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“SO, YOU’LL BE THERE, right?”

Michael shook his head. This was so stupid.

The room was cold. He had the windows open and his air purifiers running and his mask on—and Jennifer had also masked to placate him (he so hated to be patronized in this way)—and the winter air rushed into his small studio apartment. There was a blizzard on the way tomorrow, or so the news said. Michael didn’t believe much of what the media had to say lately, but at least they hadn’t started lying about the weather yet. 

It’s not that they weren’t above lying about such things, of course. It was just that they hadn’t yet found a way to make money off of doing so. 

His apartment, located deep in the university quarter of the city, was made for poor students like him who were from the city and didn’t want to pay the exorbitant prices for dorm living. In Michael’s case, he both couldn’t afford the dorms, and didn’t want to constantly cycle through infections of influenza, Bimb-Flu, ringworm, and whatever else he would be likely to catch living in a dorm. 

His apartment was cramped. The television was neighbors with his refrigerator, and his bed stretched out into the floor of the bathroom (he had to make sure the toilet was shut when he flushed or else he threatened to soil his sheets). 

He and Jennifer sat so close together on his limp, drab, ripped-leather couch that he might have mistaken her physical presence for intimacy except that there was literally nowhere else for them to sit. 

The two had been friends their whole lives, practically, and Jennifer had been like a sister to him the whole time. She was fair-skinned, freckled, blue-eyed, and cheery. Even though he adamantly refused to not mask or to see her without her wearing one, he missed seeing her lively, pretty face in person. 

Imagining her perfectly sensible good looks and cross-country toned body inflated and ballooned out to the insane proportions created by the Bimb-Flu was one of many reasons he didn’t want to see Jennifer do what she was proposing. 

A Bimb-Flu party. For god’s sake. 

“I just can’t believe you’re going through with this.”

“I mean...” Jennifer shrugged. She put a hand through her hair. It was on the dry side, and unruly—certainly nothing like the effortless length and waves of those Long Bimb-Flu girls—but at least it was hers. “I don’t know. They say it’s mild now.”

Michael felt his bile rise. “That’s a medical term! ‘Mild’ means, in medical terms, that you’re not going to end up on a hospital bed because of it. Mild covers everything short of a trip to the ICU.”

Jennifer shrugged again. “That’s not what they’re saying on the news.”

“Well, they make money, don’t they? There’s a lot of capital at stake for people to keep going around and buying stuff and not staying inside their houses so they don’t get infected.”

Jennifer looked at the ground, quiet. She had hoped that, in person, Michael would be less vehement about all of this. He had already said much of the same to her online over the past year or so of the pandemic, usually punctuated with several footnotes linking to articles she never bothered to read. It was all so scary, the way he put it. 

Was it so wrong for her to want to think that things would just...work out?

“Like, if they told you the truth all the time about how bad it was,” he said, “then they people would demand protections, right? How long have we been in a recession, like a real recession for normal people like you and me? Housing is unaffordable. Education is a mortgage on your whole life. Jobs are nowhere. But do they tell you?”

Jennifer shook her head. She was in college on a scholarship, but she knew she was one of the lucky ones. 

“No. they don’t. And why not? Because if you saved your money, then your money isn’t going to these lizard people billionaires, is it? And with Bimb-Flu—oh my god. To protect the whole country, they’d have to invest billions in clean air. Right? These people won’t even invest in the bridges and roads to transport the goods they sell because it would cost them money in the short-term!”

Michael tried to slow down. Every part of the problem and its explanation was connected to every part of it. Capitalism just wanted an unending crisis connected to a series of unending crises, and part of that—a feature, not a bug—was making it hard to diagnose and discuss. 

“Michael...” said Jennifer. “I’m just talking about you spending a few weeks stuck in a house with gorgeous women who will fuck you nonstop.”

He was making it so complicated. Why did it have to be about all this high-level stuff?

“Look,” Michael tried again. “Just look at this from a rational, logic stand-point okay? There’s no immunity. People just keep getting re-infected. The vaccines they’re offering lose all their efficacy after like three months, and there’s a new variant every three months, and they only offer new vaccines once a year if they offer them at all. And vaccines don’t prevent infection, they just, again, help to prevent death and trips to the ICU. The vaccines do practically nothing to prevent Long Bimb-Flu. And—and, the death toll is still like 2 percent!”

“Long Bimb-Flu” was the colloquial term for the conflagration of several different symptoms that continued to plague women, essentially turning them into bimbos for the rest of their lives. There was a long list of the ill-effects, but they included things like constant unassailable horniness, larger breasts, sudden orgasm fits, inappropriate giggling, hyper-sensitive nipples, plush skin, lighter hair tones, and so on. 

Frankly, Michael thought there was more to be afraid of from Long Bimb-Flu than straight death.

Men, of course, got off easy—or so that’s what they were told. A bigger cock for a few weeks and then back to normal—or a bigger cock forever. 

Of course, Michael thought—given the world was run by a cabal of billionaire patriarchs—if there was something happening to the men that made affected them in some other way (more able or willing to control the bimbofied, for instance), it was hardly in their interest to say so. 

“I mean...” Jennifer was clearly overwhelmed by his vitriol. “2 percent isn’t that much, is it?”

“This new strain is way, way more contagious though. And we’re telling people to go get it. If there’s eight billion people on the earth, two percent of them dying is...”

“Oh.” She leaned back in the couch. “I guess a lot.”

“Yeah.”

Jennifer sighed. “I’m just tired of living in fear.”

Michael rolled his eyes. God, that old line. It was like everyone had been drip-fed everything from the media, like they were already mind-controlled even before the virus hit them.

“I think fear is a really rational response to something that could destroy your mind forever.”

Michael was shaking. He always got like this. Everyone just seemed to have lost their entire goddamn mind. It made him so angry.

When they were social distancing, staying at home and masking, everything was less bad than it was now. And now, everyone was walking around without masks, it was all just spreading even faster, creating more variants than scientists could even track (and that was if they were funded enough or even allowed to track them).

“It’s just...if it were really that bad,” said Jennifer, “don’t you think we would know it?”

“The same people who want you out there buying stuff are also in charge of the reports you see or don’t see, the media reporting on it or the lack of it, and I don’ t know, like the general fucking atomization and fractionalization of our society so that nobody has any third space to go to for community anymore, so all we know is Bobby or Janet didn’t make it to work today and then we go home and relax in front of one of like, one of fifteen carefully-curated streaming service shows that just like, forever fucking ignores the fact that everyone around us is sick even though the people making those shows are all masking just so they can keep filming without interruptions, and they can’t even mention the disease because the government declared that nobody has any liability for any damages incurred by it, so they have to stay quiet even if they do catch it to cover their asses.”

Rant. Ranty rant rant mcrantface. 

In his head, he heard the critical refrain, knowing he was being too emotional—you sound like a conspiracy theorist.

Fuck’s sake, it wasn’t his fault that conspiracy theorists had co-opted the rhetorical frameworks for “powerful people controlling an outcome.” Capitalists wanted to protect their money and were sacrificing people to do it—what was crazy about suggesting that?

“It’s just...I mean...” Jennifer shrugged. “We’re just going to be bimbos for a few weeks. It’s really not that big of a deal. And once we’re done, we’re done. And in the meantime...” she put a hand on his knee. “You’ll get a lot of attention.”

Despite how weird Michael was, and despite how much he ranted and raved—or perhaps because of it—Jennifer wanted him to be her first. 

She trusted him. One of the main reasons she wanted him to come to the party. The other women who would be there—her mother, Ellie, and Ellie’s mother Paige—trusted Michael because he was such a loser and saw him as a non-threat. But they never saw the passion that Michael had, like now. He saved it for Jennifer. And she liked to think that was because, somewhere, deep down, he wanted Jennifer like she wanted him. 

But she knew—in a different deep down, a sub-basement of the basement of her consciousness—that he really had eyes for someone else. And she knew exactly who that was.

At any rate, he kept ranting.

“But you’re not done, don’t you see what I’m saying? Let’s say, okay? Best case scenario—you bimbofy, you become some jerkhole’s love puppet for a few weeks, and then you turn back to normal after the initial infection is over. You’re still going to be reinfected later if you don’t protect yourself, and all the science says you’ll be more likely to get a more severe infection because of your previous infection, with a higher chance of Long Bimb-Flu.”

Jennifer shook her head. “Then why would everyone be saying that it’s fine?”

Michael tried not to scream. He knew he already sounded insane. They were just talking in circles now.

He took a breath. One more attempt.

“It could kill me,” said Michael. “Or you. You don’t get to decide, Jennifer. You’re negotiating with an inanimate thing! How are you even trying to suppose you know what a virus is going to do?”

“I guess I’ll just let the other girls know you aren’t coming.”

“Yeah. You should. God. Your mom will be there.” He shook his head. “That’s so...wild.”

Jennifer bit her lip, making a face. She hadn’t wanted to say this; either because she had wanted it to be a pleasant surprise or because she wanted Michael to come because he wanted to be with her, Jennifer. And not the other her.

Oh well. 

“Linda will be upset. She was really, really excited to hear you would be there.”

“Well, she can be upset then. She can—”

He stopped.

What the fuck did she just say?

“What—did...” He coughed. “Sorry, did you say Linda?”

Jennifer's eyes lit up with a triumphant gleam. "Yes, Linda. You know, the Linda Somers? The one you've had that ridiculous crush on since sophomore year?"

Michael's mouth went dry. He tried to swallow but couldn't quite manage it. "Linda Somers is going to be at your...Bimb-Flu party?"

"Mmmhmm," Jennifer hummed, her finger tracing small circles on his knee. "She specifically asked if you were coming. Said she always thought you were cute but too serious." She leaned closer, her perfume clouding his senses. "I think she wants to see what you're like when you... loosen up."

Michael's brain short-circuited. Linda Somers—5'11" of pure goddess, with those dark eyes that could melt titanium, the same Linda who'd graced three magazine covers last month—had asked about him?

"But that doesn't make any sense," he stammered. "She's—she's a model, isn’t she? Or an actress? She’s on...commercials and stuff. She can't afford to get Bimb-Flu. It could ruin her career."

Jennifer laughed. "Come on. Surely you see, of all people. The agencies are practically begging their models to catch it. The 'after' photos are selling like crazy. Linda's agent told her that a post-Bimb transformation shoot could triple her booking rate."

"That's crazy," Michael whispered. 

His resolve was cracking. Images of Linda—her elegant features softening, lips plumping, eyes growing wider and more inviting—flashed unbidden through his mind.

"Is it, though?" Jennifer pressed, her hand sliding higher up his thigh.

His body responded. She watched him stiffen, and then saw his eyes widen as he looked at Jennifer. 

There. That was what she wanted. 

Look at me, you idiot. I’m a woman. 

Maybe Linda was the bait. Maybe she had to be. But there would be plenty of pole to go around if Michael let himself be infected with them. 

"Think about it. Two or three weeks of being the most desirable version of yourself. Of having women actually look at you—really look at you—instead of just seeing another face in the crowd. And Linda will be there, experiencing it all with you." She squeezed his thigh. “And me.”

Michael closed his eyes, trying desperately to cling to his rational arguments. But they were slipping away, replaced by the intoxicating possibility of Linda's attention. 

And Jennifer...Jennifer was being...seductive? Where the hell had that come from?

"She'll be disappointed," Jennifer whispered. "She told me she's never met a man who could keep up with her intellectually. She said you might be the first."

"And what happens after?" Michael asked, his voice barely audible. "When it's over?"

It was Jennifer’s turn to roll her eyes. 

“Oh my god.” She punched him. “What do you want, to get married or something? Get laid for days straight by a bunch of hotties. What’s so complicated about that?”

* * * * *
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THE NEXT DAY, JENNIFER sat with her mother Lindsay in the living room of Paige Beaufort, mother of Jennifer’s close friend and fellow cross-country runner Ellie. 

Every surface gleamed—marble countertops, hardwood floors, glass tables that caught the afternoon light and threw it back in careful patterns. The air smelled of vanilla candles and that particular scent of homes where nothing was ever truly lived in, only displayed.

Paige Beaufort moved through her domain with the practiced grace of someone who had never doubted her place in the world. At forty-eight, she possessed the kind of beauty that required significant investment to maintain—subtle work around the eyes, religious Pilates sessions, a colorist who charged more per hour than most people made in a week. Her silk pajama set probably cost more than Jennifer's entire wardrobe, the fabric whispering against her skin as she arranged cheese and crackers on a platter that looked like it belonged in a museum.

Beside her, Ellie mirrored her mother's movements with eerie precision. Just barely eighteen years of training had produced a daughter who was less a person than a perfectly calibrated extension of Paige's will. Same honeyed blonde hair (though Ellie's required less assistance), same ramrod posture, same way of tilting her head when considering a question. Even in her designer sleepwear—powder blue to her mother's champagne—Ellie looked like she was posing for a catalog. Jennifer had known her for three years and had never once seen her friend truly relax.

Lindsay perched on the edge of an impossibly white sofa, looking slightly out of place despite her best efforts. Jennifer's podiatrist mother had chosen sensible cotton pajamas from Target, and while she'd styled her auburn hair and applied a touch of makeup, she couldn't quite shake the air of someone who actually worked for a living. Her hands, Jennifer noticed, kept smoothing the fabric of her pants—a nervous habit that betrayed her discomfort in the Beaufort fortress.

The irony wasn't lost on Jennifer. In a matter of hours, maybe less, all this careful presentation would dissolve. The silk would be replaced by lace or nothing at all. The perfect posture would give way to writhing need. The carefully modulated voices would become moans and whimpers. And Paige's empire built on female empowerment would take on an entirely different meaning when its CEO was on her knees, desperate for male approval.

Jennifer pulled her own flannel pajamas tighter around herself, suddenly cold despite the perfectly climate-controlled air.

The virus had altered everyone’s interaction with sexuality—both in the material and ideal sense. 

The workforce had adapted in ways that would have been unthinkable before. Major corporations now scheduled "infection windows" where entire departments would coordinate their exposures, ensuring coverage while key personnel were temporarily incapacitated. The stock market had developed new trading algorithms to account for the predictable dips when female executives caught the virus. Insurance companies had created entirely new actuarial models, though they carefully avoided using terms like "bimbo leave" in their official documentation.

Dating apps had evolved bizarre new features—verification badges for recent negative tests, filters for "seeking infection partner," and premium tiers that promised matches with men who'd proven themselves capable handlers during previous outbreaks. Marriage rates had plummeted while divorce rates soared, as couples discovered that watching your wife imprint on another man—even temporarily—left wounds that didn't heal when the fever broke.

But it was the quiet revolutions that cut deepest. The unspoken negotiations between women who'd once competed for male attention now found themselves united in a different kind of sisterhood. Mothers who'd spent decades teaching their daughters to be independent now helped them prepare for scheduled helplessness. Sisters who'd barely spoken since childhood coordinated their infections to ensure they'd have someone who understood when the memories came flooding back.

Lindsay had approached Jennifer about doing this together with a frankness that had shocked them both. 

"I don't want to wake up alone," she'd said simply, stirring her coffee in their kitchen. "And I don't want you to either." 

They'd held each other's hands across the breakfast table, acknowledging what they were about to willingly surrender.

Ellie and Paige's arrangement was more complex, layered with the particular dynamics of a mother who'd built an empire on female strength and a daughter who'd never been allowed to show weakness. When Paige had suggested they coordinate their exposure, Ellie had simply nodded—the same automatic agreement she gave to everything her mother proposed. But Jennifer had seen the relief in her friend's eyes when Ellie spoke to her about it. 

For once, Ellie wouldn't have to be perfect. The virus would strip that impossibility away, leaving only base need and animal desire.

Linda had tagged along because of Ellie, a friend and fellow member at the yacht club. Exactly how Ellie had convinced the burgeoning celebrity, whose blessed life seemed to suck in everyone around her like some beautiful black hole of beauty and charm, was beyond Jennifer. 

They'd chosen Michael partly because he was safe—a known quantity who wouldn't take advantage beyond what the virus demanded. But also because he was singular, contained. One man for five women meant they could protect each other even in their compromised state. They wouldn't be scattered across the city, waking up in strange beds with fragmented memories. They would be together, bound by shared humiliation and mutual understanding.

The pajama party pretense was almost touching in its mundanity. As if they could ease into temporary bimbofication the way they might have once eased into a spa day. Champagne chilling in the kitchen. Face masks waiting in the bathroom. Tomorrow's lingerie already laid out in the guest bedrooms, sized up to accommodate the changes they knew were coming.

Jennifer watched Paige reach out to her arrangement of cheese and crackers, carefully making herself a small snack that was bite-sized to a bite-size. Tiny enough to not come anywhere near smudging the perfect lipstick application on Paige’s pale pink lips. 

Jennifer, who had been to the Beaufort’s several times before in carefully-curated “hang-times” (Paige’s term for Ellie’s allowance of friendship activity), felt almost normal for a moment watching Paige once again be so thoroughly dogmatic about every part of her presentation. 

The sharp crack of stiletto heels and a trill of satisfied, post-orgasmic giggles broke her thinking. 

Cindy emerged from the hallway bathroom like a vision from a fever dream, her body moving with the liquid grace of someone who'd forgotten what shame felt like.

At five-foot-ten, Cindy should have looked gangly, awkward, all knees and elbows with how utterly slender she was. 

Instead, she flowed. Her impossibly narrow waist served only to emphasize the dramatic swell of her breasts above and hips below. The long pink silk robe she wore hung open, revealing glimpses of skin so flawless it seemed airbrushed in real life. Her nipples, clearly visible through the thin fabric, stood perpetually erect—one of the documented symptoms of long-term infection. Her thighs were slick with her own arousal, still leaking despite her obviously recent orgasm.

"Sorry, ladies," Cindy purred, though her voice held no real apology. Her pupils were dilated, cheeks flushed with the telltale afterglow. "I just needed a quick moment to myself. You know how it is when you're expecting to see a man soon."

Jennifer didn't know how it was; none of them did besides Cindy. That was the horror and fascination of the “nurse”—she genuinely believed everyone experienced the constant, overwhelming need that drove her to masturbate in a client’s bathroom simply because a man was on his way over. The virus had rewritten her so completely that she couldn't conceive of a world where women didn't cream their panties at the mere thought of male attention.

Paige's expression didn't change, but Jennifer caught the minute adjustment of her posture—a fractional straightening that betrayed her discomfort. 

Cindy’s job at this gathering was to do little more than to simply breathe—which was lucky for her, considering the level of her intelligence. Paige had revealed to Lindsay, in a confidence that Lindsay broke to Jennifer on the drive over, that Cindy was equipped to do little more than to dress like a sexy stripper and casually dance and prance in front of the more terminally-infected Bimb-Flu patients at the hospital. 

Once she had been a promising young nurse. 

Now she was a nurse who promised blowjobs and eager fucks to anyone who would listen. 

Her syringes had been replaced with baby toys, her medical knowledge evaporated into a pink haze of giggles and hair-twirling. The hospital kept her on staff because her mere presence could calm the most agitated patients—male patients, specifically, who would stop thrashing and follow her movements with hungry eyes while she checked their charts upside down and giggled at all the “pretend letters.”

Ellie, sitting quietly next to her mother, tracked Cindy's movement with a mixture of fascination and fear. They all knew what Cindy was—a walking cautionary tale wrapped in a fantasy body, spreading the virus with every breath while insisting she was immune. The medical community had a term for people like her: asymptomatic super-spreaders. Though "asymptomatic" seemed like a stretch when the symptoms had simply dug in so far they would never be removed.

"Is Michael here yet?" Cindy asked, running her nails through her platinum waves. The question made her shiver visibly, another micro-orgasm rippling through her hypersensitive body. "God, I hope he's here soon. He’s so handsome...”

Cindy had not even seen a picture of Michael so far as Jennifer knew. But he was, already, every man to her; her brain had simply been altered to permanently imprint on the thought of any incoming male. 

The door chimed. 

Cindy's entire body vibrated with anticipation as she practically skipped to the door, her movements causing her breasts to bounce hypnotically beneath the silk. Her disappointment was almost comical when she opened it to reveal not Michael, but another woman.

"Oh," Cindy's perfectly glossed lips formed a small pout. "You're not a man."

Linda Somers stood in the doorway, a goddess in the flesh. Where Cindy was all curves and bounce, Linda possessed an aristocratic severity—sharp cheekbones that could cut glass, legs that seemed to go on forever, and eyes so dark they appeared black in certain lights. Her simple black dress probably cost more than most cars, clinging to her body in ways that suggested it had been sewn onto her that morning.

"How observant," Linda said dryly, stepping past Cindy without waiting for an invitation. Her heels clicked against the marble with military precision. "Though I suppose observation isn't really your strong suit anymore, is it?"

Cindy tilted her head, confused by the subtle insult. Then her eyes widened as she took in Linda's measurements—the impossible waist, the perfect proportions that even without enhancement rivaled her own infected dimensions.

"Oh my God," Cindy breathed, reaching out to touch Linda's face before catching herself. "You're so pretty! Are you infected too? You must be infected. Nobody looks like that without—"

"No." Linda cut her off, though something flickered in her eyes at the compliment. "Don’t worry. You’re the only shortcut here.” She sighed, managing to make it seem like she was budgeted one million dollars to do so. “For the moment.”

Cindy giggled, the sound like champagne bubbles popping. 

"Oh, silly me! Of course, I'm not infected either. I'm totally immune. Just naturally this way!" 

She did a little twirl that sent her robe flying open completely before she bothered to close it again.

Across the room, Ellie rose to greet Linda with the careful enthusiasm of someone greeting a predator they'd rather not provoke. Jennifer followed more slowly, her stomach tightening with familiar dread. A year since graduation and Linda still made her feel like the awkward kid eating lunch alone.

"Linda," Ellie said, air-kissing her on both cheeks. "So glad you could make it."

"Ellie, darling. Your mother's house is even more nauseating than I remembered." Linda's smile was razor-sharp. "Very nouveau-riche. I suppose that's what happens when money comes from business rather than breeding."

Ellie's smile never wavered—another skill drilled into her by Paige. 

"We can't all inherit our taste, can we?"

Jennifer hung back, hoping to avoid notice, but Linda's dark eyes found her anyway.

"Jennifer," she said, managing to make the name sound like something she'd stepped in. "Still shopping at Target, I see. How...practical.”

Jennifer's face burned as she tugged at her flannel pajama top, suddenly aware of every pill in the fabric, every place where the pattern didn't quite match at the seams. Her freckles felt like they were glowing, each one a tiny beacon announcing her ordinariness.

"I—yes, well," Jennifer stammered, watching how the light seemed to worship Linda's skin, finding no flaw, no texture, just an endless expanse of cream and gold. Even Linda's pores seemed to have negotiated a better contract with existence. "Not everyone needs designer pajamas for a sleepover."

"Clearly," Linda said, her gaze traveling down Jennifer's body with the kind of clinical assessment usually reserved for livestock auctions. "Though I suppose when you're built like a yearling colt, the packaging hardly matters."

Jennifer's hands instinctively moved to cover her flat chest, her narrow hips. Next to Linda's natural hourglass, she felt like a child playing dress-up. Even her freckles seemed to multiply under scrutiny, spreading across her cheeks and nose like spilled pepper while Linda's complexion remained infuriatingly pristine.

"Now, now," Paige's voice cut through the tension as she approached with Lindsay and Cindy in tow. "We're all friends here. Or will be, soon enough."

Cindy had attached herself to Lindsay's arm, chattering about how pretty everyone was, how exciting it would be when "the man" arrived. 

Lindsay looked distinctly uncomfortable being pawed at by someone whose IQ had been replaced with her bra size, but she bore it with the patience of someone who'd raised a daughter.

"When should we expect to see the first symptoms?" Lindsay asked Paige quietly, though not quietly enough.

Cindy's face lit up. "Oh! Are you getting sick? That's so fun! I had a flu once—or maybe I didn't? I can't really remember. But my boobs got super big and sensitive and I came like, all the time. It was amazing!" She bounced on her heels, sending ripples through her barely-contained curves. "But I'm totally immune now. The doctors said so. Well, they said something. I wasn't really listening because this one doctor had such pretty eyes..."

Paige's smile grew tight. "Initial symptoms typically manifest within an hour of exposure. We’re all thoroughly infected at this point.” She looked at Linda. “Even you. It doesn’t take long at all. The only thing changing now is viral load. When the symptoms begin, there will be no doubt. A fever first...or something like it. Then the physical changes begin inside of the day. Breast tenderness, hip widening, increased sensitivity in the..." she paused delicately, "...erogenous zones."

“What about his symptoms?” Linda asked. “Besides the bigger cock, I mean.” 

She said the word as if she had announced something deeply scandalous, self-satisfied with her naughtiness. Holding out a hand, she made it clear she was to be served champagne—and Jennifer, unable to stop herself, quickly moved to pour her a flute. Her cunt tinged with heat at the arousal of serving her, of being in her orbit. 

It was just like high school. She had hated Linda. And she hated how easy it was to be lesser than her, to grovel and pray for Linda’s benign dismissal. 

And she hated how much she it turned her on.

“He should be granted more...endurance,” Paige said carefully. “And stamina. To keep up with us.”

“His balls will load up quicker, you mean,” said Linda. “And he’ll be able to fuck us one after another?”

“Where did you get such a crude mouth?” Paige asked. “The Linda I remember was rather more polite.”

Linda, despite being many years Paige’s junior, spoke to her with executive supremacy—as she did with every woman and person in her life. 

“You’re about to join me in sucking off a man I’ve wanted to cross off my list for years, darling. Perhaps we can drop the pretense of civil discourse just a little.”

Paige's perfectly composed face flickered through several expressions—indignation, calculation, and finally a resigned acceptance that settled into her features like expensive foundation. 

"I suppose you're right," she said, each word precisely clipped. "We are about to abandon rather more than social niceties, aren't we?"

It was the same tone she used in board meetings when conceding a point to maintain strategic advantage. But Jennifer could see the defeat in the older woman's shoulders. Everyone always lost to Linda eventually. It was like arguing with gravity.

Ellie's brow furrowed, creating the first genuine expression Jennifer had seen on her face all evening. 

"Wait. You've had a crush on Michael? For years?" Her voice pitched higher with confusion. "Michael from our high school?"

"Obviously." Linda took a sip of champagne, managing to make even that simple action look like a choreographed seduction. "Though 'crush' is rather juvenile. Let's say I've been... intrigued by the possibility. He's always been so deliciously unattainable."

Jennifer's stomach dropped. She'd made up the whole thing about Linda's interest as bait, a desperate lie to overcome Michael's paranoia. Now Linda was confirming it? Her mind raced, trying to reconcile this impossible coincidence.

"I'm amazed you managed to get him here," Linda continued, examining her manicure with studied casualness. "Considering he's been living in Malibu. Or was it Marin? Somewhere tediously Californian. His father's been trying to groom him for the Singapore expansion, but Michael keeps refusing. Too principled for his own good." She sighed dramatically. "It's almost charming how he pretends his trust fund doesn't exist."

Ellie's eyes widened with dawning horror. 

"Oh no. Oh, Linda, no. Did you think I meant Michael Willis?"

The temperature in the room seemed to drop ten degrees. Linda's hand stilled mid-air, champagne flute frozen like a tableau.

"What other Michael," she said slowly, dangerously, "did we attend high school with?"

The first man they would see, they would be imprinted on. They would serve him, unconditionally and totally, for the duration of their infection. And if, in the miniscule chance that they got Long Bimb-Flu, if they were bimbofied for life...well. Then he would become their owner permanently.

Before Ellie could answer, Cindy let out a squeal that was equal parts excitement and orgasm, her body convulsing as she pressed herself against the doorframe. 

"He's here! Oh god, oh god, the man is here!"

Michael Garrett, Jennifer’s lifelong friend, stood in the doorway looking like he'd rather be anywhere else on Earth. His thrift store jeans hung loose on his skinny frame, his mask still firmly in place despite being indoors, a battered backpack slung over one shoulder. His eyes—the only part of his face visible—darted around the opulent space with obvious discomfort before landing on Cindy's writhing form.

“Who the fuck,” said Linda, with total contempt, “is that?”

* * * * *
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MICHAEL TRIED TO CATCH his breath. What the fuck was he doing here?

Michael pressed his back against the bathroom door, chest heaving beneath his N95. He had been in here now for half an hour and still wasn’t able to calm down. The marble countertop seemed to mock him with its spotless perfection, reflecting his panicked eyes back at him. He could still see Linda's face—that perfect, aristocratic face that he had obsessed over for so many years, cum to so many times—contorting with revulsion when she'd realized he wasn't whoever she'd been expecting.

Michael Willis. Of course. Some trust fund prince who probably owned yachts and spoke four languages. Not Michael Garrett, who lived on ramen and student loans and spent his Friday nights cataloging infection rates on spreadsheets nobody would ever read.

He should leave. Right now. Just walk out, get in his beat-up Honda, and drive until he hit Canada. Except...

They'd all seen him. Every single one of them had looked at him when he'd walked through that door. The virus was already rewriting their neural pathways, creating chemical chains that bound them to him whether he wanted it or not. 

If he left now, they'd follow. Maybe not right away, but they would, and soon. Five infected women wandering the streets, spreading the virus to everyone they encountered while searching for him. The R-naught value would skyrocket. How many others would get infected because of his cowardice?

Outside the bathroom, he heard Cindy's voice, high and breathy. 

"I neeeeed it. Please, I need it so bad..."

Christ. She needed the bathroom. He'd been hiding in here like a selfish asshole while she was probably dancing from foot to foot outside. Michael yanked the door open, already starting an apology—

Cindy's hands moved faster than thought. One grabbed his mask, ripping it away with surprising strength. The other tangled in his hair, pulling his face down to hers.

Her tongue invaded his mouth before he could even gasp. She tasted like strawberry lip gloss and something else, something that made his brain feel fizzy at the edges. Her free hand had already found his zipper, fingers working with the muscle memory of someone who'd done this a thousand times, even if her virus-scrambled brain couldn't remember a single one.

"Mmmmm," she moaned into his mouth, grinding against him. "You smell so good. Like... like..." She pulled back, pupils blown wide, a string of saliva connecting their lips. "I don't know what you smell like, but I want to smell it forever."

Michael tried to form words, but she was already stroking him through his jeans, her touch electric even through the denim. His body responded despite his horror, despite knowing exactly what was happening on a cellular level. The virus in her saliva was already binding to his ACE2 receptors, flooding his system, beginning the cascade of changes that would—

"The doctors said something funny," Cindy giggled, working his belt open with practiced ease. "They said the virus makes me brand new every time. Like, down there?" She bit her lip, looking up at him through impossibly long lashes. "They used big words but I think they meant I'm tight again. Virgin-tight. Every single time. Isn't that sexy?"

She had his cock out now, her small hand wrapped around it, pumping with an expertise that belied her claim of virginal innocence. Michael's knees buckled as she dropped to hers, her silk robe pooling around her like spilled cream.

"Wait," he managed, though his hips were already betraying him, pushing forward into her grip. "We shouldn't—the others—"

"Are probably getting ready for you," Cindy purred, her breath hot against his length. "Getting all pretty and wet. But I found you first, so I get to taste you first."

Her tongue flicked out, catching the bead of precum at his tip, and Michael saw stars. Somewhere in the back of his mind, the rational part of him was screaming about viral loads and transmission vectors, but it was drowned out by the wet heat of her mouth engulfing him.

She moaned around his cock like she was the one receiving pleasure, her throat opening impossibly wide to take him deeper. Her hands cupped his balls, massaging gently, and Michael realized with a distant sort of horror that they already felt heavier. Fuller. The virus working its particular magic on his reproductive system.

So...so good, oh fuck. 

Something clicked in his mind—or rather, something unclenched. He had been holding on to his resistance for so long. His firm beliefs in stubborn facts, his total faith that reason—unassisted by any organization or movement—would somehow prevail.

And now he had a supermodel-sexy blonde orgasmically sucking him off, constantly throbbing with the blissful pleasure of simply pleasing him because he was there, because he existed. 

Wh-why had he given a fuck, again?

Michael's resistance crumbled like wet tissue paper. His hands tangled in Cindy's platinum hair as she worked him with single-minded devotion, her throat a velvet vice that seemed designed specifically for his pleasure. Every moan that vibrated around his length sent sparks up his spine, short-circuiting whatever remained of his higher reasoning.

"Fuck," he gasped, hips jerking forward. "I can't—I'm going to—"

Cindy's eyes fluttered up to meet his, wide and worshipful, and she pulled back just enough to breathe, "Please, please give it to me. I need it so bad. Need to taste you..."

That did it. Michael came with a strangled groan, pumping rope after rope down her eager throat. She swallowed greedily, her own body shuddering through what looked like another orgasm just from the act of receiving him. When he finally finished, she kept sucking gently, coaxing out every last drop like his cum was ambrosia.

"Oh my god," she panted when she finally released him, licking her lips with obscene thoroughness. "That was the best I've ever had. You taste like... like heaven. Like everything good in the world."

Michael knew—intellectually, distantly—that the virus was making her say that. Programming her responses to maximize his pleasure and ensure successful breeding. But fuck if it didn't make his spent cock twitch with renewed interest.

He stumbled backward, frantically pulling up his jeans with shaking hands. His mask lay forgotten on the bathroom floor. What was the point now? He was thoroughly infected, his bloodstream probably swarming with viral particles that were already beginning to rewrite his DNA.

"Where are you going?" Cindy pouted, still on her knees, the silk robe hanging completely open now. Her breasts heaved with each breath, nipples so hard they looked painful. "Don't you want to fuck me? I'm so tight for you. So ready."

"I need—" Michael's voice cracked. "The others. I should check on the others."

He lurched out of the bathroom on unsteady legs, his mind a fog of post-orgasmic chemicals and viral inflammation. The hallway stretched before him like something out of a fever dream, all gleaming surfaces that reflected his disheveled appearance back at him.

The living room had transformed in his absence. Where before there had been awkward clusters of women in pajamas, now there was something else entirely. The lights had been dimmed, candles lit, casting everything in a golden glow that made skin look edible.

Lindsay and Paige sat impossibly close on the white leather sofa, their thighs touching, hands intertwined like teenage best friends sharing secrets. The transformation was already dramatic—where before Lindsay had been a tired forty-something with worry lines and graying roots, now she glowed with the dewy perfection of a college coed. Her auburn hair cascaded in fetching waves, her figure carved into an hourglass that defied her previous sturdy athleticism.

Paige's change was somehow more disturbing for its subtlety. The expensive work she'd had done had been replaced by something more fundamental—a softness to her features that made her look barely legal, vulnerable in a way the corporate titan had never allowed herself to be. Her silk pajamas strained against newly generous curves.

They both turned to Michael in perfect synchronization, their faces lighting up with such pure adoration that he felt his knees weaken. It wasn't the desperate hunger Cindy had shown—this was something deeper, more terrifying. They looked at him like he was every romantic fantasy they'd ever harbored, every missed connection, every what-if, distilled into one person.

"Michael," they breathed in unison, then giggled at the synchronicity, pressing closer together.

Everything was...everything was getting a little fuzzy. The smiles of the women looked more than pretty. They looked glamorous. Like they were in a photo shoot.

One of the symptoms. He tried to recall it. Something to do with muscle strengthening in the face, making it wildly easy for a girl to put on a pretty, happy smile all day long. Even when she slept.

He hadn’t realized it would look so hot up close.

No wonder all those anti-feminist shitheads wanted girls to smile. Fuck. Girls looked good with a smile. Especially pretty girls. And these MILFs were very pretty girls.

"We've been waiting for you," Lindsay said, her voice honey-sweet and nothing like the practical tone she'd used when discussing carpools with Jennifer.

"Thinking about you," Paige added, running her tongue along her lower lip. "Getting ready for you."

Michael found himself being guided to the couch, their hands gentle but insistent on his arms, his shoulders, his chest. They moved with the fluid coordination of dancers who'd rehearsed for years, settling on either side of him, their bodies molding against his like they'd been designed to fit there.

"You must be so tense," Lindsay said, her fingers working at the knots in his shoulders while Paige's hand traced patterns on his thigh.

"So much responsibility," Paige said, her breath warm against his ear. "Taking care of all of us. Making sure we're safe. You’re a hero."

Michael's brain tried to form a response, but Lindsay was kissing his neck now, finding spots he didn't know were sensitive, while Paige's hand moved higher, palming him through his jeans with devastating skill.

"We know what you need," Lindsay whispered between kisses. "We can feel it."

"You're holding back," Paige added, working his zipper down with delicate precision. "But not because you don't want us."

They shared a look over his heaving chest, some wordless communication passing between them. Their smiles widened in perfect unison.

"You want them first," Lindsay said, not a question but a statement of absolute certainty. "Our daughters."

"So considerate," Paige purred, freeing his cock and wrapping her manicured fingers around it. "Thinking of their needs before your own."

Lindsay's hand joined Paige's, both of them stroking him with the practiced ease of women who'd somehow absorbed decades of sexual expertise in minutes. 

"You can call me Jennifer if it helps," Lindsay breathed against his ear. "The virus will make me look just like her soon anyway. Younger. Tighter. Everything you want."

"Yes," Paige said immediately, her thumb circling his tip with devastating precision. "Call me Ellie. We'll be whoever you need us to be."

Michael's hips bucked involuntarily, his body responding to their touch even as his mind reeled. The virus was making them so eager, so perfectly attuned to his desires. It should have horrified him. Instead, he found himself hardening further in their grip.

"I—" His voice cracked as Lindsay's tongue found that spot below his ear again. "I really came here for Linda."

The words tumbled out before he could stop them, shame coloring his cheeks. Here he was with two beautiful women literally offering to become younger versions of themselves for his pleasure, and he was thinking about someone who'd looked at him like something scraped off her designer shoe.

But instead of jealousy or hurt, both women lit up with enthusiasm that bordered on rapture.

"Of course you did," Lindsay—no, Jennifer, she wanted to be Jennifer for him—cooed, her hand moving faster. "Linda Somers is the most beautiful woman alive."

"A goddess," Paige agreed, her eyes bright with vicarious arousal. "And you deserve her. You deserve to fuck her however you want, as much as you want."

"To make love to her," Lindsay said, pressing her breasts against his arm. "To worship that perfect body while she worships yours."

Michael groaned, the image flooding his mind—Linda's aristocratic features softened by need, those dark eyes glazed with pleasure as he fucked her mouth just like he had done to Cindy.

"You're a god," Paige whispered, her lips brushing his jaw. "Our god. Your pleasure is all that matters now."

"Your happiness," Lindsay added, working him with increasing fervor. "Your safety. Your satisfaction."

"We exist for you now," they said in unison, their voices harmonizing in a way that made his balls tighten dangerously.

Michael could feel the virus working through his system, heightening every sensation. Their hands felt like silk and electricity, their breath like warm wine against his skin. His cock pulsed in their grip, already fuller than it had ever been, the head flushed dark with need.

"The others are getting ready," Paige said, her free hand unbuttoning her silk top with casual efficiency. "Making themselves perfect for you."

"But we couldn't wait," Lindsay said, shrugging out of her pajama top to reveal breasts that had already begun their transformation—higher, fuller, topped with nipples the color of strawberries. "We needed to touch you. To taste you...”

"I have an idea," Lindsay said breathlessly, pulling back just enough to fumble for her phone on the coffee table. Her fingers trembled as she scrolled, her other hand never leaving his shaft. "Something to help you relax..."

The screen filled with Linda—not the sneering woman from earlier, but a vision in diamonds and silk. The jewelry commercial had been everywhere last month, impossible to escape. Linda draped across white satin, the camera worshipping every angle of her face as she turned a diamond necklace between her fingers. 

Her lips, painted deep red, parted just slightly as she breathed the tagline: "Because you deserve perfection."

Michael's cock jumped in their hands.

"You've watched this before," Lindsay said, her voice knowing and warm. "Haven't you? Late at night, when you're alone..."

Heat flooded his face, but the virus—or maybe just the impossibility of lying to these women who gazed at him with such devotion—loosened his tongue. 

"Yes."

"How many times?" Lindsay said gently, angling the phone so he had the perfect view. On screen, Linda arched her back, the diamonds catching light across her collarbones. "Tell us, sweetheart. How many times have you stroked this beautiful cock thinking about her?"

"Dozens," Michael said, his voice raw. "Maybe... maybe more."

Paige made a sound of pure delight, shifting to straddle his lap. She looked younger already—the lines around her eyes smoothing, her skin taking on that impossible porn-star glow. 

"May I?" she asked, grinding against him, her silk pajama bottoms already soaked through. "Please, Michael? I need you inside me so badly. My pussy is so tight for you now—virgin-tight. Just for you."

On screen, Linda's tongue darted out to wet her lips. The camera zoomed in, capturing every detail of that perfect mouth. Michael groaned, his hips lifting involuntarily.

"Please," Paige begged, pulling her bottoms aside. She was bare underneath, waxed smooth, her pussy glistening with need. "Watch her while you fuck me. Pretend I'm her if you want. I want to be her for you."

Michael nodded, beyond words. Paige sank down on him with a cry of pure bliss, her walls clenching around him like a silk vise. She was impossibly tight, impossibly wet, her body remaking itself to provide him maximum pleasure.

"Oh god." She shuddered, beginning to ride him with abandon. "You're so big. So perfect. Filling me up..."

Lindsay held the phone steady against her big tits, her free hand moving between her own legs. "Look at her," she encouraged. "Look at those lips. Imagine them wrapped around your cock. Imagine her eyes looking up at you while she takes you deep..."

On screen, Linda turned to face the camera directly, her dark eyes seeming to stare straight through the screen into Michael's soul. The director had caught her in a moment of unguarded sensuality, lips parted, a flush across her cheekbones that suggested thoughts far removed from jewelry.

"She wants you," Lindsay whispered, her fingers working frantically between her thighs. "Even if she doesn't know it yet, her body will recognize you as its master. Its purpose."

Paige's movements grew more frantic, her rejuvenated body responding to every thrust with waves of pleasure that made her whole frame shudder. She looked barely twenty-one now, her features softening into the kind of beauty that belonged on magazine covers. 

"Tell me," she gasped, grinding down hard. "Tell me what you'd do to her."

Michael's control shattered. "I'd make her beg," he growled, his hands gripping Paige's impossibly narrow waist. "Make her crawl. That perfect princess on her knees, desperate for my cock."

"Yes!" both women cried in unison. Paige's pussy clenched around him as she came, her orgasm triggering something primal in Michael's rewired nervous system. He could feel his balls churning, preparing another load despite having just finished in Cindy's throat minutes ago.

"She'll be so pretty when she breaks," Lindsay moaned, holding the phone closer so the screen filled his vision. "All that pride melting away. Those designer clothes on the floor. Just another needy slut for your collection."

The word should have bothered him—slut. He'd written papers on the weaponization of female sexuality, the way language reinforced patriarchal power structures. But now, with the virus singing in his veins and Paige's transformed body milking his cock, all those concerns felt as distant as another life.

"You'll own her," Paige panted, her rhythm growing erratic. "Own all of us. Your perfect harem of desperate, dripping cunts."

Michael came with a roar, flooding Paige's remade pussy with rope after rope of cum. She screamed her pleasure, her body convulsing around him, and in that moment she completed her transformation—a perfect twenty-year-old version of herself, all traces of her former life as a CEO erased except for the muscle memory of submission.

* * * * *
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JENNIFER WHIMPERED, staring helplessly at Linda’s utterly perfectly thigh gap. Even sitting on Ellie’s bed, Linda’s perfectly toned thighs did not even begin to touch. 

"What are you waiting for?" Linda's voice dripped with casual cruelty. "Get over here and make yourself useful while the adults talk."

Jennifer crawled forward without thinking, her body moving before her mind could process the command. The virus had stripped away any pretense of resistance, leaving only the raw truth—Linda was superior in every conceivable way, and Jennifer existed only to serve her betters.

"That's right," Linda purred, spreading her legs wider. Her pussy was already glistening, the virus ensuring constant arousal. "Put that plain little mouth to work. Maybe if you're good enough, I'll let Michael notice you exist."

Jennifer pressed her face between those perfect thighs, her tongue finding Linda's clit with desperate eagerness. She could taste perfection—somehow even Linda's arousal tasted expensive, refined, like champagne and honey. Above her, she heard Linda sigh with satisfaction before turning her attention back to Ellie.

"Can you believe the one we have to be with is that...shrimp?" Linda gestured vaguely toward the door, though her hand quickly returned to tangle in Jennifer's hair, guiding her movements. "Michael Willis would have been perfect. Old money, good breeding, someone who actually deserves—oh, right there, harder—someone who actually deserves women like us."

Ellie nodded eagerly from her position at Linda's feet, painting the goddess's toenails with shaking hands. The virus had awakened something in her too—a need to please, to serve, to worship at the altar of superior beauty. 

"You're so right," she breathed, carefully applying another coat of deep red polish. "This Michael is just so... common."

But even as the words left her mouth, Ellie felt them ring false. Her pussy clenched at the mere thought of him—his skinny frame, his nervous energy, the way his eyes had darted around the room like prey. Something about his obvious discomfort made her want to comfort him. 

With her mouth. 

And her tits. 

And every hole she had.

"Common," Linda said, though her voice had taken on a dreamy quality. Her hips were rolling against Jennifer's eager tongue. "So fucking common with his... his stupid thrift store clothes and his..." She paused, her breath hitching. "His hands. Did you see his hands? They're so big."

"I noticed," Ellie admitted, her own arousal making her bold. "And his smell. God, when he walked in, I could smell him from across the room. Like... like..."

"Like a real man," Linda finished, her facade cracking. "Not like those pathetic excuses we usually have to endure. Michael Willis with his manicured nails and his trust fund breath. Probably can't even get hard without checking his portfolio first."

Jennifer moaned against Linda's pussy, the vibrations making the goddess gasp. She could feel the shift in the room's energy, the way their manufactured disdain was melting into raw need. But knowing Michael wanted Linda—had always wanted Linda—made her lick harder, desperate to please. If she couldn't have him, at least she could prepare his goddess for him.

"But this Michael," Linda said, her fingers tightening in Jennifer's hair, "he looked at me like he wanted to run. Like I frightened him." Her voice dropped to a whisper. "No one's ever looked at me like that before."

"It was kind of hot," Ellie said, abandoning the nail polish to press her cheek against Linda's knee. "The way he just... didn't care who you were."

"He cared," Linda said, her thighs beginning to tremble. "He knew exactly who I was. He just... didn't think he deserved me." She laughed, the sound like breaking crystal. "Imagine that. A man who doesn't think he deserves me. When every other man assumes I should be grateful for their attention."

Jennifer's heart broke a little more with each word. Of course Michael had noticed Linda—how could he not? She was perfection incarnate, growing more divine by the minute as the virus worked its magic. Jennifer could feel the changes in her own body—her breasts swelling, her waist narrowing—but what did it matter? Next to Linda, she'd always be the ugly friend, the charity case, the one men settled for when they couldn't have what they really wanted.

"I bet his cock is huge," Ellie said, her hand sliding between her own legs. "Did you see the bulge in those awful jeans? Even soft, it was..."

"Magnificent," Linda said. "Fuck. I'm going to cum. Jennifer, you pathetic little—yes, right there, don't stop—"

Linda's orgasm was a thing of beauty, her back arching in a perfect curve, her cry of pleasure somehow musical. Jennifer drank her down eagerly, grateful for even this small taste of perfection, this tiny role in Linda's pleasure.

"Good girl," Linda pushed Jennifer away with her foot. "Now clean Ellie while we discuss how we're going to share him."

Jennifer crawled to Ellie without hesitation, burying her face in her friend's pussy while the "adults" continued their conversation above her. This was her place now—on her knees, serving her betters, praying that someday Michael might notice her existence. Even if just for a moment. Even if just to use her while thinking of Linda.

"We have to be strategic," Linda was saying, her voice already steady again. "Men like him—smart men, anxious men—they spook easily. We can't just throw ourselves at him."

* * * * *
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AN HOUR LATER, MICHAEL’S post-fuck daze was broken by Linda’s eager moan as she leapt at him from across the room.

“Please,” Linda cooed, sliding onto Michael’s lap. “Please, I need your cock so fucking bad...”

Michael didn’t know how he wasn’t completely drained. 

He'd already pumped three loads into Lindsay and four into Paige, their transformed bodies insatiable in their need to milk him dry. But somehow his balls felt fuller than ever, heavy and aching between his thickened thighs. The virus had resculpted him into something out of a romance novel—his formerly skinny frame now packed with lean muscle, his jaw sharper, his cock a weapon that made the women's eyes glaze with need just from looking at it.

And now here was Linda, the goddess herself, pressing against him in lingerie that cost more than his monthly rent. The deep purple lace barely contained her enhanced curves, her breasts spilling over the delicate cups like ripe fruit. Her heels—six inches of patent leather torture—made her legs look impossibly long, leading up to the tiniest panties that were already soaked through.

Behind her, Ellie and Jennifer hovered like attendants to royalty. Ellie wore virgin white that made her look even younger than her transformed eighteen years, the corset pushing her breasts up into gravity-defying mounds. Jennifer had been dressed in soft pink, the color making her freckles stand out like cinnamon on cream. They both stared at Michael with naked worship, but kept their distance, knowing their place in the hierarchy.

"I was so stupid before," Linda moaned, grinding against his renewed erection. "Acting like you weren't good enough. You're perfect. You're a god. Please, please fuck me pregnant. I want to carry your babies. I want to be swollen with your cum forever."

Michael's hands found her waist—so tiny now he could almost span it with his fingers. 

"I've loved you for so long," Linda breathed, tears streaming down her perfect face as she gazed at Michael with absolute devotion. "Every time I saw you in the hallways, pretending not to notice me. Every time you looked away like I was too bright to stare at directly." She kissed him deeply, her tongue claiming his mouth with the same imperial confidence she brought to everything. "You knew I was perfect, didn't you? That's why you stayed away. You knew I could only truly love a god."

Michael groaned into her mouth, his hands roaming her transformed body. Every inch of her felt like silk stretched over marble, firm and soft in impossible combination. He knew the virus had completely reformatted her memories of him, and he did not care. 

It felt good to hear what she said. 

"Linda," he managed between kisses, "you're so fucking beautiful."

"Of course I am," she laughed, the sound like champagne bubbles. "I'm the most beautiful woman in the world. That's why it means something that I'm yours." She pulled back to look at him, her dark eyes bright with tears of joy. "Do you understand? My love elevates you. Only a god could make Linda Somers weep with need."

She sank down on his cock with agonizing slowness, her tight pussy stretching around him. The virus had remade her into the perfect receptacle for his pleasure, but her natural arrogance remained untouched. If anything, it was enhanced—she rode him like a queen claiming her throne, secure in the knowledge that her submission was a gift beyond price.

"Oh fuck," she moaned, rolling her hips in a way that made Michael see stars. "You're so big. You're bulging my perfect little tummy." She took his hand and pressed it against her abdomen where indeed, the outline of his cock was visible through her skin. "Look what you do to me. Look how you complete me."

Around them, the other women had formed a worshipful circle, touching themselves as they watched their goddess mate with their god.

"She's so beautiful on your cock," Lindsay said, her fingers working between her legs. "You look so right together."

"Like a painting," Paige said, pinching her nipples. "The way she takes you. The way you fill her."

"I knew you wanted her most," Jennifer whimpered from her knees, understanding her place but grateful just to witness this union. "She's perfect for you. Perfect in every way."

Ellie nodded eagerly, her white lingerie already stained with her arousal. 

"You deserve her, Michael. You deserve the best."

Linda preened under their worship, riding Michael harder. 

"Tell him," she commanded between moans. "Tell him how lucky he is to fuck me."

"So lucky," they chorused obediently.

"The luckiest man alive," Jennifer said, her voice thick with need and aroused resignation.

"You see?" Linda purred, clenching around him. "Even they know. Even they understand that my pussy is a treasure beyond measure. My cunt was made to milk god."

Her words sent Michael over the edge of reason. He gripped her hips hard enough to bruise, slamming up into her with newfound strength. Linda's perfect composure finally cracked, her cries growing desperate and raw.

"Please," she gasped, her nails raking down his chest. "Please breed me. I want to be yours forever. Your trophy wife. Your perfect, pregnant princess on display."

"Fuck," Michael growled, feeling his balls draw up tight. "You want my baby? Want everyone to know you belong to me?"

"Yes!" Linda’s voice intensified, her pussy clamping down like a vice. "I want to waddle around in designer maternity wear. Want my belly swollen with your superiority. Want to depend on you for everything—money, status, orgasms, breath. Please, Michael, please knock me up!"

Suddenly, Paige let out a mortified gasp. 

"Oh god, I just remembered—I forgot to hand out the contraceptives. The Plan B, the condoms, everything. It's all still in my purse."

The revelation sent a visible shudder through the group. Lindsay's eyes rolled back as she came on her fingers. Ellie whimpered, her thighs clenching together. Even Cindy, who'd been fingering herself in the corner, squealed with delight.

"We're all going to get pregnant," Paige giggled, her horror transforming into arousal even as she spoke. "Every single one of us."

Jennifer, desperate to contribute something—anything—that might make Michael notice her, crawled forward on her knees. 

"Master," she tried, the title feeling natural on her tongue. "Michael, sir—you know all the infection windows, don't you? From your research?"

Michael's rhythm faltered as he looked down at her, this freckled girl who'd been his friend now gazing up at him with absolute submission. 

"Yes," he said, his voice rough.

"Then you could keep us like this," Jennifer said, her words tumbling out in a rush. "Keep us infected forever. We have Cindy—she's permanently infectious. We could just... keep her here. Use her to reinfect us every few months. We'd never have to go back to normal."

Cindy perked up at the mention of her name, bouncing excitedly. 

"Oh my god, yes! I could be your plague princess! Keeping all your girls perfect and horny forever and ever!"

The idea shot through Michael like lightning. An endless cycle of bimbofied bliss. These gorgeous women—his women—forever transformed, forever eager, forever his. His cock swelled impossibly larger inside Linda.

"Do it," Linda nodded against him, her voice breaking with need. "Keep us. Breed us. Make us your permanent harem of desperate, dripping wives. Please."

Michael roared his release, flooding Linda's transformed womb with rope after rope of hypervirile seed. She screamed her pleasure, her entire body convulsing as the orgasm ripped through her like a lightning strike. Around them, the other women cried out in sympathetic climax, their bodies responding to the sight of their goddess being bred.

"Mine," Michael growled, holding Linda tight against him as he continued to pump her full. "My perfect fucking princess. Going to keep you pregnant and desperate forever."

"Yes, yes, yes!" Linda’s face was a mask of euphoric surrender. "Your trophy wife. Your breeding slut. Forever and ever."

When he finally released her, she collapsed against his chest, her pussy still fluttering around his somehow-still-hard cock. The virus had turned him into something beyond human—a breeding machine designed to satisfy an endless parade of transformed women.

His eyes found Ellie, trembling in her virgin white lingerie. 

"You're next," he said, his voice carrying the weight of command. "Come here."

Ellie slid into him with ease and delight, her enhanced body moving with desperate grace. 

"Thank you," she breathed, settling onto his lap as Linda reluctantly rolled aside. "Thank you for choosing me."

Jennifer watched from her position on the floor, her heart breaking and mending and breaking again. She understood her place now—last, least, lucky to be included at all. 

But Michael's eyes found hers over Ellie's shoulder, dark with promise.

"Don't worry," he said, his hands already working Ellie's corset open. "I'm going to fuck you all. Breed you all. Keep you all." His smile was sharp, predatory, nothing like the nervous boy who'd walked through the door hours ago. "My own personal infection ward. How's that for harm reduction?"

The women moaned their agreement, their virus-drunk minds seeing only the perfection of his logic. They would stay here, in this pristine prison, cycling through infection and recovery and infection again. Cindy would keep them sick. Michael would keep them pregnant. 

And they would keep each other company in their beautiful, transformed desperation.

As Ellie sank down onto his cock with a cry of virgin pain and pleasure, Michael felt the last of his resistance crumble away. The world outside could burn. The infection rates could soar. 

He had everything he needed right here.

​# # #
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