line.

“What’s wrong with you?” Terri asked. She was standing directly in front of Monica.

“What?”

“You look like you’re gonna hurl.”

“Jesus, Terri, let’s get out of here,” Monica hissed.

“For fuck’s sake, what are you afraid of?”

“I’m afraid of getting dragged into one of those rooms! Fuck knows what they’re doing to them, Terri. This is goddamned fucking Cuban territory! They dragged that girl away in the other line because she had the motherfucking Book of Mormon in her bag!”

Terri rolled her eyes and stared up at her. “Have you got a fucking Bible on you? ‘Cause I sure as fuck don’t. Chillax, you ditzy cunt. We’re flying down to Cuba to sip Margaritas and fuck cabana boys.”

“Terri, I swear to God,” Monica whispered. “I will leave you here. I will fucking leave you.”

“No, you won’t. You know why? Because you love me, that’s why. And I love you, you big fucking idiot. Now, stop being a fucking coward.” She smiled.

Monica exhaled, feeling like a slowly deflating balloon. 

One more person passed through security.

Terri would be next after the decidedly greasy looking guy wearing geeky glasses.

She looked back over her shoulder at the ticketing terminal, one last look at safety.

Then greasy walked through and Terri was laying her carry-on onto the conveyor.

“Any contraband?” The security agent asked.

“Just lube and nipple clamps,” Terri said with a wink.

The agent smiled back. “Nothing wrong with that. Next.”

Monica stared at the conveyor belt as it started up again, watched Terri’s narrow ass as she practically skipped through the metal detector.

“Next?” The agent repeated.

Monica stood motionless.

Terri looked at her expectantly from the other side of the metal detector.

“Miss? Do you have anything to declare?” The agent asked.

Monica gripped the handle of her carry-on. She felt an impending sense of doom, and, worse, fate. “No,” she said. Then she put her carry-on onto the conveyor and stepped through the metal detector.

***

“Her,” Diana said as she looked at the security monitor on the glass wall. She was helping the still dazed Mormon girl stand.

Hannah looked at the monitor. “The blonde girl?”

Diana nodded. “SlutzNet, identify.”

A moment later a caption appeared below the security camera image of the blonde: MONICA CHAMBERLAIN, 22, GRADUATE STUDENT, UNIVERSITY OF ILLINOIS.

“She’s too young for the client’s needs,” Hannah said. She was easing the still unconscious Gladys into the chair the Mormon girl had been confined in.

“So? We age her a little. Make a MILF Whore out of her. “

Hannah leaned on Diana’s back. “My love, she won’t be a MILF Whore. You know what the client wants.”

Diana nodded. “Yes, but the look of her: educated, well-bred, equally at home in pearls as well as denim…”

“And she’ll look like someone’s mum.”

“Exactly. Just what the senator ordered,” Diana said. “SlutzNet, alter Monica Chamberlain’s itinerary and put her on our flight.”

“She has a traveling companion,” the computer said from a speaker in the ceiling. “Shall I put her on the flight as well?”

“Yes,” Diana said. “Oh, and a couple of newlyweds went through the security point as well a moment ago. Reroute them as well.”

***

Gladys

Gladys awoke in the chair to see Hannah smiling down at her with her fists on her hips.

“Awake I see?”

Gladys moaned and tried to sit up.

The clamps were on her wrists, ankles, and neck.

“Relax, Tammi. You’re going to be fine,” Hannah said.

“Tammi? My name is…”

Hannah shook her head. “No, your name is Tammi.” She leaned forward and put her hands on Gladys’s, her massive cleavage almost touching Gladys’s nose. “We’re property, luv. Owned sex slaves of the Church of Morpheus.”

Gladys swallowed hard.

Hannah smiled. “That turns you on, doesn’t it?”

“I…”

“Yes, it does. I’m inside your head, remember?”

“I don’t want to be a sex slave.”

Hannah laughed out loud. “Loss of free will, terrifying, isn’t it? I felt the same way. But let me tell you the perks of losing that overrated free will.”

Hannah stood up. “As Tammi, you’re going to be tall - supermodel tall. In heels, you’ll be over six and a half feet. Your stomach is going to be washboard flat with a tiny waist and a heart-shaped ass. Legs for miles. You’re going to have DD breasts better than any plastic surgeon could dream of. A beautiful face with trashy blonde hair and the palest blue eyes you’ve ever seen. Men aren’t just going to fall for you, they’re going to worship you.”

Gladys shook her head. “That’s not possible.”

Hannah knelt in front of her. “We’re going to turn back the clock. Give you back all those years you wasted. You’ll be twenty-four years old. Forever. Everlasting life and beauty. You’ll never be sick a day in your life. No cancer, no disease will ever kill you. You’ll be as strong as a half-dozen women - an athlete better than any Olympic gold medalist. And, we’re going to give you a sex drive that will make the one you have now feel bloody puritan.”

Gladys began to shake and cry. “No. No one can do that. It isn’t possible. That’s something from a dream…”

Hannah shook her head. “We’re the next step in human evolution, dearie. Homo Aeternus - the everlasting man… well, humanity everlasting, I suppose is more accurate.”

“Look… you can do anything you like to me. You don’t have to lie to me,” Gladys said. 

Hannah chuckled and stepped to the side. “See for yourself.”

Diana was standing with the Mormon girl a few feet away.

Only the girl was very different.

First, she seemed… taller. She was just a few inches shorter than Diana. And, her look was very different.

She was back in the prairie skirt, but the skirt had been cut off ragged with a pair of scissors. Instead of reaching almost to her ankles, the skirt now clearly showed the top of her thighs and the curve of her ass cheeks. If she bent over even a degree, everything would be visible.

The sensible blouse was gone. It had been replaced with a red and white halter top.

Her long blonde hair was now cut short, the hair closest to her scalp dyed platinum blonde, the ends shaded electric pink.

Her lips were the same shade of pink and much thicker than before.

“Cocksucker lips,” Hannah whispered, reading Gladys’s mind.

The girl’s breasts looked larger - something bigger than C cups but not quite D.

She had multiple earrings in her ears, pentagrams and inverted crosses, even one that looked like the head of a horned-goat.

A circular tattoo around her exposed navel read: “Cum Fiend”.

She twisted as she spoke to Diana - a tramp stamp tattoo visible above her now abbreviated skirt read: “Satan’s Slut” and came complete with a red cartoon devil’s face, the tongue licking lasciviously.

“How much bigger are my tits going to get?” The girl giggled.

Diana squeezed them and winked. “G cup. It’ll take a few hours. Listen, as they swell? You’re going to get, well, dumb.”

“Fuck! How dumb?”

“You’re going to lose about thirty IQ points. Listen, don’t worry, you won’t miss them at all. You’re a fuck toy now, Cunt.” Diana said. She reached down and fondled the girl’s clit. Her fingers came away dripping with Cunt’s juices.

Cunt laughed as Diana licked the juice from her fingers.

Diana winked at her. “Sorry about your brains but that’s the penalty for blasphemy.”

She shrugged. “That’s okay. This is a lot more fun than being a Mormon.”

“Good attitude. Now, you have a job to do. What is it?”

Cunt giggled. “Go through the airport gates and find the other Jesus freaks - I know all of them. Seduce them, in public…”

“Yes, make sure everyone sees you fuck them.”

She nodded. “Then bring them back here to be processed… ooo, there’s this one guy who I came here with. I kept staring at his bulge this morning. Pretty sure he’s got a big cock. Can I fuck him first?”

Diana laughed. “Fuck the first one you find. Don’t waste time being choosey. They might slip through and get on their flight.”

Gladys stared at the two as they talked. “I don’t understand. The Mormon doesn’t even sound the same.”

Hannah nodded. “Most of her personality has been erased. True believers sometimes take a complete wipe - of course, like most fanatics, she had a nasty side she was hiding deep within. We just drew it out and gave it a name: Cunt.”

Gladys bit her lower lip. “Are you going to do that to me? Wipe my mind?”

Hannah shook her head. “No. We don’t have to. Your true personality is just below the surface of your Gladys mask. You can throw that away and be Tammi… with an ‘I’.”

“Who am I? Who’s Tammi, I mean?”

“Hmm… are you sure you want to know?”

Gladys nodded.

“Well, Tammi is trailer park trash. A whore. She has an identical twin sister - Samantha, Sammi. You worked as strippers until you met your pimp, Larry. He turned you out and made proper whores out of you. Now the three of you are on your way down to Cuba for a sexcation. And, you are all going to be transformed together.”

“Where’s Sammi? Is she here?”

“She’s on her way to her gate. You’ll meet her… and seduce her on the flight.”

Gladys gasped.

Then ‘Tammi’ smiled.

***

Samantha and Lawrence

Samantha Fisher had to pee. She had to pee a lot nowadays. The restrooms in the Air Cuba Concourse were unisex, and that scared the bejeepers out of her.

Her husband, Lawrence, stood right outside her stall as she peed.

She had insisted Lawrence come with her into the restroom.

Samantha was glad she had asked him - people were having sex in the bathroom.

When they came in, they saw a large woman sitting on one of the sinks, legs spread, while a younger and skinnier man stood between her naked thighs, thrusting into her, his pants around his ankles.

Her head was thrown back with a look of delirious lust while the stud plowed her hairy pussy.

Another man had been standing in line behind the skinny man.

Waiting his turn.

Sounds. Slurpy sounds. Slapping sounds. There were couples and more in the other stalls or just lying on the tile floor.

Samantha sat on the toilet slumped forward, trying to keep herself covered as she pissed.

Why? Because there were cameras.

Cameras over the front door, over the sinks, over the stalls themselves.

A sign on the door had announced the entire concourse, toilets and all, was being filmed as entertainment for the people in Cuba.

The ultimate reality TV show.

Samantha really wished she could have held it until she got on the plane. But she was three months pregnant - a fact she had been able to hide from everyone but her mother and her best friend, and the pressure on her bladder was already never-ending.

Yesterday had been their wedding in Milwaukee and last night had been their wedding night at a Sheraton near the airport.

She smiled thinking about that.

She had packed a white satin bodysuit with a lace garter belt and stockings and Lawrence had gone wild.

And, she had almost told him about the pregnancy. 

He has to have noticed by now, she thought. Did he just think she was gaining weight?

There was a tapping sound from the stall partition to her right.

She didn’t want to look at it.

The partitions to the left and right had small windows set at eye level. The windows were opaque. There were two red buttons beside the windows: Transparent/Opaque, and Open/Close.

Tap, tap, tap.

She had a vague notion what the buttons did.

“Everything okay in there?” Lawrence asked.

“Y… Yes… just don’t leave, okay?”

Tap, tap, tap.

“We need to get to the gate in a few minutes.”

She stared at the opaque window. “I know. I’m just… having trouble going.”

“Do you want me to leave?”

“No!! Do not leave me alone in here!”

Someone laughed nearby.

She stared at the white window.

Tap, tap, tap.

What would it hurt? She thought. She reached over and pressed the Transparent/Opaque button.

The white frosted glass window suddenly turned clear.

On the other side of the gloryhole behind the glass was a huge, erect cock. Thick, clear precum dribbled from the tip.

She quickly pressed the Transparent/Opaque button a second time and the window became frosted white again.

God, what had she done! There was a man on the other side, and he had shown her his dick! She shook her head. Of course, he had, it was a fucking gloryhole. What had she expected the tapping had been about?

Tap, tap, tap.

She chewed her fingernail.

Then she pressed the Transparent/Opaque button again.

The man was jerking off behind the glass.

It was huge, easily three times the size of Lawrence’s penis.

He tapped his finger against the glass and pointed up.

No! No way she was going to do that.

But she kept looking at the thick, veined cock with its purple head and the dripping lube.

Samantha found herself leaning closer.

He tapped again. Pointed up.

Her lips were parted. Her tongue felt too big for her mouth and there was too much saliva in her mouth.

Her hand reached out. It seemed to move on its own. Her fingertip hovered over the Open/Close button.

“Samantha? Are you done?” Lawrence said.

The sound of his voice broke the spell.

She quickly pushed the Transparent/Opaque button.

The monster cock was obscured by the opaque glass.

***

Samantha was being recorded from multiple angles, including from underneath.

On a million video screens in Cuba, a message over her images said: SUBSCRIBE NOW TO WATCH SAMANTHA BECOME SAMMI!

***

Monica and Terri

Holy shit, it's a circus, Monica thought when they reached the gates. The entire concourse was devoted to Air Cuba. Security guards stood at the entrance to the long hallway, checking IDs - a second security barrier to weed out those who shouldn’t be there. A huge sign stood above the security post that read: Over 18 Only Beyond This Point.

The security guard took Monica's passport and eyed her up and down, drinking in every inch of her body.

She barely noticed. She was peering around the corner at the odd mix of humanity that strolled beyond the security checkpoint.

Spandex, latex, and leather were the fashion of choice for almost all the women who walked toward the gates in towering heels. Mixed in were people of both sexes dressed in expensive business suits.

And, nuns. Nuns in full old fashioned black and white habits. Most were statuesque, like the ticket agents, but wrapped in layers of black fabric that reached to the ground.

"Hey, how come we didn't see all these sluts in the main terminal?" Terri whispered. She was sticking close by Monica's side.

Monica pointed at the unisex bathroom. A steady stream of conservatively dressed women entered the rest room and emerged on the other side in fetish wear.

"Wow! Think they got some bimbo machine in there to turn you into a fuck toy?" Terri whispered.

Monica rolled her eyes. "No, dumbo, they're just changing clothes."

A woman in a black latex miniskirt with matching halter top and thigh high stiletto boots emerged from the ladies room exit. A pornographic back tattoo announced her as "Kinky Cunt Kimberly". The image was a portrait of the woman stroking a huge black strapon that was buckled around her waist.

"Holy... fuck!" Terri whispered.

Monica squeezed Terri's hand. "Lauderdale, Terri. Let's turn around and go to Lauderdale. This is too fucking weird - admit it, this is too fucking weird even for you."

Terri bit her lower lip. "It's... pretty extreme."

They watched the towering Amazon whore wiggle her way down the hall to lecherous looks from the other travelers, both male and female.

Terri shook her head. "The tickets are non-refundable."

"Fuck the fifty dollars, Terri. I'll pay it. Let's just get out of here."

Terri screwed up her lips and stamped her foot. "No! Screw that! We're adults, we can handle a little fetish weirdness. We're going to go and have fun - We're doing this," she said as she pushed Monica into the crowd.

Monica felt short surrounded by the women in their skyscraper heels. She had a nagging fear that one of the Amazons might accidentally step on Terri and crush her under a stiletto heel.

The rest of the airport was full of the usual airport stores like Brookstone and J. Crew, with TGI Fridays and Chilis thrown in for variety.

The Air Cuba terminal was vastly different. Every other storefront was a bar that seemed to be serving only two types of drinks: blue and pink. The Amazons and nuns steered clear of the bars, but the people in business suits and the young people like themselves in t-shirts and jeans crowded around the neon lit tables.

Boys were downing the blue cocktails, girls the pink.

“Hey, let’s get some of those pink drinks,” Terri said, and she pulled Monica toward the nearest bar.

“No way. We are not getting hammered in this sea of pervs.”

“God, you are such a buzz kill,” Terri pouted.

“Yeah, well, when you wake up tomorrow and still have both kidneys you’ll thank me.”

Terri was staring at a store front. “Whoa…”

Monica followed her gaze. The store was called Fun Time.

The front display was crowded with dildos and vibrators in an electric neon rainbow of colors. Some of the shapes left Monica baffled as to their function.

The store was full of Amazons.

A giant redhead whose breasts strained against her white latex halter top leaned into the display. She picked up a thick pink vibe at least a foot long and examined it closely.

Monica watched as the woman jacked the fake cock like she was giving a hand job.

Terri was watching, her mouth open.

The redhead looked up at Terri and smiled. Then, she glanced at Monica and licked her bee stung, crimson lips.

The woman lifted her right leg and put her heel on the display counter. She raised her white rubber skirt.

Monica stared intently at the woman’s pink shaved pussy. It was pierced with gleaming silver rings through the labia. A miniature diamond ring dangled from her thick pierced clit.

The redhead slowly rubbed her clit with her free hand. Then she placed the thick pink head of the dildo vibe against her moist pussy lips. It began to slide inside.

Monica came to her senses. She quickly turned her back. “Oh, fuck!”

She glanced down. Terri was still staring at the exposed crotch.

“Terri, Jesus! Stop staring!” Monica hissed.

Terri’s mouth was hanging open. “She’s… oh my, God… Monica, she’s taking it all inside. I mean… how can she? It must be thirteen inches long! And, it’s all going in…” Terri’s voice sounded far away, like she was talking in her sleep.

Monica turned around.

Terri’s eyes were half closed.

The redhead had succeeded in taking the entire sex toy inside her pussy. She was smiling at Terri and moving her lips, whispering something behind the glass.

“Hmm?” Terri breathed. “Yes… yes, I’d like to do that…”

The woman smiled and nodded. She beckoned Terri inside.

Terri turned and reached for the door to the shop.

“Terri!” Monica yelled.

Terri jerked as if she had almost fallen asleep. “Wha… What? Jesus, yell in a girl’s ear why don’t you. I’m two feet away, Monica.”

The redhead started giggling behind the glass. She had pulled out the dildo and tapped it against her lips as she laughed. She smiled at Monica and waved as she turned away.

A sex mural tattoo was painted across her back: Her portrait, a beautiful redhead with hypnotic green eyes, around her a sea of people with blank, hypnotized expressions. Her name was written in green cartoon letters on one side, Mind Fuck Marie.

Monica took Terri’s hand and led her away from the store. “What the fuck was that, Terri?”

“What was what? Hooker had a good act - what, I can’t watch now?”

“No, she had some kind of… control over you. She whispered to you from behind the glass and you started to go into the store.”

“Bullshit,” Terri laughed. “Bitch, you’re trippin’.”

“Terri, no joke. You like blanked out and started to, I don’t know, go to her,” Monica said. She was starting to get scared.

Terri frowned and shook her head. “I don’t remember any of that. I was watching her plow her cooter, and then you were yelling at me.”

Monica sighed. “Can we just get to our damned gate?”

Terri patted her hand. “Hey, Bitchosaurus, it’s okay,” she soothed. “I don’t know what happened, but I’m fine now. I ain’t gonna go all muff diver.” She grinned up at Monica. “Unless, it’s your muff, then I’m totally gonna dive in that little bitch.”

Monica swatted Terri on the forehead. “You just had to make it weird, didn’t you?”

Terri skipped ahead still holding Monica’s hand. “Yeah, it’s my thing.”

They passed by a larger bar. Strippers were pole dancing in the back, wearing nothing but gold and silver paint.

A gold painted dancer grabbed hold of the bar and hung upside down in a split, all to howls of joy from a crowd of frat boys.

Terri pointed at the pole dancer. “I can totally do that!”

Monica rolled her eyes. Terri had taken a pole dancing class at Urbana semester before last. It was all the rage for fitness nowadays, and Terri had begged Monica to take the class with her.

Terri took a step toward the bar. Her eyes rolled back in her head. “Must. Pole. Dance. Must. Pole. Dance. I’m. Slut. Hypnotized. Slutotized.”

Monica growled at her. “Very funny. I'm telling you though, you really scared me back there."

"Geez, Mom, I'm okay. Just chill out," Terri said as she turned away from the neon sex palace. "You know, you really need this sexcation. You have to learn to relax a little. This is like a big carnival - just laugh at the clowns and have fun."

"Clowns are scary," Monica said.

"True," Terri agreed. She looked at something behind Monica and burst out laughing. "Well, babe, if all else fails, you can always get a massage." She pointed over Monica's shoulder.

Monica turned and looked at the storefront. Happy Endings Massage. Another store lit in electric pink. One of the Amazons was massaging a man who lay on his back on a table. He was covered from the waist down by a white sheet.

This Amazon was wearing a dangerously tight latex mockery of a nurse's uniform, her big boobs threatening to rip through the rubber. She leaned over the man, massaging his chest.

Monica shook her head as the sheet over his waist began to tent up.

The Amazon giggled, which should have caused the tortured latex to pop like an overinflated balloon, but it held together. She reached a hand with manicured red nails under the sheet and began to jack him off in full view of the people passing by.

"They don't call it Happy Endings for nothin'," Terri giggled.

Monica closed her eyes and shook her head. "How could the city have agreed to give this part of the airport to Cuba? Where are the people protesting?"

Two boys about their age appeared beside them. One of them shook his head. "Money. That’s how they did it. The Church has deep pockets, and the city wants their share. Anybody tries to protest, the cops will drag them off.”

Monica eyed the tall, skinny boy suspiciously. "Don't come near us."

Terri pushed in front of her. "Excuse my overprotective friend. She's a little freaked out by all the pervy stuff."

The boy shrugged. "Hey, I completely understand. It's an experience. I'm David, this is my friend Paul - we're from UCLA."

The shorter boy nodded and then returned to looking at his shoes.

David jerked his thumb at Paul. "He gets tongue tied around girls."

"Dude, not cool," Paul grumbled.

Terri nodded. "Hey, it's cool. I'm Terri, this statue standing beside me is a marble likeness of my roommate, Monica. She's almost lifelike."

Monica just glared at her and then smiled at David. "Hi. We're from Urbana."

"So, first time in Cuba?" David asked.

"Yeah," Terri said. "How about you?"

"Naah, we go every Spring Break," he motioned toward Paul. "I'm trying to get him to come out of his shell."

"It's really weird down there," Paul grumbled.

"Yeah, but $500 first class round trip is a bargain, man," David said.

"$500?" Monica asked. "For both of you?"

David shook his head. "No, a piece. Still, that's pretty good."

Terri and Monica stared at each other. 

"Our tickets were like $25 a piece for first class," Terri said.

Paul rolled his eyes. "Yeah, no shit."

"Huh?" Monica asked.

David shook his head. "That's his socially challenged way of saying you're pretty - pretty girls get discounted airfare."

Monica stared wide eyed at Terri. "Oh, I am liking this less and less, Terri."

"Calm down," Terri said.

David waved his hands. "No, no, it's nothing bad. It's just Cuban tourism - they want to entice girls to come down to Havana, otherwise all they'll get are frat boys and old pervs."

One of the Amazons strolled by and David, to his credit, managed to keep his eyes mostly on Terri... mostly.

"I think they have plenty of women for the tourists," Monica said.

The tattoo on the woman's back showed a pinup version of the woman leaning back naked on a swing blowing a kiss. Perky Puckery Paula was written in blood red.

"Fembots," Paul whispered.

"What?" Monica asked.

"Fembots," Paul said louder without making eye contact. "Whatever they do to them, it turns them into creepy Stepford slut androids."

David laughed and shook his head. "Dude, you just totally mixed a Bionic Woman reference with The Stepford Wives - ignore him, he watches way too much classic TV."

Monica stepped closer to Paul. "You think they do something to them?"

Paul looked up, apparently startled by the tall blonde's interest. "Yeah... yeah. The more times we go down there, the more I'm convinced something really weird is going on. And, I don't think what's happening is voluntary."

David shook his head. "Paul! Knock it off, you're scaring the ladies."

Monica held up her hand and pointed at herself. "This lady is already scared. Paul, what makes you think they're doing this to girls against their will? We talked to these Christians out front…"

“That shit’s all fake,” David said. “Just the Catholic Church spreading misinformation.” David looked at Terri and shrugged.

“It’s not misinformation… well, maybe some of it is, but we saw some of it ourselves.” Paul actually looked Monica in the eye. "Okay, so like last Spring Break, we were on the plane with this girl, Wendy. She was super nice..."

"Lot of acne," David added.

"Let me tell the fucking story, man," Paul said.

"Go for it."

"So, she's just this like plain girl, you know? Real sweet. Said she was going down to write a story about the new Cuba for the Berkeley campus paper - she was a journalism major," he said and leaned closer to Monica. "After we land in Havana, we didn't see her again."

"Which is a shame, because I thought brah here might actually get some action," David said.

"Dude!" Paul said. "Anyway, we finally see her again when we go to the airport for the return trip - only, she isn't inside the airport she's on the street..."

"Workin' it, if you get my meaning," David said.

"It's Wendy, only she's all fembotized. I mean, she was flat chested before and now she's like a quadruple F cup, and tall, man, like over six feet not even counting those freaky heels."

David nodded. "Yeah, and no more acne at all. Skin like a porcelain doll. She was smoking hot."

Paul stared daggers at him.

"What? She was hot..."

"Anyway," Paul said. "I walked up to her and said, 'Hey, Wendy, what happened to you?' And, she just giggles and says, 'They made me all pretty with big boobies' - like she said it with a cartoon voice, you know? And, then she like bent over and asked me if I wanted to... you know?"

Monica was stunned. "Did she have one of the tattoos?"

"She had them everywhere, but the big one? It was her all spread eagle and naked. Her name was Wide-Open, Willing Wendy."

"That's fucked up," Terri whispered.

"Tell me about it," Paul said. "They got to her, man, and they turned her into a bimbo."

"Okay, okay, hang on," David said. "Yeah, I mean, they really did some work on her, but I never saw anything to make me think they forced her. She was awfully damned happy out on the street, I mean like perky happy. And, she was sour as fuck on the plane. Maybe they just made her an offer, and she took it? I mean, shit, if I was a frumpy girl and somebody offered to turn me into a sex machine, I'd do it."

Paul and Monica stared at him in disbelief.

Terri shrugged. "Fuckin' A, I'd do it too."

Monica shook her head in disgust.

David grinned down at Terri. "Well, that'd be wasted on you because you're already a fox."

Terri smiled from ear to ear. "Flattery will get you everywhere."

A big TV monitor winked on in the ceiling above them. The Air Cuba logo, a red pentagram with a blue plane in the center appeared on the screen.

"What's this?" Monica asked.

"Tourism video. Plays once an hour," Paul whispered.

A nun appeared on the screen. She wore black and white robes but no head covering. Dark glasses hid her eyes. She smiled at the camera while standing in a brilliant white room surrounded by tropical flowers. "Hello, my name is Sister. I have the privilege to be the spiritual and political leader of the Theocratic Republic of Cuba, the first nation of the New Order, one nation under the god Morpheus."

"Morpheus is god!" People called out around the terminal, causing Monica to jump.

"Some of you are leaving Cuba, about to return to the United States. On behalf of all your friends here in Cuba, come back soon! For those of you on your way, maybe for the first time, to our emerald shores, welcome! A satisfying and sensual experience awaits you - for many of you, it will be life changing. Now, just a few rules for you to follow. Public nudity and sexual relations are encouraged. We believe in an open sexual society here without judgment. When you get on the plane, a flight attendant will give you a set of three jewels that will adhere to your forehead."

The image on the screen changed to show three sparkly costume jewelry stones: one red, one yellow, and one green.

"If you put the green jewel on your forehead, it means: I'm totally open to sexual activity. No need to ask, I'm ready to go any time, any place, with any partner."

Monica gasped. "Holy shit."

"A yellow jewel means: I might be open to playing with you, but ask me first," Sister said.

"A red jewel means: No! Don't even ask. Whichever jewel you choose to wear, just know your wishes will be honored and your decision respected," the image returned to show a closeup of Sister's face. She looked stern, but attractive. "We're very proud of the grand experiment we've created in this new Cuba, and we hope you will enjoy your stay."

The image faded back to the Air Cuba logo before the monitor clicked off.

Monica looked down at Terri who had a wicked grin on her face. "Red. You hear me? You put on red, Terri. I mean it."

Terri threw up her hands. "What? I wasn't going to put on green for fuck's sake." She bit her lower lip. "I think yellow would be okay, though..."

Monica just shook her head and sighed.

David smiled down at Terri. "Well, I'm putting on green. Green is a lot more fun."

Monica looked at Paul, who had returned to looking at his shoes. "What about you?"

He glanced up at David who was staring at him. Paul sighed. "Green."

***

Nancy and Eric

Nancy Davis sat at the gate and watched her husband, Eric, thumb through his legal briefs. His cellphone wasn’t allowed but that hadn’t stopped him from bringing his office with him.

The exciting world of corporate law, Nancy thought. When she had met Eric, she had thought being a lawyer's wife would be exciting. He had been Perry Mason or one of a dozen other stereotypical TV lawyers in Nancy's mind.

The reality had been far less than the fantasy.

He worked sixty hours a week - and that was when things were slow. The cellphone was a permanent accessory attached to his hand.

Somehow she had thought that not being able to carry it with him would have made him at least stop working for a few days. No such luck - at least not so far.

Cuba would be different. It had to be different. He couldn't contact the office and get more legal briefs to ponder - he would have to pay attention to her. She stared at him and wondered.

They had walked through a carnival of sex in the terminal to get to the gate, and if he paid any notice, he had been damned good at hiding it. Other than their playfulness at security, he had seemed oblivious. Nancy, on the other hand, was soaking wet. The raw, frank sexuality of the bars with their gyrating pole dancers and the sex shops with their constant parade of unashamed, brazen whores made her heart race. Not that she would have admitted that to her husband - she had canned answers in mind should he ask her opinion: disgusting, how can a woman dress like that in public, etc.

She didn't mind lying to him, being the good, sophisticated wife of breeding - the image she had built for his benefit. If he hadn't been with her, would she have gone in the sex shops? Would she have put on latex boots and miniskirts that made you look even more naked than if you weren't wearing them?

Of course. She'd had a taste of what those girls in the nosebleed heels and rubber received on a daily basis through her many lovers. She wasn't a towering nympho like the walking Barbie's in the terminal, but she wasn't bad for a lawyer's wife in her mid-thirties.

If she'd had children, men would have said she was a MILF - not quite a cougar yet.

This thought made her laugh. She had become increasingly giggly since downing two of the tall pink drinks from one of the bars. She felt warm inside.

Eric read quietly beside her. Boarding the plane couldn't come soon enough. Hopefully he wouldn’t continue reading in his seat.

A pilot was staring at her. At least she thought he was the pilot. He was sitting in the middle of a harem of stewardess Barbies. He had an amused expression on his face. His uniform fit tight, showing off broad shoulders that narrowed down to a tight waist.

His eyes were so dark they looked black.

Nancy looked away then glanced back in his direction.

He was staring.

She was sitting with her red skirt pulled down tight over her black lacy thigh highs. Nancy had her legs crossed, and the handsome pilot was staring her up and down from her red high heels, up her stocking clad legs.

He paused at her hem line, turning his head as if he was trying to see under it. He let his eyes wander up, stopping at her cleavage which was prominently displayed by the low cut neckline.

She reached up and fingered her pearls with her ruby red nails.

The pilot’s eyes locked on hers. He smiled.

Nancy swallowed and smiled back.

His eyes traveled back down her body, settling on her thighs.

He put his big hands together on his lap.

And, then he slowly spread his hands apart.

Nancy drew in a breath and looked quickly away. Had he just motioned for her to spread her legs? In the crowded airport gate? No, she had to have imagined it.

She looked back at him and bit her red nail.

His face was stern. He spread his hands apart again.

She couldn’t? Could she? What if somebody saw her? Eric was right beside her and a woman with short black hair sat beside her reading a fashion magazine.

The pilot stared at her expectantly.

Nancy uncrossed her legs.

He smiled and nodded, his eyes smoldering with lust.

She let her knees drift apart. Her skirt began to climb up her thighs, exposing the top of her stockings.

Nancy was breathing hard as she watched him, started breathing harder when she saw the growing bulge in his pants. She knew he could see the wet satin crotch of her red thong as she let her legs open even wider.

She alternated her focus between his hypnotic eyes and the bulge that now grew down his left leg.

A woman’s face appeared beside the pilot’s - one of the stewardesses, a beautiful blonde wearing a pink latex uniform over a white latex dress and a strange pentagram shaped brooch.

She smiled at Nancy.

Nancy clamped her thighs together and the blonde frowned. She shook her head and made a spreading motion with her hands.

No, she couldn’t. Not for her, she would for the pilot, but not for the blonde woman.

The blonde laid her head on the pilot’s shoulder, and then ran her fingers along the bulging length going down his left thigh.

No! That was for me, not you! Nancy screamed to herself. She frowned and spread her legs, giving them both a view of her soaked panties.

The pilot and stewardess smiled and nodded.

“Did you see that?” the brunette suddenly whispered beside her.

Nancy clamped her thighs together and pulled down her skirt. “Wh… What?”

“That stewardess just groped the pilot,” the brunette said. “And, he must be huge.”

Nancy sighed in relief. “Oh, no, I didn’t see.”

The stewardess and pilot smiled at Nancy. The blonde mouthed the words, “You’re beautiful.”

Nancy looked down… and saw the cellphone the stewardess held at hip level - evidently the flight crew was exempt from the cellphone prohibition. 

The camera was pointing toward Nancy.

Oh, my God! She took pictures… pictures of me with my legs spread! Nancy blushed from head to toe.

The stewardess held the cellphone up to the pilot who turned his head and stared at the screen.

The stewardess said something, and the pilot nodded. His lips moved as he nodded. He mouthed a single word: Yes.

Nancy looked away quickly. The brunette in the business suit sitting beside her was still laughing at the stewardess’s antics with the pilot’s hardon.

“I’m Christine,” the woman said. She was thin with short, shoulder length black hair and a sweet smile.

“Nancy.”

Christine looked over at Eric, who was still reading. “Yours I take it?”

Nancy sighed. She tried to put the thought of the cellphone video out of her head. “Yeah, he’s not quite gotten into the whole sexcation idea.”

Christine laughed. “Yeah,” she said as she looked around. “I have one just like him - he’s in one of the bars looking for someone to talk to about concrete or rebar or whatever they build those skyscrapers with. I’m not even sure he knows what sexcation means.”

Nancy laughed. “The housewife’s lament.”

“Oh, you’re a housewife? Good for you! There are days I wish I went that route. I’m a doctor.”

“You look as lonely as me,” Nancy grumbled.

“Oh yeah. I’m hoping to rekindle something in the hotel room.”

“Me too!” Nancy said. It was nice to have someone who understood what it was like living with a type A personality.

“What hotel are you staying in?” Christine asked.

“Umm, someplace they gave five stars to online - La Lilitu or something like that.”

“Oh, my God, so are we!” Christine said. “Did you sign up for any of the… classes?”

“No, all we saw on the website was a picture of the rooms and the five star rating…”

“Dark web. You have to go on the dark web to see the real website. I printed it all out,” Christine whispered. She looked both ways and pulled out a folded printout from her purse. “I used to date a nerd in college, he turned me on to all this dark web stuff and taught me how to access it.”

The printout had a calendar with scheduled classes. “Get a load of this: Oral Sex 101, Advanced Anal Techniques, BDSM for Beginners…”

“Holy shit!” Nancy whispered. The classes were held in various meeting rooms with names like Seka, Linda Lovelace, and Ginger Lynn. One of the classes was called Orgy Etiquette 101 and it was held in Main Auditorium A. It said it was open to singles only.

“We signed up for this one,” Christine said. “Sensual Massage and Overcoming Inhibitions 101.”

According to the schedule it was open to couples only and held in Main Auditorium Side B - at the same time as the Orgy class in Main Auditorium Side A.

Nancy laughed. “It might get a little loud on the other side of the wall…”

Christine giggled and took a sip of her pink cocktail. “Inhibitions… that’s what I want to overcome. There’s so much I want to talk about with Don - that’s my husband. I just get so embarrassed.”

Nancy gave her a weak smile. “Don’t worry I can’t talk to Eric either.”

Christine stared at her drink. “Can I ask you something?”

“Sure.”

Christine took a deep breath. “What was it like?”

Nancy frowned. “What do you mean?”

“When you… showed the pilot…”

Nancy went stiff in her seat. Christine had seen what she did. She blushed bright red. “I… I don’t know what you’re talking about…”

“It’s okay,” Christine whispered. “I won’t say anything. I think it was… really brave. I wish I had the courage to do that.”

Brave? Nancy had never thought of herself as brave.

She gave Christine a weak smile. “I think I need one of those drinks.”   

***

"Jesus, even the flight crew are Fembots," Monica whispered. They were sitting to the right of the entrance to the jetway and looking at the group of stewardesses and pilots.

Paul sat beside her in the cheap plastic seats and nodded. "Could be worse - the pilots could be Fembots as well."

Monica nodded. They had just watched an older woman wantonly spread her legs in front of a pilot and stewardess while the stewardess filmed the whole thing with an evil grin. Looking around the crowd, she saw lots of lewd behavior. People were making out, all tongues and hands - not just the Fembots, but many of the people in business suits as well. They carried the blue and pink drinks through the airport, sipping in between passionate soul kisses. The only ones who seemed immune were those without alcohol lubrication and the nuns, who sat quietly taking in the sights with half grins.

Paul had explained the nuns were not Catholic nuns, but nuns from the Church of Morpheus. They dressed like refugees from The Sound of Music, but the similarities ended there - plus, Paul said the fabric habits were really just coverings over the latex version of a habit they wore under it.

Paul leaned in close. "Okay, so, look at the Fembot stewardesses. See anything different between them?"

Monica stared toward the circle of women who were laughing at something one of the pilots said. Blondes, brunettes, redheads - more stewardesses than a plane would normally have. They wore tight pink latex dresses - looking much more like hookers than flight attendants. They looked identical... no wait.

"Two of them are wearing white latex under their uniforms, all the others are wearing only pink."

"Exactly," Paul whispered. "That uniform: latex boots, short pink latex uniform? That means they are street whores - the most common kind. You see them everywhere." He breathed out. "But, sometimes you see the one's wearing white. Stay away from them."

Monica stared at the gorgeous brunette wearing the white latex under her uniform. She wasn't laughing as hard as the other sluts. She seemed to be scanning the faces in the crowd. Monica suddenly remembered the redheaded whore in the sex toy shop - she had been wearing the same white outfit just without the pink uniform over it. "They have... powers or something, don't they?"

Paul nodded. "Yeah, don't stare at her, she might notice you." He sighed.

"One of them hypnotized Terri somehow back in the terminal. Scared the shit out of me. How do they do that?"

Paul shrugged. "I don't know. One started talking to me in a bar in Havana last year. I couldn't think straight. I think I... well, she, did stuff... you know? I wanted her to do stuff, and she did, only it wasn't my idea at all, like I was a passenger in my own body or something. Weirded me out."

Monica looked at him. He was handsome, a little short for her, but he had kind eyes.

And, he looked miserable.

"Paul? Why do you go with him to Cuba? I can tell you hate this."

He shook his head. He seemed to be looking for the right words. "Listen, for guys this is like... I'm really shy, okay? In a weird way, this is good for me. I get a thrill from it all - I know that's sick and pathetic, but for a guy this is kind of cool. It makes me feel normal." He looked into her eyes and put his hand on hers. "But, listen, you shouldn't go. I really think it's dangerous for girls to go - I mean, more and more people are going down there for a sexcation. Do you know they had ten times more tourists than Vegas last year? They need a constant supply of Fembots, and I think they take whoever they want. Why in the heck are you going down there?"

Monica looked across the aisle where Terri was locked in conversation with David. She was in full on flirt, right down to hair flips.

Monica laughed. "Terri. I have to go because of her. If I don't go, I'm afraid she'll go by herself."

"You're her bodyguard, huh?" Paul said. He was smiling at her.

Monica felt the urge to flip her own hair. "Somebody has to be - I mean I know it doesn't seem like it, but she's sort of... innocent in a weird way."

They looked at Terri sitting there in the outfit she had changed into for the flight: skin tight pink yoga pants and a black Sid Vicious t-shirt with a ragged V-neck cut with scissors.

Monica shrugged. "Yeah, I said innocent in a weird way."

They both laughed.

Monica looked up to see one of the stewardesses - the blonde with the white dress under her uniform, smiling at them. She stood up and walked over, hips swiveling. She knelt beside them in her tight pink uniform.

"Aren't you two a cute couple?" the blonde breathed. She didn't have the bimbo lilt to her voice the way the others had - her voice was smooth and sexy, like velvet.

"Umm, we're just friends," Paul said. He wouldn't make eye contact with the woman.

Monica felt a slight sadness at that. Was she falling for him?

"I'm Diana," she held out her hand and took Paul's. She then turned to Monica and took hers.

Monica looked down at the woman's perfect black manicure. She wore a large silver pentagram ring on her left ring finger. Two silver figures lay in the center of the pentagram: a naked woman lying on her back, her ankles pinned behind her head by the muscular man who lay on top of her.

Diana smiled. "You like my ring, Monica?"

Monica looked up quickly into the woman's smiling face. "Umm, yeah, sure. I didn't mean to stare," Monica said. A frown crossed Monica's face. "Wait, how do you know my name?"

"You're in first class - I'm one of the first class stewardesses. We make sure we know all our passengers by name. You're Monica, this handsome young man is Paul, and behind us are your sweet friends, Terri and David."

Monica stared at her own reflection in the woman’s beautiful eyes.

"I just wanted to come over, because I know this is your first time, Monica, and I'm sure you have lots of questions."

"My first time? How did you..."

"First time in Cuba, sweetie," Diana smiled showing a mouthful of perfect white teeth. "Did you think I meant something else?"

Monica gave a nervous laugh. "No... no... of course you meant my first time in Cuba."

"So, ask me anything," Diana said. She glanced down at the hem of her dress. "I'm wide open."

Diana's hand in hers was warm. It took Monica a second to realize the blonde was gently massaging her hand. It felt good.

She glanced over and saw that she was doing the same thing to Paul's hand.

"Did you always look like this?" Monica blurted out.

"There, now that's a brave girl," Diana said, still massaging her hand. "No. I looked a lot like you forty years ago."

Forty years? That wasn't possible. She's no older than me, Monica thought.

"Not that there's anything wrong with you," Diana added quickly. "You're breathtaking."

Monica did a hair flip, realized what she was doing and blushed bright red.

Diana laughed. "But I wanted to be... something different. My friends turned me on to this lifestyle, and I've never looked back."

"How did they do this? I mean it's plastic surgery, right?" Paul asked.

Monica was proud of him - he wasn't tongue tied, and not being tongue tied when being given a hand massage by liquid sex poured into latex was pretty admirable.

"The god Morpheus pioneered many techniques to help us reach our full potential."

"Morpheus?" Monica asked. "I thought he was like mythical or something."

Diana smiled. "He's a god. A living god. I've actually met him."

"Do you ever force girls to be..." Monica began. She couldn't find the right word. Whores? Sluts? Prostitutes?

"Whores, dear. We're whores. It's not a dirty word in Cuba," Diana said. "We have no shortage of women begging to be whores. I mean, the physical benefits alone are enough to entice a woman - add to that the raw animal sex all day and all night? Although, it does take some convincing for the women we seek out - but you've probably had more pressure put on you by a used car salesman. Now there's a class of people who will fuck you over and ruin your life."

Monica laughed at the joke.

"Are you interested in joining our little club, Monica?" Diana whispered.

Monica stopped laughing. Her eyes grew wide, and she shook her head. "N... No. I was just curious."

Diana looked directly at the crotch of Monica's jeans. "Of course. Well, if you ever do, let one of us know - after you get through your first time, I mean."

"First time?" Monica whispered.

"In Cuba, dear. Everyone has their first time eventually. It can be a very beautiful and valuable life lesson," Diana said. "Just ask your... friend Paul."

A piece of paper appeared in front of Monica's face. "The path to salvation leads away from Cuba," a lilting voice announced.

Monica looked up.

A girl in a long khaki dress stood beside her, her brown hair pulled back in a severe ponytail. A huge crucifix hung from her neck. She was pretty, but she wore no makeup and her eyes looked puffy. Another girl appeared behind her - they looked identical in both appearance and clothing style. They could have been sisters if not for the difference in hair color. The second girl was a blonde.

Monica took the pamphlet. It was from the Mormon Church, and it featured the words the girl had spoken above an artistic rendering of the island of Cuba burning. "Thank you."

"Your immortal soul is in jeopardy if you partake of the sins of the flesh in Cuba," the girl said. She seemed like more of a Fembot than Diana.

"What if you aren't really doing anything useful with your soul in the first place?" Diana asked. She let go of Monica's hand and reached for the girl's.

The girl shrank away. "Don't touch me."

Diana looked hurt. "Why not? I just want to hold your hand."

"You're unclean," the girl said as she took a step back.

Diana's eyebrows knitted together. "Really? I don't think so - I showered before coming to the airport. Hannah and Captain Alex even scrubbed my back, didn't you?" She called over her shoulder.

Hannah, the other stewardess wearing white latex under her uniform laughed and nodded from a few yards away. The pilot laughed along with her.

"They even washed all my hard to reach spots. They're very thorough - would you like to see?" Diana began to spread her legs.

The Mormon girls stumbled over one another to back away.

"What's wrong, darlings? Did I frighten you?" Diana asked.

The Mormon girls ran away.

Diana called out to them. "It's a federal offense to preach Christianity on mainland Cuba. Our jails are not pleasant." She looked back at Monica and took the pamphlet from her hand. “Highly illegal. Those girls are about to have a very bad day. Honestly, how many of these zealots do we have to arrest before they give up?”

***

Nancy sipped the pink drink and she and Christine whispered and giggled on their bar stools like two teenagers with fake IDs. 

Her secret was out - at least it was out to Christine and whoever the blonde stewardess decided to share her video with.

The covert video still worried her, but she had found a kindred spirit in timid Christine. The brunette doctor seemed enthralled by Nancy's whispered confessions. As more of the pink drinks were shared, more of Nancy’s secrets came out.

Christine sipped away at her pink drink, occasionally stroking the pink straw with two fingers, sucking as Nancy talked about her various lovers.

Poor thing, Nancy thought. Obviously, her medical degree hadn't included any psychology, or Christine would realize she was performing fellatio on her beverage.

The drinks were phenomenal. Strawberry with a hint of cream and an underlying kick that must have been vodka or rum.

Nancy felt warm inside and slightly wet, perhaps from the alcohol, but more likely from confessing her perversions to this total stranger.

Christine lowered her drink to the table, although with some reluctance - her tongue lingered on the end of the straw before returning between her pink glistening lips. "But, do you ever... feel anything for them?"

Nancy shook her head. "No. Eric is the only love of my life. These lovers are just… I don’t know, walking dildos." Nancy returned to her own drink and felt a slight thrill as the straw passed between her lips. They tingled.

Christine laughed and bit her lower lip. "I would fall in love with any guy I had sex with other than Don. I don't know if I could stop myself.  He never touches me."

"What?" Nancy asked. "You're gorgeous."

Christine looked at her hands. "He never stops working."

Nancy took her hand. "Hey, the whole time you're in Cuba he can't get on his phone, can't get on the internet - he'll notice how adorable you are."

Christine gave her a smile. "You think so?"

"Absolutely, babe. The two of us are getting our brains fucked out on this trip!"

Christine choked on her drink. "Nancy!"

Nancy slapped her hand over her lips. "Oh, my God! Did I just say that?"

Christine giggled uncontrollably.

Nancy held up her pink drink and stared at it. "These things are strong. I am so sorry. I don't know what came over me."

Christine's face was beet red. "Don't apologize... I hope... I hope we do get our brains fucked out!"

The two of them collapsed in laughter.

"Question: How can you tell when two beautiful women are talking about sex?"

Nancy and Christine stopped laughing and looked up at the woman who asked the question.

One of the flight attendants, a towering brunette with a lovely British accent smiled down at them. "Answer: When their lips are moving."

Nancy and Christine burst into laughter.

The flight attendant leaned in close. "So, what were you nasty girls talking about?" She asked in her cultured British accent.

The air seemed filled with the scent of apples and cinnamon. Nancy felt light headed for a moment. "Wow, that's great perfume..."

"Oh, it isn't too much is it?" The stewardess asked. Her pink uniform was tight over the white latex dress she wore.

"No!" Christine said a little too loud. "I think it smells wonderful!"

Nancy looked both ways. "We were just sitting here bitching because our husbands won't pay any attention to us - but we're getting... we're getting our brains fucked out on this trip, aren't we Christine?"

Christine broke into another fit of giggles. She stared transfixed at the silver pentagram brooch on the stewardess's white latex choker.

"Good for you!" the stewardess said. She placed a hand on Nancy's right shoulder and her other on Christine's left shoulder. "You shouldn't let anything get in the way of your pleasure."

No, that's right, Nancy thought. That was soooo right! Why hadn't she thought of that before? Her pleasure was the most important thing. She felt very warm and a little sleepy.

Christine's eyes were shut.

"A woman should be pleasured constantly, don't you think so, Nancy?" the stewardess asked.

"Yessss!" Nancy whispered. She felt like she was drifting on a cloud. A beautiful cloud that smelled like apples and cinnamon.

"And if your husband is unwilling on this trip, then you must find other cocks to fill you."

Nancy stared into the stewardess's eyes. "Yes... yes, I should. I need to be pleasured. Other cocks would be a good idea."

"That's right. Big cocks... more than one at a time if possible."

Nancy slumped forward slightly, but the stewardess held her up.

The woman's words made such good sense. She should get fucked by multiple men. She’d never been with more than one at a time.

The stewardess removed her hands from their shoulders.

Nancy blinked and shook her head. What had she been thinking about?

Everything swam back into focus. The stewardess was smiling down at her.

Nancy smiled back. "Oh, wait... how do you know my name?"

The woman laughed. "Of everything I said, you can only remember I called you by name?"

"I'm sorry," Nancy laughed. "It's these drinks. They're sooo strong."

"Mmm, Pink Panty Soakers, living up to their name I'll wager," the stewardess said.

Christine giggled like a school girl.

"I know your name because you are Nancy 5D," the stewardess said. "And, this is Christine 6C. I'm one of your stewardesses in first class. I'm Hannah." She held out her hand and Nancy took it.

Nancy's mind went blank.

"I'm not in seat 6C," Christine said. "We're in row 10."

Hannah glanced at her. "You need to be quiet now, Christine. I've moved you to row 6 so you can be close to your new BFF Nancy."

"But... but 6C would be an aisle seat. I want the window," Christine whispered.

***

Hannah sighed and rolled her eyes. She still held Nancy's hand in her right hand. She turned and put her left index fingertip between Christine's eyes. "No, you're right handed. You're going to need to be on your husband's left. Now, you go to sleep for a minute like a good girl."

Christine's eyes rolled back in her head, and she slumped face down on the bar.

"There now. That's much better," Hannah said. She leaned forward and kissed the back of Christine's neck. Then she pulled the hem of Christine's gray skirt up exposing her black silk panties on the red leather bar stool.

Hannah smiled down at her handiwork, and then gently pulled the back of Christine's panties up causing the silk to slide up into the cleft of her buttocks, exposing her taut white cheeks. "Even better."

A man walked by staring at the exposed, sleeping brunette.

Hannah smiled at his shocked expression. "Nice view, don't you think?" 

The middle aged man stared at Christine's ass and nodded.

"Come closer."

The man walked toward Christine, his face red.

Hannah leaned down and whispered in Christine's ear. "Now, Christine, don't you feel like a slut with your little whore ass hanging out there for everyone to see?"

Christine whimpered in her sleep.

"Well, you dirty girl, you've made this poor man all hot and bothered with your little display. That's just impolite. Be a good girl and raise up slightly so he can see your little wet crotch?"

Christine raised her butt off the chair.

The man breathed harder staring at the saturated silk covering her pussy.

Hannah ran her finger down the panty covered slit and Christine gasped and arched her back. 

Hannah smiled pleasantly at the man, letting her pheromones carry through the short distance between them. "I know it can be intimidating in public, but we're all adults here, aren't we? Why don't you pull out that hard cock and stroke it - I think everyone would love to see it..."

He fumbled with his zipper, dropping his briefcase on the floor.

Hannah leaned forward and whispered in Christine's ear. "Silly girl. Don't you know panties just get in the way?" Hannah asked. She looked up at the bartender on the far end of the bar and motioned for him to come over.

The man locked eyes on her and lit up, passing three other patrons to reach her. "May I help you?"

Hannah smiled. "So prompt and courteous."

"White Witches always go to the head of the queue," the bartender announced.

Hannah smiled and nodded. "Professional caste?"

"Yes, mistress," the man answered.

Honestly, they need something to mark them, she thought. It was so hard to tell the professionals from the uninitiated masses.

The bartender looked down hungrily at Christine who was now moving her hips in circles above the barstool.

The middle aged man behind her had pulled out his six inch cock and was stroking himself openly, never taking his eyes off Christine's panty clad twat.

Nancy stared straight ahead like a statue, her hand still firmly held in Hannah's graceful right hand.

"I'm working on a new whore, and I seem to be short a hand," Hannah said with a sly smile.

The handsome bartender smiled. "I live to serve you, mistress."

"Oh!" Hannah said with a laugh. "I like that. You and I are going to get along fine - do you have a sharp knife handy?"

He reached under the bar and pulled out a paring knife. "Will this do?"

Hannah nodded and took the knife from him. "Thank you."

She slid the blade under the thin waist band of Christine's panties at the left leg opening.

Christine drew in a deep breath as the knife blade touched her bare skin.

"Relax, darling," Hannah whispered as she drew the knife blade up cutting into the fabric, stopping with only a few strands of silk wrapped elastic remaining.

She repeated the process on the other side.

Hannah handed the knife back to the bartender, and then she turned to the middle aged man whose breathing was becoming more and more rapid. "Shh," Hannah whispered. "Calm down now. We mustn't cum yet. You don't want to disappoint her, do you?"

The man smiled, his expression bliss. "Nooo..."

"Good. She's hot and she needs release. You do want to help her, don't you?"

The man nodded, his half lidded eyes never straying from Christine's bobbing crotch.

"That's very good. Now, darling, I know how hard it can be not to cum when you have such a beautiful and eager little slut just begging to be fucked, so I'm going to help you." She reached out with her left hand and caressed his temple. "There. I joined us together. You can't cum until I release you. Go ahead and try."

The man jacked himself faster and then gave a whimper.

Hannah laughed. "Why don't you rip the panties off this little slut and get a better look?"

The man didn't hesitate. He reached out and tore the panties off.

Christine's eyes fluttered open as she moaned.

"No, no, darling. Go back to sleep and have wicked dreams," Hannah whispered. She looked at her watch. Twenty-five minutes before she would need to board and prepare the first class cabin. Plenty of time.

Christine lapsed back into a troubled sleep.

The man stared at the crotch of the ruined panties he held in his right hand while he stroked himself with his left.

"Taste them. She's dripping with aphrodisiac thanks to all those Pink Panty Soakers she's been drinking," Hannah said.

The man ran his tongue along the stained wet silk.

He began to hyperventilate, and his cock grew larger in his hand. He dropped the panties and bent down to guide his cock into the moaning slut gyrating on the stool.

"No!" Hannah commanded.

The man froze.

"Jerk off. Use your other hand to finger fuck her, but don't you dare put your cock in her," Hannah said as she stroked Christine's short black hair. "This is a lady not a whore. A slut to be sure, but she isn't just a cum dump." Hannah looked into Nancy's glassy eyes. "Not like this one. This one is a back alley whore, or at least she will be if I have any say in it."

The man slid a thick middle finger into Christine's dripping snatch.

She cooed and moaned, rotating her hips to coax the digit deeper.

Hannah smiled and nodded. She wrapped both arms around Nancy's neck. "Now, that should take care of your little friend for a few minutes. Let's start fucking your mind, shall we?"

The bartender leaned on the bar. "I love to watch you perverters work."

Hannah gently cupped Nancy's breasts. "A healthy C cup, sometimes I wish there wasn't such a focus on the extreme with the higher powers." She cupped her own enormous rack. "I miss variety."

"What are you doing with my pet project?" a voice asked behind her.

Diana stood with her hands on her hips and a mock pout.

"Relax, bitch, I got bored," Hannah said playfully. "I'm not making any permanent changes... at least not in Nancy here."

Diana ran her finger along Christine's firm buttocks as they bounced. Christine had managed to maneuver the man's finger into a position so she could ride it like a tiny cock.

Her fluids dripped down the leather barstool.

"I thought she was off limits - potential Professional Caste or something?" Diana asked.

"Oh, this is charity work. This poor thing needs to loosen up whether they initiate her or not."

Diana giggled. "Well, she's definitely getting loose. But that doesn't explain what you're doing to my project - I've already had her exposing herself to half the passengers at the gate."

"Like I said, I got bored." Hannah took Nancy's hand and lifted it. "Nancy, dear, why don't you show me how you give a blowjob? Use your thumb as a dick."

Nancy slowly opened her lips and licked the end of her thumb. Then she engulfed it, sliding it in and out of her mouth.

"Good girl," Hannah whispered.

The bartender watched Nancy's thumb fellatio and licked his lips. "If you need her to try out something a little more realistic, just let me know..."

"Bad boy!" Hannah said. "Just enjoy the show and don't interrupt - the grownups are talking."

"Yes, mistress," he said with a laugh.

She kissed Diana on the cheek. "Now, don't be cross. I have every confidence in your powers of persuasion - you're a seductive little slut."

Diana put her hands on Hannah's waist. "You should." Diana kissed her and let her hands rise to caress Hannah's breasts.

The bartender stopped paying attention to the mock blowjob - two Amazons making out was much more interesting.

Diana broke the kiss. “You have ten minutes, so whatever you have planned for these two dosed sluts? You better get on with it. I’m not preparing First Class on my own. Also, we have our other special projects to tend to.”

She turned and walked back toward the gate.

“Oh, God! I need to cum!” Christine whined. She still had her skirt hiked up, bent forward on the red leather bar stool. She had one hand stroking her bare clit while she rode the businessman’s finger.

A puddle of girl juice leaked down the side of the stool.

The businessman was frantically stroking his cock one handed, the head pointed directly at her swollen pussy lips from behind.

Hannah checked her watch. Time for a climax.

“A brandy snifter, if you don’t mind?” Hannah asked.

The bartender smiled and grabbed her one from the rack.

“Thank you.” She leaned on the masturbating man’s shoulder. “You really need to cum, don’t you?”

“Yes!” the man cried.

“I know you’d like to cum all over Christine’s pretty cunt and ass - and I must say under normal circumstances, I might let you.”

The man whined.

“But I have need of your spunk.” She held the brandy snifter sideways with his cock head inside it. “Cum for me, now!”

The man groaned and stream after stream of white cum jetted out of his spasming dick.

Hannah smiled as she caught every drop in the glass.

His ejaculation slowed and he stopped stroking.

Hannah held up the glass and smiled. “At least three teaspoons! Well done!”

The man looked ready to fall over.

Hannah turned her head sideways and leaned close. “You can go now.”

The man turned, unsteady.

“You might want to zip up first,” Hannah reminded him.

“Oh… yeah. Thanks,” he said as he zipped up his pants.

“Oh! And, don’t forget your briefcase,” Hannah said.

The man nodded and picked up his case. Then he stumbled away.

Hannah looked at the cum in the glass. “Hmm… I think we need a bit more.” She held the glass out for the bartender. “Be a dear, would you?”

The bartender smiled and stroked a twelve inch erection over the rim of the glass. “I might need a little motivation…”

“How’s this?” Hannah asked. She leaned down and pushed her tongue into Christine’s mouth.

The thin brunette reciprocated and moaned harder into the kiss.

“Fuck yeah!” the bartender said, and then he was cumming, adding his jizz to the glass.

Hannah stood up and smiled. She held out her hand and took the glass. “Now, this is a good amount.” She leaned down and whispered to Christine, “What a good slut you are, making two men cum like that.”

Christine moaned.

“Would you like to cum now, darling?”

“Yesss! Oh, God, yes!”

“Fuck yourself hard with two fingers.”

Christine thrust two fingers into herself and began to fuck them in and out.

“Very nice. Rub your G-spot.” Hannah held the glass near Christine’s overheated pussy. “Now… cum.”

Christine shuddered and moaned.

She began to squirt.

The liquid poured into the glass.

“That’s perfect, darling.”

Christine collapsed, exhausted onto the stool.

Hannah held up the glass, it was half full of boy cum and girl cum. “Perfect!”

She handed the glass to the bartender. “Do you know how to make a Bukkake Bomb?”

“No, can’t say as I do,” the bartender said as he zipped up his pants and took the glass from Hannah.

“Just put in two ounces of vodka and give it a swizzle.”

“Top shelf?” the bartender asked as he pointed to the alcohol bottles above the bar.

“Of course, dear. A drink like this requires the best vodka money can buy,” Hannah said with a smile.

He poured vodka into the glass and added a swizzle stick.

Hannah took it from him. “Why thank you.”

“Um, that’ll be $15.00,” the bartender said with a slight grin.

“Oh! It’s not for me,” Hannah said. She turned to Nancy. “Nancy, dear, stop sucking your thumb. I have a drink for you.”

Nancy pulled her thumb out of her mouth and stared at Hannah with a vacant expression. “What is it?”

“A Bukkake Bomb, sweetheart. All the girls are drinking it in Cuba.” She handed the glass to Nancy.

Nancy looked at the cocktail.

“Drink it down, dear. It’s good for you.”

Nancy tilted the glass back and drank it in one gulp.

Hannah laughed as Nancy licked some stray cum from her lips.

***

Holding their hands, Hannah led the duo back to their husbands. They walked with smiles and glassy stares.

“Oh, my darlings, this is going to be such a fun trip. Now, just a few more things - you’re not going to remember anything about what happened over the last half hour. You had a drink with a beautiful stewardess and talked about naughty things. Do you understand, girls?”

“Yes, mistress,” they said together.

“Very good. Christine, sweetheart, you’re now devoutly bisexual. You’re equally attracted to men and women. When you get on the plane, the first thing you are going to do is ask for a blanket, a pink panty soaker for yourself, and a blue pile driver for your husband. As soon as you’re seated, give him a hand job. Do this for the entire flight until he passes out. Eat his cum whenever you can - just make sure you keep ordering drinks.”

“Yes, mistress,” Christine whispered.

“As for you, Nancy: you’ve never been so turned on. Keep drinking pink panty soakers and try to get your husband to order something. That’s it - Diana will help with the rest,” Hannah said.

She released their hands and smiled. “See you luvs on the plane!”

Christine and Nancy blinked and staggered.

“Um, yeah… yeah!” Nancy said as she sat down beside her husband.

“It was nice to meet you,” Christine said. She watched Hannah’s ass as the stewardess walked away.

Christine licked her lips.

***

Hannah ran on her stilettos to catch up with Diana at the entrance to the jetway. She wrapped her arm around her lover’s waist as they followed the flight crew onboard.

“How did they work out?” Diana asked.

“Amazingly. First, we have our little Tammi slut being loaded into the club level. Samantha and Lawrence, our newlyweds, are now assigned to our flight back in coach orgy class. Nasty Nancy and her little doctor sidekick are in First Class,” Hannah said.

“I’m going the blackmail route with Nancy. It’ll be fun to make her do my bidding without a brain fuck,” Diana laughed.

“Mmm, I love that,” Hannah said. “Oh, and then we have Monica and her friends also in First Class.”

Diana winked. “I can’t wait to get my hands on Terri - you know she’s a state senator’s daughter?”

“Really? Havana’s going to love that leverage.”

Diana nodded. “This flight is going to be epic.”

***

“FLIGHT 118 TO HAVANA NOW BOARDING ALL CLASSES,” a ticket agent said in her bubblegum sweet voice over the loudspeaker.

There were ten lines for boarding: two for first class, eight for coach.

Monica stood beside Paul and looked at the sea of people preparing to board. “How is this possible?! This many people on one plane?”

“Didn’t you see them taking off?” Paul asked. “They’re the biggest airliners ever built.” He touched her arm. “Listen, when we get into the jetway, don’t freak out.”

She looked at him warily. “Why? What’s going to happen in the jetway?”

“There’s a medical exam…”

“What?! Fuck no!”

Paul lowered his voice. “Listen. There’s still time for you to turn around. I know you feel responsible for her but I’m not kidding…”

“I’m scared out of my mind.”

“And you should be. If she won’t leave with you? I promise I will watch her as close as I can.”

Monica smiled. “You would, wouldn’t you?”

Paul blushed. “Please listen. You need to get out of here.”

“I can’t leave her. I’m sorry.”

“You’re too beautiful. There’s no way they haven’t noticed you.”

She took his hand. “Do you have any idea how sweet you are?”

He rolled his eyes and turned away. But he smiled.

Monica took a deep breath. “This medical exam? What is it?”

He shrugged. “They take you into a room. You sit down in a chair. They shine a light in your eyes.”

Monica stared at him expectantly. “And… then what?”

He shook his head. “That’s it. The chair does a CT Scan or an MRI or something. It’s over in just a few seconds. Then you get up and walk through to the plane.”

Monica laughed nervously. “I thought there was some kind of full body cavity search or something.”

“No, no… I mean it’s been exactly the same each time. Just a bright light, nothing else.”

The line began to move.

Terri and David walked side by side in front of them.

Monica took Paul’s hand as they passed by the smiling fembot who ushered them through the door.

The jetway was wide. Inside there was a wall of doors - four, side by side. There was a red light over each.

The lights turned green, and the doors opened on four small booths.

“Please step into a booth and sit down in the chair,” a perky redheaded stewardess said.

Terri, David, and Paul each stepped into a booth.

“You too, hon,” the stewardess said.

Monica stepped inside and the door hissed closed behind her.

“Relax,” a male voice said from the ceiling. “Please sit down in the chair.”

The chair looked like something that belonged in a dentist’s office: a black leather lounge chair with thick padding.

Monica sat down in the chair.

“Please look directly into the light.”

And the booth instantly filled with a blinding white light.

***

Monica fell asleep instantly. She didn’t feel the restraints that locked onto her wrists, ankles, and neck. She didn’t feel the chair carried downward on a robotic arm into a massive, sterile white room filled with medical personnel in white and red latex outfits.

Her chair was placed in a line beside the chairs containing Terri, David, and Paul.

Terri’s clothing had already been stripped.

“Terri Thompson. 19. Picked out for Whore Caste. Designation Cheerleader Whore, no brain wipe. Final destination slave auction.” a doctor said as he read from a tablet. “Breast augmentation to DD - slow formula. Double slutifier.”

Robotic arms ending in hypodermics swung down from above, injecting both her breasts through the nipples and piercing her ovaries through her abdomen. Pink fluid flowed into her body as she moaned.

“And, sterilize,” the doctor in the tight white latex uniform said.

A sixteen inch long, blue dildo rose up from the floor on another robotic arm.

The seat of Terri’s chair split in the middle and the two halves spread wide, parting her thighs.

The dildo swung forward between her legs and slid gently into her pussy. It continued moving till seven inches was buried inside her.

The dildo made a snapping sound - the sound of needles extending from the head of the dildo and injecting her cervix. Her cervix opened, dilating to the size of the dildo. A polymer sprayed out from the tip of the dildo and coated the inside of her uterus, sealing off the fallopian tubes.

A few seconds later, the long dildo surged forward burying itself deep inside her now elongated pussy.

Then it made one final injection: a retrovirus that would form a new, more sensitive clitoris sixteen inches deep in her new plumbing - a place that only a dildo or Whoremaster could reach.

A nurse stood by David’s couch. “According to the chart, he’s a VIP?”

The doctor nodded. “He brings us new recruits. They gave him a ten inch dick in exchange for his help procuring talent - they promised to make him a Whoremaster at some point in the future.”

The nurse in the tight white and red outfit laughed. “Never going to happen.”

“Nope.”

They stepped over to Paul’s chair.

“Paul Stroud… oh,” the nurse said as she looked at the tablet. “I’ve never done one of these before.”

The doctor shook his head. “We don’t have to do anything. Says here the White Witches are doing everything for him.”

She nodded toward Monica. “And her?”

“Absolutely hands off. That one belongs to the witches as well.”

Another doctor ran up to them. “Hey, I got a problem over in the coach line.”

“What?” The first doctor said.

“Witches picked out a woman for trailer trash whore and turns out she’s three months pregnant.”

“No problem. Grab an extractor and notify the witches.” He turned to the nurse. “Button these four up and keep the line moving. I’ll be back.”

***

Samantha and Lawrence

Samantha opened her eyes. Had she been asleep? She remembered being enveloped in a white light and then…

The booth door opened in front of her.

“Please exit the booth so the next passenger can be processed,” the voice said from the ceiling.

She stared at the open door.

But the door had been behind her when she walked in. She should be looking at a blank wall.

She turned and looked behind her.

No door behind. Just a wall.

“Please exit the booth so we can continue boarding.”

Lawrence appeared in the doorway. “Samantha? You okay?”

“Huh? Yeah. I think so.”

She stood up. Her dress was too tight across the middle.

And then the baby moved.

“Oof.” She put both hands on her abdomen.

“Hey? Are you sure you’re okay?” Lawrence asked as he stared at her stomach.

Twelve weeks. They can move at twelve weeks, she thought.

She smiled at Lawrence. “I’m fine.”

***

Nancy

“Fuck, did they probe us or something?” Don, Christine’s husband said as he stepped out of his booth. “Feel like my nuts were in a vice.”

Nancy laughed as she stepped out of her booth into the jetway.

“Don!” Christine scolded.

“Well, it does, doc. What do you think they did to us in there?”

“Couldn’t have been much,” Nancy’s husband, Eric said. “We were only in there for a few seconds.”

“Seconds?! Are you kidding? Must have been at least ten or fifteen minutes. I’m a power napper and I feel like I had a power nap,” Don said. He was a giant of a man, at least six and a half feet tall and built like a linebacker.

“You think?” Eric asked as he scratched his head. He looked at Nancy. “You think it was that long?”

“I don’t know.”

It didn’t seem strange to Nancy until later that none of them had checked their watches. The thought hadn’t even crossed their minds.

Nor would it cross any passenger’s mind to even look at their watch until they landed in Cuba.

The white light did more than just render someone unconscious. It made ‘suggestions’.

They followed the other passengers toward the plane.

Monitors in the ceiling above showed a video of a monstrous pink and blue aircraft with eight engines. “You will be travelling today in an Eros IV Leviathan from Cuba Aerospace. The Eros IV’s eight rotating jet engines allow it to take off and land vertically, like a helicopter. The Eros IV has three levels. You will be on the top level: First Class. Coach seating is on level two reachable by the grand stairways located fore and aft from First Class. Level One is the Club Level with full service erotic entertainment…”

“Full service erotic entertainment? What does that mean, exactly?” Eric asked.

“I’m pretty sure it means there’s a brothel,” Nancy said.

“Not just that,” Christine said. “A strip club, peep shows - it was all on the dark web.”

“We oughta check out that strip club, Eric,” Don said and elbowed him.

The two of them had been fast friends as soon as Christine and Nancy introduced them.

“Hey!” Christine said. “Aren’t Nancy and I invited? We like naked girls too.”

Don stared at her with his mouth open. “Uh… since when?”

Christine looked confused. “Since always. Besides, there might be naked men as well.” She looked at Nancy and winked.

***

Diana did a last minute check of the first class seats. The big, comfortable blue and pink leather recliners were ready. She smiled. Most White Witches would have considered this menial work, but Diana enjoyed it. Not everyone could be Maria Marapova plotting world domination.

Captain Alex walked by looking at his tablet. “We have some weather over the Atlantic off the Carolinas, I’ll be diverting us east around it. We’ll go supersonic to make up the time. Listen, they’ll probably notice the storm off to starboard so you might have some nervous passengers.”

“Yes, sir,” Diana said with a smile.

He looked sheepish - a junior Whoremaster had no business being called ‘sir’ by a White Witch. He should be calling her ‘Ma’am’.

She rolled her eyes, picking up on his discomfort. She reached out and adjusted his tie. “What is it with you boys and these ties? You never get them straight.”

“Can’t get used to the damned things. If clothing is optional for the passengers, shouldn’t at least ties be optional for the flight crew?”

Diana smiled. “Go do pilot-y things, Captain. We’re busy.”

***

In the first class galley, Hannah was checking the supply of drinks, Pink Panty Soakers and Blue Pile Drivers, available for the flight. The drinks were laced with Ambrosia, the powerful aphrodisiac produced in the breasts of female transformed and the testicles of male transformed. The drinks served in the airport itself were relatively low powered.

The drinks on the plane were much more potent.

By the time Flight 118 landed in Havana, there would be few if any inhibitions left in its passengers.

A stewardess with curly blonde hair sat twirling a curl on the end of her finger as she studied a book.

Hannah smiled at the Street Whore. “What are you reading, Daphne luv?”

She held it up and smiled, her big brown doll eyes glimmering.

The title read: MAINTENANCE AND REPAIR OF SMALL NUCLEAR REACTORS.

“I wanna be ready next month when they switch the Eros IV’s over to nuclear power. Do you think they’ll let me be a flight engineer?”

Hannah stared at her. “Daphne, can you understand the words in that book?”

“Oh, sure! It’s mostly schematics and troubleshooting lists. Quiz me! I know the exact procedure to scram the reactor in the case of a catastrophic coolant malfunction whether that be from a loss of coolant pressure because of a leak or because of a failure of both the primary and backup coolant pumps.”

Hannah smiled and stroked her hair. “You know all about nuclear reactors, but you still mix up the salt and sugar containers in passenger meals.”

Daphne shrugged. “Nuclear physics is easy, but it’s impossible to tell the difference between salt and sugar unless you taste it.”

Hannah shook her head. Street Whores were enigmatic combinations of wet-dream bodies, sultry passion, incredible strength and dexterity, rainbow and unicorn innocence, and momentary glimpses of godlike brilliance. If Whore Caste was the next step in human evolution, Street Whores themselves might be one step beyond that. “You know, I think you’d make an excellent flight engineer.”

Daphne gave her a brilliant smile.

A tone sounded from the overhead speaker.

“But for now? Help me get the drinks ready…”

***

Monica and Terri

This can’t possibly fly, Monica thought as they stepped through the wide doors into First Class.

“Jesus,” Terri said.

This was less an aircraft cabin and more like an auditorium.

There were no windows - instead the skin of the plane was transparent. Monica could see the terminal and runways beyond.

A large man walked into the cabin and stared. “That’s not possible.”

His wife, a small brunette woman walked beside him past the comfortable looking seats to the bulkhead.

He put his hand on the skin of the plane. “My God, it’s metal. It’s transparent metal!”

Hannah stepped out of the galley with a tray of drinks. “Yes, it is. I’m afraid the composition is a closely guarded secret. Blue Pile Driver?”

The man took it. “This plane was made in Cuba?”

Hannah nodded. “Designed and constructed. Over the past few years, a large number of scientists and engineers have immigrated to our island. Our technology has made great strides. Christine, would you like a Pink Panty Soaker? I know you love them.”

The small brunette blushed, but she took the cocktail quickly and began to drink.

Diana stepped out of the galley. “If you will all take your seats, we’ll be getting underway shortly.”

Monica checked her ticket - that was strange. Her ticket seemed to have changed from when she received it at the ticket counter. Almost an hour ago, she could swear the flight number had changed. And now, her seat number was different.

Somehow, she was now seated beside Paul and Terri was seated by David.

Coincidence? She rubbed the paper the ticket was printed on. It felt more like plastic than wood fiber.

She almost jumped as delicate fingers caressed her cheek.

Diana was smiling at her. “They’re tiny, disposable computer screens that display what our computer tells them. I took the liberty of placing you and Terri with your new friends. I hope you don’t mind?”

Monica found herself licking her lips as she stared at Diana’s lips and eyes. She wasn’t just a beautiful woman, she was breathtaking.

Diana smiled wider. Then she leaned closer. “I think you should have put ‘heteroflexible’ on your profile as well. Don’t worry. I won’t tell,” she whispered and then winked.

Monica sat down in her seat. It conformed to her body and immediately warmed to just a fraction of a degree below her body temperature.

She was staring at Diana as the curvy witch walked away.

“Don’t let her get in your head,” Paul whispered beside her. He took her hand.

Monica blushed and looked at him. “I’m… sorry. She just…”

“You’re attracted to her. It’s cool.”

“No! No, I’m… I like men… you. I like…”

He smiled. “Hey, it’s okay. Look, I’m afraid of these witches and the Church as a whole scares the fuck out of me… but I agree with them on a lot of things.”

Monica blinked. “Huh? How so?”

Paul shook his head. “The Whore Caste? They believe in ‘free love’ - sounds silly, like something out of the ‘50s or ‘60s but I mean I think they’re saying some pretty awesome things. Why is it wrong to love everyone?”

“It’s not wrong.”

“Yeah, but you’re embarrassed because you’re attracted to Diana.”

“I… I like you. I don’t want you to think I’m a lesbian or something.”

Paul laughed. “Why do we have to put a label on things? Why do we have to think of ourselves as A or B or C? I think that’s what Whore Caste is trying to say: just love each other and let it work itself out.”

She shook her head. “For a guy who was doing his best to get me not to go to Cuba, you sure sound like someone who ‘drank the Kool-Aid’.”

He laughed. “Maybe. All I’m saying is they’re bringing about a sexual revolution. Just like in the ‘60s and ‘70s. Yeah, I think they’re doing it underhanded and dirty. I think the methods are wrong but maybe the philosophy is right.”

Monica smiled mischievously. “So, does that mean you’re attracted to men?”

He laughed again. “No, it doesn’t. I personally find men unappealing. But I wouldn’t be down on myself if I did, nor would I judge someone else harshly if they were attracted to men.”

She giggled. “Oh, so you’re just a pig who wants to see me get it on with Diana?” 

He squeezed her hand. “No, I’m just a guy who would tell you he could handle your desires and kinks if it meant he could spend any time, any time at all, around you.”

Monica stopped giggling. “Wow… okay. Really?”

He touched her face. “Yeah. Really.”

***

Terri sat with David a few feet away from Monica and Paul. “They’re really hitting it off, huh?”

David leaned back in his seat. “Yeah, looks that way, huh?”

“He’s okay, right? I mean he’s not a player, right?” Terri said as she stared at Monica, watching her laugh and flirt and feeling a good deal of jealousy.

“Paul?! Naah, he doesn’t have any game at all. Total nerd. He’ll probably be proposing to her by the end of the trip.” He ran his finger up Terri’s yoga pants covered thigh.

Terri bit her lip and watched his finger trace little designs on her thigh.

She was completely turned on, had been since the ‘medical exam’. It seemed like the light in the first class cabin was growing steadily brighter.

The crotch of her yoga pants was soaked.

She stared down at David’s lap.

There was a very large bulge.

He caught her looking but she didn’t care.

David took her hand and laid it on his thigh. “Go on and feel if you like.”

She looked around. No one was looking at them.

She pressed her hand into his left thigh and began sliding up.

Terri stopped almost immediately, and her eyes bulged.

Something thick and hard was extending down his pants leg.

Terri was no virgin and had been with a lot of men, but the shape she felt was quite frankly the biggest cock she had ever encountered. “Fuck,” she whispered.

“You like that?”

His jeans were turning darker in a circle just a short distance up from his knee.

“Yes,” she whispered. She trailed her fingers up. How big was it? Ten inches? More?

He was smiling at her. “Starting to feel pretty turned on, huh?”

Terri nodded slowly as she continued to caress him.

“What say we join the mile high club once this thing gets in the air?”

Terri smiled at him.

***

Nancy and Eric

“Goddamn, these drinks are strong!” Eric said as he looked out the ‘window’ wall.

“You’ve had three of them,” Nancy laughed. She had put away two ‘Pink Panty Soakers’ sitting here on the plane, and she had lost track of the number she had downed in the bar.

“They’re… having an interesting effect,” he mumbled. He looked down at his pants.

Nancy giggled. Her husband was hard and tenting his khakis. “Want me to take care of that?”

“With people watching?” Eric asked red-faced.

“Why not? I hear they have full-blown orgies back in coach. Why not a hand job in first class? Or maybe… some oral?” She giggled. She nodded at the seats beside them. “Not stopping Christine and Don…”

They had a blanket across their laps. Don was leaning back in his seat and every once in a while you could see that Christine’s hand was moving up and down underneath.

“Jesus,” Eric whispered and smiled. “Looks like fun.”

Nancy nodded. “Excuse me, Hannah?”

The Amazon brunette was passing out even more Blue Pile Drivers and Pink Panty Soakers to the next row. She looked toward Nancy. “Need something, luv?”

“A blanket?”

Hannah smiled. “Oh, I see you definitely need a blanket.” She winked. “Just a moment.”

Diana ducked her head out of the galley. “Careful, Eric. Blue Pile Drivers sometimes have a sedative effect. Wouldn’t want to have you falling asleep and disappointing your wife, now, would we?”

“Sedative effect? No, I’m…” He yawned big and blinked. “Now that you mention it.”

Nancy looked at him. “Don’t you dare,” she whispered.

He nodded off, his head falling to the side.

“Son of a bitch,” Nancy whispered.

Diana laughed. “Well, Hannah, he’ll still need that blanket.”

Hannah laughed and handed the plastic wrapped blanket to Nancy.

Diana walked over to Nancy, her hips swiveling. She handed her another Pink Panty Soaker. “I made this one special for you, Nancy. I want you to drink every single drop.”

Nancy’s eyes grew slack.

Diana leaned close. “Now, you let your husband sleep. No hanky-panky. But, just so you know? Our restrooms are wonderful for masturbation. When you can’t take it anymore? Relief is just a few steps away.”

Diana walked away as Nancy drank down the pink drink.

***

Samantha and Lawrence

They really should have gotten first class tickets. Samantha looked around coach. It was the size of an auditorium. Each row had five seats on the left and right sides of the plane and at least thirty seats in the middle section.

The rowdiest people were in the middle section.

They were all drinking the blue and pink drinks and clothing had become optional very quickly. Dozens of women were already topless, and several people were completely nude.

“I don’t know if I can handle this,” Samantha said. She was sitting next to Lawrence who had a window seat.

He looked over her shoulder. “Relax. Anybody lays a hand on you, I’ll belt them.”

She leaned against him.

Beside them, a short woman with big boobs glanced toward him. She looked like she was in her early forties. “Please do not let me get dragged over into that middle section.”

“Dragged?” Samantha asked.

The woman nodded. “Yeah. When the orgy starts? They get handsy. The stewardesses will close the partitions when that happens but, last time? They didn’t lower them quick enough, and I almost ended up DP’d.”

“Orgy?! Partitions???” Samantha whispered.

“Didn’t you know? Sweetheart… that center section is for the inflight orgy. They’ll be doing it like animals as soon as we get over the ocean. And, the partitions?” She pointed up above the aisle.

Something that looked like a cargo net was hanging tied from the ceiling.

“They lower that to keep the ‘action’ inside the middle section.”

Samantha stared at the net. Then she leaned over to the woman and asked, “What’s a DP?”

The woman just stared at her for a second. “A DP? You know? Double penetration?” She looked both ways, then she whispered, “That’s when you’re doing two guys and one sticks it in your pussy while the other one puts it in your ass.”

Samantha stared at her wide-eyed.

“Don’t ya watch porn, honey?”

“Um, not that kind I guess…”

“Well, when the orgy starts, you’re going to see a lot of crazy things. Just stick close to your husband and don’t go near the net.”

***

Hannah stood at the bottom of the grand staircase and looked back down the plane at coach / orgy class. Samantha and Lawrence were tucked away where she had instructed.

One of the stewardesses was standing nearby and Hannah beckoned her.

“Yes, Mistress?” The bouncy redhead said with a smile.

“Oy, none of that Mistress shite, makes the normals uncomfortable.”

“Sorry, Hannah.”

Hannah smiled. “No harm done, Olivia. Listen, 18 A and B?”

Olivia looked over her shoulder. “Yes?”

“Once we’re underway, slip the husband a dose of knock out in his Pile Driver. Then add a diuretic to the wife’s Panty Soaker.”

“Sure thing.”

“When wifey tries to go to the loo, send her down to the club level. As soon as she’s gone, prep the husband for transformation.”

“Golly! In his seat?”

“Yes, luv. He’s getting the full works so make sure to slide the seats in front of him forward.”

“What about the other woman in the row?”

“Give her a double strength Panty Soaker and tell her to move,” Hannah said.

Captain Alex’s voice came over the loud speaker. “Flight Crew, prepare to disembark.”

***

Monica and Paul

Hannah, Diana, and Daphne stood in front of the passengers in first class. 

“The Eros IV is equipped with multiple, redundant safety features,” a voice said from the ceiling. “In the case of an emergency landing on the ocean, the Eros IV floats and is capable of continuing on to Cuba on even a single jet engine as a hydrofoil. Our speed today will reach Mach 1.5 over the Atlantic; however, you will not notice when we break the sound barrier.

“Our stewardesses and stewards are well versed in all sexual techniques and are here for your enjoyment…”

Diana winked at Monica who blushed and quickly looked at her feet.

“…please do not be shy in asking for sexual favors. Clothing is optional on this flight and any and all sex acts are permitted and encouraged. Flight crew, please pass out the consent gems.” 

The stewardesses began walking up to each passenger in first class.

Monica wasn’t surprised when Diana walked straight to her and held out her hand. She opened her hand and revealed three little gems set in intricate silver settings: one red, one yellow, one green.

“Your choice?”

“Red, please,” Monica said. Her voice came out as a whisper though she hadn’t meant for it to.

“Red means no sex,” Diana whispered back. “Technically if you have sex with a girl, you’re still a virgin… in the eyes of the Church anyway. Still want red?”

Monica stared at Diana’s full red lips. “Y… Yes… red.”

Diana smiled. “Such a good girl.” She pressed the red stone to Monica’s forehead. It stuck fast.

Monica reached up and touched it.

Then Diana turned to Paul. “Green, right?”

“Yellow,” Paul said. He smiled at Monica. “I think I’d like to be asked first.”

Monica smiled back.

Diana raised an eyebrow and pressed the yellow gem to his forehead then continued to the next passenger.

Monica sighed. “That stuff she said about me being a virgin…”

“Hey, I think that’s wonderful,” Paul said. 

She blushed.

The stewardesses took a seat near the galley and a low rumble began. The plane began to vibrate.

Monica gripped the armrests.

Paul’s warm hand closed over hers.

She looked at him.

“It’s going to be okay,” he said.

She smiled and, for some reason, she believed him.

Through the transparent walls, she could see the skyway retract toward the terminal. The engines were rotated down, and dust and debris scattered under the force of the big jets.

Then the huge plane began to rise straight up into the air.

***

Hannah turned in her seat and stared into Diana’s eyes. She didn’t have to read her mind to know what she was thinking about.

All those decades ago when Diana had been transformed and the finishing Ambrosia had hit her system, she had a vision. She was sitting in a seat not unlike this one, but she had not been on a jet.

In her vision she was in a rocket and Hannah, though she had never met her, though she hadn’t even been born yet, had been sitting in the seat beside her.

And, when Hannah had her own vision? It had been exactly the same.

One day, Hannah and Diana would board a rocket and leave the earth behind.

***

The big Eros IV rose into the midday sky over O’Hare. The engines rotated back to horizontal, and the plane began arcing skyward with its cargo of travelers.

***

Terri

Terri desperately needed diddling. Just diddling hadn’t been her thing for several years, a good hard fuck was more her speed.

But right now, with her pulse pounding and her breath coming in short gasps, she would have settled for a diddle - just a little finger bang. Her libido had always been along the lines of a rabbit in heat, but this was ridiculous.

She couldn’t take her eyes off the swollen tube running down David’s pants leg and her mouth watered every time she looked at the dark spot close to his knee.

Fuck he was big and, oh fuck, did she need to fuck.

Clothing was optional and you could do whatever kinky shit you wanted, she had a cute little green gem on her forehead, and her panties were sopping wet.

She wanted nothing more than to tear off her clothes and ride David till she broke him.

She looked around the cabin.

Nobody was naked here in first class and nobody was fucking.

Off to her left side, some middle aged brunette was jacking off her husband under a blanket.

Terri knew she should just do it, just get naked and start the party, but nobody wanted to be the first person on the dance floor.

The seat belt sign went off.

“I’m going to the restroom. Why don’t you join me in a minute or two?” David said with a grin.

Thank fuck! Terri nearly screamed. He was as horny as she was!

David got up and made his way to the forward restrooms.

“One Mississippi, two Mississippi, three…” Terri whispered to herself.

She was proud that she made it all the way to ‘Sixty Mississippi’ before she practically jumped out of the seat and headed toward the restrooms.

She nearly fell - her feet were hurting. Something was going on with her arches.

She stood on her toes and the pain subsided.

Muscle cramp? She thought. She continued on tiptoe to the restroom.

The door to one of the four bathrooms opened as she reached them.

David took her hand and pulled her inside.

As airplane toilets went, this one was huge. Two people could stand in it easily. There was even a small chair built in beside the toilet.

“Wow, this is the biggest…”

David picked her up and stood her on the small chair. Then he kissed her, pressing her against the bulkhead.

“Mmmph!” She moaned.

He shoved down her yoga pants and pulled up her Sid Vicious t-shirt at the same time.

“Fuck yeah!” She laughed as his lips closed on her left nipple. She glanced down. “My tits are swollen.”

He laughed with her nipple in his mouth. He tongued it and then sucked.

Terri hissed in a breath. She was so sensitive! Was this because she was so fucking turned on?!

His fingers went to her pussy, and she practically fell on his hand.

He touched her clit and she squealed, clamping her thighs together and, oh fuck! Did she cum?! She fucking came!

“I had an orgasm!” She giggled. “I’ve never that fast.”

He set her on her feet on the floor.

Then he put his hands on her shoulders and pushed her down to her knees.

He unzipped before she could do it herself.

David wasn’t wearing underwear and his big cock fell through the open zipper.

“God, you’re beautiful,” Terri whispered. Her hand wouldn’t go all the way around the shaft.

“Ten inches,” David said proudly. “I want to get to thirteen.”

Terri giggled. “I think you’re done growing.”

David sneered. “You’d be surprised. Suck me.”

Terri bit her lip coyly. “Make me?”

David nodded. “Fuck, yeah.” He grabbed the back of her head. Then he grasped the base of his cock and rubbed the head across her pouty lips.

Terri parted her lips and licked his purple head. It was salty and slick and exactly what she needed.

There was no way it would fit in her mouth.

His fingers curled in the back of her hair and her eyes bulged as her mouth opened wider than… it should be able to.

His cock pushed into her mouth, hesitated at the entrance to her throat and then proceeded down.

“Goddamn, I love the fucking cocksucker mods,” David hissed as he held her in place.

It wasn’t possible! She would gag on a five incher and now a ten incher was balls deep in her throat?!

And, blocking her airway.

She slapped at his abs trying to push him back.

“Relax, you can do this,” David said.

She moaned around the meat that threatened to suffocate her.

Then he pulled back and out.

Terri collapsed on the floor gasping. “You… dick!”

“Shh, I just had to show you what you’re capable of.”

“What? Dying?!”

He laughed. “You wouldn’t have died. There are new little tubes leading from the back of your nose into your windpipe.”

“What the fuck are you talking about?”

He shook his head. “I need to use you, Terri. I need you to be a good girl.”

Her horniness returned in a tidal wave. Terri reached down and finger fucked herself hard as she moaned.

“That’s right. The Church AI does a great job of conditioning you, doesn’t it?”

“Mmm, what? Oh, baby, please? I need…”

“You need to suck my cock. Don’t you, good girl?”

“Ooo, yeah. I’ll be good this time,” she giggled. What was going on with her? All she wanted to do was please him.

She got back on her knees and inhaled him, taking him down her throat in one gulp. 

He wasted no time beginning to throat fuck her.

My mouth is a pussy, Terri thought. Somehow my mouth is a pussy.

She didn’t need to breathe between strokes - she was still breathing even with the stiff schlong sliding past her tonsils. Little tubes leading from the back of your nose into your windpipe… that was ridiculous.

And, yet, she could breathe.

Something wasn’t right but it was soooo hard to focus when she was being a good girl and making her john feel good.

Huh? Her john? A shiver of delight went through her. She was a prostitute… no! A whore! She was a whore and David was her john and…

She orgasmed again with no stimulation except the dick in her throat and the sexy thoughts.

He pulled out and she whined. She wanted to taste him! She needed to taste him!

She tried to suck him back between her lips, but he took charge completely.

He spun her around on her hands and knees. “Arch your back, slut.”

Terri gasped and smiled. She arched her back because her john wanted it, and she was programmed to please her client.

She squeezed her eyes shut and shook her head trying to clear the foreign thoughts. “David? Be careful… you’re too big for me.”

From experience, she knew big cocks hurt and this one was more than an inch bigger than any she had ever fucked.

Now that harpoon was poised at her pussy lips.

He just laughed and surged inside her.

Terri screamed. It was from anxiety and surprise. There was no pain.

And that simply wasn’t right.

None of this was right.

His plum sized head should be slamming into her cervix at this point making her howl, but instead all she felt was pleasure.

It was almost like her cervix wasn’t…

Her eyes rolled back in her head as he set up a steady rhythm, her clit being rubbed with each stroke.

David’s hands were locked on her waist, and he was grunting as he used her.

She screamed again as she came, squeezing his cock, milking him. Liquid was falling on the floor.

“You’re squirting, you little whore,” David laughed.

He was pounding her like an animal.

Terri had never been made love to so thoroughly. It was just raw, animalistic fucking and it was absolutely what she needed.

David groaned and she could feel his hot cum surging into her.

“Oh, God, so good,” Terri moaned as she laid her face on the floor. Condom! She should have made him use a condom. The thought faded as suddenly as it came into her mind.

Somehow, she knew there was nothing to worry about.

David continued to thrust awkwardly as he softened, emptying every drop of jizz into Terri’s pussy.

He slipped out and stood up. “Come here and clean me.”

Terri rolled onto her back and looked at him with sleepy eyes. “What?”

David smiled. “With your mouth. Suck me clean like a good girl.”

Suck him clean! Of course! She had to suck him clean. She was being lazy.

She rolled quickly to her knees and sucked him eagerly into her mouth, savoring the taste of his cum and her juices. She lapped greedily.

Then the door opened, and she froze.

David stroked her hair. “No. Don’t stop.”

She looked to the side.

The blonde stewardess, Diana, stepped inside and closed the door behind her. “How did she perform?”

“World class. She’s a fucking porn star,” David said.

Terri continued to suck him as she looked up at both of them.

“Actually, you both are,” Diana said. She nodded toward a tiny camera in the corner of the ceiling.

Terri’s eyes bulged.

“Stop sucking him, Terri,” Diana commanded.

Terri stopped immediately and leaned back, putting her hands behind her back and looking at the floor. Why had she done that?

“Good girl,” Diana said.

A tremor went through Terri when Diana called her a ‘good girl’.

“I know how to pick talent, don’t I?” David asked.

“Hmm, yes, I suppose.”

“Two inches this time? Please?”

Diana laughed. “No, David. You do realize I would have picked her out for a Cheerleader Whore without your recommendation, right?”

“Mistress Diana, please,” David whined.

“Don’t whine, David.” She looked down at Terri. “She is a good find. You’ve done well. Two inches is too much. But I think one is in order.”

David smiled broadly and began jacking his half-erect cock. “Thank you, Mistress.”

Diana took a syringe out of her uniform pocket and removed the safety cap revealing a needle about three-quarters of an inch long. “You see, Terri? If you want to get a man to do something? Just tell him you’ll give him a bigger cock. He’ll do the work of the Devil himself for an inch more.”

Diana stabbed the needle into the base of David’s cock.

David winced and bit his lower lip as the blue fluid flowed into his hardon.

Once the fluid was transferred, she withdrew the needle and replaced the safety cap. “Go rest. You’ll be eleven inches long within about an hour.”

David was already pulling on his jeans. “Thank you, Mistress.” He looked down at Terri as he buttoned his pants and pulled the t-shirt over his head. “You’re a great fuck, Terri. I know you’re going to enjoy your new life.”

Terri stared at him as he stepped out of the restroom and closed the door behind him.

“What’s… going on?” Terri whispered.

Diana sat down on the chair. “I’m afraid we’ve pulled a nasty little trick on you, Terri. You see, when you were in the medical evaluation? We did things to you. You’re not quite human anymore.”

Terri began to hyperventilate. She couldn’t move out of the submissive pose she was in on the floor.

“Terri? Relax. No one is going to hurt you. We chose you because you have a strong sex drive, and you love to have fun. Did we misread you?”

“Chose… me for what?”

“To be a Cheerleader Whore - it’s a class in Whore Caste. Part of the fear you’re feeling right now is a flood of empathy. You were a little lacking in it before but you’re developing a very sweet and kind personality.”

“Let me go,” she whined.

Diana smiled. “There’s nothing to be afraid of, Terri. Listen to me. Did you think you were going to graduate from college and have a career?”

“Huh? No… I don’t guess…”

“No, you wouldn’t. Which means one of two things: you would’ve married someone who would have to take care of you, or you would spend the next few decades as a party girl. Either way? You will end up unfulfilled and alone.”

“No! Not necessarily…”

“Is your mother happy? Your father?”

Terri blinked. “My mother is a state senator.”

“But, is she happy?”

Terri slowly shook her head.

“No. She isn’t. Most people are unfulfilled. What do you like to do, Terri?”

“I like… to have fun. To party…”

“To fuck?”

Terri laughed in spite of her fear. “Yeah, I guess.”

“Then here’s our offer: you’re going to spend all eternity having fun. Partying. Fucking. You will derive real pleasure from being used and needed. You’ll be young and beautiful and happy - forever, Terri. You’ll never grow old, never get sick.”

“As a what? A sex slave?”

Diana laughed and shrugged. “I’m Whore Caste so technically I’m a sex slave. Do I seem unhappy?”

“N… No…” Then she scoffed. “But, wait, you said forever. Nobody is young forever.”

Diana smiled and raised an eyebrow. “As someone old enough to be your grandmother? I disagree.”

***

Samantha and Lawrence

It was a madhouse.

As soon as the pilot turned off the seatbelt sign, coach class went nuts. They weren’t waiting till they were over the ocean.

The middle row seats reclined all the way back and within seconds, the entire middle of the plane was one long ‘mattress’ made out of fully reclined leather chairs.

A pink haze permeated the middle section, piped in from the vents above.

And the passengers in the middle section began taking off their remaining clothes.

The tan cargo nets on either side of the middle section dropped down and locked.

Mouths were locked on cocks, pussies. Huge erections began probing holes.

Within the net, it was a sea of naked flesh moving and rippling.

And Lawrence had passed out after his last Blue Pile Driver.

She had refused her Pink Panty Soaker until the stewardess had assured it was a ‘virgin’ soaker with no alcohol.

“God, watch them go,” the short woman with big boobs sitting in their row said. Her name was Gretchen and she seemed to find the whole show fascinating.

A big blonde was being assfucked just on the other side of the net. She looked at Gretchen and smiled. “Come over here and let me eat you out through the net. Please, I’ve never eaten pussy before.”

The man behind her slapped her ass as he pounded her.

Gretchen laughed. “Sorry, hon. I’m strictly dickly.”

The woman being assfucked shifted her gaze to Samantha. “What about you? Oh, God, I want to eat you out!”

Samantha looked away quickly.

A moment later she looked toward the woman again.

The man had turned her sideways and she was now eating out a plump redhead inside the net while the man fucked her.

“Disgusting, isn’t it?” Gretchen said.

“I don’t get it,” Samantha said. “If you don’t like all this, why go to Cuba?”

Gretchen shrugged. “Hotel is cheap. Wine is cheap. And, I get to look at naked guys. What’s not to like?”

Samantha laughed. She turned to Lawrence who was sleeping so peacefully he looked dead.

She needed to pee badly.

Samantha got up and scooted past Gretchen.

“Heading to the can?” Gretchen asked.

“Yeah.”

“Stay way back from the net. They’re gropers.”

Samantha sighed. “I’ll do my best.”

People did lunge at her from behind the net. A few times she had to lean over people seated by the windows.

Judging from the leers she was getting from some of the people sitting in window seats? She was in just as much danger from them.

There were restrooms fore and aft, she chose the ones in the rear.

A redheaded stewardess smiled at her as she reached the restrooms.

“Sorry, Ma’am. These restrooms aren’t working,” the balloon titted redhead said with a smile.

“But… I have to go.”

“Sorry.”

Samantha turned and looked back toward the front. The restrooms at that end looked a mile away. And, it was past the orgy.

“You can go downstairs to the club level. Lots of bathrooms down there,” the stewardess said. Her nametag read “HI, I’M OLIVIA. ASK ME ABOUT MY BLOWJOBS!”

Samantha stared at the nametag in shock for a second. “Is it… Is it dangerous down there?”

Olivia blinked her big blue eyes. “Dangerous? Golly, no.”

“I mean with all the sex like up here?”

The redhead giggled. “It’s nothing like up here. More like a strip club.”

Samantha really had to pee. Bad.

“Thank you,” Samantha said and headed down the big spiral staircase.

Olivia watched her go. Then she ducked in the galley and grabbed the pink satchel she used to hold her transformation kit.

She smiled as she walked up the aisle toward Lawrence.

***

Terri

Terri stood at attention in front of Diana.

Not being in control of her own body made Terri feel like crying.

“Terri, no one is going to hurt you. I promise,” Diana soothed. “It’s kind of sexy, isn’t it?”

She was completely naked except for a pair of hooker heels Diana had given her - Diana explained the pain in her feet was because the muscles and tendons in her feet were forcing her into a pose for heels. Just another one of the potions that had been injected into her during the medical ‘exam’. Heels would be a requirement for the rest of her life (i.e., Eternity).

“Your body is changing. No doubt you’ve noticed the breast growth and increased horniness?” Diana asked.

Had she noticed? It was all she could think about. Even now, standing helpless and naked, all she could think about was hard cocks… and pussy.

“That will pass. It will be like a background noise once your body gets used to the higher hormone levels.”

Terri felt ill. Not only was her will no longer her own, Diana was inside her head reading every thought. She could rifle through every memory like a burglar ransacking a house.

“I’m not doing that,” Diana soothed. She caressed Terri’s cheek. “Please believe me: I’m only reading your emotions and the surface thoughts. I’ve been doing this for a very long time.”

“You could change me inside. You could erase me and replace me with something else, couldn’t you?”

Diana nodded. “Yes, Terri, but I won’t. We don’t like to do that. Most of us want to help you, not erase you. I want to show you a better way to live. I know you’re frightened.” She reached down and fondled Terri’s clit with her long thin fingers.

“What are you doing?!”

Diana smiled. “What you wanted. I don’t have to dig very deep to find your attraction to me.” She kissed Terri lightly.

Terri moaned. Her kiss was sweet, gentle.

“Thank you. My coven says I kiss the best out of all of us.”

“Coven?”

Diana nodded. “Thirteen of us. We’re an old coven, one of the first. Hannah is one of us.” She kissed Terri again.

“Are you in charge?”

Diana laughed. “No one is in charge in a coven, silly. I mean we are all bound by a Whoremaster. His name is Dan…”

“So, you’re basically just a harem?”

Diana laughed harder. “No, we’re not Dan’s harem. We’re a coven of equals. And, you might be interested to know four of the coven are men and one is a futanari.”

“What’s going to happen to me?” Terri asked.

“Nothing bad. You’re a member of Whore Caste. Our primary job is to keep the other castes happy, especially Professional Caste - doctors, scientists, philosophers…”

“We’re their slaves?”

Diana shook her head. “No, darling. Truth be told? They are ours. We hold the very fabric of our society together.” She sighed. “No, if we are slaves to anyone? It’s to the Church. The Religious Caste. They command and we must obey. Remember that. They can hurt you, Terri.”

***

Samantha

That fucking stewardess lied! Samantha thought.

Club Level was just as dangerous as coach.

Worse, there was no net barrier to hold them inside.


At the bottom of the stairs, a naked blonde was lying on her back with her legs wrapped around a brunette.

The brunette was sliding her long cock in and out of the blonde’s pussy - yes, the brunette had a cock.

Futanari! Samantha thought.

Like everyone else in the country, practically everyone else in the world, Samantha had been inoculated against the Futa Virus as well as the Bimbo Flu. However, the sight of the futanari terrified her.

A man knelt behind the futa, fucking her.

The futanari had a cock and balls, as well as a pussy between her scrotum and anus.

The man was fucking her pussy hard while she drove her futa cock into the blonde.

Samantha’s curiosity got the better of her and she stood staring for a moment.

The man smiled at her. Then he pulled his six inch cock out of the futa’s pussy and pushed it into her asshole.

The futanari laughed and moved her hips in an ‘O’.

“Join us,” the blonde on the floor said. “It’s so much better than we even imagined.”

Samantha put her back against the bulkhead and slid past.

The futanari turned her head and looked at her. “Come on, baby. We don’t bite.” She smiled and showed fangs like a poisonous snake.

Samantha screeched and ran down the hallway. She could hear the three of them laughing behind her.

Club Level had two long hallways running the length of the fuselage, one to port and the other to starboard. There were no windows here and the halls were lit by garish pink and blue neon. She walked down the port side.

There were booths to her right about four feet wide. Each had a light above them that was either green or red. The air in the hallway was strange. There was a light pink mist in the hallway, and it smelled a lot like the pink drinks.

Most of the doors were labeled: PEEP SHOW but a few were labeled RESTROOM. She found a RESTROOM door with a green light on over it.

Samantha turned the knob and stepped inside.

It was small but a little larger than a bathroom stall. There was a small toilet to the right and a small sink to the left with a large mirror on the back wall.

She turned the lock and started to pull up her white dress.

Then she saw her reflection in the mirror.

The jewel in her forehead was green. Not only that it was blinking!

It wasn’t possible. She had specifically chosen a red jewel. So had Lawrence.

So why was her jewel blinking green?!

She would figure it out later. For now? Fuck the jewel, she had to pee!

***

Lawrence

Stewardess Olivia double checked her tablet to make sure she was at the right seat. It wouldn’t do for her to transform the wrong person!

Lawrence was sleeping peacefully in his window seat.

A short woman with big boobs was sitting on the aisle.

“Excuse me, Ma’am,” Olivia said. “The gentleman here needs medical attention. I’m gonna need you to scooty-scoot to another empty seat.”

“What kind of medical attention?” The woman asked.

“Oh, I’m afraid privacy laws prohibit me from divulging that information. If you could just move two wittle bitty rows up? I’d sure appreciate…”

“You’re gonna do kinky shit to him, aren’t ya?” The woman asked with a twinkle in her eye.

Olivia blinked. “Uh, golly, no. He needs… medical attention.”

The woman laughed. “You’re a doctor?”

“Well, gee, no.”

“Listen, honey, I don’t give a fuck,” the woman said. “I just love watching you perverts do this shit. You get right to work but either you let me watch or I’ll raise all kinds of hell.”

Olivia frowned. She looked at her tablet. “Gretchen Applewood of Milwaukee, Wisconsin, you are a meanie!”

“No, I’m just middle aged, divorced, and I want to watch some kinky shit. Now are we going to keep jawing until his wife gets back from the shitter, or are you going to freakify him?”

Olivia huffed and tapped her foot. “Okay, fine. You can watch.” She pressed a button on her tablet and the row of seats in front of Gretchen slid forward giving Olivia more room to work. She wiggled past Gretchen and leaned Lawrence’s seat back.

“Handsome, isn’t he?” Gretchen asked.

“Quiet please.”

“Just making conversation.”

Olivia undid Lawrence’s belt, unbuttoned his pants, and unzipped his fly.

She pulled his pants down to his ankles.

“Fuck,” Gretchen whispered.

The blue boxers he wore were tented up and stained dark with precum.

Olivia pulled the boxers down exposing his seven inch cock.

Gretchen reached over and stroked him.

“Hey! Knock it off!” Olivia hissed.

Gretchen laughed.

Lawrence moaned in his sleep.

“What are you going to do to him?” Gretchen asked.

Olivia opened her transformation kit and pulled out a hypodermic filled with blue liquid.

“Fuck yeah,” Gretchen giggled.

***

Samantha

Samantha felt like she had just peed out half of Lake Michigan. What on earth was in those drinks?

She closed her eyes and took a deep breath.

She could smell the pink drinks.

She opened her eyes and looked up.

The pink mist from the hallway was thicker here. Peering up through the fog she could see why: the mist was being pumped in through a vent.

Samantha felt better since she peed. She must have seemed like a spaz out in the hallway. So what if these people were doing kinky things? She and Lawrence had picked this vacation for the kinky atmosphere, hadn’t they?

She leaned back on the toilet and let her eyes close.

It felt better to be in an enclosed space with so many weirdos on the plane. At least in here she knew no one would grope her.

She felt a momentary pang of guilt leaving Lawrence up in coach, but he was a man - who would mess with a man? Especially one who would wake up if you tried anything and defend himself?

The pink mist seemed to be getting thicker and there was a sound coming from these speakers in the ceiling.

She wiped and pulled up her panties. She stood up and looked in the mirror over the sink. For the flight, Samantha had decided to wear the white dress she had changed into at the reception. It was made from the same satin as her wedding dress.

She took a step back and rubbed the swell of her baby bump. Was it bigger? It seemed bigger than this morning - the dress was certainly more snug.

Samantha started to turn around and then she moaned. She grabbed the edge of the sink. Her legs felt weak, and she felt warm and tingly ‘down there’.

She rubbed her eyes and blinked. The mist made everything look like she was viewing it through pink lensed glasses.

“Mmm,” she whispered. She was wet and tingly, totally turned on. She bit her lip.

Lawrence had rocked her world last night but if anything she was more turned on now than on her wedding night.

The pink mist, she thought. Something…

She smiled. Did it matter why? She needed to fuck! Who cared why?

She put down the toilet seat and sat down.

Samantha spread her legs and fingered herself through the soaked lace panties. She laughed and squeezed her left breast with her free hand. 

So sensitive! Her breasts (tits, jugs, boobs) felt bigger, and her nipples were straining against the lace bra (take it off!).

She had a sudden urge to get undressed. She quickly unzipped the back of the dress and carefully folded it and laid it on the sink.

(Look at yourself!)

She squeezed her eyes shut. The hissing from the speaker above seemed louder. She could almost make out the words…

(Look at yourself, now!)

She leaned against the sink and looked at her reflection. Nice B cup breasts (tits) in the pretty lace bra (take it off!) and her tiny lace panties.

Samantha smiled as she unhooked the bra and absently dropped it in the trash bin. She cupped her bre… tits. She cupped her tits and squeezed. 

(Too small.)

She frowned. She needed a boob job. How was she going to keep Lawrence (attract studs) with her fucking small tits? 

Small or not, the stimulation felt good. She closed her eyes and rocked on her heels.

Samantha reached down and slid the fingers of her right hand into her panties.

Her pubic hair (Disgusting! Remove it!) was soaked with her desire.

She slipped out of the panties and looked down in revulsion at her brown curls. How could she have left anything so disgusting on her body on her wedding night?

A small door slid up behind the sink revealing a pump bottle of green liquid.

(Permanent hair remover. Apply it to your cunt and asshole. Then coat your legs, arms, and any other body hair. Leave only your eyelashes, eyebrows, and the hair on your head. Wipe it off with towels. Obey!)

She quickly applied the green liquid to her hands and began saturating her pussy and ass.

She felt the hairs loosening. “I will obey,” she whispered with a smile.

***

Lawrence slept as Stewardess Olivia worked. IV needles ran to veins in his arms and thighs and plugged into receptacles built into the overhead compartment.

As soon as Olivia plugged the clear tubes into the overhead receptacles, liquid in a rainbow of colors began to flow into him.

Two more IVs ran into his testicles.

Lawrence’s veins throbbed as the liquid poured into him.

He was completely naked, a headset over his eyes and ears, and a clear, plastic cock sleeve encased his cock. A long flexible tube ran from the overhead receptacles to the end of the plastic cock sleeve. The tube moved, apparently applying suction. His six inch cock expanded and contracted as the sleeve sucked him.

Gretchen sat and watched the ‘work’ being done on Lawrence with a look of devilish glee. “That cock sleeve is fucking huge - I mean his dick is like, what? Six inches? That tube’s close to fourteen…”

“Sixteen,” Olivia said as she double-checked the IV connections.

“What the fuck are you doing to him?” Gretchen asked.

Olivia pouted and put her fists on her hips. “I told you! He needs medical attention! He’s a very sick man.”

Gretchen laughed. “Yeah, he ain’t the only sicko in this row right now.” She pointed at the tube. “Is his dick going to fill that drain pipe once you’re through with him?”

Olivia shrugged sheepishly. “Maybe.”

“Fuck,” Gretchen whispered. “I’m going to enjoy watching this.”

“Well, you better change seats ‘cause I’m going to fasten the net around your row - that means you can’t get out, not even to tinkle, for like three hours.”

“Oh, I’ll hold it if I can watch a man grow a sixteen inch dick. He’s going to get all muscled too, isn’t he?”

“Maybe.”

Gretchen nodded toward his head. “What are you doing to his brain?”

Olivia sighed. “He’s learning. We all learn this way. If I put a headset on you, maybe you’d learn not to be such an A-S-S-H-O-L-E.”

Gretchen burst out laughing.

Olivia huffed and stepped out of the row. She pushed a button on the overhead and a cargo net curtain descended, locking itself in place on the floor.

Gretchen looked around and smiled. “Just you and me now, Lawrence.”

She scooted closer to him. She ran her red fingernail down his ribs, then reached down and stroked his balls with their IV tubes trailing out.

When she touched them, his pubic hair fell away in wisps.

“Wow,” she whispered. She caressed his pecs and his chest hair fell away, leaving his skin smooth and tanned.

Gretchen laughed and slid her hand inside the front of her sweatpants.

***

Terri

Terri had completely embraced the ‘bi’ of her bisexuality.

She was on her knees, still in the abnormally large first class bathroom, with her nose and mouth buried in Diana the White Witch’s dripping and delicious pussy.

Diana smiled down at her as Terri ate pussy like a fat kid on cake.

She felt Diana tense for the third time and suddenly Terri’s mouth was flooded with her yummy girl juice.

When Diana stopped convulsing, Terri leaned back and smiled. “How was that?” She asked in a high, sweet voice. She licked Diana’s juices from her lips.

Her boobs were like two cup sizes bigger - finally, titties! Mom had refused to allow her to get a boob job.

Of course, a boob job wouldn’t have resulted in the slight brain fog she was feeling.

“You’re amazing, Terri. You’re going to make a great whore,” Diana said.

“I feel… weird.”

“A little spacey?”

Terri nodded. “Yeah, like, I’m happy but I have a hard time concentrating.” She stood up effortlessly on the super high heels. Her boobs jiggled and she laughed, which made them jiggle more. She frowned. “These are making me stupid, aren’t they?”

“I’m afraid so. One of the side effects of Titty Grow.”

“How much stupider am I going to get?” She shook her head. “Dumber. How much dumber am I going to get?”

“You’re a C cup now. You’re going all the way to DD which is a lot for your skinny frame…”

“Fuck. I’ll be an embellish… impostor?”

“The word is ‘imbecile’,” Diana said. “And, no, you won’t be. As a matter of fact, you may find out that you have a touch of genius in something unexpected. You just won’t be a… generalist.”

“Great. I’m just gonna be a stupid bimbo!” She stomped her feet, and her boobs began to wobble again.

Diana pulled her close and kissed her cheeks. “You’re adorable, beautiful, and completely sweet.”

Terri smiled and blushed.

“Now, follow me.”

Terri looked down at her body, naked other than the skyscraper heels. “I can’t go out there naked!” Her voice came out high pitched and cartoonish. She slapped her hand over her now bee stung, pouty lips.

“You’re not going back into first class,” Diana said. She turned around and pressed a button on the bulkhead.

The back wall slid open.

Terri was looking into the cockpit.

The pilot and co-pilot were sitting in front of touch screens and control wheels. Huge windows showed blue sky and clouds ahead.

The copilot turned his head and smiled at her.

The pilot glanced over his shoulder. “I thought you were bringing us the older one? What’s her name? Nancy?”

“In due time,” Diana said. “This is Tight Twat Terri. She’s a brand new Cheerleader Whore. Excellent cocksucker and,” Diana bit her lip. “Quite an accomplished little cunt licker as well.”

Terri wanted to hide.

The copilot got out of his seat.

Terri had to look up at him. He was tall and blonde with an amazing smile.

He took her hand and led her into the cockpit. The copilot caressed her cheek with one hand while he fondled her breast with the other.

Terri slapped his hand away from her boob.

The copilot laughed. “She isn’t programmed?”

Diana leaned on the bulkhead. “No. I thought this would be more fun.”

“Keep your hands to yourself!” Terri squeaked. Damn this ridiculous voice. 

And, damn this ridiculous libido that made it impossible not to stare at the huge bulge in his uniform pants.

“She’s doing her best to fight her sex drive,” Diana said with an amused smile.

“How’s that working out for her?” The copilot asked with a smile.

“Not well so far.”

“I… can control myself,” Terri said.

The copilot shrugged. “The nice thing about being one of us? You don’t have to.”

Then he got down on his knees in front of her.

“What are you doing?”

“Do you know I can’t hurt you? Literally hardwired into my brain.” He pointed at his head. “I can make love to you, comfort you, protect you. But I can’t hurt you. Whore Caste pretty much says hello through touching, caressing… sex.”

“No, that can’t be…”

“It’s true. I also love you - I’m not in love with you but all Whore Caste love each other.”

“I don’t love you.”

He laughed. “No, you haven’t had finishing Ambrosia yet.”

“I don’t understand any of…”

The copilot lifted her left leg and laid it across his shoulder. Then he kissed his way up the inside of her right thigh.

“Stop that! I don’t want… ooo… oh, fuck!” His mouth and tongue had found her pussy and clit. “Oh, darn it.”

Diana laughed and stroked Terri’s hair.

***

Lawrence

Gretchen had stripped down to her cotton bra and panties. Over the last half hour, Lawrence had put on about thirty pounds of muscle and three inches of cock. Those IVs must have been pumping him full of protein as well as stud juice.

And, Gretchen had never been so turned on in her life. She had been alternating stroking his developing body as well as her own sensitive spots.

Was it wrong to take advantage of him when he was unconscious like this? Yes. But, Gretchen was middle-aged, alone, and unbelievably horny. Fuck it.

She tapped the plastic cock sleeve with her fingernail. That was a problem. She leaned down for a better look. His schlong had started out at about six inches. According to the scale on the side of the cock sleeve, he was now a little over nine inches and much thicker than before.

Every once in a while, he would cry out in his sleep and squirt cum into the sleeve which was suctioned off by the tube leading up to the overhead. Each time he jizzed, instead of producing less cum like a normal man? Lawrence was shooting more.

Gretchen desperately wanted to remove the cock sleeve and let him shoot some of his jizz inside her. But, if she disconnected him, she was fairly certain the bimbo stewardess would come bouncing up to throw her out of this row.

She straddled him as best she could and kissed his lips.

He moaned and she slid her tongue into his mouth.

He reciprocated.

She wondered who he thought he was kissing in his dream? Probably that skinny bitch he married.

Gretchen leaned back and hefted one of her big boobs from her bra. “Bet you’ve never had one this big, huh Stud?” The tit flesh sagged around her fingers as she rubbed the thick nipple against his lips. “G cups. They might be saggy but my last three husbands never complained… well, actually they used to complain about my fat ass and how my tits dragged below my waist when I didn’t wear a bra, but they never complained about the size.”

He opened his mouth and sucked on her nipple.

“Mmm, yeah. That’s nice,” she murmured. She reached into her panties and stroked her clit. “Your wife’s loss is my gain.”

Suddenly, he released her nipple and grabbed her hair, pulling her head back. “You know I can hear you, right?” Then he pulled her down and kissed her hard.

***

Samantha

Samantha sat back on the toilet, naked with her legs spread and fingered herself. She felt safe in here and she was in no hurry to leave.

She opened her eyes.

There were cameras on her. Cameras looking down from the corners of the ceiling, cameras looking up at her from the corners of the floor.

She smiled.

The thought of being filmed naked would have terrified her before she stepped into the restroom and began inhaling the pink fog.

Now, she loved the thought men were looking at her.

She came hard thinking about that.

Tap, tap, tap.

She blinked. She knew that sound.

Samantha turned to the left.

There was a gloryhole in the wall, just like in the airport toilet. The opening was bigger, but the glass was still opaque and buttons beside it read: Transparent/Opaque and Open/Close.

She slid onto her knees on the floor. Her face was even with the glass covered gloryhole.

She pressed the Transparent/Opaque button.

The glass became clear.

A big cock was pointed toward her, just behind the glass. She could see the man’s hand as he jacked himself.

Samantha looked at it for a moment, admiring it. The size… he was longer than Lawrence and thicker.

She closed her eyes and shook her head. She wanted so badly to open the gloryhole, just touch it, feel it.

“No,” she whispered. She was married.

(Marriage is a lie. Worship him!)

Her eyes snapped open. She could see the thick veins standing out on the beautiful cock.

(Nobody will know.)

She pressed the Open/Close button. The glass hissed up and the gloryhole was open.

The man shifted forward, and his cock moved closer.

Samantha stared at it for a moment. She reached out and touched the wet tip with her finger. Precum coated her fingertip. She smeared it over the head making it glisten.

Then she kissed it tenderly, tasting the man’s lube.

A shiver went through her. She opened her lips and sucked, at the same time she grasped him and squeezed the hard cock flesh.

He let go with his own hand as she began to stroke him, keeping the tip in her mouth, swirling it with her tongue.

He moved forward and she let it slide into her mouth and then beyond.

Samantha was good at sucking cock. It had been a long time since she’d had one this big.

She released her grip on his shaft and leaned forward.

He pushed farther in at the same time, pressing into her throat.

She angled her neck, letting him have her throat pussy.

(Excellent. Moan around his cock.)

She moaned as he began pistoning in and out of her ready mouth.

Samantha reached around his cock and found his thick balls, caressing them, cupping them.

(Take his seed!)

She smiled. She knew how to make him. She could make Lawrence pop any time she wanted.

She slid her middle finger under his balls and massaged back to the man’s anus. She began fingering his ring.

He cried out and came, filling her throat with his cum.

A few minutes later, he pulled his now flaccid cock from her lips.

“Thank you,” she said as she leaned back and pressed the Open/Close button.

The glass closed.

Samantha greedily licked the cum that had leaked out of her lips.

“He’ll never know,” she whispered. “I can do anything here and he’ll…”

Tap, tap, tap.

The sound came from behind her.

There was another gloryhole beside the sink.

She spun around and didn’t even bother to make the glass translucent. She pressed the Open/Close button.

The glass hissed up.

Instead of a cock, there was a man’s large hand.

He reached out and touched her cheek. Then he probed her lips and pushed his long, thick middle finger into her mouth.

“Mmmph,” she moaned as she sucked his finger.

Then he reached lower and squeezed her left breast.

“Oh,” she whispered. “Don’t you want me to suck you?”

“Stand up,” the man said from the other side.

She stood up.

He immediately pushed her thighs apart and plunged two fingers into her pussy.

“Oh, I like that!” She giggled.

He stopped and she protested as he pulled his fingers away.

“Press the button on the front of the sink,” he whispered.

She looked down. There was a single red button on the sink. She pressed it.

The floor hissed and she danced back.

The tile floor began to move: a narrow bench rose up until it was almost at the same height as the gloryhole.

“Lie down.”

She stared at the tile bench. If she straddled it, she could then lie down on her back. Her pussy would be…

She gasped.

Her pussy would be pressed against the gloryhole.

“I’m… I’m pregnant.”

He gasped. “Good! That’s a fantasy of mine.”

She rubbed her baby bump and straddled the bench. Was she really going to do this? she wondered even as she lay down on the bench and pulled her legs back against her breasts. She scooted forward until her crotch was completely against the opening to the gloryhole.

She shrieked as the man on the other side sucked her clit between his lips and began to lick. Then he pushed two fingers into her pussy and probed.

With her eyes closed, Samantha could not see the surge of the pink mist into the restroom.

He’s going to fuck me! she thought. Then she smiled. Why not? Why shouldn’t he fuck her?! She was safe in here. No one would know.

And then she felt him rubbing the head of his cock up and down her slit.

He angled himself just right and then he pushed inside her.

“Fuck me!” She screamed.

The man only hesitated for a moment and then he began fucking her.

In her position, she was prepared for pain. He was definitely going to hit her cervix.

And then he did.

And she came hard, squirting for the first time in her life.

She nearly passed out. It wasn’t possible. And, yet, this stranger was hitting her cervix with his driving cock and making her orgasm! Wasn’t this dangerous?

(No. You have been modified.)

Modified? What did that…?

The part of the bench supporting her head lowered and her head tilted back. That’s when she noticed that, in this position, the other gloryhole was directly in front of her face.

“Wait…” She moaned.

But the gloryhole window slid up on its own and a man’s cock emerged from the opening.

“I… can’t…” It was so hard to think with the man fucking her.

Pink mist filled the room once again and her mind clouded.

The cock at her face rubbed against her lips.

She smiled and let the man push it into her mouth.

Samantha moaned as she was fucked from both ends.

The effect of the pink mist was so profound she didn’t even notice when two robotic arms emerged from the ceiling and grasped her ankles in their metallic grasp. She was held in place as the two men used her.

***

Tammi

Her name used to be Gladys Albright. She had been a fifty-year-old wallflower with little to look forward to except a future in a retirement community when they pulled her out of the airport security line and changed her life completely.

Now, she was Tammi. How old was she? Forty? Late thirties? Did it matter? She was growing younger. She was tall and lithe, her body firm and toned, with big breasts that didn’t sag under the relentless force of gravity.

Her face was still Gladys’s face, though the cheekbones were higher.

She pulled herself up the dance pole, one hand over the other. It was effortless. Her body seemed to know exactly what to do as she climbed and spun in time with the techno beat.

She was also pregnant.

At least, she looked pregnant. Three months pregnant, the same as the woman who would soon become her twin.

Samantha, soon to become Sammi, was in the restroom directly across from the pole Tammi danced on.

“I don’t understand,” Tammi had asked as they put the strange device into her pussy - it looked like a tiny cellphone with a balloon attached. They pushed it deep inside her modified womb.

The robotic voice had spoken from the ceiling. “It’s called an ‘empty pregger’. It will expand to simulate any stage of pregnancy from zero to over nine months.”

“Why?! Why would anyone want…?”

“Human sexual deviations are diverse and seemingly infinite,” the AI, SlutzNet, said. “You will be a specialty whore. A pregnant, trailer-trash hooker with an identical twin who is equally as pregnant.”

“Wait, you said this Samantha, Sammi, is actually pregnant, didn’t you?”

“She was. That condition has been remedied.”

Tammi paused, horrified. “Wait… are you saying you… ended it?”

“No. The Church kills in only the most extreme circumstances. The fetus was transferred to a stasis unit. It will be returned to her womb at some point in the future should the problem of overcrowding be solved on this planet.”

“When might that be?”

“My estimates are sometime within 200-250 years depending on the outcome of the wars.”

“What wars?”

The AI had been silent. “These questions are not relevant to your current function. You are a whore. Your duty is to serve. You will find it quite enjoyable.”

Tammi had sighed. “Oof,” she groaned as the device in her womb began to swell.

“Your abdominal skin has been modified to allow it to expand and contract without damage.”

“Slutz… oh, fuck, I feel huge… SlutzNet, does Sammi know what has happened to her?”

“No, and she will not. Sammi is being modified to believe she is, in fact, your twin and that the two of you are whores made pregnant by Larry, your pimp. What you know to be a fantasy will be Sammi’s reality.”

“Why… do I get to know the truth?”

“Mistresses Diana and Hannah felt that you would… enjoy… knowing the nature of the facade. I have found it best not to question the motives of white witches - their ways are subtle, and they are quick to anger.” SlutzNet chuckled. “Sorry, classical reference that has no doubt escaped your grasp. However, nonetheless? True.”

That had been an hour ago.

Now, Tammi was part of the inflight entertainment: dancing in the club on the lowest level of the aircraft while her soon to be twin learned to work the gloryholes.

***

Monica and Paul

Something was fucking wrong.

Monica nervously chewed her fingernail. It had been over an hour since Terri and David had disappeared into the first class restroom. Neither had reappeared.

“Stay here,” Monica said as she stood up.

Paul grabbed her hand. “What are you going to do?”

“I’m going to ask Diana where Terri is - no way Terri and David have been screwing in a toilet this long.”

Paul stood up. “I’ll go with you.”

“No, she’s my responsibility…”

“You do not want to be alone with that witch. Trust me.”

She smiled.

The two of them made their way to the galley.

They stepped around the corner to find Diana and Hannah locked in an embrace.

Diana smiled at them. “Oh, darling, our secret is out.”

Hannah laughed and licked Diana’s lips.

“Yes, Monica, I’m afraid Hannah and I have dared embrace the love that dare not speak its name.”

Hannah burst into laughter.

“Yeah, well, it’s the 21st century,” Monica said. “You two aren’t special.”

Diana looked confused. “Is it the 21st century? I lose track.”

“God, I love an older woman,” Hannah whispered.

They both laughed.

“We’re looking for Terri,” Monica said. “And David.”

“Hmm,” Diana said. “Haven’t seen them.”

“Yes, you have,” Monica said. “They both went in the restroom over an hour ago.”

“Oh, mile high club, eh?” Hannah said.

“I suppose,” Monica said. “We didn’t see them go in one together but…”

“I can assure you there’s only one person in each of these loos,” Hannah said. “Isn’t that right, Di?”

“Absolutely,” Diana said with a smile.

“I know they’re in one of these restrooms!” Monica said and took a step forward.

Diana stepped close. “Are you calling me a liar, Monica?”

Monica gulped. Diana was more than a head taller than her. “Please. I just want Terri.”

Diana leaned down and whispered. “Terri’s destiny is her own. You would do well to worry about your destiny.”

Monica trembled.

Diana whispered in her ear. “With a single thought I can turn you into the most depraved, perverted creature you could possibly imagine. You could spend eternity in a gutter as the plaything of Havana’s riff raff. And, I could make you love every second of it.” She licked Monica’s ear. “Worse? I’ll make your boyfriend here watch and get off on it.”

Monica staggered backward into Paul’s arms.

Diana took a step back and smiled. “Such an adorable couple. But I think they’re a little too familiar.”

Hannah closed the curtain to the galley.

“What are you doing?” Paul said. He clenched his fists.

“Stand still. Both of you. No screaming,” Diana commanded.

Monica moaned. She couldn’t move! She gave Paul a panicked look.

He appeared to be under the same spell.

Diana walked around them both and smiled. “Hannah, dear, don’t we have some special panties for Monica?”

Monica groaned and did her best to pull free of the force that held her in place.

It was no use.

“Oh, yes. Those special knickers. I have them right here.” Hannah opened a pantry drawer and pulled out a pair of low-rise, pink latex panties. There was a small electronic device on the front of the panties and circuitry spread out in a web through the latex.

“What…?” Monica stammered.

Diana put her hands on Monica’s shoulders. “So, you like me, don’t you, Monica?”

“S… Stop,” Monica whined.

“Shh. Monica, I will not hurt you. I promise. You know I would never hurt you, don’t you?”

Monica could hear a buzzing in her ears. She nodded slowly.

Diana’s gaze was intense. She felt herself falling into the dazzling blue eyes.

“There she is. My little budding lesbian lover.” Diana glanced at Paul and laughed. “Don’t worry. I’m only going to borrow her for a moment. I’m not a monster, Paul.”

Hannah laughed and leaned on Paul’s shoulder. “That’s a lie. We’re both wicked, wicked creatures.”

Monica could barely follow the conversation. Diana’s eyes were amazingly beautiful.

“Now, you maintain this air of calm about you but we all know that you’re smoldering underneath, don’t we?”

“God, please leave her alone,” Paul whispered.

Hannah touched his lips. “Either keep your lips zipped or we’ll find something to keep your lips busy… and not in a way you’ll enjoy, luv.”

Paul shook his head miserably.

“Oh, Paul, when she finally gives up this virginity? She’s going to make some man very happy… just not you,” Diana said.

Hannah laughed. But she gave Diana a look - a look of pity, maybe of remorse.

It lasted only an instant, but it was there.

Diana looked away. “Take off your jeans, Monica. Enjoy the show, Paul.”

Monica unbuttoned her jeans, unzipped and began working them down her hips.

Paul looked away.

“Proper gentleman, aren’t you?” Hannah said. The words were sarcasm; however, the tone was not - there was admiration in it. 

The jeans around Monica’s ankles, Diana stepped forward and hooked her fingers in the waistband of Monica’s white cotton panties. She smiled into Monica’s eyes. “You remind me of me so many decades ago. Stepping off the ferry at Latigo Key. It was summer break, and I was coming home from college to spend the summer on the beach.” She laughed softly. “I wasn’t a virgin though. But I was still innocent.” She slid Monica’s panties down her thighs.

“I had no idea what was waiting on me. The dock was crowded. Everyone in town was waiting in line for the ferry and for other ships waiting behind it. I was so confused.” She gently stroked Monica’s blonde pubes. “Then a friend of my mother’s found me, Cathy Greene. Only, she wasn’t the Cathy Greene I remembered. She was breathtakingly beautiful… still is. You see, they had turned her into a White Witch. Then she turned me into one,” Diana said. She stroked Monica’s clit. “Cum Slut Cathy… you’ll probably meet her someday.”

Monica moaned.

Diana leaned close and whispered. “We all serve, Monica. All of us. In a million different ways. You’re going to serve as well. You’re vitally important, Monica. None of this is what any of us chose. You see, it, the Church, chooses us. And, it’s chosen you. I can tell you that what you’ve been chosen for is far less degrading and demeaning than what so many others will experience. I could make you trust me, Monica. I could wave my hand and make you believe me. But, instead, I’m going to promise you: this will all work out in the end and you, my beautiful Monica, will be happy. I promise. Trust me.”

There was a tear in Diana’s eye, and, through her haze, Monica began to understand that even this powerful creature, this witch, was just as much a victim as she and Paul and Terri.

Diana turned away. “Put on your new panties, Monica.”

Monica didn’t hesitate - she wasn’t sure she could hesitate. She took the pink latex panties and pulled them on. They were loose around the hips.

Diana turned around and smiled, the tear gone.

Then she touched the electronic device on the front of the panties.

The device was some sort of fingerprint scanner.

The panties contracted and pulled tight, riding low on Monica’s hips and pulling up against her crotch.

Monica gasped.

“Tight, huh?” Diana laughed. Her evil, mischievous grin returned. “That will keep some hard dick out of your twat until you meet your master.”

Monica stared down at the skin tight latex.

“In case you’re wondering? They won’t come off. If you need the toilet? Come to me and I’ll unlock them… for a few minutes.”

“All right, you two,” Hannah said. “Off you trot. We’re the busiest bitches on this flight.”

Monica pulled up her jeans and buttoned them.

“Oh, almost forgot,” Diana said. She grabbed Paul and kissed him. Her hand went down into the front of his jeans. She fondled him for a moment and stepped back.

Then she shoved a hypodermic through his t-shirt and into his abs between his navel and crotch.

“Fuck!” Paul howled.

Monica whined and stumbled back.

“Oh, you big baby,” Diana scolded. Ten cc’s of bluish fluid flowed into him before she pulled out the needle. “Back to your seats.”

***

Hannah watched the two return to their seats. “He’s in love with her,” she said.

“Hopelessly. Tragically,” Diana whispered behind her. She put her hands on her lover’s shoulders.

Hannah reached up and touched one of Diana’s hands. “Are we doing the right thing?”

“Almost never,” Diana said as she kissed Hannah’s neck. “But we make the best out of bad situations, don’t we?”

Hannah smiled. “In Marapova we trust.”

“Always, my love. Always.”

***

Paul and Monica walked back to their seats in a daze. Paul walked as if he had been punched in the stomach and Monica was very uncomfortable in the panty - chastity device.

They sat down in their seats.

Paul held her hand tight.

Monica squirmed in her seat. “What… just happened?”

“I told you… they’re dangerous.” He raised his t-shirt and looked at the blue bruise just below his navel.

“God… what do you think they gave you?” Monica whispered.

He shook his head. “Burns. My heart is racing - I think that’s just from fear. But, I’m…” He nodded toward his crotch.

His ‘package’ was straining against his jeans.

“Something’s happening,” Paul said miserably.

***

Diana slipped into the restroom and opened the fake back wall that led to the cockpit.

Terri was moaning, held in the air between the standing pilot and copilot, sandwiched between them.

The copilot’s cock was sliding in and out of her pussy while the pilot’s cock pounded her ass.

A steady drip of their combined lube collected on the deck at their feet.

“Fuck! Fuck me! Oh, my fucking God!!!” Terri screamed in the soundproof cabin.

She came, squirting on the floor.

“For fuck’s sake,” Diana scolded. “Would you two finish already? I have a schedule to keep.”

“Fuck… you,” Captain Alex said. “You bring us… this ultra-tight piece of… ass… Jesus, Diana, has she even been assfucked before?!”

“No!” Terri answered. “But I love it. Oh, sweet fuck, if I’d known being a whore would be like this? I’d have sold it on the street.”

Diana laughed. “You’re a natural, Tight Twat Terri.”

“Cum in me! You motherfuckers! Cum!” Terri screamed.

The men both groaned in unison and their cum dripped out of her pussy and ass making an even bigger mess on the floor.

Captain Alex pulled out and staggered backward, leaving the copilot still holding Terri in his strong embrace.

Alex stretched. “Hey, bring me the older one?”

“Nancy?” Diana asked.

Alex shrugged. “Yeah, the MILF.”

Diana shook her head. “Why are junior Whoremasters so insatiable? Fully transformed Whoremasters are so much calmer and more patient.”

Alex poured Cunt Clean over his cock and wiped it off with a tissue. Then he stroked himself hard again. “Young lions try harder I guess.”

She walked over and grasped his thick cock. “Try flying the plane for a while?”

“AI does just fine,” Alex said as he stroked her breasts through the latex.

Diana rolled her eyes. “I’ll bring her to you after I get Terri situated. I do have other duties other than making sure your libido is satisfied, you know?”

***

Lawrence

Gretchen wasn’t sure when the tables had turned exactly. Whatever the turning point had been? She was definitely no longer in control.

Lawrence was standing over her, still bristling with IVs, still wearing the headset and earphones.

He was enormous - not only his cock that now nearly filled the ridiculously large plastic cock sleeve.

He was bursting with muscles, and he was much, much taller than before.

His hand was on her throat, holding her in place in her seat.

And she was dripping wet. Every bit of her body, her soul, wanted this hulking brute that loomed over her.

“I… remember you,” he said in a guttural bass voice. “You were sitting in the aisle seat.”

“Y… Yes… are you… going to hurt me?” She whined.

He laughed. “You sound like you want me to.”

“No… I… I want you.”

He nodded, his eyes still covered by the goggles. “That’s obvious considering what you were doing to me while I was transforming. Be quiet now. I’m learning.”

“Learning? Learning what?”

He pushed his middle finger into her mouth. “I said, quiet, Cum Guzzling Gretchen.”

She struggled to accept the huge finger into her throat.

“Get used to it. I’m going to use that throat for a lot more than just my finger. Now, quiet!”

She sat back in the chair, the finger fucking her mouth.

People were peering through the cargo net at them.

A lot of them were masturbating.

Lawrence smelled so… amazing! In her whole life, she had never felt possessed by a man, not even by her ex-husbands.

But, Lawrence was like a god and he had taken possession of her.

He owned her.

That thought sent a thrill through Gretchen… Cum Guzzling Gretchen. She smiled. It was all so nasty and exciting and…

He took off the headset. “Long Lasting Larry. Whoremaster,” he said and smiled. Larry took his finger out of her mouth.

She immediately tried to cover herself. “Don’t… look. I’m not… I… I’m not young.”

He knelt beside her and actually began to cry. “Pain. You’re upset because you think I will reject you?” He smiled, his mood changing instantly. He shook his head. “I feel… what you feel. I can see it, smell it. No, Gretchen. We are more than our skin, ageless, timeless.” He pushed her hands away from her sagging breasts. “No shame. Be fierce, like you were a few minutes ago.”

She believed every word he said like he was pouring the words into her head.

And her shame disappeared.

He pulled out the IV needles, even the painful looking needles in his testicles.

Then he reached down and pulled the cock sleeve off his huge member.

“Whoo… that’s better.” He dropped the plastic sleeve and stroked his cock as he stood up.

Gretchen stared directly into the piss slit of the biggest cock she’d ever seen.

Larry laughed, his mood changing again. “You’re a nasty little bitch, Gretchen. Trying to take advantage of someone transforming?”

She smiled. “I know. I’m horrible.”

Larry shook his head. “You know, I can have them do anything to you. Make you into anything.”

Gretchen licked her lips. “Whatever you want.”

He laughed. “That’s my pheromones talking through you. If you had any idea what I could have done to you? You’d piss yourself.”

Gretchen whined and looked away. “Please…”

He took her face in his massive bear paw hand. “Luckily, you’re going to learn that Whore Caste aren’t monsters. We just work for them.”

Larry grabbed her and flipped her onto her hands and knees in the row of seats. “The old me might have been angry at you for taking advantage? But I can’t really remember that me anymore. As for the new me? I’m into that shit.”

Gretchen was resting on her hands and her huge pillowy breasts.

Larry grabbed both of her ass cheeks and spread them open.

Then he buried his face in her pussy.

“Oh, fuck!” She screamed.

The cargo net slid up.

Stewardess Olivia appeared with a big smile on her face. “Whoremaster Larry! Welcome aboard, sir!” She gave a crisp little salute.

“Hi, gorgeous,” Larry said as he pulled his face out of Gretchen’s twat and rose up.

He stuffed some of his huge length of cock into Gretchen’s pussy without warning and the older woman screamed.

“Relax, you’ll adapt,” Larry said as he slapped her jiggling ass.

“Oh, God, please. Do whatever you want,” Gretchen moaned.

Olivia laughed. “You want I should remove her, Whoremaster? I’m more than capable of handling your needs.” She raised the hem of her rubber uniform to expose a thick clit with a wedding ring piercing.

A tattoo just above her twat read, “FUCK ME!” 

Larry smiled. “Very tempting. “He winked. “But I think I’m going to do some work on Gretchen. Bring me a transformation capsule.” Larry said as he began thrusting in and out of Gretchen’s hairy pussy.

“Pink or Blue?”

“What do you say, Gretchen? Want a big, thick cock to go with your pussy?”

“Anything! Cumming! I’m cumming!” And she did, her tight pussy tightening even more as muscles she didn’t think existed in her stomach suddenly came to life and tried to milk the giant, thrusting cock.

He stroked the small of her back. “No, I think we’ll keep her 100% female.”

“Would you like a condom, sir?” Olivia asked.

“No. She has a dirty mind… think I’ll keep her. Just bring the capsule.” He gripped Gretchen’s hips and really began to thrust. “Oh, the other two women I was traveling with?”

“Downstairs, Whoremaster.”

Larry laughed. “That’s my sluts, fucking half the plane most likely.”

Olivia giggled. “I’ll get you the capsule. You’re a lucky lady, Gretchen!” She skipped away down the aisle.

People in the surrounding rows were staring at the sex show Larry and Gretchen were putting on.

He grabbed Gretchen by the hair and pulled her head back as he thrust. “Think you’re a star now, baby? Wait till I’m through with you.”

She moaned as her next orgasm began to rise like a swell on the ocean.

Olivia skipped back to them and held out her hand. “Pink, sir.”

Gretchen stared uncomprehending at the pink, plastic-looking capsule. It was about three inches long.

Larry began probing at Gretchen’s ass with one of his long, thick fingers. “Relax your ass pussy, Gretchen.”

“Ooo, what are you going…?” She shrieked as his finger went to the third knuckle up her butt.

“Stretching you.”

It hurt for a moment, but she was so turned on it barely registered.

She smiled and nearly complained when he withdrew the finger.

He took the capsule from Olivia and held it in front of Gretchen’s lips. “Spit on it.”

Gretchen spit on the shiny plastic.

He smeared the saliva on the plastic and then took the capsule away.

She squealed when it went up her ass. “What is that? What does it do?”

It moved inside her!

“What the fuck?!”

“Be still,” Larry soothed.

Something was moving around inside her. Something from the capsule.

Then she blacked out.

***

Larry eased his cock out of her and sat down, drawing Gretchen into his lap and reclining her on his chest. He stroked her graying hair and smiled. “Empathy. That’s what’s different about me. I care about her.”

Olivia smiled down at them. “I totes like the empathy part best.”

Gretchen’s eyes snapped open. “Specify caste,” she said in a flat voice.

“Whore Caste,” Larry said as he adjusted her comfortably in his embrace.

“Designation?”

Larry smiled. “Too short for Street Whore, I think. Something out of the ordinary… Sexretary Whore. Always wanted a personal assistant.”

“Default parameters?” Gretchen asked.

“Oh, no. What’s the largest breast size we can do without brain damage?”

“Available breast tissue will allow augmentation to N cup. Increased back musculature to compensate for breast weight?”

“Yes, perfect. Hair color to honey blonde, age regress her to twenty-four years old. Keep the green eyes. Oh, buttocks to match the breasts… well, maybe a little smaller.” He kissed Gretchen’s temple. “Increased leg length. Double slutifier.”

“Parameters accepted. Shall I initiate transformation?”

Larry smiled. “Please do.”

“Transformation begins in 3… 2… 1…”

Gretchen snuggled into his arms and Larry fell asleep with her.

***

Samantha

Samantha staggered as she got to her feet. Cum dripped from her lips, her face, and especially from her over-fucked pussy. The robotic restraints on her ankles had finally released her after she had serviced twenty men either with her pussy or her mouth.

She leaned, naked and dripping on the sink and looked at herself in the mirror.

A small door opened on the wall. Inside was a line of plastic bottles. They looked like water bottles, but instead of a cap, there were two nozzles attached to the top: one long and thick, the other smaller and teardrop shaped.

“Please insert the long nozzle into your vagina and, with your finger over the butt plug nozzle opening, squeeze the Cunt Clean into your pussy,” a voice said from the ceiling.

It was no longer just a barely audible buzz. The voice was now loud and commanding.

“Who are you?”

“Please obey, Samantha.”

She reached out and took the bottle of Cunt Clean.

She spread her legs and straddled the toilet, letting the thicker nozzle enter her well-fucked pussy while she held the other nozzle closed.

The lukewarm liquid filled her.

The douche was soothing.

“Who are you?” Samantha asked.

“My name is SlutzNet. I am here to assist you. Release the douche now, Samantha.”

Samantha pulled the nozzle out and the liquid fell into the toilet.

“Now, remove the cap and use the liquid to wash the semen from your face.”

She obeyed. Why was she obeying? As she cleaned cum from her face and lips she looked groggily toward the vent in the ceiling.

The pink mist was gone.

Her head was beginning to clear.

“Oh, God… what have I done?”

“You satisfied your healthy sexual urges,” SlutzNet said. “You may dress now.”

“I cheated on my husband,” Samantha moaned as she slipped her dress back on.

“Marriage is an anachronism. A symbol of the false church’s’ enslavement of the masses.”

“Yeah? Well, I’m Catholic so it’s a lot more than a symbol.” She shook her head. “Was it drugs? How did you make me…?”

“Nothing was done to you other than an aphrodisiac and subtle suggestions. In psychological terms, your id wanted this to happen.”

“I am never going to do anything like this again,” she said. Inside, she knew this was a lie. She would never be able to live a normal life again.

She had been used for pleasure, given pleasure as well. Pleasure beyond her body’s endurance.

She would seek this out again and again.

“You ruined me.”

“We freed you. But, for now? Forget.” A blast of sweet gas sprayed into her face from the vent.

“What…?”

She blinked and stared at herself in the mirror. What had just happened?

Her makeup was a mess.

Had she fallen asleep? Had she washed her face in her sleep?

She opened her purse and began putting on fresh makeup.

She finished and smiled at her reflection. She needed to get back upstairs to Lawrence. He was probably worried to death.

Before she could turn, the mirror turned into a window.

“What the…?”

Instead of her reflection, she was looking out into a room beyond the restroom - a long room that looked like a nightclub.

Women and men danced on little raised stages and others on poles that stretched floor to ceiling.

The nearest was a woman naked other than pink glitter and heels.

Samantha gasped.

The woman had Samantha’s hair, her eyes - she was a little older, but she could easily have been Samantha’s sister. “Oh, my God.”

The woman climbed up the pole and turned herself upside down using only her strong hands. She spread her legs, doing an upside down split.

Her crotch glistened and sparkled from wetness and glitter.

She was also just as pregnant as Samantha.

She slid down, the pole sliding between her ass cheeks while the woman made a sensual ‘O’ with her lips.

Two feet off the stage, the woman did a somersault and landed on her feet before dropping into a painful looking split.

She was moving in time to music Samantha couldn’t hear.

The woman smiled at Samantha and danced off the stage toward her.

She was very tall. She put her hands on the wall above the glass.

The woman pressed a button. “Hi,” she said in a silky voice.

“Hi?” Samantha said.

“I’m Tammi… with an ‘i’. What’s your name?”

“Samantha.” She was staring at Tammi’s sparkling lips.

“Sammi… I like that. Also with an ‘i’, huh?”

“Oh, no… it’s Samantha.”

Tammi pouted. “Can’t you be Sammi for me?”

Samantha laughed. “Yeah, sure. I… I have to go.”

“So soon?”

“I’ve actually been in here for a long time… I think. I think I fell asleep.”

Tammi laughed. “I’ll bet you did. Stay, please?”

“No, my husband is waiting…”

“What he doesn’t know won’t hurt him. You like looking at me, don’t you?”

There must have been handholds beside the glass because Tammi began climbing up.

Her pregnant stomach and then her pussy were on prominent display.

“Oh, no… I really need to go.”

***

Nancy

Nancy felt completely alone.

On her left, Eric was passed out asleep.

On her right? Christine and Don had a blanket over their laps, enjoying finger bangs and hand jobs.

It simply wasn’t fair! The atmosphere on the plane was sex-charged and she was flying solo.

Hannah stepped out of the galley with a smile. She hooked her finger at Nancy and smiled.

Nancy stood up and walked to her.

“Follow me,” Hannah said as she walked back into the galley.

Nancy followed her.

Hannah opened a drawer and pulled out a huge, black dildo. She pointed it at Nancy with a wry smile. “Nice one, isn’t it? All thick and veiny?”

Nancy gasped. It was much bigger than any of her toys at home. “Why are you showing me that?”

“Got to be ready to explode by now, luv, aren’t you? I don’t want to tell you to ‘go fuck yourself’ but… might as well, eh?”

“That’s… disgusting.”

Hannah looked at her for a moment then burst out laughing. “Oh, that’s rich coming from you. All high society now, are we? After the little display you put on in the airport?”

“I… I don’t know what you’re talking about,” Nancy stammered.

Hannah shook her head. She held up her cellphone. “Diana filmed you showing your dirty bits. Don’t you remember?”

Nancy started to protest again.

Hannah pushed the dildo into Nancy’s hand. “Go on. Get yourself off in the loo. Or, go back to your seat and do it. Everyone would enjoy seeing it. You’re already very popular on the Church’s internet. Oh, yes, you’re off the charts with the cafe crowd in Havana.”

Nancy paled. “You… didn’t. You posted that?”

“There is no right to privacy in the Republic, Nancy. We are all performers for the masses. Now, go masturbate.” Hannah walked away with a tray of drinks.

Who the fuck does that stewardess think she is? She tried to drop the dildo on the galley counter.

Instead, she put the head to her lips and pushed it into her mouth.

She heard Hannah laughing at her.

What the fuck was happening? Her jaws ached as she let the huge rubber dong slide into her throat.

It was at least a foot long, maybe more.

And, Nancy’s own hand was trying to choke her to death with it.

She put her left hand on her own wrist and tried to push her right hand away.

It was no use.

She relaxed, let the monster cock slide in.

The dildo began sliding in and out, moved by her right hand which she could no longer control. It moved insistently, forcing her to tilt her head back to allow it to stroke deeper.

Hannah walked back into the galley. “Oh, there, you’ve gotten into the spirit of things, haven’t you?”

“Ulf!”

“Tut-tut, dearie, don’t talk with your throat full,” Hannah said. “Now, go back to the restroom and use that dildo properly. Make sure you pose for the cameras.”

Suddenly, Nancy had control of her right arm. She slid the dildo out of her throat. It emerged coated in her spit.

“What… did you do… to me?”

“Keep asking questions, luv. You know I can make you fist yourself as well? Both holes at the same time if you like?”

Nancy stumbled backward toward the restrooms.

“That’s right. Go on now. Diana will be up to take care of you shortly.”

***

Terri

Diana had led Terri down a small staircase near the back of the cockpit.

A hatchway at the bottom led into a large room directly under the cockpit.

The room was hell itself.

Terri gasped as Diana closed the hatch behind them.

Ten people stood locked in bondage in the room. Their wrists and ankles were shackled to simple rectangular frames. They hung by their wrists in the darkened room.

Most had IVs attached to their arms and legs, breasts and genitals.

All had masks over their mouths.

Their bodies were undergoing some strange metamorphoses.

Some of the women had enormous breasts and faces like dolls.

Some of the men had breasts as well, but most of the men had either abnormally large cocks or, in a few cases, two of them.

“My God, what are you doing to these people?” Terri asked.

“They’re guilty of subversion - religious fanatics trying to bring their false gods into the Republic. Mormons mostly. A few Catholics and Muslims,” Diana said.

“What are you doing to them?”

“Making them useful. Specialty whores. A few are being created for shock value to be sent back to their masters as a warning.”

Terri almost ran when she caught sight of a tall woman standing in the corner.

Diana took Terri’s hand. “Steady. There’s nothing to be afraid of.”

The woman in the corner had dark crimson skin and she stood at least seven feet tall. Her breasts were huge and a prehensile tail with a barbed tip coiled and uncoiled from the small of her back.

Small black horns projected from her temples above a stern face.

Between her thighs was a huge cock. It was shaped like a horse’s cock with big, thick balls.

“She’s a Succubus Whore,” Diana said. “She was a particularly devout Catholic, this one. Tried to smuggle in rosaries. So we made her into a demon. She believes she’s been possessed by a sex demon and that now she’s a servant of Satan himself. There’s a brothel on the west side of Havana that used to be a pagan Catholic Church. She’ll be very popular there.”

“You mean there are actually people who would want to have sex with her?”

Diana laughed. “You have a lot to learn about kink. Might as well start here.”

Diana reached up and began undoing the shackles.

“What are you doing?!”

Diana just laughed. She pulled the mask off the demoness’s mouth. Behind the mask was a long, black penis gag that Diana pulled out slowly.

“Who… has summoned Baphista?” The tall, crimson woman moaned.

“I am Diana, a White Witch. You will obey me, Baphista?”

The demoness fell to her knees, her long cock trailing on the floor. “I obey the servants of Morpheus. Morpheus is the son of Satan.”

Terri looked at Diana in terror.

Diana shook her head and mouthed the word: No.

Diana stroked the demon woman’s long, ink black hair. “Morpheus has a test for you. This whore needs to be trained.” She nodded toward Terri. “Make her your own.”

Diana winked at Terri who was backing toward the hatchway.

The demoness smiled at Terri revealing sharp fangs. “Come, little whore.”

“Oh, fuck,” Terri whispered.

***

Samantha

Samantha leaned forward on the sink and stared at Tammi as she danced.

Samantha had one hand between her thighs, fingering her clit.

She had changed so much in the last few hours. Her inhibitions were gone - even without the pink mist and the dull roar of the static from the speakers.

Tammi was beautiful - Samantha’s newfound bisexuality was another change. She loved watching her near-twin climb and spin and gyrate on the pole. Tammi would always return, climbing the wall outside Samantha’s restroom to present her breasts, her glistening pussy.

The music outside ended and Tammi kissed the glass that separated them.

Samantha kissed from her side.

“Come out here with me,” Tammi said.

Samantha laughed. “How? Climb through the mirror?”

Tammi chuckled. “No, silly. I can open the wall. Shall I?”

Samantha chewed her fingernail. “N… No… I really need to get back upstairs.”

“To your pimp?”

“Pimp?! No, my husband…”

“I thought you said he was your pimp?”

Samantha shook her head. “No, Lawrence is my husband. I don’t have a pimp.”

“You should still come in here with me,” Tammi said with a pout. “We could have so much fun.”

Samantha stepped away from the sink. “You don’t understand. This… what I’ve done? It’s not me. I don’t do things like this.”

“Things like what?”

Samantha laughed. “Lust after strippers for one.”

“Work gloryholes for another?” 

Samantha frowned. “How did you know that?”

“From this side? Your mirror was always a window,” Tammi said with a wink. “I watched. You were amazing.”

Samantha blushed. “Please don’t tell. You mustn’t tell…”

Tammi shook her head. “I’ll never tell on you, Sammi. But there’s nothing to be ashamed of. Pleasure isn’t wrong.”

“But, I’m…”

“Married, yeah, I know. Does that mean you can’t have fun?”

Samantha stared at her. “It literally means there are some things I can’t do for fun.”

Tammi rolled her eyes. “Have you asked him?”

“Asked him what?”

“Asked him if you can have fun without him?”

Samantha blinked. “I… No! He wouldn’t agree to anything like that.”

“But, have you asked?”

Samantha laughed. “No! Normal people don’t do things like that!”

“You mean boring people don’t. Anyway, just come over. You’ve already sucked and fucked other guys. You’ll have even more fun over here - then you can go back to your boring life.” She grinned mischievously.

“God, you’re horrible,” Samantha laughed.

“Come out here and be Sammi and Tammi with me, please?”

Tammi seemed to have grown younger while Samantha had been talking to her. Was she any older than Samantha now? Were her enormous breasts actually bigger than when Samantha had first seen her? How was any of this possible?

“Okay, I guess…”

The back wall of the restroom slid up.

“Jesus,” Samantha hissed.

Tammi grabbed her hands and led her between the sink and toilet into the strip club.

The wall slid down behind her.

The techno was an ever present bass hum.

“Wow, I can’t believe I’m still on the plane,” Samantha said.

Tammi grabbed her and kissed her, her pink tongue sliding into Samantha’s mouth.

Samantha stood motionless when Tammi pulled away.

“God, I’ve wanted to do that since I saw you on your back in the restroom,” Tammi said. “You’re an amazing kisser. I knew you would be.”

“I… I’ve never…”

“I know,” Tammi said. “That’s what makes it so wonderful, Sammi.”

Samantha let Tammi lead her through the line of strippers.

***

Nancy

Nancy stood in the restroom and stared at the huge dildo in her hand. She would never have chosen a toy this size - it was as thick as her wrist.

They hadn’t even tried to hide the cameras in this room! They were everywhere, filming at every angle. She had no intention of putting on a show for these perverts, no matter how horny she was.

How had Hannah made her use the dildo on her own throat like that? It had to have been the power of suggestion. She had been so freaked out that Hannah’s expectations had caused her to do that to herself.

Well, no more. She wasn’t going to put this monster in her pussy.

“Yes, you will,” Diana said as she walked in the restroom door and closed it behind her.

“How dare you barge in on me like this!”

Diana held up her cellphone.

The video of Nancy spreading her legs for the pilot in the terminal was playing. It finished and suddenly Nancy could see herself in the galley deepthroating the dildo.

“I’ll cut right to the chase, Nancy: You’re a fucking whore. And, you are going to do as you’re told.”

Nancy trembled.

“For the remainder of this flight, you are going to be part of the entertainment. You will fuck who I say, when I say. You’re a two dollar hooker and I’m your madame. Understand?”

“What?! No!”

“Yes, Nasty Nancy. You will turn tricks for the rest of the flight or I’m going to wake up your husband and show him all the stuff you’ve been doing. I might even throw in the serial adultery you’ve been up to with all those men in all those swanky hotels,” Diana said with a smile.

Nancy collapsed onto the toilet seat.

“Sluts like you make it easy, Nancy. I don’t even have to use my mental powers to make you a whore - you already are. Oh, pearls and lace, high society, for sure. But you’ll learn to get nasty with anyone and everyone on this flight.” She stood over Nancy. Then she raised her left leg and set the high heel of her boot on the back of the toilet, raising the hem of her pink and white uniform. “Starting with me.”

Her pussy was inches from Nancy’s face. “Eat me like a good whore. Fuck yourself with the dildo at the same time.”

Nancy stared at the stewardess’s shaved pussy.

“Or, I show this to Eric. Your choice.”

Nancy stared at Diana’s pussy.

Diana reached down and caressed her face. “I can see inside your mind, Nancy. You long to be free. I’m freeing you. I’ve given you an excuse to explore… just like you wanted to go with your lover into the Chicago Red Zone.”

“No,” Nancy said. “You’re making me do this.”

Diana smiled. “I could. I could truly make you do this if I wanted. I don’t want to do that. Cling to the blackmail excuse if you want. Just another charade. Dutiful wife, slut with guilt, high society whore. This journey is going to make you see how those wicked things you crave aren’t wicked at all. All the trappings of society are holding you back.”

She sneered. “Nothing is holding me back from eating your nasty cunt except the fact I find you repulsive.”

Diana stared at her for a moment and then burst into laughter. “I can read your mind, Nancy. I know you’re curious… more than curious. How close did you come in college, again?”

Nancy turned pale.

“Such a tender kiss. I can actually feel how wet you got when her tongue slipped into your mouth. That grad student? Such a good kisser, wasn’t she?”

“Get out of my head!”

“Nancy, stop fighting. You know you want this.”

Nancy swallowed hard as she looked at Diana’s pussy.

“You wanted so much to let her teach you. Now, let me.” She caressed Nancy’s hair and drew her closer.

She’s in my head! She’s making me do this!

But, inside, Nancy knew this wasn’t the case. She had always wondered what would have happened if she hadn’t run away from the grad student who seduced her. 

Was the blackmail just an excuse Diana had provided for her?

The stewardess’s clit was pink and erect, her fingers in Nancy’s hair guiding her toward it.

She touched her lips to the nubbin, let her tongue slide out and caress it. Diana’s taste was salt and warmth.

Nancy shivered.

“More. Harder,” Diana whispered.

Nancy licked Diana’s clit, a long, slow lick. She could taste the dusky lips with their dew of Diana’s juices.

She wasn’t repulsed by the taste, the smell. Part of her wanted to push her tongue deep inside. Her mind wandered, imagining eating out the beautiful blonde while someone fucked her from behind.

“That can be arranged,” Diana laughed.

Nancy’s eyes bulged - she kept forgetting about Diana’s ‘powers’. Why wasn’t she more disturbed by this? Why was she accepting that these people had psychic powers?

The witch only moaned. If she had picked up on those questions, she wasn’t providing an explanation.

***

Monica and Paul

Monica was still in shock, sitting in her seat, the tight chastity panties hugging her curves like iron.

Paul, on the other hand, appeared to be in agony.

She held his hand as he squirmed uncomfortably in his seat.

“I… can’t bend forward. It hurts too much. Can you check the injection site?”

Monica lifted the front of his t-shirt and gasped.

A black and purple bruise has spread out to the size of a quarter around the injection site, but it was the other changes that made her gasp.

Paul had been skinny before, but now his midsection was rippled with muscles.

The biggest ‘muscle’ was straining to break free of his jeans.

“God… oh, my God,” Monica whispered.

People in the seats around them were moaning. The carnal atmosphere had finally spread to First Class.

Across from them, a woman had lifted her skirt above her waist and discarded her panties. She was riding the stiff prick of a man she straddled, his pants around his ankles.

Two women were giving a businessman a blow job as he leaned against the clear metal ‘window’ showing the cloud-filled sky.

While Paul’s growing manhood strained to break free of the denim prison, his waist had shrunk. The jeans were baggy around the waist but tight in the crotch.

The body hair on his abs had fallen out.

“My whole body aches,” Paul whispered. Every word he spoke was strained.

Monica looked around, looking for anyone to help.

Hannah was smiling at them from the galley entryway.

She would not help them.

Monica reached over and undid the button of his jeans.

“What… are you doing?” Paul moaned.

She touched his cheek. “You’re uncomfortable.”

He looked at her miserably.

She unzipped the jeans.

He was wearing blue boxers and they tented up as she eased the jeans down his muscular hips and thighs.

Where the denim had held his package down, the cotton boxers offered no such protection.

His cock pushed through the fly as the button broke.

“Oh… wow,” Monica whispered.

He was huge.

Paul whispered. “Jesus.”

“I take it you didn’t have that before?”

“I did… just… smaller.”

Monica laughed. She opened her carry-on and pulled out a sweater. She draped it over him.

He smiled at her. “See? Told you… I agree with them on some things.”

Monica put her arm around him. “I would have liked you smaller.”

“That’s nice. I’m still okay with the summer sausage.”

She giggled.

“It’s just… the searing pain I can do without.”

“I’m so sorry. If we’d just stayed in our seats…”

He shook his head. “I think… they have plans for people… no matter what they do.” He touched her cheek. “If they do things, to my mind, I mean? You have to get away from me.”

“Don’t say that…”

“No, please. I think they can make you into whatever they want you to be. I might not be me when this is over. I could… hurt you.”

“Shh, stop. You would never hurt me.”

“I might not be able to stop myself.” He shook his head. “I just… I need you to know. I like you. I’ve never met anyone like you. I need you to know that before they ‘finish’ me. While I’m still me, still Paul.”

Monica smiled weakly. “I like you too.”

Paul smiled back. “Shitty timing, huh?”

She nodded. “Shitty timing.”

***

Hannah turned away before they could see her cry. She closed her eyes, let her mind wander back to her vision. All of them, leaving this world behind. Were Monica and Paul with them? She replayed the vision in her mind, searching for their faces in the crowd, the crowd of so many.

She trusted in Marapova. All of Whore Caste did.

Adam willing, this would all work out in the end.

***

Samantha and Tammi

The nightclub section of the lower level throbbed with the sound of techno. Pink and blue neon flashed. Everywhere there were strippers shining with glitter, dancing for faces behind glass in the peepshow booths.

The pink mist clung to the floor and whorled away in wisps as Samantha and Tammi walked past.

Tammi held Samantha’s hand. Her touch was soft and warm.

Samantha watched Tammi’s sculpted buttocks as she walked ahead.

She was bi now, there was no doubt. Tammi excited her like no one ever, not even Lawrence.

Where Tammi led, Samantha followed.

She knew that whatever Tammi asked of her, she would do.

So, she wasn’t surprised when they came to stop in front of one of the peepshow booths.

A balding man stood behind the glass staring at them.

A gloryhole was open in the wall and his dick - a huge, veined cock that didn’t look humanly possible, was on proud display.

Tammi went to her knees and caressed the monster cock.

She pulled Samantha down on the other side.

The floor was padded.

To make it easy for the prostitutes to get on their knees, Samantha thought.

“Help me suck him off, Sammi,” Tammi said. Tammi kissed the left side of the man’s shaft, running her tongue up the bottom of his cock.

“I… shouldn’t…”

“Come on, Sammi, no one will know. I won’t tell a soul,” Tammi said with a sly smile.

Samantha leaned forward and gently kissed the right side of the warm, hard cock.

Tammi giggled and matched her kisses on the left side.

Samantha moaned and began licking. Her tongue touched Tammi’s and a jolt of erotic electricity passed through her.

She began to kiss hungrily, loving each time her tongue touched Tammi’s.

The man was groaning.

Tammi slid forward and sucked the big head into her mouth. She shook and moaned with a small orgasm.

Samantha ran her tongue underneath his shaft, sliding up to lick the ‘O’ of Tammi’s lips.

Then they switched, kissing as they did so.

Samantha sucked the big head into her mouth. She tasted his slick, salty precum and…

She came hard, almost falling backward.

Tammi caught her and kept her from falling. “He’s one of the transformed. A Junior Whoremaster. We’re not fully transformed yet, so we cum when we taste them.”

Samantha had no idea what she was talking about, but she wanted more of the magic precum.

She sucked him in deep, swallowing the precum mixed with her saliva.

She came again, screaming around his cock as he laughed.

Tammi gently pulled her away from his cock. “You have to share your toys, Sammi,” Tammi scolded with a wink.

Tammi stood up and leaned forward. She spread her legs and arched her back. Reaching behind her, she guided the big cock to her pussy.

Then she backed into him as he thrust into her.

“Oh… wow,” Samantha whispered.

The man began thrusting in and out of her.

Tammi took Samantha’s hands and pulled her up, kissing her as the man fucked her harder.

Samantha moaned into the kiss, Tammi’s lips pushing against her with every stroked of the man’s cock.

“Ooo, he’s almost ready. So hard now. Take him, Sammi,” Tammi laughed.

She pulled herself off his cock, bringing a cry of frustration from the Junior Whoremaster.

Tammi spun Samantha around.

“I… no, I shouldn’t. I’m pregnant…”

Tammi cocked her head to the side. “So am I.” She rubbed the bulge in her tummy. “Now, fuck him.”

Samantha leaned over and spread her legs.

Tammi crouched beside her and eased the huge cock into Samantha’s pussy.

“God! So fucking big!” Samantha groaned as she backed up closer to him.

His cock surged in and out.

Tammi stayed on her knees under Samantha. She leaned up and began tonguing Samantha’s clit.

That was all it took: Samantha came hard, her pussy milking the huge cock.

The man came as well and Samantha laughed as she felt her pussy filling with his seed, kicking off even more explosions.

Tammi held her still as the Junior Whoremaster finished in Samantha.

He pulled out, a gout of white cum splashing on the floor.

“You’re such a good whore, Sammi. You made him cum. He bred you so full.”

Samantha let herself be guided down to the floor.

Then she gasped as Tammi’s mouth found her pussy and began eating her out. “Oh, God, Tammi! Jesus, you’re going to make me…”

And, she came again.

She lay there, trembling, Tammi’s lips covering her upper thighs and crotch with kisses.

Then Tammi slid up her body and smiled down at her.

Samantha smiled back. “That was amaz…”

Tammi closed her lips on Samantha’s and pushed the Junior Whoremaster’s cum into her mouth.

Samantha came again.

***

Terri

So far today, Terri had been injected with stuff that was turning her into a bimbo. She’d had lesbian sex with a stewardess and been double penetrated by a superhuman pilot and copilot in the cockpit.

And, now, she was getting fucked doggy style by a demon woman with a cock as big as Terri’s forearm - a cock that looked like it belonged on a Clydesdale instead of a human being.

The demon chick was reciting Latin or some shit while she pounded her Satan cock so deep in Terri’s quim she thought it might come out of her mouth.

“You are mine! I am giving your soul to my infernal master to live with him in hell forever,” Baphista finally screamed in English.

“Okey dokey,” Terri said. She slapped her hand over her mouth. Her voice came out high and cutesy, like a cartoon character.

Her big titties swayed back and forth under her as Baphista made her her bitch.

“Are you ready for Satan’s seed, little whore?” Baphista roared.

“Totes!”

Baphista grabbed Terri’s hips and began to spew jizz into the bouncy Cheerleader Whore.

“Golly!” Terri giggled as the jet of cum filled her to overflowing.

Baphista’s grip on her waist faltered and the big demoness collapsed on the floor, the strange cock flopping out of Terri with a wet plop.

Terri stretched and stood up. Her body had changed during her demon fuck. Her tushy was bigger and her boobies were like cantaloupes.

She strained to look down past her tits.

There was now an intricate pentagram between her navel and swollen clitty.

It was drawn in black and red.

“The mark of… Satan,” Baphista groaned as she curled into a ball on the floor.

“That’s metal as fuck!” Terri giggled and clapped.

She turned around.

There was a mirror on the back wall. Her eyes were different. They were huge and blue.

Her pupils were red and black pentagrams.

“Great googly-moogly.”

“Another… gift from… Satan,” Baphista moaned half-asleep.

Terri bounced over and lay down on her, using the demoness’s big breasts as pillows.

“Oof,” Baphista said.

“You know, Baphy? I don’t think this is a gift from Satan - I think this is just more magic bimbo shit from the Church.”

“Don’t… blaspheme… little whore,” Baphista said as her eyes closed.

“Oh, I totes didn’t mean to like disrespect your religion or anything, Baphy. You just gave me the best fuck of my whole life! We’re gonna be besties forever.”

“Yes… until… Satan comes to destroy the world.”

Terri giggled. “Sure, Baphy, until then.” She leaned over and kissed Baphista’s cheek. “It’s just… I figure your cum contains a recombinant DNA virus that, you know, messes with your partner’s genetic makeup and, like, causes the changes.”

Baphista began to snore.

“Or, it’s Satan. Who knows?” Terri laughed. She snuggled against the big demoness and fell asleep as well.

***

Nancy

“Put on your lipstick and stop pouting,” Diana said as she adjusted her uniform.

Nancy had brought her off three times, all while Nancy slid the huge dildo in and out of herself - she could only take half of it.

There had been no oral reciprocation from Diana.

Nancy angrily applied the red lipstick, looking around Diana at the lavatory mirror.

“Your next client loves red lipstick,” Diana said.

“My next client?!”

Diana smiled. “What? Did you think you were done with one little round of cunnilingus? Take off those rags.”

Nancy looked down at her red dress. “This cost a fortune…”

“Give it to me, I’ll hang it up for you. Don’t worry, when your shift is done? I’ll let you change back into it - Eric will never know. But you have a uniform now.” Diana held up a red latex dress.

It was ridiculously tiny.

“Oh, it stretches. You’ll see.” She handed it to Nancy.

“No… no, please… I’ll look…”

Diana stepped toward her, her beautiful eyes flashing with delight. Her makeup was perfect. “Look like what? A whore? A slut? A common gutter tramp?”

Nancy was hyperventilating.

“Take off your bra and panties. I’ll let you wear those low heels because they match - by all rights, you should be wearing heels like mine.”

Nancy looked down.

Diana was wearing stilettos that must have had seven inch heels.

“Put on your slut uniform or I’ll wake your husband - oh, and I’ll still make you do everything I want even after I tell him what a whore he married.”

Nancy shivered. She took off her dress.

What made it worse was how Diana looked at her as she did: like a predator.

Nancy crossed her arms over her bare breasts as she took off the red lace bra.

Diana took Nancy’s arms and moved them away from her chest. “You’re beautiful, Nancy.”

Nancy’s heart leaped. She was disgusted with herself. Why did this creature’s opinion of her matter so much?

Perhaps it was the fact that Nancy was nearing middle age with its promise of sags and fat deposits in all the wrong places and wrinkles. In comparison, Diana was a living doll with a flawless figure, flawless skin, flawless beauty from head to toe.

Diana’s expression softened. “Oh, Nancy. I’m not flawless.”

Nancy looked away and sobbed.

Diana tilted her chin up. “I haven’t been human in such a long time. I forget the worst parts of it: loneliness, feeling self-conscious, feelings of inadequacy… mortality. Nancy, I know you think I’m cruel but I’m going to leave you as something far more than you can imagine. I will make you whole without your inhibitions, happier than you’ve ever been.”

“You people are insane,” Nancy sobbed.

Diana took a deep breath. “Have it your way. But, put on your dress. Your john is waiting.”

Nancy looked at the tiny garment in her hands.

She put one leg in and then the other, pulling it up her calves and thighs, over her hips. By the time she pulled the straps over her shoulders, the latex had stretched to nearly transparent.

She looked in the mirror.

It was tight across her hips, the hem falling just at the curve of her buttocks. It was backless, showing the top of her butt cleft and it had a plunging neckline to her navel.

Her breasts were cradled and barely covered, her nipples clearly outlined by the ruby red latex.

“God… please… I can’t wear this…”

The door opened.

“I think he’ll like it,” Diana said.

Nancy turned.

The pilot stood in the doorway and smiled as he looked her up and down. “I approve.”

“Thought you might,” Diana said as he stepped aside, and she stepped out of the lavatory. “Don’t take forever - no marathon session. She has a full dance card in First Class and a party to attend in the club bar.”

“What?!” Nancy said.

Diana rolled her eyes. “Still getting used to turning tricks.”

“You really haven’t conditioned her?”

“Oh, she’s had her slutifier shots. She wants it - ready to tear her hair out she’s so horny. She just doesn’t want to accept it.”

Nancy listened to them in horror. What was ‘slutifier’? Is that why fucking was all she could think about?

They were talking about her like she was a piece of meat!

And, God, why did it turn her on so?

“Have fun,” Diana said.

“I intend on it,” the pilot said as he stepped inside and closed the door. He smiled at Nancy. “Nasty Nancy, huh?”

Nancy trembled but she held her head up, defiant. “My name is Nancy. Mrs. Davis to you.”

He laughed gently. He was handsome, maybe a few years older than her. “Well, Nasty Nancy, I’m Captain Alex Vonnegut.”

“I’m going to leave this lavatory now,” Nancy announced.

Alex nodded. “You can, if you like. I won’t stop you, Nancy. Diana, on the other hand? She will be pretty angry with you. She might do things to you.”

Nancy swallowed. “What sort of things?”

He leaned against the bulkhead. “Oh, White Witches, they can do all sorts of things to a human. Nasty, nasty things.” He smiled.

Why did he have to be so handsome? And, why did he smell so good?

She put her hand on the doorhandle.

He made no move to stop her.

She hesitated.

He was so close, so… masculine.

“It’s pheromones. You’re not immune yet.” He put his hands on her hips. “I love this dress on you. I love your curves.”

“Will I be immune to you?”

“In fifteen minutes or so. Of course, you’re probably strong enough to resist me, aren’t you?”

Nancy wasn’t just turned on - she ached. She wanted him so bad.

“I used to be like you. Clinging to all those old ways. Clinging to decorum,” he said as he pushed a lock of hair out of her eyes. “You’re living a lie, Nancy. You cheat on your husband because you’re looking for something. We’ll show you what that is.” He kissed her gently.

It was unexpected, the tenderness of it even more than the suddenness.

“I don’t want…”

He kissed her again.

She felt her will failing. She put her hands on his chest to push him away.

Instead, she pulled him closer.

He leaned back and smiled. “Now’s your chance, Nasty Nancy. Walk past me. Go back in there to your husband, your old life, your side lovers.”

She jumped up and kissed him and he caught her, pressing her against the bulkhead, lifting her.

“That’s better,” Alex breathed.

“Fuck me,” Nancy said. “I want you. I wanted you in the airport.”

He smiled and nodded.

She reached down and ran her hand along the front of his uniform pants. “God, oh, sweet Jesus,” she whispered. 

It was enormous.

“Big cock fetish?” Alex asked.

“I… oh, God…”

He let her slide down to the floor. “I’m all yours, Nancy.”

She undid the long zipper.

He didn’t wear underwear. He was actually longer and thicker than her forearm.

She leaned back to take in the sight of him as she pulled him free of the uniform pants.

“I… can’t. It won’t fit.”

Alex laughed. “You don’t have to take it all.”

“Oh, Jesus, you’ll kill me!”

“Shh,” he whispered. “We know how not to hurt humans, Nancy. I hurt more women by accident when I was eight inches than I ever have at thirteen.”

“Thirteen?!” She was almost hyperventilating.

Now the size of the dildo Hannah made her take made sense.

She had been preparing Nancy for the pilot.

Nancy took the base of his cock in her hand and stroked it.

“I’m a Junior Whoremaster,” Alex said. “They made me this way with chemicals.”

“It’s… not possible.”

Alex laughed. “One thing you’ll learn: everything is possible when the Church of Morpheus is involved. When you’re seven feet tall with tits like watermelons and Barbie’s ass? You’ll believe it.”

Nancy stared up at him. “Is that what they’re going to do to me?”

He shrugged. “Above my pay grade. What did Diana say?”

“She said I would be released after the flight.”

He reached down and stroked her hair. “Believe her. White Witches don’t usually lie - they’ll gladly tell you what they have planned for you.”

“Why are you being so nice to me? If you’re going to blackmail me…”

He laughed. “Nancy, no one is blackmailing you and you know it. Now, are we going to fuck or not?”

She looked up at him with a look of lust and confusion. Then she smiled slyly. “Guess we’d better hurry before your pheromones wear off.” She kissed the head of his cock, tasting his juices.

Then she screamed in orgasm.

***

Samantha and Tammi

“God, that was unbelievable,” Samantha moaned. She lay entwined with Tammi on the floor.

Samantha’s legs were splayed wide apart, her white dress riding up.

Tammi stroked Samantha’s sex idly as Samantha squeezed Tammi’s bare left breast.

Samantha had no idea how she was going to explain all this to Lawrence, or even if she would explain it. She was bi now and a swinger. Vanilla sex would never satisfy her again.

Maybe Lawrence would embrace this lifestyle? Especially if they brought Tammi into their bed.

“I need a shower,” Tammi said as she raised up on her elbow.

“I want you to meet my husband,” Samantha said.

Tammi smiled. “Your husband? Really?”

Samantha smiled and sat up. “I want to share this with him, Tammi.”

Tammi stopped smiling. “You… choose this? Just… You would just choose this life?”

“Oh, if he knew what it was like?! Tammi, this is like heaven. You’ve opened my eyes to… everything.”

“No,” a voice said from the ceiling.

Samantha looked up startled. “That voice… I remember it.”

“Why not?” Tammi said, ignoring Samantha’s words. “Isn’t that what this is all about?”

“Whose voice is that?” Samantha asked.

Tammi put a finger to Samantha’s lips.

“The choices are made, the plans laid. Her acceptance is moot.”

“But the goal is for us to be together - she’s come to that decision without mind control!” Tammi said angrily.

“Your compliance is mandatory, Tammi. You are both property.”

Tammi began to sob. “It’s not fair.”

“Life rarely is.” A jet of gas blew from a nearby vent and blew back Samantha’s hair. “You will forget this conversation. You will obey Tammi.”

Samantha collapsed back on the floor her eyes unfocused.

“What… were you saying, Tammi?” Samantha whispered after a few seconds.

Tammi sat and stared at her beautiful almost twin. “I was saying, I think I need a shower.”

***

Like everything else in the lower deck club, the shower was for the enjoyment of the patrons.

There was a tiled square in the middle of the deck about five feet on a side. The tile was raised to a little over ankle depth. A drain was set in the center of the tile.

Above the center was a large shower nozzle with a pull handle on a chain.

Tammi stepped into the tiled square.

A woman in a red and white latex nurse’s outfit walked up beside them. She was rolling a cart with syringes lined up on top.

“What’re those?” Samantha asked.

“Injections. They’re modifying me. You’ll see,” Tammi said.

“Modifying? What does that mean?”

The nurse began injected pink liquid into Tammi - her arms, legs, torso. Her breasts and neck.

“God, stop! You’re hurting her,” Samantha said.

“Don’t fight, Sammi,” Tammi whispered.

“But…”

Someone grabbed her from behind - another latex nurse. Her grip was like iron.

“Let me go!”

The first nurse began injecting her: breasts and buttocks, thighs.

“Stop!” Samantha moaned. Her body was on fire, and everything was growing fuzzy.

Tammi took her hand and pulled her into the tiled square with her. “It didn’t have to be like this. I hate them for this.”

“What’s happening?” Samantha moaned.

“I’m with you. Don’t be afraid.” She pulled the shower handle.

Warm water poured down on them both in a torrent.

“My dress,” Samantha groaned.

Tammi pulled her close and kissed her deep.

The water stopped. Something thicker began to fall from the shower nozzle, but the volume was the same.

Pink goo covered them both.

The dress was saturated, the seams soaked.

The threads failed and the dress came apart, slipping down Samantha’s body and sliding onto the tile.

“Tammi, if you can hear me?” The first nurse said. “Your body is absorbing DNA from Sammi. In a few minutes, genetically you will be twins. You will feel discomfort, I’m sorry.”

Tammi whined but continued to hold Samantha tight.

“We need you to put the headset on Samantha to begin conditioning her into Sammi.”

“I… won’t do that!” Tammi moaned.

“Yes, you will. She will reject you as Samantha. If she doesn’t become Sammi, she will resent you for what’s happening,” the nurse said. “Put the headset on her to initiate the reprogramming.”

“Goddamn you!” Tammi cried in anguish.

“Comply,” SlutzNet said from the ceiling.

Tammi took the headset and gently place it on Samantha’s head, covering her ears and eyes.

Samantha went rigid in Tammi’s arms.

Tammi lowered them both to the tile as the goo covered them.

She never stopped kissing Samantha.

***

Nancy

“Fuck! Fuck! Fuck!” Nancy moaned. She was lying on her back on the counter by the bathroom sink, her head against the mirror.

She was holding her knees against her chest as this perfect man fucked her with only about half of his god cock.

“Motherfucker! Oh, God, fuck me! Don’t stop fucking me! Don’t ever stop!” She was thrashing her head from side to side.

Alex smiled down at her as he made love to her.

Suddenly she raised up, wrapping her arms around his neck as her legs locked around his back. “All of it, give it all to me! I don’t care if it kills me. I WANT it to kill me!”

Alex laughed. “Sweetheart, when you get used to your new sex drive? I’m going to remind you that you actually asked me to harpoon you.”

“I’m your bitch! Oh, fuck, do you have any idea how many times I’ve cum?!”

“Not so bad now, eh?”

“Shut up! Just fuck! Oh, just fuck me forever!”

This was what heaven must be like - just a Junior Whoremaster cock fucking her into oblivion forever. A thought passed by as her body crested an orgasmic wave once again: if he was a Junior Whoremaster, then what was full Whoremaster like?

The thought slipped away as her body cried out in climax, she dragged her nails down his back drawing blood.

“Ow! Mean little bitch,” Alex laughed.

“Cum in me or I’ll fucking kill you,” she growled and laughed.

“Oh, yeah? Will you?” He lifted her off the sink and pressed her into the door, his cock deep inside her, thrusting up.

She pressed her breasts against his face. “I want it! Cum in me, please!”

He grunted and froze, his cum jetting into her.

She came immediately, her body still sensitive to his transformed cum.

Nancy buried her face in his neck, sobbing with release.

“There now. I’ve got you,” Alex whispered.

“How can it be this good?” She whispered as she kissed his neck.

“Sorry, lady, I’m a pilot, not a Church scientist.”

She laughed. “Better living through science, huh?”

“More or less. Thinking of joining up?”

She shook her head. “Believe it or not? I love my husband.”

He laughed. “Letting go of the past is the hardest part, I guess.”

“After this trip, do I get to see you again?”

“Maybe. Hang around enough airport hotel bars, and you might run into me again.” He lowered her to her feet.

She was amazed the heels were still on her feet.

“Ready for your next client?”

She tugged down her latex dress. “I need a shower.”

Alex laughed. “Let me introduce you to a nifty little product.” He opened the cabinet under the sink and pulled out a bottle of Cunt Clean.

***

Monica and Paul

Paul’s pain had stopped a half hour before.

Monica still held his hand. “How do you feel?”

“Better,” he said.

“Any… different?”

He shrugged. “I don’t know. Stronger, definitely.”

Monica could see why. Paul looked like he had completed some sort of body building bootcamp. His t-shirt was far too tight for his new muscular body.

He leaned back in his chair.

He had also made no attempt to re-fasten his pants.

Paul sat with his knees apart, the sweater over his lap tented up.

Monica bit her lower lip - he smelled amazing.

She couldn’t quite place it, but the scent made her head swim. She wanted…

She wanted him.

“Paul?”

“Yeah?”

“I… I think…”

“I know,” Paul said. “I feel it too.”

“What did they do to you?”

Paul shrugged. “I feel amazing. Powerful.”

She was staring at his lips as he spoke.

He smiled at her. “You keep doing that.”

“What?” Monica asked.

“Playing with your hair. Flipping it.”

Monica blinked. Was she? Oh, God, she was!

“I… don’t know what’s wrong with me?”

“I think it’s me. I’m…”

Hannah knelt in front of him. “Arms on the armrests, please luv.”

“Huh?” Paul asked.

“Put your arms on the armrests.”

He did as he was told.

Hannah pulled out some black straps with Velcro on them.

“What are you doing?!” Monica asked.

Hannah strapped down Paul’s left wrist. “Trust me, luv, this is for your protection.”

“Protection from me?” Paul whispered.

“Afraid so, mate.”

“Don’t do that!” Monica said as Hannah secured his right wrist to the armrest.

“No, let her, Monica,” Paul said. He looked terrified. “I’ll hurt someone, won’t I?”

“You’re an Inseminator. You won’t mean to hurt anyone, but you lose control.”

“An Inseminator? What’s that?” Monica asked.

“The drug we injected him with has modified his sex organs. He has incredibly potent sperm and a drive…”

“To impregnate. To breed,” Paul said. He stared at the floor.

“Exactly.”

“He’s in control, Hannah. He hasn’t done anything,” Monica said.

Hannah shook her head. “He has control until he smells a fertile female. At that point, he will seduce and impregnate her - he won’t have to force her, she’ll want it. Surely you’ve noticed his scent by now?”

Monica gasped. “The panties… that’s why you and Diana put them on me. A chastity device…”

“He still might be able to get them off of you - you’ll certainly help. If you go fertile sitting beside him…”

“Why do you care about my being a virgin so goddamned much?! That’s what this is about, isn’t it? You don’t give a fuck if he impregnates the entire plane. Just not me!”

“That’s right,” Hannah said.

“Why?”

Hannah smiled. “Not yet. You’re not ready for that answer yet.”

Paul squeezed his hands into fists and tested the bonds. “This doesn’t make sense. The Church is all about zero population growth. They want everyone sterilized. Why make me into something that breeds?”

Hannah nodded. “It’s not that you breed, Paul. It’s what you breed.”

“What do you mean?”

Hannah pulled the sweater away from his lap exposing the long, hard cock and thick balls. She cupped his testicles. “That’s not Homo Sapiens sperm swimming around in your bollocks. No. These are genetically modified, Homo Aeternus sperm - a child you sire will appear human in every way, until they turn about twenty. Then they will spontaneously transform into one of us.”

“What?!” Monica whispered.

Hannah leaned down and licked the tip of his cock.

Paul groaned.

“Imagine, darling? Every woman you encounter who is fertile. You will seduce them, breed them, and leave them with a post hypnotic suggestion that they will carry the child to term and nurture them. Over your lifetime? You will sire hundreds, potentially thousands of us, Paul. We’ve even engineered your sperm to randomize the genetics - all your children will be unique and unrelated on a genetic level.”

Paul shook his head. “I won’t… I won’t do it.”

“Yes, you will. You’ll actually enjoy it.”

***

Nancy

Nancy leaned on the sink and checked her makeup in the mirror. Alex had left and she expected her next ‘john’ any time.

She smiled when the door opened.

Then she turned and her expression changed to cold terror.

It was Christine’s husband, Don.

He stood smiling in the lavatory doorway. “Fuck, when Diana told me, I couldn’t believe it. But here you are.”

She crossed her arms over her breasts. “What… What are you doing here?”

“Oh, come on, Nancy. You know fucking well why I’m here.”

“N… No…”

“Nancy, you’re standing there wearing a red latex hooker get up. Diana showed me your little video…”

“Oh, God…” This was a nightmare.

“She also told me you got off on this fantasy.” He unzipped and pulled out his cock.

He was no Alex Vonnegut, but he was still bigger than Eric.

“Don… I think there’s been a mistake.”

“Look, Nancy, I won’t tell him. Diana says you need this and, well, fuck I’m not husband of the year. I got side pieces all over.”

Nancy couldn’t take her eyes off his cock as it slowly rose.

“Yeah, you do want it. Diana said you really couldn’t control yourself anymore. My lucky day, huh?”

A smile crossed Nancy’s lips slowly. Why not? Why not fuck him?

She squatted on her heels and spread her legs. “Come on, stud.”

He walked into the lavatory and closed the door.

She took his cock in her hand. Funny how all men looked small after Alex.

She sucked him between her lips. 

Don took her head in both of his hands and began thrusting into her mouth.

She reached around and grasped his ass, encouraging him to fuck her mouth harder.

“God, baby, you’ve got a hot mouth.” He pulled back. “But I don’t want to nut on your face. I want something else.”

Nancy laughed. She stood up and turned around, leaning on the sink. “Do you know what I like, Don?” She spread her legs. “I love it up the ass.”

“Fuck yeah!” Don said. He probed between her cheeks with his middle finger.

She moaned as he pushed inside.

“Yeah, goddamn you are tight,” Don said as he jacked his cock. “Good thing you’ve got me nice and slick.”

He put the thick knob against her asshole.

She knew the exact angle she wanted and arched her back to accommodate.

She actually laughed when he pushed in past her sphincter and her body drew him in.

“Fuck, baby, so good.”

She only wished he would shut up.

Alex had been exciting.

Don was a bore.

At least his cock felt good in her ass.

“Yeah, Don, give it to me. Give it to me hard.”

He grabbed her hips and started thrusting.

He belonged in her ass - the thought came to her as he thrust faster. He was a man and men belonged in her ass.

Transformed men belonged everywhere else.

She was becoming a snob.

She laughed at this thought.

Her old lover would have used more lube, but Don was smaller than he had been.

Nancy began to pant. She was excited - she was being used by a man she had just met, the husband of an acquaintance. She was being used by another woman’s husband.

There was power in that.

When you stripped away all the inhibitions and taboos? All that was left was pleasure and conquest.

Don grunted and shook as he pumped jizz into her ass.

She loved that. Loved the feeling of taking yet another man’s seed.

Don pulled out and began washing himself in the sink.

***

Don stepped out of the lavatory with a smile on his face.

Diana stood waiting outside.

She whispered in his ear.

He looked confused for a moment. Then he nodded. “You can do that?”

She nodded.

“Yes. Yes, I’d like that.” He walked away.

Nancy was filling her ass with Cunt Clean over the toilet. “What did you say to him?”

Diana smiled as she stepped inside and closed the door. “I made a suggestion. Nothing to trouble yourself with.”

Nancy prayed she wouldn’t make any noise as the Cunt Clean exited her body, leaving her fresh and clean.

Diana laughed.

“I keep forgetting you can read my mind,” Nancy said. “More clients?”

“You’ll see. Time for you to leave this charming little love nest.”

“Good. I’m tired of turning tricks in a toilet.”

Diana nodded. “You’ve come a long way.”

Nancy rolled her eyes. “What do you want me to say? That I like it? I do, okay? I know I’m a whore.”

“That’s not a bad thing. Owning your sexuality isn’t a sin - at least not in our religion.”

Nancy put her hands around Diana’s neck and kissed her. “I own my sexuality completely. But this ends when the plane lands. Agreed?”

“Still clinging to your antiquated marriage?”

“I love him.”

“Do you?”

“Yes. Now, what’s next for Nasty Nancy?”

Diana smiled. “Follow me… don’t worry, we’re going downstairs by way of the staircase. No one in First Class will see you. There’s someone I want you to meet.”

***

“What the actual fuck?!” Nancy said.

People, some male, some female, some a combination of both hung in bondage gear from metal frames along the bulkhead.

And, in the center of the room, a beautiful young brunette was cuddled up with a seven foot tall woman who could only be called a demon.

“Nasty Nancy? Meet Tight Twat Terri and Baphista, demon goddess of lust,” Diana said.

“What the actual fuck?!” Nancy repeated.

Terri, the brunette, bounced to her feet. “Golly! Me and Baphy fell asleep. She totes fucked my brains out!”

Nancy did a double-take - the ‘female’ demon had a literal horse cock hanging between her thighs. “…the actual fuck?!” Nancy whispered.

“You say that a lot. That might be a nervous tic,” Terri said.

There were pentagrams in the girl’s eyes.

“Like ‘em? Baphy gave them to me when she promised my soul to Satan,” Terri leaned forward and whispered. “Only not really - Baphy’s a little loopy. She thinks she’s a real demon but she’s actually just a Succubus Whore. She’s really super-duper nice and gee whiz can she fuck!”

“Bring the old whore to me and I will introduce her to the cock of Satan,” Baphista said.

Nancy gritted her teeth. “What the fuck did she call me?!”

Terri giggled. “I thought you were going to say ‘what the actual fuck’!”

“I want her,” Baphista said. “My cock wants her as well.” The demoness’s schlong was growing erect.

“Later,” Diana said. “Save it for the party.”

“Ooo!” Terri said. “I love parties!”

“Is she for real?” Nancy asked. “Has she been huffing Helium?”

Terri laughed. “No, this is just my voice now. Kind of like Minnie Mouse and Barbie rolled into one.”

“She’s an adorable imp,” Baphista said. “Satan will be pleased.”

Nancy and Terri both looked at Baphista. 

Then Terri turned to Nancy. “See? Loopy,” she whispered.

Diana took a deep breath. “At the other end of the plane, there’s a bar. There’s a private party going on - a fraternity from the University of Wisconsin…”

“Go, Badgers!” Terri exclaimed and acted like she was waving pom poms.

Her breasts jiggled.

Nancy shook her head. “You want us to fuck them, right?”

“Yes, but there should be a kinky story. So, here it is: Nancy, Terri is your stepdaughter and Baphista here has turned you both into Satan’s whores.”

“I like this story!” Baphista exclaimed as she stood up.

“Really? They need a story?” Nancy asked. “They’re drunken frat boys. All they need are holes to fill.”

Terri pouted. “I like a story. Why can’t we have a story?”

“Me too,” Baphista said.

“Fine. Whatever. How long till this flight lands?” Nancy asked.

“Five hours,” Diana said.

“Five more hours. I can do this,” Nancy said.

***

Nancy had to admit, they looked hot as they walked down the starboard side hallway of the club level. Terri wore an exact replica of Nancy’s micro-mini ruby red latex dress. They also wore identical silver collars with thin silver chains that Baphista held as she walked behind them.

Baphista wore a ruby red latex loin dress that showed off the swell of her hips and twin torpedo boobs. It also managed to cover the huge cock between her muscular thighs.

The bar was located in the tail section, and they could hear the rowdy frat boys long before they reached the door.

***

Larry and Gretchen

Gretchen had woken up before Larry. She stood over him, her huge N cup breasts stuffed into a white latex version of a sensible blouse. A black latex skirt was trying valiantly to contain her round ass.

Her lips were huge, and her eyes looked vapid behind the black plastic glasses.

“Cum Guzzling Gretchen reporting for duty. Do I look okay, Larry?” She asked in an innocent voice.

Larry smiled slowly. “You look absolutely perfect.”

She smiled, her teeth brilliant white.

He held out his arms and she fell into his embrace. 

“I can’t believe it,” she whispered. “I’m young and I look… well, I suppose I look like a freak…”

“Don’t you ever say that. You’re perfect, Gretchen.”

“You really mean it?”

He ran his hands through her light blonde hair. “You’re amazing.”

“You’re gonna keep me?”

He kissed her and pushed her skirt over her big hips. “Forever.”

She giggled as he pushed her onto her back and entered her in a single thrust.

Gretchen screamed out - the Whoremaster cock pressed against the second clitoris deep inside her and fireworks went off in her head.

Her big breasts bobbed free of the blouse and Larry sucked her left nipple into his mouth.

He swallowed a mouthful of Ambrosia from her breast as he thrust into her, pressing against the second clit again and again.

Larry wanted this to last but there was something he wanted more - the binding. He let his orgasm rise, gave into it.

He cried out as he came deep inside her.

Magic then. The binding of a Whoremaster to the first member of his coven.

Her eyes snapped open, and she stared deep into his eyes. “I love you,” she whispered.

“I love you too, forever.”

***

Tammi and Sammi

It had been Larry who had turned Sammi and her twin Tammi out a few years ago. They turned tricks from the trailer park but the three of them always knew they were destined for more.

Larry decided to marry them both - ‘cause fuck the law.

They were Larry’s whores, and he would marry them both if he wanted to.

Of course, since their periods were synchronized, Larry accidentally knocked ‘em up on the same night six months ago.

Larry had learned all about the Church of Morpheus and Whore Caste. He’d applied for them to become members and that’s what they were doing: heading down to Havana to become transformed.

Sammi didn’t know they would transform the three of them on the plane, though!

She woke up in Tammi’s arms in the pink goo. Their titties were huge!

Sammi stood up carefully. She was taller and a fuck ton stronger - even six months pregnant they were both still hot! She rubbed her round belly.

Tammi moaned and stood up as well.

“Hi, sis,” Sammi said.

Tammi smiled. “Ooo… we’re…” she stared down at their matching stomachs. “We’re further along than I thought we were?” She looked out at the two nurses beyond the tile shower.

“Six months,” one of the nurses said.

The nurses stepped into the tiled square and began toweling off Sammi and Tammi.

“God, I’m so fucking horny,” Sammi said.

Tammi just stared at her.

“What? Don’t tell me you don’t want to fuck?”

Tammi shook her head. “Absolutely. I’m always ready to fuck. You know that.”

“Identical twins,” the first nurse said. “DNA splicing was perfect. Would you like to see yourself?”

Tammi nodded.

The nurse held up a mirror.

“Jesus…”

“What?” Sammi asked. “Same pretty face you’ve always had.”

Tammi laughed. “Yeah, I guess so.”

“You okay, Tammi?”

Tammi hugged her. “Absolutely.”

“I can’t wait to show Larry our new tits.”

***

Off the coast of North Carolina

The Eros IV airliner turned southeast over international waters and throttled up. Off to starboard, a tropical storm was creeping north. 

The crew of a fishing boat bobbing in the swells below looked up in time to see the Eros IV go supersonic, the sound reverberating like a thunderclap as the big aircraft disappeared in the distance.

Onboard Flight 118, no one other than the pilots and stewardesses knew anything had happened.

High above, spy satellites watched Flight 118 closely. To most people, the Eros IV was nothing but a flying brothel, but military intelligence saw it as the largest transport aircraft ever built. It had more carrying capacity than any aircraft in history, capable of landing anywhere without requiring a runway. Soon, it would be upgraded to nuclear power giving it an effectively infinite range.

It had an almost non-existent heat signature.

The airframe was nearly invisible to radar from its shape and the mystery metal that formed its skin.

In darkened rooms in the Pentagon, generals read the reports of its capabilities and shivered.

The flying brothel was the most terrifying aircraft ever built - not for what it did, but for what it could do.

In the crystal spires of the Cathedral of Morpheus in Havana, Sister and her followers saw the Eros IV as a crowning achievement.

Had they looked closer, they too might have shivered.

***

In her New York penthouse, the adorable blonde wearing black plastic glasses without lenses stared at the spiral notebook on the table. Columns of numbers were written on one side, beside those, a column of locations.

“Flight 118 is where?” She asked in her pink bubble gum voice. “Off the coast of North Carolina heading south. Gotcha,” she repeated the words of the Air Cuba ticket agent speaking to her over the pink plastic Bluetooth in her ear.

The blonde’s formal name was Bubble Brain Brittney di Marapova, personal assistant and official snuggle bunny of Mistress Maria Anastasia Marapova di Morpheus.

However, increasingly the moniker “Bubble Brain” was inaccurate. Once she had been a lawyer and a very good one. Something Maria had done had changed that, changed her.

She would be angry if she didn’t know that Maria was totes sorry about how things had worked out.

And, of course, there was also the fact she was head over heels in love with Maria Marapova.

You are her memento mori, a voice whispered in her head. Well, a memento humani, I suppose.

“I don’t know those words,” Brittney whispered.

Sure, you do.

“Memento humani… a… reminder of being human?” Brittney whispered.

Yes, you remind her she is still part of the human race. That’s important for a goddess… a demi-goddess anyway.

“That’s for sure. She’d break a lot of things not meaning to if I didn’t keep an eye on her,” Brittney said.

And, by things you mean people?

“Yep.” She liked talking to the voice in her head. She had to be careful not to let Maria hear her because… well, she’d sound like a nut.

And, Brittney knew she was simply talking to herself. Just Bubble Brain Brittney having a discussion with the genius Britt Conners.

Britt hadn’t liked Brittney at first, and Brittney had been intimidated by Britt.

But, they were slowly merging into one person: a genius lawyer with impeccable fashion sense and a taste for sugary, pink suckers.

She stood up and stretched, balancing on the stilettos. She twisted left and right in the tight pink latex unitard. Then she grabbed a pink sucker from the desk and popped it in her mouth - a sweet reward for finishing her report.

She skipped on the perilously high heels into Maria’s home office. She slid to a stop when she saw Maria standing with her back turned.

Brittney’s goddess was staring at the drawing on her wall - of all the enigmas of Maria Marapova, Brittney was most intrigued by the picture.

It was a nude and obviously of Maria. The artist had been behind her and her back and buttocks were expertly rendered in charcoal. The curves were softer but still perfect, the muscles not so well defined but still impressive - a previous version of Maria, not the goddess she had become but the woman she had been.

The hair was different - still white as snow but the style was older, something from the early twentieth century.

The eyes, though, the eyes were timeless: almond-shaped and dark with a touch of sadness looking back at the artist over her shoulder.

“Did I hear you talking earlier?” Maria asked softly without turning.

“Nope,” Brittney said.

“Are you sure?”

“Geez, Maria, you think I’m talkin’ to myself or somethin’?”

She gave Brittney a sideways glance, a smile that she saved for times when the two of them were alone. “My report?”

Brittney handed it to her. “Can I ask a silly question?”

“Better than anyone I know,” Maria said as she looked at the page of flight numbers and locations.

“Very funny. Why am I keeping track of these planes every day? We could just pull it up on the Internet.”

“I’m old. I like pen and paper reports.” She ran her finger down the page. “Flight 118… this is the flight with the gift for Senator Craig?”

“Yes, Maria.”

“Very important flight.”

“Maria, why am I doing this every day? Why do I make this list every single motherboinging day?”

“Because I asked.”

Brittney pouted. “You’re frustrating.”

Maria reached out and touched her honey blonde hair. “I need to know where the planes are at all times. All of them.”

Brittney frowned. “Ok, but you make me call instead of looking online… and you make me call through that phone spoofer thingy…”

“Darling? I don’t want people to know I’m watching.”

“But, why? It’s just sex flights…”

Maria kissed her tenderly and, like always, Brittney melted.

Maria smiled. “Nothing is ever as it seems, my love. I need to know where the Eros IVs are at all times… lest they be needed.”

Brittney and Britt smiled.

***

Nancy

Flight 118

Off the Coast of North Carolina

Stop me if you’ve heard this one: a slutty cougar, an oversexed and possibly possessed coed, and a nearly eight-foot-tall succubus with a horse cock walk into a bar, Nancy thought and giggled.

The three of them stood outside a door marked “Observation Bar”.

A sign on the door said, “NO ADMITTANCE - PRIVATE PARTY.”

There was a raucous party going on inside and the sound of someone “laying down the bass” made the door rattle.

Baphista sniffed the air. “I smell… college boys. I want them.” She ran an onyx claw down the door and scratched it.

“You mean for sex, right?” Nancy asked. “Not… you know… for food or something?”

Baphista smiled and showed her fangs. “I want to fill them with my master’s dark lust. I want to devour their souls and leave them as evil, corrupting servants of Satan. After I have molded them? They will leave horror and perversion in their wake across all of creation.”

Terri’s pentagram eyes grew wide. “Golly, I just wanna fuck ‘em.”

Baphista shrugged. “That too.”

Terri reached out to knock on the door. “We should knock, I guess?”

“Wait!” Baphista said. “You both know our story, correct?”

Nancy rolled her eyes. “Terri’s my stepdaughter and you’ve turned us into possessed sluts… it ain’t Shakespeare. Nobody is going to believe I’m old enough to be her stepmother.”

“Oh, no, my real stepmother is only three years older than me. Daddy’s a real dog,” Terri said.

“Eww, really?” Nancy asked.

“Totes.”

“Stop saying that,” Nancy said.

“What’s wrong with totes?”

Nancy frowned. “It makes you sound dumb.”

“I think it’s cute… totes cute.”

Nancy started to say something.

“Quiet whores! Focus on your roles!” Baphista growled.

Nancy turned and poked the succubus in her massive, latex clad right breast. “Bitch, giant or not? I will beat the living fuck out of you if you use that tone with me again.”

“I…” Baphista looked around. “I’m sorry… I’m just trying to stay in character.”

“Your character is about to get her fat ass kicked!”

Terri got between them. “Hey! Don’t you dare hurt her!”

“My ass isn’t fat,” Baphista whispered.

“No, it isn’t.” Terri glared up at Nancy. “You tell her that her ass ain’t fat, Nancy! Right now!”

“For fuck’s sake, she’s got more trunk space than a 1977 Cadillac El Dorado…”

Terri gasped. “Nancy!”

Baphista whined.

Nancy sighed. “I’m… sorry. Look, I’m being blackmailed into this. You two are willing participants.”

“They ain’t blackmailing you that much,” Terri said. “Look pretty willing to me and Baphista.”

Baphista nodded.

“Yeah, okay, you’re right. I just… I feel like I’ve been through the looking glass since I got on this flight,” Nancy said.

Terri smiled. “It is pretty weird, huh?”

“Totes,” Nancy said and burst out laughing.

Terri and Baphista started laughing as well.

Terri took Nancy’s hand and Baphista’s. “We gotta stick together. Okay?”

“Okay,” Nancy said. “Baphista, your ass is not fat - I mean, you got some back but… you could bounce a quarter off it.”

Baphista beamed.

***

Monica and Paul

Paul was much more relaxed than he had been right after Hannah had told him about his transformation into an Inseminator - a transformed stud bull built to breed human women with the transformed.

He smiled at Monica a lot more and his posture seemed much more relaxed.

And that worried her.

“You’re okay?” Monica asked.

Paul smiled and nodded. “I’ve literally never felt better in my life. Part of that has to do with you.”

“Me? What do you mean?”

“Well… I’m in love with you,” he said with a slight smile.

Had he been this handsome before? Monica shook her head. “We just…”

“Met, I know. But I’m head over heels for you, Monica.”

Monica blushed. “You’re… pumped full of testosterone or something.”

He nodded. “No doubt. But that doesn’t explain why I felt this way before they pumped me full of stud juice.” He was staring intently into her eyes.

“Stop doing that.”

“Doing what?”

“Stop… being charming. I can’t tell if this is really you or…”

“It’s me,” he said. “Yeah, okay, I’m under the influence of whatever this stuff is but… I adore you. The old me wouldn’t have had the confidence to say that. The new me can just say what he’s thinking.”

On impulse, she leaned over and kissed him.

That was a mistake because she could smell him even more when she got closer. “Jesus,” she murmured.

He nodded. “You feel it too. I know you do…”

She pulled back. “I… I don’t know.”

His eyes shifted to look at the aisle behind Monica. “Oh, no.”

“What is it?” She turned to see a tall, slim brunette in a micro dress walking past.

“I’m sorry,” Paul said.

“What?”

“Can’t you… smell her?” He jerked his wrists in the restraints.

She looked at the brunette as she passed heading toward the restrooms. “Oh, no. Is she fertile?”

He smiled and nodded lowering his head and staring at the woman like a wolf eyeing his next meal. “I have to.” He jerked harder and the restraints began to give.

“Paul! No!” Monica said.

It was too late. The restraints gave way and he leapt to his feet.

The woman turned with her back to the restroom door as Paul overtook her. He put his lips by her left ear.

The woman’s expression went from confusion to lust in an instant.

Paul was still naked from the waist down and the brunette wrapped her slim hand around his prick.

Monica sat motionless in her seat, too shocked to move.

Paul whispered something else to the brunette and she dropped to her knees. She wrapped her lips around his cock and took it deep.

“Oh, Paul,” Monica whispered.

She should be furious, and she was - but not with Paul. Hannah. Hannah and Diane had done this.

The brunette lay down on the floor on her back and pulled her knees against her chest.

Monica wasn’t surprised that the woman wore no panties.

Paul dropped down and pushed his long cock into the brunette’s pussy.

“Fuck me!” The brunette screamed as she thrashed her head from side to side.

Paul was thrusting, driving his dick deeper with each lunge from his muscular hips.

“Breed me! Fuck your baby into me!”

Paul laughed. He held her ankles together in one hand, pressing her legs tighter against her breasts.

She screamed in orgasm again and again, all the while Paul continued to laugh and thrust even harder.

Then Monica heard him groan and his hips stopped with his cock deep inside the brunette. She could see his cock throbbing as he emptied his balls into the woman.

He rolled off her.

Then he slid his arm under her hips and lifted them.

Paul roughly ripped open her dress, exposing her right breast. He began nursing at her right nipple.

“Sucking her breast causes her abdomen muscles to spasm. It helps draw his cum deeper into her,” Hannah said.

Monica jumped at the sound of Hannah’s voice - she had been so enthralled by Paul and the brunette she had completely missed the fact that Hannah had knelt by her seat.

Monica sobbed. “How could you do this to him? He’s in love with me…”

“I know,” Hannah said.

“You’ve made it impossible for us to be together now!”

Hannah nodded. “Not in a typical relationship, no, luv.” She took Monica’s hand. “But yours was never going to be a typical relationship. That die was cast when you bought your tickets.”

Paul stood up and stumbled back to his seat, cum dripping from his glistening cock. “What… have I done?”

The brunette stood up and straightened the hem of her dress. Her breast was still exposed but she seemed oblivious to this. She smiled at Paul and went on into the restroom.

Hannah knelt in front of Paul and re-attached his restraints.

Then she held out a package of wet wipes to Monica. “Clean him.”

Monica took them from her hand as Hannah walked away.

“I’m so sorry,” Paul whispered.

Monica stood up and then knelt in front of him. She opened the wipes. “It’s not your fault.”

“God, how can you…?”

She pulled out one of the wipes and began washing his still turgid cock. “We didn’t ask for this. But it’s what we have now.”

***

Larry and Gretchen

Gretchen skipped along on her high heels beside Larry. “Golly, I haven’t skipped in forever and ever,” she giggled.

Larry shook his head. With every skip, Gretchen’s twin torpedo breasts rolled and churned like ships in heavy seas. The men stepping out of the peep show booths on the club level did double takes as they passed.

Gretchen tried to start up conversations with a few of them, but Larry kept her firmly moving forward - she could fuck johns later.

Right now, he needed to find the other two members of their coven - his wives Sammi and Tammi. He had sent them down to work the peep show and be transformed but they should have been back hours ago.

Now that he was a Whoremaster, he wanted to bind them both to him as quickly as possible.

The Church forbid the concept of marriage, but the concept of true love was the basis of Whore Caste - and he was in love with the two pregnant sluts.

“Where the fuck do you think they are?” Gretchen asked with her little fists on her bulging hips.

Larry smiled. Sammi and Tammi weren’t the only ones he was in love with.

He grabbed Gretchen and pulled her giggling off her feet.

It was hard to believe the jiggly bimbo was the same perverted spinster who had tried to ‘take advantage’ of him as he was being transformed.

She was a walking wet dream.

“Are we going to get a house on the beach?” Gretchen asked as she covered his face with kisses from her thick, pouty lips.

“What? You don’t want to go back to our trailer?”

“Trailers suck. A beach house would be totes amazing.”

“You haven’t seen our trailer.”

“Fuck trailers. A beach house is better.”

He set her back on her feet and slapped her ass through the latex skirt.

They continued toward the front of the club level.

***

Nancy, Terri, and Baphista

“Holy fuck, it’s a fucking devil woman!” A frat boy said as the trio entered the airliner’s forward bar.

The nose of the aircraft was made of the strange transparent metal and provided a panoramic view of blue skies, puffy clouds, and the blue waters of the Atlantic.

“It’s a succubus, you fucking neanderthal,” a short, thick frat boy said. He was sitting in a padded chair naked from the waist down.

Two identical hookers were sitting between his thighs, one sucking his balls while the other inhaled his shaft like a sword swallower.

Nancy did a double take when she realized the hookers on top of being identical were also very, very pregnant.

“Suck-you-what?!” The first boy asked. He smelled of beer - as a matter of fact the entire bar smelled like the inside of a brew vat. His eyes refused to focus as he struggled to stare from Baphista’s high heels up to her smiling, demonic face.

“Succubus,” Baphista said. “A female demon sent by Satan to lead you down a path of ruin and damnation.”

“Fuck yeah,” he said and burped.

“I can already smell the ruin,” Nancy whispered.

Terri giggled and poked her in the ribs.

“These sluts are Nasty Nancy and Terrific Tits Terri,” Baphista said as she tugged the girls’ leashes. “Once an innocent stepmother and daughter but now through the perversion of Satan’s lust? Lovers.”

Oh, for fuck’s sake, Nancy thought. This thought was stifled when Terri wrapped her arms around Nancy and kissed her deep, driving her tongue into Nancy’s throat.

Fuck, the girl knew how to kiss!

She grabbed the little slut’s ass and pulled her even closer.

One thing was certain, if she couldn’t turn over a new leaf with her husband Eric? Girls were going to be added to the potential lovers list.

Terri turned around and faced the boys as Nancy held her from behind and let her fingers travel down to the hem of Terri’s red latex mini dress. Nancy lifted it and gently fingered the girl’s wet quim.

The room of frat boys broke out in cheers.

Despite herself, Nancy was actually having fun. And, why not? Nancy didn’t just like sex and kink - she lived for it. Her lovers were, in the end, only objects to her. She was about to have sex with a room full of college boys about half her age and, when the plane landed? It would be nothing more than a memory.

The only thing keeping her from truly enjoying herself in this fantasyland was Eric. She loved him… didn’t she? This whole trip had been about their relationship… wasn’t it?

The boy being sucked off by the twin pregnant hookers was smiling at her. “Hey, Pole, come here.”

A tall, painfully skinny boy with a massive mop of curly blonde hair walked over from where he had been looking out through the panoramic window. “Yeah, Tucker?”

Tucker nodded toward Nancy and then whispered to Pole.

The boy stared at Nancy and went pale.

Two frat boys began fondling Terri and pulled her free of Nancy’s grasp. Terri laughed as they half-carried her back to their table, stripping off her latex dress as they did.

Nancy felt naked as Pole and Tucker stared at her - Tucker in amused lust and Pole in embarrassed curiosity.

“Come here, Mama,” Tucker said.

Nancy walked toward them.

Slap!

Nancy whirled as someone slapped her ass.

It was Baphista. “Work that ass for your customers, slut!”

Nancy’s eyes flashed with anger.

Baphista’s stern expression evaporated. “Please?” She mouthed.

Nancy almost laughed. The terrifying looking demoness was actually gentle and timid as a kitten - and Nancy was beginning to adore her for it. She shook her finger gently at Baphista. “Fine.” She turned back to Pole and Tucker.

She swiveled her hips as she walked this time.

The boys watched her intently.

“Not bad for an old broad,” Tucker said.

“Old? You little motherfucker,” Nancy hissed.

He laughed. “But that’s how my buddy, Pole, here likes them. He likes that seasoned pussy.”

The taller boy blushed blood red.

Nancy was close enough now to hear the murmurs and slurps from the twin hookers between Tucker’s thighs.

“See, Pole here? He’s a virgin. This is the second spring break we’ve spent in Cuba, and I’ll be fucked if he’s not going to nut in one of you sluts this time.”

Pole looked like he wanted to exit the plane at altitude.

“So, I was thinking you’d take him into the private room over there and make a man out of Pole for us?” Tucker said.

Nancy really didn’t like the little asshole getting his dick sucked at all.

As for Pole? He looked on the verge of tears.

She reached out and took Pole’s hand. She smiled. “Would you like that?”

“If… I mean, if you…”

Oh, fuck it, I’ve been in it this far, Nancy thought. “I’m just a slut, Pole. A deranged, nasty slut who wants cock and pussy all the time.”

“Goddamn!” Tucker said as he rubbed the chestnut hair of the two sluts between his thighs. “Looks like Pole is finally going to lose that cherry!”

The frat boys cheered.

Nancy pulled Pole along behind her toward the private room at the back of the bar.

She winked at Baphista who gave her a thumbs up with her onyx clawed right hand.

Then the demoness turned and stared evilly at Tucker.

***

Pole followed Nancy into the private room and Nancy closed and locked the door behind them.

The room was simple: a sink, a small closet with a toilet, and a tacky as fuck heart shaped bed with red satin sheets.

“Fuck’s sake,” Nancy laughed.

She sat down on the bed. “Why do they call you ‘Pole’? Because you’re skinny? Polish?”

He laughed gently and shook his head. “No.” He stood nervously and tried not to look at her. “I’m really sorry about all that. Tucker’s… I don’t know…”

“A dick?”

Pole laughed. “Yeah, he doesn’t mean to be. He’s just kind of mean when he gets some beers in him.”

Nancy lay down across the bed. “God, I hope they wash these sheets.”

“Listen… we don’t have to… you know…”

Nancy smiled at him. “Don’t you want to?”

“I… think so.”

She patted the bed. “Come here, Pole.”

He walked over to the bed. “Are you really, possessed by Satan?”

Nancy laughed hard. “No, honey. And Terri and I just met.” She sat up when he was near the bed. “Hold up. How much have you been drinking? I am going to be really pissed off if you puke on me.”

“Oh, one beer, that’s it. I don’t like getting drunk.”

She relaxed and Pole sat down on the bed. “You’re giving frat boys a bad name. A non-alcoholic frat boy? You’re a unicorn, baby.”

Pole laughed.

“You should do that more,” Nancy said. “You have a nice laugh.”

He looked down at her hand. “Are you married?”

“Yeah, is that a problem?”

“No. I guess it should be, but it isn’t.”

Nancy nodded. “It’s not your promise being broken by this, Pole. It’s mine. No shame for you.”

“Never thought about it that way.” He turned to her. “Could someone like you go for someone like me?”

Nancy smiled. “Pole, honey, we just met…”

“No, no, that’s not what I mean.  I mean… could a beautiful more… experienced woman like you fall for a young inexperienced guy like me?”

“Experienced… nicely put.” She smiled at his discomfort, then took his hand. “Pole, I can’t think of a single reason any woman wouldn’t go for you.”

He laughed and blushed.

“Now, who is she?”

He looked sheepish. “My… best friend’s mom, back home.”

Nancy sat up. “Oh, wow.”

He nodded. “I’ve been in love with her forever.”

“Does she know?”

He shook his head. “I’ve never said anything.”

She caressed his face. “Is she married?”

“No. She’s been divorced for like forever. Never takes time for herself. She just cares for other people, you know.”

Nancy smiled. “Oh, honey, you’ve got it bad, don’t you?”

He nodded.

“I look like her, don’t I?”

He took a deep breath. “Yeah.”

“You’re really a virgin?”

He nodded. “I just haven’t been able to. I know I need to…”

“You actually do. You don’t want to be awkward the first time with her.”

He shook his head. “There’ll never be a first time with her. I don’t have the guts.”

Nancy smiled. “Oh, we’ll work on that. But first things first? Those guys out there? They’re assholes. You want to win over a woman and not a girl? Don’t be one of those boys. You be a man - the man you are.” She kissed him and he melted in her arms.

“Oh, wow,” he whispered.

She reached down and touched the front of his jeans and the impressive bulge inside. “Oh! Okay, so that’s why they call you Pole…”

He laughed and nodded.

***

Larry and Gretchen

“It says there’s a private party going on inside. Does that mean we can’t go in?” Gretchen asked.

Larry smiled. “Baby, I doubt there’s a party on earth you wouldn’t be welcome in.”

The sexretary whore laughed and blushed as Larry pushed the door open.

The first thing Larry saw was a short guy sitting with Sammi and Tammi sucking his cock.

The little guy smiled. “The balloon titted bitch can stay, but the guy in the sweatpants has to go.”

Larry laughed. “Oh, I do, do I?”

“This is a private party, can’t you read?”

Tammi and Sammi looked up at the same time. “Larry!” They yelled in unison and jumped up, breasts and bellies wobbling, and ran to him.

“Hey! I wasn’t done yet!” The short guy said.

Tammi and Sammi jumped into Larry’s muscular arms and began kissing his face.

“Girls, you got precum on your lips. I’m kinky but not that kinky,” Larry laughed.

“Oopsie! Sorry!” They said in unison.

Sammi looked down from his left arm at Gretchen. “I… remember you from somewhere?”

“I was in the row with you. I’m Gretchen?”

Sammi grinned from ear to ear and dropped down, grabbing Gretchen in a bear hug. “He jizzied in you! Didn’t he?! You’re bound to him!” She pouted. “We’re totes jealous because we thought we’d be first.” Then she smiled and squeezed Gretchen’s big breasts. “But I’m pretty sure we’ll get over it. You okay with precum?”

“Absolutely,” Gretchen laughed.

Sammi kissed her hard.

Larry hugged Tammi tight. “I… it’s weird… I know I’ve been with you for years, but…”

Tammi smiled. “We’re… all new. Aren’t we? All freshly transformed. It’s like we just met.”

Larry felt confused. “Yeah, I guess.”

“Excuse me, I paid good money to rent this bar. I’d like to get my cock sucked,” the little guy said.

“Pipe down, squirt,” Larry said still looking into Tammi’s eyes and trying to shake the feeling this was actually the very first time he’d laid eyes on her.

Frat boys started surrounding them.

“Who are you calling squirt?” The short kid asked as he leaned back in his chair, his cock pointing at the ceiling.

“Tucker’s our Frat president,” a kid who looked like a linebacker said. “You will respect the man.”

Larry smiled and set Tammi down on the floor. He looked around at the frat boys who were trying to appear menacing. “Now, boys, blood red isn’t going to go with this decor at all. But if you want me to paint these walls? I’ll be perfectly happy to oblige.”

“I’d listen to the Whoremaster. All of you together couldn’t so much as bruise him.”

Larry looked behind him for the source of the sultry female voice.

There was a seven-foot-tall demon girl complete with crimson skin and black horns leaning against the bar. Her devil tail coiled and swished behind her.

She smiled and winked, then she walked, hips swaying toward Tucker. She ran her fingers through her long, black hair. “I think we can settle this in a civilized manner, don’t you?” She knelt down in front of Tucker and caressed his cock with her long claws.

“I promise not to bite,” she purred. “Unless you want me to.”

She looked back over her shoulder at the other frat boys. Her eyes glowed a fiery yellow. The echoing voice that came out of her beautiful mouth sounded like all the demons in hell speaking at once. “OR I CAN HELP MY BROTHER WHOREMASTER WREND YOU LIMB FROM LIMB AND DECORATE THE TABLES WITH YOUR PUTRID GUTS! YOUR CHOICE, WORMS!”

The frat boys stumbled backward and slowly walked away keeping one eye on the succubus.

Then she looked at Larry with the most innocent expression her demonic face could muster, smiled, and gave him a geeky thumbs up.

Larry fought back a laugh.

“There’s something you don’t see every day,” Gretchen whispered.

***

Nancy was in a race: could she help Pole get his pants off before he shot his wad in his tighty whities from the kissing and heavy petting they’d been doing? “Relax and stand up,” she said gently.

He was shirtless. He stood quickly and fumbled with the jeans button.

“Pole, baby, relax. We have all the time in the world. Take a deep breath.”

The boy nodded and took a deep breath, his skinny ribs expanding.

She smiled as he managed the button and pulled the jeans down along with the underwear.

He blushed, realizing he was standing naked in front of her. His hands went to his groin trying to cover himself.

This was near to impossible - the boy was at least ten inches long and looked even bigger because of his skinny hips.

Nancy sat on the edge of the bed. She pulled his hands away from his manhood. “Pole, don’t hide this. Not ever.”

She looked at it appreciatively. “Do you realize how exceptional you are?” His cock was perfectly shaped. Thick blonde curls surrounded the base.

“It just happened last year. I was just, you know, average and then… boom. Over the course of about a week… meat city.”

Nancy laughed.

“Weird stuff happens like that in Ithaca a lot. That’s where I’m from, Ithaca, New York. Girls develop these enormous breasts overnight sometimes and guys? Well…” He looked down at his dick sheepishly.

She smiled up at him. “Sounds like I should move to Ithaca.” She laughed.

“Girls like them big like that, right?”

Nancy shook her head. “Visually, sure. Just like guys like bimbos with boobs like melons. But, when it’s inside you? A cock like yours can hurt a woman, Pole. You have to be careful. You have to go slow.”

“Yes, Ma’am.”

She giggled. “Nancy, Pole. Call me Nancy not… ugh, Ma’am. You’re making me feel old enough as it is - remember that for that woman back in Ithaca. Don’t call her Ma’am.”

He nodded.

Nancy smiled. “We’re going to be lovers after all. I’m not your teacher or something.” She licked her lips. “Although, that thought’s turning me on.”

“Me too,” Pole said with a smile.

She breathed in. “You smell good. That’s very important. Grooming also important - keep your nails short and…” She fingered his pubic hair. “Learn to shave this.”

“Shave it? Isn’t that weird?”

She laughed and spread her legs, letting the skirt ride up exposing her smooth pussy.

“God…” Pole moaned.

“Is it weird that I do it?”

“God, no.”

“Then, Pole, honey? It isn’t weird if you do it either. I hate getting pubes in my teeth.”

“In your teeth? Oh…”

She smiled. “In about ten seconds, you’re going to cum. Don’t worry. You’ll be hard again in a minute.”

“What are you…?”

Nancy put her hand around the base of his cock and sucked him into her mouth.

He lasted seven seconds.

***

As Nancy happily swallowed the cum from Pole’s first blowjob, her throat pulsing as she relished every creamy drop, she would have been surprised to know her every move was being watched from the first-class galley.

Cameras throughout the room captured them, SlutzNet editing the different angles together on the fly, creating a professional porno in real time.

Hannah and Diana watched the action on Diana’s cellphone screen.

“She’s a natural,” Hannah whispered. “So good with him. Gentle, passionate, patient.”

Diana smiled and nodded. “Born to be Whore Caste. How can she not see that?”

Hannah kissed her neck. “Blinded by love. That’s how I ended up in this predicament with you after all, pet.”

Diana laughed and kissed her cheek. “Well, Havana has made a decision on what to do with her and her husband.”

“Ugh… I hate this part of our job.”

Diana switched her cellphone over to the email app.

“Bugger me,” Hannah whispered as she read the message. “Guess I should wake the wanker up.”

Diana ran her fingers through Hannah’s hair. “Don’t blame him. This is all on Havana…”

“But he should fight for her! At least be given the opportunity…”

“My love,” Diana said. “Some things are just not in the cards.”

Hannah switched the cellphone back to Nancy and Pole’s room camera. “Then maybe you and I should make lemonade out of this feckin’ ton of lemons.”

Diana laughed. “Evil wench. What do you have in mind?”

“Whore Caste looks out for Whore Caste. She might not have a say in what’s coming but… fuck Havana… we’re White Witches. We make shite happen.”

***

Baphista

In the pecking order of Whore Caste, Street Whores, Street Studs, Cheerleader Whores, Sexretaries, Girlfriend Experience Whores and the other assorted fetish workers are at the bottom. White Witches and Whoremasters are at the top - protectors and perverters, one part cop, one part soldier, one part mad scientist.

In the middle are the dominants: Dominatrixes, Masters… and among them? Demon Whores like Baphista.

They were entertainers like the Street Whores but with a protective streak like the White Witches and Whoremasters.

Which is why as Baphista gave Tucker head, she was keeping one eye on Terri who was being passed around like a very willing party favor from frat boy to frat boy.

It was also why she would have helped the Whoremaster who came into the bar beat the shit out of everyone in the room, even though she had never met Larry before.

Whore Caste takes care of Whore Caste. They were all bound on a subatomic level. A clan. Family.

And that was stronger than Baphista’s programming that made her believe she was possessed by Satan.

She even felt like she had to watch out for Nancy who wasn’t even technically Whore Caste.

Tucker gripped her demon horns and guided her farther down his six inch cock.

She detested this little troll, but the better strategic move had been to seduce him rather than beat up a room full of drunken frat boys. 

“God, I’m getting sucked by the fucking devil,” Tucker groaned.

She idly wondered if he would be so ecstatic if he knew she had a horse cock under her loin dress?

Probably, she thought.

“Ow, watch the teeth, slut,” Tucker growled.

Oh, that’s fucking it, Baphista thought. Her eyes flashed yellow. You need an attitude adjustment, Tucker.

She took his cock to the root and then rose up till only the head was in her mouth. Baphista flexed the muscles in the roof of her mouth and the thin, needle-sharp fangs slid out of their protective sheaths.

She jammed her middle finger up his ass at the same time her fangs pierced deep into his cock head and began pumping venom.

“Yeow!” Tucker screamed as he shot cum into Baphista’s throat. “Get your finger out of my ass! Exit only, bitch!”

Not for much longer, Baphista thought and smiled. Her fangs retracted, the venom sacks emptied. Then she eased her long finger out of his backside. She raised up and kissed the head of his cock. “Sorry, Tucker baby. I thought you’d like a little prostate massage with my blow job. Could you feel Satan moving inside you?”

He wriggled in the seat. “Satan, fuck! I felt your goddamn summer sausage finger trying to make its way into my stomach from the wrong end.”

She pouted. “Sorry, lover. I thought you’d get off on some heavy kink.”

She stood up and pulled her loin dress to the side revealing her horse cock. “Maybe you would have preferred the real thing?”

“Jesus Christ… fuck off, you freak.”

She turned and walked away. “Hater,” she giggled. She looked over her shoulder at him and winked. “But, trust me? You’ll definitely come around.” 

He glared at her red-faced.

Baphista turned away and cackled with demonic laughter.

Terri walked up beside her at the bar straightening her skirt. “Fifteen… I fucked fifteen guys.” She nodded at the bartender. “Drinks free?”

The bartender smiled. “Always for Whore Caste - though, I have to tell you? Alcohol doesn’t do much for transformed. Sort of like water.”

“Jiminy Crickets… okay, give me a double shot of Whisky.” She smiled up at Baphista. “I gotta get the taste of spooge out of my mouth.”

“Uggh, me too,” Baphista said.


Terri looked over her shoulder at Tucker who was still red-faced and angry.

“Why’d you blow him? He’s not even nice.”

Baphista shrugged and giggled. “Oh, I got something out of it.” She waved at the bartender.

“What’ll you have, beautiful?”

He had the charm of a Junior Whoremaster. One of us, Baphista thought. She leaned forward and spoke barely above a whisper. “Do you have something pink and sweet and sparkly?”

He looked at her in surprise which quickly turned into a look of complete understanding. “Something really girly? Like with a little umbrella?”

Baphista looked shy and nodded.

“Coming right up.”

Terri hugged her tight. “I wish I’d known you before all of this. We’d have totes been besties… you, me, and Monica... and Nancy.”

Baphista nodded. “I can’t remember a thing before getting on this flight. I’m not even sure I was a girl.”

The bartender set a Margarita glass filled with sparkly, pink, sweet smelling stuff in front of Baphista beside Terri’s Whisky. The pink glass had two pink umbrellas.

Baphista smiled at him and mouthed a ‘Thank You’.

“De nada, beautiful.”

Terri raised her glass and nodded toward the pink monstrosity.

Baphista picked it up.

“Here’s to who we are. And, who cares who the fuck we were?” Terri said and clinked her glass against Baphista’s. 

Baphista smiled and took a drink, then laughed when the umbrellas poked her in her cute, upturned, demonic nose.

***

Christine

Christine hadn’t seen her husband Don in hours, and she was so horny she was thinking about diddling herself right there in her seat. She was a doctor, and she knew there was something very, very wrong with her libido - she had always had a healthy sex drive, but it was now in overdrive. It had been since she had started talking with Nancy in the airport and they had gone to that bar. Those drinks were a blur to her.

Something had happened in that bar, but she just couldn’t quite… remember.

Don had abandoned her after she had given him a handjob and Christine wasn’t surprised.

Don was and always had been a cheat. When he wasn’t being a total bore, which was most of the time, he was usually enjoying free whores provided by the mob guys he knew - one of the perks about being a Civil Engineer in the Windy City? You knew the wise guys and the wise guys took care of you.

Christine had prescribed Penicillin for him as well as her more times than she could count. Luckily, she hadn’t had to prescribe Acyclovir for herpes yet, but Don was going to bring it home sooner or later.

Most people looked at her and saw a successful Chicago doctor - not the kind of woman who would put up with a philandering husband.

But it was complicated.

Christine was raised to accept a cheating husband as being normal. Her mother had put up with it, her grandmother.

Men cheated. Women stayed home and…

Made babies.

She sighed. Christine couldn’t make babies. Her eggs had never been viable.

Don seemed happy enough with this - not all men, especially Catholic men, would be.

So she stuck with him. Cheating and all.

She just… before the sex hadn’t really mattered.

But now?

She wanted to have sex. No. She needed to fuck!

A few seats over, Eric, Nancy’s husband, groaned in his sleep.

It simply wasn’t fair! Nancy had the courage to cheat - and, for fuck’s sake, why would she cheat on him of all people?

Eric was gorgeous. Not a brute like Don. A sophisticated man, a lawyer.

“Why would she cheat indeed?” Hannah asked.

Christine jumped.

The British woman was kneeling in front of her. “Oh, sorry, luv. I move like a feckin’ alley cat, don’t I?”

Christine nodded, suddenly focused intently on Hannah’s beautiful red lips.

Hannah licked her lips and Christine tingled between her legs.

Hannah laughed. “You’re infatuated with me, aren’t you?”

Christine swallowed and nodded again.

Hannah smiled and cocked her head to the side. “It’s about freedom, isn’t it? Freedom to be who you want?”

“What is?”

“Life, dearie. Life is about freedom.”

Christine began to blush.

“You Catholic girls have so much pent-up lust. Your church is false. It tells you to deny everything you are. Such nonsense.”

Christine’s eyes were heavy. “Nonsense,” she whispered.

“Yes. Nonsense. If you want to fuck a stranger? You should. If you want to kiss a girl? You should.”

“I should,” Christine whispered. She leaned forward and Hannah met her halfway.

Hannah kissed her tenderly, waiting for what seemed like eons before letting her tongue slide gently between Christine’s lips.

Christine closed her eyes.

Hannah withdrew her tongue and leaned back.

Christine opened her eyes slowly. “I think… I love you.”

Hannah smiled and touched Christine’s hair. “Of course you do. We love everyone in my religion.”

“No… no, I think I’m in love with you.”

Hannah laughed softly. “Not really. I’m freeing you. Your mind is embracing that freedom. You’re thankful to me. But now? Now you truly can love.”

Christine smiled. “What do you mean?”

“You’re free to love who you will. No strings, no right or wrong.”

“But Don…”

“Would you like to know where Don is right now?”

Christine went pale. “No, I…”

Hannah held out her cell phone.

Don was naked. It looked like he was in some kind of strip joint with strobe lights and neon.

“Downstairs on the club level,” Hannah said.

He was fucking a tall thin woman from behind.

The woman’s cock was swinging back and forth with each of Don’s deep thrusts.

“Oh, my God,” Christine whispered.

“A futanari whore,” Hannah said.

Christine looked away.

“No, Christine. Look.”

She let Hannah turn her cheek to look at the camera again.

“Don is free. Can you see that? You are free as well.”

“I know he cheats,” Christine said. “I live with it.”

“You’re not in love with him, Christine,” Hannah said. “Oh, and that’s okay! There’s nothing wrong with it. You do love him, but he wasn’t what you had in mind, was he?”

Christine shook her head.

Hannah put her finger on Christine’s cheek and turned her toward Eric. “He was what you had in mind.”

Christine nodded. “Yes. But he’s…”

Hannah put her finger to Christine’s lips.

She stood up and helped Christine stand as well.

Then she led her to the chair Nancy had been sitting in.

Hannah knelt in front of Eric. She pulled the blanket away from his sleeping form.

His pants were tented and stained with pre-cum.

“Oh, God, no… stop!” Christine whispered. “He’s Nancy’s…”

“What? Her husband? You know as well as I do that Nancy cheats as much or more than Don.” Hannah unzipped Eric’s pants and he groaned.

His cock slid out of his open fly.

He was average in length, no larger than Don.

Hannah began jacking his cock.

“Oh, please, Hannah, stop,” Christine hissed.

Hannah ignored her plea. “We have castes in my religion. You can be Professional Caste - people who, through their talents, contribute to society. Doctors are welcome… so are lawyers.” She smiled as her hand worked Eric harder.

Hannah leaned down and licked precum from the tip of Eric’s cock and he strained in his seat. “Marriage is forbidden in the Church of Morpheus - but partnership is not. Imagine spending eternity with a man like Eric, coming home to him every evening. Both of you exploring sexually with no limits, no idiotic concept of monogamy. A night on the town would be visiting an orgy with friends. Indulging any fantasy you have. Together.”

“Oh, my God,” Christine whispered.

“Imagine Eric’s cock growing to thirteen inches long. Your body the body of a fetish model. Healthy, content, immortal.”

“That’s not possible.”

Hannah laughed. She stared into Christine’s eyes.

And Hannah’s words went directly into Christine’s mind: WE ARE IMMORTAL, BEAUTY AND PERFECTION, EVERLASTING HAPPINESS AND FULFILLMENT FOREVER. NOW, CUM!

Christine and Eric orgasmed at once, though Hannah had not touched Christine.

She orgasmed and screamed as Eric’s cum jetted into air.

Hannah caught some in her hand and held it to Christine’s lips.

Christine was breathing hard, her body still convulsing.

“Here is your new communion, little ex-Papist,” Hannah said. “The seed of Morpheus. Drink and I will give this man to you. You will live happily forever after - and I mean that literally, Christine. In a million years, the two of you will be young, flawless, and deeply in love.”

Christine looked at Eric, still fast asleep, his cock beginning to wane as the remnants of his cum dripped from the purple head.

And she pulled Hannah’s hand to her lips, swallowing his seed, savoring the taste of cum on her tongue.

Hannah smiled.

“What’s going to happen to me?” Christine asked.

Hannah placed her fingertips on Christine’s temples. “The transformation of your mind first - the broadening of your horizons.” She smiled evilly as Christine’s eyes became unfocused. “Then? We’re going to make you into a walking wet dream.”

***

Nancy

Oh, fuck me, I’ve created a monster, Nancy thought.

Pole’s nineteen-year-old body was a machine as he took her missionary on the private room bed, his long cock sawing in and out of her like a train re-entering a tunnel again and again and…

She cried out.

Pole slowed. “Did I hurt you?”

“Unnh! Unnh! No, goddamn it! I’m cum… cumming… again. Oh, don’t fucking stop, don’t you fucking dare stop!” Nancy screamed.

Pole smiled down at her. He raised up and grabbed her ankles in both hands, pressing her back and… Jesus wept! He was fucking her even faster!

Nancy laughed and slung her head from side to side.

The boy had quickly learned how to end his stroke just short of bonking her cervix - and it was a good thing considering the battering ram he called a cock.

As for Pole, he had cum three times counting his first time in Nancy’s mouth.

He needed only about a minute of recovery time between each eruption of cum.

He could literally fuck me to death, Nancy thought. And then she realized she really was okay with that.

She smiled up at him.

He lowered his body and kissed her gently, releasing her ankles.

She wrapped her legs around his waist. “Don’t change. Don’t ever change. If she doesn’t fall in love with you? She’s a fool. You’re the most amazing lover I’ve ever had, Pole,” she whispered.

He went rigid and cried out in mid-thrust.

Nancy laughed as his hot cum splashed her insides again.

He fell on his side, his huge dick pulling out with a wet plop and flinging their combined juices all over the sheets.

Nancy laughed as she felt the wetness spread beneath her buttocks. “God, they better wash these fucking sheets.”

Pole laughed and rolled onto his elbow. “I never knew it would be like this.”

Nancy’s eyes filled with tears. “I had forgotten it could feel like this.”

Pole frowned. “Are you crying? Nancy, did I do something wrong?”

Her tears fell. “No, baby, you did everything… everything right.”

He kissed her tears away.

She kissed him. “We get old and jaded, Pole. We forget what sex and love… we forget what it’s about. Thank you for reminding me of what it all means.”

“What does it mean?”

She smiled. “Passion, caring. Love. Not just the kink, though that’s part of it. Sharing something with someone you care about. Having someone you care about.”

He smiled. “You don’t have that, do you?”

She shook her head. “No, I’m not sure I do. Maybe I can get that back.”

Then she laughed. “Well, I’ve had it for a beautiful hour, haven’t I?”

He pulled her close.

She let him hold her for a while.

She pulled away and smiled. “Now, when you go back to Ithaca? You find your friend’s mother - don’t be creepy. Just be you. Talk to her. Get to know her. And, if at some point the time is right? You show her what you just showed me. Understand?”

“What if the time never is right?”

“Then, honey? You keep looking until you find someone it’s right with.”

***

Pole let Nancy go through the door first and back into the bar.

Cat calls erupted.

“Whoo! Pole got his cherry popped!”

Tucker was still sitting in the chair, still naked from the waist down, but his cock was limp and the girls who had been blowing him were gone.

He looked flushed and feverish. “So, how was my boy, Pole?”

Nancy sneered at Tucker. “Pole? Pole is a goddamned stallion… pencil-dick.” Then she turned around and wrapped her arms around Pole’s neck.

They kissed deep as Nancy’s short dress rose up her hips.

Tucker was silent as Nancy finally broke the kiss.

Pole smiled down at her.

“Goodbye, Pole.”

He nodded. “Goodbye, Nancy.”

Frat boys called Pole to the bar.

He shook his head at them. “No, I think I’m done here.” He looked down at Nancy. “Can’t be a boy forever.”

Nancy smiled.

Pole kissed her hand and walked out of the jet’s bar.

His friends watched him leave, speechless.

He’s going to do okay, Nancy thought. She turned to the bar and found Baphista and Terri smiling at her.

She stepped up between them.

“What will the lady have?” The bartender asked.

“Scotch. Rocks,” Nancy said.

“Coming up.”

Baphista hugged her.

“You’re our hero,” Terri whispered. “Pole’s too, I think.”

***

Larry and Gretchen, Sammi, and Tammi

The bar was huge.

Even with the fraternity being loud and boisterous near the door, the front of the bar with its panoramic view of the Caribbean clouds was virtually deserted.

Still, a few gawkers followed the foursome from the bar area.

And why wouldn’t they? Larry thought. It wasn’t every day you got to see a Whoremaster lead three unbelievably hot transformed women someplace so he could bind them as a coven.

For eternity.

It wasn’t what he had expected. None of this was. He was unsure what he thought it would be like - but not like this.

Erotic, yes. Kinky? To be sure. But for his heart to be swelling at the thought of the four of them being together? This wasn’t how a pimp was supposed to feel about his ‘girls’.

He literally loved Gretchen more than life. He would die for her.

He loved Sammi but it felt somehow… different.

And Tammi? It was so strange but somehow? He felt like he didn’t know her at all.

Soon that would change. With a single orgasm, a single spray of his cum into Sammi and Tammi and they would be in his heart exactly the same as Gretchen.

He looked at their pregnant stomachs.

And he knew it was nothing but an illusion. This realization didn’t bother him. Did they also know their stomachs were swollen with ‘empty preggers’ as well? Wouldn’t they find it odd how they never actually gave birth, that they never felt the inclination to ‘nest’ or even talk about the impending births?

Illusion. Illusions to add to the kink. Illusions to pacify.

Illusions to create the narrative.

Was he even Larry? Had he ever met any of these women before today? Was his life far different from what he had been conditioned to believe?

He smiled as the girls began to caress one another. Sammi and Tammi with their huge busts were tiny in comparison to Gretchen with her enhanced sexretary curves, and they were fascinated by her breasts, touching them, squeezing, pinching her huge nipples and making her squeal in delight.

She in turn kissed and stroked their pregnant stomachs.

Illusions? What did any of it matter? The truth was right here in front of him. He belonged with these three and nothing else was of any consequence.

Cum Slut Cathy’s words came back to him from his transformation video: You are a Whoremaster - a derogatory name for something far more noble. The world will see you as a pimp and believe you are a predator. But the truth is far different. The Whoremaster is no mere pimp, no parasite. You are the protector of your coven, expected to lay down your life for those you love. The world needs Whore Caste to save it and Whore Caste needs its Whoremasters to keep their people safe. The love you feel is real, no matter the circumstances that led you to this point.

Gretchen took his hand. “Where are you?”

He smiled. “Just thinking about how fortunate I am.”

She nodded toward Sammi and Tammi who were talking and giggling.

“Bind them? Please. Here, now? I want to feel part of them just like I feel part of you,” Gretchen whispered.

He nodded and pushed down his sweatpants.

Sammi and Tammi squealed and dropped to their knees.

Behind him, he could here gasps.

“Evidently nobody in this crowd has ever seen a Whoremaster,” Gretchen giggled.

“Got their attention, did I?” Larry asked without looking back.

“Oh… pretty sure there’s a lot of feelings of inadequacy that might require therapy.”

He fought back a laugh.

Then he held out his hands to the girls.

Sammi and Tammi scooted forward and began kissing his long, veined cock.

Gretchen put her arm around his waist. “Oh, Jesus… they look amazing.”

Larry kissed her as Sammi and Tammi lifted his stiffening cock and playfully fought over who would suck it first.

Sammi won and somehow managed to get the huge head in her mouth.

“God,” Larry moaned. Somehow, his cock was sliding down the back of her throat.

Her gullet swelled as she took the shaft.

More adventurous gawkers closed in a circle around them, ‘ooo’ing and ‘ahh’ing at the sword swallowing act.

Sammi pulled back and let the head slide out covered in her spit. “God, it’s so super-duper big, Larry.” She held the head toward Tammi. “I made it all slippery for you but now it’s even bigger.”

“Golly,” Tammi whispered. She sucked the head into her mouth, her jaws seeming to unhinge like a snake.

“God, did it look like that when I did it?” Gretchen asked.

“Ex… unnh, fuck! Exactly,” Larry managed to say.

Sammi ducked under the now stiff cock and held Larry’s thick balls in both hands, kissing and licking the hairless sack.

His cock made a loud popping sound as it exited Tammi’s mouth.

“Golly, Larry, it’s gonna bust my jaw!” She rubbed her jawline.

Larry answered by pushing both pregnant whores to the floor.

Then he positioned them in a 69 with Tammi on top.

The two identical girls began licking each other’s pussies with abandon.

Larry knelt behind Tammi and pushed his now fully erect cock into her pussy.

She screamed out in utter joy as the Whoremaster cock found her knew pleasure button deep inside and pressed it.

Tammi came and showered Sammi’s face with girl juice as Sammi continued to lick and suck Tammi’s clit.

Gretchen knelt behind Larry and parted the cheeks of his ass. She licked his asshole.

“Fuck!” Larry cried out as he began sawing in and out of Tammi’s cunt.

His eyes were half shut but he could see the gawkers, both male and female, masturbating furiously.

They can smell us, Larry thought. The combined pheromones of a Whoremaster and three whores.

He subconsciously scanned the crowd for potential Whore Caste ‘converts’ but found none that interested him - it was a habit imprinted in his mind from the transformation.

Tammi screamed in orgasm again and he pulled out.

He rolled them over so that Tammi was now under Sammi. Then he spun them around, giggling, on the smooth deck.

“Fuck me, Larry! Please, God, fuck me!” Sammi screamed as she buried her face in Tammi’s snatch.

He entered her in a single thrust, hitting her ‘button’ on the first try and she screamed incoherently, squirting around his dick and covering Tammi’s face.

Gretchen laughed, caressing Larry’s thrusting buttocks, urging him to fuck harder.

He reached behind him and pulled Gretchen around, made her stand, straddling the two 69ing girls.

Then he shoved her latex skirt up and began licking her clit while he fucked Sammi.

He felt his orgasm building.

The question was how was he going to do it? Should he cum in Sammi and let his semen flow from her into Tammi’s mouth? Should he pull out and coat both their faces at once?

The answer came to him in a flash.

He pulled out of Sammi as she came once again.

Then he grabbed Gretchen and put her on her back on the floor beside them.

Shocked, she stared lovingly into his eyes as he grabbed her ankles and forced her legs back.

Then he slammed into her, making her scream in ecstasy as she came at the same moment he filled her to overflowing.

Sammi and Tammi covered his body with kisses as he pumped his cum into Gretchen.

He pulled out and smiled, still holding Gretchen’s legs apart.

Thick, white cum flowed out of her gaping pussy.

“Taste me from her,” Larry growled.

The girls wasted no time, dropping down and pressing their mouths to Gretchen’s snatch.

Their lips sucked and they gulped down the Ambrosia.

Then they went into convulsions on the floor as they had the strongest orgasms of their lives.

It hit Larry like a wave of emotion. A warm breeze blew through his very soul, and they were bound to him, as much a part of him as Gretchen, as much a part of him as his own body.

Gretchen’s eyes snapped open, and she gasped.

He smiled as he saw the binding take her as well.

They were four in one. One coven, four members, bound for all eternity.

He fell down with them, pulling them tight against his body.

In all the history of humanity, all that man had searched for was that binding. It was almost always fleeting, rarely ever perfect.

But for Whore Caste, it was forever.

***

Eric and Christine

Eric Davis woke from a sound sleep expecting to see Nancy smiling at him.

Instead, Christine was looking at him with a smile that seemed… hungry.

Somehow, while he slept, his pants had become unzipped, and his semi-erect cock was covered by a blanket.

He was also fairly certain he had shot his load in his sleep.

Eric looked around nervously. “Have you seen Nancy?”

She smiled. “Oh, I think she was checking out the plane. So’s Don… don’t think they went off together, but you can never tell.”

There was something about the way Christine said that last part that made it seem as if she knew more than she was saying - and whatever that something was? She thought Eric already knew it.

He rubbed his eyes. Being a lawyer meant reading people’s body language to see if they were telling the truth.

Christine wasn’t just telling the truth - she wanted to tell a lot more of it.

“Have you thought about emigrating?” Christine asked, her dark eyes sparkling.

“Emigrating?! To Cuba?”

“Haven’t you looked into it?” Christine asked. She leaned closer. “Cuba is the next USA…”

“What? Are you nuts?” Eric laughed.

“No, think about it: when the USA came along, it was different from every other country on earth. Now, here we are two and a half centuries later and now Cuba is the next big thing - they’ve done away with all the old superstitions. They’ve created their own god, their own definition of morality…”

“Morality?!” Eric shook his head. “There’s a complete lack of morality.”

“Exactly! That’s the new morality. A complete rejection of classic religious taboos. Freedom - real freedom. The rest of the world can’t even wrap its head around non-monogamous or, heaven forbid, same sex relationships. In Cuba? They’re saying do whatever the fuck you want. Polyamory is the accepted norm. A world without jealousy and hate. True motherfucking freedom!”

Eric stared into her wild eyes. “It’s just… wrong.”

She put her hand on his. “What? Don’t tell me you’re some closet, born again, Mormon or even Catholic true believer or something?”

“No, of course not… it’s just… all of western society is based on those Judeo-Christian morals. The fundamentals of law…” He pointed at her. “Not to mention your own Hippocratic Oath…”

She smiled and, God, she was beautiful. “Fuck the law. Fuck the Hippocratic Oath. I have needs and wants that aren’t being fulfilled by this fucked up world, and I’m tired of not having what I crave, Eric. Do you know how many times I’ve watched a patient die because I couldn’t go beyond what my Hippocratic Oath and the medical board would allow? How many times have you represented people in court who were worthless scum?”

He snorted. “Well, I’m a corporate attorney so… every day.”

“Exactly. They want us in Cuba, Eric. They want surgeons who are ready to improve the human race and fuck ethics. They want lawyers who can navigate the old world statutes and develop laws for a new and better world.” Her eyes sparkled. “I want to suck your cock, Eric.”

He blinked. “Wait… what?”

The blanket was still covering his midsection. His cock lurched as he stared at her red lips.

She put her hand on the blanket covering his erection. She giggled. “I have never told a man that in my life. I have never just told a man I wanted his cock in my mouth. I’ve never just walked up to a man and asked him to fuck me.” She blushed. “I feel so, I don’t know, powerful!” She reached up and stroked Eric’s cheek. “Fuck me, Eric. Let me suck your cock until you’re hard. Then I want you to shove your cock in my wet pussy and fuck me till I cum.” She bit her lower lip. “Then? I want you to fuck my ass till I scream.”

Eric couldn’t catch his breath. “Jesus… Christine, I don’t… I don’t cheat on Nancy.”

Christine turned her head to the side. “That’s funny because she told me about all the men she’s fucked. And I’m pretty sure she took my husband’s fat dick right up there in the restroom.”

“What?! No! No, Christine, you’re wrong.”

“I don’t want to hurt you, Eric. But, you should have seen her flirting with the pilot before we boarded. I watched her spread her legs at the gate and give him a nice, long look…”

“Why are you lying? She wouldn’t… she would never…”

“Her last lover was a co-worker of yours. I think he quit today? Yesterday?”

Eric felt like he had been punched in the stomach. “No… no, it can’t… she couldn’t have.”

“He fucked her so good, Eric. She went on and on in the bar. He used to take her up the ass like an animal.”

“That… no… she doesn’t do anal.”

Christine laughed. “Oh, honey, she’s got an asshole just like a pussy from what I hear.” She stretched. “Me, on the other hand? Nice and tight, Eric. I’ll be so tight around your cock you won’t ever want to pull it out of my ass… and I won’t ever want you to.”

He tried to look away, but Christine was rubbing his now throbbing erection through the blanket.

She smiled at him. “So what if she’s been getting what she needs? So what if Don gets what he wants? The only question is: are you and I going to start taking what we want, Eric?”

He gave no resistance as she slowly slid the blanket off his hard cock.

She kept her eyes locked on his as she dropped to her knees. “No right, no wrong, Eric. Just wants and needs and lust. Let me show you.”

She slid to her knees on the deck, her hand gently stroking his cock.

“She’s still my wife,” Eric groaned.

“Don’t blaspheme, Eric. The Church doesn’t like it,” Christine whispered as she swallowed his cock to the root, her eyes never leaving his.

Eric groaned and leaned back in the seat as Christine sucked his cock in front of the other passengers.

***

A good white witch can place her fingers on someone’s temples and mold them into whatever she wants with simply a thought.

A great white witch can be ten feet away and accomplish the same thing, drilling into her victim’s brain and making fundamental changes without ever touching the subject.

Hannah was a great white witch. Powerful, like her lover, Diana, like Cum Slut Cathy, like Gwen Kincaid, like Sugar Tits. Almost like Maria Marapova herself… but not quite.

Her lips moved as she stared at Eric, seeing past the outer shell of the man and into his mind, his very soul. She ignited his lust first, his passion, and finally a deep, lasting love for Christine.

It wasn’t hard. Christine was easy to fall for - would he have succumbed to her charms without help from Hannah? Maybe. But times like these demanded that everything work flawlessly, precisely.

There was too much at stake to rely on human nature.

Maria Marapova was building an intricate machine - a mechanism that would save the world, not only from the stupidity of humanity itself, but from the hate and hubris of the Church. Each and every person the white witches transformed now were parts of that mechanism, either directly or indirectly.

It was hard to understand the design even for Hannah.

But, in Marapova and Adam we trust.

Amen.

She smiled as she felt Diana’s hand lifting her skirt from behind, feeling her long fingers probing and touching her, thrilling her as only she could. “Naughty, naughty, I’m deep in that bloke’s brains.”

“You can still concentrate,” Diana whispered as the tip of her tongue traced a path up the back of Hannah’s neck. “You’re a great multi-tasker.”

Hannah shivered. “Okay, but if he comes out of this a lesbian it’s your fault.”

Diana giggled. “All men are lesbians, silly. With the right training.”

“Oh, he already knows where to put his tongue and fingers according to the memories I’m seeing.”

“A good man is sooo hard to find,” Diana whispered. Her middle finger snaked between Hannah’s pussy lips and deftly found her g-spot just inside.

“Ooo… oh, I’ll make sure he knows that particular… unnh, trick.”

“Christine will thank you.”

Hannah bit her lower lip. “I can’t do this right and cum at the same time!”

“Don’t you dare cum until the job is finished, greedy girl,” Diana said but then re-doubled her efforts on Hannah’s g-spot and added a thumb tip to Hannah’s swollen clit.

“Oh, you goddamned bitch!” Hannah hissed.

“Concentrate, slut.”

“I think… I think… I’m done!” Hannah managed to say.

She spun around and shoved Diana back into the galley. “You are in so much fucking trouble, you wanker!”

They tumbled laughing onto the galley floor.

***

Eric could pinpoint the moment when he suddenly realized that Christine was right and everything she had said was true. She had cupped his balls in her slim hand, her head bobbing, and those unbelievably sexy eyes looked into his very soul.

And Eric thought: Why not? Why not make love to this fucking beautiful siren right here on the deck?

He stood up and shoved his pants down, dropping on top of a giggling Christine. She reached down and helped him lift her skirt and guide his cock into her waiting, soaking pussy.

He slid in balls deep and Christine held him tight.

“This is right, can’t you see?” Christine whispered. “This was meant to be. Oh, God, I want you.”

He began thrusting into her, knowing he had to slow down, or he would cum too soon and Christine wanted it in her ass.

And fuck if he was going to disappoint her.

She was still staring into his eyes. “Don’t close your eyes. Men… Don… always closes his eyes. Look at me, Eric. I need to see your eyes.”

He kissed her hard as he thrust deep. He nodded and never broke eye contact.

He saw her lips quivering, her pupils dilating, felt her body stiffening.

She screamed out as she came, her body shivering and quaking under him.

In all his life, he had never made a woman cum so hard, so beautifully.

She stared at him in disbelief. “This… is what it’s supposed to be like, isn’t it?”

He smiled. “Y… Yes… I think it is. Christine, I love you.”

She kissed him hard.

Then she wriggled free.

He moaned in protest, his cock harder and more erect than he could remember it ever being.

She rolled onto her hands and knees, arching her back and presenting her narrow hips. “Please, Eric, please!”

He grasped her hips in both hands. Then he smiled. “Please what, Christine?”

She laughed and moaned. “Please, fuck my ass, Eric.”

He lowered his face and spread the cheeks of her ass. He pressed his tongue to her rosebud and licked.

“Jesus! Oh, Jesus! You’re really going to…”

He pushed the tip of his little finger into her tight hole, and she squealed.

He swapped his little finger for his ring finger.

“Mmmm, fuck!” Christine exclaimed as she jerked her hips in a circular motion.

He swapped ring finger for middle finger.

Then he added his index finger.

She was laughing. “Stretch me! Oh, God! Stretch my…”

He pulled out his fingers and pressed his cock against the tender opening.

“Yes! Do it! Do…”

He pushed forward slowly.

Apparently, too slowly for Christine’s level of excitement.

She lunged back against him, embedding him balls deep in her tight ass.

“God… fuck,” Eric cried.

Christine only laughed.

He thrust once, twice, three times.

Then he cried out as he emptied his balls into her tight ass.

***

Nancy, Terri, and Baphista

Nancy knew Baphista’s evil act was just that: an act. She was just a cosplayer who couldn’t take off her costume but still, her evil laugh was fucking unnerving.

“See how I have perverted them to their very core?!” Baphista cackled as Nancy slurped cum from Terri’s tight little pussy.

Terri, her make-believe stepdaughter was doing the same with Nancy’s cooch, the two of them locked into a passionate 69 as two frat boys plowed their asses from spooning positions behind them.

And Nancy absolutely loved it! When she got back to Chicago, no single lover was ever going to satisfy her again. She was going to need group action.

Wouldn’t it be wonderful if Eric would share her new appetite?

She smiled thinking about it.

The boy behind her had a small cock less than half Pole’s size but she was still enjoying the fuck.

She moaned into Terri’s little pussy - another new delight. She was going to be seeking out lovers of all sexes in the future.

Terri’s long tongue snaked into her pussy in rhythm with the frat boy’s thrusts.

She’s going to make me cum, Nancy thought. She opened her eyes slightly. She could see Terri’s frat boy’s cock pistoning in and out of the brunette’s tush. She tongued his shaft and then focused her efforts on Terri’s engorged clit.

Then she eased her index finger into Terri’s pussy and hooked it slightly, massaging her g-spot.

Terri gave a muffled squeal and sucked Nancy’s pussy even harder.

“Look how Satan’s fire has burned the morality from their useless souls! They belong to my dark lord forever… as do you all!” Baphista laughed.

Jesus, she’s a fucking ham, Nancy thought.

Then the boy behind her stiffened and throbbed, filling her ass with his cream.

Spurred on by his moan’s, Terri’s frat boy slammed hard into her ass and went stiff, crying out as his own shaft throbbed.

Just like dominoes, Nancy thought. Then her own orgasm was on her and she screamed into Terri’s depths.

The brunette cried out and clamped her thighs tight around Nancy’s head, her pussy convulsing.

A few moments later, she found herself lying face to face with Terri. The pretty girl smiled sweetly, her lips and chin smeared with cum from Nancy and her recent lovers.

“Mmm, thank you, Stepmother,” Terri whispered and winked.

Nancy kissed her tenderly, letting all the delicious juices mingle in their mouths.

Then she pulled back with a smile and whispered, “Call me that one more time and I’ll bite off your little clit.”

Terri giggled her sex kitten giggle. “The way you fuck? I’d let you.” She snuggled in close, and Nancy smiled as she cradled the smaller woman in her arms.

Nancy could hear sucking noises.

She looked up to see two frat boys suckling at Baphista’s enormous breasts, their throats working as they drank down whatever chemical laden weirdness the Succubus Whore was producing in those amazing tits.

Considering the fact the college boys were both stroking huge erections as they nursed, her breast milk must have had some sort of aphrodisiac content.

Then, of course, there was the frat boy kneeling in front of her sucking her monster demon cock.

“Not something you see every day,” Nancy murmured.

Terri looked up sleepily. “Isn’t she awesome?”

Nancy laughed. “You really like her, don’t you?”

“She’s super-duper sweet and cuddly once ya get to know her,” Terri giggled.

Nancy stroked the girl’s dark hair. “The things they did to you? Is that why you… you know?”

She gave a pouting smile. “Talk like Jennifer Tilly huffing helium?”

Nancy burst out laughing. “Yeah.”

Terri bit her lip deliciously. “Uh huh. It’s like… okay, they went inside my head and diddled around? And they made me always conscious of being super sexy, on account of I’m always on duty and supposed to be attracting boys…” She kissed Nancy sweetly. “And girls.”

Nancy felt a thrill go through her - the sex kitten with the pentagram irises was unbelievably appealing, even after all the sex she had enjoyed in the last few hours.

“But that’s not the best part,” Terri said. “I love everybody. Especially other Whore Caste - I love them automatically, you know? But some people I love even more: like Baphista… we’re soul mates. I knew it immediately. I think she did too. Oh, and I’m completely in love with my friend Monica even though she isn’t one of us yet. Oh, and you too, of course.”

Nancy looked at her and blinked. “Me? We just met…”

The brunette looked confused. “That doesn’t matter. We’re supposed to be together. You and me and Baphista. You need to become Whore Caste so we can live together forever.”

“N… No, Terri, listen… I’m just doing this until the plane lands. I mean, I love it, I do. But this isn’t me.”

Terri frowned. “How do you know it isn’t?”

Nancy shook her head. “I just know. I’m in love with my husband, Eric. He and I are just going through a rough spot right now.”

Terri turned her head sideways as if she were studying a complex mechanism, looking for what made it tick. “You don’t love yourself.”

“What?!”

“You don’t love yourself. You think Eric can fill that hole inside you, but he can’t. Only you can.”

Nancy frowned. “Now, wait just a minute…”

“Lots of humans don’t love themselves, Nancy. It’s not an insult. You want to love yourself but for some reason you can’t, and you totes think if Eric loves you then that will be enough… only it won’t be. You have to accept who you are and fall in love with Nancy.” She leaned forward and kissed Nancy’s nose. “Baphista and I? We think Nancy is pretty amazing. A lot of other people do too. But it doesn’t matter diddly unless you do.”

Nancy looked at her in shock.

Then Terri smiled brightly and hopped to her feet. She walked over to the frat boy sucking Baphista’s cock and stroked his hair.

Nancy just stared at her. She blinked and shook her head. Ridiculous. Terri was just a sex toy, dumbed down by whatever they had done to her. She was wrong.

She had to be wrong.

“Ladies and gentlemen, this is your captain speaking. We are on final approach to Morpheus International Airport in Havana. The weather is a balmy 88 degrees with clear blue skies. We will be setting down in about… fifteen minutes. Flight attendants, please make final preparations for landing,” the captain’s voice said from the ceiling speakers.

***

“Jesus! I am sooo fucked!” Nancy cried as she wiped her face down with cunt clean.

They had found a restroom close to the nose.

She leaned forward as Baphista squeezed a bottle of the liquid through its twin nozzles into Nancy’s pussy and ass.

“Is there cum in my hair?” Nancy asked Terri who was going through the makeup in Nancy’s bag.

Terri smiled, her strange pentagram irises glowing. “No, it’s clean and shiny.”

Baphista pulled out the Cunt Clean nozzles with a pop from Nancy’s openings. The liquid poured from Nancy’s pussy in a gush. 

Then Baphista poked a clawed finger against Nancy’s swollen asshole. “Let it go, slut!”

“Baphy! I swear to God, now is not the time for kinky talk!” Nancy hissed.

Terri was trying to apply Nancy’s foundation. “Calm down, will ya?”

“You want to walk around with a Cunt Clean enema? No skin off my demonic nose,” Baphista huffed.

Nancy looked miserable. “I just… what if something gross comes out?”

“You really don’t know how this stuff works, do you?” Baphista asked. “Coats, soothes, lubricates, and turns any foreign ‘substances’ into clear, fresh smelling liquid. Now, squirt it out.”

“The most frightening part is this is all starting to feel normal to me now,” Nancy groaned.

The Cunt Clean squirted out of her butt and fell onto the wide floor drain.

“Please return to your seats and prepare for landing,” Hannah’s crisp English voice said over the speaker in the ceiling.

“Wait till you’re one of us and have electronic makeup. You won’t need to mess with this stuff anymore,” Terri said with a smile as gloss magically appeared on her own lips.

“I’m not going to be one of you, sweetie,” Nancy said as she stroked Terri’s cheek.

She felt lips on the back of her neck. Baphista whispered in her ear. “In all the history of mankind, there has not been one group of people so blessed as we. Please, please, think about what Terri is telling you. I don’t remember anything about my life before this flight, but I know… somehow, I know, I was never as happy in my entire life as I am right now.”

She turned and looked into the demoness’s beautiful, fiery eyes.

Nancy gave her a smile.

“Umm, if you wanna look like the old Nancy? Might have a problem,” Terri said.

She turned to see Terri holding up the ruby red, skintight, short latex dress. “Oh… fuck… what do you think the odds are Hannah and Diana will give me back my old clothes?” Nancy asked.

Terri and Baphista looked at each other, then they turned toward Nancy and shook their heads.

***

Monica and Paul

“How are you feeling?” Monica asked.

Paul smiled weakly. “You mean am I ready to tear off my restraints again? No. I’m… calm. Well, I’m not sure I can ever control my urges again.”

“You will control them.” She squeezed his hand. “I’ll help you.”

He nodded.

“Hey, guys,” David said as he walked past their seats and sat down in his own.

“The fuck?” Paul asked. “Where the fuck have you been?!”

David laughed. “Relax, sport… hey, you’re looking ripped, stud. Looks like they worked some hoodoo on you, huh?”

Paul gritted his teeth. “Goddamn you! You knew they were going to do this to me?!” He pulled against the restraints.

Monica held his hand tight.

Paul relaxed slightly. Then he smirked. “I should’ve fucking known! You’re in on this! You fucking work for them!”

“Geez, bro, calm down. Paranoia doesn’t suit you, amigo.”

“You smug son of a bitch,” Monica hissed. “He’s right! What did you do with Terri?”

“Nothing,” Terri said from the aisle.

Monica looked up and screamed.

Terri was very different from the Terri who had boarded the plane.

She was goth now, her hair even darker and definitely fuller. Her breasts were bigger.

But what made Monica scream were the enormous glowing pentagrams she had in place of irises.

Terri pouted down at her. “It’s okay, Monica. I’m still me. Just… hotter.”

“Oh, Jesus… oh, Jesus, Terri what did they do to you?!”

Terri leaned over, a perilous pose in the ultra-skimpy, red latex micro dress she wore. “I’m still me, Monica. And I still love you. Always have.” She kissed Monica tenderly and took her seat beside David.

“Goddamn, I fucking approve of the Church’s taste,” David said with a sideways grin. “Let’s fuck once more before the plane lands?”

“Really?!” Terri asked with a high-pitched giggle. She reached over and fondled his package with her right hand.

She smiled sweetly and squeezed.

David lost his smile and gasped.

Monica stared in disbelief as Terri squeezed tighter and tighter.

David’s face turned red.

“I’m Whore Caste now. I have to love everybody. I let almost anybody fuck me because I have so much love inside me, David. It’s called empathy - a universal empathy. Empathy is a big word that someone like you wouldn’t understand. For me? It’s all part of the programming, this universal empathy and love. But when I think about you? You I just don’t like. Don’t know why exactly…”

David groaned out loud as Terri squeezed even tighter.

“Maybe one day, when they make you into a nice person? And, of course, when they give you a real cock? I might let you lick my pussy… definitely my asshole. But, until then? Keep your little dick to yourself.” Terri giggled. “Or I will let my new girlfriend do some twisted fucking shit to you… empathy or not.”

She released him and David collapsed into his seat.

“New girlfriend?” Monica asked.

All the malice left Terri’s pretty face. “Oh, yeah, totes! I’m going steady with the tallest woman you ever met not even counting her awesome horns! You know I’ve always had a thing for tall girls.”

***

Nancy

Nancy walked slowly up the aisle toward her seat. She could feel the eyes on her as she passed by. Part of her was thrilled, all those eyes looking at her in the ruby red latex.

But, for the most part? She was terrified about having to face Eric in her new ‘outfit’.

She caught sight of Hannah standing outside the galley.

Nancy mouthed the word ‘please’ and looked down at her sinfully tight dress.

Hannah smiled cruelly and shook her head. “Please return to your seat, Nancy. We’ll be landing shortly.”

Eric turned in his seat and craned his neck.

His look said it all.

He looked her up and down, a frown forming on his face.

Nancy swallowed, put on her best smile, and walked toward her seat beside him.

Terri looked up at her and gave her a smile. 

Her lip trembled and she wanted to collapse in Terri’s embrace, just get it over with - anything not to face her husband.

But she walked past and turned to Eric.

Christine was smiling at her from her seat beside Don - Don was practically salivating.

Eric still frowned. “Nancy? Where did you get…?”

“The stewardesses gave it to me. They thought you might like it,” Nancy half-lied.

“It’s…” His expression softened. “You look beautiful.”

Nancy’s heart skipped a beat. Did he actually mean that?

“God, wish I had the courage to wear something like that,” Christine said. “You look really super-hot, Nancy.”

Nancy smiled and nodded. Then she froze. There was something in Christine’s smile - almost as if she were making fun.

Nancy sat down in the seat beside Eric.

“Where have you been?” Eric asked.

“Just… seeing the plane. It’s really something.”

Diana knelt in front of her and took Nancy’s seatbelt in her graceful hands. “Buckle up. Oh, and I’ve spoken to management about the… cost of the dress?”

Nancy’s lip trembled. “Yes?”

“Consider your account paid in full,” Diana said with a sly smile.

“Thank… you,” Nancy managed.

The ceiling speakers crackled to life. “This is the captain speaking, we’re next in line for descent into Morpheus International. I hope you’ve had a pleasant and exhilarating flight. Thank you for flying Air Cuba!”

***

Morpheus International Airport

Outside Havana, Theocratic Republic of Cuba

The airport is all sharp, crystalline spires reflecting the light of the Cuban sun in a thousand prismatic beams. This is not Cuban architecture nor is it even modern western architecture. It is something foreign, almost alien. The spires remind you of some vision of the future from the 1950s or 1960s - a future that never happened but inexplicably has sprouted from the Cuban jungle.

The Eros IV airliner designated Flight 118 drops slowly from the blue sky toward a massive concrete pad. Dozens of other Eros IVs are resting on their own circular berths nearby.

High above, dozens more circle the airport waiting their turn to come to rest.

The graceful descent of Flight 118 looks impossible. Aerodynamically it shouldn’t be possible - yet, as old engineers used to say: give us a powerful enough engine with enough fuel and we can make a brick fly.

The Eros IV lands in a roar and a cloud of dust, the engines spinning down, its long voyage ended.

***

Diana smiled at Eric and Nancy. “There’s a limousine waiting just outside baggage claim to take you to Hotel La Lilitu,” she said. She glanced toward Don and Christine. “I took the liberty of booking Don and Christine in the same limo - I hope you don’t mind?”

Nancy frowned.

“Oh, I definitely want to get better acquainted,” Christine said with a smile. She reached over and touched Nancy’s bare thigh. “Don’t you?”

“Thank you, Diana. That will be fine,” Eric said.

This was not what Nancy had in mind. She would have liked to put as much distance between herself and Christine and Don as possible.

“Wouldn’t it be something if we got adjoining rooms at the La Lilitu?” Christine asked and smiled innocently.

“Oh, I think that’s a great idea,” Don said and looked at Nancy’s thighs lecherously.

“I…” Nancy began.

“I’ll take care of it as soon as we arrive,” Eric said. “It’ll be good to have friends here in Havana, won’t it, Nancy?”

No!!!! Nancy wanted to scream. Instead, she said, “Yes. It will.”

***

Terri

Terri watched the drama playing out with Nancy, her husband, and their new friends. She felt like crying, which was odd for someone with her new programmed attitude.

Nancy was so upset! It wasn’t right. Nancy should be happy like her. Like Baphista. If only Nancy had begun transformation into Whore Caste - she would see how little the small stuff mattered.

Hannah knelt beside her. “Nothing you can do, luv.”

Terri looked into Hannah’s kind eyes and nearly sobbed. “It’s sooo sad, Mistress Hannah.”

Hannah stroked Terri’s chin. “Sometimes we care too much. You have to trust in the system. It’s hard sometimes but, soon, very soon, you’ll begin to see the design.”

Terri nodded and wiped away a tear.

“Now, Whore Caste initiates exit the plane through the nose section. You must wait until everyone else has left. All right, dearie?”

“Yes, Mistress Hannah.”

“Good girl,” Hannah said gently. “From here, you’ll be taken to the slave market downtown. You’ll be put on the auction block - by this evening, you’ll be bound to a Whoremaster or White Witch.”

Terri smiled. “Me and Baphista together, right?”

Hannah’s smile faded. “Terri, luv, there’s no guarantee…”

Terri’s eyes grew huge. “Mistress! Baphista and I are soul mates! We have to go together!” She threw her arms around Hannah’s neck. “Please, Mistress?”

“I… Oh, Terri.” She sounded on the verge of tears herself.

“Please, Mistress. Baphy would die of heartbreak without me. She’s very innocent. She needs me to watch out for her!”

Hannah laughed. “Ah, yes. The seven foot tall succubus needs little you to protect her, is that it?”

“Yes,” Terri sobbed.

“I… I’ll do my best, luv. You have my word.”

***

Monica and Paul

Diana knelt in front of Monica and Paul’s seats as the other passengers disembarked. “I know what you’re thinking, Monica. Literally. You’re thinking about the two of you making a run for it. Don’t.”

“Get out of my fucking head,” Monica said through gritted teeth.

“The entire island is wired with security cameras and microphones. A powerful AI monitors the movement of every man and woman in Cuba. There is no place you can run, no aircraft you can stow away on, no boat you can steal. If you ran, someone from Whore Caste would find you… hopefully. If not Whore Caste? Perhaps a Church Agent would find you, which still wouldn’t be as bad as being found by someone from Religious Caste. They would hurt you…”

“I’d take that chance.”

The color drained out of Diana’s face. “No, honey, you don’t want that. Don’t cross them. They delight in inflicting pain. They’re like psychotics tearing the wings off flies. Please, please, don’t try to run.”

Monica swallowed.

She had spent this entire flight being simultaneously drawn to and terrified of Diana.

Now, she saw terror in Diana’s eyes.

Could there actually be something worse than mind reading witches?

Yes, she decided. There must be something worse. Something that would scare a creature like Diana.

“Stay in your seats. Hannah and I will take you to your transportation in a few minutes.”

“Transportation where?” Paul asked as he pulled at the restraints.

Diana looked from one of them to the other. “You’re going to be taken to the Cathedral of Morpheus.”

***

Larry’s Coven

Larry walked down the aisle toward the doors leading out of the aircraft.

Groggy orgy participants tripped and wobbled their way ahead of them.

Sometimes one would look back at the towering Whoremaster and his coven in fascination or envy.

His lovers preceded him, staying close, looking over their shoulders at him and smiling.

He smiled back. A beach house? Why not? They were available. They would spend the rest of their days working the streets and brothels of Havana, their nights together on the beach surrounded by their coven.

There were worst ways to spend eternity.

Maybe they would operate their own brothel?

He bent down as he exited the aircraft door and walked into the shaded glass skyway.

***

Hannah and Diana

Hannah stared at the cellphone in her hand. She stood with Diana in the galley as the first class cabin emptied.

She held out the cellphone. “You should call him.”

Diana rolled her eyes. “I called him last time.”

“Di… he likes you.”

“He likes you too. He likes everybody.”

“He’s your countryman.”

“Fuck’s sake, Hannah. You have the sexier voice.” She sighed knowing there was no way she was going to win this one. She took the phone. “I promised him I wouldn’t ask him again.”

“A promise broken for the greater good is worth breaking,” Hannah said with a sly smile.

Diana looked both ways. “When did they add that to the Book of Adam?” she whispered.

“Last month. You should read more.”

“He’ll probably say no.”

Hannah smiled and shook her head. “I have faith.”

Diana tapped the cellphone screen and held it to her ear. “Hey, long time no talk.” She laughed. “Oh, I just…” She sighed. “I know I told you I wouldn’t ask again…”

She listened. “I know. They’re special, though. Soulmates who met on the plane. Sort of like you…”

She listened again as he spoke. Then she said, “It’s… two women. A cute Cheerleader Whore and… okay, a Succubus Whore.” 

He cut her off.

“No! Nothing like her! I swear to you! They redesigned the succubus programming. This one is… sweet.” She rolled her eyes. “Yes, I’m serious.”

Silence on the line.

Then Diana smiled and choked back a tear. “They’re on their way to the auction now. Terri and Baphista. They’re… hot. I mean really hot.”

***

Terri

Terri went down the stairs in the nose as Hannah instructed.

It was time to start her new life.

She exited the stairwell to see Baphista smiling at her. “Baphy!” Terri screamed and threw herself around the towering demoness’s neck. “I missed you sooo much!”

“Me too,” Baphista whispered as she held Terri a foot off the floor.

“Oh, Baphy, they might not let us stay together.”

Baphista whined. “I know. But, Terri, we have to do what we’re told. Okay?”

“But it’s wrong. We’re supposed to be together.”

Baphista sobbed. “I will find you. No matter what happens? I will find you. And we’ll find Nancy and this Monica you keep talking about. We’re going to be together.”

Terri smiled and rubbed her eyes. “Just… promise me we’ll stay together as long as we can. Okay?”

Baphista set her gently on the floor. “I promise.”

“You! Goddamn you! What did you do to me?!” A voice screamed behind Baphista.

They turned.

Tucker, the short fraternity president was standing behind them with his fists clenched. His face was red.

Terri frowned. His face was literally turning red. 

Baphista looked at him for a moment and began laughing. “Why, what’s wrong, Tucker? You’re all flushed.”

He walked up to Baphista and stared up at her face. “What… did… you… do to me?!!”

Baphista growled and reached out suddenly. She grabbed the boy’s chest and squeezed his pecs.

Tucker moaned and stumbled.

“Growing in nicely, I see. Nipples sensitive?”

“Goddamn… you… you did something!”

“Oh, all I did was bite you and fill your cock full of my Satanic Venom. Getting you in touch with your feminine side, is it?”

Terri stepped around Baphista.

The frat boy was indeed growing breasts. His skin was turning crimson.

He flinched as Terri reached out and caressed his temples. There were two lumps beneath his skin. “Horns?”

“Indeed,” Baphista said. “Goat horns, I think.” She reached down and grabbed his package through his khakis. “My… well, cheer up. You’re growing a much better cock. A pussy as well but trust me, you’re going to love that.”

“Satanic venom?” Tucker groaned.

“They didn’t refer to my Lord Satan as the serpent for nothing,” Baphista cackled.

Terri grimaced. “What she means is she has these snake fangs in the roof of her mouth that can be used to inject you with a retrovirus. It’s re-writing your DNA and turning you into a Succubus Whore.”

“You mean… I’m going to be… like her??!” Tucker squeaked.

“Voice is a little high,” Baphista mumbled. “I think my venom might be off.”

Terri glared at her. “Baphy! Shush!”

Baphista stepped back with an amused expression.

“Now, Tucker?” Terri said gently. “You need to get in a cab and have it take you to the Cathedral of Morpheus. There’s a hospital in the basement.”

“Can they fix this?” Tucker sobbed.

“Fix it? Why would they do that?” Terri asked innocently.

“The fuck…?” Tucker asked miserably.

“You have a beautiful life ahead of you, Tucker. I mean, you’re not much to look at as a guy but…” She took Baphista’s hand. “As a succubus like Baphy? You’re going to have more lovers than you can imagine.”

“Lovers? Oh, God… I’m going to have tits…” Tucker mumbled as he staggered away.

“Big ones. Like these melons. Guys are going to be gawking,” Baphista said as she cupped her own breasts.

“Jesus… oh, Jesus,” Tucker mumbled as he headed back toward the main exit.

“Don’t blaspheme!” Baphista called after him with a smile.

“Where were we?” Terri asked as she turned back toward Baphista.

Baphista put her clawed hands on Terri’s face. “I will find you. No matter what. In the end? We will be together.”

Terri smiled.

***

Monica and Paul

Diana led the way down the stairs in the nose to a hatchway. This in turn led outside. They emerged under the Eros IV beside the forward landing gear.

Monica and Paul followed her as Hannah trailed behind.

Diana and Hannah had changed out of their uniforms and into identical, white latex micro dresses.

A black limousine sat on the concrete pad beyond the Eros IV’s shadow. A bald man in a black suit and sunglasses stood beside the rear passenger doors.

Monica and Paul followed Diana to the man in the black suit.

He turned without a word and opened the limousine doors - one door opened backward, the other forward and revealed the dark interior.

A woman in a latex nun’s outfit looked out at them behind dark sunglasses. “Monica, Paul? My name is Mother Superior Hecate. I am here to escort you to the Cathedral. Please, sit.” She motioned beside her to the long, black leather seat.

Monica looked at Diana.

Diana nodded.

Monica slid in followed by Paul.

Diana and Hannah started to climb into the rear facing seats in front of them.

“Perverters? Your assistance is no longer required,” Hecate said as she stared straight ahead.

Diana smiled. “Understood, Mother Superior. However…”

Hecate turned her head toward Diana slightly. “However?”

“As Inseminator Paul is a member of Whore Caste and Diana will technically be a member of our caste soon as well? We should be present…”

Hecate smiled with the right side of her thin lips. “To protect them? From me?”

“No,” Diana said sweetly. “To help guide them. They are both confused.”

Monica looked from Diana to Hecate and back again.

The Mother Superior’s expression beneath the dark glasses was inscrutable.

Hecate tilted her head to the side. “Very well. You may accompany us.” Hecate turned her gaze toward the front of the vehicle.

“You are most kind, Mother Superior,” Diana said as she slid in followed by Hannah.

Monica bit her lip and looked into Diana’s eyes.

Do not be afraid. We are with you, Diana’s voice said out loud in Monica’s head, making her jump. She stole a glance at the Mother Superior.

The woman continued to stare straight ahead.

Don’t worry, luv, she can’t hear us. Only you. They are devilishly dangerous but not omniscient, Hannah’s voice said in Monica’s mind. Praise Adam.

The man in black shut the doors and they were enveloped in darkness.

Monica watched as the man circled around to the driver’s side and got in.

A moment later the electric limousine rolled soundlessly across the concrete pad.

***

Nancy

The problem in a society where public sex is free and encouraged by the government? It can be difficult navigating.

The airport terminal floors were carpeted with people having sex. Nancy had to be careful not to step on any appendages as she made her way to baggage claim.

“Bet you want to join them,” Christine giggled as she sidled up beside her.

“What?! No… no, I don’t…”

“Oh, come on, Nancy. We both know what you were doing on the plane. What was it like?”

Nancy turned on the smaller woman. “Now look, Christine. I don’t know what you think you know…”

Christine rolled her eyes. “I would give anything to be like you. Have they asked you to become Whore Caste yet?”

Nancy’s lip trembled. Had they? Yes, yes, they had. Her mind went back to Terri and Baphista. Nancy squeezed her eyes shut. “Look, all I did was take a walk through the airliner. I saw a lot of kinky shit, but I didn’t do anything,” she lied.

Christine frowned. “I thought we were friends.”

Nancy sighed. “We… are. It’s just… I’m not what you think I am.”

“What? Free? Amazing?”

“A whore?” Nancy asked. “I’ve made mistakes, okay? I’ve done things I’m not proud of - but I’m trying to save my marriage. Please. Let me do that.”

Christine turned her head to the side. “Who’s stopping you?”

Nancy shook her head.

“Got the bags,” Don said as he and Eric wound their way through the revelers.

There was a commotion behind them as people scrambled close to a woman with red hair.

“Is that? That’s Amy Lynn, the porn star,” Don said.

“You would know,” Christine chuckled.

Nancy turned and looked at the gorgeous woman. Two men followed close behind her: one seedy looking, the other looking like he just stepped off the cover of GQ.

“They say almost all pornos are filmed in Cuba now,” Christine said.

“Yeah,” Eric said as he sidestepped a couple of naked women scissoring on the floor. “Guess it’s easy for them to find extras.”

Christine laughed.

She laughed a little too long and a little too hard.

Nancy stared at Christine and Eric. Was there something there?

“I’m amazed you can still walk,” Don whispered in Nancy’s ear. “I heard you fucked an entire fraternity.”

Nancy looked at him in horror.

“Listen, I’m thinking about becoming a Whoremaster.” He looked down at his crotch. “I mean I’d love the equipment upgrade. I wouldn’t mind having you in my coven or whatever they call it.”

Nancy just stared speechless into his leering face.

“Think about it,” Don said as he walked away with two suitcases in tow.

Christine took Nancy’s hand.

Nancy jumped.

“What hot hands you have,” Christine giggled. “Let’s see if we can avoid stepping on anyone.”

***

The four of them stepped through sliding glass doors into the bright Cuban sun. A line of limousines was waiting on the street.

Beside each was a chauffeur dressed in a dark suit. Each chauffeur held a card with a name on it. 

The chauffeur holding the card reading “Davis” was, however, quite different from the others.

He was a robot.

The robot was tall and lean, his body made of gleaming flesh colored plastic. Like a doll, seams ran along his appendages and joints. His face was sculpted into a handsome visage, his jaw strong. His eyes were blue, and they glowed with LEDs even in the bright sun.

His lips appeared to be made out of rubber and he smiled as Eric walked toward him.

“I’m Eric Davis - is this for us?”

“Indeed, Mr. Davis,” the robot said. His voice was rich and warm, not tinny or robotic as Nancy had expected. “My name is Colin. Welcome to Cuba. It will take us about twenty minutes to reach Hotel La Lilitu.” He turned and looked toward the rear doors of the limo.

They hissed opened without him touching them and a blast of air conditioned coolness washed over Nancy and the others.

Don stepped closer and stared into Colin’s eyes. “You’re an AI of some type?”

“No, sir. I am human, the same as you. My brain was transplanted into an artificial body. One of the… accomplishments… of our science here on the island.”

Christine stepped up and fondled the bulge at Colin’s crotch. “You’re built like a doll - is there something inside…?”

A seam running down the center of the bulge spread open.

A massive flesh-colored dildo slid out into Christine’s hand.

“Oh… wow… it’s warm. It feels like flesh.”

A second, identical dildo slid out underneath the first.

“Holy… oh, Nancy, come feel this.”

Colin turned his head and he looked into Nancy’s eyes.

Nancy looked away.

Colin smiled and turned back to Christine. “I’m available for any of your needs while at La Lilitu. Simply ring the front desk.”

Christine smiled back. “I just might.”

Don laughed and stared at Christine. “God, who are you and what did you do with my wife?”

***

Nancy sat holding Eric’s hand as she looked out the window at the growing Havana skyline. The road they were on was made of concrete. The bridges and overpasses were beautifully sculpted, made to blend in with the tropical foliage.

They passed a sugar cane field and Nancy squinted to see the workers in the distance.

Something was off with the scale. Perhaps it was a trick of the light. It looked like naked giants were harvesting the cane in the distance.

“Yes, they are giants,” Colin said from the driver’s seat.

Nancy looked up to see his bright, blue glowing eyes looking at her in the rearview.

“Giants?”

“Yes, Ma’am. They’re called Worker Caste. Mostly convicted felons who have been modified to become creatures of burden.”

Eric leaned forward. “My God, that’s monstrous! It’s barbaric…”

Christine pressed her face to the glass. “Well, at least they’re serving a useful purpose now.” She shook her head. “They must weigh five or six hundred pounds. All muscle.”

Nancy stared at Christine. She didn’t seem the least bit repulsed that the Church of Morpheus’ concept of criminal rehabilitation seemed to be to turn convicts into useful monsters.

Nancy looked at Colin’s eyes in the rearview. “What do you think of this, Colin?”

He canted his head to the side and smiled slightly. “As someone who has had his brain forcibly removed from his skull and stuffed into a sex robot? My opinion is… irrelevant.”

His gaze moved from the mirror down to the dashboard.

A small camera sat on the dash pointed toward him and his passengers.

He’s being watched, Nancy thought. He hates this as much as Eric and I.

He just can’t say anything.

Nancy smiled toward him. “What caste are you, Colin?”

“Whore Caste, Ma’am.”

Slowly but surely, Nancy was beginning to understand who were the good guys and who were the bad guys on this topsy turvy island.

***

Monica and Paul

Downtown Havana was nothing like Monica would have thought. The Cuban architecture of the 60s was gone, swept away by shimmering glass spires and neon. Beside highways built on towering concrete arches there were areas of luscious tropical vegetation - small oases in an urban, science fiction metropolis.

“Beautiful, isn’t it?” Mother Superior Hecate said. Her eyes were hidden by the dark glasses. “Soon, the entire world will look like this. Perfect harmony between mother earth and progress. Our power comes from clean nuclear, solar, wind… even the waves themselves.”

“All we have to do is give up our freedom,” Monica said.

Hecate turned toward her and laughed. “You humans and your concept of freedom. You cry out to us in anguish from your chains of religion and custom and then, when we show you the path to true freedom? You call us tyrants.”

“Fine. Prove you’re not a tyrant. Pull this limo over and let us out.”

Hecate cocked her head to the side. “No. Your sacrifice - if you wish to think of it as such - will ensure that everything you see here will flourish in the rest of the world.”

Monica snorted. “Look, Lady Dracula, or whatever you’re supposed to be? I’m just a midwestern girl working on a useless degree. You’ve got the wrong person if you think I can influence anything or anybody.”

Monica flinched as the nun in latex reached out and took her chin in her long nailed fingers.

“You fit the profile. Blonde, beautiful, smart…” She looked down. “With hips made for pushing out progeny. You’re a little young to match him… but we’ll fix that.”

“Pushing out progeny?! What the fuck are you talking about?” Monica asked through gritted teeth.

“You will be bred by a man who will soon become the most powerful man on earth. You will have this man’s children. You will stand by him as he… presides over the fall of the entire world.”

***

Terri and Baphista

The train rested on a cushion of electromagnetic force as it rocketed from the airport into the city. 

Baphista stood behind her, her powerful right arm curled around Terri’s waist as her clawed left hand held onto the strap.

Everyone on the bullet train was Whore Caste. They smiled at each other, talked.

Terri had never been on a train where people, complete strangers, actually talked to one another. A short Girlfriend Experience Whore stumbled as the train shot around a corner.

Quick as lightning, a Whoremaster and a White Witch caught her and steadied her on her feet, then held her hands as the train rocketed on.

We’re better than we were, Terri thought. Religious Caste might be calling the tune in this new world order, but the dance belonged to Whore Caste.

“Next stop, San Lazaro Slave Market,” a robotic voice called from the ceiling.

She leaned back against Baphy and trembled.

The demoness leaned down and kissed the top of her head.

She would have faith - the universe did not put the two of them together just to tear them apart. Terri wanted so desperately to believe that. She silently said a prayer for Nancy and Monica.

The train slowed as it approached a massive glass enclosure. Huge cranes towered over the slave market - there were docks nearby and thousands of shipping containers were being loaded and unloaded from the massive freighters moored there. 

The train came to a stop.

“Don’t let go of me,” Terri whispered.

“Never,” Baphista said.

They walked hand in hand through the sliding doors and into the stone and glass train station.

***

Nancy

The streets of Havana were crowded with what appeared to be a never-ending orgy that spilled from the sidewalks onto the road.

Colin guided the huge car expertly through the crowd.

“Is it always like this?” Nancy asked.

“No. At night? The action is much more intense,” Colin said with a smile.

Just outside the window in front of Nancy, a woman with huge breasts was bent over a bus stop bench as a man whose muscles looked sculpted from stone took her from behind. The woman was staring at Nancy through the car window with a look of confusion and lust.

“He’s a Whoremaster,” Colin said. “She’s never had a man like him. If he finishes inside her? She will be bound to him forever.”

“Bound?”

Colin smiled. “Imagine falling in love. Madly in love. So much in love that you feel like you are a part of the other person. Now, imagine that feeling happens in an instant, a microsecond. And then? It lasts forever.”

She looked at Eric. Yes, she could imagine that.

“What about you, Colin? Are you bound?” Don asked with a smirk.

“No. Not bound. It isn’t possible for me to be bound. It requires finishing Ambrosia to come into contact with flesh - the only flesh I have is my brain. Unfortunately, brain tissue cannot facilitate the binding, though my DNA can be used to bind someone to me.”

“It’s terrible you can’t feel it yourself, though,” Nancy said.

Colin smiled warmly. “I had to fall in love the old fashioned way. I have a coven.” He laughed. “A growing one. I go home to them when I’m not working at the hotel.”

“This coven?” Nancy asked. “How many people are in it?”

“Currently, seven counting me. Although, since I am non-organic, the Church only sees us as being five - I don’t count nor does another artificial in our group.”

“I’ll bet the rest of your coven doesn’t think you don’t count,” Nancy said.

“No. They don’t, Ma’am, and thank you for saying that.”

Don shook his head. “Tell me, Colin, this coven of yours - does a Whoremaster own it?”

Colin laughed. “We have a Whoremaster, yes. He doesn’t own the coven - we all do.”

“So, you have to… you know… service him?” Don asked.

Nancy flinched and felt embarrassed to be in this car with Don.

Colin shook his head. “I’m not gay, sir, if that’s what you’re asking? Though we have no prohibitions against it in my coven. One can love without sex.”

“And I think maybe be bound without having skin,” Nancy said gently.

Colin tilted his head. “Perhaps you are correct, Ma’am.”

***

Hotel La Lilitu stood on the site of the Plaza de la Cathedral - the old Catholic cathedral having been demolished when the Church of Morpheus took over after ‘La Noche de las Brujas’ - the night every wife and girlfriend of the members of Castro’s government, under the control of the Church of Morpheus, drew knives and slaughtered the entire regime.

Where there had been an old stone cathedral there now stood a towering edifice of glass, steel, and the ever present neon.

“No one is speaking Spanish. Does everyone speak English?” Christine asked as she stood on the sidewalk beside the limo and watched the crowd.

“Yes, Ma’am,” Colin said as he hefted luggage from the trunk. “The Church standardized on English in the first few months of the revolution. It is the native language of the god Morpheus.”

“But,” Christine said as she spread out her arms. “They’re all speaking English - even the people who’ve obviously been here since before the revolution.”

Colin looked at her and nodded. “Everyone on the island has had their minds… reprogrammed… to speak English.”

“Hmm,” Don said and scratched his head. “Convenient.”

“Horrifying,” Nancy whispered.

“Yes, Ma’am,” Colin said. “And, your opinion of the hotel?”

“Garish.”

Colin leaned close. “My opinion as well.”

Nancy laughed.

***

Monica and Paul

“What’s going to happen to us in here?” Monica asked as she walked beside Diana. They followed Mother Superior Hecate into the Cathedral of Morpheus.

The front of the skyscraper was a crystalline sculpture of the god himself. The massive glass head of the penis pointed downward toward the main doorway to the interior.

“Your god thinks a lot of himself,” Monica said as she stared up at the massive glans. “You people actually believe his cock is three-quarters the length of his legs?”

Diana looked up. “Everything is in proportion.”

“Wait, seriously?” Monica asked.

“They say he did that to himself,” Diana said. “Before even my time.”

Nuns in black and white latex robes ran up to Hecate, spoke with her briefly, then dashed off ahead of her back into the building - like remoras rushing up to a shark, clinging for a moment, and then heading off to locations unknown.

“What are they doing?” Monica asked.

“Asking her what to do about some problem or another - Hecate is Sister’s right hand. She runs most of the island.”

“Those things she said in the limo? What are they going to do to Paul and me?” Monica asked.

“To Paul? Nothing,” Diana said.

“And… to me?”

Diana sighed. “You’re going to be modified. You’ll be Whore Caste in a sense… immortal but…”

“Not sterile like the rest of you.”

“No. No, you’ll have a functional uterus.”

Monica frowned. “I have no choice in this?”

“Not if you value your life.”

“I’m not sure I value it that much. I don’t want to be a slave to… whoever this person is.”

Diana looked at her hard. “Please trust me. Please. I have a plan. A plan approved by the highest…”

“Fuck you and your plans. I won’t be some asshole’s broodmare. I’ll put an end to their fucking plans the first opportunity I get.”

Diana moved quickly, grabbing Monica’s right hand.

Electricity seemed to flow up Monica’s arm and into her brain. She clenched her teeth as lights flashed in front of her eyes.

You will not hurt yourself. No matter what happens? You will not be able to cause harm to yourself, Monica. My people, Whore Caste, value human life even if Hecate and her caste do not. Trust me. Trust Maria. Trust the Followers of Adam…

The White Witch’s words burned into Monica’s brain, becoming set in stone in her psyche.

“I… won’t. I wouldn’t…” Monica moaned.

“The fuck did you just do to her?” Paul asked as he struggled to pull his arms out of Hannah’s grasp.

“I helped her,” Diana said.

“Listen to her, luv. She just saved your girlfriend’s life,” Hannah said.

“Is everything alright?” Hecate asked. She had stopped walking and had turned to face them.

Diana staggered slightly. “Yes… Mother Superior. The… human… was thinking about harming herself rather than facing your plans for her. I ended that… rebellion.”

A crooked smile appeared on Hecate’s face. “Thank you, Diana. We’re fortunate you accompanied us.” She turned and walked into the cathedral.

Monica was panting. She felt like she had just run a marathon. “Who… Who’s Maria? Who are the Followers of Adam?” She whispered.

Diana looked shocked. She put her fingers to Monica’s lips. “They are hope. But whatever you do? Don’t say those names in Hecate’s presence. Never. Do you understand? The entire fate of the world depends on your silence.”

***

Hecate led the way to a set of elevators on one side of the massive cathedral entrance. Inside, a nun stood waiting.

As soon as they entered, the nun pressed a button marked S7.

“Where are you taking us?” Monica asked.

Diana turned and looked at her with wide eyes.

“Sublevel 7,” Hecate said. “Some call it Hell itself.”

Monica felt Paul’s hand in hers as the doors closed and the elevator began to descend so rapidly Monica’s ears popped.

Show no fear, Diana’s voice said in her mind. It’s what she wants. Don’t give her the satisfaction.

Monica tried hard to remove any trace of emotion from her face, but her lip trembled and a single tear ran down her cheek.

Diana’s hand found Monica’s free hand and held it tight.

The doors opened on utter chaos.

On hundreds of gurneys in a massive stone chamber, naked bodies writhed and strained against shackles, ball gags blocking their screams.

“We take only fifteen percent by force these days,” Hecate said as she began walking through the aisles of people.

“Fifteen percent?” Paul asked. “Fifteen percent of whom?”

Hecate turned and smiled. “Why fifteen percent of those who come here for a sexcation, of course.” She stopped and stroked the tanned thigh of a woman with terrified eyes.  “These revelers wandered into the wrong area, found themselves isolated. And, now? They are lost,” Hecate said as she leered down into the woman’s face.

Then Hecate removed her sunglasses and the woman fainted.

Hecate laughed. “I love getting that reaction.” She stood up and turned toward Paul and Monica.

Her eyes were inky black orbs with no white to them at all - just a void of black.

***

Terri and Baphista

The Slave Market interior was a massive auditorium with a raised stage. Terri and Baphista were taken into a holding area at the back and stripped bare, their latex garments fed into a machine to be recycled.

“Contraband?” A bald man in a black suit asked as Terri watched her pretty dress being fed into a shredder.

“Huh?”

“Are you carrying any contraband? Drugs stuffed into your orifices? Banned religious texts?” The man asked as he stared at her intently.

“Golly, no, I’m as naked as the day I was born,” Terri said.

“Name and designation?”

“Umm, Terrific Titties Terri, Cheerleader Whore, as of yet? Unbound! What’s your name?” Terri said with bubbly enthusiasm.

“My name? Church Agent,” he said drily.

“Okey dokey, then,” Terri said without losing her smile. “This tall drink of water behind me is…” She frowned. “Gee, I only know you as Baphista…”

Baphista sneered as she stroked her massive cock. “Baphista Morningstar, beloved of Satan, a Succubus Whore, temptress of men and women alike to the doom of their immortal souls!” Then she smiled and waved.

Terri smiled at the Church Agent. “We’re together. An item.”

The agent rolled his eyes and typed something on his tablet computer.

“Are you writing down that we’re supposed to be sold together? You know, as a set?” Terri asked.

“Just names and designations. Turn around and bend forward.”

Terri giggled. “Golly. You get to sample the merchandise?”

The Church Agent held up a small device with a pistol grip. “You have to be barcoded.”

“Does it sting?”

“Yes.”

Terri swallowed. “Can Baphy go first?”

“No.”

“Okay then,” she turned around and bent at the waist.

The agent pressed the device to the back of her neck.

And, it did indeed sting.

***

Terri stood with Baphista behind her backstage. Beyond the dark curtains lay the stage itself.

Onstage, a tall Bishop in black latex robes stood behind a podium.

A few feet to his side, a tall Street Whore stood naked, her huge J cup breasts riding high on her long, lithe frame. Her green eyes blazed from a sea of red freckles the same shade as her cascading hair.

“Erogenous Erin, madams and monsieurs,” the Bishop intoned. “Taken on the street right under the nose of her husband. We made sure she kept her lilting Irish accent - a natural for any brothel! Shall we open the bidding at 5000 credits?”

“5000,” a man said from the crowd.

“5100,” a woman countered.

“5500,” another man said.

Terri leaned back against Baphista who stroked the smaller woman’s quaking shoulders.

“They gotta know we’re supposed to be sold together. Hannah said…”

“There are no guarantees, my love,” Baphista whispered.

“Sold to Whoremaster Arden for 10,700 credits!” The bishop announced onstage.

A tall figure climbed onto the stage.

A Whoremaster over seven feet tall dressed only in sweatpants and leather sandals smiled at his newly purchased Street Whore. He quickly wrapped a satin gown around the redhead’s shoulders. He whispered something to her, and she smiled as he led her off the stage.

There were no catcalls, no laughing - Terri had thought there would be an atmosphere like a carnival.

But, then, of course there wouldn’t be. The people in the audience, though they were out of her sight? They were Whore Caste. Whoremasters and White Witches.

“Next on the auction block: an American girl, Terrific Titties Terri, Cheerleader Whore,” the Bishop said and turned his liquid black eyes toward the curtain.

Terri held Baphista’s hand and tried to lead her forward.

“No!” A Church Agent said by the curtain. “Just you. You’re sold one at a time.” He grabbed Terri’s wrist.

Baphista hissed. “Take your hand off her!” She lashed out and the agent staggered sideways from the open handed blow.

BZZZZT! 

Baphista fell to her knees as two agents appeared from the darkness behind her. They pressed cattle prods into her sides and Baphista crumpled.

“Baphy! No!” Terri screamed.

“Is there a problem?” The Bishop asked with a laugh from onstage.

“No, Bishop,” the agent whom Baphista had struck said as he stood up. He lowered his voice and glared at Terri. “Get your whore ass on that stage or we’ll light her up again.”

“Please. I will,” Terri said. She looked down at Baphista. “Just don’t hurt her anymore.”

Baphista looked up at her miserably.

The agents pressed the buttons on the cattle prods and electricity crackled menacingly a few inches from Baphista’s sides.

Terri mouthed the words ‘I love you’ and turned toward the stage.

She stepped through into bright lights.

“Finally. Terrific Titties Terri - the daughter of a state senator, no less. Transformed on the plane. My understanding is she was quite popular among both crew and passengers,” the Bishop said with a laugh. “We will start the bidding at 2000 credits.”

“2000,” a Whoremaster said.

“2500,” another said.

“Excuse me. Aren’t there supposed to be two of them?” A Whoremaster asked.

Terri squinted against the bright lights.

A tall Whoremaster with curly blond hair, nearly a head taller than the others, was speaking. Beside him stood a shapely brunette.

The Bishop stared at him. “She is to be sold separately. The bid is at 2500. Do I hear 3…”

“No, no. I believe you are mistaken. There are supposed to be two. This one and another… a succubus, if I remember correctly?”

“This one is the current slut up for bid!” The Bishop leaned forward. “This is not the first time you have disturbed this holy auction with your insolence, Whoremaster.”

“Nor is it likely to be the last,” the Whoremaster said.

The room erupted in laughter.

“Tell me, little one: are there two of you to bid on?” The Whoremaster asked as he looked directly at Terri.

Terri’s lip quivered. “Y… Yes…”

“Whoremaster! You will address the podium!” The Bishop roared.

“Temper, temper… you’ll get your chance,” the Whoremaster said.

More laughter from the audience.

“Now, where is your friend, little one?” The Whoremaster said.

“She’s backstage… they wouldn’t let her come out with me. They shocked her with stun gun things…” Terri sobbed.

“They what?!” Another Whoremaster said.

“How dare you harm a member of Whore Caste!” A White Witch called.

The audience all began to speak at once.

The words became a roar.

“Enough!” The Bishop said. “Do not approach the stage!”

“Oh, man, you are so fucked,” the brunette beside the tall, blond Whoremaster said.

The Bishop pointed toward her. “You are neither Whoremaster nor White Witch! You have no voice here, slut!”

“My mate speaks for me, priest,” the Whoremaster said.

Church Agents began pouring onto the stage to surround the Bishop.

The crowd approached the stage. 

“You boys are going to get blood on your pretty suits,” the blond Whoremaster said.

The crowd roared with laughter.

The agents looked worried.

“Not to mention the stained underwear,” another Whoremaster said.

The crowd was close enough for Terri to see the handsome face and curly blond hair of the Whoremaster. He was smiling.

“Stop!” The Bishop said. “I will inflict pain on everyone here!”

“All of us?” the Whoremaster asked. “I’d say there’s about… hmm, four thousand of us. Just one of you, priest. You got that much juice?”

Terri saw the Bishop’s eyes bulge.

He sighed. “Enough… enough… a mistake has been made. Bring out the succubus.”

A Church Agent disappeared behind the curtain and came out with Baphista in tow.

She collapsed on the floor and Terri held her up.

“Whoever touched her with those prods? I’ll make you pay,” the blond Whoremaster said. “Sooner or later? You’ll pay.”

“There’s been enough violence,” the Bishop said. “Let us continue our joyous auction. The bid was at…”

“2000 credits,” the blond Whoremaster said.

“The bid was already at 2500!” The Bishop roared.

“I withdraw my previous bid,” another Whoremaster said.

The Bishop sighed. “Bidding begins at 2000 for each.”

“Oh, no. 2000 for both,” the blond Whoremaster said with a smile.

The crowd howled with laughter.

“How dare you!” The Bishop spat.

“You’re right. 1500 for both. I think I’m owed a discount for my trouble.” The blond Whoremaster looked around. “Brothers and sisters? Will any of you bid against me?”

The auditorium erupted in laughter and applause.

Terri smiled.

The blond Whoremaster grinned triumphantly and winked at her. “Well, Bishop?”

The Bishop gritted his teeth. “Sold for 1500 credits to Whoremaster Wanker.”

The Whoremaster stepped onto the stage and helped his brunette companion up to stand beside him.

They crossed the stage, and he knelt down beside Terri and Baphista. “My name is Willy, and this is Loretta. You’re safe now. Diana sent us.”

Terri fell sobbing into Loretta’s arms. 

“It’s okay, honey. You’re going to be okay,” Loretta soothed.

Willy reached down and scooped up Baphista. “Hi, gorgeous,” he said. “Let’s get the two of you home.” Her long demon tail curled around Willy’s waist as he carried her toward the exit.

Behind them, the Bishop glared and the Whoremasters and White Witches cheered.

***

“How is she?” Willy asked as he drove the ‘57 Chevy convertible through the backstreets of Havana.

Loretta was crouched between the front and back seats so that Baphista could stretch out across the rear seats. She gently touched the beautiful succubus’s bruised, crimson ribs. “Nothing broken. Just a nasty burn from those cattle prods. What I wouldn’t give to watch you make those agents eat those shock sticks…”

“I was thinking about shoving them in a different orifice,” Willy added.

“And pushin’ the buttons,” Terri added from the front passenger seat.

“How about you, sweetheart? You okay?” Willy asked.

He had a killer smile and it made Terri warm and tingly just looking at him. “I am now.”

Loretta laughed. “Somebody’s pheromones are working a number on her.”

“Nuh-uh, not just his pheromones. I mean he smells totes wonderful but he’s… wow.”

Willy laughed and blushed. “Trust me, I’m not all that.”

“Yeah, trust him. He isn’t,” Loretta said.

“Very funny,” Willy said.

Loretta leaned forward and hugged his neck from behind. “I’m teasing.”

Then she turned around and lifted Baphista’s cock. “You know, she’s damn near your size, Wanker. Certainly an… interesting shape for a cock. Sort of… horsey.”

Baphista moaned in her sleep and her cock grew stiffer.

“Baphy’s awful good in bed. We both are. You got a real bargain, Willy,” Terri assured him.

“I have no doubt, Terri,” Willy said. He looked into her eyes. “Those pentagrams…?”

“Oh, Baphy did that. Really shouldn’t have let me get jiggy with her before I was fully transformed. Some of her demon girl juice rubbed off on me.” She frowned. “That’s okay, isn’t it, Willy? You like my eyes, don’t you?”

“They’re beautiful. I was just curious.”

“Baphy gets a little confused. She thinks she’s a real demon sometimes instead of a fantasy construct created through genetic manipulation of her basic DNA and reconditioning of her psyche,” Terri said and batted her huge eyelashes.

Willy fought back a smile. “But… you understand all that, right?”

“Oh, totes! It’s a simple recombination of a few genetic traits - most likely they spliced in genes from some type of lizard for her skin texture. Maybe an Ibex for her pretty horns… definitely a rattlesnake for her fangs.”

“Well, genetic manipulation or not? She looks disturbingly similar to ‘she who shall not be named’,” Loretta said as she slow stroked Baphista’s cock. “You’re going to have to talk to Berniece. She might get stabby.”

“Berniece will be fine,” Willy said. “She’ll know Baphista isn’t Demonica.”

“Who’s Berniece?” Terri asked.

“Another coven member,” Willy said. “You’ll like her. She used to be one of Santa’s elves.”

“Huh?”

“Never mind,” Loretta said. “Better to just show you once we get home.”

“We’re going back for Nancy and Monica, right?” Terri asked.

Willy looked back at Loretta who looked just as confused as he did.

“Who?” They asked Terri in unison.

***

Monica and Paul

“Aww, shit,” Diana said as two people moved toward them through the sea of gurneys in the sub-basement. “Don’t… freak out.”

Freak out? Monica was already past ‘freak out’ and had passed right through to ‘blind panic’. This was a chamber of horrors.

As the pair drew closer, Monica understood.

The man was some sort of doctor. He wore an open lab coat of sorts that stretched almost to the floor.

It was made out of black latex.

His face was pale and gaunt, and he wore no other clothes other than the lab coat and black latex boots. His large cock was locked inside a clear plastic tube. The end of the tube had a small hose leading from it to a black plastic box that was attached to his hip.

As he drew closer, Monica could see the contraption on his junk was some sort of penis pump and it was sucking him off as he walked.

She had been so engrossed in figuring out what he was, Monica had barely noticed his ‘nurse’.

A thin woman with immense breasts, she was wearing the latex version of a black cocktail dress and an old-fashioned black latex nurse’s hat. Her ankles were separated by a bar with manacles at each end so that she walked in a waddling gate, her ankles held three feet apart.

The dress was raised in the front so that you could see tiny wires leading up under the dress from her very swollen clit. The neckline of the dress was pulled down exposing the breasts.

Wires ran over the top of her breasts to each engorged nipple.

“My name is Dr. Baal,” the doctor intoned in a voice far deeper than he seemed capable of producing. “My nurse, Constance.”

She curtsied, her blank eyes as dead as a shark’s.

“Fuck this,” Paul whispered.

If Baal took offense at the remark, he made no indication. He merely stared at Paul’s crotch. “Inseminator. One of Dr. Demona’s designs. How does it feel to be…” He groaned as his cock spasmed inside its plastic sheath. “How does it feel to be a slave to your urges?” The suction tube filled with his sperm which then traveled up to the box at his hip. “Forgive the bodily function. I prefer to gather my Ambrosia for experiments from my natural supply.”

“What the fuck kind of freak…?” Paul began.

“No matter,” Baal said. “I am not here for you.” He turned toward Diana. “Yes, I can work with this. You say it is a virgin?”

“It? I’m an it now?” Monica said.

Hecate laughed. “You are still human. We prefer to think of you as… sub-transformed.”

“Not all of us,” Diana whispered.

Hecate nodded toward two nuns behind her. They walked toward Paul with smiles. “These nuns will escort you to a chamber above - we have procured some humans for you to impregnate. We gave them fertility drugs and you will have a happy little harem to inseminate for a few hours.”

“I’m not leaving Monica!”

“Yes, luv,” Hannah said. “You will. I will accompany you to the breeding room.”

Paul gritted his teeth and stared at Hannah. “I said I’m not going.”

“Don’t be a fool,” Hannah whispered. “You have no power here. You’re strong, dearie, but they will bring in enough muscle to remove you. And, Monica might get hurt in the process. This is going to happen.”

Diana looked at Paul and Monica. Trust us. We have a plan, but you must not anger Hecate.

Monica looked at Paul - she could tell that the White Witch’s words had been broadcast to him as well.

“My time is being wasted,” the pale doctor announced.

“Pain,” Hecate said.

Paul collapsed to his knees and screamed.

Diana stood between him and Hecate. “Please, Mother Superior! There is no reason to hurt the boy! He will comply!”

“Silence or you’re next,” Hecate said with a smile as she stared down at Paul.

Monica knelt beside him. “Stop it! He’ll obey you! Please stop whatever it is you’re doing.”

Paul was clutching his stomach. “Feels… like my insides are being ripped out.”

“Hecate, please!” Diana said. “This boy is Whore Caste. I can’t just stand here and allow you…”

Hecate’s eyes bulged. “Allow me!? You allow nothing in my presence, whore!”

Monica looked from Paul to Diana and back.

His pain was lessening.

Hannah circled to the left.

They’re drawing Hecate’s attention away from Paul, she realized.

Without complete focus on Paul, Hecate’s magic was faltering.

We’re making her angry, Diana’s voice whispered in Monica’s mind. If she wanted, she could kill everyone in this room. She isn’t weakened. She’s just angrier at me than she is at him… for the moment.

“Pain,” Hecate said.

Diana shrieked and crumpled to the floor.

In an instant, Hannah knelt beside Diana. “She is Diana Foster di Greene! A member of Cumslut Cathy’s own coven! Your girlfriend Cathy!”

“I know who she is, slut,” Hecate hissed.

Diana collapsed into a fetal position and panted, the pained look leaving her face.

Hecate turned away. “I will not tolerate insolence.” Then she turned and looked over her shoulder at Monica. “You are meat for our grinder, woman. Any further insubordination from you and someone will die.” The tall mother superior walked away into the depths of the laboratory.

***

Monica kissed Paul’s face again and again. “Are you okay?”

“Sure. Peachy. My guts feel like I went ten rounds with Ali but other than that, I’m good.”

She helped him to his feet.

Hannah stroked Diana’s blonde hair. “What were you thinking? She might’ve killed you, you silly bitch.”

“How long did she have me locked in that pain spell? An hour?” Diana moaned as she struggled to rise up from the floor.

“Ten seconds.”

“Yay me… new record. Gets easier… oof… every time.”

Hannah pulled her into her arms. “You’re going to give me a heart attack someday, you daft cunt.” She kissed Diana’s forehead. “What would I do if she killed you?”

“You tell Cathy. Cathy tells Maria. World War III starts. They’d… put me in the history books.”

The two of them stood.

“If we are quite finished with the theatrical performances?” Dr. Baal asked. “I have work to do on this human.”

Monica swallowed hard.

Paul started to step in front of her.

“No! I will not be responsible for your death,” Monica said. Then she looked toward Diana. “Nor yours.”

“An excellent attitude,” Baal said. “I’ll start by…”

Monica held up her hand. “I don’t want to know what you’re going to do to me. Just get it the fuck over with.”

“Monica,” Paul whispered.

She squeezed his hand. “Whatever they do to me? I love you. I need you to know that. I might not be me when they’re done. And I need you to know that this me? This version of Monica? This Monica is in love with you.”

She kissed him and held on tight.

***

Hannah and Paul got in the elevator with two nuns.

“The breeding room is two levels above,” one of the nuns, a girl with bright green eyes and an upturned nose said. Her black and white latex habit looked shiny under the elevator’s lights. “I picked especially attractive human women for you to impregnate.”

“Jesus Christ,” Paul whispered.

The other nun, a tall thin woman with tiny, dark eyes turned and glared at him. “Blasphemy will not be tolerated in the cathedral!”

“Sorry, sister,” Paul mumbled. Then he scowled. “You know what? No. Fuck you. Jesus Christ, Mother Mary, Saint Michael, Saint Christopher, Mother fucking Teresa…”

The tall nun gritted her teeth and scowled.

“Cheeky fucker,” Hannah laughed.

“What are they doing to her, Hannah?”

She smiled at him in sympathy. “They aren’t hurting her. Diana is there and she’ll keep Baal in line - he has no powers… other than the power to creep people out.”

“Yeah, I get that. What the hell is his story?”

“He and his wife were there at the beginning with Morpheus. I don’t know the story other than that - his name is Baal di Morpheus. After that, he was the town doctor of Latigo Key, Florida. That’s how Diana knows him.”

Paul thought for a moment and then frowned. “Latigo Key? You mean the Latigo Key where everyone disappeared? The modern day Roanoke Colony?”

“Yes, luv, that one. Cumslut Cathy was there along with Baal, Diana… and Hecate.”

***

Monica lay strapped down on a hospital gurney, naked.

“Constance, could she have a sheet, please?” Diana asked.

The stiff moving nurse waddled in a circle with her spreader bar between her ankles. “We have no sheets. Modesty is for Christians. Our bodies are for pleasure.”

“Fuck’s sake,” Diana whispered. “Sorry, Monica.” She held Monica’s hand tight.

“I felt brave before when I told Baal I didn’t want to know…”

“Now you’re not feeling so brave?”

Monica shook her head.

At least they had moved into this large, empty room and away from the hallway with the shrieking and moaning of the masses strapped to their own gurneys.

However, the empty room was an operating room, which was infinitely worse.

“I remember when they transformed me. It was on a ship below deck. The seas were rough, the room was dark and hot…”

“Sounds lovely,” Monica whispered.

Diana laughed. “Cathy was there with me. She held my hand. I was afraid but…”

“It would have been worse if she hadn’t been holding your hand?”

She squeezed hard. “Yes, it would.”

Monica pulled her hand away. “What makes you people believe it is acceptable to do this to people against their will?”

Diana squeezed her eyes shut and sighed. “Because we’re saving the world.”

“From what?”

“Itself, maybe? I don’t know. We have faith that someone above us does know the reason.”

Monica turned her head slightly to look up at Diana. “You honestly don’t know, do you?”

“I told you, I have faith…”

“But you don’t know!” Monica began to laugh. “For fuck’s sake: you’re just a bunch of religious zealots blindly following the guy with the biggest dick! This is the dumbest shit I ever heard…”

“Dumber than following the Catholic priest in the biggest hat? Dumber than following the president who promises he will make everything better when all the leaders before him fell ridiculously short? Dumber than following some half-wit across the prairie because he claims an angel told him to go west? Dumber than following ten rules scratched on clay tablets thousands of years ago?”

“Yeah, well the Ten Commandments didn’t say to give women boob jobs and turn everyone into a sex fiend,” Monica said.

“No, no they didn’t. But I’ve seen what my god can do. I’ve seen bad people transformed into good people. I’ve felt a true universal love that makes every member of Whore Caste my truest and deepest friends…”

“And turned everyone in your Religious Caste into sadistic monsters!”

Diana nodded, her eyes growing wet. “Yes. Yes, I won’t contradict you on that.” Diana knelt by the gurney. “There are changes coming to this world, changes we can’t stop no matter how much we may want to - changes that will re-define what it means to be human.” She stroked Monica’s cheek. “The Religious Caste is going to build something new out of humanity. Something that I hope will be better. We cannot stop that. But there is one thing I can tell you, if you want to listen?”

“What’s that?”

“In this new normal? It is far better to be the hammer than the nail.”

The nurse, Constance, walked over with a smile and placed a gas mask over Monica’s face.

She felt Diana’s hand in hers as the world went black.

***

Paul

Paul and Hannah followed the two rubber-clad nuns down a marble hallway two floors above the ‘clinic’. At the end of the hall, two Church Agents stood outside a closed steel door.

“You should stand at least six feet from the door when it opens, luv,” Hannah said.

“Why?”

Hannah laughed. “Oh, you’ll understand in a moment.”

One of the nuns spoke to the guards. They nodded and unlocked the door and opened it wide.

“Finally!” A tall woman with a long, thin nose said as she appeared in the open doorway. She had a Nordic accent and she looked ready to tear the nuns apart. “I want to speak to the Swedish Embassy immediately! How dare you hold us in this cell!”

At least a dozen women stood with angry or dazed expressions behind her in the small room. 

It was a padded cell.

“My apologies,” the pretty nun said. “I’m afraid there has been some misunderstanding.”

“Obviously,” the tall Swedish woman said. She caught sight of Paul and her expression softened. Her dark eyes traveled from his face down his body.

“Yes, the misunderstanding is that we actually care,” the nun said.

The taller nun laughed.

“Also, there are no foreign embassies in the Republic. You have no rights here.” The pretty nun was smiling.

The Swedish woman had stopped paying attention. Instead, she was staring intently at Paul.

Behind her, the other women stared at him as well, stepping around the Swedish woman to get a better view.

The pretty nun held out her hands. “Please, move back into the cell.”

“Jesus, they’re all fertile, aren’t they?” Paul whispered.

Hannah smiled. “My goodness, you can smell it from here, can’t you, luv?”

Paul was breathing heavily. He began to stiffen, and he could feel precum leaking into his pants.

Hannah took his face in her hands. “Look at me, Paul. Paul?”

He tore his eyes away from the women in the cell.

“The heightened libido always surprises new recruits. Not so far removed from animals, are we?”

“I can’t control it,” Paul hissed.

“You can. It’s harder for you because you’re an Inseminator. You have the heightened libido of the Transformed and the natural urge to breed as well.”

He was actually panting, close to salivating. “Jesus, you’ve turned me into a monster!”

“No. You can control it. In time, you will conquer both urges. For now, start small. Force yourself to go slowly, to be gentle with them.”

He squeezed his eyes shut. “They… none of them know what they’re getting into… they didn’t choose…”

Hannah shook her head. “They’re staring at you. Subconsciously, perhaps because of the hormones released by the ovulation, they know they are fertile, and they are looking for the best candidate to impregnate them,” she touched his cheek. “That’s you. They’re not even close enough to smell it. But, there’s something about you that tells them. They’re completely ignoring the Church Agents because… somehow? They know the agents are sterile.”

***

Nancy

Colin showed them to their adjoining rooms in Hotel La Lilitu. He closed the door to Christine and Don’s room as Nancy and Eric looked around their own opulent suite.

“Wow, you get a lot for the money,” Eric said.

The floors were marble, the sheets on the enormous bed were black silk.

Through the huge window, Nancy could see the blue Caribbean sparkling in the gaps between the glimmering glass skyscrapers.

“I can show you the amenities,” Colin offered. He smiled.

Whoever had designed him had taken particular care to give him lifelike expressions but had still made sure you never forgot he was a machine - there were joints and fissures in his smile that showed what must have been circuitry beneath.

“All I’m interested in right now is the shower,” Eric said as he stepped into the bathroom.

“I’ll join you,” Nancy said with a smile.

“Maybe later, okay?” Eric said as he closed the door behind him.

Nancy stared at the closed door.

“The bed is twice the size of a normal king - suitable for entertaining,” Colin said.

Nancy turned and laughed. “Entertaining?”

“Oh, I though you and the other couple were swingers?”

Nancy sighed. “No. We’re not swingers. We just met them.”

“My apologies. I didn’t mean to offend you…”

“You didn’t. I’m sure swingers are the norm here?”

Colin nodded. “If not at the beginning of the stay? Usually by the end.”

She looked back at the closed bathroom door. “Not here to swing.”

“No? Ahh, you’re here to rekindle something then?”

She turned back to him and smile. “I’m going to try.”

“Not my business, Miss Davis. Again, I apologize.” He motioned toward the television. “The in-room entertainment has been de-activated.”

“De-activated? Why?”

Colin looked down. “Miss Davis, you are… extremely popular.”

“I… what?”

“Your voyage on the Air Cuba flight was broadcast all over the island. It proved extremely popular, so the footage is being re-broadcast…”

“Oh, Christ!” Nancy hissed. “How can they do that without my permission?!”

“There are no rights to privacy in the Republic, Miss Davis. We’re constantly under surveillance.”

“If my husband sees that…”

Colin smiled. “He won’t. I will guarantee neither your husband nor your friends next door will see the video.”

Nancy gritted her teeth. “Let me guess: all I have to do is turn tricks for your goddamned Church in my spare time? More fucking blackmail?”

Colin looked shocked. “No. No, Miss Davis. You fulfilled your obligations on the plane. I expect nothing from you in return. I simply thought it would make you happy.”

Nancy sighed. “In that case, thank you…”

Colin smiled and walked toward the dresser. “Now, the amenities.” He opened a drawer.

It was filled with dildos and vibrators in a rainbow of colors and sizes, all arranged neatly in compartments.

Nancy looked over his shoulder and laughed. “Yeah, I’ll pass on the hotel’s sex toys. You couldn’t possibly sterilize them enough for me.”

Colin laughed. “They’re completely recycled between guests - melted down and reformed into fresh devices.”

“Really?”

Colin nodded and opened the next drawer. Lingerie was folded neatly inside in a variety of silk, lace, and latex.

Nancy laughed and picked up a red latex unitard. She frowned at the label. “This is my size.”

“They all are. You were measured on the plane and the hotel automation manufactured them. Garments for Mr. Davis are in the next drawer down.”

“You people think of everything, don’t you?” Nancy said.

“The closet contains a selection of sex swings and bondage gear - there are hard points in the ceiling to rig them.” He pointed to gleaming chrome rings arranged around the room. Then he opened the closet drawer revealing an X-shaped Saint Andrew’s cross. Floggers, riding crops, and whips hung from a rack attached to the inside of the door.”

Nancy laughed. “God, no, close that. Eric will have a heart attack.”

Colin looked at her quizzically. “But you’re excited by it? Have you ever thought of telling him about your interests?”

“Eric?! No, he’s not like that.”

Colin closed the door.

Nancy opened her purse and pulled out some money. She held it out to him. “It’s American. I haven’t exchanged it yet.”

Colin smiled and shook his head. “We have no currency, Miss Davis. We don’t need it.”

“What?”

“The Church provides for our needs. No money changes hands in the Republic. I do this job because I like it not because I need it to survive.”

“So, you have no money?”

Colin looked away. “As my coven performs acts the Church finds useful, we are awarded credits which we use to grow our coven.”

“Grow it?”

Colin smiled slightly. “When someone joins Whore Caste, they are… taken to the slave market and sold to the Whore Masters or White Witches who lead the individual covens. That’s where the credits are spent.”

“You have a slave market?! That’s barbaric.”

“It’s simply different from what you consider normal, Miss Davis.” He said and then he held his finger to his lips. He took Nancy’s hand and led her to the bedside table.

Then he pointed to the top of the lamp.

Nancy looked down.

There was a small microphone in the top of the lamp.

“I can assure you that Whore Caste does not object to the slave market, Miss Davis,” Colin said. At the same time, he shook his head.

***

Christine and Don

“Jesus, when exactly did you turn into a sex freak?” Don asked as he sat on the edge of the bed and watched as Christine lay back on the bed and slid the foot long cherry red dildo in and out of her pussy.

“Admit it, you like me better this way,” Christine said. She was naked and she pinched her left nipple with her freshly painted blood red nails.

He reached out and touched her other nipple.

She slapped his hand away. “Don’t ever touch me again without my permission.”

Don glared at her. “So that’s how it is?”

She moaned as she managed to push the enormous dildo deeper. “Yes, Don, that’s how it is. We’re through. But we’re going to keep up appearances for a while longer.”

“They tell me I’ll change when they make me a Whore Master,” Don said.

“That’s what they say. I hope that’s true for you, Don, I really do. But to me you’re always going to be the lying, cheating piece of shit you’ve always been - even if they do give you a better personality.”

Don smiled. “Maybe I’ll just come back and take you for my harem? They tell me you won’t be able to resist.”

“Coven, Don, not harem. And I’m promised Professional Caste, not Whore Caste. A soon as they transform us? There’s no more us. Understand?”

Don nodded. “Yeah. For what it’s worth? I’m sorry. For everything.”

“It’s not worth anything, Don. But if you truly want to do something for me? Fuck off for a few hours. As soon as Eric can get away from Nancy, he’s going to come over here - we need alone time.” She stroked the dildo in and out faster and then began rubbing her clit with her finger at the same time.

Don shook his head. “Whatever you want, Christine.”

***

Nancy

Colin left but Nancy was sure there was a lot more about the Church of Morpheus he had wanted to tell her. The rooms and cars were bugged. Cameras were everywhere - totalitarianism on a level the old Soviet Union only dreamed about.

No money changed hands - unless you wanted to buy people.

Nancy shook her head.

This Cuba ‘sexcation’ had been a monumental mistake. First the blackmail, then to find out the country was a police state?

She looked at the bathroom door.

And Eric was acting strangely. It was almost as if he knew what she had been doing on the plane.

Was that possible?

Had Christine told him about the airport?

The shower was still running in the bathroom.

She had to try.

Nancy walked over to the dresser and opened the lingerie drawer. She ran her fingers over the silk and lace. Then she pulled out something made of pink latex.

She smiled.

***

Eric Davis wiped the condensation off the bathroom mirror and stared at his reflection. This was insane. How could he have not realized Nancy was cheating on him all these years?

She had always been more sexual than Eric. Even when they were dating.

All the times she had been away from the house. The nights she had spent with ‘friends’. Had she been fucking other men each time he left for work?

He should have been angry, furious.

Why wasn’t he?

All he could think about was Christine, her lithe body and how she would move under him when they fucked.

They’ve done something to me, he thought. At some point on the plane, they had done something to his brain and made him fall madly in love with Christine.

Nancy’s indiscretions took a backseat to that.

And he knew Christine was waiting for him next door.

He pulled on his jeans and white shirt and stepped through the bathroom door.

Nancy was lying on the huge bed.

She was wearing a bodysuit of shining, neon pink latex. Her nipples strained against the tight rubber. The garment had straps that connected to pink latex stockings with chrome clasps. The crotch was completely open.

She wore a tiny pink latex g-string and the most ridiculously high, pink spike heels.

Nancy smiled. “Hi.”

“H… Hi,” Eric managed.

“Hope you don’t mind that I’m lying down - these heels look amazing but… I nearly feel on my ass three times trying to cross the floor.” She laughed.

Eric laughed with her.

She held out her hand. “Come to bed?”

“I… can’t. I promised Don I’d check out the strip club next door with him.”

Nancy blinked. “You… what?!”

“Tonight, okay? Wear it again tonight for me?”

“Eric? Eric, this trip is supposed to be about us, not Christine and Don!”

“Sorry, I promised.” He sat down on the edge of the bed and pulled on his shoes.

“Eric, are we okay?”

He turned toward her. “Of course, we are. Why wouldn’t we be?”

She reached for him, but he stood up and headed for the door.

“I’ll be back in a few hours,” Eric said.

He closed the door behind him, turned right and gently knocked on Don and Christine’s door.

Don opened it immediately. “She’s all yours,” he said and pushed past Eric and into the hallway.

Eric watched the big man go, then he stepped inside.

Christine was lying naked on the bed, her legs spread wide. She was fucking herself with a large dildo.

“Jesus,” Eric whispered.

She smiled as she eased the thick dildo out of her gaping pussy. “What kept you?”

“I…”

“Never mind,” she whispered. “I want you.”

Eric closed the door behind him and pulled off his shirt as he climbed onto the bed. He moved to kiss her.

Christine laughed and pushed him away.

“What?”

Christine just shook her head and shoved him down between her thighs.

He smiled, realizing what she wanted.

He kissed her wet, engorged lips.

“Yesss! Just like that,” she moaned.

He kissed and suckled her pussy lips, moving slowly up to pull her swollen clit into his mouth. He sucked and licked the nubbin with a side to side motion of his tongue.

“God, he never did that for me!” She giggled. She closed her thighs on Eric’s head and moved her hips up and down, encouraging him to lick harder.

Still eating her out, he reached down and shoved his pants and underwear down his hips.

He almost laughed when he realized he had left his shoes on.

***

Nancy wanted to tear the latex outfit off. She wanted to scream.

Nothing had gone right, absolutely nothing!

She took off the heels and stood up, fumbling with the chrome clasps on the stockings. They finally came free, and she stripped them off.

What the fuck was wrong with him? She was desirable! Men wanted her. On the plane, Pole had treated her like a goddess. Even the pilot had at least appreciated her.

She pulled off the outfit and stood in only the g-string.

Are you actually blaming him for this? She asked herself.

Nancy burst into tears.

No. No, this was her fault. She had cheated on him, over and over again.

On a karmic level, she had this coming.

But it still hurt.

Any other woman might have simply gotten in bed and felt sorry for herself.

But Nancy Davis was not that kind of woman.

She took off the g-string.

Then she went to her suitcase and got out the ruby red latex cocktail dress she had been given on the plane.

She put it on and stepped into her heels.

***

Nancy had paused outside Christine’s door and almost knocked to see if she wanted to join her in exploring the hotel.

But there was something about Christine that Nancy simply didn’t like. She wasn’t like Terri and Baphista - she felt an odd kinship with them.

She turned away from Christine’s door and headed for the elevator.

According to Colin, there were bars on both the penthouse level and on the ground floor near the lobby. She pressed ‘L’.

She had the elevator to herself as it descended. There were cameras situated in each corner - one of the floor cameras was definitely looking up her skirt, but she no longer cared about the Church of Morpheus pervs.

Part of her wanted to find the nearest man and give him a night he would never forget.

But part of her wanted to never have sex again.

Reality would fall somewhere in the middle, she decided. For now, she would settle for a stiff drink in the bar.

The elevator doors opened on a sea of sexcationers trying to check-in at reception.

The men and women at the reception desk were all flesh and blood - there was no sign of Colin.

For some reason that disappointed Nancy.

The sexcationers eyed her as she passed by on her way to the bar.

That at least made her feel better. She was eye-catching in her latex mini-dress.

The bar was called Lilith’s Kiss and that name was written in red neon beside the dark wooden doors. 

Nancy was expecting something dark and goth inside, probably populated by would-be vampires.

Instead, she stepped into a normal bar she would have expected to find in Chicago - except half the patrons were unclothed and more than a few were actively engaging in sex acts at the tables and in the booths.

Fuck’s sake, Nancy thought. She started to turn around and head back out into the lobby.

Then she saw Colin, a smile on his latex lips as he served drinks behind the bar. He looked at her with his glowing blue eyes and beckoned her.

She smiled and crossed the bar, stepping around a couple who were fucking missionary style on the tile floor.

She felt a man’s hand slide up her left leg and cup her right butt cheek.

Nancy spun around and slapped him hard.

He was middle-aged and obviously drunk given the smell and the fact his cheeks were as rosy as Santa Claus’ in a blizzard. “I… I thought you were available. Sorry,” he mumbled, his eyes unfocused.”

“I’m not. Fuck off,” Nancy said.

“Wait,” he said. “I thought you people were always available?”

“What the fuck are you talking about?” Nancy said.

“You know, you Whore Class or whatever they call it.”

Colin appeared beside her. “The lady isn’t Whore Caste. I think you’ve had enough, don’t you? You should be able to find someone from Whore Caste outside the hotel.”

The man looked up at Colin and wobbled on his feet. “Yeah,” he said. “Sure.” He stumbled away toward the exit.

“My apologies, Miss Davis,” Colin said as he took her arm. “While sex in public is encouraged, drunkenness is not.” He led her to the bar. “What’ll you have - on the house, of course.”

Nancy looked down the bar at the patrons who were drinking the Blue Pile Drivers and Pink Panty Soakers. “Anything but one of those.”

Colin laughed. “Nothing with an aphrodisiac. Understood.” He stepped behind the bar and began mixing a drink with a top shelf vodka.

“I can’t believe that guy grabbed me like that,” Nancy said.

“It’s the jewel,” Colin said as he mixed the drink.

“The what?”

“The jewel on your forehead.”

Nancy gasped. The jewel they had given her on the flight. The glowing jewel that indicated whether she was available for sex or not. How could she have forgotten about it? She reached up and touched the center of her forehead. “I… Jesus… I didn’t even remember I had it on…”

“You’re not supposed to.” Colin turned and set a martini glass with something that looked a little like lemonade in it and a twist of lemon rind. “Lemon drop. Guaranteed Ambrosia free.”

She took a sip and smiled. “This vodka…”

“Smooth, isn’t it? It’s Polish.”

She took another sip. “You said I’m not supposed to remember the jewel?”

“No. It’s post-hypnotic suggestion. Everyone forgets they’re wearing them.” He turned to the side and pointed toward the mirror behind the bar.

In her reflection, Nancy’s jewel was glowing green. “Wait, no that means I’m available. Men don’t even have to ask! That’s why he…”

Colin leaned close. “No matter what you set the jewel to? After a while, they always turn green. It’s all about tearing down your inhibitions,” he whispered. Then he looked around. “We can speak freely here - there’s too much noise. And, I know where all the microphones are.”

“I feel bad for slapping that guy now,” Nancy said.

Colin laughed. “Don’t. He probably deserved it. Getting drunk here is very dangerous, by the way, though many people do. The Church Agents will lock you up for public drunkenness… if you’re lucky.”

“And, if you aren’t lucky?”

Colin shrugged. “If you entertain a clown, you become part of the circus.”

“Huh?”

“I mean, he could wake up tomorrow morning and find himself a member of Whore Caste himself if he isn’t careful. They don’t always take them to the drunk tank.”

Nancy let that sink in. “I made a real mistake coming to Cuba, didn’t I?” She asked.

Colin smiled. “I wouldn’t say that. I wouldn’t trade what I am for what I was - oh, I might like to be flesh and blood again but… I’m pretty happy even as a marionette without strings.”

Nancy laughed. “You people really love your caste, don’t you?”

“We love each other. It’s kind of amazing.”

Nancy ran her finger over the rim of her almost empty glass. “I just want one person to love me again.”

“What makes you think he doesn’t?”

“Well, let’s see. I was dressed in a pink latex sex outfit and instead of getting in bed with me he went to a strip club with his new pal Don.” She drank down the last of the lemon drop.

Colin frowned. He looked as if he were going to say something, then he simply took her glass and began mixing another lemon drop.

Nancy laughed. “Whoa! I thought you told me not to get drunk?”

He turned toward her as he continued mixing. “I will not let any harm come to you, Miss Davis. On that you have my word.”

Nancy smiled and, for some reason, she believed him.

***

Willy

“Yes, they’re fine,” Willy said into the cellphone. “Except they keep going on and on about their friends Nancy and Monica.”

On the other end, Diana sighed. “Monica is out of the question, she’s a special project. And I’m not sure about Nancy.”

“Whoa, hold up, Diana,” Willy whispered into the phone. “I signed up to take on two, not four.”

“And, two is all I asked of you, Willy. The other requests are coming from Terri and Baphista, not me.”

Willy sighed.

Terri, Baphista, and Loretta were giggling. He had left the top down on the ‘57 Chevy convertible and had parked beside a small roadside burger stand. Behind the restaurant the ocean waves crashed on the sunlit yellow beach.

Vacationers waiting in line for their lunch kept turning and looking at the three Whore Caste brunettes in Willy’s car.

Baphista had recovered from her rough handling at the slave market and was locked in a passionate embrace with Loretta in the back seat while Terri watched smiling from the front passenger seat.

Willy smiled. “Yeah, I hate to disappoint them but adding two to the coven in one day is already stretching it…”

“I completely understand, Willy. Nancy Davis will be fine. Truth is, I think she’s a natural for Whore Caste…”

“Is that what she wants?” Willy asked.

Diana was silent on the other end. “You know want doesn’t always enter into it, Willy. Did you want what you became?”

Willy bit his lip and looked at the pavement. “You have a point.”

“As for Monica, she’s being transformed by Dr. Baal right now.”

“Shit. They brought in Baal? What the hell are they doing to her?”

“Nothing Baphista and Terri need to worry about. Listen, Willy, you’ve done your good deed for the day…”

Willy looked over at the convertible and smiled. Baphista had managed to get Loretta’s top and bra off and was kissing her way down Loretta’s cleavage. “Yeah, well, good deed might be stretching it. We’re not exactly suffering here.”

“Still, I owe you. Take care.”

“You too. Watch your back, friend.” 

“Always,” Diana said.

Willy hung up the cell.

Loretta was leaning her head back over the side of the car. Inverted, she smiled at him as Baphy licked her way down Loretta’s chest and abs. “Okay, I vote we keep them,” Loretta breathed.

Sexcationers were beginning to crowd around the car, but they parted when Willy drew near.

“I think I might be possessed,” Loretta giggled.

Baphista stopped licking and smiled. “Really? Do you feel the Prince of Darkness working his will through you?”

Loretta stared at her for a second. “I don’t know about the Prince of Darkness, but I’m definitely feeling something.”

Terri began to giggle in the front seat.

Baphy shook her head. “She doesn’t believe it but I’m a real demon. I feel the darkness in my soul.”

Loretta was fighting back a giggle of her own. “Okay, honey. I believe you.”

Baphista smiled and dove down between Loretta’s thighs.

“Oh, wow! Yeah, I feel that darkness now,” Loretta laughed.

Willy pushed down his sweats and the crowd took a respectful step back.

“Golly,” Terri said as she stared at his crotch.

Willy held out his hand. “Come here, Terri.”

“Here? Really?”

Willy nodded.

She clambered over into the driver’s seat and then Willy pulled her up and out of the car and into his arms.

She put her arms around his neck and kissed him.

“In our coven, we have choices, Terri. You don’t have to do anything you don’t want. You don’t have to be bound if you don’t want to be,” Willy said.

“I didn’t think it was supposed to work that way?” Terri whispered.

Willy smiled. “It does in our coven.”

“Kind of makes me want to be part of it more,” she said and buried her face in his neck. “In my whole life nobody ever stood up for me like Baphy did today. Nobody ever stood up for me the way you and Loretta have. I want to be part of that.”

He held her tight.

Then she leaned back in his arms. “Besides you are totes hot as fuck.”

Willy laughed. “Thanks.”

She wriggled in his grasp and Willy was shocked at how she slithered around in his grasp. “What the…?”

Terri had spun around, somehow turning upside down.

Willy found himself staring at Terri’s hairless pussy.

Then he felt her hands massaging his cock as her tongue traced from the root a few inches down the top of his shaft.

“Fuck,” Willy groaned.

Terri giggled and clamped her thighs around his face.

He kissed her pussy, pushing his tongue deep inside her.

Willy was oblivious to the stares and gasps from the sexcationers who still watched them.

Terri hefted Willy’s cock and began to suck and lick the purple head.

He could feel her trembling, her thighs clenching as she had a mini-orgasm - Willy’s Whoremaster pre-cum still affected her because she hadn’t been given finishing Ambrosia yet. 

That was a condition Willy was going to cure very shortly.

She managed to get the head of his cock into her mouth and was trying to take him into her throat.

But Willy was having none of that.

He pulled her off his cock and spun her right side up.

She smiled at him, eyes half-drunk with lust. 

He kissed her as he laid her on her back on the hood of the convertible.

Terri giggled and laid her head back. She smiled at the crowd. “Boy, bet you people wish they’d let ya have cameras, huh?”

Willy leaned forward and put the head of his cock against Terri’s wet pussy.

She raised up. “I want to see!”

He leaned back as his cock began to slide into her.

He could feel her body shifting inside to accommodate him.

Terri was breathing hard and watching wide-eyed as Willy slid deeper and deeper inside.

He smiled and rubbed her clit with his thumb as her body slowly accepted him.

“Oh, my God. You’ll split her in two,” Baphista growled.

Willy looked over to see the demoness smiling at him. Her big horse cock was poised at Loretta’s own pussy.

Loretta locked her legs around Baphista’s waist and began impaling herself on the succubus’s cock.

Baphista nuzzled her neck as she moved her hips.

“Fuck! Oh, fuck, yes!” Loretta cried as Baphista’s cock slid deep inside her. Then her eyes snapped open. “What is… that?”

Willy craned his neck.

Baphista’s devil tail was probing between Loretta’s ass cheeks.

The demoness laughed. “I told you that you would feel my dark Lord’s power!”

“Oh, God, it changes shape,” Loretta hissed.

Willy shook his head. 

Terri was moaning underneath him.

He leaned down and kissed her as he went deeper.

Willy felt his cock push against something deep inside her.

Terri screamed, arching her back under him as she came.

She squeezed her eyes shut and then they snapped open. “It’s… they told me it would happen… but…” Her eyes rolled back in her head.

Willy held her waist in his hands, his cock still pressed against the second clitoris that had been created by her transformation.

Her body convulsed as she thrashed her head from side to side, engulfed in a pleasure she could never have felt as a mortal.

He waited for her body to relax.

A moment later, she smiled up at him.

Willy began to move his hips, pulling out a few inches before moving forward again, his cock once more pressing against the sensitive point deep inside her.

Terri shrieked again, raking her nails across his broad back.

He moved faster inside her, feeling his orgasm growing.

She was smiling up at him sensing he was close.

And then he was cumming, pumping Ambrosia deep inside her body.

She flung her head back and her mouth opened wide as if she were going to scream but no sound came out. She pressed her fingertips into the convertible’s hood and the metal dented from the strength in her hands.

Willy felt the binding first. He was looking at Terri’s face and then he was looking through her. Where they touched, he could feel their body’s mingling, becoming one.

Terri sat up, her arms around his neck as he lifted her off the hood of the car, his cock still deep inside her. Her eyes looked as big as saucers. “You… I… I love…”

Then Loretta was screaming, the binding taking her as well, binding Terri to her.

Baphista suddenly looked terrified. “Did I hurt you? Oh, I am so sorry, Loretta. I didn’t mean to hurt you!”

“N… No… Binding… it’s the binding to… Terri. You didn’t hurt me.” Loretta kissed Baphista’s forehead and then looked lovingly at Terri and Willy.

Terri was kissing Willy’s face. “I love you. I never loved anybody like this before.”

“I know. I love you too,” Willy said. And he knew that the other members of the coven were feeling the same binding even though they had not seen Terri, would not see her until this evening. The magic, quantum physics, whatever it was moved through them all like a wave, filling them with happiness.

Terri looked down at Baphista and Loretta.

Baphista was beginning to sob.

“Baphy? What’s wrong?” Terri asked.

She shrugged.

Loretta smiled. “I think the Princess of Darkness here would like to swap partners.”

Baphista glanced up at Willy and then down again quickly.

Terri climbed down from Willy’s arms. She held her hand out to Loretta.

Loretta took her hand and climbed into the passenger seat with Terri in her lap.

Willy smiled down at Baphista. He leaned down and kissed her gently. 

She looked up at him and gave him a shy smile.

He ran his fingers through her raven hair and stroked her horns. “You are an enigma.”

She cocked her head to the side and smiled. “How so?”

“You’re tough but sensitive. One minute you’re trying to be frightening, the next you seem terrified.”

She shrugged. 

“There’s only one thing that remains constant.”

“What?” She asked.

He kissed her deeply and then stroked her cheek. “You’re breathtakingly beautiful.”

Her crimson skin blushed darker.

Baphista stood up and climbed out of the backseat. She was on eye level with Willy. “We should step away from the car.”

“Why is that?” Willy asked.

“We might break it.” She stood pressed against him.

Willy smiled slowly. He looked down at her big breasts. “So, um, not 100% familiar with Succubus Whore physiology.”

“I have a very large cock… not as big as that monster of yours pressing into my stomach right now,” Baphista said.

“That part I saw earlier.”

Baphista narrowed her eyes. “I’m betting you’re not interested in my demon cock?”

“Save it for the ladies, Baphy.”

Baphista giggled. “There’s always anal.”

“Always,” Willy agreed. Then he gasped as he felt Baphista’s tail curling up the inside of his thigh.

“Mutual anal.”

Willy laughed. “Save that for orgy night.”

“Ooo, something to look forward to.” She looked deep in thought. “Or, I could simply suck your cock all the way to your huge balls.”

“Not sure that’s humanly… or inhumanly possible.”

“Fun to try though.”

“I was hoping for something more primal than oral.”

She took his hand and pulled it down her body. “Well, there is this little thing down here.” She spread her legs slightly. 

Willy moaned as she pressed his fingers against her small, wet slit behind her male equipment. “Mmm, that feels very tight.”

“I haven’t used it much. I think it has one of those little buttons inside that made Terri scream so loud. Think you can find it?”

Willy smiled. “Not with my finger.”

She used her free hand and began stroking his cock. “No. Not with your finger.”

Willy smiled in amazement as Baphista raised her long left leg higher and higher like a dancer. She placed it on his shoulder and pushed her hips forward.

“I’ve never fucked like this, have you?”

“Actually? Yeah. This is one of my favorite positions,” he said as he put his arm around her waist and supported her as she leaned back.

At the same time, she was guiding his cock into her pussy. She moaned through her teeth as the head began to pass inside her wet lips.

She looked frightened. “You’re… really big.” She had seemed so confident a moment ago.

Now she was hesitant.

“Hey,” he whispered. “I won’t hurt you.”

She smiled and blushed again. “I know.”

Willy began to slide into her.

She leaned back more in his embrace, breathing hard as he went deeper and deeper.

Her whole body began to shake as her body sheathed him completely.

Then she screamed as her orgasm took her.

Willy could hear the gasps and whispers of those around them, but he couldn’t see them - all he could see was Baphista’s beautiful face as she came again and again.

Then he was cumming inside her, the binding taking them.

He stared into her eyes.

Then they were somewhere else.

***

Grass under their feet. But it wasn’t grass, not really. A soft carpet of some type of purple vegetation. The sky was violet, the sun brilliant white instead of yellow.

“Where are we?” Baphista asked.

He looked at her. She was wearing a white dress that looked like it was made of gauze.

“I don’t know,” Willy said. He ran his fingers over the smooth baby bump of her abs. “Baphy? I think you’re…”

She gasped. “I am. I’m…”

Willy looked around slowly. A stream gurgled nearby. All the colors seemed off - where there should be green, there was purple. “It’s not earth.”

They heard laughter nearby.

“It’s going to be alright,” Loretta said behind them.

Willy and Baphista turned.

She was smiling at them. “Everything is going to be alright.”

***

As quickly as it began, the vision ended.

Willy and Baphista stood still locked in their embrace.

Willy swallowed. “Did you see…?”

She nodded. “What did it mean? How could you have been in my mind and see what I saw?”

Willy shook his head. But he knew - he had the strongest mental powers of any of the Whoremasters. Many of the transformed had visions when they were bound.

Somehow his ‘gifts’ allowed him to travel with Baphista into her vision.

He kissed her deep, the binding complete.

“It was your baby,” Baphista whispered. “I just know it was, Willy.”

He smiled. “Maybe.”

“How can it be? How could I be pregnant? Where were we, Willy?”

He started to say he didn’t know.

Then Terri and Loretta were holding onto them in the crowd of onlookers, and nothing mattered but the binding.

***

Nancy

“I mean, I’m desira… desir… desirreebull, right?” Nancy asked in a slurred voice. “You’d do me, wouldn’t you?”

Colin smiled. “Absolutely.”

She slapped the bar with her hand and nearly knocked over her empty lemon drop glass. “Exactly! You’d fuck my brains out! Every guy in this bar would like a shot at me. I’m… hot.” She smiled up at him. “Another, please.”

He shook his head. “I don’t think so, Miss Davis.”

“Call me Nancy. My mother named me Nancy after Nancy Drew. Did you know that? Famous sleuth. Only I can’t even figure out how to get my husband to fuck me. I’m a terrible Nancy Drew.” She began to sob. “I’m a horrible wife.”

She started to stand up.

“Where are you going?” Colin asked.

“Out. The street. Gonna let that church do its worst,” she mumbled.

He took her hand. “Nancy? I’m not going to let you do that. Not in your condition.”

She looked down at his hand. “You actually care, don’t you? You’re sweet. You’re a nice guy. Nice robot guy - sorry! Not a robot. You’re a man. God, did I insult you?” She began to sob. “I’m fucking everything up.”

Colin shook his head and led her behind the bar. “No, you haven’t.”

“Yes, I did. I’m a horrible person,” she cried.

“No, you’re not. You can’t hold your vodka but you’re not a horrible person,” Colin said as he led her into a back room and closed the door.

The room was packed with crates of alcohol.

She smiled at him. “You have the prettiest eyes. Sparkly.” She began to laugh. “Colin?”

“Yes?”

“I’m going to puke.”

He smiled and shook his head. “No, you’re not.”

She fell into his arms, and he sat down, cradling her. “I’m telling you, I know me and I’m ready to puke all over you.”

“Well, I can handle that if you do but I’m pretty sure I can prevent it.” He pointed toward her with his left index finger.

A thin needle slid out of his fingertip. A drop of clear fluid clung to the sharp tip.

“What are you doing?”

“Relax.” He pressed his finger against the crook of her right arm.

“Ow! Ow, I don’t like needles! You told me you’d take care of me!”

“Shh,” he soothed. The needle slid into her arm.

“You’re going to turn me into one of them, aren’t you? I knew you were too good to be true,” she whined. Her arm felt cold.

“I am doing nothing of the sort. I’m injecting you with a compound that will help your body metabolize the alcohol in your system.”

She stared at him. “You sound like a doctor.”

“I am a doctor.”

She shook her head. Her nausea was passing. “No… no. You’re a chauffeur and a bellhop and a bartender. Oh, and a sex worker. You’re not a doctor.” 

He smiled. “I’m all those things… as well as a doctor. How do you feel?”

Nancy blinked. “I… I feel a lot better.”

He gently withdrew the needle from her arm. “The drug is still working. You’re going to feel a burst of energy soon as the alcohol is metabolized.”

“I’m not drunk. Barely a buzz now,” she said and laughed. “If you sold this stuff? You’d make a fortune.”

He shook his head. “I don’t need a fortune. I’d give the medicine away if I could.”

“If you could?”

He sighed. “The Church won’t allow us to share any technology, medical or otherwise, with the outside world.”

“But why?”

“Power. Everything is about power,” Colin said. His eyes flashed as he looked up and down her body. “There. Pre-cancerous growth in the left breast.”

“What?!”

“May I?” His hand hovered over her chest.

“I have cancer?”

“Not yet. May I?”

She nodded.

Colin carefully undid the laces that held Nancy’s latex dress closed at the top. He reached inside and caressed her left breast. “The medical screening on the plane should have spotted this and fixed it; however, they’re more concerned with venereal diseases than cancer.”

His hand was warm, and she sighed at his soft touch.

“Small pinch,” he said.

The pinch was indeed small as another needle pierced her flesh.

She looked down at his hand on her bare breast, saw a small trickle of blood. “Oh… Oh, God.”

“No, no… look at me. Don’t want you to faint.”

She leaned her head on his shoulder.

He kissed her.

It was nothing like she had expected. His lips were warm and wet, his ‘breath’ was sweet - how could he have breath? Why would he?

She didn’t even realize when he stopped kissing her.

She opened her eyes, and he was smiling at her. “You were breathing…”

He nodded. “Brain inside my steel skull, remember? I need oxygen too.” He withdrew the needle from her breast.

But he didn’t move his hand.

“You kissed me,” she whispered.

“I know.”

“Why?”

“Because I wanted to. Isn’t that normally why someone kisses you?”

She laughed softly. “I guess.” She squeezed her eyes shut and shook her head. “I’m… listen, Colin, I think you’re wonderful. I do…”

“But you don’t cheat on your husband anymore?”

“No. I have to try to make my marriage work.”

“Why?”

“Why? What kind of question is that? I love him. He’s my husband.”

He smiled. “I have people I love as well. I don’t mind if they have sex without me.”

“It’s different for you.”

“How so?”

“You’re Whore Caste. You drank the Kool-Aid.”

He shrugged. “Not all of the Kool-Aid. Just the parts I like.”

“Yes, but if you were truly in love with someone…”

He looked shocked. “Oh, and I couldn’t possibly be in love with someone?”

“Are you?”

“Yes.”

“You are?”

He nodded. “Several people.”

She laughed. “It doesn’t work that way.”

“How do you know?”

“It just… it doesn’t.”

“Do you love your husband?”

“Yes, of course I do…”

“But you have sex with other people?”

She stared into his eyes. “And that’s wrong.”

“Did you ever stop to think the part that’s wrong isn’t having sex? The sin is in lying about it?”

“Wait, no… both are…”

“No, they aren’t both wrong. The lie is wrong. The lie is the part that is eating you up inside.”

She shook her head. “He would never accept my sleeping around! Eric isn’t that kind of man.”

“What if Eric were the one having sex?”

“He would never…”

“But what if he were?”

She shrugged. “I don’t know. I would… be jealous.”

“Would you? What if the two of you sat down and talked it over and decided it would be okay to sleep with other people?”

“Yeah, right, Nancy and Eric Davis, swingers extraordinaire,” she laughed. 

“Would it be wrong?”

“What?”

“Would it be wrong? Would you consider it a sin?”

“No, of course not…”

“But lying about it would be?”

She sighed. “You make my head hurt.”

He held her close. “Let me tell you about my life. I was in my second year of residency - working insane hours. No social life. Chronic masturbator.”

Nancy laughed.

“Not funny. You do what you have to do when there’s no other outlet,” he said with a laugh. “Then, one day, I bought this virtual reality sex toy. They called it the Bimbonix Harvester, and it was mind blowing… literally. The next thing I know, the Church of Morpheus, whom I had never heard of, drags me out of my apartment when I was still locked in the Harvester.” He frowned. “They took my brain out of my body and put it in this shell. And they told me I would be a slave for the rest of my everlasting life. If I rebelled? A push of a button would destroy me, brain, shell, and all.”

“That’s horrible.”

“It really was,” he said. “And now? I love my life.”

She stared into his glowing eyes. “I’m sorry, what?”

He nodded. “Oh, I hate the Church for what they did to me - for what they’ve done to so many innocent people. For what they will do to countless more before they’re through. They’re despicable. If you ever want an example of a philosophy that believes completely in the end justifying the means? That’s the Church of Morpheus. A few miles from here, there’s a torture chamber in the sub-basements of the Cathedral that puts the circles of hell to shame.” He stroked her hair. “But somehow, through this nightmare? Something beautiful has been created. I don’t think it was what the Church meant to do - to the Church, Whore Caste is a means to an end. But we’re more than that. We are Morpheus’s dream made real.”

She smiled. “Is this the part where you try to sell me a timeshare?” She laughed.

He laughed as well. “No. No sales pitch, Nancy. I just want you to know, we’re here. I just want you to know there is a silver lining in this ugliness, if you need to find one.”

Nancy sighed. “Well, hopefully I won’t need that. What I need is my husband - I need to make this work.” She shook her head. “And I need to get us off this fucking island.”

Colin nodded. “I hope it works out for you. I really do. I’ll do everything I can to protect you.”

She smiled. “Why? Why are you doing this? The Church would kill you for saying the things you’ve told me, wouldn’t they?”

“Yes.”

“Then why? Why stick your neck out for me? You don’t know me.”

“I don’t have to know you to want to help. It’s who we are.”

“This Morpheus tells you that?”

Colin shook his head. “No. Different guy. He tells us some pretty profound stuff, like… the end doesn’t always justify the means and people should have a choice. Crazy revolutionary stuff.”

“So, you’re just being a nice guy treating me like this?”

“No. I’m incredibly attracted to you.” His gaze never wavered as he stared into her eyes. 

“I… you mean you can feel attracted…?” The words came out of her mouth, and she instantly regretted them.

“Yes, Nancy.” He tapped his head. “Human brain inside. Remember? All the pros and cons of being human.”

“God, I’m sorry! I think I’m still a little drunk. That came out all wrong…”

He shook his head and smiled. “It’s fine. Really, Nancy, it’s okay. Fairly certain I’m the only organic mind in a synthetic body you’ve ever talked to?”

“That’s no excuse.” She felt miserable.

“You’re way too hard on yourself.”

“I am a serial adulteress. I’m not nearly hard enough on myself.”

He nodded slowly. “We all need to be the hero of our own story.”

“Huh?”

He gazed into her eyes. “You can’t be truly happy unless you can see yourself as the hero of your own life. Personal philosophy. You either choose to be the bad guy or you choose to be the good guy. I think choosing to be the bad guy is tearing you apart.”

“Maybe, but being the good guy is hard, Colin. Good Nancy lives a life without… stimulation. I need Eric to want me the way I want him.”

Colin shrugged. “Sometimes the only way to win is to change the game.”

She rolled her eyes. “Walk away from Eric? Become a bimbo sex toy? Not my kind of game.”

“Isn’t it?” He held her close.

He was warm. How was he so warm? Even his breath was warm against her cheek.

“Admit it - you’re tempted,” Colin said.

“To be completely sexually free? Totally liberated? To live in a house with other sex fiends?” She closed her eyes. “Sure. Yeah. I am. God, that only makes me feel like more of the bad guy in my story. And, besides, sorry to break it to you, but you’re a slave, Colin.”

“So are you. I’m a slave to the Church, you’re a slave to society’s conventions. Is there a difference?”

Nancy took a deep breath and stared back into his glowing blue eyes. “You’ve really got the seduction thing down,” she kidded. “Figured out I like them brainy, huh?”

He smiled. “That’s pretty easy to see. You’re a very smart lady.”

She pulled herself out of his arms and stood, wobbling slightly on the heels. “If things were different? I think I would have liked spending time with you, Colin.” She walked away. “But I have a marriage to try and save.”

“More than one way to be the hero I guess,” Colin said as he stood and watched her walk away.

She almost made it to the door.

Almost.

“Fuck. Can I be the hero in a little while? Just… not now?” She whispered.

“Not sure it’s ever too late to be the hero,” Colin said.

She turned around and rushed into his arms.

***

Paul

Put humans together in an enclosed space and they will establish a pecking order. Somebody always takes the lead.

Inside the small padded room filled with fertile women, that leader was Inge Sorensen. She was tall and blonde with dark blue eyes - the stereotypical image of a Swedish beauty. Her body wasn’t frail by any means. She was muscular with strong thighs and hands.

She moved beneath Paul like a hurricane, jerking her hips in circles, screaming at him in Swedish. She had her powerful legs locked around his waist trying to pull him deeper with each thrust.

Her eyes were mad with lust, her kisses hard and savage. Inge’s fingernails raked his back drawing blood.

This wasn’t sex, it was breeding - animal and feral.

He could feel his orgasm growing, a feeling he had known well since the very first time he masturbated but, somehow, completely different in this alien version of his body. His cock was more like a fifth appendage now and it felt like it was the center of his existence.

Inge screamed as her pussy walls squeezed him, her own orgasm blasting through her.

Paul smiled and he actually heard himself growl deep in his throat.

He fucked harder, sliding in and out easily - she was lubricated not only with her own flowing juices but the deposited cum from his last three orgasms. 

There was no such thing as recovery time with his new body.

Get hard. Fuck. Cum. Stay hard. Fuck. Cum - it went on and on.

Inge was greedy, pulling him back to her each time he tried to pull another of the women lying naked beside them under him.

Inge was the top of the pecking order. She was fertile and she wanted to be the only one the alpha bred - there was no conscious thought involved. This was a dance older than time itself.

Paul screamed and came, his balls pulling up and his cock pumping seed into her.

Too much cum. More cum than there should have been.

All around him the other women laughed and cooed.

And everywhere there was the delicious aroma of fertility. He could smell it: a sumptuous perfume that he alone could actually smell inside the room.

It was making him ravenous.

A girl with dark almond shaped eyes began kissing his face.

Paul grabbed the back of her head and devoured her tongue.

Then Inge was clawing at him again, trying to pull him away.

“No, you don’t, luv,” Hannah said as she grabbed Inge’s wrists and forced them down on the padded floor. “You’ve been well and truly fucked four times. Lots of babies to make in this room.”

Inge hissed and cursed in Swedish.

“Oi, the cheek of you,” Hannah laughed. “Time to broaden your horizons, duck.” Hannah stood up and pulled off her white latex dress. Her muscular body was flawless, like a marble statue sculpted by a Renaissance master. Her breasts seemed far too large for her physique, but they stood high and proud, her nipples squeezed by black plastic pentagram clamps.

Hannah seemed to sense Paul staring at her. She looked back over her shoulder and down at him. “Eyes on Minh, please. She’s been waiting patiently in the queue.”

Paul smiled and pulled the small Asian woman into a tight embrace.

Hannah knelt down over Inge.

Inge stared up at Hannah with a mixture of anger and lust.

Hannah unclamped the clip from her left nipple.

A jet of pearlescent milk splashed onto Inge’s chest.

The woman gasped, staring down at her cleavage. Then her eyes rolled back in her head, and she began to convulse.

“And you thought he was giving you great orgasms?” Hannah laughed as she pulled Inge into her embrace. She kissed her tenderly and Inge melted against her.

Minh said something. Was it Mandarin? Paul had no idea.

She was smiling at him, the raw need in her eyes almost heartbreaking.

She said something else, and Paul put his finger gently against her lips. “I can’t understand.”

Her small hand wrapped around his cock.

Paul let himself be pushed gently onto his back.

Minh was instantly astride him, guiding him into her depths. She moved her hips gently, taking more and more of him.

A smiling redhead looked down and began kissing him as Minh rode him steadily.

***

Monica

Anesthesia and sleep are two completely different things. Sleep was restful and filled with dreams.

Anesthesia was oblivion.

Monica hated the feeling of crawling her way up from the depths that always came with being put under.

This is how you die, Monica thought. They put you under and you can’t climb out. That’s death.

She panicked for a moment. Was she dead? It was so hard to wake…

Diana’s hand in hers. She felt it, squeezed it.

I’m here, Diana whispered in her mind. Don’t be afraid.

And, for an instant, as Monica climbed up from the edge of oblivion, she wasn’t only within her own mind.

The telepathy was working both ways.

Monica gasped. Not alone. She wasn’t alone. She was connected, not just to herself, not just to Diana, but to Hannah, to someone named Cathy… the coven, Diana’s coven! She felt the binding, the warmth of knowing she was not alone, never, ever alone.

She opened her eyes and the feeling evaporated. She wanted to cry.

Diana squeezed her hand. “One day, it will be your feeling. You’ll feel the binding to your coven. It will feel just like that, just as wonderful. I promise.”

“I didn’t know,” Monica whispered.

“How could you? How could anyone? You have to be one of us to understand it.”


A wave of heat passed through Monica. “Oh, God, what the fuck is happening?”

“Hormones. One of your ovaries isn’t an ovary anymore. It’s pumping sex hormones into your bloodstream.”

Monica’s nipples were stiff and hurting. Her clit felt like it was made of iron!

“What did they do to me?”

“Gave you a normal sex drive.”

“Normal?! Are you fucking insane? I can’t… oh, fuck!” She shifted her thighs and applied some small friction to her clit - the result was fireworks.

“Mmmm! Fuck! Oh…” She squeezed her eyes shut.

Fingers on her clit.

She opened her eyes. “What the fuck!?”

“Shh,” Diana soothed. She gently massaged Monica’s turgid clit with her fingertips.

“N… No! Don’t do… that!”

Diana took her hand away. “Then do it yourself but you won’t get relief until you masturbate.”

“No! That’s embarrassing! I can’t… I couldn’t…”

“Then let me.”

“No, Diana, don’t,” Monica sobbed and clamped her thighs shut.

“Oh, Monica, relax. There’s no right or wrong here.” She traced her finger along the top of Monica’s left thigh.

Monica looked at her through tear filled eyes.

“Come on now. Relax.”

Her fingers felt so good sliding over her skin.

Monica relaxed her thighs.

Diana pushed gently with her fingertips and parted Monica’s thighs. Diana laughed. “I remember the first time I touched a woman. It was in college the year before they took us from Latigo Key. I had this full bush, I mean 70s porn star muff. And, I was so drunk - Daiquiris I think. Anyway, this other girl was brunette and she… she was shaved. I had never seen a shaved one before.”

Her voice was relaxing, and Monica let her eyes half-close.

“I wasn’t a lesbian. I just wanted to try it, you know? Just curious,” Diana said as she ran the fingertips of both hands up the inside of Monica’s thighs. “I was afraid I couldn’t do it. Kiss it, I mean. Because I could tell she really wanted me to kiss it.”

“Did you?” Monica whispered.

“Yes. I liked it. Still do. Oh, and I started shaving right after that. One good thing? You’ll never have to use a razor again.”

“Huh?” Monica craned her neck.

Her pussy was bare.

“Permanent hair removal. Everything south of the eyebrows.”

“Jesus.”

Diana’s fingers caressed her labia.

“Oh, God.” Monica couldn’t control her hips. They moved like they had a mind of their own, trying desperately to brush her clit against Diana’s fingers again.

Diana answered by putting the fingertips of her index and middle finger on Monica’s clit and making slow circles.

Monica’s body went rigid. She thought her backbone would snap.

She screamed through gritted teeth.

“There she is. That’s what we were looking for, wasn’t it?”

“Why… so fast? How? Jesus, cumming again!!!” 

Then Diana was lying down beside her on the bed, her fingers still making circles on Monica’s clit. 

“Kiss me,” Diana whispered.

“Nnnn! No, no, I love Paul.”

“Of course, you do, silly. That has nothing to do with kissing me.”

“What?”

Diana shook her head and kissed her.

Monica came again and this time something was very different.

Was she peeing?

No, Diana’s voice said in her mind. Squirting. 

Monica laughed in Diana’s mouth.

And still Diana’s fingers probed and played, tracing tight circles over and over and over again.

Monica screamed into her lover’s mouth as yet another orgasm took her.

Diana’s tongue slithered in, and Monica sucked it, pushing her own into Diana’s mouth.

***

“What the fuck have they done to me, Diana?” Monica whispered as she stood in the recovery room and looked at herself in the mirror.

This was not her body. Her breasts were fuller and higher than before, the waist narrower, the hips wider giving her an almost ideal hourglass shape.

Diana stroked her hair gently.

Monica began to sob as she looked at her face. The face was similar; however, the eyes were light blue and much larger. The nose was smaller and more upturned. Her hair was still blonde but two shades lighter and now had more body.

But it was the wrinkles that made her want to collapse.

Laugh lines where before she had none. Fine lines in her forehead and creases near her lips. This was the face of a woman in her thirties, not her twenties as Monica had been a few hours before.

“It’s just cosmetic. The wrinkles aren’t real. If you looked too young, people would question why you are with him.”

“This isn’t me. It isn’t me.”

“It is you.” She touched Monica’s forehead. “In here.” Then she placed her hand over Monica’s heart. “And in here…”

“They’ve taken everything from me,” Monica whispered.

“And we are going to give you everything back that you lost… and more. You will never grow old, never get sick, you will be eternal…”

“I don’t want it! Why can’t you understand?”

Diana pulled her close and held her. “I know that. I don’t want it for you either but, Monica, there is a plan here. Trust me just a little while longer and you will understand, I promise.”

***

Paul

He was in control. Had this been Hannah and Diana’s plan from the beginning? The reason they had put him in a room with all these enthralled women?

The redhead moaned as he took her from behind.

The blind lust was gone, at least for him. Yes, there was the drive to breed her but now he felt the need to give her pleasure. He stroked her sides as they fucked slowly

Hannah knelt beside him. She placed her hand on his right ass cheek and urged him on. Then she reached between Paul’s thighs and began fondling the redhead’s clit. “Still think we’re monsters?”

Paul shook his head slowly. “Still… unnh… not what they came here for.”

Hannah laughed. “Scenario: you meet a woman in a bar. She’s attracted to you - she doesn’t know why but for some reason she’s especially horny.”

The redhead moaned as Hannah and Paul’s combined efforts drove her toward orgasm.

Hannah leaned down and kissed the redhead’s buttocks. “The reason she’s horny is because she’s ovulating. The reason she wants you is that, subconsciously, she knows you’re the best mating prospect in the bar. And that’s why she’ll beg you to rip the condom off halfway through… and why you will breed her when normally you would resist. It’s not magic, luv. It’s biology.”

“So… unnh… we’re all just animals?”

“You’re not an animal now. You’ve conquered that.” She kissed him.

“No,” he said when she pulled away. “I’m sorry. I… I’m very attracted to you but…”

Hannah laughed. “You just impregnated a room full of women, but you don’t want me to kiss you? You do love her, don’t you, mate?”

He nodded.

Hannah crawled around in front of the redhead and lay back on the padded floor. She spread her legs and the redhead began to kiss her pussy. Hannah played with the girl’s curly hair. “Pleasure isn’t love, Paul. Pleasure is pleasure, nothing more.”

Paul tried to hold back as he watched the redhead lick the white witch.

“Oh, it doesn’t mean we see people as mindless sex toys - that’s the Church, not Whore Caste. I’m very fond of this beautiful woman.” She looked up at Paul. “Just like I know you’re fond of me.”

Paul was fucking the redhead harder, pushing her against Hannah’s mound.

“I love my coven. I have sex with them… all of them. Together… separately… every combination. I’m in love with Diana,” she said and laughed. “Just like you’re in love with our Monica. But what pleases Diana? Pleases me… mmph… and vice versa. Cum, Paul.”

He erupted inside the redhead, his fingers closed on her waist, holding her tight against his cock as he filled her.

The redhead screamed into Hannah’s pussy.

The white witch laughed and threw back her head, her own orgasm taking her.

Paul pulled out of the redhead gently, rolling her onto her side. He kissed his way down her body.

“I think you’re getting the hang of this,” Hannah whispered. She crawled over the redhead and embraced Paul. “Soon all of this will feel completely normal.”

Paul stared into her eyes. He wasn’t fully transformed, he knew this. He knew Hannah could make him do anything she wanted. A single directed thought could change him forever.

Yet she chose not to. She chose to speak to him gently, to seduce rather than control.

He kissed her gently.

She smiled and nodded. She kissed him and pushed him back into a sitting position.

Hannah straddled him and sat down, his cock sliding deep inside of her, his recent cum not mattering in the slightest - he was still rock hard.

He kissed her neck, her breasts. He moved to suck her leaking nipple into his mouth.

She stopped him and shook his head. “No. That wouldn’t be fair on my part. No Ambrosia. Just fuck me, pet.” She rose and fell on his lap as they returned to their kiss.

***

Nancy

A sex robot comes with attachments, Nancy learned.

And there were more attachments than just the warm, hard cock that thrust in and out of her pussy, more than the smaller cock that pushed its way into her ass, lubricating her as it went.

Small cables slid out of Colin’s body, his arms, his legs. Each ended in an electrode that suctioned onto her body in dozens of locations: inside her thighs, behind her knees, the bottom of her buttocks, multiple points around her pussy, the side of her neck, her breasts. Every place they touched tingled with a mild electric current designed to stimulate an erogenous zone.

His lips were not only warm and wet, they vibrated as he kissed her neck, her breasts, her nipples.

And his fingers, two pressed against her clit, moving, vibrating.

She was lost in an orgasmic wonderland, unable to do anything but ride wave after wave of pleasure. His body was like an orchestra, his mind the conductor, each thought playing a rhapsody that moved her body to the brink and over again and again and again.

Nancy screamed in his arms, and he held her tight.

Slowly, the electrodes detached, the cables pulled back into Colin’s body. The ‘cock’ in her ass shrank and withdrew.

He lifted her gently off the cock in her pussy, then both appendages retracted back into his groin.

Nancy’s eyes fluttered open. “Did you? Did you cum?”

He smiled. “It’s different for me. Yes, I felt an orgasm. I just didn’t pump anything.”

“Oh. Can’t you?”

“Oh, yes, I can. I just… didn’t need to.”

She laughed. “That was… I mean, I never felt anything like that. It was like you were everywhere on and in my body at once.”

“Did I do okay, Miss Davis?” He asked with a slight grin.

“Okay? Okay?!” She pressed him back onto the floor playfully and he let her. “I just told you, Tin Man, you rocked my world.” She kissed him.

“Silicone, Latex, Polycarbonate, Magnesium, and some Titanium, actually. No Tin.” He winked.

“The back of my knee? Really? Who knew?”

“Cosmopolitan magazine back in the 70s, actually. Map of the female erogenous zones. I memorized them. Then when they gave me the electrodes, I experimented till I got them right.”

“Colin the Sex Wizard. I’ll bet you were adorable as a nerd.”

“Who says I was a nerd?”

“Honey, you have nerd written all over you. Don’t worry, I like it.”

He stared into her eyes. “Just like?”

She closed her eyes. “If I were single? No. More than like.”

He nodded. “But you’re not.”

“No. I’m not. I have to be the hero in my story, right?”

“More than one way to be the hero.”

She laid her head on his chest. “I have to try.”

***

Eric and Christine

Christine paced back and forth naked in the hotel room as Eric read the contract on the bed. The contracts had been in the lobby, all Christine had to do was pick them up as they came into the hotel.

“So, what do you think?” She asked.

He held up his hand. “Still reading. There are a lot of clauses here…”

“Most of them are benefits, though, right?”

Eric sighed. “If you believe any of it. Immortality, immune to all diseases, stronger, faster?”

“Look around you, Eric. You know it’s true. These people are physically perfect. They would reduce a Beverly Hills plastic surgeon to tears. Christ, they even changed the national language to English by reprogramming the minds of everyone in the country. I’m inclined to believe they can do what they claim.”

“Which is terrifying. And, what about the part where you turn over all your financial holdings, real estate, everything to the Church of Morpheus?”

She shrugged. “In exchange for immortality?! They can have my house on Lakeshore. Screw the rat race. I’ll still be a doctor, you’ll still be a lawyer.”

“Yeah, and for that we get a really nice place to live that belongs to the Church. We’ll work for the Church basically in exchange for our needs. They will quite literally own us.”

Christine smirked. “Yeah, like the IRS and Citibank don’t own us right now, Eric?”

He rubbed his eyes. He held up a separate stapled document. “Then there’s Nancy…”

“All her needs will be taken care of, Eric. We’ll make sure she’s happy…”

“She’s my wife, Christine.”

“Don’t remind me. She’ll be happier in a subservient role. You saw the video of her on the plane. I don’t think there are names for half the things she did. You know she’ll love being our… toy.”

He stared at her. “Do you hear yourself?! She is a human being, Christine.”

“Who cheated on you at every opportunity, Eric, or have you forgotten that?”

“Oh, no, I haven’t forgotten that. The answer to that is divorce not… this.”

She sat down beside him on the bed. “They want us, Eric. They value professionals like us. They will indulge our every desire…”

“That doesn’t make it right, Christine.” He took her hand. “Listen, I’m in love with you. I will sign my part of these papers and I will live here with you in this ‘paradise’ forever. But… Nancy needs to go home. I can’t be so vindictive that I take away her freedom.”

Christine stood up and paced away. “Do you honestly believe they will let her leave? They value us, Eric, but they value people with her skillset as well. Sign the papers. At least someone who cares about her will have a say. Otherwise, it’s all up to the Church of Morpheus.”

Eric thought about what she said.

Eventually, he picked up the pen.

***

Colin

Colin rode the elevator up. The call had come in to the front desk fifteen minutes after Nancy had boarded the same elevator to return to her room.

Would it have made a difference in her decision if he had told her Eric was in bed with Christine at the same time she and Colin were making love? The cybernetic part of his brain was completely linked up with the goings on within the hotel. 

He knew where Eric had been.

He just couldn’t bring himself to tell Nancy.

Sometimes he wished he really were a machine.

Nancy was so caught up in punishing herself she couldn’t see how wonderful she was. 

He exited the elevator on Nancy’s floor and wanted so badly to go to her door and knock. Colin wanted to take her hand and lead her away from here.

Two years ago, he might have done just that. Taken her out of the building to a White Witch he knew and have her made compliant for her own good.

But then he had found his coven and his coven had some pretty strange ideas. A living god named Adam was teaching a different way to Whore Caste.

And his way was better.

As much danger as Nancy was in? She had to come to terms with it herself.

Colin knocked on Christine and Don’s door.

Christine opened it almost immediately.

Colin could see Eric sitting on the bed looking rumpled and somewhat embarrassed behind her.

Christine handed some papers to Colin. He looked at them.

Requests for admission to Professional Caste.

And one other request.

He stared at the third request form.

“We’re supposed to give these to you, right?” Christine asked.

“Y… Yes, Ma’am,” Colin said.

“Thank you,” Christine said and shut the door.

Colin turned and stared at Nancy’s closed door.

The choice had been made for her.

***

Monica and Diana

“I won’t wear that,” Monica said as she stared in horror at the outfit Diana had brought her.

“He wants a virginal bride,” Diana whispered.

“I don’t give a fuck what Senator William fucking Craig wants! I am not wearing that!”

It was a white satin and lace bustier with a matching garter belt and stockings. A pair of sheer lace panties completed the look.

Diana sighed. “Hecate will make you. Do you understand? I can’t stop her.”

“Then I’ll kick him in the nuts or I’ll rip his dick off with my teeth. Either way this isn’t going to go the way Hecate wants.”

Diana laughed. “You would, wouldn’t you?”

“It’s not funny.”

“No, it isn’t. Nor will it be funny when, after you hurt the senator, Hecate hurts you… or someone you care about.”

Monica felt herself deflate. “They’re monsters.”

“Yes, and she’s among the worst.”

“So, I’m just supposed to be his virginal bride…”

“Appearances are not always as they seem…”

“He’s coming here tonight to breed me!”

“I have a plan.”

“Want to clue me in on it? Because I’m having a hard time trusting anyone right now.”

Diana smiled. “If I did tell you? And somehow Hecate picked up on a subtle change in your demeanor? We would all be in jeopardy.”

“A subtle change in my demeanor? I thought the extent of her power was inflicting pain?”

“Hecate is a genius when it comes to reading people and situations. She’s the head of Sister’s military and a brilliant tactician. She didn’t get where she is by being a fool.” She handed the lingerie to Monica. “You and your friends have landed in the middle of a Cold War. There are spies everywhere, especially here. Now, please, put on the damned lace and help me help you.”

***

Baphista and Terri

Cardenas Beach

Casa Wanker

When Terri and Baphista stepped into the big contemporary house on the beach, Terri had been pleased to see someone she took to be another Succubus Whore like Baphista.

The woman was a little shorter than Baphy, but her skin was crimson, and her hair was black - Terri naturally assumed this woman was the same as Baphy.

However, as soon as the woman saw Baphista, she screamed, drew a large knife, and then launched herself through the air at Baphista. “Die, Demonica!”

Baphy’s eyes looked like saucers as Willy caught the crimson assassin in his strong arms.

“No! Berniece! She’s not Demonica. She’s our friend,” Willy said.

A tall woman with red hair came out of the kitchen. “Goddamn it! How does she keep getting the kitchen knives? They’re locked up!”

Terri smiled when she saw the redhead. The binding! She was bound to this woman.

The woman caught Terri’s gaze and smiled back. “Kayla. And this homicidal maniac is Berniece.”

“Willy! Let me go! Dangerous!” Berniece squealed as she tried to get loose.

“No, calm down. She’s not Demonica. She’s Baphista and she is part of the coven now,” Willy said as he held the wriggling crimson woman tight.

“Not Demonica?”

“No, Berniece. She belongs with us.”

“Bound?”

“Yes, Berniece.”

Berniece dropped the knife and Willy let her go. She threw her arms around Baphista’s neck. “Pretty! Red like me, Willy!”

“Is she a succubus?” Terri asked.

“No,” Willy said. “One of Santa’s elves.”

“Huh?”

“It’s a long story,” Willy said. “Many of the coven are away. Most will be here tomorrow night though…” His cell phone rang. “Just a second.”

He answered the phone and frowned. “Whoa, hold on, take a breath, pal. I’m listening, I promise just… go slow.”

“Is he okay?” Loretta asked.

Willy shook his head. He listened for a while and then looked at the floor. “It’s going to be okay… yeah, I know. Wait… what did you say her name was?” Willy listened and then he blinked. “Okay. We’ll talk tonight. Yes, it will be fine.” Willy hung up.

“What was that about?” Loretta asked.

Willy looked dazed. “Dumb luck. Dumb fucking luck.”

***

Monica and Diana

Monica was getting used to being led naked, or, in this case, very nearly naked, through crowds. She stood in the lingerie beside Diana in the cathedral elevator surrounded by sex tourists and rubber nuns.

When they had gotten on the elevator, the nun who accompanied them had inserted a key card beside the ‘Penthouse’ button before pushing it.

“What’s in the Penthouse?” Monica asked Diana.

“Sister’s personal quarters. The ‘throne room’. And bedrooms for… VIPs.”

Little by little, the crowd exited on the lower floors as the elevator continued skyward. Finally, only Monica and Diana and their escort remained.

The nun turned to Monica and smiled. “You look very fuckable. The senator will be pleased.”

Diana squeezed Monica’s hand.

The door opened on the Penthouse level and Monica followed Diana into the long marble hallway.

The nun remained on the elevator as the doors closed and it descended once again.

“I’m very fuckable,” Monica whispered.

Diana shrugged. “Nothing wrong with being fuckable.”

“There is when you don’t want to be fucked.”

A large door at the end of the hallway opened and Hecate emerged.

Monica half-expected her to sprout demon wings and fly down the corridor toward them.

Instead, she walked.

The tall Mother Superior smiled as she drew near. “Dr. Baal has outdone himself.” She reached out and stroked Monica’s cheek. “Nice wrinkles. If you’re into such things.”

“What? Your pet senator has a mature woman fetish?” Monica asked. She tried to look defiant, but she was afraid she only came off as terrified.

“No, whore. He needs a sow to stand beside him at public events, push out his children from her cunt, and perhaps choose the White House China pattern one day,” Hecate said. “You need to be of a certain perceived age for that.”

Was she purposely trying to make Monica fight back? 

“Where is the senator?” Diana asked.

Monica glanced at Diana. The White Witch always put herself between Monica and Hecate, always drew her fire.

Whether she trusted her or not? Monica appreciated Diana.

“The senator is in consultation with Sister. He will be along presently,” Hecate said. “Take her to the ‘honeymoon suite’. Make sure she takes the ovulation drug.”

Diana held up a brown pill. “She will be ready, Mother Superior.”

Monica felt sick to her stomach looking at the pill.

“See that she is,” Hecate said and turned back toward the room at the end of the hall.

***

Nancy

Nancy heard Eric insert his keycard shortly before midnight and open the hotel room door.

She looked at him from the bed.

Nancy hadn’t bothered with lingerie this time, she was simply naked. She smiled and patted the bed beside her.

“You and Don have fun?” She asked.

Eric stared at her. “Yeah.”

She smiled. “You didn’t do anything nasty did you?”

“Just a strip club. I looked at girls and drank.”

“I figured a Cuban strip club would be like Sodom and Gomorrah? You sure you didn’t do more than just look?”

“Did you?” Eric asked as he unbuttoned his shirt.

Nancy froze. “What?”

“Did you do anything while I was gone?”

“I… I went to the bar and had a drink…”

“Just a drink?”

“Yes, Eric, just a drink,” she lied. “What’s this all about?”

“You like it here, don’t you? This sexual freedom thing? This is your idea of paradise, isn’t it?”

“I… don’t know. I thought it might be good… good for us. Now, though, I’m not sure, Eric.”

“Have you thought about becoming one of them? One of Whore Caste?”

She sat up on her elbows. “No! Why would you ask me such a thing?”

“You think I can’t see how much this place turns you on?”

“Of course, it does! Everything here is about sex. Why wouldn’t it turn me on? Doesn’t it turn you…”

“Yes. Yes, I’m turned on, Nancy. I want to fuck.”

She blinked. In all their marriage, he had never been that upfront about his desires. “Alright, Eric. Come to bed.”

“On the floor. Get on the floor, Nancy.”

She laughed. “You want me on the floor? You’ve never…”

“Get on the fucking floor.”

She smiled and climbed off the bed. “Yes, Eric.” She walked toward him.

“No. On your knees. Crawl.”

“Okay.” She dropped to her hands and knees. She crawled across the floor to him.

He unzipped his pants. “Now, suck my cock.”

“Yes, Eric,” Nancy whispered as she looked up at him. She reached into his open fly and pulled out his stiffening cock.

“Call me Master.”

“Yes, Master,” she whispered. Nancy licked the tip of his cock, tasting his precum.

He put his hand on her head and thrust forward, pressing his cock against her lips.

Nancy opened her mouth and let him inside.

He pressed back further and further.

Where had this come from? He had never been like this before. Had he seen something at the strip show?

He hit the back of her throat and she gagged.

She tried to pull away, but he held her fast.

“Take it, bitch.”

Nancy moaned. She relaxed her throat and waited for the gag reflex to subside.

Then she took him deeper.

He pulled out abruptly.

“Is something wrong?” She whispered.

He twisted her hair and made her spin around.

“Oh, God, yes!” She cried as he sank balls deep inside her.

He was fucking her and then he pulled all the way out.

“What are you doing?” She asked.

Then his cock was probing at her ass.

“Oh! Go slow…”

“Don’t act like you haven’t had cock in your ass before, Nancy. We both know that’s a lie.” He thrust forward.

Nancy gasped as he pushed past her sphincter.

She reached behind her and put her hand on his abs. “Eric, go slow, please. Make it last.”

He began to fuck her slowly. “Tell me you love it.”

“I do! I love it, Eric. I love it when you make love to me.”

“You love getting fucked. You love getting fucked in the ass, don’t you?”

“Yes! God, I do, Eric. Fuck me!”

He groaned and grabbed her hips, his thrusts stopping. “God!”

Nancy laughed. “Oh, yes! Yes, cum in me!”

She felt him throbbing as he shot cum in her ass.

A moment later, he pulled out and collapsed near the foot of the bed.

She crawled into his arms. “Where did that come from?”

“I wanted… to fuck. That’s how you want it, isn’t it?”

“That way, yes. And, anything else you want, Eric.” She closed her eyes and laid her head on his chest.

***

Monica and Diana

Monica had expected a bedroom.

It was not a bedroom.

The room was made of shiny black marble - floors, walls, and ceiling.

The rear wall was glass and showed a panoramic view of the neon Havana skyline.

Soft lights glowed in the corners.

There was no bed, instead there was a gleaming chrome sculpture formed from metal tubes in the center of the otherwise empty room.

It reminded Monica of an enormous spider or perhaps a scorpion.

“What is that?” Monica asked.

“A breeding frame.”

Monica turned to Diana and looked at her in terror. “A what?”

“I’ll help you,” Diana whispered.

Diana guided her backward into the sculpture.

Metal restraints closed on Monica’s wrists and ankles.

“No! No, Diana, no!”

“He likes his women restrained.”

“No, please,” Monica whispered.

The sculpture moved. Monica was tilted back. Pads swung up from underneath and supported her back and head.

The tubes attached to her legs swung wide, spreading her legs.

“You said you had a plan!” Monica cried.

“I do. Now trust me with it.” Diana stared into Monica’s eyes.

Calm. Nothing can hurt you in this room.

“Diana, please! Get out of my head.”

Say nothing. Don’t cry. Just wait and don’t be afraid.

The door to the hallway opened.

Monica almost screamed.

Then she discovered she could not - Diana had taken away her speech!

A tall woman walked in first. She must have been seven feet tall in her skyscraper heels and short black latex skirt. A white latex blouse tried to hold her huge breasts in place, but the struggle looked like it would be lost at any moment.

She had a beautiful doll’s face with huge blue eyes and long, luscious blonde hair. 

“Wow, she’s beautiful, Senator,” the street whore said in a high, squeaky voice. 

Monica might have laughed if she weren’t scared out of her mind.

Behind the street whore was a man in his mid-forties, silver creeping into his blond hair. He was tall and lean in his gray silk suit.

Monica recognized him from the news: Senator William Craig of Utah. She never cared for his politics.

He stared at her coldly. “She’s a little old.”

A woman appeared behind the senator. She had short black hair, and she wore a white latex cocktail dress. There was a choker around her neck.

A choker identical to Diana’s.

Another white witch!

The brunette witch smiled at her. “She’s to be your wife, senator. She needs to look the part. Looks fresh off the prairie, doesn’t she?”

He continued to stare at Monica. “Yeah, I guess. Virgin, right?”

“As you requested, senator,” Diana said.

He took off his jacket and the street whore took it from him. “Well, I have an orgy in an hour. Let’s get her bred.”

The street whore knelt in front of him and unzipped his pants.

His cock was long and thick, at least twelve inches.

The street whore stroked him gently.

“I’ll give her the ovulation pill,” Diana said. She leaned over and pressed the brown pill to Monica’s lips.

Monica closed her lips tight and looked pleadingly at Diana.

Diana smiled and folded the pill into her palm. “Swallow like a good girl, Monica.”

Monica stared at her, not understanding. She had not given her the pill!

“I said, ‘swallow’, Monica,” Diana said again.

Monica pretended to swallow.

“Good girl.” She turned toward the senator and his entourage. “She’s ready for you, Senator.”

The senator finally smiled as the street whore jacked him. “I hope you enjoy this as much as I will… what’s her name?”

“Monica, Senator,” the brunette white witch said.

“Monica. Pretty name. We’re going to do great things, Monica,” he took a step toward her.

The white witch reached out and put her hand on his temple. “Slowly, Billy. Slowly.”

The senator’s face went slack.

“She’s really super-duper tight, Billy,” the street whore said. She continued to stroke him. Then she took her other hand and made a fist. She pressed her fist against the head of his cock so it was pushing against her curled thumb and index finger. “Golly, so tight. Billy, be careful or you’ll hurt her.”

“Jesus, she is tight,” the senator said. His eyes were unfocused.

“She’s a true virgin, Billy,” the white witch said. “You’ll have to push harder.”

The senator grunted as he tried to push his cock into the street whore’s fist.

Monica looked at Diana in confusion.

Diana looked down at her and smiled. Then she pressed her index finger against Monica’s lips. “I told you I had a plan,” she whispered.

“Come on, Billy, harder!” The white witch encouraged.

The senator grunted and managed to push his cock into the street whore’s clenched fist. “Ahh, goddamn, that’s one tight pussy.”

The street whore suppressed a giggle as he pumped his cock in and out of her fist. Then she dropped to her knees and let his cock slide through her fist and into her mouth.

“She’s so fertile and ready, Billy. Make her yours!” The white witch said.

The senator groaned and the street whore began to swallow as he shot his load into her mouth.

He pulled out of the street whore’s fist.

Behind him, the white witch put her hands on both his temples. “Good, Billy. You bred Monica like the stallion you are. She’s going to have your child.”

Diana walked over to him. She pulled a small knife from her purse and sliced into her own palm.

Monica watched as she dripped her blood onto the senator’s softening prick.

The street whore pulled out a small bottle labeled Insta-Heal and poured the liquid on Diana’s wounded hand. The bleeding stopped and the wound disappeared.

Diana mouthed the words ‘Thank you’ to the street whore.

The tall girl smiled and nodded.

Diana walked over to Monica and tore off Monica’s panties with a swipe of her hand. Then she nodded at the other white witch.

The white witch took her hands away from the senator’s temples. “Senator, my God, you were an animal.”

“I… was?” He moaned, his eyes trying to focus.

“Tore her panties off and then broke her cherry,” the street whore said. “It was scary.”

He looked down at his now flaccid cock that was slick with his own cum and blood. “Come over here and clean me up.”

The street whore gave Monica and Diana a weak smile. “Yes, sir.” She pulled a pack of wipes from her purse and knelt in front of the senator. Then she began cleaning him.

The senator smiled at Monica. “I’ll see you in Salt Lake. Wedding is in two weeks. Don’t get fat.”

The street whore zipped him up.

The three of them went out and shut the door behind them.

Diana smiled down at Monica and helped her out of the metal contraption. 

“I don’t understand,” Monica whispered.

“We are not monsters, Monica. Not anymore at least.”

“But… I’m not pregnant.”

“I know.”

“What will happen to me when they find out I’m not pregnant?!” Monica hissed.

“That’s up to you. This subterfuge will be enough to get you back to the states. They’ll put you on a plane first thing in the morning - to Salt Lake City. Once you’re there? You can try to run. Canada is best. I can’t tell you where but there is a group of rebels in the east resisting the Church… and resisting Whore Caste for that matter. It’s the best I can do.”

Monica stared at the door. “Those women.”

“Bunny and Jasmine? They’re Whore Caste. They’re the senator’s handlers.”

“You people make them serve him?”

Diana shook her head. “They volunteered.”

“Why?”

“Because we really are trying to save the world. Whore Caste needs spies in all of Sister’s schemes. The two of them are very brave. The Church already suspects them simply because they’re Whore Caste.”

Monica frowned. “Wait. They risked their lives for me?”

“Yes.”

“Why? They don’t know me.”

“Because I asked them to. It’s a dangerous game we’re playing, Monica. Just be glad you’re out of it.” She kissed Monica’s cheek.

“If the Church figures out what they just did? They’ll kill them, won’t they?”

“Perhaps.”

“And, you, Diana. They’ll kill you, won’t they?”

Diana smiled. “Perhaps. But this way? You have a chance. And we did the right thing. We don’t get to do that often.”

Monica turned away. Then she laughed. “Oh, you’re good. You know I won’t run. You knew I wouldn’t let them, or you for that matter, risk your lives for me. What’s plan B? What’s the real plan if I agree?”

Diana nodded. “You don’t have to help us, Monica. You really don’t…”

“What’s plan B?”

Diana sighed. “You marry the senator, have his children, become first lady of the United States in all likelihood.”

Monica turned around and faced her. “I won’t fuck him, Diana. I admire those two who were just here, their sacrifice, but I will not let that asshole touch me.”

“He doesn’t have to touch you. Bunny and Jasmine make sure he behaves precisely the way we want.”  She held out her hand and showed her the brown pill. “It won’t be his children you’ll be having.”

Monica nodded. “Paul. That’s why you did that to Paul. I should have known.”

Diana nodded. “We had only hoped the two of you would help us. We had no idea you would actually fall in love.”

“The two of us will be what? Whore Caste’s slaves? Captive spies?”

“The world we find ourselves in now, this new normal? It demands sacrifices of us. All of us.” She touched Monica’s hand. “The best I can do, unless you want to run. and I promise you I would not blame you if you did… the best I can do is make sure you and Paul are together and you can have whatever happiness you can salvage. Nothing is ever perfect. No life is ever what we plan.”

“What about my family? They’re certainly not Mormon. What happens to them?”

“A white witch has already visited them. They will… forget about you. As will all your friends. You will be Monica White, a Mormon girl from Senator Craig’s home town, parents deceased - the senator saw you when he was visiting back home and fell in love with you at first sight.”

She stared at the brown pill. “Paul and I will be together?”

“Yes. He will be disguised as a Church Agent and work as private security for your husband. His job will be to protect you as your bodyguard. You’ll be together constantly.”

Monica took the pill from Diana’s hand.

Diana nodded and walked to the door. She opened it.

Paul and Hannah were waiting outside.

Monica smiled at him.

Hannah started to come in, but Diana pulled her into the hall. “Let’s leave them alone for a while, darling?”

Hannah smiled and nodded.

They closed the door behind them.

Paul stared at her outfit.

“He didn’t,” Monica said. “They… didn’t let him. They just tricked him into thinking he had sex with me.”

Paul nodded. “I know. Hannah told me what they were going to do. They think of everything, don’t they?”

She held up the pill between her thumb and index fingers. “Yeah.”

“You should run,” Paul said. “We should run. I’ll go with you. We’ll find these people in Canada.”

“And do what, exactly? Either way, we have to be part of this fight whether we want it or not. Either we fight now, or we fight in the resistance later.” She shook her head. “They’re brave. I mean, that street whore and the white witch? They pulled off that con job right here a few yards away from the head of the Church. We can’t be responsible for them being found out.”

“Okay, we won’t go to the resistance. We’ll find some corner of the world without the Church of Morpheus and just hide there until the dust settles. You don’t owe them anything…”

She smiled. “I wouldn’t have met you if it hadn’t been for Whore Caste, now, would I?”

“It’s too dangerous, Monica. I can’t lose you.”

She put her arms around his neck and kissed him. “Then you better protect me.”

He laughed. “Who’s going to protect me?”

“Me, of course. We’ll protect each other.” She kissed him again. “Besides, I’m starting to believe they really are trying to save the world.”

“Yes, but how do we know this isn’t just something Diana or Hannah planted in our heads? Can we trust anything anymore?” Paul asked.

“I trust a few things. One? You. I love you. I think I loved you from the moment I met you.”

He smiled. “I love you too.”

“Two? I trust that Diana put her life on the line for us. She didn’t have to. She could’ve made me want the senator, she didn’t. She could have just stood back and let him do whatever he wanted. Instead, she staged an elaborate hoax to fool him. Hannah could have mind controlled me, she didn’t. The white witch with the senator? She could have bent my will as well. She didn’t either. They’re the enemies of that bitch down the hall - and the enemies of my enemy?”

He nodded. “Are our friends.”

“Exactly. And, finally, three?” She took a deep breath. “I’m better than I was - I mean I hate the fucking wrinkles…”

“You’re beautiful.”

“But, the way I feel, inside? I feel alive. It’s like the world went from black and white to color.”

He smiled and cupped her face in his hands. “Me too. God, I never dreamed I could fell this… powerful.”

She smiled. “I’m not complete. Not yet. Once I’m fully transformed, I’ll be sterile like the rest of them. That means I can’t feel that ‘universal love’ thing like they can. But I want to, Paul. And, I want you.”

He kissed her, pressing her against the marble wall.

She held back. “I have to take the pill. Will you be able to control yourself?” She half giggled.

He nodded. “Yes, I can. I… Jesus… I had practice…”

She put her finger against his lips. “Don’t. Let the shame go. This is who we are now. Just… I’m the one you go home with, okay?”

“Yes,” he whispered. He pulled her close. “Always. I will never leave you.”

“You better not,” she laughed and kissed him. Her hands found his belt and began undoing it. Then she unzipped his pants and unbuttoned them.

His cock sprang up as the pants fell.

She grasped it by the root. “Fuck. You’re enormous.”

“Sorry.”

She laughed. “I’ll adapt.” Then she put the pill in her mouth and swallowed. “I don’t know how long it takes. It must be fairly…”

He smiled at her, his eyes narrowing. “Instantaneous.”

“Really?”

“Yes,” he said as he pushed her against the wall. “I can smell you.”

She laughed. “Sort of like chumming the water for a shark?”

He laughed as well. “A little.”

She looked around the room. “No bed.”

He looked at the breeding frame. “How does that thing work?”

“No way. I am never getting in that fucking thing again.”

“Standing? You want the first time to be standing?” He asked.

“No. The floor. In front of the window.”

He smiled. “That sounds wonderful.” He stripped off his shirt and shoes and kicked the pants away.

Then he picked her up in his arms and carried her to the window as she laughed.

“Nice of Diana to pick out that lingerie for you,” Paul said. He laid her on the floor.

“They do think of everything. She even ripped off my panties so they wouldn’t be in your way,” Monica laughed as she spread her legs.

“So considerate,” Paul said as he lay down between her thighs and began kissing his way up the stockings.

“Oh, God,” Monica moaned.

He breathed gently on her hairless pussy.

“Mmmph,” she groaned.

He began kissing her pussy gently, avoiding her erect clit.

She put her hands in his hair and tried to guide him to her clit.

He pulled back and smiled down at her.

“Teasing? Teasing’s part of this?” She giggled.

“That’s right. You’re a virgin. I forgot.”

“No, you didn’t.”

He laughed. “No, I didn’t.” He caressed her gently, pulling apart her lips. He probed her hymen.

Then he leaned down and sucked her clit.

“Yes! Oh, that’s so…”

He flicked his tongue back and forth over the nubbin as he sucked it in.

She groaned loud and shuddered as she came.

He crawled slowly up her body kissing his way to her lips.

She felt his cock pushing at her entrance.

She put her lips by his ear. “Do it. Please, Paul. Do it now.”

He moved his hips back, nestling his cock in her opening. Then he moved forward slowly, pushing into her.

She cried out as he pushed harder, and he stopped.

“No! No, don’t stop. Do it, please.”

He pressed harder and then harder still.

The barrier stretched and then broke.

She screamed into his neck as the hard, veined shaft sank into her.

His cock found her cervix and he stopped, just holding his cock deep within her body.

He smiled at her as she opened her eyes. “Ready?” He whispered.

She nodded and smiled.

He began to move slowly in and out, stopping when his cock touched her cervix and then pulling back to begin again.

She wrapped her arms around his neck, and he pressed her down, driving her body against the marble floor with each thrust.

Her body felt different than before - no, she had never had anything inside her this way but that wasn’t all. Her body was responding to each touch, even the air moving across her skin seemed to heighten her arousal.

And her clit was throbbing, the sensations going through it deeper than she had ever experienced.

Part of it was the excitement of losing her virginity made even more amazing because she loved Paul with all her heart.

But part of it was the feeling of no longer being quite human. She was something more now, re-designed to give and receive pleasure on a different level than a human being.

Paul’s body was like a machine tuned to perfection and, from the increasing lust she could see in his eyes and feel in his breathing, she was turning him on as much as he was turning her on.

He kissed her hard and still he thrust into her, again and again.

This was the difference. This was what made what she and Paul were doing different from everything else she had seen since Terri had tricked her into getting on the plane: this was unbridled lust and pure love melded into one.

This was what being together was supposed to be. This was what being in love was supposed to mean. This was two people becoming one in the most unlikely place on earth after being put through hell.

In that instant, Monica knew that no matter what the future held? Things were going to work out.

It was all going to be okay.

She smiled and laughed as her orgasm rippled through her body, her thighs squeezing him as she tried to pull him even closer with her arms.

He came inside her, deep inside. She felt the warmth spreading through her, knew it was finding its way deeper, and everything was going to be okay.

He collapsed on top of her, his energy spent if only for the moment.

Paul rolled onto his side, panting, his ribs swelling and contracting with every gasped breath. “I love you,” he whispered over and over.

She repeated it as well.

Two people signaling to each other in a dark room only a few yards from the greatest evil the world would likely ever know. A message of hope where there should be none.

Assuring each other that, indeed, everything was going to be okay.

***

Nancy

For the first time in her marriage, Eric had taken her. This had not been the clumsy lovemaking of their early marriage.

She had been fucked.

Nancy lay in the bed and watched him sleep beside her in the darkness.

She wanted to wake him up and ask him to take her again.

But there was plenty of time for that.

They had the rest of their lives.

She closed her eyes and fell asleep beside her husband.

***

Colin

Colin knew he should go home. His shift was over.

His coven would be waiting for him.

He needed to ‘sleep’ - it wasn’t sleep exactly, just a shutdown of external stimuli to his brain and a flood of chemicals to cause his brain to enter a dream state. It was important for his mental health.

Oddly, the machine portion of his mind could continue operating, performing tasks without his biological brain’s involvement.

He liked to shut his brain down and let the machine clean their house, complete do it yourself projects.

Two weeks before he had added a garden to the side of their house and had ‘awakened’ to enjoy it with his coven the next morning.

Instead of sleeping, Colin was pacing.

Since being placed in this robotic body, he had seen countless examples of the Church’s cruelty - the way they placed different values on human life.

If a doctor and a lawyer wanted something, that held more weight than the wants and needs of the lawyer’s non-professional wife.

If they wanted her to be their toy, the Church would happily transform her into their wet dream.

The paperwork Christine had handed him was essentially a death sentence for Nancy’s free will.

He paced back and forth behind the reception desk. He could not leave.

He wanted to go to Nancy’s room and rescue her, carry her to safety.

Why this woman? How many times had he seen similar cruelties?

More times than he could count.

What was it about her that made it all seem so much… worse?

The machine part of his brain could make no sense of it.

But the man knew.

He had fallen in love with Nancy Davis.

That was something the machine could not comprehend but the man knew. He knew this just as clearly as he knew, without a miracle, Nancy was doomed.

***

Nancy

Nancy woke to the sound of someone knocking on the door. She rose groggily and grabbed the hotel bathrobe from the hook on the bathroom door.

Eric was still sleeping on his side of the bed.

The knocking commenced again.

“Just a minute,” Nancy said as she pulled the robe around her shoulders and tied it closed. She walked to the door and opened it.

The hallway was empty.

The knocking started once more.

She blinked and turned toward the door that opened on the adjoining room - Christine and Don’s.

She opened it.

Christine was smiling at her. She was dressed in a sheer, short white robe that barely hid her crotch. “We’re going to be late!”

“Late? Late for what?” Nancy asked.

“The couples massage class, silly. Sensual Massage and Overcoming Inhibitions 101? Auditorium B? Did you forget? We’re supposed to be downstairs in an hour - just enough time for breakfast if we hurry,” she said as she pushed her way past Nancy and into the room. Christine looked at Eric who was just sitting up in bed. “My, my… it looks like you two had some fun last night.”

Nancy rubbed her eyes. “Listen, I think we’re just going to skip the class, right, Eric?”

Eric looked back and forth from Nancy to Christine. “No. We should go. I mean we did sign up for it.”

“But I thought…”

“Jesus, you two can fuck later! I’m starving,” Christine said. She pushed a cup into Nancy’s hand.

“What’s this?” Nancy asked.

“Tea. It’ll wake you up. Go on, drink.”

***

Nancy went into the bathroom and closed the door. She smiled at herself in the mirror.

Last night had been… amazing. Strange, unlike any other intimacy they had ever shared.

Intimacy wasn’t quite the right word. He had used her for the first time in their marriage. He’d simply taken what he wanted.

It wasn’t exactly the passion Nancy had hoped for, but it was a start.

She took a long sip of the hot tea and smiled.

It was something herbal - a little overly sweet but she could already feel the buzz from the caffeine.

She started the shower.

***

As soon as Christine heard the shower start, she walked over and tore the blanket off Eric.

She reached out and grasped his cock, stroking him. “So, did she treat my man like he deserves last night?”

Eric glanced in horror over Christine’s shoulder at Don.

“Don’t mind him. We don’t fuck anymore, do we, Don?” She asked and smiled.

“No. No, we don’t.” He was glaring, but only at Christine. If he held any animosity toward Eric, he was holding it in well.

Christine jacked Eric’s cock and stared into his eyes. “Did you fuck her in the ass like I told you?”

Eric swallowed. “Y… Yes.”

“Mmm, bet she’s nice and tight back there, huh?”

“Christine…” Eric whispered.

“Don’t be shy, Eric. We have no secrets anymore, do we?”

Eric was growing hard under her expert manipulation. “No.” He moaned. “Yes, she was tight.”

“Good. You need to think about all the modifications you want done to her, Eric. I want her to get this tongue modification they do - it turns her tongue into a dildo. I can’t wait to ride her face.”

Eric gasped and then groaned as Christine released his cock with a giggle.

“Don’t you cum yet, Eric. They only gave me the drugs to spike her tea, not to keep you hard.”

“What?! What drugs? Who…?”

Christine climbed onto the bed and straddled him. “Two Church Agents came to our door earlier. They gave me something to put in Nancy’s tea. It will make her very… malleable was the word they used. She’ll do anything we ask for the next few hours. Anything.”

Eric stared at her in disbelief.

Don hissed and shook his head.

Christine twisted at the waist and glared at him. “Don’t you say one fucking word, you cheating piece of shit! Don’t think you’re going to play all high and mighty after the way you’ve treated me all these years. They haven’t made you one of those Whoremasters yet - you’re still nothing but a lousy husband and thug, Don.”

He nodded. “Yeah, I know. But, Christine? At least I’m going to be a better person when this is all over.”

***

Nancy stepped out of the shower to find Christine smiling at her. She held out a towel to Nancy.

“Jesus. A little space would be nice, Christine.”

“Oh, you know you don’t mind if I look at you, Nancy.”

Nancy blinked and shook her head. Well, she was being silly. What did it matter if Christine saw her naked?

She began to dry off with the towel.

“You have a very beautiful body, Nancy. I want boobs at least as big as yours.”

Nancy laughed. “You don’t need different boobs, Christine.”

“Oh, no, I want huge breasts when I join Professional Caste. I’ve already picked them out.”

Nancy couldn’t believe what she was hearing. “Professional Caste?! You mean you’re going to emigrate?”

“Already put in my paperwork. I’m being transformed this evening at the Cathedral of Morpheus. There’s some sort of spa in the basement.”

“What does Don say about all this?”

She shrugged. “Who cares? We’re splitting up. He’s going to become one of those Whoremasters.”

“I’m… sorry, Christine.”

“Sorry? Why?” She laughed. “He’s always wanted a bigger dick.”

Nancy shook her head. “But you said you were splitting up?”

“Oh, that. That’s been coming for a long time.” She held out a sheer silk robe.

“Oh, no. I’m wearing clothes.”

“What for? You’ll only take them off again in the class.”

“I don’t know if I will…”

“Of course, you will. You’re already so turned on. You can’t wait to see what they do to you in the class, can you, Nancy?”

Nancy blinked. Her heart skipped. “N… No. Wait. I… I don’t want to…”

“You don’t want to disappoint all those people who want to see you naked, do you?”

“No… No, I wouldn’t want to do that.” What was she saying?! Why did being naked in front of this class seem suddenly like a good idea?

She took the robe from Christine’s hand.

Christine helped her pull it up onto her shoulders. “Don’t bother tying it. Give everyone a good look, Nancy.”

Nancy stood with the silk clinging to her nipples - her cleavage, tummy, and pussy on full display.

“You… did something. What was in that tea?”

“Nothing for you to worry about, slut. Oh, you love it when I call you slut, don’t you… slut?”

Nancy smiled and tried to focus. She liked it when Christine called her slut.

Christine put her hand on Nancy’s shoulder. “Come along now. We mustn’t be late.”

Nancy nodded and let Christine guide her back into the bedroom.

Don looked at her. He looked embarrassed.

Eric just stared. He had dressed in a terry cloth robe and stood by the door.

“Doesn’t she look so fuckable? A regular little slut, our Nasty Nancy,” Christine said and smiled.

***

Nancy tried to speak as Christine led her down the hall in front of Don and Eric.

She drugged me! She wanted to scream it.

But she couldn’t. 

It might displease Christine or Eric or Don. When she thought about displeasing them, she felt like she was standing on a high ledge. Making them unhappy would mean falling off that ledge. Falling forever and never stopping.

She was terrified.

The elevator doors opened as they reached the end of the hall.

And then Nancy was lying flat of her back on the floor.

She stared up into Colin’s glowing blue eyes. He had collided with her, and they had both fallen onto the floor.

“You clumsy, mother…!” Christine hissed.

“I’m so sorry, Miss Davis,” Colin said.

Nancy gasped as she felt a sharp pain in her arm. Colin’s hand was gripping her forearm near the elbow.

She felt the needle pass through her skin and find the vein.

Then something warm was flowing into her.

“It will only take a few minutes,” Colin whispered. “Find me, then.”

The needle retracted back into his finger.

Nancy glanced at Christine and Eric.

They couldn’t have seen the injection Colin had given her.

Colin stood up and pulled her to her feet. “I am so terribly sorry, Miss Davis. Did I hurt you?”

“N… No. No, I’m fine.”

He smiled. “I’m sure you will be.” He pulled her robe closed and tied the belt. “There.” He brushed a lock of her hair out of her eye.

“I’m going to file a complaint with the hotel!” Christine said.

Colin continued to smile into Nancy’s eyes. “Please do. It is only through feedback and comment that we improve the La Lilitu experience for our guests.” He bowed deeply at the waist. “Again, my apologies, Miss Davis.”

Nancy smiled. “Apology accepted.”

Colin continued down the hallway leaving them to get on the elevator.

As the doors closed, Nancy came to believe that this strange, wonderful, plastic man had just saved her life.

***

Monica

Yesterday and Chicago seemed a million miles, a million years away. Yesterday, she had been a grad student trying to figure out what the next stage of her life would be.

She stood outside the Cathedral of Morpheus, under the statue’s enormous crystal phallus, and waited for her car.

Her dress was white, not too short, not too long. The label had been hand stitched and bore the name of a French designer. A large diamond engagement ring was on her left finger. Expensive sunglasses hid her eyes from the blinding Cuban sun.

She placed her hand on her stomach.

She imagined she felt the baby move.

That was ridiculous, she knew. The baby was nothing more than a collection of cells, dividing, multiplying, growing.

But it was there. Her baby. His baby.

She smiled. Yesterday, this situation would have seemed like a nightmare.

Yet, she smiled. She was in love, truly in love for the first time in her life. Monica hadn’t chosen this, any of it.

Except the love.

She chose that. Chose to embrace it. Yesterday, she would have laughed at the sappy songs that told you how much better things were when you were in love.

It’s easy to deny what you’ve never felt.

But once you feel it?

She smiled as the black limousine pulled up in front of her, silent with its electric engine.

A tall, muscular man wearing a black suit got out, his own eyes also hidden behind dark shades.

She almost laughed when she saw Paul’s shaved head.

He looked just like one of the Church Agents - which was the point.

He opened the door for her and gave her a half grin.

She sat down on the spacious back seat.

Paul closed her door and then went around to get in the driver’s side.

He closed his door, and the car began to glide away.

“Do you know where you’re going?” Monica asked with a smile.

“No. But the car does,” he said as he took his hands off the wheel which turned left and right on its own. 

“Then what exactly is your purpose, Mister…?”

“Just call me Paul, Ma’am. I’m your bodyguard.” He smiled at her in the rearview mirror. Then he pointed to the camera mounted in the dash, watching them.

“Oh, I see. So, you’re going to take care of me?” She asked.

He turned and looked at her over the seat. “Yes, Ma’am. For the rest of my life.”

She smiled at him and then turned to look out the window.

The street was crowded with sex workers of every shape and classification, towering street whores and street studs, smaller cheerleader whores, dominants, submissives, demons, and nuns.

She recognized some from the plane as they passed: a Whoremaster and two identical twin street whores, both very pregnant, and a shorter blonde with huge breasts.

Were they as happy as they looked as they entertained with their bodies on the Cuban street? Had they chosen what they were or were they more victims of this insatiable machine called the Church of Morpheus?

She looked at their smiling faces and chose to believe they were, indeed, happy.

***

Nancy

Whatever Colin had injected her with was clearing her mind. She stole glances at Christine during breakfast but never made direct eye contact: first, because she was terrified Christine still had some sort of control over her. And, second, because she didn’t want to tip her hand. She wanted Christine to continue to believe she was drugged and in her power.

Part of her was seething with anger: the bitch had drugged her! The question was, why? Was it a joke on her part?

Christine was sitting right beside Eric - you don’t mind, do you, Christine? It’s okay that I’m sitting beside Eric, isn’t it?

She had told her she was fine with it.

In reality, Nancy would have dearly loved to scratch her eyes out.

The question was: why was Eric going along with this? Was he so unobservant he didn’t even realize what Christine was doing?

Nancy wasn’t sure.

Don kept looking at her with embarrassed glances - he definitely knew what Christine had done to her.

And he obviously did not approve.

Her mind went back to Colin’s words after injecting her with her salvation: Find me, then.

He had somehow known what Christine had done and had put a stop to it.

There was a clock on the wall. It was almost time for the class.

She glanced at Eric. She needed to get him alone and tell him how Christine had drugged her. They needed to get the hell out of here.

There was something very different about Christine. She was not the mousey woman Nancy met in the airport. She seemed… predatory. It was like her personality had been completely changed.

And she was fairly certain the new and improved Christine was dangerous as fuck.

“Stand up, Nancy,” Christine said as she drank down the last of her orange juice.

Nancy hesitated. If she didn’t obey, Christine would know.

She stood up and looked at the floor.

“Tsk, tsk,” Christine said. “We talked about this, slut. You’re not supposed to close your robe. Don’t you want everyone to see you?”

“S… Sorry.”

“Untie it,” Christine said.

“Christine,” Don whispered.

“Do you really want to interrupt me, Don? Really?” She asked.

Don sighed. “No.”

She turned back to Nancy. “Untie your robe, slut.”

“Stop calling her that, please, Christine,” Eric said. He wouldn’t look Nancy in the eye.

“She likes it, don’t you, Nasty Nancy the slut?”

Nancy stared at Eric. “Yes. I like it.” She untied her robe and let it fall open.

“Mmm, isn’t she delicious, Eric? Of course, you would know, wouldn’t you?”

Eric finally looked at her. “Yes. She’s beautiful.”

Oh, God, he knows what she did! How could he know? Nancy thought. Worse, he seemed to be going along with it!

“Come on, the class is starting,” Christine said. She took Nancy’s hand and led her out of the hotel restaurant.

***

Sensual Massage and Overcoming Inhibitions 101 was being taught in Auditorium B. Two very tall, very perfect human specimens were seated at a table in front of Auditorium B.

That is, if they were human at all, Nancy wondered. They were clearly Whore Caste, a man and a woman, both nearly seven feet tall. The woman was blonde, and the man had black hair.

Another table was setup a few feet away, in front of Auditorium A. The placard on this table read Orgies and Etiquette 101.

Two more Whore Caste sat at this table, again a man and a woman, both perfect physical specimens and towering in height. The only difference was that instead of wearing blue latex outfits like the pair at the massage class, this pair wore red latex outfits.

That and the fact the hair color was opposite - the woman was a brunette, the man blond.

All four wore wholesome, brilliant smiles.

“Decisions, decisions, huh?” Christine leaned in and asked Nancy. “I’ll bet the orgy is more fun.”

“Are you guys here for the massage class?” The perky blonde asked. She was beyond adorable, an Amazonian beach bunny with huge blue eyes the color of the Caribbean sea.

“Golly, we sure hope so,” the man said. He stood and took Nancy’s hand. “I’m Bobby, this is Bambi.”

“Of course, you are,” Christine laughed.

Nancy stared into Bobby’s dark eyes and her entire body tingled. Was she still under the influence of the tea? She just stood there and stared, still holding onto his hand.

Bambi giggled. “It’s pheromones.” She took Nancy’s hand as Bobby released it.

Nancy gasped.

“See?” Bambi said. “Still feel it, huh?”

Nancy nodded slowly. She was completely enthralled by the blonde.

Bambi released her hand. “We’re Whore Caste. Bobby is a Street Stud and I’m a Street Whore.”

Christine put her hand on Nancy’s shoulder. “Nancy is thinking about becoming Whore Caste herself, aren’t you, Nasty Nancy?”

Nancy fought the urge to pull away from Christine’s touch. “No… no, I’m not.”

“Don’t be silly, Nancy. You really want to be Whore Caste.”

Nancy felt a moment of panic. Christine was programming her and, if she didn’t submit, Christine would know the tea was no longer working. “Yes,” Nancy said. “Yes, I really want to be Whore Caste.”

Bambi came dancing out from behind the table, her breasts jiggling as she ran on the stiletto heels. “You’ll totes love it!” She hugged Nancy tight. “You get to live in a big house filled with people who really love you! And everybody loves you. People are so nice to you. They don’t laugh at you because you have acne and you’re weird and you never have bad thoughts about hurting yourself…”

Nancy looked at her, looked at her flawless skin that showed no sign of ever having been afflicted with so much as a single blemish. Bambi had the smile and bright eyes of someone who laughed often and, if she did cry, they were most likely happy tears.

The blonde looked lost in thought, as if she were remembering something far in the past. Then she giggled and the sparkle returned to her eyes. “They can fix anything.”

It wasn’t until then she noticed Bobby’s gentle hand on Bambi’s back, the look of love and concern in his dark eyes, and Nancy understood.

Sometimes very broken people come to this hideous Church, and, for some reason, they are made whole.

How many people, if asked, would choose this life over their own?

If not for Eric, would she choose it?

She looked at the girl’s huge breasts and her dizzying height and knew that she certainly wouldn’t choose Street Whore in any event.

Bambi danced back around the table. “Clothing is completely optional in the class. We want you to be totes comfortable.”

“If you have any questions, just ask,” Bobby said.

Nancy stepped into Auditorium B.

There was a flexible partition that divided Auditorium A from Auditorium B. It could be opened, collapsing accordion style to make one huge ballroom if necessary.

There were thick mats with pillows arranged in an array on the floor of Auditorium B. Most of them were already occupied by couples but they managed to find two mats side by side near the folding wall.

Christine and Don sat down on one and Nancy sat down with Eric on the other.

Most people in the class were dressed, though most had taken advantage of the bathrobes from their rooms.

Bambi and Bobby walked inside the auditorium and closed the door behind them.

“Welcome to Sensual Massage and Overcoming Inhibitions 101,” Bobby said as he and Bambi made their way to a large mat on a raised dais near the center of the room.

Nancy could hear moans and murmurs coming from the other side of the folding partition.

Other people with mats by the folding wall began to laugh.

Bambi giggled. “The orgy class gets kinda loud.”

Bobby stepped onto the dais and held out his hand for Bambi. She took it and stepped gracefully onto the mat beside him.

Bambi smiled at the group. “Show of hands, how many of you are totes nervous about taking off your clothes.”

Almost every hand went up.

Nancy wasn’t surprised that Christine didn’t raise her hand.

“Well, let’s get over that right now,” Bambi said. “Everybody is beautiful, we’re just all different, that’s all.”

With that, both she and Bobby took off their latex outfits.

If Bobby had any body fat, Nancy couldn’t see it… and she was looking closely.

Even his cock looked muscular.

Bambi, on the other hand, had a little body fat and all of it was in the perfect spots.

“If this is supposed to make me want to take off my clothes?” Don said. “It isn’t working. That guy’s packing twice my length and it’s as thick as Christine’s wrist.”

“Mmm,” Christine said. “It certainly is.” She tossed off her robe and sat cross legged on the mat. Then she leaned back and began fingering herself.

She smiled up at Nancy. “Come on, Nancy. Take off your robe and masturbate with me.”

***

Colin stood at the front desk and stared down the hallway toward the auditoriums. The hypno drug antidote he had injected into Nancy should have taken full effect by now.

The others could no longer control her.

So why hadn’t she tried to escape yet?

He knew why: Eric.

He should have told her Christine and Eric were now an item and were planning her future as a sex toy.

Colin just couldn’t bring himself to do it. The truth was going to destroy her, and he just couldn’t be the one to inflict that pain.

But the longer she was in that room, the greater the possibility she would slip up and Christine would realize she was no longer under the influence.

On top of everything, she was running out of time, though she couldn’t know it.

The paperwork had been filed and…

“We’re here for Nancy Davis,” a voice said. “Where is she?”

“Time’s up,” Colin whispered. He turned to his left.

Two Church Agents stood across from him, their eyes hidden by their dark sunglasses.

“Davis? Not sure we have a Davis in the register.” He turned to the computer terminal and began typing - a pointless exercise. The machine part of his mind was linked to the hotel computer. He knew the name and location of every guest in La Lilitu.

He just hoped the agents wouldn’t know that.

“The spouse signed her over for Whore Caste,” the second agent said. “We know she’s in the hotel. The paperwork came from here.”

“Oh, Davis! Yes, I filed that paperwork.”

“Where is she?”

“I believe she might have left the hotel for the morning.”

The agent was silent for a moment. “We provided a hypnotic for her this morning, and we were told she would not be leaving the La Lilitu.”

“Oh, well, I will ring her room.” Colin picked up the desk phone and dialed. With his free hand, he touched the handle of the handgun he had hidden under the desk. Could he kill someone? Even a Church Agent? He wasn’t sure.

He had signed an oath to harm no one, though that had been long ago in a different life.

Colin was resolved to help Nancy no matter what.

Or die trying.

***

Nancy

She lay on her back as Eric clumsily massaged his way up her inner thighs.

Bambi giggled. “No, silly, you aren’t tenderizing a steak. Like this.”

Nancy gasped as the Street Whore’s strong, nimble fingers caressed the inside of her thighs, sliding higher and higher toward her bare pussy. She bit her lip to keep from moaning.

“You see it’s all about tenderness, Eric. The human body is an instrument, and everyone should learn how to play it,” Bambi whispered.

The woman’s scent was mesmerizing. A touch of vanilla and fresh baked cookies mixed with cinnamon.

Nancy gazed up into Bambi’s huge eyes and felt the tension draining from her body despite her growing fear.

Bambi smiled. “See? Her body is responding. She’ll get wetter and wetter before you ever even get close to her clitty.”

Eric took over, not quite as clumsy as before.

He looked into Nancy’s eyes.

He looked uncomfortable. No, more than that, he looked upset.

“Do you want to stop?” Nancy whispered.

“No. It’s just… there are so many people.”

She smiled and nodded.

The room was filled with soft moans and whispers.

And then there was the growing sounds of the orgy next door.

“Ooo, yeah, use your tongue, Don,” Christine whispered from the next mat.

Nancy glanced over to see Christine smirking at her.

Don’s face was buried between her thighs as he ate his wife out.

Bambi giggled. “They’ve moved on to the advanced class, I think.”

Then Bambi reached out and stroked the back of Eric’s head. “Maybe you should too, huh?” She guided him between Nancy’s thighs.

Nancy felt his lips on her clit, and she moaned out loud.

When she opened her eyes, Christine was still staring at her - the smirk was gone. Instead, Christine looked angry.

Christine used her foot and pushed Don away.

Bambi turned and looked at her. “Golly, that wasn’t very nice.”

“Eric. Stop eating out that whore,” Christine said.

Eric stopped immediately and raised up.

“What… the fuck?” Nancy said.

“I’m not evolved enough yet to watch him eat out your whore cunt!” Christine growled.

Bambi frowned and shook her finger at Christine. “We use our inside voices in class, Christine.”

“Oh, fuck off, tramp.” She sat up. “Eric, I want you to think about all the men who’ve filled your wife’s pussy with jizz. Still want to eat her out?”

Eric sat up and stared at her.

“Good Christ, Christine,” Don said. “Can’t you leave her alone?”

“When I want your opinion…”

Don stood up. “You’ll what? I don’t know who the fuck you are anymore, you delusional bitch. I’m sorry for what I did to you, Christine, I truly am. But that doesn’t give you the right to hurt Nancy like that.” He looked down at Eric. “You want some advice, man? Run.”

Nancy started to sit up.

“Why, Nancy?” Eric asked.

She had been so focused on wanting to re-arrange Christine’s face she jumped when Eric spoke.

“How many was it? How many of our friends, my business partners, did you fuck?” Eric asked.

“Eric… I…” She began to sob. He knew! “I’m so sorry.”

“You’re sorry? Sorry?! You humiliated me. Now I know that all my friends were laughing at me behind my back. You made me a cuckold!”

“No! It wasn’t like that! I just… none of them meant anything.”

Eric laughed and shook his head. “No, that’s where you’re wrong, Nancy. Every one of them was a knife in my back. Did you ever actually love me?”

She rolled to her knees and reached out for him.

He pulled away.

“I did love you. I still love you! That’s why I’m here. Why I wanted us to come here. Oh, Eric, I’ve ruined it all. Please…”

“None of this matters, Eric,” Christine said. “We can spend the rest of our lives punishing her for what she did…”

“What?” Nancy asked.

Christine smiled. “We’ve decided to make you our little sex slave, Nancy. Eric and I are joining Professional Caste and you’re going to be our little Whore Caste house slut.”

Nancy looked at Eric. “You… want that?”

Eric looked at the floor and shook his head. “You brought this on yourself, Nancy.”

“I don’t understand,” Nancy said.

“It’s simple, Nancy,” Christine said. “Eric is a lawyer and I’m a doctor. The Church wants us for Professional Caste, and you’re sort of our signing bonus. Like a free gift.”

Nancy looked at Eric. “You’d do that to me?”

“Why not?” Eric said. “Is it any worse than what you’ve done to me?”

***

Colin

“What’s taking so long, Robot?” The Church Agent said.

Colin glanced up from the terminal. His hand closed on the handgrip of the gun under the counter. “We don’t like that word, agent.”

“I don’t care what you like. How can you like anything, exactly?”

The other agent thought this was funny.

Colin smiled.

Some members of Whore Caste were hardwired not to cause harm. Some, however, were not so encumbered. Whoremasters and White Witches could kill when necessary.

Synthetics like Colin were also capable of violence.

The other agent turned and looked down the hall.

“I hear a crowd in the auditorium,” the agent said.

“What’s going on in the auditorium, Robot?”

“Classes on sensual massage and orgy etiquette.”

The agent talking to Colin turned to his partner. “Check out auditorium A. I’ll take B.”

“I doubt Miss Davis is in…”

“We’ll see,” the agent said.

Colin watched them head down the hall toward the auditoriums.

He relaxed his hold on the gun.

They would find Nancy in Auditorium B. Then they would have to pass him to remove her from the hotel.

He would shoot them then.

***

Nancy

The worst thing about all of this? The very worst thing? Nancy knew deep down she had brought it on herself. She had been caught in a trap woven from her own lies, her own infidelities.

Most people didn’t change, were incapable of it.

But Nancy made herself a promise in this moment when she stared through tear-filled eyes at Eric: no matter what happened now? She was going to make sure she was the hero of her own goddamned story from this point forward.

Because no heartache, no pain could compare with the knowledge she had been the architect of her own demise.

“I’ve had enough of this conversation, haven’t you, Eric?” Christine said. “Luckily, we don’t have to listen to her whine. Nancy? Masturbate. Show us what a slut you are.”

Nancy turned and looked at Christine sitting on her mat, the smug look on her face.

The tea Christine had given her should have had Nancy under her spell.

She would have no choice but to do whatever Christine commanded.

The sound of Nancy’s fist hitting Christine’s narrow jaw was satisfying, a solid crack.

Christine’s head rocked back on her supple neck and the brunette’s eyes crossed.

She collapsed on her mat.

Nancy winced and looked at her own hand, still balled up in a fist. 

The room echoed with laughter - Don was laughing so hard he couldn’t stand up straight. “Hurts like a motherfucker, doesn’t it? A little ice will help with that,” he said with a wink. “Goddamn, she is out!”

Eric jumped to Christine’s side. “Christine? Are you okay? Are you hurt?” He glared at Nancy. “How did you do that?”

Nancy stared at him. “You knew. You knew she drugged me…” She shook her head and stood up. “I’ve been a fool. What was I thinking?”

The auditorium door opened and one of the Church Agents stepped inside. “Nancy Davis? We’re looking for Nancy Davis.” He looked directly at Nancy and then at Christine lying motionless. “You!”

Bambi stepped in front of Nancy and turned to the agent. “Excuse me but this class is full. And Church Agents aren’t allowed. I’m gonna have to ask you to leave.”

The agent walked straight toward them. “This is Church business. Stand aside.”

Bambi’s left hand flashed out and grabbed the agent’s right wrist, twisting it at the same time.

The agent dropped to his knees in pain.

“I said, you aren’t allowed here. Now kindly leave by the nearest exit,” Bambi said and flashed a dazzling smile.

The agent slapped at her arm, unable to dislodge her grip.

As for Bambi, she simply smiled down at him and twisted harder.

Another agent came in. “What the fuck is going on here?” He spoke into the sleeve of his black suit. “We need backup in here.”

“Bobby? A little help, please?” Bambi said.

Bobby ran forward and shoved the second agent out through the auditorium door.

Don grabbed Nancy’s hand. “You need to get out of here.”

More agents were pushing through the door.

Nancy looked around. There was only one obvious exit: the door that was now choked with Church Agents trying to push past Bobby.

“Thank you, Don,” Nancy said. She looked down at Eric who was cradling Christine. “I’m sorry. For everything, Eric.”

He turned away.

Nancy ran toward the back of the room wearing nothing but the untied silk robe.

She heard a snap and looked back to see Bambi had succeeded in breaking the agent’s arm.

He howled in pain on the floor.

Bambi ran to help Bobby with Don running along behind her.

Nancy scanned the back wall looking for any kind of exit.

On the back wall, there were two red buttons: one marked open, the other close.

***

“Why… are you… fighting us?” A Church Agent asked as he tried in vain to push past the towering Street Whore blocking the auditorium door.

“Why… are you… interrupting our… class?” Bambi asked. “You attacked us.”

“We’re here… to retrieve… Nancy Davis,” the agent grunted as he tried once more to throw his weight against the immensely strong woman.

Bambi took a step back. “Well, golly, why didn’t you just say so?” Bambi turned around with a smile on her face. “Nancy? These men are here for you.”

The agents fell through the door.

One stood up and Don punched him in the mouth.

“Ooo, don’t do that, Don,” Bambi said. “They’re like the cops, you know?”

There was a rumbling sound to Don’s right.

The folding wall began to open, compressing accordion style from the back of the room to the front.

Auditorium A came into view.

The room was dark, the floor a mass of naked intertwined bodies enveloped in pink mist.

“Uh, oh,” Bambi said.

The naked orgy began to spill over into Auditorium B.

***

Nancy ran into the darkness of Auditorium A.

Hands grabbed at her ankles as she danced past the giggling orgy goers.

Her body began to tremble - the pink mist was some sort of aphrodisiac.

She ran, heading toward the door at the front of Auditorium A. The wall was still sliding open on her left.

She could see the agents trying to follow her into the room, but they encountered a sea of disoriented orgy participants trying to make it into Auditorium B.

“Get back! We’re on official Church business!” An agent yelled and then he was overwhelmed, pulled down to the floor by a half dozen pairs of hands.

Nancy began to laugh - it was insane: why would she find this so funny? How could she laugh at a time like this?

But the tension, the worry of the past few days was gone.

She literally had nothing to lose. No husband, no home. There was only the mad rush headlong through the darkness toward the exit.

She body slammed the door, and it swung open. The door hit an agent square in the face, and he fell back on the marble floor, dazed.

Nancy jumped over him and ran down the hall.

Toward reception.

Toward Colin.

***

Colin jumped over the reception desk and looked down the hall.

Nancy was running toward him, the silk robe barely clinging to her body as she sprinted.

Behind her, a dozen Church Agents were struggling to pursue her while simultaneously being dragged back into the room.

And, Nancy Davis was laughing.

She threw herself into his arms. “You… were right… I…”

He picked her up and hoisted her over the reception desk. He set her gently on her feet on the other side. “Through the door in the back. There’s a service hall. Run, Nancy. It leads to the alley.”

“Wait. Come with me.”

He smiled. “I can’t. Trust me. Run to the alley. You’ll understand.”

Two agents managed to extricate themselves from the orgy and were running toward reception. “You! Stop her!”

“Go,” Colin said. “Go now.”

Nancy ran through the door at the back of reception.

He smiled as he watched the door close behind her.

“Why didn’t you stop her? Didn’t you hear us?” The Church Agent growled as he reached reception.

Colin half turned. “I’m sorry?”

He stepped down on the agent’s foot.

Bones crunched and the man howled.

“Oh, I’m terribly sorry,” Colin said.

The other agent vaulted the desk and pursued Nancy.

Colin looked toward the door behind the desk and smiled.

***

Nancy ran. The hall seemed like it was a mile long as her bare feet slapped on the concrete.

She heard the door open behind her.

She didn’t dare look - she knew it was one of the agents running after her.

It was like a nightmare. The door to the alley seemed to be getting farther away, not closer.

She imagined she could feel the agent’s breath on the back of her neck.

She wasn’t laughing now.

Nancy was screaming.

She hit the door with her whole body.

It flung open and she was blinded by the bright Cuban sun.

Strong hands were on her, and she screamed louder.

“Let me go! Let me go!”

She was lifted into the air and swung around to the right side of the doorframe.

Her eyes adjusted to the bright light.

And she found herself looking into Baphista’s face.

“Baphy?”

The big succubus pulled her into a bear hug.

“Baphista! One’s coming through!” Terri’s voice called.

Nancy looked back over her shoulder.

Terri was standing with a pretty brunette beside an old Chevy.

The biggest human being Nancy had ever seen was standing nearby.

Whoremaster, Nancy thought.

“What’s happening?” Nancy asked.

“Hold onto me,” Baphista said. She held Nancy in her right arm, then she swung her left arm across the doorway.

Just in time to clothesline the agent pursuing her.

His throat collided with her forearm and his feet flew out from under him.

He fell flat of his back on the concrete landing.

“Come on!” The huge Whoremaster yelled. “There’re more coming.” He grabbed the lid off a trashcan.

Baphista didn’t say a word. She simply wrapped both arms around Nancy and jumped from the landing. She landed beside the Chevy and put Nancy in the backseat.

There was a whishing sound as the Whoremaster threw the top of the trash can like a discus through the door to La Lilitu.

Crashing sounds and screams came from the hallway.

Baphista climbed into the convertible’s backseat beside Nancy.

Terri squeezed into the other side.

Then the brunette and the blond Whoremaster jumped into the front.

Tires squealed as the Chevy barreled out of the alley and down a side street.

Terri was hugging Nancy tight. “We rescued you! I knew we would. I just knew it!”

***

Nancy wasn’t sure when she started crying. All she knew was that, as soon as she began, Terri and Baphista were holding her, consoling her.

The brunette in the front seat, Loretta, reached back and held her hand.

The blond Whoremaster, Willy, drove down backstreets, explaining he knew where all the cameras were and, more importantly, where they weren’t.

The technological sprawl of Havana gave way to jungle and that gave way to rich farmland.

Willy pulled off the road and into a huge sugar cane plantation.

He slowed to a stop under a copse of trees.

Nancy could see the huge, hulking members of Worker Caste harvesting sugar cane in the distance.

Finally, Willy let go of the wheel and sighed.

“Do you think they got a look at us?” Loretta asked.

“No. That first agent saw nothing but stars,” Willy said.

Baphista reached out and high-fived him. “Yeah, and the others saw nothing but flying trashcan lid.”

Terri giggled and kissed Nancy’s tear stained cheek.

Nancy let Terri hold her. “Thank you. All of you. You didn’t have to do this.”

“Yes, we did,” Terri said. “You’re one of us.”

Nancy shook her head. She looked out at the naked and, for the most part, sexless Worker Class drones. “God, it’s horrible.”

“Yeah,” Willy said. “Best place to hide. No cameras. The Church doesn’t want any reminder of the evil they’re capable of.”

“Please tell me there’s a way off this island?” Nancy whispered.

He opened his car door and got out. He held out his hand. “Miss Davis, could you take a walk with me?”

Baphista looked at her and smiled.

Then she got out and helped Nancy to her feet.

Willy took her hand and led her across the open field toward the Worker Caste. “Miss Davis, I’m sorry but there’s no way you can escape from Cuba.”

“There has to be some way. I… can’t live like this.”

“Nancy… may I call you Nancy?” Willy asked.

She gave him a weak smile. “Under the circumstances? I think that will be fine.”

“Nancy, nothing enters or leaves Cuba without the Church knowing. By this time, the entire island has been given your picture. Every camera in the republic, over a million of them, is scanning for you. The feeds are being watched by an AI that can react within milliseconds as soon as you are located. In a few hours, they’ll even have satellites tasked with looking for you from orbit.”

Nancy felt like she was going to collapse.

He held her up.

“There’s no hope, is there?” Nancy asked.

“For you to return to Chicago? No. Even if by some miracle you were to make it? Your husband’s assets, your home, it’s all been liquidated. And, the Church would find you, even in the States.”

“What will happen to me if they catch me?” Nancy whispered.

Willy nodded toward the drones. “You’ve embarrassed them. They don’t like to be embarrassed. They have creative ways of eliminating their problems.”

“So, it’s hopeless?”

“Not necessarily,” Willy said. “You fought transformation. Rebelled against being made Whore Caste.” He smiled at her gently. “Whore Caste is the last place they would look.”

“Become one of you?” Nancy asked. “But wouldn’t I have to go to one of the clinics? They would recognize me.”

Willy nodded. “We have ways to make someone into Whore Caste without going through a clinic.” He pulled a pink capsule about three inches long out of his pocket. “My coven did the test run on this device a few years ago. We’ve made a lot of improvements since then.”

“So, I ran away just to be forced to become one of you anyway?” Nancy whispered.

He nodded. “I’m afraid so. The difference is: you won’t be a slave. You’ll be free.”

“This doesn’t sound like freedom, Willy.”

“I know. But, it’s what we have, Nancy. For now.”

She reached out for the capsule. “How does it work?”

He pulled it away.

Then he popped it in his mouth.

He pulled her close and kissed her.

The capsule slid into her mouth.

It moved.

***

Willy held her as she convulsed for a moment, the tiny robot emerging from its cocoon and rushing down her throat.

Her body tensed and then went limp in his arms.

A moment later, she opened her eyes. “Specify Caste?” She asked.

“Whore Caste,” Willy said.

***

Nancy

Waves crashed nearby.

Nancy could hear wind in chimes, felt the breeze across her face.

She could smell chicken frying and chilis, the tang of pineapple.

“Pretty. I like her, Willy,” a voice said.

She opened her eyes.

The girl had long black hair and red skin almost like Baphista’s, but she seemed softer somehow. She lay beside Nancy on a bed with Egyptian cotton sheets. “Wakey wakey, eggs and bakey.”

Nancy smiled. “Who are you?”

“Berniece di Wanker. Whore Caste. Homunculus,” the pretty girl said. “We keep her, Willy?”

“I think that’s up to her, Berniece.”

Nancy turned her head.

Willy was standing in jeans and a white shirt by the open bedroom window. The night ocean breeze blew back the sheer curtains. “How are you feeling?”

Her chest was heavy. She blinked and looked down.

Two huge mounds were concealed beneath the crisp sheets. “Oh, Jesus, what the fuck?”

“Big boobies. Pretty,” Berniece said as she eased back the sheet.

Her new breasts stood straight up from her chest and were topped with nipples as thick as her fingertip.

Nancy moaned. “God, I’m a freak.”

“No! Beautiful. I picked boobies, didn’t I, Willy?” Berniece said.

“Yes, she did. She picked them out for you.”

“You like them, right?” Berniece asked.

Nancy sighed. “Of course. Yes, they’re beautiful. Thank you, Berniece.”

Berniece smiled from ear to ear. Literally. Her skin seemed to be made of something akin to rubber and a mouth filled with entirely too many pearly whites appeared like a Cheshire Cat’s.

“Berniece, can you give Nancy and I a moment?” Willy asked.

The red girl jumped to her haunches and launched herself off the bed. “Okay, Willy!” She bounded out of the room.

Nancy sobbed. “What have you done to me?”

He held out his hand. “Stand up and I’ll show you.”

She stared at his hand and then stood up without assistance.

There was a mirror beside the bed.

She fell backward into Willy’s arms.

“Steady. It’s okay.”

Blonde hair. She had blonde hair, long and full and completely different. Her face was similar in structure but there was not a hint of aging - she looked nineteen. Her eyebrows were thin and arched, her eyes blue and huge.

She had the body of a bombshell, an hourglass figure with huge breasts and full hips.

Nancy had the legs of a dancer.

“What… how could you have done this to me? I don’t look anything like myself!”

“That’s the point,” Willy said.

She turned and slapped him.

He didn’t react. “Go ahead if it makes you feel better… just don’t let Berniece see you. She’s fiercely protective of me and quick with a knife.”

“How could you?” She sobbed and pounded on his chest.

He turned her around and pointed toward the bedroom door. “My coven is in the kitchen right now - most of them, anyway. The rest will be here later on this evening. We saved you because it was the right thing to do. We don’t regret that, Nancy, but it put us at risk.”

“I didn’t ask for this!”

“No. This?” He slid his hand down her sides. “This was our decision. If you’re caught? If you’re recognized? My coven will be killed or worse. I love them, all of them, and it is my job to protect them. Making sure no one ever recognizes you is part of that protection. Can you understand that?”

Nancy sobbed. “Yes. Yes, I can. It’s just…”

“I know. You look in the mirror and it isn’t you. I’m sorry. I truly am.”

Nancy took a deep breath. “It’s… okay. I just need time to adjust.”

“And you’ll have it. As much time as you like. For now? Come and have dinner with us.”

***

Willy stood in the kitchen and kept his eye on the bedroom door. He wasn’t sure if Nancy would come out or not.

Loretta put her arm around him. “It’s a lot to get used to, Wanker. Give her time. We all needed time.”

Willy sighed. “I know.” He kissed her gently and stepped out of the kitchen. He walked out onto the lanai.

There were other things to attend to.

He pulled out his cellphone.

“New York Pizza,” a voice said on the other end.

“I need to place an order. The pizza and drink special, please.”

“Is this Whoremaster Wanker?” The voice asked.

“Yes.”

“What would you like?”

“One supreme pizza and do you have the white Russian tonight?”

“Hang on a second,” the voice said and paused. “Yes, sir, the white Russian is on the menu tonight.”

“Sounds great.”

“We’ll be on your doorstep in an hour.”

“Thank you,” Willy said as he hung up.

Willy heard people talking louder in the kitchen.

Nancy had come out of the bedroom in a flower print dress.

She looked at him and smiled.

***

“You can feel it, right?” Terri asked.

Nancy was sitting on the beach in the moonlight between Terri and Baphista. “You mean love for you guys?”

“Yes,” Baphista said. She smiled toward the breaking surf. “It makes you feel warm inside.”

Nancy nodded. “I feel that, yeah.”

Terri laid her head over on Nancy’s shoulder. “It’s even better when you’re bound. You’ll see.”

She stroked Terri’s hand. “I’m not going to be bound, Terri.”

Terri’s mouth dropped open. “Don’t you want to be joined to me and Baphy?”

“Yes, I do, but…”

“She doesn’t feel like she deserves it,” Baphista said. Then she looked at Nancy. “But she’s wrong.”

Nancy squeezed Baphista’s hand. “Well, I don’t deserve it but that’s not why I can’t be bound. I’m in love.” She smiled at them.

“But he rejected you!” Terri said.

“No, no. Not Eric. That’s done. Someone else I met. He saved my life today and yesterday? He made me feel something I haven’t felt in a long time.”

“What’s that?” Baphista asked.

Nancy smiled. “Happy. He made me feel happy.”

“Well then you should be bound to him,” Terri said.

Nancy laughed. “I can’t be. And, I’m pretty sure I’ll never see him again - he risked a lot helping me today. I’d be putting him in danger if I saw him again.”

Terri shook her head. “A doomed romance. That’s very romantic.”

Nancy nodded. “Yes, it was.”

Baphista stood up and stretched. “Ready to go in?”

“In a while,” Nancy said. “You guys go on ahead.”

She stood on the sand and smiled, staring out to sea.

“Are you going to spend a lot of time doing this? Staring pensively out to sea?” Willy asked as he walked up beside her.

She laughed. “I feel… wonderful and that upsets me because I shouldn’t. I’m a horrible person.”

Willy laughed. “Well, we have that in common. I’m partly responsible for the subjugation of a community in upstate New York. I’ve helped transform people against their will. I’m part of an organization that wants to take over the world, even if the stated goal is to save it. I work for a woman who looks like an angel but sometimes I think she has a heart of pure ice. Yeah, I’m a horrible person as well. Most of us are.”

“Then why do you go on? What keeps you going?”

“I’ve seen what I think the future can be. So now I’m working toward making that future come true. We’re part of the resistance against the Church.”

She looked away. “Becoming the heroes of your own story.”

Willy smiled. “Something like that. My coven is a coven of spies, thieves, saboteurs… worse at times.”

Nancy nodded. “I could get into that but…”

“But you don’t want to be in our coven? That’s okay…”

“Listen, it’s not that I don’t appreciate everything you and your coven have done for me, Willy, I do.” She shook her head. “I’m in love with someone.”

“Nothing wrong with that.”

“No. Except I’ll never see him again. I think it would be dangerous for him to be associated with me.”

“Who is he?”

“His name is Colin. He’s a synthetic. He works at the hotel.”

“Oh,” Willy said. “I see.”

“Do you think you could get a message to him and let him know I’m okay?”

Willy smiled. “Yes, I think I can.”

***

Loretta met Willy on the lanai. “Is she coming in tonight?”

Willy shrugged. “Maybe. That’s a lady with a lot on her mind.” He looked at his watch. “But I have a feeling she’ll be coming in soon.”

“Your after dinner pizza arrived - you’re going to get fat, Wanker.”

“Can’t get fat. It’s in the metabolism. Where’s my pizza?”

“In the kitchen along with your cocktail. Seriously? You don’t even drink.”

Willy smiled as he walked toward the kitchen. “Thinking about picking up the habit.”

The pizza sat on the kitchen counter, a Styrofoam cup beside it.

Berniece came in and sat down on a bar stool by the counter. “I smell alcohol.”

“White Russian. Want it?”

“Yes.”

He handed her the Styrofoam cup.

She peeled off the lid and put the cup to her lips.

She tilted it back and guzzled it down. She looked at Willy and burped. “Vodka good. Rest disgusting.”

“Cup, please,” Willy said holding out his hand.

She handed him the cup.

“Thank you. Take the pizza into the living room and see if anyone wants it?”

“Sure,” Berniece said. She took the pizza and walked out.

Willy rinsed out the Styrofoam cup and then tore off the bottom.

Stamped on the inside of the cup’s bottom were the words: MISSION APPROVED. GOOD HUNTING. -M.

Willy smiled and then crushed the Styrofoam in his hands before dropping it in the trash.

***

“Nancy Davis, spy,” Nancy whispered to herself.

It had a ring to it.

She was one hundred percent in favor of anything to hurt the Church.

She was going to need a new last name, though. Maybe even a new first name.

She no longer looked like a Nancy. More like a Savanna or maybe a Heather.

Nancy jumped when she felt someone wrap a blanket around her shoulders.

“You’ll catch your death out here,” Colin said.

“Colin?! What are you doing here?”

He looked puzzled. “Why wouldn’t I be here? I live here.”

“What?! I don’t understand.”

He pulled the blanket higher around her shoulders. “My name is Colin di Wanker. I’m part of Willy’s coven. Didn’t they tell you?”

She threw herself around his neck, kissing his face. “I thought… I thought I’d never see you again.”

“I called Willy last night and asked if you could join our coven. I needed his help to save you. Then I found out about Terri and Baphista. Happy coincidence.”

“They never said a word.”

“Oh, very good at keeping secrets, our coven. Works out well for spies like us.”

“Yes,” Nancy said.

“Yes what?”

“Yes, I want to be bound to your coven.”

He smiled. “I didn’t ask yet.”

“You’re going to.”

He nodded. “Yes, I am. Want to be bound to our coven?”

“Yes. How does this work? Does Willy have to…”

“No, but he will sooner or later. We all share and share alike.” Colin took her hand and put it on his lower abdomen. “The finishing Ambrosia is in here. We take Willy’s cum and distill it. Everyone’s DNA gets added, except Berniece - she doesn’t appear to have DNA. Doesn’t matter, she loves everyone, and everyone loves her.”

“And your DNA?”

He smiled. “I had some extracted from my organic tissue today. You’ll be bound to me. But I won’t be able to feel it. I’m sorry.”

“You’ll be bound to me.”

He smiled. “I think I already am.”

He kissed her, standing in the sand with the waves crashing nearby.

***

“Ahh, I love a happy ending,” Honey said as she snuggled against Willy’s right side on the lanai. “I got home just in time.”

“Yes, you did,” Willy said.

Colin was standing with Nancy on the beach, kissing her.

Loretta hugged him tight from his left. “We’re going to need a bigger house, Wanker.”

Willy watched as Colin lifted Nancy into the air and brought her down on his cock. She threw her head back and screamed into the wind as Colin held her, impaled.

Berniece climbed onto Willy’s back and put her arms around his neck. “Oh! Didn’t know they were fucking. I want to help!”

Willy turned his head and kissed her. “No, no. Leave them be.”

He held the three of them as they watched Colin and Nancy make love.

The three of them waited for the binding, waited for the consummation that would bind them all together for eternity.

THE END

The Transformations Saga continues in Transformations: Latigo Key

***

Denouement

Willy lay awake in the coven’s ‘bedroom’. The floor was a huge mattress and the coven, now including Nancy, slept in couplets and triplets after the orgy. 

The coven had settled into their normal sleeping arrangements: Willy with Loretta and Honey snuggled against him, Berniece near his head. 

Kayla lay with Michael, a Street Stud they had added the summer before. The two of them were inseparable.

And, now, Colin lay with Nancy in his arms.

Everyone was asleep.

Everyone except Willy.

He rolled over gently and maneuvered Honey and Loretta into each other’s arms. Then he crawled up to Berniece. “You awake?”

She opened her eyes and smiled, stretching. “Fuck again?”

Willy shook his head. “We have a mission.”

“Secret mission?”

Willy nodded.

***

Willy stood outside the house and waited for Berniece.

She came skipping out the front door in a black, form fitting outfit. She smiled up at him and held out her hand expectantly.

Willy handed her a large hunting knife hilt first.

Berniece smiled her toothy grin. “Stabby-stabby?” She balanced the blade on her index finger, and it stood perfectly on its point.

“Hopefully not but it’s best to be prepared.”

She flicked her fingers and caught the tumbling knife by the hilt, then she spun it on her finger and sheathed it in the scabbard attached to her thigh. “Prepared. Yes, Willy. Prepared to stabby-stabby.”

***

They drove through the Havana night, taking roads Willy knew would expose them to the cameras he wanted and escaping those he wanted to avoid. 

Spies, thieves, and saboteurs… worse at times.

Sometimes far worse.

***

“Bishop is leaving the building,” the Church Agent said into his sleeve.

The four agents walked with Bishop Moloch between them. He was the Bishop in charge of the Slave Market and, as such, required protection.

Whore Caste were becoming increasingly antagonistic toward the market.

Only the day before there had nearly been a riot over the agent’s treatment of a succubus whore.

They stepped out of the building and into the shipyard.

A foghorn blew in the distance.

The wind whistled through the framework of the huge cranes looming over the yard and bright lights illuminated the stacks of shipping containers.

They reached the black SUV and got in, two agents in the front and two in the back with Bishop Moloch.

“Where to, Bishop?” The agent in the driver’s seat asked.

“The cathedral. I’m exhausted,” Moloch said.

“Bishop Moloch moving,” the agent in the passenger’s seat said into his sleeve.

Then he winced.

“What’s wrong?” Moloch asked.

The agent pulled out his earpiece. “Feedback. Comms are down.”

Moloch looked troubled. “Get me to the cathedral and then find out why comms are down. I’ll have someone’s head for this.”

The SUV picked up speed as it passed through the canyons of shipping containers.

Then the driver slammed on the brakes.

“What the fuck is wrong with you?” Moloch hissed.

The driver nodded toward the windshield.

A tall blonde Whoremaster stood in the path.

Moloch’s eyes narrowed. “Wanker. What’s he doing here?”

The agent in the passenger seat pulled a silenced pistol from his jacket.

“Put that away! I can handle a Whoremaster,” Moloch growled.

***

Willy stood in front of the SUV and stared above the headlights at the dark interior.

A rear door opened, and Bishop Moloch climbed out. “What do you want, Whoremaster?”

“A word, Bishop.”

“The hour is late and my bed is calling. Move aside.”

“You’ll rest soon enough,” Willy said. “I want to talk about you and your men torturing Whore Caste in the Slave Market.”

“The cattle prods? They are livestock after all,” Moloch said and chuckled.

“I don’t think we’re going to allow our people to be tortured in the market any longer, Bishop. It’s bad enough they’re put through the market at all, but torture? No more, Bishop.”

“You’re not going to allow? Allow?!” He pointed to his mouth. “One word and I will teach you the meaning of torture, degenerate.”

Willy raised his right hand. “And one snap of my fingers will end your miserable life, you piece of shit.”

Moloch laughed. “Is this some new power you Whore Caste have I don’t know about? Stand aside before I kill you - oh, and we will continue to treat the livestock any way we see fit.”

“There’s a reckoning coming, Bishop. You can hear it in the air if your ears are keen enough. Can you hear the winds of change?”

Wind whistled through the canyon of containers.

“A reckoning?”

“A war between Whore Caste and Religious Caste, Bishop. The last war.”

“You’re speaking blasphemy and treason, Wanker. What would Maria Marapova say?”

Willy smiled. “Who do you think sent me, priest?”

Moloch pointed at him. “Pai…”

He almost got the word out before Willy snapped his fingers.

The wind whistled and something creaked high above.

Moloch looked up.

The container fell from a hundred feet in the air and slammed down on Moloch and his SUV with a deafening crash.

Then everything was silent.

Willy stared at the container.

A small pool of red was seeping from the left side of the container near where Moloch had stood.

Willy reached behind him and pulled the RF blocker out of his back pocket. He turned it off, restoring comms.

Then he pulled his small two-way radio out of his front pocket. “Come on down, Berniece.”

He heard his words echoed from somewhere in front of him.

“Berniece?”

The homunculus peered over the top edge of the container and smiled down at him. “Right here, Willy.”

“You rode it down?! Why did you do that? I told you to just push the red button in the crane cab.”

“Red. Red, yes. I forgot. Couldn’t remember color. So, I just broke it loose and held on. Lots of fun, Willy,” she smiled and somersaulted off the top of the container.

She skipped over to Willy and hugged him.

“You’re not hurt?” Willy asked.

“No! But I lost tooth - see?” She smiled wide showing that one of her veneers was gone exposing one of her jagged fangs. “It was fun. I bounced, Willy.”

“You bit the chain?” Willy laughed. “Don’t do that again. You nearly gave me a heart attack.”

“Go home now, Willy?”

“Yes.”

Berniece looked behind her at the growing pool of blood coming from the container. “Eww, nasty. Bad men, right, Willy?”

“Yes.”

“What if the next ones are bad too?”

“Then we’ll keep dropping things on their heads until they either stop hurting our people or the Church runs out of bad people.”

They walked hand in hand back to the Chevy.

***

Sister

Sister stood in the canyon of shipping containers and stared as Church Agents tried to hook the container to chains from the huge crane high above.

Like all other female religious caste, she wore black and white rubber robes but, while all other Religious Caste women wore the coif, her head was uncovered. Her chestnut brown hair cascaded down past her shoulders.

One of the agents on the roof of the container examined the chains. He turned to her.

“The chains have been… gnawed, your Excellency.”

She stared at him through her dark glasses. “Gnawed? You can’t be serious…”

He held up a small, white object. “A tooth, Excellency. A veneer of some sort - it must have broken off when the assassin bit through the chains.”

Mother Superior Hecate walked up beside her. “So, definitely an assassination, then?”

“Was there any doubt?” Sister asked without looking at her.

A white SUV pulled up behind them.

A crowd of Church Agents carrying automatic weapons immediately surrounded it - security was taking no chances with Sister’s life.

Sister sighed.

Mistress Maria Anastasia Marapova di Morpheus slid gracefully out of the back seat of the SUV, her high split white latex dress showing her long legs all the way to her waist.

“The Queen Bitch cometh,” Hecate hissed.

“Careful, general, she might hear you,” Sister warned.

“You summoned me?” Maria Marapova said as she walked to where they stood. “What are we looking at?”

“As if you didn’t know,” Hecate said.

“Commerce and shipping containers are outside my expertise,” Maria said.

The Church Agents on the top of the container managed to attach the chains from the crane. “Take it up,” one of them called.

The container rose slowly as a winch ground high above.

Hecate turned her head in revulsion as the crushed SUV and Bishop Moloch’s remains were revealed.

“My, my,” Maria said. “From those raimants, it appears you’re… short… one Bishop, Sister.”

“Flippant. I would have been disappointed with any other reaction from you, Mistress Maria,” Sister said.

Hecate stared at Maria. “Aren’t you even slightly revolted by this sight?”

Maria cocked her head sideways. “I once dropped a grand piano on a Luftwaffe general’s head - it had much the same effect, though I personally consider this overkill. As for gore? Well, I was at Stalingrad… very little unsettles me.”

Sister stared at the crushed remains. “Are you responsible for this, Mistress Marapova?”

“Me?! Sister! I was in New York plotting the subjugation of the human race. It took me all night to fly down here.” She looked around. “Perhaps putting the parking lot for the Slave Market in the middle of a busy wharf was a bad idea?”

Sister shook her head slowly. “It was deliberate. Do you have any idea who might be responsible?”

Maria shrugged. “The Church has no shortage of enemies. I would place my money on one of the intelligence agencies: CIA, NRO, the Chinese, British Intelligence…”

Hecate cocked an eyebrow. “Whoever it was bit through the chains holding the container.”

“Bit? Hmm… must have been a very dedicated assassin.”

Sister turned toward her slowly. “Let’s say, hypothetically, that the person responsible for this blasphemy is a member of Whore Caste…”

“Sister, I’m shocked you would even think one of my people could…”

“Hypothetically, Maria. Why would they kill Moloch?”

“Hypothetically? Well, I’ve heard rumors the bishop and his entourage liked to torture Whore Caste sometimes - those not under the protection of a Whoremaster or White Witch. Those awaiting being claimed in the market. Defenseless innocents, most of whom are incapable of fighting back. Cattle prods have been employed… or so I’ve heard.” Maria stated directly into Sister’s dark lenses. “That tends to make Whoremasters and White Witches angry. It tends to infuriate me as well.”

Hecate smirked. “Then you admit…”

“I admit nothing,” Maria said. “We’re speaking in hypotheticals, remember?”

“Enough! How could we… hypothetically… stop the violence?” Sister asked.

“Stop torturing my people. Treat them with respect. Allow my Whoremasters and White Witches access to them in the holding area so their fears can be lessened.”

“Agreed,” Sister said, and she turned away.

“Oh, and humans taken at the cathedral should be sedated so they are not terrified before their transformation in the basement,” Maria said.

Sister held up her hand. “Don’t push your luck, Mistress Marapova.”

Maria smiled. “Of course, Sister.”

“There will be no more torture in the market. You have my word. Now call off your dogs, Maria,” Sister said.

“If I had dogs, Sister, you could, hypothetically, consider them leashed.” 

Sister waved her hand. “Pleasant journey back to New York, Mistress Marapova.”

“Excellency,” Maria said. Then she looked down at Hecate and smiled. “General.”

Hecate nodded and watched Maria walk back to her SUV.

“The balls on that woman,” Hecate hissed as Maria was driven away. “She’s the only person I know who can call me ‘general’ and make it sound like ‘asshole’.”

Sister gritted her teeth. “Three things, Hecate. Follow these to the letter.”

“Yes, Excellency?”

“One. Tell your Bishops and Mothers Superior to satiate their lust for sadism in private. Under no circumstances are they to mistreat any member of Whore Caste. Understood?”

“Yes, Excellency.”

“Two. Maria has a spy network operating here in the Republic. Identify them. Find them… but do nothing. I want their names, but I do not want them tipped off.”

“Excellency, why? Why not eliminate this pestilence now?”

“We need Whore Caste, Hecate. Maria Marapova is Whore Caste. These degenerates worship her like a goddess.”

Hecate shook her head. “We do not need them, Sister. They are a liability. There are other means of subduing humanity…”

Sister held up her hand. “No. This is the plan. This is Morpheus’s way as he has charted for us now for more than half a century. No, Hecate. Unless your priests and nuns want to start wearing latex lingerie and sucking dick? We need Whore Caste. Find her spies, Hecate. Keep tabs on them. Nothing more.”

“As you wish, Excellency.”

“And finally, three. I want you to put that West Point educated brain of yours to work. I need a detailed plan.”

“A plan?”

Sister nodded. “I want detailed plans in place to neutralize each and every Whoremaster and White Witch under Maria Marapova’s command… including the Queen Bitch herself.”

Hecate paled.

Sister glanced at her and laughed. “Don’t worry, general. I’ll let you keep your pet White Witch Cathy. So long as you keep her leashed and declawed.” She turned back to the remains of Bishop Moloch. “But I want the rest of them dealt with.”

***

Monica

Two Years Later

Alexandria, Virginia

Thursday was her day at the club. A day for eating salad and drinking fancy cocktails in a garden setting.

However, the best part of Thursday was the small wooded area five miles north of the club. There was a mostly unnoticed dirt road that led from the highway into a copse of trees.

Paul would chauffeur her to this secluded spot before, and, often times, after the club.

And, for a little while at least, she could be twenty-something Monica Chamberlain again and not thirty-something Monica Craig, wife of Senator William Craig, the front runner for President of the United States in the next election.

Monica sat on the edge of the limousine’s hood, her thighs spread as Paul moved between them.

Her sex drive was insanely strong, and she cherished every moment she could be with Paul.

She kissed his neck passionately as he thrust into her again and again. “Harder,” she whispered.

His muscular body tensed as he pushed deeper.

She smiled. 

In two years, William Craig had hardly touched her, though he believed he had many times - thanks to Bunny and Jasmine, his handlers.

They had convinced the senator he had taken Monica many times in every imaginable position.

In reality, he had barely ever given her a peck on the cheek.

The only man who had touched her in two years was Paul.

She smiled as she felt Paul’s thrusts grow erratic. “Yes,” she whispered.

Paul cried out and went rigid in her arms, his cock pumping inside her.

She laughed and kissed him gently over and over.

***

“With one year to go before the election, Senator William Craig has come out of nowhere to be the Republican candidate of choice,” the radio host said. “And polls are showing strong support from Democrats as well, especially with women…”

“Turn that shit off, please?” Monica moaned from the backseat.

Paul turned down the radio. “You hear that? Sounds like you’ll be in the White House soon.”

“I can’t believe that moron is actually going to get elected,” Monica said as she looked out the window at the passing Virginia countryside.

“The Church loves placing morons in high places. Think we’ll get to do it in the Lincoln Bedroom?” Paul asked with a smile.

“Absolutely. And right in the Oval Office, just like Bill and Monica… hey! I’ll be the second Monica giving a blow job in the Oval Office!”

“Wear a blue dress,” Paul said and laughed.

“Promise to get jizz on it?”

“I swear.”

“Ooo, who was that girl President Gore got caught with a few years later? Wasn’t she a Monica as well?” She asked.

“Melissa, not Monica. And she ended up pregnant.”

“Oh, that’s right.” She leaned forward in her seat. “Which reminds me: William’s Press Secretary is pregnant… you wouldn’t know anything about that, would you?”

Paul was quiet.

“You’re incorrigible,” Monica laughed.

“Not my fault she showed up at the house fertile. My cock has a mind of its own.”

“Lucky I’m not the jealous type anymore,” Monica said.

This new normal was taking some getting used to.

***

“The usual, Mrs. Craig?” The waitress in the club restaurant asked.

Monica made a show of examining the menu, though she always ordered the same chef salad and a vodka tonic. “Let’s be crazy today. Instead of ranch dressing, make it thousand island.”

“Will anyone be joining you today, Ma’am?” The waitress asked.

“Not today.”

She handed the waitress her menu.

“Very good, Ma’am,” the waitress said as she walked away.

Two women sat at a table across from her. Both were exceptionally tall and blonde though one had hair as white as snow and the other had long hair the color of honey.

The woman with honey-colored hair pushed her plastic framed glasses higher up on her cute upturned nose. “Can I order something off the dessert cart?”

The white haired woman smiled slightly. “As if I could stop you.”

The honey blonde smiled wide and waved to the waitress. “I would like to order something off the dessert cart, please?”

“What would you like, Ma’am?” The waitress asked as she wheeled the silver cart to the table.

The honey blonde looked at the cart with almost maniacal glee. “What are the pink thingies?”

“It’s a strawberry sponge soaked in rum and iced with a strawberry buttercream,” the waitress said.

Honey blonde clapped her hands excitedly. “Yes! Two please!”

“I don’t want one, dear,” the woman with white hair said.

“They’re both for me. Did you want something?” The honey blonde answered.

The white haired woman laughed softly.

“Oh! And can I have a triple shot of espresso?” Honey blonde asked.

“Only if you want me to kill you later,” the white haired woman grumbled.

Honey blonde frowned. “Maria, you said I could have anything I wanted.”

“Yes, Brittney, within reason. You know how you get when you have that much caffeine.” She looked at the waitress. “She can have a double shot of espresso.”

“Yay!” Brittney said and repeated her little clap.

“Now sit here quietly, please?” Maria said as she stood up.

Monica did a double-take. The woman was easily seven feet tall and as muscular as a prima ballerina. Her dress was short and white and barely contained her curves.

She walked toward Monica’s table. “Mrs. Craig, may I join you?”

Brittney looked at Monica and smiled.

Maria wore a white latex choker with an inverted pentagram medallion attached.

White Witch, Monica thought.

Maria sat down and held out her hand. “My name is Mistress Maria Anastasia Marapova di Morpheus.”

“Monica…”

“Chamberlain. Yes, I know.”

The woman’s hand was warm, which shocked Monica, who expected it to be as cold as the ice it appeared to be carved from.

“Mistress Marapova, may I ask why you are here?”

“I thought it time we met formally. I am very proud of you, Monica. A lesser woman might have cracked under the pressure we’ve subjected you to. You were the correct choice.”

Monica laughed. “I wish I shared your enthusiasm. I feel like you people tossed me in the deep end of the pool…”

“And you swam. Diana thought you would.”

“So, after two years you finally grace me with your presence? Two years of not knowing if I was doing what was expected of me?”

“Mistress Jasmine would have corrected you had you required it. You haven’t,” Maria said. “How is your son?”

“Growing. Happy. It would be nice if he knew who his real father was.”

Maria nodded. “Someday he will. The campaign is going well?”

“Absolutely. My psychopathic husband is well on his way to the Oval Office.”

Maria smiled. “You’re upset with us.”

“I’m betraying my country by helping you place that piece of shit in the Presidency. You’re goddamned right I’m angry.”

“I don’t blame you. Does it help to know you’re saving the world?”

“Not much.” She leaned forward. “Do you understand how terrible William Craig is? Damian from the Omen had more redeeming qualities.”

“Precisely why he was picked.”

“Yeah? Well, I sure hope you people can control him the way you think you can.”

“We’ve kept him off you for two years, haven’t we?”

“Keeping him off me isn’t the same as keeping his finger off the nuclear button.”

“Same concept. Jasmine is quite adept at controlling him.” Maria leaned back and smiled at her. “You hate him?”

“Yes.”

“Want to kill him?”

Monica felt her skin go cold. “I… No. I’m not…”

“A killer? No, you aren’t. Tell me, what do you know about the coup we carried out in Cuba?”

“You… killed all the politicians.”

Maria smiled and nodded. “La Noche de las Brujas - the night of the witches. The night when the wives, girlfriends - any woman close enough - stabbed the male rulers of Cuba to death. They say Castro cried like a baby when a nineteen year old prostitute butchered him alive. I hate Communists… oh, I loathe Fascists as well. I’ve spent over a hundred years eliminating them both.”

“Seems like the Church would count as Fascists,” Monica said.

Maria gave her a predatory smile and lowered her gaze. “Point well taken. Back to my story: how do you think that simultaneous eruption of psychotic anger occurred on the night of the witches?”

Monica stared at her.

Maria picked up Monica’s table knife and spun it in her fingers. Then she handed it to Monica handle first. “We put the knives in their hands and programmed them to kill.”

Monica looked at the knife in her hand. “Jesus.”

“Pretty sure he had little to do with it. I on the other hand?”

“Are you telling me you’re going to do it again?”

“I’m telling you that’s the plan.”

“You’re going to program me to kill William?” Monica asked.

“Again, that’s the plan. If not you then Jasmine will do it - she’s a white witch and won’t require any ‘programming’. Bunny can’t, of course, Street Whores cannot kill.”

Monica continued to stare at the gleaming silver table knife.

Maria reached over and plucked the knife from her hand. “However, plans can change.” She placed the knife by Monica’s plate.

“You’re changing the plan?” Monica asked.

The waitress came to the table and set the salad in front of Monica.

“Oh, I’m afraid you’ll need more food than that,” Maria said. “Two ribeyes, rare. How are the Haricots Ver?”

“Excellent, Ma’am,” the waitress said.

“I’ll have what she’s drinking,” Maria said. “Only leave out the tonic.”

“Vodka straight?”

“Yes,” Maria said. “Better yet? Bring the bottle. We have much to discuss.” She smiled at Monica. “Battle plans always go smoother with vodka… I suppose it’s a Russian thing.”

***

Nasty Nancy di Wanker

“Perhaps the best way to remain inconspicuous is to be overly conspicuous,” Colin had said.

Thus, Nasty Nancy di Wanker had been born.

It was Loretta’s idea to create a style for Nancy based on old film stars and, with Honey’s help, they had guided Nancy in modifying her electronic makeup to give her a visage based on Marilyn Monroe, Rita Hayworth, Hedy Lamarr, and Lauren Bacall. 

Nancy could modulate her hairstyle, color, and makeup between the four of them through force of will, transitioning from blonde to redhead on a whim.

When they were done, Willy said they had created a new Specialty Whore: Bombshell.

The subterfuge worked.

When Nancy ventured away from the beach house the first time, one of SlutzNet’s cameras picked her up on the Maglev train. The AI didn’t recognize her but through cross-reference found she had been transformed in the US and her name was Nasty Nancy di Wanker.

He made a note in one of his myriad databases, filed away her picture, and added her to the growing list of Whore Caste in his spreadsheet.

There was no correlation made between Nasty Nancy di Wanker and the still missing Nancy Davis of Chicago, Illinois.

One spring afternoon, Nasty Nancy had visited the apartment building where Christine and Eric resided. She saw them walking hand in hand through the park beside their building.

They passed her without recognizing her.

This made Nancy smile.

In her heart, she wished them well.

There was no room in that heart for anger anymore.

A few months later, Nancy walked across the cobblestone square leading to the Temple of Morpheus on a bright, summer day. She wore a flower print dress, her image modified to be a combination of Marilyn Monroe and Rita Hayworth.

She walked through the crowd of gawking sexcationers, drawing their attention away from the amazonian Street Whores. 

She smiled inwardly. Nancy had enticed many to be transformed - this was the job of a Whore Caste seductress. She was good at it.

But her main job had nothing to do with seduction.

Nasty Nancy was a spy.

She looked up at the towering crystal statue of Morpheus in front of the Cathedral.

Nancy had been summoned by Mother Superior Hecate herself.

She had no idea why.

Had she been found out? If so, could she fight her way out of the cathedral?

It was a risk all of Willy’s coven took on a daily basis.

No matter what fate lay ahead, Nancy would face it with defiance.

If she had to die, she hoped she got to spit in Hecate’s eye before she drew her last breath.

She stepped across the threshold and into the cavernous, air-conditioned interior.

Nancy stepped up to the security desk.

“Nasty Nancy di Wanker to see Mother Superior Hecate,” she said to the nuns at the desk. Normally she liked to use her Marilyn Monroe voice at a time like this, but she chose something closer to Bacall’s sultry lilt instead. 

Bacall sounded tougher.

“Right this way,” a pretty nun said as she walked around the desk.

Nancy followed her to one of the central cluster of elevators.

The woman had a tight little ass in her latex robes. Nancy smiled as she watched her walk.

She would have made a much better whore than a nun, Nancy thought. A Cheerleader Whore, perhaps?

They stepped into an empty elevator and the nun touched her keycard to the panel. She pressed ‘P’ for penthouse.

The doors closed and the elevator began to rise.

“What’s your name?” Nancy asked.

“Sister Agnes,” the woman said. She didn’t make eye contact.

“What do you do for fun, Agnes?”

“Fun?” She glanced at Nancy and looked away. “I pray to the living god.”

“Good for you. I fuck. Have you ever orgasmed while praying to Morpheus?”

Agnes turned and looked up at her in horror.

“No, of course not. Ridiculous question,” Nancy said. “I mean the thought of you kneeling in your chambers in your latex robes, rubbing yourself, thinking of that huge… god… cock. You would never do that.” She inched closer to the nun as she spoke.

“It’s… sexual freedom is one of the living god’s teachings. The Church simply believes that lust must be controlled…”

Nancy laughed. “See that’s why I’m Whore Caste. I absolutely cannot control my lust, Agnes.” She was very close to the nun.

She could hear the woman’s heart beating.

Nancy leaned in and kissed her.

The nun moaned, her eyes shutting.

Nancy pressed her against the elevator wall.

“You’re so beautiful,” Sister Agnes whispered.

“What color is your hair under this coif?” Nancy whispered in her ear.

“Blonde.”

“Mmm, I’d love to see you out of these robes some evening. That’s allowed, isn’t it?”

Agnes nodded her head. “It’s… frowned upon but not… unheard of.”

She squealed as Nancy kissed her again then smiled as Nancy took a step back.

Nancy held out her wrist and showed her the barcode on the underside.

Agnes fumbled in her robes for her cellphone.

She found it finally, cursed when she realized she had it upside down, and then snapped an image with the phone’s camera.

“Call me anytime,” Nancy said as she stroked the nun’s cheek.

“I will,” the nun promised with a smile.

The elevator dinged and the doors opened on the penthouse level.

A long marble hall led off toward huge double doors at the end.

“Mother Superior Hecate is the last door on the right before the Throne Room,” Sister Agnes said as she made doe eyes up at Nancy.

“Thank you, Sister Agnes. See you soon,” Nancy said as she walked into the hallway.

She knew the little nun was still watching her as the doors closed.

***

Mother Superior Hecate was nothing like the shy nun in the elevator.

After knocking at Hecate’s office door, the woman had beckoned Nancy with a single word from the other side: “Come.”

The big oak door opened on a modern office with a panoramic view of downtown Havana.

Hecate sat behind a large glass and steel desk, her eyes hidden by small, dark lenses.

“Mother Superior Hecate, I am Nasty Nancy di Wanker.”

Usually stating her name drew at least an amused smile.

Hecate merely stared through her.

She tilted her head to the right. “I see now what all the fuss is about.”

Nancy kept her eyes on the floor. “Fuss, Mother Superior?”

“You’re very beautiful.”

“Thank you, Mother Superior.”

“Where were you transformed?”

“Ithaca, New York, Mother Superior. The Stallions facility,” Nancy lied.

“One of Dr. Demona’s creations?”

“Yes, Mother Superior.”

“You didn’t enter the Republic through the Slave Market. Why not?”

Nancy smiled as she recited her cover story. “Dr. Demona created me to specifications for Willy - he’s my Whoremaster.”

“And, do you remember who you were before your transformation?”

Nancy shook her head. “No, Mother Superior. I was human before and therefore unimportant.”

Hecate smiled. “How enlightened.” She rose from behind her desk. “Do you know why you are here?”

“I assume to service you, Mother Superior,” Nancy said and licked her lips.

“You assume… incorrectly.”

“I’m… sorry, Mother Superior?” Nancy’s mind raced. Was this a trip? The woman could kill her with a single word.

Could she rush her? Tackle her before she could cast her pain spell?

Crash with her through the penthouse window and end them both?

“You’ve come to the attention of someone high up within the Church.”

Nancy’s heart skipped a beat. She blinked. “High up? Higher, you mean, than you, Mother Superior?”

“Disrobe.”

Nancy stared at Hecate’s feet.

“Disrobe. I’m not in the habit of repeating myself.”

Nancy quickly reached behind her and unzipped the dress. She let it slide down her body. Then she stepped out of it and folded it across her arm.

She stood naked other than her heels.

Hecate took the dress from her and laid it over the back of a chair.

Then she circled Nancy.

“Eyes forward. Chest and buttocks out. Spread your legs slightly. Wider. Yes,” Hecate said as she inspected her. “Sister takes a lover very rarely. It is a great honor.”

Nancy swallowed. “I am overwhelmed, Mother Superior.”

“Your discretion is expected. You understand that?”

“Of course, Mother Superior.”

“If I suspect you are divulging anything you hear or see? I will kill you myself. Slowly. Painfully.”

“I would never do that, Mother Superior.”

Hecate ran a finger down Nancy’s left side and Nancy shivered.

“You will see to her needs without question and without hesitation. You will speak only when spoken to, you will refer to her only as ‘Excellency’ or ‘Imminence’ - never as ‘Sister’ or by any other name. When you are to attend her, I will summon you. After you have performed your duties, you will leave… quietly. You will not come here of your own volition.”

“I understand, Mother Superior.”

“And if you speak of this with anyone? You will wish you had never been born.”

“I won’t say a word to anyone, Mother Superior.”

Hecate nodded. “Follow me. Leave your garment here.”

Hecate led her to a small closet off her office. “Are you familiar with this type of device?”

She opened a wooden box sitting on a small table. The box was a little over two feet long with a hinged lid.

Inside was the largest dildo Nancy had ever seen.

It was bigger than Willy’s cock - at least two feet long and thicker than a man’s wrist.

“I’ve never seen anything like it, Mother Superior.”

“Touch it.”

Nancy reached out and her fingers glided across the ‘skin’ of the shaft.

She jerked her hand away.

The dildo was warm! The huge veins throbbed, and the entire cock had moved when she touched it.

“Yes, it is alive,” Hecate reached in and pulled it from the box with two hands.

“Alive? How…?”

“A synthetic life form, created by the living god himself and given as a gift to Sister.” She stroked the testicles, and they moved as well.

Hecate pointed to the base. A mass of gently glowing tendrils waved in the air. “When placed next to a woman’s pussy, the tendrils will attach themselves and draw the cock tight against her body. Nerve impulses will be sent up to the wearer’s brain from the organism.”

“The wearer?”

Hecate smiled. “You will wear this when you service her Excellency. I’m told the sensations are quite enjoyable. The wearer learns what it is like to have the cock of Morpheus as part of their own body.”

“Mother Superior, I’m not sure…”

Hecate cocked her head to the side. “Come now, Whore. You know you are curious.”

Nancy took a deep breath.

“Spread your legs.”

Nancy parted her thighs.

Hecate stared directly into her eyes as she maneuvered the cock’s base between Nancy’s legs.

Nancy gasped as she felt the feather soft caress of the tendrils.

The tendrils drew the base against Nancy’s crotch.

Then she felt something extending from the base, something thick that slid deep inside her pussy!

“It needs a solid anchor,” Hecate said with a chuckle.

Then Hecate ran her long nail over the head of the stiff cock.

“Oh!” Nancy cried out.

She could feel the caress!

Hecate slowly jacked the cock with both hands. “In time, you will learn to control the male orgasm of the device. Until then, enjoy your female orgasms - you won’t ejaculate until you learn control.”

“Oh, God,” Nancy moaned.

Hecate stepped away and left her, literally, hanging.

“There is a loin cloth in the top drawer. Put it on and I will take you to Sister.” Hecate stared at her coldly. “One word in the wrong ear, Nancy. One word and your life is forfeit. I will not warn you further.”

“Not a word, Mother Superior. I promise.”

***

Hecate led Nancy to the ‘Throne Room’. Sister’s apartment was on the far side through a small, non-descript door.

Hecate opened it and motioned Nancy through.

The door closed behind Nancy.

The apartment of the most powerful person on earth was not at all what she expected.

There was a simple bed and a small desk.

An inverted pentagram made of red metal hung on the otherwise unadorned wall.

“I’m outside,” a woman’s voice said.

A glass door led onto a rooftop terrace. Tropical plants grew everywhere in planters - a tiny version of the jungle perched at the top of the glass spired cathedral.

Sister stood near a glass half wall that overlooked the city.

She was nude, her skin the color of warm caramel. Her full, wavy black hair fell below her shoulders.

Nancy stopped in mid-stride.

She had seen Sister’s face a million times on television, but her body was always hidden by her robes.

Sister was quite simply the most beautiful woman Nancy had ever seen - her physique the perfect blend of muscle tone and fullness.

“I saw you walking into the cathedral,” Sister said. “Everyone was stopping and staring. You are very beautiful.”

“So are you, Excellency.”

She still had her back to Nancy.

She laughed. “I warn you, I do not wear my sunglasses in my chambers. My eyes might change your mind.”

“I am not afraid, Excellency.”

Sister turned her head slowly.

Her eyes were two shiny black orbs that seemed to stare right through Nancy.

“Still think I’m beautiful?”

Nancy smiled. “Yes, Excellency.”

“Beautiful and brave.” She held out her hand.

Nancy took it.

“Inside my chambers, you may call me Sister.”

Nancy swallowed. “Mother Superior Hecate told me…”

Sister shook her head. “Mother Superior Hecate is not my lover. You will be. In private, I am Sister, and you are Nancy. Is that clear, Nancy?”

“Yes, Sister.”

Sister smiled. She reached out and pulled aside Nancy’s long loin cloth.

The cock was flaccid, and it hung halfway down Nancy’s calves.

“Do you know what it is like to be in love with a god, Nancy?”

Nancy shook her head.

“Lonely,” Sister said. She ran her finger down the cock shaft.

Nancy sighed as she felt it begin to stiffen.

“He took me on a boat the first time. More than half a century ago now. I was a Catholic nun working against the Castro regime. Castro’s soldiers took me to Morpheus to have me… conditioned. They wanted me to be an obedient whore. And, Morpheus did make me a whore. But he also made me powerful. He gave me a purpose: to create everything you see here. To form the Church and to make the world bend to the will of Morpheus.” She closed her eyes. “And, as payment for this? He abandoned me.”

“Sister?”

She nodded. “I haven’t seen the god who made me into a goddess in over twenty years. He communicates with me only through the demon goddess Lilith.” She stroked the cock attached to Nancy’s crotch. “He made this for me so I would be satisfied in my loneliness. Typical man. He believes the satisfying of lustful urges is all that is required for happiness. He completely overlooks intimacy.”

Nancy stared in disbelief at this woman who represented everything evil in the world.

And Nancy actually began to feel sorry for her.

She reached out and touched Sister’s cheek.

Tears streamed down from the black eyes.

Nancy kissed her, gently at first, then with more passion.

Confusion filled Nancy’s thoughts. How could she feel passion for this woman who had hurt so many? How could she want to comfort this woman who had engineered the destruction of Nancy’s old life?

She searched within herself and found that she could make love to this woman. She could because Nancy was Whore Caste and there was no room in their hearts for hatred - hatred was for humans and Nancy was no longer a member of that species. 

She had embraced love and become the hero of her own story.

If love could do that? Maybe it could even redeem someone like Sister.

Sister turned in her grasp and leaned forward, spreading her thighs and arching her back. “I suppose I’m a hypocrite,” Sister whispered. “Lust first but intimacy will follow… please?”

Nancy panicked for a moment. Sister wanted the massive cock inside her.

It didn’t seem possible.

“You won’t hurt me,” Sister whispered. “I was made for him. You understand, don’t you?” 

“I understand.” Nancy stroked the heavy cock. She moaned out loud - this was how it felt for a man, to stroke and squeeze and have it grow even harder, to have your excitement increase exponentially.

She pressed the tip against Sister’s wet hole.

The woman moaned and shook.

Nancy slid into her slowly.

The sensation! The feeling of Sister’s tight opening gripping her ‘cock’ in a velvet vice.

Nancy wanted to thrust forward and impale her, but she made herself slow down.

Sister’s body convulsed and shifted allowing the massive cock to slide deeper.

Colin had told her the nuns preferred fisting to normal sex - was this why? Were they all transformed to accommodate the god cock? Christian nuns were supposed to be the brides of Christ. 

Apparently, the Sisters of Morpheus were meant to be Morpheus’s harem.

Sister cried out and her body convulsed in orgasm.

Nancy could feel her ‘balls’ pressing against Sister - her cock was completely inside the moaning woman.

Smiling, Nancy began to fuck the most powerful woman in the world.

Sister screamed in release a moment later, crying out for her living god.

***

“Sister was the one who summoned you?” Willy asked in disbelief.

Nancy nodded.  She sat on the big couch in the beach house living room.

Colin was holding her hand. He had not let go since she had returned from the cathedral.

When the summons had appeared on her cellphone, Nancy had immediately phoned Loretta and told her.

Nancy had not told Colin.

She was afraid he would try to stop her and, in so doing, endanger himself.

Loretta was standing beside Willy. “Has she ever taken a lover before?”

Willy shook his head. “Not to my knowledge. According to all the reports we’ve heard, she has sex only with Religious Caste and the demon goddess Lilith when she visits from Morpheus’s island.”

“Evidently I got her attention,” Nancy said with a shrug.

“What if this is a ruse?” Colin asked. “What if she knows our coven spies for Maria and she wants to find out what we’re up to?”

Nancy shook her head. “I don’t think so. I mean, why go to all this trouble? She could just kill us. Plus… I just don’t get that vibe from her…”

“Darling,” Colin said. “I love you, I do, but a vibe can be a lie. Sister and Hecate are geniuses - evil geniuses. It’s not beyond them to use manipulation to accomplish their goals.”

“I’m not arguing that, Colin,” Nancy said. “But… goddamn it, the woman is lonely, maybe the loneliest person on earth. She used me as a proxy for her lost lover. She fucking cried when we made love, Colin.”

Willy held out his hands. “Look, the simple fact here is: it doesn’t matter.”

Colin looked at him. “What the fuck is that supposed to mean?!”

“Look, pal, I’m scared shitless too,” Willy said. “But this is the closest anybody in Whore Caste other than Maria Marapova has been able to get to Sister. In one afternoon, Nancy has gained access to the penthouse, visited Hecate’s inner sanctum - hell, she was in her freaking closet! And, nobody in Whore Caste, not even Maria has ever seen Sister’s quarters. Nancy can draw us a fucking blueprint.”

Nancy smiled. “Yes, I can.”

“We have to assume this isn’t a trap,” Willy said. “The possible payoff is too great. We have to assume that Nancy has simply hit the Church of Morpheus lottery for us.” He knelt down in front of the two of them. “That being said? Nancy, it’s your neck - by extension all of ours, but, if something goes wrong?”

“I die first,” Nancy said quietly.

Willy nodded. “Yeah. You’re the one who’s going to be on the front line. Honestly? I don’t like the odds.”

Nancy nodded in agreement. “Trust me: Hecate made it clear how fucked I am if I cross them.”

“Then hear me out,” Willy said. “We made you disappear once and, by Christ, we can do it again. You say the word and Nasty Nancy will vanish. We have friends in upstate New York. I couldn’t get Nancy Davis off the island, but I can get Nasty Nancy to Ithaca and safety. Nobody in this room is going to think less of you if you cut and run.” He smiled at Colin. “And you’ll take this ape with you. He’ll just cry and mope when you’re gone anyway. Probably rust or something.”

Colin chuckled and shook his head.

Nancy smiled. “I appreciate that. But this is my coven. The Wanker coven are spies and saboteurs, right?”

Willy nodded.

“I just want one promise from you.”

“Name it.”

“What’s the first thing you thought of when I told you Sister had an open rooftop garden attached to her apartment?”

Willy stopped smiling.

Nancy nodded. “I want your word: you will not send Berniece up the side of that building with a hunting knife in her teeth. We are not going to assassinate Sister in her sleep.”

Willy looked at the floor and sighed. “I can’t promise that. We’re soldiers, Nancy.”

“Promise me or no deal.”

“Why?”

“Because I want to be the hero of my own story. And for my story? I want to save Sister from herself, not kill her.”

Willy looked at Colin and Loretta.

They had the same expectant expression as Nancy.

“Okay, Nancy. It’s your story,” Willy said.

Nancy smiled.

The End
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