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EDITH’S APARTMENT WASN’T just a fortress—it was a shrine to viral safety. Three air purifiers hummed like overworked monks in each corner, their filters changed weekly, their LED lights blinking green in tune with her relentless vigilance. 

The windows stayed cracked open despite the November chill, icy air slithering through the gaps to coil around her ankles. Now, her breath fogged in the room, her thrift-store sweatshirt pulled tight as she paced between plastic-wrapped furniture, her N95 mask digging ridges into her cheeks. 

Safe, she told herself. You’re safe here.

But safety was a slippery thing. Every delivery—groceries, meds, the occasional thrifted sequined top she’d guiltily order after midnight—underwent a forty-eight-hour quarantine in the bathroom-turned-decontamination zone. She’d spray the packages with rubbing alcohol until the labels bled, gloves double-layered. 

Edith caught her reflection in the sterilized mirror she'd hung by the door—another safety measure, allowing her to check her mask's seal before venturing into the hallway. Even through the fogged glass, her eyes were striking, jade-green beneath heavy lashes, set in a face with the kind of bone structure that used to get her attention from all the girls and boys before the pandemic. High, aristocratic cheekbones, a jawline that could slice butter, full lips currently hidden behind medical-grade filtration material.

She hated how pretty she was. Beauty was a liability in the time of Bimb-Flu—a target painted on her back. Beautiful women got noticed. Beautiful women got approached. 

Beautiful women got infected.

Just like Sloan had.

Her phone buzzed against the sanitized countertop, the special vibration pattern she'd assigned to Sloan. Edith's stomach twisted into a complicated knot of emotions—dread, anticipation, longing, fear.

"Five minutes out," the text read. "Can't wait to see you, bestie!"

Edith's fingers hovered over the keyboard, trembling slightly. Sloan had been her roommate, her confidant, her secret crush. Now she was... something else entirely. 

Something with Sloan's face—or parts of it, anyway— and a megawatt smile that seemed to have its own gravitational pull. The transformation had happened so fast—one night Sloan hadn't come home, and when she finally returned three days later, she was... different. 

Her formerly slender frame got even thinner, except for her tits and ass where she developed the kind of curves that belonged in a hentai. Blond hair made more blond, honey-golden and thick and silky and long, seeming almost prehensile in the way it did whatever Sloan wanted. Her voice, already soft and melodic, had acquired a breathy quality that made Edith's stomach flip, and her eyes held a glazed devotion to nothing-but-Cock that was both terrifying and fascinating.

Edith had taken one look at Sloan in the early seconds of her return—already masked up at the time, already suspicious of Sloan’s absence—and locked herself in her room. 

Finally, Edith forced herself to type a response: 

Door will be unlocked. Please wear your mask.

She added three mask emojis for emphasis, though she knew it was futile. Sloan hadn't worn a mask in weeks. She insisted she was “immune” now just like every girl who was infected with the Bimb-Flu.

Edith frantically tidied her already immaculate apartment, more out of nervous energy than necessity. The coffee table gleamed with antibacterial polish. The couch cushions, each wrapped in plastic covers, were aligned with mathematical precision. She'd laid out three fresh masks on the entryway table, alongside a new bottle of hand sanitizer.

Sometime after Sloan’s transformation, through social media, Edith intuited the sequence of events. 

What had once been social platforms were now essentially porn sites, each feed glutted with endless streams of women showing off impossible bodies and posting explicit content with their "One True Man." 

It was through these digital breadcrumbs that Edith discovered how Ellie Beaufort—daughter of beauty empire CEO Paige Beaufort and now one of Michael's many "girlfriends"—had shared an art class with Sloan. 

It was Sloan’s one in-person class—necessary for her to graduate with her degree and not available online that semester. Edith had been lucky—and dedicated enough—to remain completely remote. 

Edith was gobsmacked at what she discovered. While casually stroking her Man, Ellie live-streamed her plan to seduce, capture, mindfuck, and transform Sloan into Michael’s slave a full three hours before their scheduled meeting. If Sloan had been safety-conscious enough to check out Ellie’s socials before meeting her, none of this would have happened. Instead, Ellie’s prophetic declaration of Sloan’s servitude to “the One True Cock”—climaxing with her Master’s cum spilling down Ellie’s gorgeous throat—came true.  

Without that context, the coffee date invitation had seemed innocent enough. 

"Just two art history nerds geeking out," Sloan had texted Edith that fateful afternoon.

Three days later, Sloan returned transformed, her slender frame now sporting gravity-defying breasts that strained against clothing designed for her former body. Her once-thoughtful eyes now perpetually half-lidded with desire, her academic vocabulary replaced with a seemingly endless repertoire of sexual innuendo.

Ellie, Jennifer, and Linda had casually posted videos of Sloan’s capture and transformation. How they ripped the mask off of her face, teased her with heavy lactating tits and their Master’s massive cock, and forced the Bimb-Flu infection on her knowing how it would make her totally dependent on Michael’s cock from then on.

Transformations were supposed to be temporary. Just a few weeks of bimbo-hood and then back to normal. 

But more and more, women were becoming permanently bimbofied—sufferers of “Long Bimb-Flu” like Sloan and apparently all of Michael’s girls. 

It was easy for Edith to know a lot about Michael and his girls—in her city, they were all celebrities.  

The Alpha Variant had swept through the male population with brutal efficiency four months ago, killing off an estimated 85% of men worldwide. 

Most of those who remained were meek, spineless cowards—powerless geeks and dorks and betas who even Edith could barely stand the thought or sight of. 

But some of those men who survived emerged changed—more aggressive, more virile, more dominant. Women spoke of them in hushed, reverent tones: the Alphas. Men whose testosterone levels had skyrocketed, whose musculature had densified overnight, whose sexual appetites had become insatiable.

Men like Michael.

Michael. Even thinking his name made Edith's skin prickle with contradictory sensations. She'd never met him, had only seen photos and videos on Sloan's Instagram—a tower of muscle and smoldering eyes, surrounded by a rotating harem of impossibly gorgeous women. In every photo, he looked primal, even animalistic, while the women gazed at him with naked worship.

"It wasn't like, wrong," Sloan had insisted during one of their few post-transformation conversations, conducted through Edith's locked bedroom door. "I mean, yeah, at first I was scared, but then... oh my god, Edith, you don't understand what it's like to be truly wanted by a real man. To be used exactly how you're meant to be used...oh...Daddy...oh god, he uses me so good..."

The worst part was how those words had slithered into Edith's consciousness, taking root in the fertile soil of her most secret fantasies. The idea of being reduced to nothing but a vessel for pleasure, of having thought itself fucked out of her head—it was her deepest shame, the fantasy she returned to in the darkest hours of night when her fingers slipped beneath her panties.

Even more than a lesbian, she was a cock worshiper. She knew it. 

It was why the Bimb-Flu scared her so much. It was why it was so unfair. She wanted it to be real, not forced on her. And she knew now that would never be true.

The knock, when it came, was a playful rhythm that was uniquely Sloan—three quick taps followed by two slow ones. Edith's heart skipped traitorously.

She was early.

Steeling herself, Edith approached the door, double-checking her mask's seal. Through the peephole, she could see a distorted version of what used to be her roommate.

"Edith! Open up! It's freezing out here!"

Edith took a deep breath, activated the air purifier's boost mode, and opened the door exactly six inches—the width maintained by a security chain.

"Hi Sloan. I've put your things in a box by the door. You can take them and—"

The words died in her throat as she took in the full sight of her former roommate. Six feet of willowy perfection balanced on stiletto heels that should have been impossible to walk in. Sloan thrived atop them. Her blonde hair cascaded in glossy waves past her shoulders, catching the light like spun gold. The red leather bolero jacket she wore was unzipped, framing the white lace-up corset that barely contained breasts that had definitely grown at least two cup sizes since Edith had last seen her.

But it was the leather skirt that made Edith's mouth go dry—so tight it might have been painted on, ending high enough on her thighs to be criminal in several states. Between the hem of the skirt and the tops of her boots stretched miles of flawless skin, a thigh gap so pronounced it seemed to defy physics.

"It's not that cold," Sloan laughed. "God, you're still such a scaredy-cat."

Her face—Jesus, her face. It had always been pretty in that elegant, high-fashion way, but now it was transcendent. Her cheekbones seemed higher, her jawline sharper, her lips fuller and perpetually glossed to a wet shine. Her blue eyes, once thoughtful and analytical when they'd debate art theory until 3 AM, now held a vacant sparkle that somehow made her more rather than less magnetic.

And no mask. Of course.

"Please put on a mask," Edith said, hating how weak her voice sounded. "I left several by the door."

Sloan rolled her eyes, the gesture somehow both childish and seductive. 

"You know I don't need those anymore. I'm immune." She pressed against the chain, her enhanced breasts squishing against the doorframe. "Edith, come on. Let me in. I just want to grab some of my old journals. My art portfolio. Some of my textbooks. I miss my stuff." 

Sloan's lower lip jutted out in a practiced pout that somehow made her look both innocent and obscenely fuckable at the same time.

"I can get those things for you," Edith said, trying to keep her voice steady even as her eyes betrayed her, tracing the impossible curves of Sloan's transformed body. "Just tell me what you need specifically and I'll—"

"No," Sloan interrupted, her voice suddenly firm. "I need to look through everything myself. There are sketches I did that... that mean something to me. Things I want to show Michael."

The name sent an electric current down Edith's spine. 

Cock. R-real Cock...

"You can't come in without a mask." She clung to her one remaining boundary like a shipwreck survivor to driftwood. "I don't care what you think about your immunity. The latest studies show—"

“Please.” Sloan held up a hand. “I’m not trying to wind you up, babe. Here.” 

She sighed dramatically, then reached for one of the masks on the table. 

Edith's shoulders relaxed fractionally as Sloan slipped the blue n95 mask over her face. It somehow made her eyes more striking, framing them like a veil might frame a bride's gaze—mysterious, alluring.

"Better?" Sloan asked, voice slightly muffled but still musical.

Edith hesitated, then unlatched the chain. "You have fifteen minutes. I've put all your things in labeled boxes in your old room."

Sloan breezed past her, trailing a scent that made Edith's head swim—something expensive and floral but underlaid with a muskier note that seemed to bypass her brain entirely and speak directly to more primitive parts of her anatomy. 

Edith wanted to be fucked so fucking bad. Fucked by a big cock, holding her down, forcing her, breeding her, and—

"God, it's freezing in here," Sloan complained, glancing at the cracked windows. "And so dark. Don't you ever open the curtains anymore?"

"UV light degrades mask materials," Edith said automatically, a fact she'd recited so many times it had lost all meaning. 

She watched Sloan sashay through the apartment, her heels clicking against the hardwood floors like a metronome counting down to something inevitable.

"Still crazy organized, I see," Sloan said, trailing fingers across the meticulously arranged books on the shelf—all sanitized weekly, all arranged by color rather than author because Edith found the rainbow soothing. "You always were the neat freak."

"It's not about neatness," Edith said, maintaining careful distance as she followed Sloan toward her old bedroom. "It's about control. When everything is in its place, I can see what's been disturbed."

"Like me?" Sloan turned, eyes crinkling above her mask in what must have been a smile. "Am I disturbing your perfect little quarantine paradise?"

Yes, Edith thought. In every possible way.

The former bedroom looked like a museum exhibit dedicated to Sloan's previous life—boxes labeled "Art Supplies," "Textbooks," "Winter Clothes," all neatly stacked and sealed with packing tape. 

Edith had spent three days organizing it all after Sloan left, partly as a distraction, partly as exorcism.

"Wow," Sloan said, looking around. "You really went all Marie Kondo on my stuff."

"I wanted to be thorough," Edith said, hovering in the doorway, unwilling to enter the smaller space with Sloan. "Everything should be there."

Sloan moved to the box labeled "Journals/Sketchbooks," her fingers dancing over the tape seal. "This is what I need. My old drawings... Michael loves my art. Says it shows my 'true self' or whatever." 

She giggled, the sound both girlish and knowing.

Edith frowned. 

"Since when does Michael care about art? I thought he was just..." She trailed off, unsure how to politely say a mindless fucking machine who treats you like a blow-up doll.

"Oh, he's got hidden depths," Sloan said, turning to face Edith fully. "He's not just what you see on Instagram, you know. He's... complicated."

Something in her tone made Edith's skin prickle. There was an undercurrent there—a note of fear? Of warning? But before she could analyze it further, Sloan's mask slipped below her nose.

"Fix—" 

Sloan held up a hand and immediately went to work. “On it! On it. Sorry." She locked eyes with Edith. “Really, Edith. I’m sorry.”

Sloan's blue eyes softened above the hastily adjusted mask, and for a moment Edith saw a flicker of the old Sloan—the one who used to bring her chamomile tea during finals week, who'd held her hair back after too much wine at gallery openings.

"I know this is hard for you," Sloan said, abandoning the box to step closer. Edith instinctively backed up, but Sloan stopped at a respectful distance, hands raised peacefully. "I know how scary all of this must be. You've been in here alone for... what, six weeks now?"

"Forty-three days," Edith corrected automatically, then flushed at how pathetic that sounded.

"Forty-three days," Sloan repeated, and there was no mockery in her voice, only genuine concern. "That's a long time to be by yourself, babe. I'm sorry I haven't... I mean, I know I've been kind of absent."

Edith's throat tightened. This unexpected tenderness was somehow worse than if Sloan had come in guns blazing, trying to convince her that her fears were overblown and she should chill out.

That was what she had prepared for. She prepared herself to deliver fire and brimstone lectures, to throw lightning bolts of righteous justice at every fallacious argument Sloan had. 

But this...this sympathy...

Edith was melting.

"You've been busy," Edith managed, aiming for neutral but landing somewhere closer to bitter.

Sloan's shoulders dropped. "Yeah. Busy." She laughed, but it wasn't her new tinkling giggle—it was the old Sloan laugh, self-deprecating and a little sad. "That's one word for it."

She moved to sit on the bed—her old bed—then seemed to think better of it, instead leaning against the dresser. Provocative. Vulnerable.

"I miss you," Sloan said simply. "I miss our talks. Remember that night we stayed up until sunrise arguing about whether Caravaggio was a proto-feminist?"

"You said his treatment of Judith beheading Holofernes showed a complex understanding of female agency," Edith said, the memory flooding back unbidden. "I said you were reading too much into male gaze fantasy."

"And we were both probably right," Sloan smiled behind her mask. "God, I miss being able to think like that. To just... lose myself in ideas instead of..."

She trailed off, but Edith could fill in the blanks. Instead of losing herself in Michael. Instead of thinking only about the next time she'd be fucked.

Bred. Owned. Claimed. And god, look at her. Who wouldn’t claim Sloan?

A king, that’s who. A post-apocalyptic king with his pick of the litter. 

Edith did her best to not pay attention to his day-to-day activities, but it was like trying to ignore a professional sports team that won a world championship every day in their home town. Everything he did was news. Everything he liked was posted about, gossiped about, set trends and behaviors of every woman in the entire region. 

That the infrastructure of the world worked at all was due to hyper-infatuation from every woman who came across males like him, dedicated to giving them the peace and quiet men wanted to endlessly fuck. 

"Your brain still works," Edith said. "You're having this conversation with me right now."

Sloan's eyes crinkled with what might have been amusement or pain. "Some days are clearer than others. Today's a good day. I haven't seen him since this morning, so I can actually string thoughts together." She paused, seeming to realize what she'd admitted. "I mean—"

"It's okay," Edith said, surprising herself with her own gentleness. "You don't have to pretend with me."

Sloan's eyes filled with tears, and she quickly blinked them away, careful not to smudge her makeup. "I don't want you to think less of me. I know how I must look to you now—this walking stereotype, this cautionary tale. But Edith..." She took a shuddering breath. "I'm still me. Somewhere under all this, I'm still the girl who cried over dead pigeons and spent her student loans on overpriced coffee."

The words hung between them, heavy with unspoken truths. Edith wanted to cross the room, to offer comfort, but the space felt like an ocean she couldn't navigate.

"I could never think less of you," Edith said, meaning it. "I'm just... I'm worried about you. The way he—" She stopped, unsure how to voice her concerns without sounding judgmental.

"The way he treats me?" Sloan finished, a knowing look in her eyes. "You've seen the videos."

Edith flushed. She had seen them—everyone had. His harem’s social media was a pornographic shrine to his conquests, and Sloan featured prominently. The clips were always the same: Sloan on her knees, tears streaming down her face as Michael used her roughly, her moans of pleasure mixing with whimpers of pain. The comments were always flooded with fire emojis and eggplant symbols, other women begging to take Sloan's place.

Edith had cum to them. Frequently. 

"I shouldn't have watched," Edith admitted, shame coloring her voice. "It felt like a violation of your privacy."

Sloan laughed. "Privacy? What privacy? He likes showing me off. Likes showing what he can do to me. What I let him do." Her voice dropped to a whisper. "What I beg him to do."

The air in the room seemed to thicken, charged with something electric and dangerous. Edith's body betrayed her, responding to the images Sloan's words conjured—that massive frame pinning the blonde woman down, those powerful hands leaving bruises on porcelain skin.

"Does it hurt?" Edith asked before she could stop herself.

Sloan's eyes locked onto hers, and for a moment, the mask couldn't hide the complexity of her expression. "Everything about him hurts. The way he grabs me, the way he fucks me, the way he ignores me for days then shows up demanding I service him and whoever else he's brought along." She paused, her breathing quickening. "And I love every second of it. I crave it. When he's not hurting me, I feel empty. Like I do now."

Edith's knees weakened. This was too much, too intense, too close to her own dark fantasies. She gripped the doorframe for support.

"That's the virus talking," she managed. "It's rewired your pain and pleasure centers. The medical literature says—"

"Fuck the medical literature," Sloan said, but without venom. "Edith, I've read all the same papers you have. I know what's happening to me on a cellular level. The virus hijacked my dopamine receptors, made me addicted to his pheromones, turned my body into a machine designed to please him. I know all of that." She stepped closer, and Edith could see the tears threatening to spill over her lower lashes. "But knowing doesn't change how it feels. And it feels like... like I was sleeping my whole life until he woke me up."

Edith's breath caught. There was something hypnotic about Sloan's confession, the way she spoke about her degradation with such reverence. It was wrong, it was dangerous, but it was also...

"You're shaking." Sloan tilted her head. "Are you cold?"

"No." 

Edith wrapped her arms around herself. The truth was more complicated—she was burning up under her layers, her body responding to Sloan's proximity in ways that terrified her.

Sloan moved to the box of journals, finally peeling back the tape with deliberate slowness. 

"Want to see something?" She pulled out a sketchbook, one Edith recognized from their early days as roommates. "I drew you once. Before."

She flipped through pages of still lifes and figure studies until she found it—a pencil portrait of Edith, captured during one of their study sessions. In the drawing, Edith was bent over a textbook, one hand tangled in her dark hair, her face a study in concentration. It was beautifully rendered, every freckle and eyelash lovingly detailed.

"You were so focused," Sloan said softly. "You didn't even notice me watching you. I spent two hours on just your mouth." She traced the drawing with one manicured finger. "You have the most beautiful lips, you know. Full and soft and... God, I used to wonder what they'd taste like."

The confession hit Edith like a physical blow. "Sloan—"

"I had such a crush on you," Sloan said, as if she hadn't spoken. "Pathetic, right? The straight girl pining after her definitely-gay roommate. I used to lie in bed listening to you breathe through the wall, imagining what would happen if I just... walked into your room one night."

Edith watched the way Sloan clutched the sketchbook, her new breasts—tits—rising and falling with each breath. The confession should have changed everything, should have sent Edith fleeing to the safety of her bedroom. 

Instead, she found herself rooted in place, every nerve ending alive with possibility.

Edith's mask felt suffocating. The air in the room was too thick, too laden with possibilities. 

"You never said anything."

"I never felt like...the time was right. And now...” her eyes sparkled. “Well. I’m licking pussy every day. I’m really good at it. I wish I could show you how good it feels. I wish I could feel your lips on my cunt. I want that so fucking bad and—”

Sloan froze mid-sentence, her eyes widening above the mask. She held up a hand, pressing it to her forehead in an exaggerated gesture of self-reproach.

"Oh my god, I'm so sorry," she said, shaking her head so her golden waves rippled like water. "Listen to me, just going off like some kind of... God, this is exactly what you were afraid of, isn't it? The virus making me into this sex-obsessed—" She cut herself off again, turning back to the boxes with jerky, embarrassed movements. "I should just grab these and go. I'm making you uncomfortable."

The loss of that electric tension felt like cold water on Edith's overheated skin. She watched Sloan bend to lift a box, the leather skirt riding up to reveal another inch of intoxicating thigh, and something small and desperate escaped her throat—a whimper so quiet she hoped Sloan hadn't heard it.

But of course she had. Sloan's enhanced hearing was just another "gift" from the virus. Another way to anticipate anything her Man might need. 

"What was that?" Sloan asked, not turning around, her voice carefully neutral. "Did you say something?"

Edith's face burned beneath her mask. Her mouth opened and closed several times, words tangling on her tongue. The smart thing would be to let Sloan leave. To maintain the boundaries that had kept her safe for forty-three days.

But safety felt suddenly less important than the ache between her legs, the memory of Sloan's confession—I used to wonder what they'd taste like—playing on repeat in her mind.

"You were infected six weeks ago," Edith heard herself say, the words tumbling out in a rush. Her voice sounded strange to her own ears, breathless and young. "The CDC says the contagion window for Bimb-Flu is typically fourteen to twenty-one days post-infection, assuming no re-exposure to the virus."

Sloan turned slowly, abandoning the box. Those impossible blue eyes found Edith's, holding her pinned like a butterfly to cork. 

"That's true," she said carefully. "Though the studies are still preliminary."

"But you’re like, his latest acquisition, right?" Edith's hands twisted together, a nervous habit she thought she'd outgrown. "And like, there’s barely anyone out there like me who is trying to not get infected. So there's been no re-exposure to any new infections. No fresh viral load to reset your contagion window."

"Edith..." 

Sloan's voice held a warning, but also something else. Hope? Hunger?

"I'm just saying," Edith said, unable to stop the flow of words now that the dam had broken, "that scientifically speaking, the risk would be minimal. Not zero, but minimal. If we were to... if you still wanted to..."

"If I still wanted to what?" Sloan asked, and now she was moving closer, each click of her heels on the hardwood counting down to something irreversible.

Edith's tongue darted out to wet her lips. “...I really had a really, really, really bad crush on you too...”

The confession hung between them like a physical thing, shimmering in the cold air of the apartment. Sloan's hand moved to her mask with dreamlike slowness, fingers catching the elastic loops behind her ears. Her fingers waited there until Edith nodded.

"Oh, Edith," she said, her voice thick with emotion that might have been sympathy or triumph. 

The mask came away, revealing the full impact of her transformed face. Without the barrier, Edith could see how the virus had perfected what was already beautiful—Sloan's lips were fuller, pinker, perpetually swollen as if she'd just been thoroughly kissed. Her skin seemed to emit its own light, that impossible porn-star glow that made her look airbrushed in real life.

"Your turn," Sloan whispered, reaching for Edith's mask with the same deliberate care. "Let me see you."

Edith's hands flew up instinctively, catching Sloan's wrists. The contact sent electricity shooting up her arms. 

"I'm scared," she admitted, the words muffled by the N95.

"I know," Sloan said, and the compassion in her voice was genuine, even as her pupils dilated with unmistakable arousal. "But Edith, sweetie, you've been scared for forty-three days. Aren't you tired of being afraid?"

Edith's hands trembled as they fell away, giving permission. Sloan's fingers were gentle as they unhooked the mask, peeling it away to reveal Edith's face—those aristocratic features locked away for so long, now flushed with desire and terror in equal measure.

"God," Sloan said, drinking in the sight. "You're even more beautiful than I remembered. Those lips..."

She leaned in slowly, giving Edith every opportunity to pull away. But Edith was frozen, caught between self-preservation and a need so profound it felt like dying. When their lips finally met, it was soft—achingly, heartbreakingly soft.

Edith made a sound that was part sob, part moan. How long had it been since anyone had touched her? Since she'd felt the warmth of another person's breath on her skin? Sloan's lips were silk and heat, moving against hers with practiced skill that made Edith's knees buckle.

"Easy," Sloan murmured against her mouth, arms coming around Edith's waist to steady her. "I've got you."

The kiss deepened, Sloan's tongue sliding past Edith's parted lips with devastating precision. She tasted like strawberry lip gloss and something else—something that made Edith's head spin and her core clench with need. Edith's hands tangled in Sloan's golden hair, pulling her closer, desperate for more contact after weeks of isolation.

This was happiness, Edith realized with crystalline clarity. This moment, this kiss, this surrender to everything she'd been denying herself. Her body sang with it, every nerve ending alive with sensation. 

She could feel herself getting wet, so wet it was embarrassing, her cotton panties already soaked through as Sloan's tongue explored her mouth with expert precision.

When they finally broke apart, Edith was panting, her chest heaving beneath her sweatshirt. Sloan's lips were even more swollen now, glistening with their mingled saliva. She looked like sin incarnate, like every fantasy Edith had tried to suppress during those long, lonely nights.

"That was..." Edith couldn't finish the sentence. Her brain felt fuzzy at the edges, thoughts scattering like startled birds.

"Perfect," Sloan finished for her, stroking Edith's cheek. "You taste even better than I imagined.”

Edith leaned into the touch, craving more contact. Her skin felt too tight, too hot, like she might burst out of it at any moment. 

"Kiss me again," she begged, not recognizing her own voice. "Please, Sloan. I need—"

"Shh.” There was something in her eyes now—a flicker of lustful triumph that made Edith's stomach drop. "There's something I need to tell you first. About the infection window."

Edith blinked, trying to focus through the haze of arousal. 

"What about it? You said—the studies—"

"The studies are right," Sloan said, her hands still cradling Edith's face. "About normal infection windows. But there's one thing you weren't accounting for." She paused, biting that plush lower lip. "Cindy. Michael's nurse. The one who's always around, taking care of all of us."

"What about her?" 

Dread pooled in her stomach, mixing with the heat in a nauseating cocktail.

Sloan's eyes filled with what looked like genuine glee. 

"She's... special. The virus made her into a permanent carrier. She's infectious all the time, every day, forever. And she's so sweet, so eager to share her 'gift' with everyone." She smiled. "She's at the house every day. Touching us. Kissing us. Breathing on us. We're all constantly re-infected."

The words hit Edith like a physical blow. She stumbled backward, her legs hitting the bed, forcing her to sit. 

"You're... you're infectious right now?"

"I'm so sorry." 

But she was grinning. Biting her lip and grinning and her nipples were erect and...

Oh fuck she did it all for him. Pretended for him. Played me like a fiddle oh my god, oh my GOD—

"I honestly thought you were going to see through me. I didn’t realize how bad you wanted to fuck me, I don’t think.” She giggled. “That’s kind of the whole thing, now. I don’t think very much. And Edith...it’s fantastic.”

Edith’s nipples were so hard. Why couldn’t she run? Sloan was so fucking pretty...

“And I need to make Daddy hard. He deserves it. He deserves you."

Edith's hand flew to her mouth, feeling the tingling that was already starting. Not just from the kiss—that was too quick—but from breathing the infected air.

Sloan surged forward. Before Edith could react, those plush lips were on hers again, harder this time, more demanding. Edith's protests died in her throat as Sloan's tongue invaded her mouth, tasting of strawberries and corruption.

"Don't fight it.” Sloan’s teeth raked her lips, one hand tangling in Edith's dark hair while the other slipped beneath the waistband of her yoga pants. "This is what you wanted. What we both wanted."

Edith gasped as Sloan’s fingers found her soaked center, sliding through the evidence of her arousal with practiced ease. Her hips bucked involuntarily, seeking more contact even as her mind screamed warnings.

"So wet," Sloan said, circling Edith's clit with devastating precision. "God, you're drenched. You've been dreaming about this, haven't you? About me touching you like this?"

"I—" Edith couldn't form words, couldn't think past the sensation of Sloan's fingers on her most sensitive flesh. 

It had been so long since anyone had touched her, and never like this—never with such confident ownership.

"I dreamed about it too," Sloan said, sliding two fingers inside Edith's tight channel. "Really. That wasn’t a lie. Every night in that house, surrounded by all those pretty girls, I thought about you. About how tight you'd be for him. How you'd taste. How you’ll taste him." She pumped her fingers slowly, curling them to hit that spot that made Edith see stars. "I knew that tugging on your heart strings would get your guard down. Sorry, but I’m kind of not sorry? Daddy’s made me such a bad girl and he’s going to love you. He's going to fuck us both pregnant, fill us with his babies. We'll be sisters for real then."

The image—Michael's massive frame between them, using them both—sent a fresh wave of wetness flooding Sloan's fingers. Edith's body was betraying her completely, hips rolling to meet each thrust.

"Please," Edith whimpered, though she wasn't sure if she was begging Sloan to stop or continue.

"That's it, baby.” Sloan added a third finger, stretching Edith deliciously. "Let go. Let yourself feel good. You've been so strong for so long, keeping yourself locked away. But you don't have to be strong anymore. Daddy will take care of everything. Daddy is so strong.”

...Daddy...Daddy is so strong...so strong...

“All you have to do is spread your legs and take his cock like a good girl."

The words sent lightning through her core, her inner walls clenching around Sloan's fingers. She was close, so close, her body winding tighter with each stroke.

"Sloan.” Her fingernails digging into the blonde's shoulders. "I can't—I'm going to—"

"Come for me," Sloan said, her thumb finding Edith's clit. "Come thinking about his cock. About how he's going to break you open and remake you. How you'll thank him for it while he's breeding you. He slaps me if I’m bad. He slaps me if I’m good. He just slaps me and chokes me because he has dozens of me and I’m so. Fucking. Pretty. Isn’t it so sexy how he has everything and everyone?"

But at the last possible second, some buried instinct of self-preservation kicked in. Edith wrenched herself away from Sloan's touch, stumbling backward on shaking legs. Her pussy clenched around nothing, desperate for those fingers to return, but she forced herself to keep moving.

"No," she gasped, the word barely audible. "No, I can't—"

She turned and ran, fleeing to her bedroom like a child escaping a nightmare. The door slammed behind her, the lock clicking into place with finality. Edith collapsed against it, her chest heaving, yoga pants soaked through with her arousal.

Through the door, she could hear Sloan's voice, sweet and coaxing: 

"Edith? Baby, it's okay. I'm sorry I pushed. I just want you to be happy..."

But Edith wasn't listening anymore. Her hand was already sliding into her pants, finding her swollen clit with desperate urgency. She was so wet, so sensitive from Sloan's touch that it only took a few circles before she was on the edge again.

Her mind supplied the images without her permission: Sloan's hot mouth descending between her legs, that talented tongue lapping at her pussy. Michael's massive frame looming over them both, his cock—she'd seen it in those videos, impossibly thick and long—pressing against her virgin entrance.

"Fuck," she whimpered, two fingers plunging inside herself, trying to replicate what Sloan had done. It wasn't the same, wasn't enough, but her body was too wound up to care.

She thought about what Sloan had said—how Michael slapped her whether she was good or bad, just because he could. Because he owned her. The idea of that kind of total dominance, of being so thoroughly possessed that even pain became a gift, made Edith's pussy clench hard around her fingers.

Her other hand found her breast through her sweatshirt, pinching her nipple hard. Would they grow like Sloan's had? Would they become heavy and sensitive, aching to be touched, to feed the babies Michael would pump into her?

The thought sent her tumbling over the edge. Edith came with a strangled cry, her back arching off the door as waves of pleasure crashed through her. It was intense but somehow hollow—satisfying her body's immediate need while leaving her craving more.

As she slumped against the door, aftershocks still rippling through her, Edith became aware of several things at once. Her lips were tingling—not just from the kiss, but in a way that suggested cellular changes were already beginning. Her breasts felt tender, nipples hard despite the warm flush of orgasm. And between her legs, she was somehow even wetter than before, as if her body was preparing itself for what was coming.

Because it was coming. 

The virus was in her now, multiplying with each heartbeat, rewriting her from the inside out. 

* * * * *
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EDITH WAS NO LONGER capable of keeping her fingers out of her pussy. 

Why had she locked the door? She giggled helplessly. If she didn’t see a man in the next few hours, her brain would bake itself into permanent stupidity. She knew enough from studying the virus that women who imprinted faster kept more of themselves, more of their personalities—like Sloan. 

That was probably why Ellie had introduced Sloan to Michael so quickly. To keep Sloan’s personality around, so she could use it to lie and manipulative and capture girls like Edith—dummy yummy lesbians who would be perfect gold-star virgins for their Man. 

The giggle turned into a moan as her fingers found her g-spot. Edith pressed her forehead against the cool floor, trying to ground herself in reality even as her body betrayed her with wave after wave of need. Her gathered autodidactic medical knowledge kicked in, cataloging symptoms even as she succumbed to them: elevated body temperature, hypersensitivity of erogenous zones, increased vaginal secretions, the telltale mental fog that preceded full transformation.

"Edith?" Sloan's voice floated through the door, honeyed and patient. "Baby, I can hear you in there. I know what you're feeling. The ache that won't go away no matter how many times you come. The emptiness that fingers can't fill."

"Shut up," Edith gasped, but her fingers moved faster, chasing another hollow orgasm. Her other hand pushed up her sweatshirt, finding nipples that were already more sensitive than they'd ever been. They felt swollen, tender, like they were preparing for something her conscious mind still rejected.

Edith realized, dimly, that she could hear Sloan quite well. The air purifiers were all outside her room, and Sloan had turned them off. 

"Did you know the virus activates the same neural pathways as heroin?” Edith could hear the smile in her voice. “But better. Cleaner. No comedown, just pure bliss every time he touches you."

Edith's eyes squeezed shut as another orgasm rippled through her—the fourth? Fifth? She'd lost count. Each one left her more desperate than before, her body learning that her own touch would never be enough.

"I should hate you." Every word, every thought felt sluggish. "For lying. For infecting me."

"I know, baby. I'm so sorry." She sounded delighted. "But you have to understand—I can't help it. Every thought I have now is about making him happy. About bringing him new girls to breed. It's not even a choice anymore. It's like breathing! Isn’t it fab?"

Edith's medical mind latched onto that, even as her fingers continued their relentless rhythm. The virus hijacked the autonomic nervous system, making devotion to the imprinted male as essential as oxygen. She'd read the papers, seen the brain scans. The infected women weren't lying when they said they needed their men—their bodies would go into withdrawal without regular contact.

"He's going to love you so much." Sloan sounded dreamy, almost envious. "You're exactly his type. Tall, thin, those cheekbones... And you're smart. He pretends he doesn't care about that anymore, but I see how he looks at Paige when she talks about her business empire. Well, former empire. She signed it all over to him last month."

The image of some high-powered CEO handing over everything she'd built to Michael made Edith's pussy clench. She came again, a sharp burst of pleasure that rocketed through her entire system. 

That image led directly to another—one more primal and deep. 

Edith, in a kitchen. 

She saw herself as if through a soft-focus lens, like something out of a 1950s pinup calendar. Her hair fell in flawless waves past her shoulders, glossy and dark as midnight. She wore a micro dress that barely covered her ass—cherry red with white polka dots, the neckline plunging to show off breasts that had grown to pornographic proportions. A frilly apron tied around her impossibly tiny waist, and her legs seemed to go on forever, ending in matte leather heels that clicked against the linoleum as she moved.

The kitchen was spotless, gleaming—a shrine to domesticity. She bent over the oven, checking on a roast that smelled like heaven, and felt wetness dripping down her thighs. 

No panties. Michael didn't allow panties in his house.

Part of her consciousness floated above the scene, clinical and observant. She recognized the neural hijacking for what it was—the virus accessing her deepest fantasies, the ones she'd never admitted even to herself. 

It was textbook, really. The pathogen needed to keep certain neural pathways constantly activated to thrive, so it fed its host a steady drip of their most potent sexual scenarios. She'd read about it in the JAMA just last week, though the dry academic language hadn't prepared her for the vividness of the experience.

In the kitchen, her fantasy-self hummed while she cooked, some vapid pop song that the real Edith would have despised. But this Edith—this perfectly bimbofied housewife—swayed her hips to the rhythm, her movements making the micro dress ride up to reveal the lower curves of her ass.

"Dinner's almost ready, Daddy," she called out.

"Smells good." 

Edith straightened, smoothing her tiny dress down futilely as she turned. Michael sat at the kitchen table, massive frame dwarfing the chair. He wore a stained white tank top that clung to muscles carved from marble, work pants hanging low on his hips. His cock was out, thick and heavy in his calloused hand as he stroked himself lazily, watching her with dark eyes that held no warmth.

"Thank you, sir," Edith heard herself say, voice breathy and eager. "It'll be ready in just a few minutes. I used the herbs you like, just how you showed me."

"Did I show you?" His tone was mild, conversational, but something in it made her stomach drop. "Because I remember specifically telling you to use rosemary. And that looks like thyme."

Edith's hands fluttered to her apron. "No, I... I'm sure you said thyme. Last Tuesday, when you were teaching me the recipe."

"Teaching you." He leaned back, cock still in hand, precum beading at the tip. "Is that what you think I was doing? Teaching?" A heavy sigh. "Edith, I'm disappointed. I thought you were smarter than this. I wasn't teaching—I was sharing something special with you. Something my mother used to make. And you've turned it into some kind of... lesson?"

"I'm sorry.” She wasn't sure what she was apologizing for. The roast smelled delicious, she knew it did, but his words made her doubt everything. "I didn't mean to make you feel that way."

"You didn't mean to." Another sigh, theatrical in its disappointment. "You never mean to, do you? Just like you didn't mean to make me wait forty-three days while you hid in that apartment, making me worry about you. Making me think you didn't want this."

Edith's pussy clenched at his words, fresh wetness coating her thighs. This was wrong, she knew it was wrong, but her body sang with the rightness of being corrected, of being shown her failures.

"I was scared," she said, moving closer despite herself. "I didn't understand how much you needed me."

"Needed you?" His hand moved faster on his cock. "Baby, I don't need anyone. I've got houses full of women begging for my attention. I wanted you. There's a difference. But maybe I was wrong about that."

"No!" The word tore from her throat. She dropped to her knees beside his chair, hands reaching for his thighs before catching herself. "Please, I'm sorry. I'll do better. The roast will be perfect, I promise."

"Two minutes," he said, glancing at his watch. "You've got two minutes before it burns."

Edith scrambled to her feet, micro dress riding up to expose the toned globes of her ass as she bent to pull the roast from the oven. Her hands shook as she transferred it to the serving platter, arranging the vegetables with the precision of a surgeon. The kitchen timer showed thirty seconds to spare, but when she turned back to Michael, his expression was unreadable.

"You're late," he said simply.

"But the timer—"

The backhand caught her across the cheek, not hard enough to truly hurt but firm enough to make her gasp. Stars burst behind her eyes as arousal flooded through her, pussy clenching around nothing.

I’m such a lucky girl. He cares about me so much.

"Are you arguing with me?" His voice remained conversational, almost gentle. "After everything I've done for you? Given you purpose, a home, a family? And you're going to stand there and argue about a timer?"

"No," Edith said, pressing her thighs together against the ache. "I'm sorry. You're right. I was late."

"Of course I'm right." He gestured to his cock, still hard and glistening. "Make it up to me. Show me you understand how much I've sacrificed for you."

Edith sank back to her knees gratefully, hands trembling as they wrapped around his thickness. Her mouth watered at the sight, lips parting automatically. This was what she was made for, what her body had been preparing for during all those lonely nights.

He’s so fucking good to me. Letting me dote on him. He’s so generous...it’s all my fault. I need to be better for him. Need to be a good girl all the time.

"That's better," Michael murmured, one hand tangling in her hair as she took him into her mouth. "See? You can be good when you try. I knew I wasn't wrong about you."

She moaned around his cock, the praise making her pussy drip onto the clean floor. Her tongue swirled around the head, tasting salt and male and ownership. Above her, Michael began eating the roast one-handed, occasionally making satisfied sounds that might have been about the food or her mouth.

The kitchen door swung open, and Edith heard the click of heels. 

"Daddy! You're home!"

Through her peripheral vision, Edith saw Sloan—but not Sloan. This version wore a micro-mini skirt that barely covered her pussy, a white crop top tied beneath her breasts, leaving her tanned stomach bare. Her hair was in a long pony tail, lips glossed and puffy.

"There's my good girl," Michael said warmly—so different from how he spoke to Edith. "How was work?"

What her work could possibly be was blurry to Edith. It couldn’t possibly matter much.

"Amazing!" Sloan bounced over, sliding onto his lap with practiced ease. Edith felt Sloan's weight settle onto her head, the blonde's soaking pussy grinding against her scalp as she continued sucking Michael's cock. "Jessica Martinez asked if you were single. I told her you were taken times infinity."

"Times infinity?" Michael chuckled, the sound rumbling through his chest. "Maybe we should work on your math skills."

Michael's hand slid up Sloan's tiny skirt, fingers disappearing between her thighs. Edith felt the movement through the weight on her head, heard Sloan's breathy gasp as Michael found her center.

"Pretty girls like me...” said Sloan, hips rolling against Edith's skull. "...don't need to worry about numbers when we have Daddies who take care of everything."

"Smart girl," Michael grunted, his cock swelling in Edith's mouth. She hollowed her cheeks, sucking harder, desperate to please him while he touched their “daughter.” The wrongness of it, the twisted domesticity, made her pussy clench with need.

"Oh, and Sarah Chen tried to say her dad was hotter than you," Sloan continued, grinding harder against Edith's head. 

The pressure on her scalp mixed with the taste of Michael's precum to create a cocktail of submission that made Edith's eyes roll back. 

"But I showed her," Sloan giggled, the sound like champagne bubbles popping. "Held her head in the toilet until she admitted you were the hottest man in the city. She was crying so hard, mascara everywhere! I told her maybe if she wasn't so ugly, she'd understand what a real man looks like."

Michael's hips bucked up, driving his cock deeper into Edith's throat. 

"That's my good girl," he growled, fingers working Sloan's pussy with increased fervor. "Always defending your Daddy's honor."

Edith gagged around his length but didn't pull back, tears streaming down her cheeks as she worked to accommodate him. The casual cruelty of Sloan's story, Michael's approval of it, the way her own degradation was just background noise to their connection—it all combined into a symphony of submission that had her pussy dripping steadily onto the kitchen floor.

Sloan's thighs clamped around Edith's head, trembling. The blonde's juices dripped down Edith's neck, marking her, claiming her as part of this twisted family unit.

"You're the prettiest girl in town, aren't you?" Michael's voice was rough now, his hips starting to thrust up into Edith's throat. "Tell Daddy how pretty you are."

"The prettiest!" Sloan gasped, bouncing on his fingers. "Prettier than all the rest. My tits are bigger, my waist is smaller, my ass is perfect. The other men—boys, really—they all stare but they know they can't touch. Only you get to touch, Daddy. Only you—"

Her words cut off as Michael pulled her down for a kiss, his tongue invading her mouth with the same ownership he showed Edith's throat. Edith could hear them making out above her, wet sounds of lips and tongues that made her pussy drip steadily onto the kitchen floor. She was furniture, a hole for Michael to use while he played with his real prize.

The cock in her mouth pulsed, and Edith felt the first hot rope of cum hit the back of her throat. The vibration of his orgasm traveled through her skull, and apparently that was enough for Sloan because suddenly the blonde was screaming her release, grinding frantically against Edith's head as she came.

Edith swallowed desperately, not wanting to spill a drop of Michael's gift. Each pulse felt like a benediction, marking her as his, as theirs, as part of something bigger than her small, frightened life had ever been—

The hallucination shattered like glass as the door burst open, shattered into pieces by one strong smashing kick through the hinges.

Edith found herself on her bedroom floor, fingers buried in her pussy, yoga pants around her ankles. Her jaw ached like she'd been sucking cock in real life. 

Her cheek tingled where Michael had struck her in the fantasy, and she could still taste phantom salt on her tongue. The virus was rewriting her neural pathways in real-time, she realized with the part of her brain that could still think clinically. 

He was there. Now. In the doorway. Not a fantasy. Real. 

“Oh...god...”

Hyper-sensitivity was one of her body’s new permanent bimbo symptoms. She could feel her brain changing from seeing him—this man. Her perfect man. 

Michael filled the doorway like a force of nature, his massive frame backlit by the hallway light. The transformation the virus had wrought on him was complete. He was pure masculine dominance: muscles rippling beneath a tight black t-shirt, lantern jaw, eyes dark with primal hunger.

Behind him, Sloan hovered like a broken angel. The left side of her jaw bloomed purple-black with fresh bruising, the kind of mark that came from a backhanded slap delivered with real force. But her eyes—those impossibly blue eyes, wet and glazed—gazed at Michael with nothing but adoration and gratitude. 

She liked his attention any way she could get it.

"I'm sorry, Daddy," Sloan whispered, pressing herself against his back, hands running over his chest with desperate need. "I tried to bring her to you nicely. I failed. Thank you for correcting me. Thank you for showing me how to be better."

Michael's response was a low growl, barely human. His dark eyes fixed on Edith, taking in her sprawled position, her soaked fingers still buried in her pussy, the way her body had already begun its transformation. Her breasts strained against the sweatshirt, visibly swelling, while her waist had already begun its impossible narrowing.

"Please," Edith heard herself whimper, though she wasn't sure what she was begging for. 

Her mind catalogued the changes even as her body surrendered to them—cellular restructuring at an unprecedented rate, fat redistribution following the virus's pornographic blueprint, neural pathways reorganizing to prioritize pleasure and submission above all else.

Sloan slipped around Michael's bulk, sinking to her knees with practiced eagerness. Her bruised face—its natural pale color already returning as the mark healed—turned up to him with worshipful intensity as her hands worked his belt. 

"Let me make it up to you," she said. "Let me show Edith how good we can be for you."

Michael's cock sprang free, and Edith's pussy clenched hard at the sight. It was even more massive than in her hallucination—thick as her wrist, veined like marble, the head already glistening with precum. Sloan's damaged jaw dropped open eagerly, and she took him to the root in one smooth motion that defied physics.

"Fuck." 

Edith could feel her body reshaping itself, breasts swelling larger with each heartbeat, pushing against the confines of her sweatshirt. The fabric stretched, then tore, revealing tits that belonged on a porn star—high and firm despite their new size, topped with nipples the color of rose petals.

Michael's hand tangled in Sloan's hair, making impromptu pigtail handles as he fucked her throat with brutal efficiency. The wet, choking sounds made Edith's pussy gush, adding to the puddle already forming beneath her.

She watched Sloan work Michael's massive cock with single-minded devotion, tears streaming down her bruised cheek as she gagged and choked. 

Each brutal thrust made the blonde's throat bulge obscenely, but she never pulled back, never resisted. Her hands reached back to spread her ass cheeks, presenting herself completely even as Michael used her mouth like a disposable toy.

She’s so good. So grateful. Such a good girl...

Her body was changing faster now, the virus responding to Michael's presence. Wider hips. Ass swelling. Hair thicker, longer. Eyelashes fluttering. Eyes almost glowing.

Michael grunted, a sound that bypassed Edith's ears and spoke directly to her cunt. He was beyond language now, she realized. The virus had stripped him down to pure instinct, pure breeding imperative. His massive hand left Sloan's hair to grip his shaft, pulling out of her throat with a wet pop that left the blonde gasping.

Thick ropes of cum painted Sloan's face, marking her as his. She moaned, cumming just from the facial, tongue darting out to catch what she could while the rest dripped onto her heavy tits.

"Thank you," Sloan gasped, scooping cum from her cheek and sucking it off her fingers. "Thank you for marking me, Daddy. Thank you so much."

Michael's dark eyes turned to Edith, and she felt the full weight of his attention like a physical force. Her transformation accelerated under his gaze—hair growing longer and glossier, skin taking on that impossible porn-star glow, lips swelling to suck his cock and his alone.

"Please," Edith whimpered, spreading her legs wider, presenting her dripping pussy. "I know it's stupid to resist. You're too strong. Too perfect. I can't fight something like you."

She crawled toward him on hands and knees, her new tits swaying hypnotically. 

"I studied the virus for so long, trying to protect myself. But I understand now. There's no protection from a real man. From a god."

His pheromone production was off the charts, literally drugging any woman in his vicinity. His testosterone levels would have killed a normal man. 

"I'm sorry I made you wait," Edith said, reaching his feet and pressing reverent kisses to his boots. "I was so foolish, thinking I could hide from you. Thinking I had a choice." She looked up at him through her lashes, green eyes bright with tears of submission. "Please fuck me. Please breed me. Make me useful."

Michael's response was immediate and violent. His massive hand tangled in Edith's newly lustrous hair, yanking her head back at a painful angle. The roughness made her pussy clench, fresh wetness coating her thighs as she gazed up at him with desperate adoration.

"Mmmph," he grunted, the sound guttural and commanding. His other hand gripped his still-hard cock, slapping it against her cheek with enough force to leave a wet mark. The weight of it, the heat, made Edith's mouth water uncontrollably.

"He wants your throat," Sloan translated breathlessly, crawling over to press against Edith's side. Her cum-covered face glowed with happiness as she helped position Edith's mouth. "Open wide, baby. Show him how sorry you are for making him wait."

Edith's jaw dropped open automatically, her body knowing its purpose even before her mind caught up. Michael's cock pushed past her lips without ceremony, stretching them obscenely wide. The taste exploded across her tongue—salt and musk and pure masculinity that made her eyes roll back.

"That's it," Sloan cooed, hands roaming over Edith's transformed body, pinching her sensitive nipples. "You're doing so good. Look how happy you're making him."

Michael's hips began moving, each thrust pushing deeper into Edith's virgin throat. She gagged, tears streaming, but the discomfort only made her wetter. This was what she'd been denying herself—this complete surrender, this absolute purpose.

Her throat began reshaping itself to accommodate him better, the virus ensuring she could take every inch. Soon she was swallowing him to the root, nose pressed against his pelvis, breathing forgotten in favor of serving his pleasure.

"Your body knows," Sloan whispered, rubbing her sticky face against Edith’s neck, fingers finding Edith's clit. "It's been preparing for this moment since you first got infected. Every change, every transformation, all to make you a good girl for him."

Edith moaned around Michael's cock, the vibrations making him grunt again. His pace increased, fucking her face with the same brutal efficiency he'd shown Sloan. But where Sloan had been practiced, Edith was desperate—sucking harder, swallowing frantically, needing his approval like oxygen.

Her breasts had finished their transformation, proudly bouncing on her chest. Her waist was impossibly tiny now, making her hips and tits look even more dramatic in comparison. 

She'd become the ultimate fantasy, the kind of body that existed only in heavily edited photos—except hers was real, breathing, desperate to be used.

Michael pulled out suddenly, cock leaving her gasping. Before she could beg for its return, he'd flipped her onto her hands and knees with casual strength. 

"Oh god, yes," Sloan said, positioning herself beneath Edith in a sixty-nine and tugging her close. "He's going to breed you now. You're going to be so full of his babies."

Edith felt the massive head of Michael's cock press against her virgin entrance, and her whole body trembled with anticipation and fear. Despite all her wetness, all her preparation, he was impossibly large. The pressure increased as he pushed forward, stretching her in ways she'd never imagined possible.

"It hurts," she whimpered, even as her hips pushed back against him, body betraying her need. "You're too big, I can't—"

Sloan's tongue found her clit, circling with devastating precision. "You can," she murmured against Edith's pussy. "Your body was made for this. Made for him."

Michael grunted and thrust forward, burying half his length in one brutal stroke. Edith screamed, the sound equal parts pain and ecstasy as her pussy stretched to accommodate him. She could feel herself reshaping internally, the virus ensuring she could take every inch of her god.

"So tight," Sloan said, licking where Michael's cock disappeared into Edith. "Virgin-tight forever, that's what the virus does. You'll always feel like the first time for him."

Michael's hands gripped Edith's hips hard enough to bruise, pulling her back as he thrust forward. Each stroke went deeper, his cock carving out space inside her that seemed to touch her very soul. The pain transmuted into pleasure so intense it short-circuited her brain, leaving only animal need.

"Please," she babbled, not even sure what she was begging for. "Please, please, please—"

Michael's response was to increase his pace, fucking her with mechanical efficiency. His balls slapped against Sloan's face with each thrust, and the blonde eagerly licked them, worshipping every part of him she could reach.

Edith's tits swung wildly beneath her, the motion sending sparks of pleasure through her hypersensitive nipples. She could feel another orgasm building, bigger than anything she'd experienced with her own fingers. It crashed over her like a tsunami, her pussy clamping down on Michael's cock as she screamed her release.

"Beautiful," Sloan said, still licking frantically. "You're so beautiful when you come on his cock. I'm so proud of you, baby."

But Michael didn't slow. If anything, Edith's orgasm only spurred him on. His thrusts became savage, each one driving the breath from her lungs. She could feel him swelling inside her, preparing to flood her womb with his hypervirile seed.

"Breed me," Edith gasped, the words torn from her throat. "Please, I need it. Need your babies. Need to be useful to you."

Michael roared—the first real sound he'd made—and Edith felt the first hot pulse of cum paint her insides. It triggered another orgasm, her body recognizing its purpose being fulfilled. He came and came, pumping what felt like pints of seed into her transformed womb, each pulse accompanied by another crushing wave of pleasure that left Edith sobbing with gratitude.

"Yes, yes, yes!" Sloan cried from below, her tongue working frantically to catch the overflow that leaked around Michael's still-thrusting cock. "You're his now! Really his! We're sisters!"

Edith's arms gave out, her face pressing into the carpet as Michael continued to use her, his cock never softening despite the massive load he'd just deposited. The virus had made him insatiable, capable of breeding multiple women multiple times without rest.

"Thank you.” Tears of joy streamed down Edith’s cheeks. "Thank you for choosing me. Thank you for breaking down my door. Thank you for not letting me hide anymore."

Michael's hand tangled in her hair again, pulling her up and back against his chest. The new angle drove him impossibly deeper, and Edith could feel her cervix opening to accept him, her body rewriting itself to be his breeding vessel.

Sloan scrambled up to join them, pressing her cum-stained face against Edith's in a desperate kiss. Edith could taste Michael on the blonde's lips, could taste herself, could taste the promise of their new life together. Their tongues danced as Michael continued his relentless pace, using Edith's body like the fucktoy she'd become.

"We'll take such good care of him," Sloan said against her mouth. "Feed him, clean for him, present our holes whenever he wants. And when the other girls get jealous, we'll hold them down so he can breed them too."

"Everyone," Edith agreed, another orgasm building. "Every woman should feel this. Should know what it's like to be owned by a real man."

Michael grunted his approval, his cock pulsing again as he flooded her already-full womb with another massive load. Edith could feel her belly beginning to swell slightly from the sheer volume, could feel his seed seeking out her eggs with viral efficiency.

"Pregnant," she moaned, the word a prayer. "I'm going to be so pregnant for you. Going to waddle around with your baby, tits leaking milk, begging you to fuck me anyway."

"We both will.” Rome slid her hand to Edith’s distended belly. "Sister wives, raising his babies together. Isn't that lush?"

Edith could only nod, beyond words as Michael finally pulled out with a wet squelch. His cum poured out of her gaping pussy in a thick stream, and Sloan immediately dove down to lick it up, not wanting to waste a drop of their god's gift.

Michael stood, his cock still hard and glistening with their combined fluids. He looked down at them—his two obedient dolls, transformed and bred and grateful—with the satisfaction of ownership. Then he turned and walked out without a word, probably heading to one of his other houses to breed more of his growing harem.

# # #
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        I never meant for it to happen. 
One minute I'm tinkering in my garage with a new design for a high-efficiency toaster, the next my hard-bodied daughter Morgan and her ultra-fit influencer best friend Emma are standing in my workshop, their eyes glazed over with empty-headed, obedient, pliant lust.
 
They hate me. Have for years. Morgan still blames me for the divorce, and Emma—God, Emma with her perfect, fit body poured into designer athleisure, her millions of followers hanging on every pouty selfie—she looks at me like I'm something she stepped in.
 
But now? Now they're smiling at me. Actually *smiling*.
 
The device is barely operational. I should destroy it. Should pretend this never happened. Instead, I hear myself telling Morgan that she's proud of me. That Emma loves showing off for me, and that Morgan is proud to have a bestie that her Dad thinks is so hot.
 
I should stop. But I've made them want it. And now they keep telling me how much they want more…
 
God help me, I can't resist.
 
WARNING: This story features a bumbling, nice-guy protagonist accidentally mind-controlling his daughter's best friend into wanting hot, explicit, needy, toxic love with an older man and even to crave breeding to make their love permanent, while his daughter cheers them on!
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