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Chapter 1







Charlotte Frost snorted in derision at the seven-foot-tall automaton holding his raging hard-on on the deck of her airship.

“Put it away, Doll. I’m not here to fill up on empty calories.”

Tiny brass mechanisms in the Doll’s facial shell manipulated the pliant ivory of its smooth features into the expression of a hurt puppy who doesn’t understand why its owner is being so cruel. The process, while amazing in its own way, did nothing to add to his sexual allure.

“But you are here to refuel, mistress,” the Doll protested, methodically stroking his pristine pale cock to keep it erect. Gusting winds blew up from the Mediterranean Sea below, its glittering surface a half-mile down from where the Harlot’s Promise had docked with the floating city of Godmother. Charlotte briefly entertained the thought of throwing the Doll overboard instead of sending it down the boarding ramp back into the city before dismissing the idea as churlish.

The machine’s jerking motion on its phallus made it glint in the afternoon light, as if he was desperately trying to catch a firefly dancing along his dick. While the mechanical men were never “not in the mood,” when their activation chakra wasn’t being stimulated the automatons were forced to resort to more old-fashioned techniques. Replicating human emotions and sexual desires in Doll form unfortunately carried over such minor imperfections in the process. But she didn’t need her tantric engineering abilities to bring the Doll to arousal; Charlotte was five feet and change, with raven-black hair that tumbled down her back when not drawn into a working ponytail, eyes blue and sharp like chipped ice that sparkled as bright as the small ruby on her forehead, and tawny brown skin that took on a gold sheen under the fading sun. Curvy with ample hips and bosom, Captain Frost’s comely shape hid muscles earned through a lifetime of the duties on sky ships. Even though she wasn’t quite as well-endowed as some of the other tantric aviatrixes, she’d sent more than a few men scurrying to hide their arousal without even touching their auras. And that was without considering the dark scarlet flight leathers she was wearing that pulled tight in all the best places, complete with a matching herring-bone bustier.

Charlotte had to admit the Doll was physically impressive as well. Perfectly hairless, he was a literal sex machine, with sculpted ivory plates in the same location as muscles, connected by a series of brass gears and hydraulics covered by a translucent “skin” formed from the mystic energies powering him. The perfect abs and buttocks naturally drew the eye around the cut V of his loins to his most augmented feature. The ivory muscle-plates were softened by the magical energy running through his frame into a warm approximation of flesh while a transparent sheen of silken skin connected the muscle plates into a seamless whole. The brass orbs of his eyes might even be called lovely, if there’d been any spark of intelligence in them.

He was little more than a mindless mechanical though, a statue come to life whose defining feature was a member that could fill the most demanding of lovers to satisfaction over any amount of time. His cock was twelve inches at least, with a thickness that would put a natural man to shame. This Doll was one of Erin’s creations, without a doubt. She had no sense of style or subtlety. Jackhammers were her idea of foreplay, as Charlotte had found out the one time she’d been drunk enough to spend an unsatisfying night with the captain of the guard…and Lauren…

Hot anger rose up in Charlotte’s chest, the Doll an insult to her. Charlotte caught herself before her fist flew out; it wasn’t the machine’s fault. But that didn’t mean the aviatrix had to tolerate the Doll’s presence on her ship.

The oblivious mechanical protested as the aviatrix pushed him down the Liberty Ship’s boarding plank in the warm summer air back toward the city, never altering his rhythmic masturbation. Although the airship was held in firmly in place with the docking clamp a few feet below, the sturdy boarding ramp was the only safe way to traverse the twenty feet of open air between the ship and the flying city without balancing on the clamp itself, which was only inches in width. Sunlight played across the cresting waves a half mile below in a disorienting pattern that made Charlotte glad of the guardrails on the ramp. Although the aviatrix had no fear of heights, she was still keenly aware of each creak from the boarding ramp as they clomped down it to the steel hatchway that led into the floating city.

Godmother was a majestic metropolis in the clouds. Built to be a bastion from the world, the giant city was at its core a fortress for the battered and the abused. Her hull and superstructure were entirely composed of rudimentary libidium, runed and bolted with care. By infusing ground crystal and magic into the smelting process the first Matriarchs discovered the alloy, using only the materials they had on hand. As strong as steel at a tenth the weight, the metal’s true supernatural abilities manifested when charged with tantric energy, reversing the laws of gravity and allowing for the creation of both the city and her airships. Streaked through with whorls and differing shades, libidium had an appearance like Damascus steel save for one key difference: the magic had tinted the markings as various shades of purple. Constructed in secret by the first generation of tantric engineers, the materials for Godmother were drawn from pots, pans, old tools and other scraps of iron and steel surreptitiously donated and stolen. To compensate for the crudity of the available materials massive amounts of magic had been infused into Godmother’s libidium. The pig iron origins and copious mystical additive had led to a darker tint with far more violet running through it than normal and earning her the moniker of Amethyst City.

Largely freed from the structural limitations of steel, the Matriarchs had built a series of curving towers that wove in and out of each other in a dazzling organic pattern that looked as if a bouquet of gigantic sweet pea blossoms rested within the loving embrace of a water lily’s petals. The petal-walls were inscribed with the silver runes that helped generate the flight aura that supported Godmother’s massive weight. The multiple sails ringing the city that helped to steer her ponderous bulk were as a lily pad, carrying the most dangerous and titanic flower the world had ever seen. Tantric engineers refused to sacrifice form for function, and through their efforts had married both into a practical art that accomplished feats normal machinists could only dream of.

In contrast, the Liberty Ships were originally adapted from sea-faring vessels and still owed much of their structure to their predecessors, but with a graceful beauty that defied normal structural constraints. There were few moored at the docks that interspersed the city’s steering sails, as most captains valued their freedom far more than the average Godmother inhabitant. Liberty Ships generally had a top deck, a quarterdeck, and then the engineering deck, all contained by a wooden hull that elegantly swept from a large rear forward to a narrower keel in a teardrop shape. A network of libidium rebar snaked through the support beams within, lending both structural integrity as well as flight when charged. Two large pontoon engines powered by the ship’s crystal core were mounted port and starboard, each having a massive propeller that served as the thrust to the libidium’s lift. When combined with the pair of triangular sails that could be unfurled from collapsible curved masts that extended skyward and seaward from the stern like a courtesan’s fan, it gave Liberty Ships unmatched maneuverability. The colorful paints that captains favored on the hulls of their airships made the fleet look like a school of supernatural tropical fish of monstrous proportions; the Harlot’s Promise itself was a vibrant shade of red that matched Charlotte’s control ruby.

Liberty Ships were the material embodiment of what the first tantric engineers, of what any oppressed minority, desired most: freedom. Not just for oneself, but for all others who have tasted the lash and the boot. Crewed by aviatrixes who felt the impetus to help the grounders, Liberty Ships were infamous for spiriting away the lewd, the lascivious, and the improper to the safety of more welcoming climes. Husbands both rich and poor had awoken from drunken rampages only to discover their beleaguered families had escaped into the night, to lives free of abuse. Although precious few of the rescued chose a life among the clouds with the aviatrixes, by putting hundreds of miles between the victims and their tormentors scattered Matriarchy safehouses provided something many abused had given up on altogether: hope.

Lauren and Erin had stolen that hope for the future from Charlotte, and the insultingly crude Doll they’d sent to her was proof positive that they did not truly comprehend the pain they’d inflicted.

Although the automaton was beautiful in the same fashion of all his kind, perfectly willing to go down on her until she couldn’t see straight, slam into her for days on end, or endure any torture she could come up with, it was all a hollow illusion. Charlotte didn’t need the aetheric goggles hanging around her neck to know that any energy pulled out of his body would be of the most basic masculine frequency. Without the spiritual balls of an actual human, it didn’t matter how big of a dick a Doll was sporting: it just wouldn’t satisfy her real needs. Perhaps it was the playful irritation and possibility of failure that made actual people so much more satisfying, a spice of uncertainty that no machine could properly replicate. Just like sex itself, the struggle between multiple souls that melted into one was an aphrodisiac that no toy could quite get right. Although they’d had no luck in inventing a machine to completely replace actual men, those aviatrixes that tended toward the masculine end of the mystic spectrum were widely shunned and often went into voluntary exile among the grounders due to how they were treated, depriving the Matriarchy of a sympathetic source of male-polarity energy. Magic allowed no choice; either you used what was truly in your soul, or you had no more power than any other charlatan. No amount of reasoning or clever wordplay could change reality. You were who you were, and of all people tantric practitioners should have recognized that there was no malice or choice in the aviators’ hearts. It was foolish and short-sighted to force them out, and Charlotte had come to verbal blows with the Matriarchy’s ruling Crone Council more than once about their policies, both the explicit and the unspoken.

Unlike the relatively tiny Liberty Ships that would clamp onto the docking ring for resupply and recreation, the majority of Godmother was enclosed. Whether thinness of air or the comfort of a roof, the permanent inhabitants of the city preferred their homes and hallways enclosed, leading the Amethyst City to have an altogether claustrophobic air that Charlotte didn’t much care for. Even growing up in the city she’d often climb out through windows and open doors, eager to sample the crisp air that the others didn’t care for. She’d gotten more than her fair share of paddlings before the women charged with her care simply stopped fighting the girl’s rebellious spirit.

A spirit that rose up in fiery fury at the idea that the crude gift of the Doll would somehow set things right between her and the cheating women who’d caused such heartache.

“Tell Erin if she wants to taste me so badly, she should come down here and beg herself, rather than sending a lollipop,” Charlotte growled at the automaton, irritated with everything the artificial man represented, both societally and emotionally.

The Doll stared at her without comprehension as the aviatrix shoved his heavy frame off the docking ramp and through the open hatch into the enclosed city. He stumbled over the edge of the incline and into the shadows of the city’s polished wooden corridor beyond, never once losing the beat on his pumping hand. His sad brass eyes made her almost pity Erin Enright. She truly had no comprehension of the damage she’d done if she thought the Doll would be gift enough to mend the fences.

Charlotte buried her face in her hands for a moment, fighting back the rage and pain. The boarding ramp was visible from windows along the docking ring, and she refused to let anyone see her breaking down. The work gloves’ scent of engine oil, sweat, and leather helped the aviatrix center herself, although not as much as if she’d linked with the ship via the control ruby on her forehead. But these were her feelings, her emotions. She didn’t want to numb them down; she wanted to burst through to the other side of them like a Liberty Ship through the storm clouds. There were still sunny skies ahead, but only if she braved the tempest head-on.

“ENGINEER FROST: IT IS UNWISE TO RESIST MAJOR ENRIGHT’S OVERTURES,” a mechanical voice boomed through a speaker mounted on the outside of the docking ring, making Charlotte jump at the interruption of her brooding. The vox box was weathered and beaten by decades of exposure, making the words scratchy and interspersed with static.

“Crank the volume down a notch, Godmother,” Charlotte snapped, slamming the city-ship’s hatch shut and spinning the center wheel to seal it. She channeled a tiny amount of energy into the mechanism, accelerating rust already hiding within the gears with a boost. She nodded with satisfaction as she felt the gears lock; nobody else would be bothering her until it was repaired.

The outer docking ring stretched to both sides until it met city-sails at each end, with no sign of other aircraft. It was always relatively deserted, as Liberty Ships rarely returned except to refuel and to drop off new recruits whose eyes had been drawn to the skies. The boarding ramp creaked in protest from Charlotte’s heavy footfalls as she stomped back to her ship. Although it was unlikely anyone would try to repair the hatch, winching the ramp back up felt good, as if no one could reach her, and the aviatrix relished the strain on her muscles as she worked the pulley. She set the brace on the upright boarding ramp, locking it in place and ensuring that there would be no more would-be gifts trying to board.

The only way over now was the worn docking clamp that still held the Harlot’s Promise tight to the city, but even a fool wouldn’t try their luck with the footing on the narrow steel surface. The beauty of the cloud-scattered open air, the sunset blazing on the ocean below, was all lost to her irritation even as the playful summer breeze tugged at her ponytail like a lover trying to jolly their mate out of a mood.

Even so, Godmother’s static-filled voice easily carried over the distance, dogging the aviatrix like a hound on a fox.

“ENGINEER FROST—"

“Should have scrambled the speaker while I was at it!” Charlotte yelled, interrupting the crackling voice from the speaker. Knowing that Godmother was easily able to hear her even at this distance, the aviatrix took a deep breath, trying to compose herself. “And I told you to stop using titles when you address people. Makes you seem even less human than you are. Besides, ever since the split I’m also the only aviatrix on this Liberty Ship. Lauren has lost the right to call herself ‘Captain’ Frost; that’s mine now. Whether I like it or not.”

“VERY WELL. CAPTAIN FROST—”

“Stow it, Godmother,” Charlotte said, cutting the vox box off again. “Fill the batteries and keep your opinions to yourself. I don’t need your love advice, and I don’t need a liar and cheater’s Doll to fuck me over any more than I already am. I just want to get clear of her, of you, of this whole bloody place.”

Silence reigned, the crack and pop of the speaker the only sounds in the air. Charlotte had often treated the artificial intelligence of Godmother with more kindness than other aviatrixes, but she wasn’t in the mood to be chided by a mechanical busy-body.

The sentience that controlled the Matriarchy’s city-ship was a strange amalgamation of human and machine, the intellect itself having arisen through the thirty years of sexual energy that had been generated to keep them aloft and out of the reaches of the rest of the world. The artificial intelligence was an unintended side effect of enhancing the industrial revolution with the sexual one, a surprise to all involved. At first there had been talk of purging the intellect from the floating city, but the Matriarchs had soon discovered that Godmother saw her creators as a family to be loved and protected, and her efforts had absolved the aviatrixes of the more mundane aspects of maintenance and navigation. What had started as a mindless marvel of technology and magic had become an overbearing mother hen that regarded the aviatrix citizens as her children.

“ERIN ONLY SEEKS YOUR FRIENDSHIP,” Godmother squawked from the speaker, barely intelligible across the docking clamp, yet still irritating.

“No. She wants my pussy, my will…my forgiveness!” Charlotte shouted back, bitterness lacing her words. “She’s not going to get any of them. Nor is Lauren. Not after what they did. They can both fuck right off.”

Frost pulled the aetheric goggles over her eyes, shifting the visual spectrum to see down through the wooden deck of the Harlot’s Promise. The world was tinted amethyst by the crystal used to craft the lenses, but it allowed tantric engineers to work without having to constantly orgasm. While fun initially, such restrictions would exhaust even the most ardent practitioner eventually.

The light cedar planks of the deck faded from view, as did the interior support structure, leaving only the pulse of the eight accumulator batteries in the hold that powered the Liberty Ship. Energy glowed bright in four of them, but the others were barely receiving a trickle of tantric power from the city’s reservoirs. While Charlotte and Lauren had kept the ship in the air during their travels, two people simply could not generate the kind of sexual energy that was needed for the long haul without more participants in the sexual festivities. But that was a scientific necessity; what Lauren had done with Erin was something altogether different.

“WERE YOU NOT RECEPTIVE TO OTHERS IN YOUR NEEDS? MONOGAMY IS NOT AN EFFICIENT USE OF YOUR SKILLS.” The voice was louder now, more insistent.

“Lilith’s tit, that’s not the point!” Charlotte said, lowering the brass and leather aether goggles back down and trying not to scream in frustration again. She was getting hoarse with shouting at the city. The aviatrix lowered her voice to almost a whisper, barely audible to the waiting city-mind. “We could play with anyone, but we had to be open with each other. Lauren decided to fuck Erin behind my back and kept it secret, even after telling me she was done with her. A little extra spice, they said. No harm done, they said. But they both lied to my face. Multiple times.”
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