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They arrived at the house in pairs; six people in all. They were promised one hundred thousand dollars by the city of Fallow if they could clear the Kappa Kappa Phi Sorority house of any spiritual presence. A stolidly serious scientist and his mousy, sexless wife. Two devastatingly beautiful lesbian mediums, each trying to outshine the other. And finally, a lovely young caretaker and the mysterious, guarded man she had spent more than ten years trying to protect from the evil in the world.

But no amount of protection would do them any good. At Bimbo House, nothing was sacred. Unless they were careful, unless they were better than everyone who had arrived previously, they would end as everyone else who entered the house—as sex-obsessed maniacs, bent on fucking and breeding above all else.

* * * * *

It was the day of Halloween, just past nine in the morning. The air was cold, crisp. Leonard liked the cold. It felt clean to him. It felt more honest than the heat, always trying to fool you into the thinking the universe cared. But the universe didn’t care. The universe was full of cold—had almost infinitely more cold than warmth. All the spots in the cosmos that existed that were hidden from light, hidden from warmth—these filled most of what made up matter.

Cold was honest. Cold didn’t lie. Cold would kill you if you let it, and it would tell you so all the way down to the freezing point.

Leonard was of average height, and considerably average weight for a man his age. His pants didn't quite fit around his belly anymore, and his years had immunized him from caring about the three or four inches his belly flopped down across his belt buckle. His hair, once thick and strong and dark, had worried away into a slight comb over which he did not bother to keep up with.

The Kappa Kappa Phi Sorority House, or Bimbo House, as it had become known in the college town of Fallow, stood at the top of an imposing hill. A gravel drive slid up the hill and sloped slightly downward into a circular drive right in front of the imposing structure. All along the perimeter was a brick wall, layered with graffiti. The house itself, however, was suspicious clear of any vandalism. Even all the windows were intact.

Leonard stood with his young wife, Elaine, at the brick wall. Just twenty-five, Elaine had been a former student of his who approached him at a conference on the paranormal a few summers past. They quickly married. It had been a congenial relationship, thus far. Leonard would rate it highly. She did not seem to mind that he had little desire for sex, being so consumed with his work. 

Elaine had on a thick dark blue sweater, her dirty blond hair in a loose ponytail spreading just past her shoulders. Her small, skinny form clung to Leonard. She was scared already. In his time on this earth, nearly forty-five years, Leonard had been to a number of haunted houses. But this one had a certain feeling to it that he could not quite wrap his head around.

They had been the first to arrive, followed quickly thereafter by Lilah Shaw and Marissa Hewitt, the region’s most famous mediums. Marissa was well-known for her sittings—in which she attempted to contact spirits of the dead—in absolute nudity. She was a former glamour model, and in many ways was like a taller, blonder, more beautiful version of Elaine. Her skin was just a bit more clear, her legs longer, her face even more lovely and blemish-free...

Leonard shook his head. Such thoughts would not do him well in the confines of the sorority house. Of Bimbo House. It was known to play on the lusts of women and men, both.

Marissa’s partner, Lilah, was equally gorgeous, though more reserved. Marissa was dressed in an airy little green dress, baring her cleavage, showing off her tight leggings. Her sweater could not have possibly kept out the cold. 

Lilah, on the other hand, though clearly a a phenomenal beauty, had her hair tied up in a ragged bunch, wearing several sweaters over a thick pair of sweat pants. Thick glasses were arranged around her eyes, almost coke-bottle like in their thickness. She had, to her credit, several degrees in paranormal studies. Why she persisted in her asinine mediumry when she was so very well educated was beyond Leonard.

The four of them now waited for Brian Badger and his caretaker, Penny Ambers. Badger was the only known person to survive Bimbo House unscathed.

Marissa and Lilah were jabbering away at something near the gate. Lilah had a notebook out, trying to show her partner some scribble or another. Marissa, instead, was holding a crystal to her head and balancing on one leg. 

Ludicrous, thought Leonard. Absolutely ridiculous.

“How long do you think this will take?” Elaine asked him.

“No more than a day or two, I should think. We might even be out before the sun sets.”

“That’s all? To clear the house of a haunting presence?”

The city of Fallow had hired Leonard—and the mediums, and Badger—to clear the house. They wanted to build a new wing of the medical school there, but were concerned over the numerous reports over the years of the rather insane-sounding phenomena reported by every sort of person. Students, athletes, coaches, scientists, even politicians had confirmed that something fishy was happening at Bimbo House, at the least. 

At the most, one could point to the veritable army of studs and bimbos that had been created after regular souls entered the house and left completely transformed. It was the sort of phenomena without equal anywhere that he had heard of.

Leonard shrugged. “It should be simple enough. Nothing we haven’t done anywhere else.”

“But this feels different,” said Elaine. “More dangerous. This isn’t some...some old soul wanting to be guided away. Everything I’ve read sounds...”

“Malevolent?”

“Lustful,” said Elaine. She shook as the wind picked up. “It’s dangerous in there, isn’t it?”

“Oh yes. It’s a veritable death-trap. Or...” he shrugged, wavering. “Not a death-trap. Doom-trap, shall we say?”

“What’s the difference?”

“Doom doesn’t mean you die, necessarily. It’s just a word, with a rather negative connotation, for fate. Anyone who goes in there is fated to a life of sluttified bimbodom or jockified studdom. It’s horrid. As you read.”

“If this place is so dangerous,” said Elaine, “how are we going to survive?”

“Science, my dear.” Leonard hugged her close. “Science! These pathetic jock and slut ghosts won’t see it coming.”

“Haven’t other people tried what you’re trying?”

“No!” His response was vehement. Elaine shrank backward. “I’m sorry, my dear. Forgive me. No, they haven’t. They’ve tried what those fools are doing,” he gestured toward the mediums, “several, several times. So, they’re here for...I don’t know. Consistency?” He checked his pocket watch. “And what the 1997 team tried, only he knows for sure.” 

He pointed toward Badger, who had appeared at the foot of the hill with his caretaker. He looked older than his years, with a thick white shock through his hair. The thin man stopped, staring up at the house with his hands in his pocket. The pretty woman at his side fussed with his hair, tugging a cap down on his skull. He barely seemed to notice her.

“But,” Leonard finished, “no one has tried honest-to-god science.”

Badger and Penny approached, and the six individuals drew together. They introduced themselves shortly. Leonard noticed Badger did not speak, relying instead on the motherly Penny to do so for him. She was a young woman, Penny, and doting on her charge. Leonard wondered what had drawn them together in such a way.

In short order, they opened the gate and walked up the hill. Elaine, no doubt, felt dread climbing in her belly. Or at least, that is what Leonard surmised from the way she clung to his arm.

“They’ve had the electricity turned on, and the gas too,” said Lilah abruptly. “And food will be delivered every morning.”

They all looked at her for a moment.

“I spoke with the Mayor this morning. He assured me it was all well in hand.”

The group approached the doors in the front of the house. Feeling his opportunity to set the record straight, Leonard cleared his throat.

“Now,” he said, clapping his hands. “I am sure you others have your own ideas of what is going to happen here. But the simple fact remains that he,” Leonard pointed at Badger, “is mostly here as bait for the forces inside and to fulfill some superstition on the part of the town council. And you,” he quickly spoke past Penny’s quiet objection, pointing instead at the mediums, “are here because no matter how many times your methods fail, people continue to believe your silliness. So, instead of that nonsense, we are of course going to prove my theory while we are here. The notion of the ‘paranormal’ is largely farcical. Are there real, unexplained circumstances, events, and phenomena that occur in the world? Most certainly. But must they remain inexplicable? I think not. I think it is, indeed, contrary to the entire notion of science to recognize that these phenomena take place and then to relegate them either to fantasies or to the so-called ‘supernatural.’”

“It’s irresponsible,” nodded Elaine, tugging close to his arm.

Leonard had hoped they would be at least somewhat moved by his speech. But no. The mediums had crossed their arms, staring at him in stony silence. Badger, however, did seem moved enough enough to talk.

“You may believe whatever you like, Doctor,” said Badger. “But this place has a real force in it. A true malevolence of spirit. And you should not trifle with it.”

“I believe it has real force, good sir! I do. I simply do not believe it is supernatural in nature, that’s all. It’s mindless. Purposeless. Just existing for the sake of existing.”

“We shall see.”

Badger opened the door slowly.

The entryway was its own room, in many ways. Like a church, there was a wall at one end separating it from the rest of the house. Two doorways led out into the house proper. 

They all strutted inside with confidence, each of them holding their bags. Leonard quickly lost sight of Elaine, Badger, and Penny. He was focusing on the pictures of all the sorority sisters in the entryway. The mayor’s office had reported to him that the pictures had been taken down several times, and even delivered to the families of the deceased, but every time, they managed to show back up on the walls in this house within a matter of days.

“Curious...” he muttered.

He gazed at the portraits of the sorority presidents, the Catenberrys. Veronica, Marcella, Verona, Marina, all of them. All incredibly gorgeous, with sultry smiles on their lovely faces. They all seemed to be winking. Flirting, almost, as if they would pop out of the photos at any point. All of them with incredibly vibrant blue eyes. Even the black-and-white photos, you could tell their eyes were blue. Wasn't that something...

Leonard noticed suddenly that the air inside the house was warm, unseasonably so. 

“You said the gas was turned on?” said Marissa, tugging Lilah’s arm. 

“Yes,” said Lilah. “But only this morning. And not the furnace. All the way, I mean. I was told specifically they hadn’t turned it to a temperature, only made it operable.”

Lilah stopped near a wall, tapping at a thermostat. “Yes. It’s off.”

“Forty degrees outside,” said Marissa, “and seventy four in here.” 

She stripped her sweater off and let it fall to the ground. Quickly, Lilah picked it up, frowning and stuffing it in the collection of their baggage. Marissa’s exquisite breasts were fully on display now, just the low-cut fabric of her dress. Slowly, Leonard tore his eyes away.

“Phenomena already,” he said quietly, trying to focus. “Remarkable. Yes, quite remarkable.”

“Dear?” came Elaine’s voice. “What’s all this?”

He followed the sound of Elaine’s voice through the house.

Shortly, he found her in the large hall past the entryway, standing with Badger and Penny. Supporting the vast, tall ceiling was a branching set of pillars, interlocking beautifully like a forest of branches. 

At the base of the impressive architectural display, six costumes were on posts, the spotlights on the ceiling shining directly at them. The themes of the costumes were easy to identify. Two cheerleaders, a jock, a witch, a superhero, and a scientist.

“Look,” said Elaine. “There’s two men’s costumes...the football player and the scientist...”

“And four women’s costumes, yes.” Leonard nodded. “Don’t touch them. They’re no doubt dangerous, layered with the energy of this place. Pure manifestations of paranormal phenomena. Remarkable!”

“So what?” asked Marissa, joining them. “The house made some costumes. Big whoop.”

“It’s the same number as us,” said Lilah. She shoved her glasses upward and scribbled a few notes in her binder. “And the same gender. There were officiants from the mayor’s office here this morning. They didn’t report anything like this being here.”

“Mindless, purposeless force,” said Badger, raising an eyebrow at Leonard. “Indeed.”

* * * * *

After a few minutes of staring at the costumes in some wonder, each separate pair began to go about their business in the immense great hall. The general feeling was that just because a few costumes had shown up didn’t make their work any less pressing. Far from it, in fact. That there was already such a high level of paranormal phenomena meant that they needed to be more on their game than ever. 

Elaine felt her fear rising, having been the one to discover the strange, sexy costumes. She tried to let herself calm. All that really made her feel somewhat safe was by staying close to Leonard. She needed his strength, his calm. Her own calm had fled her long, long ago, and she only felt properly on solid ground in his presence.

A lifetime of taking care of her over-anxious mother had left Elaine afraid of her own shadow if it grew large enough. “Perhaps I'm growing as well?” she might ask. “Acromegaly kills seventeen people every year.”

Leonard's endless rationality would not tolerate such foolish, self-perpetuating notions of anxiety. Elaine loved him for it. 

Slowly, she and her husband began unpacking his machine out from his bags. 

Marissa and Lilah stopped their séance preliminaries, watching the couple. Marissa strutted over, tits jiggling with every step.

“What is that?” she asked brightly.

She leaned over, her tits nearly falling on top of Leonard’s head. Elaine regarded her with some disdain. It was not lost on her how pretty Marissa was. It was not lost on Elaine at all how the sexy, buxom blonde was like an upgraded version of herself.

It was rather lucky for her that Leonard didn't find much interest in sex. Elaine neither, for that matter.

She regarded Marissa's tall legs, her effortlessly sexy hair, her brilliant white smile.

Yes. Very lucky.

“This,” said Leonard, tapping the components of his machine, unable to hide his pride, “is the reason I know we shall succeed. This machine has cleared over fifteen hauntings in the past ten years. The Cleanser! It is infallible.”

Lilah looked skeptical. “Infallible?”

“It’s practically the Titanic.”

“The Titanic sank, dear,” whispered Elaine. 

“Don’t you go starting on me.” Leonard huffed. “It works very well, in any case. It will dismantle any residual radiation leftover from the powers present here. With that radiation cleared, so too will be any phenomena. It’s all rather simple.”

“It seems like something out of science fiction,” said Lilah. 

“Oh yes,” said Leonard, sarcasm rising. “And ‘speaking with dead spirits’ is just so terribly on the nose with common reality.”

Marissa was incensed, now. “There have been thousands of instances of individuals speaking with the dead recorded to your fifteen cleared hauntings, and I will have you know—”

Badger cleared his throat.

They all turned to him, and then to where he was pointing. The costumes in the hall had begun to levitate, floating eerily in the dim light. Elaine clung to Leonard's sleeve at the fantastic sight.

“The house hears you,” he said quietly. “She hears you. The Catenberrys. They all hear you.”

“The Catenberrys?” asked Marissa. “Who’s that?”

“Oh really, sweetheart,” said Lilah, crossing her arms. “Didn’t you read the packet I prepared for you?”

Marissa shrugged. “I skimmed it.”

“I apologize for any offense I may have given.” Leonard cleared his throat. “Obviously, there is power present which is acting—er—responding to our antagonistic attitudes. I should not have showboated so much. Perhaps a little history is in order, so that we may all better appreciate the ins and outs of this dangerous house? Mr. Badger, if you would please...?”

“Why me? You clearly know it.”

“Yes. But I don’t have so personal a touch as you.”

Badger frowned. “Very well.”

He strolled over to the long table in the middle of the great wall, running his hand along the wood.

“In 1952, the Kappa Kappa Phi Sorority was founded, and subsequently bought this house. It was purchased by Verona Catenberry, the mother of Veronica Catenberry, who was eighteen at the time. Veronica was named club president, and held that position for ten years, before handing it over to her younger sister, Frieda. Frieda transferred the reigns in eight years time to Marcella, Veronica’s daughter. And so on and on, until the final president, one Marina Catenberry. The leadership being so incestuous, over time, corruption became rather smiled upon and encouraged.”

Lilah snorted. “Of course.”

“I mean corruption of every kind. By the time the house was shut down in 1988, there was an orgy every weekend, and three different sex services run through these very doors. It operated as a brothel, an escort service, and as a phone sex service. The new girls in the sorority all had to work phone sex for a time before working their way up. It was said, believe it or not,” he eyed Lionel, “that the Catenberrys had a mystical connection of some kind. They could make others do what they wanted with simple force of will. It didn’t hurt that all of them were supremely gorgeous.”

Brian sat down on the table, letting his legs dangle down.

“There is a rumor,” he said, “and I don't know its veracity, mind you, that Veronica Catenberry, that first president, arranged the sorority house as a tribute to her lover, Homer. He was an old playboy, very well-to-do. Verona stole him away from his wife by promising him a harem of women to do his bidding, or so the story goes. But by the time she had the sorority under her complete control, a matter of months, Homer was old and sick. He entered the house, and, overwhelmed by what he saw, promptly fell down dead. It’s believed, by those who perpetuate the rumor, that this drove Veronica entirely mad. Made her obsessed with the occult, that sort of thing. The story goes that she was searching for his replacement ever since, and had her daughters and nieces do the same.” 

“If they were so powerful,” asked Marissa, “then how did this place get shut down?”

“They all died, didn’t they?” asked Elaine. “A mass poisoning?”

“Yes.” Badger nodded. “A stupid thing. Someone put a little too much moonshine in the drinks one night, and someone else dropped just a few too many roofies in the punch. Bingo bongo, you got a house full of dead jocks and bimbos.”

“And now, they’re all haunting the place.”

“Or so the story goes,” said Leonard.

“Or so the reality is,” said Badger. “1990. First recorded instances of paranormal activity at Bimbo House. 1992. The first official investigation into the occurrences here. Ten researchers sent in. All ten came out transformed. Five bimbos, five jocks. They’re still happily married to this day, though their collective IQ isn’t more than five hundred, I’d wager. 1994. Another investigation, this time by a state-wide offensive. The results were similar. 1997. My incident, as some of you may know. The local college had a few professors who orchestrated a seance for a class, none of them truly believing in the so-called superstitious...”

He continued, but his voice seemed to fade out of earshot for Elaine. She was too busy looking at the costumes, which had slowly levitated down to the floor.

The witch’s costume in particular called out to her. Elaine had never been one for Halloween. Always she had been forced to stay home and look after her dear mother, always so sickly or at least convinced she was sick. It was thankless work, with her mother so plugged up with pills that she was often barely conscious enough to say anything besides needing to go the bathroom. But, Elaine had felt fulfilled by the work.

All that fulfillment meant nothing when it came to the matter of having friends, however. She fell in love with practically the first adult male she spoke with. For all the years of her marriage, she counted herself fortunate to have fallen in with Leonard, who had so few demands as a husband and a lover. He wanted a companion, someone to show off to, and Elaine was more than willing to be impressed at his vast intelligence.

That costume, though, that witch’s costume. It spoke to her. The fabric was so nice, so soft-looking. It would frame her breasts just so. 

My frame would be just lovely in that. Quite flattering.

She had dreams, from time to time, of dressing up for Halloween. Going out and dolling herself up like some tart, being taken off the street by some huge, big-cocked stud who wouldn’t take no for an answer and wanted nothing more than to fill her cunt until she was overflowing with his thick, gooey seed and make her beg to give her his babies...

“Elaine!” cried Leonard. “Didn’t I say not to touch the costumes?”

Elaine nodded slowly. “Of course, dear. Why—”

She looked down. In her hand was the sleeve of the witch’s costume. Oh, that was terribly odd, wasn’t it? When had that happened?

And why, why oh why, was her pussy dripping wet with arousal?

* * * * *

Hours passed, and they all began to settle in. By early afternoon, they each had chosen rooms in the sweeping east wing of the house, where the electricity seemed to be most efficient. At first, Brian and Penny had tried to opt for separate rooms, until Lilah reminded them that perhaps it would be better, on the whole, to always stay with a partner.

The house could prey on isolation. 

This whole affair rather scared Penny. She was not glad to be there, but she was glad to be surrounded by so many experts. It seemed, at least on the face of things, that Doctor Leonard knew what he was doing, and that if he didn’t, Lilah and Marissa certainly did. 

She felt she had the most in common with Elaine, who had a sort of similarly scared look on her face all the time. But Elaine cowered next to Leonard so completely that it was hard to talk to her without somehow talking to Leonard as well. And while he did seem rather smart, he was...unpleasant. From the strange smell of his breath, to his sweating bald head, to the endless lectures he wanted to provide about his theories, there was not much use Penny had for the man. 

The lesbians were another matter altogether. They were intimidating, the two of them together. Penny was quite all right with homosexuality in the abstract, where upon a movie protagonist might have a gay best friend or something like that. But it was an entirely different and slightly scandalizing experience to watch two such lesbians dote and bicker at each other like some old married couple. The way Marissa and Lilah expressed their exasperation with such stolidity and joviality impressed her, really. She was just unused to such things. The thought crossed her mind that at their home, they might have family photos of themselves, posing for pictures in front of landmarks. 

It was fine. It was just odd for her, that was all.

The room she had with Brian was large. There was only one bed, but Brian had already layered out a sleeping bag on the floor. He had insisted, before coming, that he was not going to sleep in any of the soiled sheets that the house sported. So, Penny had a bed to herself. 

I wouldn't mind sharing it with Brian. If only he'd ask... 

Whoever’s room it had been once must have been some boy-crazy girl. On the walls, still, were posters for old eighties bands and sporting the teen idols of at least a dozen television shows. Penny felt overwhelmed with poofy hairstyles and jean jackets, landmarks of the eighties. 

Now, Brian was in the bathroom, and Penny waited outside. That was most of her role for the older man—waiting to be told what to do. 

He was, she knew, only here in this house because the city council had demanded it. At one point in his life, he had been considered a rather gifted personality medium—that is, he could allow the personalities of spirits to enter his body and act through him. But, no longer was that the case. Ever since the incident at Bimbo House more than a decade before, he had shut himself off completely.

Penny had entered Brian’s service some five years ago, when she was still in college. His assistant before that time had been an older matronly woman, but she passed away from injuries sustained during a car accident. Penny had found Brian’s frantic posting for help on the internet, and decided she was going to be the one to save him.

It was a flaw of hers, trying to save others. She couldn’t help herself. That was why she had pursued her degree in social work. If this business with Brian ever calmed down, she would go after her graduate degree as well.

For the most part, Brian could take of himself. He was an able reader, stayed abreast of politics, and liked to spend his time volunteering at local charities, spooning out stew at homeless kitchens, that sort of thing. 

But he would not drive. He would not spend any time in a kitchen. He would not even sleep unless someone was nearby—in the same room, when he was at his worst, but mostly a room adjacent would work fine. 

From his experience at Bimbo House when he was just barely eighteen, he had developed an array of crippling phobias that disallowed him from travel, eating, and rest, and it was only with Penny’s assistance that he was able to do all of this. He was terrified to do anything with too much responsibility because of his belief that at any moment, if he allowed his guard to go down by becoming consumed with a task, then spirits would take him over and ruin his life or the lives of those closest to him.

Of course, at this point, the only one closest to Brian was Penny. She would be flattered if he ever actually said it, or thanked her. But, she supposed he showed his gratitude in other ways. Her bi-monthly paycheck, for example, was quite handsomely endowed. Brian inherited quite a lot of money when his parents died young, which was how he got away with not holding down any sort of proper job for so many years.

She sighed, fiddling at her thumbs as she sat on the bed. Brian was taking his time in the bathroom. She could hear running water, though. That was good.

Walking over to the mirror, she adjusted her vest and then her pants. She was naturally a slender girl, though she took care to mind her diet. Her mother had been terribly obese before her heart attack and subsequent death, and Penny was deathly afraid of the same thing happening to her. Her hair, caught in a short ponytail, framed her pretty face.

I'm so very lovely. He'd certainly let me touch his cock if I asked nicely enough.

Suddenly, her face in the mirror winked seductively—but Penny had not winked.

She started, rubbing her eyes and then poking at the mirror. Nothing out of the ordinary happened.

“B-Brian?” she asked. “There’s something...something you should...”

She trailed off.

“Brian?”

She knocked on the bathroom door. He had been in there far too long.

“Brian? Brian, would you come out, please?”

She heard him rustling around. 

“I...I can’t.”

“Please, Brian. You’re scaring me.”

“Fine.”

She could hear the reluctance present in his voice. The water shut off, and she heard him stomp to the door.

He cracked open the door. 

“I’m just...it’s embarrassing.”

“What is, Brian?”

“It’s my...you know. My...manhood.”

“Your...” her eyes widened. “Oh. My. It’s...?”

“Yes. It won’t go down.”

“Not at all?”

“No. Look.” He swung the door open now, letting her see the enormous tent he had behind his boxers.

It was the one mark of his stay at Bimbo House from so many years ago. His cock had forever been altered, forever made huge. It sounded like a blessing to some—what man wouldn’t love sporting a huge cock? But Brian had forever been terrified of fucking any woman with it. It was cursed, or so he thought, and to touch another person with its cursed properties would be to ruin their lives. And so, he had been celibate for his entire run since the last time being in this house.

This was why he had agreed to come in the first place. The money being offered meant little to him. If the place truly could be cleared, if he could help it happen, then perhaps he’d have his normal cock back, and he’d be able to have sex like a normal person again.

For the longest time, Penny thought he was just being superstitious. She dismissed these fears, and had idly suggested that he get a girlfriend of some sort until finally he demanded that she stop bothering him with the issue.

And then, one Autumn afternoon just a few years ago, Penny had smelled his cum, shortly after entering a room where he had just masturbated. Brian had shuffled out in a hurry, trying to hide what he’d done, but Penny knew. She grew up with three older brothers—she knew what Brian was about.

Reaching down to clean up his spent tissues—it was her job to keep everything tidy, after all—she had accidentally inhaled the strong, musty scent of his unloaded seed.

She drifted for hours afterward, her mind suddenly a potent realm of lust and forbidden appetites. She masturbated, and the feeling only intensified. She came again, and again, it only got worse. This continued, and finally she managed to quell it all with a bottle of wine and a good cold shower, but until that point, she had seriously considered for the first time seducing her charge.

After that incident—after just inhaling the scent of his furiously arousing cum and not being able to do anything but masturbate for nearly a quarter of a day—she believed that something was happening with Brian. As the months went on, it became harder and harder to contain herself around him, though. She’d always thought he was rather attractive.

So attractive. I really must fuck him some day. It might as well be now. Here.

“I’m...I’m really sorry,” he said. “It’s just, it’s hard, and I don’t know what to do about it. I ran cold water on it for five full minutes, and nothing.”

“Can’t you...jerk it off?”

Penny felt her mouth beginning to salivate. God, that was one huge cock. It would be so easy to imagine him jerking it, to imagine him cumming and spilling everywhere...maybe even on her shoes, or her legs...

That wouldn’t be so bad, right?

“I can, it’s just...we’re not supposed to be alone, you know that. And I’m afraid that if I close my eyes and start masturbating, then I’ll be vulnerable to the spirits here.”

“Oh. Right. That makes sense.”

It was getting rather hard to think. Her thoughts had been invaded by a heavy, lusty cloud. She didn’t know it, but she was licking her lips every few seconds, in between biting on her lower lip. 

“I was wondering if you could help me.”

“Help...you?”

Penny’s heart began to race. Was he really asking her?

“Yes. I thought that you could...touch it, you know. And then I wouldn’t be vulnerable, lost in my thoughts. And I would...just...unload all this energy.”

“Oh,” said Penny. Her nipples had begun to stand proudly erect in her tiny shirt. “I see.”

“We could, you know. Put a towel over it. Or a sheet, something. So you wouldn’t have to look. I don’t think I’d last long. I’m really, really turned on.”

Penny’s fingers trailed along the bed, inching slowly toward his cock.

“And you really...really can’t jerk off?”

“No. It’s too risky.”

“But how will me jerking you off be any better?”

“You don’t make me feel vulnerable, Penny. You make me feel strong.”

Despite herself, she blushed.

“How...how would that work?” she asked. “I’ve never really...I mean I’ve had sex, but I’ve never jerked a guy off, believe it or not. Do I just...?”

She slid her hand to his boxers, sliding them down. His immense cock was lowered momentarily, and then sprang up, bigger than before. A little dollop of precum landed on Penny’s hand. 

“Oh, shit,” said Brian. “I’m sorry. No, you don’t have to—”

She licked it up, not thinking. It tasted sweet.

“Wow. You just...swallowed it.”

She shrugged. “Yes. I’d like to stay clean, if you don’t mind. Now, I should just take you, like this?”

With an ease that surprised even her, she wrapped her slender, soft hand over the head of his cock and then slowly started to tug. She could feel his precum sliding down her throat, warming every section of her body it passed. She found herself wanting to taste more and more of it. Maybe if she asked sweetly, he’d let her clean up his cock when she was done.

That’s what she did for him, after all. Clean up after the messes he made. It would only be fair that she do it for this sort of mess. What sort of servant would she be to him if she didn’t take care of this singularly important human need? She continued to stroke, considering this.

“God,” moaned Brian. “You are...you are very good at that.”

Penny felt herself glow with the compliment. Brian practically never complimented her. It was always, “Too little” this and “Not quite” that. Her joy flooded into her hands, where she had found a hot, practiced, rhythmic motion sliding back and forth on his slick cock. Smiling, she came closer to him, drawing her hand against his shoulders.

“Is it better if I whisper in your ear, like this?” she asked. “Is it better if I’m asking you to cum?”

He stiffened. “Y-yeah. That’s better.”

“Won’t you cum, Brian? Won’t you cum while I jerk you off? You need to cum, don’t you?”

“Oh fuck. Oh god. Penny...”

“Come on, then. Go ahead and cum. It will be so, so nice. So very, very nice...”

His cock spasming, he spurted out his thick, heavy load. Penny instinctively aimed it downward so that it spilled all over her bare feet. The rich, warm feeling of his cum on her skin was incomparably sweet. Some of it got on her hands. Instinctively, she licked it up, just like she had with the precum.

For a second, he stared at her, wonder in his eyes. She thought he might tell her something intimate, something important. Then, the cloud receded from Penny’s mind, and she noticed she was standing with gooey, cooling cum all over her toes. Brian’s naked cock, softening by the second, still pulsed out little strands of warm cum every few seconds.

“What...the fuck, Brian?”

She pushed him away, running into the bathroom to wash herself off, the taste of his cum still fresh in her mouth. How the hell had he convinced her into letting that happen?

* * * * *

“It’s no use,” said Lilah, after a full two hours of meditation. “I’m just completely cut off.”

Marissa sighed, her medallions tinkling away on her well-developed chest. “I hate to admit it, but you’re right. I’ve gotten nowhere. I don’t understand it.”

“I know. There’s so much power here. So much...lust and energy. It doesn’t make sense that we can’t tap into any of it.”

“Unless,” said Marissa, “we’re just not trying the way they want us to try.”

“They?”

“Well, obviously the Catenberrys are still in charge. Why wouldn’t they be? They ran the place when they were alive. No doubt they’re still running things now, if anyone is.”

A thick, heavy cloud slid over Marissa’s mind. Thick lids slid down over her eyes, and she bit her lip, staring at her lover. Lilah looked so fucking cute in those thick sweaters, those gross sweatpants. Marissa thought she looked extra cute because of how she was the only one who got to take advantage of what an absolutely smashing body Lilah had underneath all of that. 

God, but she wanted to fuck. They had fucked all night last night before coming to Bimbo House. They thought that by releasing all that sexual energy, it would make it easier to resist the veritable bank vault of lust that was Bimbo House.

So far, though, all that crazy night had done was instill a wealth of fresh memories of her lover’s incredible body in Marissa’s mind. She’d love to see Lilah dress up a little hotter. If only there was some way to get her to show off, just a little. Some way to encourage her to display those gorgeous tits she had, or that banging ass. 

If only there were some social construct designed just for that purpose...

The lights over Marissa’s head dimmed and then became brighter, suddenly.

“What if...we wore those costumes?”

“The costumes?” Lilah snorted. “You can’t be serious.”

“Don’t tell me you agree with that buffoon, Leonard. That they’re some malevolent force given form.”

“Well, no, but...”

“Then they must be a sign from the house itself! From the Catenberrys, from all the spirits trapped here! We must put them on to understand them better. To see what the Catenberrys want us to see.”

Lilah frowned. “I don’t know, Marissa. That’s a pretty big risk.”

“What’s the saying—no risk, no reward?”

“Yeah. And what about ‘no risk, no risk?’ I’m not putting my body on the line just to prove Leonard wrong. Even if he is a buffoon.”

Marissa slid forward, pushing her hands across Lilah’s lap.

“Please?”

“Don’t make that face. You know I can’t turn you down when you make that face.”

“Pleeeease?”

Lilah rolled her eyes.

“It’s such a dumb idea. This is a really, really dangerous place, Marissa.”

“Come on. Don’t you want to see me all dressed up like a cheerleader?”

This was a very old kink of Lilah's. Marissa had seen the porn on her lover's computer. Yes, even super-serious mega-study nerds like Lilah had to look at porn, once in a while.

“You’d...” Lilah gulped slowly. “You’d wear the cheerleader outfit?”

Marissa nodded, eyes sparkling. “I’d even do a little cheer for you. And when we beat this place? When we prove Leonard wrong? I’ll wear it while I eat you out.”

Lilah bit her lip, moaning softly. Her dark eyes smoldered with possibility.

“O-okay. Fine. We’ll put them on. But only for a few minutes, okay? And if anything strange starts happening...anything at all! We have to stop, okay?”

“Sure!” Marissa giggled happily. “You bet.”

Quickly, they started downstairs to the great hall. No one was around. They could hear Leonard humming loudly in one study, building his machine.

What a dumb man. I'll prove him wrong.

In the great hall, the costumes were still where the crew had left them. The spotlights shone on them, highlighting small dust particles floating in the air.

As Marissa approached them, some feelings of dread took hold. Was this the right thing to do? How had she gotten this silly idea, anyway? Wear the costumes? Was she insane? Marissa touched the cheerleading outfit slowly. And then...

All feelings of worry dripped away, like ice cream on a hot day. Next to her, Lilah giggled—actually giggled—as she began to strip off her clothes.

Very soon Marissa was naked. And very soon after that, the tiny cheerleading costume was decorating her hot young body. The skirt barely went past her ass—it wasn't even trying. The top was a sort of tube top, red and white, with a wide v-neck to expose her luscious, expanding cleavage. The flesh rippled with sudden, pleasant growth.

Her already rather large breasts were growing. The fabric strained to hold them inside.

God, that was cool. She looked down at her titties, eyes wide with greedy lust.

“They're like, growing,” she said, unable to hide her delight.

“Mine too!” said Lilah, voice girlish and high-pitched.

She looked at her lover for the first time since they changed, and her jaw dropped.

Lilah hardly ever dressed up. She was notoriously stodgy, as a matter of fact, and refused to gussy herself up just the amusement of others. 

But now, in that cheerleading outfit, she looked like a sex goddess stepped out from some hentai cartoon. Her tits were enormous, twin globes of lusty perfection, and her hair swept in a thick blanket around one shoulder and wrapped around her tight, toned waist. Before Marissa's very eyes, Lilah's skin became more and more tan, and her eyes started to glow with a supernatural blue hue.

Lilah giggled. “The outfit, like...doesn't come with any panties...”

“Oh, really?” Marissa got down on her knees, pulling Lilah with her. “Like um...I think I had better check and make sure. Maybe they're just really small?”

Their promise of stopping if anything became strange was obviously forgotten, and happily so.

Marissa pushed up the skirt of her lusciously transformed lover's outfit, exposing her absolutely naked pussy. Lilah used to have a rather thick bush, but now it was bare and smooth, perfect for licking. Moaning, Marissa leaned in and began to lick away at Lilah's cunt, and was pleasantly surprised when the brunette beauty began orgasming almost immediately.

“L-like, l-like, oh my god!” Lilah cried. “Oh my like, god! Y-you have t-to stop, like, I'm getting dumber n' dumber n' stuff! I can feel like, my thoughty bits poppin' away!”

Trying to be attentive, Marissa slowed down and slipped her fingers up and down her lover's slick folds.

“Are you sure you want me to stop, baby?”

Lilah giggled, sliding her hands up against Marissa's. Their skin was silky smooth.

“S-stop?” She giggled again, her pussy throbbing with orgasmic bliss. “Why stop? I don't wanna think. Make 'em all pop!”

Still quivering with lustful juices, pulses of bliss obviously sliding through her, Lilah maneuvered around on the floor and slipped her tongue up on Marissa's hot, needy pussy.

“Two can like, play at that....um...like...the pussy licking.” She giggled, sliding her face deep between Marissa's thighs.

Just like Lilah, Marissa came almost immediately. Her pussy felt super charged. Spasms shook her, and continued to shake her, each one a signal of fresh, hot bliss spreading through her tiny busty body. Just a few short, hot licks of her partner's immaculate tongue and she was cumming. Determined not to be outdone, even as the pleasure fried more circuits in her tiny bimbofied brain, she continued to lick away at Lilah's cunt.

Marissa could feel herself getting dumber with each sparkling hot orgasm that rippled through her body. Understanding of the intricacies politics popped away. Science. Spirituality. Math. Even big, hard, complicated words like politics, science, spirituality and math were lost on her now, holding as much meaning as a sock full of mud. She didn't care. No doubt Lilah was the same.

Before long, they were too dumb to even know that they couldn't do anything, anymore, except lick one another's pussies like the hot lesbian bimbos they had become. They rolled across the floor, trading lick after lick, sliding into new rooms as they tumbled on the ground and grew ever more gorgeous and more dumb.

* * * * *

After eight hours in the house, with the sun coming down outside and the moon swinging upward to announce the brilliant Halloween night, Leonard’s machine was finally fully calibrated and ready to go. On the table in the study adjacent to the great hall, the machine looked like little else than a small row of metal boxes. But within those boxes was great power. He could turn the machine on at any moment, and completely rid this house of all so-called “evil” presences.

In truth, he would just be reversing the leftover radiation from all the psychic energy that had been poured into the walls of this place over the years. Not so much a “cleansing” as a “dissolution.” But, whatever made the city council happy. He would have his hundred thousand dollars, and his reputation would be that much more confirmed in the world.

He sat down on a tall chair across from his machine. 

I deserve a break. A reward. That was hard work.

The thought came completely unbidden to him, but that was all right. He agreed with it. He did deserve something of a reward for his work. He was well content to just sit and close his eyes and wait for his wife to come and tell him how well he’d done.

He didn’t know where she went. She had said, some thirty minutes ago, that she was going to the bathroom, but it had been quite a long while since then. He wondered if he ought to be worried.

Nonsense. This house is perfectly safe.

Yes. Safe. Everything was safe here, and doubly so now that his machine was fully ready!

He tried to get comfortable in the high-backed chair, but it was rather difficult. It seemed to be actively pushing against him. He could really use a stiff drink to help himself relax.

The cabinet there. Probably there’s liquor.

Curious, he stood up to follow up on the sudden inspiration. Lo and behold, there was a tall bottle of well-aged brandy there, and a clean glass right in front. He took a long sniff of the stuff, and then a little sip.

Whoa! That was strong. He poured out just a finger of it into the glass.

He only needed a little, after all.

There’s so little of it. I could probably take it all in one gulp.

Of course he could. There was no reason to goad himself, though. He was an adult, after all, and had no need to prove himself in childish drinking games.

I suppose that means I can’t do it.

Stubbornly, he quaffed the brandy all in one go, and had barely felt the burning rush of the liquid down his esophagus when he was pouring himself another glass, two fingers this time—and downing that one too.

Wow! I suppose I was wrong. I’m rather good at drinking.

He was good at drinking. He poured yet another glass, with twice as much as the previous amount, and merrily walked back to the high backed chair. 

My, but it was a comfortable chair. He must have been sitting in it completely wrong. Why on earth had he adopted such a stiff sitting style? The proper way to sit in a chair was to slouch over, hanging loose like you didn’t care. Yes, that was ideal. This way, his hands drug against the ground a bit as he giggled and sipped away at his brandy.

“Good!” he proclaimed loudly, banging the back of the tall chair. “Delicious!”

Slowly, the door to the great hall opened. Leonard took a long look at the door, a bit perturbed. 

Must have just been the wind. Old house. These things happen.

Yes, yes, of course. That made sense. That was all rational. Science! That was the word of the day. That’s what would save everyone here.

Still, might be better to go look. Maybe Marissa’s out there.

Oh yes, Marissa. God, he’d love to get her drunk. They could both knock a few back and create some regrets for one another. Wouldn’t that be fun? The thought of his cock, riding through her gentle, perfect tits until he sprayed his load all over her pretty face...

He stepped out into the great hall, feeling frisky. His cock pushed hard against his khakis. If he could find Elaine, he’d fuck her right there in front of everyone. She had earned a good fucking from his mighty cock, after all. He deserved it, didn’t he? Deserved her begging to fuck him. After all, she wasn’t nearly as good as Marissa, and he rather thought Marissa ought to be begging to suck him off as well.

Wait. What?

Don’t worry about it. Have a drink.

Oh, yes. That was better. The brandy tasted strong. A nice strong haze spilled over his thoughts. That’s what he needed. That's what he deserved. He stepped proudly from one end of the hall to the other, unbuttoning his shirt slowly. He had a chest, after all. A manly chest. He was a man!

Where had his wife gone to, anyway?

Probably to fuck that Badger. He’s so much better looking than me.

That was an odd thought. He never had such thoughts, such jealous arrangements.

At the front of the hall, still, were the costumes. Or rather, four of them were left. The jock, the witch, the superheroine, and the scientist.

Don’t need to put on the scientist. You can’t dress up as what you are.

Leonard harrumphed. He wasn’t going to put any of those costumes on. They were all rather ridiculous, and besides, they were probably loaded with...with...

He took a drink. 

What was he thinking about?

Oh, yes. The costumes. He came closer to them, eyeing them slowly. In particular, he focused on the jock’s costume. A football jersey, complete with white stretchy pants. He’d never been much of one for sports. It used to be he was made fun of for his brains in school. People mocked him, called him brainiac and Einstein. He had never understood why those were insults. It was good to be smart!

“Good!” he grunted, grabbing the jersey angrily. “A good thing, dammit!”

A calm drifted over him. This jersey material really was quite nice. Finishing his drink—taking in more than half of what had been poured in it—he took it off the stand and held it up. 

It was all very safe. He wasn’t going to wear it, for chrissakes. Just look at it a little.

You could wear it, though. You’re so strong. Strong men wear jerseys. That’s the first step in being a real athlete.

Yeah. Yeah! Why couldn’t he wear it? He was an adult. Who was going to tell him what to do?

Slowly, he slipped the jersey over his head. It felt good. Correct.

In almost no time at all, his old clothes were laying about the hall, and he had the football pants slipped up on his legs. He noticed for the first time that there were women's clothes around the costumes. Who had left those there? That looked like Marissa's dress...

Then, he started to grow. His muscles spasmed and rippled, and the ground became further and further away. He was becoming taller. He was becoming stronger. 

You're a stud. A real stud. The biggest stud who's ever existed.

That was certainly true enough! Who would argue against that? He'd like to find out. He'd fight that person until they were dead! He'd smash them and break them with his big jock muscles. That's what hot jocks did, dammit!

His bulge was clearly evident in the tiny white pants, a monstrosity of a cock prepared for any hot bitch who happened by. 

Suddenly, he heard something. Back in the study. A giggling sound. 

His blood rose. It sounded like cheerleaders. Leonard loved cheerleaders. He loved fucking them until they couldn't walk without being sore.

Drunk still, and stumbling madly, breaking through tables and cracking open chairs, he arrived in the study. On the table there, as if waiting for him, were a series of metal boxes.

The machine.

His own voice had become a delicate arrangement of slurs. “Machine? Wuzzat?” 

Complicated. Too complicated to explain. You probably wouldn’t understand it.

“Wunn’t unnerstan it? Wutoryou, callin’ me a stupit?” 

Oh no. I wouldn’t do that. But it’s just...beyond you, that’s all. You don’t need to worry about it.

Don’t need to worry about it! Huh! Yeah, right!

Who did this machine think it was, anyway?

With a roar, he picked it up over his head and smashed it down to the ground. Then he laughed. Ha! Stupid machine. That busted it but good. He was pretty strong. He could bust all sorts of things. He posed for a moment, flexing his muscles hard. 

Suddenly, as if a mist was clearing in the air, Leonard could hear giggling and soft licking sounds from back in the great hall. The sounds were so loud that it was impossible for him not to have heard already, but he must have been focused, before, on the...

...the...

The something. Who cared? Peeking out into the great hall, he once again heard the giggles that he had heard before. It was so sexy. There was nothing he liked more than a good, sexy giggle.

Were those the cheerleaders that he heard before? He followed the sound, walking through the great hall into the dining room across the way.

He’d bust their little lesbian cherries. They had earned it, and so had he.

* * * * *

They decided they had to get out of the room and walk around the house a bit. It smelled too much like his cum, now, and the scent was making both of them want to engage in more inappropriate activities.

It wasn’t that Brian wasn’t attracted to Penny. God, no. It was the exact opposite, as a matter of fact. 

He was doing his god-damnedest to make sure that he wasn’t falling in love with her. 

Brian had lusted after her since just about the moment he hired her; it was, in fact, the entire reason he had hired her. 

His previous caretaker, Miss Tursley, had been stodgy, difficult to work with, short-tempered, and sported a long list of pet peeves that could all inevitably make her short-temper become even shorter. That said, she was exceptionally efficient and orderly, and always had his life in order. From her first day on the job, Miss Tursley had allowed for Brian to devote his time and finances exclusively on his charity work, where before he was so beset with his various fears that he could hardly eat or leave the house.

The absolute best thing about Miss Tursley, of course, was that Brian felt absolutely no sexual attraction toward her at all. She was matronly, always.

Over time, they had come to understand one another, even with all their various bits of stubbornness. And so, when she died, as it sometimes happens with people who spend an inordinate amount of time with one another, he took on some of her characteristics. His fears turned to anger, and his stolidness into stubbornness. Much of this he took out on Penny, but it was only to keep her at bay. If he betrayed his true lust for her, then he might doom her to a life of bimbo servitude.

When interviewing new applicants, he met a variety of perfectly appropriate men and women, all of whom he knew would do a terrific job. 

Then Penny walked in. Young, beautiful, and with almost no relevant experience. Something about her called out to him, making him need to keep her close to him. He had the means and the opportunity, and so he made it happen.

It wasn’t from the moment he saw her that he fell in love with her. It was the moment he touched her hand. There was some deep, instant connection that he could not walk away from. 

Something about it always felt disastrous, like it would ruin him some way. But the feeling was so intoxicating, so powerful, and she so beautiful with her sparkling blue eyes and gorgeous, arched cheekbones and tiny, busty frame, that he could not help but indulge his desires more and more.

She had messed up everything he needed for about six months. She dinged and bashed his car all to hell, not being much of a driver before entering his employ. The taste of her cooking was on a spectrum between cardboard and wet pavement.

If not for the inestimable feelings he had for her, she would have been fired within a week. But those feelings were there, and he could not bear to delete her from his life, like some stray sentence caught on a word processor.

But over time, she improved. Now, she was better than Miss Tursley had been even at her very best. It was a thrilling thought that he had, from time to time, imagining such a beautiful young woman carrying out his will, doing his bidding...

“Do you smell that?” Penny asked suddenly. 

They were in the hallway upstairs which trailed the perimeter of the great hall. Leonard stopped, sniffing.

Penny inhaled deeply. “It smells like...like...”

Brian did smell it, and he knew why she was having trouble bringing it up. It was the thick, heavy stench of sex; the same stench (or close enough) that they had stepped out of the bedroom to get away from. 

Slowly, Brian creaked open the nearby door into the dining room. The second floor was, at one point, supposed to hold bookshelves, but mostly it just held framed glamour shots of all the girls throughout the years. The small second floor was arranged such that all of it was a sort of balcony to the dining room, bannisters providing a barrier to the large opening in the center of the floor. 

They came to the bannister and, instinctively, Brian crouched down. Something was happening. Something disastrous.

Through the openings of the bannister, he saw two gorgeous young women in North University colors, red and white. In cheerleading uniforms, as a matter of fact. They sat on one another’s lap, fingers buried in each other’s snatches. Their long hair created an enormous, shiny pile next to them.

It was Marissa and Lilah, he realized. They made out passionately, completely oblivious to the fact that they had been unalterably influenced by the house.

More than just influenced, he thought—changed.

Marissa’s hair was already quite long, so it was harder to tell with her. She sported long, golden hair that was voluminous and sexy quite naturally. 

But Lilah, her hair had most certainly been cut short. Now it was impossibly long and growing longer by the second, sliding down around Marissa’s body. It slithered around her waist like the arm of a lover, thick and soft, shining with vibrant health. 

The tits of both mediums had appeared to grown as well. It could have just been the outfits, that was true. They were so tiny, almost like bikini tops for the girls. Their massive tits pressed outward against each other, crushed so perfectly that Brian had terrible trouble not focusing on that. 

But even if their tits hadn’t been enlarged, they definitely hadn’t been leaking milk before. And without a doubt, they were leaking milk now. The floor around them was covered in the thick creamy substance.

All that milk. So...so fertile...

And their eyes—the eyes of both were now eerily blue. Hypnotically blue. Supernaturally blue. Brian distinctly remembered their eyes being brown before.

“Weren’t the Catenberrys eyes all blue?” he asked aloud.

Penny was right behind him. “What?”

“I asked...never mind.”

He abandoned the track of questioning—Leonard had walked in. 

Or at least, Brian could only assume it was Leonard. He was the only other male in the house. But to be sure, he looked nothing like Leonard, not anymore.

Gone was the fading hairline, the pudge around the belt, the soft chest and ill-fitting pants.

No, the man who arrived was unquestionably a stud. His chest was hard and wide. His shoulders were massive, large enough to push trucks around. His arms were easily as thick around as Marissa or Lilah’s waists. And his hair was a thick dark mass around his head, almost feathered down around his ears.

“Hey girls,” said Leonard, voice thick and deep. “Looks like you’re practicing cheerleading pretty hard.”

Marissa—it could only be Marissa, she was too blonde and gorgeous not to be—giggled and nodded. “Oh yeah, babe. We’ve like, been practicing real hard for a while now.”

Lilah nodded too, sliding her face against that of her lover. The tight cheerleading outfit put her tremendous breasts on display for Leonard. Brian had a hard time looking at her without feeling especially aroused. She was just completely gorgeous.

“Won’t you come and like, let us show you our moves?” Lilah giggled. “You know, like...since we’ve been practicing so hard?”

Any semblance of the smart, studious young woman was completely gone. She had been utterly bimbofied.

And despite himself, Brian could not be anything but hard at the sight. He tried to adjust and move, but any motion just made the head of his ultra-sensitive cock drag across the material of his jeans. 

At this point in his life, the rough, sometimes soft and sometimes sturdy surface of his jeans had been used to hide his enormous erections for so long that his cock had transposed the feeling of hiding his arousal into arousal itself.

“Oh yeah,” said Leonard. “I’d love to see everything you’ve got.”

A strange, funky tune started playing in the room, something out of a movie from forty years before. None of the three seemed to notice. 

Quickly, Marissa stood up and stripped Leonard’s pants off. Lilah, hanging on his thick arm, let out a happy squeal at the size of him.

“Like, oh my God!” giggled Lilah. “You’re like, a super massive hunk!”

Leonard nodded proudly. “That’s right. And what do cheerleaders do to super massive hunks like me?”

Marissa wrapped her hand around his cock, stroking expertly. “We like...suck their cocks?”

“Yeah. We suck the cocks of studs like you...and then we get fucked by them!”

Marissa’s eyes widened. “Oh yeah, baby! Could you fuck us, too? You’re such a stud...”

“Why don’t you start sucking,” said Leonard, brimming with confidence, “and then we’ll see about the rest?”

The two bimbos seemed positively melted by his oozing machismo. Their tits openly leaked hot milk down his massive arms, and he didn't seem to mind in the least. To them, he was so incredibly masculine and dominant that they could do nothing but gently get down on their knees and begin to obey.

Their attentions were immaculate. Their thick creamy milk was quickly mixed around his torso and balls, and so every lick and kiss they gave to his enormity was covered in their own sexy cream.

Even though Leonard’s pole was long and thick, somehow they both were able to wrap their mouth around it. While one sucked, no doubt filling up her throat with his massiveness, the other attended his ball sack and slurped up every part of his huge fertile seed factory that she could. Sometimes, they just slid their lips up his cock together, letting their tongues meet on the roof of his cock as they moved in perfect tandem.

“We have an idea, Sir,” moaned Marissa. 

“Yes, Sir. We’d love to use our tits on your cock.”

“Our hot, milking tits. Just for your cock.”

Leonard grunted out an affirmation. Words seemed a little bit beyond him now. His cock had been dumping out precum at a steady rate, and Brian expected that affected the blood flow to his brain a little bit.

The two bimbo cheerleaders lowered him down onto the ground.

Behind Brian, Penny was speechless. He could hear her heavy, hot breath on his neck. She was just as turned on by this as he was, he realized.

That's so perfect.

Soon, the cheerleaders' four massive, milking tits were mashed up against Leonard's huge cock, leaking down their warm product. The creamy substance mixed with his thick precum, and soon the two pairs of beautiful boobs were as lubricated as anything, sliding up and down his massiveness. They were so gorgeous and so eager...their luscious faces so full of excitement at what they were doing...

Brian had to turn away.

“Penny, I...I think I may need your help again.”

She shook her head. “Oh, no. Not again. You fooled me last time, but not again!”

“I didn’t...I didn’t fool you. It just worked out that...”

But her decision was apparently final, and she put her hands on her hips. “Not. Another. Word.”

He gulped. 

Try again. She'll give in. You deserve it.

He was about to do just that, but suddenly Elaine walked in through the doors directly across from Brian and Penny.

“Hey!” she brightened visibly at seeing the pair. “Have you guys seen Leonard? I’m getting worried. I found the machine in the study all smashed to bits. Do you think—oh!”

Below them, Leonard apparently had taken his fill of titty fucking. Now he was on top of Marissa’s gorgeous body, with Lilah pressing her hot, milking tits around his head. They all three were covered in milk and sweat and hot precum. 

She gasped as Leonard slid his enormous new cock into Marissa’s tight, young pussy. 

“Oh fuck, yes!” Marissa moaned. “Oh god, that’s so good, Sir! You’re such a fucking stud! My jock stud! Oh god, yeah! You’re the only man ever inside of me! Oh, fuck! It’s so good! You’re ruining me!”

“L-Leonard?” Elaine asked quietly. “M-my Leonard?”

She watched, open mouthed, as the hulking Leonard pushed Marissa on the floor until she was bent over backwards, and he was practically jackhammering his huge cock into her cunt. 

“Yeah!” he shouted. “Yeah, yeah! I’m the king! I’m the king!”

“You’re the King!” Lilah moaned, squeezing out as much milk as she could from her fertile body. “You! You!”

He exploded with lust, clearly cumming down Marissa's virginal cunt. His cum sprayed out like from a hose, and even pulling out from Marissa's hot, tight cunt wouldn't stop him. He continued to spray down her body, and Lilah slipped down to catch a faceful of the thick, hot, white gooey seed herself. Both girls licked it up happily, spreading it around on their bodies along with the milk they had produced.

To Brian's side, Elaine looked absolutely stricken. He thought perhaps he could help the situation.

“Listen, Miss,” he started, “perhaps we ought to...”

“Shut up,” said Elaine. “Shut up, or I’ll...I’ll...I’ll fuck you!”

She grabbed his cock. Brian gasped, groaning. The need to take her, to violate her, was suddenly overwhelming. 

You deserve it. Take her. Take her! Take all of them! You deserve it!

The voice in his head died out quickly, though, as Penny pulled her away. Brian felt gratitude and resentment, both.

Before anyone could say anything, Elaine stormed out of the door.

* * * * *

Elaine stormed down the stairs, quite ready to begin yelling at her husband. 

She didn’t care if he was “possessed” or “transformed” or “a hulking stud with a twelve inch cock.” None of that mattered! He was her husband, first and foremost. And as such he should have been there for her when she was looking for him, and not...n-not...not...

Not fucking some bimbo slut just because she’s got big tits and a pretty face!

And that it was Marissa really hurt. The gorgeous little blonde who all too clearly was just a prettier version of Elaine. It was too much for her fragile ego to handle. 

She would have done anything for Leonard, anything at all. And now...and now...

To cheat on her. 

She couldn’t get over it.

Originally, she had been heading toward the dining room where Leonard was no doubt emptying his load into Marissa or Lilah, still, like the disgusting, awful pig he clearly was. 

But now she was in the great hall once more, in front of the costumes. Specifically, she was in front of the witch’s costume. It called to her, begging to be worn. 

I’d look so sexy in it. I’d really show him what he was missing.

Three of the other costumes were gone. The cheerleaders and the jock, she realized dimly. 

That meant Leonard probably took the jock’s costume. She shook her head nastily. After all the warnings he’d given her, after the two hour lecture like she was some little girl who couldn’t follow a simple instruction. 

Without quite realizing what she was doing, her hands had begun unbuttoning her blouse. Soon, her naked breasts were exposed to the gentle air of the great hall.

That was so odd, she thought. All my clothes, down there on the floor. How did I do that so quickly? Where had all those other clothes come from? Was that Lilah's sweater?

A stiff, chilly breeze swept through the hall, causing Elaine to instinctively cover up.

Part of her wanted to stop and consider how a breeze had slipped through the house, with everything being closed up the way it was, but the other half of her was admiring the soft, gentle fabric of the witch’s outfit. She had grabbed it in her attempts to warm up.

Perhaps...perhaps if she wore it?

Something told her she would definitely be warmer if she put it on. After all, Halloween was always chilly, and none of those silly girls who wore those scandalizing costumes ever seemed cold to her.

The outfit was complete with a tall witch’s hat and a black plastic wand. She knew it was a wand because the end of it had a bright glitter-heavy pink star and little pink streamers flowing down from it. 

Soon, she had on the tiny black dress with the sexy spiked ends, black spiked high heels decorating her legs. She caught her reflection in the mirror, and, feeling naughty, she blew a kiss. After a moment, the reflection caught the kiss, and blew one right back.

Elaine giggled. That certainly was a strange thing to have happened.

Plenty of physical changes began happening to Elaine, but she hardly noticed them, starting her super-serious mission-march toward the dining room. She would have revenge!

But on the way, her breasts grew, doubling and then re-doubling in size, ballooning out sexily until they were easily a 44D cup. 

Her legs extended long, effortlessly filling out her new high heels. This happened as she walked toward the door, and her gait in the heels, at first unbalanced and unseemly, became a sexy sight to behold. Her dark hair became more shiny and vibrant than ever before, and a hot vitality entered her. 

She was horny.

You deserve it. You deserve to be horny.

She entered the dining room, knowing somehow exactly what to do. Leonard, Marissa, and Lilah were still wrapped around one another, their bodies quite slick and hot. Very quickly, she had bopped the heads of all three in succession with her sparkly wand.

“Mwahaha!” she laughed as she worked. “Got you all, my pretties!”

Perhaps the laugh was supposed to be maniacal. It ended up being a sort of riotous giggle.

All the revelry in the room ceased, and Leonard slowly exited the cheerleader he had been pumping full of his cock.

“What the hell's this about?” he asked.

His eyes, dark and dumb, took a long drooling look at Elaine's new body.

“You’re under my power, now, you slovenly jock. Now come...come and give me what I desire!”

She slipped up on the table and spread her long, deeply tanned legs wide.

“What...what’s that?”

“Your cock, of course. Slide it in me! Mwahahaha!”

Leonard snorted. “Look, you’re pretty hot and all, but I don’t take orders from ladies, all right? So shove it. “

Marissa and Lilah slid upward, each wrapping themselves around one of Leonard's legs. They nodded at him, whispering quietly how right he was.

Elaine frowned, sliding down off the table. A mischievous smile attended her lips, and she slowly put her hands on her sexy, fertile hips.

“Because you’ve spurned me,” she said, waving her wand around, “I’m going to use my magic power...and take away everything that makes you a man!”

“You’ll do like...what?” He laughed, deep voice booming. “That’s silly, babe. I’m pretty manly. I’m like, the manliest stud that’s even been in this place.”

“Are you, now? We’ll see about that.”

She spun around, stomping in her high heels, and bopped Leonard on her head with her wand. It was quite a sight, her newly-enormous tits shaking and bouncing as she moved.

“It’s time for something sexy and shady,” she chanted, “soon you’ll have the body of a bimbo lady!”

She spun around elaborately once more, waving her hands, and then stopped hard with a point right at Leonard.

Nothing happened.

Leonard apparently found this hilarious. His deep, jock’s voice boomed, and he continued to laugh and laugh. At his feet, Marissa and Lilah giggled along with him.

Slowly, though, his voice became higher in pitch. As the girls underneath him continued to giggle, he began to match their cadence and frequency.

“Ahaha, hahaha...ha...ha...” he giggled, a distinctly girlish sound. “Hey...wuzzat? Why’s it...so hard to like...think and stuff?”

He held his thick arm out in front of him, staring at the hand. 

First, his nails turned bright neon pink. Then, his hand shrank to a third of the size that it had been, slender and feminine. Finally, it became a bright, bronzed tan. All wrinkles evaporated. All callouses eliminated. All roughness dissipated. 

The rest of his arm began to follow suit. Thinning out, becoming slender and toned. He raised his other arm, and found the same thing happening there.

Marissa and Lilah soon caught on.

“Oh my gosh!” said Lilah. “Like, his leggies are changing too! He's got hot fucking legs we do, look!”

Leonard tried to protest, but the bimbos were too willful. They licked away at his legs while the hairs dissolved in the air, and the muscles melted away. Soon, his limbs were all smooth and long, silky and tanned.

“Yes,” laughed Elaine. “Do my bidding. Do as I will! Mwahahaha!”

Her laugh was still more gigglish than maniacal, though that didn’t stop her from trying. Her enormous tits shook in her tiny outfit, threatening to slide out at any point. 

With Leonard not wearing any pants, it was easy to see the cock sliding down, the erection quickly evaporating down to a soft cock, and that slowly melting into the body. A pussy, pulsing wet and completely naked, appeared in the smooth space between the thighs. None of this seemed painful, and in fact on the face of the transformed, there was nothing but rapturous bliss. Very quickly, it was becoming evident that any evidence that Leonard existed at all was going away, and all that was left was an incredibly feminine her. 

Her face sharpened, losing the tough jawline for a sexy heart shape with wide cheekbones and plush, pink lips. Thick eyeliner and mascara decorated her bright blue eyes, and her face was scintillatingly smoky and sexy.

And soon, the chest muscles dissolved and rearranged themselves, quickly becoming round, globular, milk-heavy tits. They grew at such a fast rate, and became so large, that they tore straight through the jersey material that Leonard had been wearing. Now all of her clothes were in tatters. As if in response, her hair grew—no longer a young man's dark hair, but instead lengthening out and becoming thick, golden-red strands that each were at least a yard in length. Her hair puddled down over her tits and slender, tightly muscled torso in a red wave, every color vibrant and gorgeous. 

Where there had been a jock, there was now undeniably just another bimbo babe.

“L-like, o-oh no...o-oh noooo...” the new bimbo moaned, her voice high and lusty. “What’s like, happening?”

“Don’t be nervous,” cooed Marissa, kissing at her tight, toned abs. 

“Yeah, don’t be nervous.” Lilah nodded, pushing her head against the transforming bimbo. Milk slid down her hot face, and she licked it up obediently.

“You’re supposed to be this way,” said Marissa.

Lilah nodded. “Oh yes. Supposed to be.”

“You were born to become like this.”

“Yes, yes. Born to be like this.”

“It’s right that you look like this now. It’s what you were all along.”

“Oh...” The new bimbo nodded, giggling. “Really?”

“Yes, of course, dear,” said Elaine. “Isn’t that why your real name is Lucy?”

“L-Lucy? I thought it was L—”

Lilah nodded solemnly. “Don’t think, Lucy.”

Elaine crawled on top of Lucy’s lap, sliding her tit forward onto the beautiful new redhead’s mouth. 

“Thinking is for men, Lucy,” Elaine giggled. “And you’re just a girl. Just a sexy, sexy girl, and that’s all you’ll ever be.”

Obediently, Lucy sucked Elaine’s tit, taking in her sweet, matronly milk.

Marissa crawled down between Lucy’s legs, and easily stuck her fingers into the hot, dripping, waiting pussy there. 

“Oh, Lucy,” moaned Marissa. “You’ve got such a nice pussy.”

“I bet it’s perfect,” moaned Lilah, kissing Lucy’s face.

In no time at all, the four hot bimbo beauties began an amazing chain of lesbian action on the floor of the dining room.

Marissa expertly ate out Lucy’s brand new pussy, loving the taste and feel of it thoroughly. As she worked, Elaine slipped her legs up around Lucy’s face, allowing the new bimbo to use her sexy new tongue on Elaine’s tight cunt. Lilah, not to be left out, wrapped her own set of perfectly tanned, hot long legs around Elaine’s head, enjoying the blonde’s tongue while using her own mouth on Marissa’s hot, fertile, cum-filled pussy.

Each lick was dutiful and energetic, happy to taste. They all loved pussy. They all loved to taste one another. Lucy's body was so perfectly feminine that everyone wanted to have at least a lick or two.

Their bodies were all supercharged with lust from the energy of the house. There was no way their bimbo beauty could hold on for long. All of their pussies ached for release, their bodies needing to feel the sweet, perfect orgasms they had been made to create. In a glorious moment of release, all four gorgeous babes came, moaning out in sheer ecstasy.

And just for a moment, as they all breathed and tried to compose themselves, the house seemed like it would be quiet.

* * * * *

“This has gotten way out of hand,” said Brian. “We have to leave. Now.”

They had seen it all—Leonard's transformation, Elaine's apparent powers, the lesbian pussy-eating festival, everything. Penny didn't know how to handle it.

Stay. Figure it out. You can do it. You’re smart.

“We should stay,” said Penny, feeling a wave of stubbornness. “We can figure it out. We’re smart.”

“Smart has nothing to do with it!” said Brian. “If we stay here, we’re just as doomed as those poor souls out there!”

The costumes. You could use them.

“What if they didn’t have to be doomed?” asked Penny.

He paused. “What do you mean?”

“Let me think through this for a second.” She paused, taking in a deep breath. Letting the new wave of inspiration fill her. “Okay. So, Leonard put on the jock costume and became a jock, right?”

“For a little while.”

“And Marissa and Lilah, they put on cheerleader costumes and became cheerleaders, right?”

“Yes,” said Brian, nodding. “And then Elaine became a witch.”

“So what’s left? A superheroine and a scientist, right? So what if we put on the costumes?”

“Why?”

He’s doubting himself. You can convince him. You’ll save the day.

The voice in Penny's head was so comforting...so soothing...

“Well, we could...I don’t know. Use the power of the house against itself. It’s a superheroine and a scientist. Between those two things, something must work out so that we can attack the house, right?”

“I don’t know.” Brian shook his head. “What if it’s a trick?”

“What if it’s not? What if it was a test? Or...or the other spirits in the house, trying to figure out a way to let us solve this place?”

“I just...we can leave, now.”

He looked determined.

Don’t let him! Please!

“Are you really going to leave now, when you could be so close to beating this place at last? It’s taken so much from you, Brian. Couldn’t you try to fight it, just a little?”

Shame flooded his face. Penny wanted to kiss him and make it better, forever.

“Fine,” he said. “Let’s do it, before I think any better of it.”

A giggly, happy cheer erupted in Penny’s head. She didn’t understand it, she didn’t feel a need to. It was just there, where it belonged.

Right?

Oh yes. You deserve to giggle. You deserve to just giggle and giggle, until you're not feeling or thinking anything. Then you'll be out of the way where you belong.

Yes...that sounded perfect to her. To get out of the way. She was in the way, now, that was clear to her. As they approached the costumes in the great hall, and she slowly stripped out of her clothes, transfixed by the gorgeous blue and orange superheroine costume, that became clearer and clearer to her.

You've been in the way this whole time. You need to step out of the way. The best way for him to be happy is for you to just drift off and sleep. Sleep forever and ever. That would be so, so good for Brian.

And you do want what's best for Brian, don't  you?

Completely naked, holding the sexy costume in her hands, Penny nodded. She had to let Brian have what was best. That clearly wasn't her. She ought to let the voice move in forever, take charge. That was the best thing to do.

Soon, they both had the costumes on. 

Penny was surprised to find how easily the skintight blue and orange costume fit over her skin. It had long orange gloves that stretched up to her elbows, a tight blue bikini around her torso, and a sexy little orange cape. It all seemed so skintight, so hard to fit inside of...and then she realized that’s because she was changing as she put it on.

That’s really hot. It’s okay for you to change. He deserves for you to be hotter.

Her thoughts were so conflicted. There was something scary happening, but it seemed like her inner voice only thought it was good. How could she make the two competing aspects co-exist?

“Okay,” said Brian. “I’m a scientist, now. I guess.”

Penny, eyes a little glazed, turned to look at him. He was just his normal self, wearing a lab coat and a pair of fake glasses.

Already, he had started to grow. The lab coat stretched to accommodate his new muscles. His pants, which already were unbuckled, began to strain before the overflowing might of his new thighs and calves. Grunting with frustration, Brian tore them off and tossed the ripped shreds of denim to the ground.

Wait, why was he growing muscles as a scientist? That wasn’t right...

Because he’s a Studly Scientist. It makes perfect sense.

Oh. That made perfect sense. Penny would trust this voice from now on. She was always so right. Somehow, Penny knew the voice was a she. In fact, Penny almost knew her name...

“Cool, so do you understand what to do?” she asked, giggling just a bit. “To y'know...help?”

“Yeah,” he said, holding up the flask that was part of the costume. “See...this one...this one, it...” He laughed for a second. “It looks sort of like a cock, huh?”

She giggled. “Yeah, it does! Look at this!” She took it and licked it. “I licked the flask cock!”

They both snickered for several moments.

And then, slowly, Brian shook his head.

“Fuck. I don’t feel any smarter.”

“...Oh.” 

Penny wasn't listening too hard. Her boobs were really big, now. That was kind of like, super cool. She giggled, making them bounce. That was fun! She giggled again. Her thoughts drizzled away.

“I don’t think these make us better,” said Brian. “I think they just...I think it all makes people into the same things. Men turn into studs. Women turn into bimbos. We just have different costumes, that’s all. The house must have changed Leonard into Lucy. Not Elaine.”

He looked so very disappointed. She wished she could do something to make him feel better.

You can.

The voice in her head again. So feminine, so sultry and comforting.

But...but what? Penny asked.

You love him, don’t you?

Yes.

Then you should give in. Give him what he needs.

Penny could feel the lusty spirit growing around her head, her body, wanting to slide in and take over. Brian looked at her quizzically, but time seemed to slow down.

But...can’t it be me? Penny protested. Can't I have him?

You know it can’t. You know only I can give him what he was born for. Don’t worry, love. I’ll be very gentle. You’ll enjoy every part of it.

Penny whimpered, feeling the hot, snaking tendrils of lusty ghostly presence slide through her body. It felt. So. Good! Hot flutters of orgasm slipped through her pussy, threatening to boil over into a full-fledged cumfest.

“I need you to know something,” she said to him, voice suddenly very serious.

Repeat after me.

“Yes?”

I surrender.

“I surrender.”

I give in totally to this house.

“I give in totally to this house.”

I don’t care that I’m changed. It’s hot. I want to change. I want to transform. I’ll do it all...just for you, Master.

“I don’t care that I’m changed. It’s hot. I want to change. I want to transform. I’ll do it all...just for you, Master.”

“Wh-what? Penny...”

We shou—

“We should fuck,” she said, feeling like herself for the first time in ages.

“What?”

“We’re going to anyway. Look at all of them. We should just like, you know. Fuck.”

She giggled. Her tits ballooned out slightly. Then, just a bit more. There. That was perfect. She looked perfect. She turned to a nearby mirror, blowing herself little kisses. Soft music filled the hall.

“I wanted to before,” she moaned. “I wanted you so bad, baby. I've wanted you for years, Master.”

Brian became excited behind her. “I wanted it too! Oh god, Penny, I wanted it so bad...”

She giggled. “There’s just one problem, Master...”

The being that had taken over Penny could tell from his expression that he liked that. A lot. Being called Master.

“...problem?” he asked dumbly.

“Yes, Sir. Penny isn’t here anymore.” She turned, showing him a face, and body, more beautiful than any he’d ever seen. The same face he had seen on the pictures in the front of the house. “It’s me, Sir. It’s your Veronica.”

Completely unable to sort through the changes he was presented with, Brian fainted.

* * * * *

When he woke, five pairs of female hands were on his naked, musclebound body. Stroking him with adoration, cooing at his every response, conscious and unconscious. His body certainly matched his cock now, there was no doubt about it. He was three hundred pounds if he was an ounce, and all of it was solid muscle. The perfect jock fuck machine. 

He was in the bedroom—the presidential bedroom, at the very top of the house. This is where he had been touched, so very long ago. It did not look like much had changed. It still sported the massive, double-king-sized poster bed. The tall open windows, the huge fireplace. 

There was a fire burning there without any logs to burn. It was the least of his worries. Five women, each more beautiful and bimbotastic than the last, surrounded him. The milk from their tits leaked out onto his body, warming every part of him.

“Welcome back to the land of the living,” giggled Veronica.

If Brian squinted, he could just almost make out Penny, deep inside the sexy brunette, blue-eyed visage that was now Veronica, still clad in that sexy blue and orange superheroine suit. But Veronica was so inestimably gorgeous, he had trouble working out why he would even want to see Penny.

Because he cared for her? 

Did he?

Or did he just love the way she looked? Did he just love the thought of fucking her?

The girls around him were all gorgeous. All their tits flowing with milk. All of them smiling and waiting for him to do something else for them to adore. Their hair slid over his body, seemingly ignoring the milk, somehow staying vibrant and dry. As if they wouldn't dare ruin how perfect they looked just because their luscious tits leaked milk somewhere that their hair touched. They each still wore their sexy costumes, the tight spandex and lace not doing a thing to hide their lusciously hot curves.

“Veronica.” He shook his head. “Veronica Catenberry.”

“Yes, Master,” Veronica cooed. “We’re together again. At long last.”

Brian tried to stand up, but Marissa and Lilah were so slick with milk and precum. He slipped further into their soft, warm bodies, their huge bimbo tits sliding against his head. Lucy’s mouth came down on the top of his skull, raking her teeth through his hair. Her desire was so great that she couldn’t help but want to taste him somehow.

“You’ve spent a great deal of time preparing to come back to this house, haven’t you, Sir?”

Veronica stroked his huge cock as she spoke to him.

“Y-yes,” he said. “Look, if you'll just let me go, I'll leave you alone. I'll let it all go, all right? I'll—”

She increased her strokes, and he felt lost for a moment, pleasure overwhelming him. He came, spurting seed forward, and instantly Lucy and Lilah's mouths were there, suckling up the thick goo with their plush, hot lips.

Veronica seemed unperturbed by all of this, continuing to stroke his massive, still-hard cock.

“In all your years of paranormal research, haven’t you wondered why possession doesn’t happen all the time?”

He shook his head, trying to concentrate. “I...I suppose...”

“It’s because it requires very special vessels. And the more special the spirit, the more special the vessel. Homer was exceptional, and I was so lucky to chance upon you. Because you are him reincarnated...and I needed only to imprint you very slightly for you to understand that.”

She slid her hand up his cock even more, faster, harder.

“Though, it didn’t end up that slightly, did it?”

She was so good at that. Almost a century of experience going into her administrations, contained within a young, hot body. Veronica had been possessing girl after girl after girl in the sorority house, he realized. Waiting for her Homer to reincarnate once more so she could serve him.

“I...but why send me away?”

“So you could find a vessel for me, darling. Someone who loved you. Who was drawn to you from a pool of hundreds and thousands. Someone who would treat you right. And here I am. Isn’t it perfect?”

“I...but I don’t feel like this Homer. I feel like me.”

“You...Homer...Brian...you are the same person, simply reincarnated. Through numerous ceremonies, I took care of that. But there was only enough energy, only enough materials, to reincarnate one person. I chose you. I was able to save my spirit, though—trap it in mortal vessels, for however long I wished. All of my daughters and nieces, and granddaughters and so on, they served quite well for as long as they lasted. But the line died out, didn't it?”

Brian gasped, feeling another orgasm come around.

“B-but...Penny. You’ve taken her over. She’s...she’s possessed.”

“You don’t really care about that, do you? I can feel her little mind, crying out...but it’s for you. She wants your cock, Sir. Won’t you give it to her? Won’t you give it to me?”

Marissa slid up on one of Brian’s arms. “Yes, Sir. Give it to her.”

Lilah attached to the other arm. “Give it to her, Sir, please?”

Veronica slid backward onto the bed, away from Brian. Slowly, Marissa and Lilah pushed him forward so he was off his back and on his hands and knees.

“Fuck your love,” moaned Elaine, crawling up underneath what was now Veronica’s body, and spreading her legs wide. Holding her in place, not that she needed to.

“Fuck her so good...” cooed Lucy, pushing her head and tits on Veronica's lap, her lactation spilling out all over Veronica’s pulsing hot cunt.

Brian had no choice. He was overwhelmed. 

Grunting and moaning hotly, his hard, erect cock entered Veronica’s cunt. His entire body felt like quicksilver, melting into her presence. It felt so hot, knowing that his cock was completely unprotected. He felt sure he was going to get her pregnant, and he didn't care at all.

It was primal. Everything about this felt correct. After going so long without sex, nothing could have felt more perfect than fucking the woman of his dreams, cheered on by four gorgeous beauties who were desperate to see him cum.

They were all crying out, all of them so orgasmic and giggly, that it was impossible to keep them straight. He thought that, as his massive length entered Veronica's moaning, instantly orgasming body, Lucy was spilling her milk on their joining, lubricating it even more. But it was so hard to tell, to care. He was surrounded by tits, by long flowing hair, by gorgeous lips kissing him and begging for more.

“Fuck her, Sir!”

“Cum in her!”

“Give her a baby!”

“Give her your babies!’

“Fuck her like she needs, Master!”

“You’re the God she’s waited for!”

“You’ll fuck all the bimbo cunts! You’ll make them all belong to you!”

“You deserve it.”

“You're her God.”

“Fuck her, please? Fuck her until you're a Daddy.”

“Fuck her like the King you are! Like the Master you are!”

“Yes, Master!”

They all chanted that now—“Master! Please, Master! Cum in her Master! Master! Please, Master!”

“Yes, darling!” shouted Veronica. “Darling! It’s all true! I need you, I do! Please? Please cum in me, oh my darling, please fill me up at long last!”

Crying out, he came finally, filling up Veronica's hot womb, his seed flooding over her cervix and spilling out onto the bed. He came again and again, his balls pulsing and emptying, completely draining. All the hot bimbo babes around him were so overwhelmed with seeing his orgasm that they came at the same time. Veronica cried out in pleasure, her entire hot body pulsing wildly. She cried out for her Master over and over, cumming the orgasm of nearly a century of unrepentant lust.

* * * * *

Slowly, after some time, they began to stir once more. Halloween was nearly over, and the sun was about to come up again.

“I’ve already got plans drawn up, you know,” said Veronica, kissing his forehead.

“Plans?” asked Brian. Idly, he squeezed Lilah's tit. She moaned, her body fluttering with a quick orgasm.

“Oh yes. Being a ghost means you have quite a lot of time available. I’ve got lots of documents prepared.”

“For what?”

“To re-open the sorority house, of course.” She leaned into him. “Won’t you live here with me, Master? There’ll be a never-ending supply of fresh pussy just for you...all of them so young, and soooo fertile. You'll fill all of them up, just right. Please, Master?”

Brian already knew he would say yes. But it would be more fun, he thought, to make her work for it just a little.

# # #


Bimbo Outfits 2!

––––––––

Jeffrey Pound stood at the window, looking down, attempting to suppress the arousal that for him was all too present. He was on the ninth floor of the Carter Complex, facing east. At the ground floor of the building, outside, was a mass of bodies, pressed so thoroughly together that it was hard to tell from his distance where one ended and another began. If he studied, for a moment, he could make out enormous breasts on top of long, long legs on top of masses of thick lustrous hair on top of milk-soaked skin. 

Bimbos. Bimbos of every color and race; every hair color, every eye color, and every breast size that wasn’t less substantial than 36D. 

As he watched, the bodies of the bimbos began to shift, undulating and throbbing as if one whole mass, as they began to unravel. It was just past dawn, and the sun had come up over the buildings of the city. This always started a new shift.

There were three shifts of bimbos in a given day. Neither Jeffrey nor the other three researchers left in the Carter Complex—Robyn, Nina, or Tanner—knew what the bimbos did when they weren't participating in a massive orgy right outside their building. It had been two months since the outbreak, and from day one, the scientists hadn't left their building. Over time, they had considered themselves lucky to be single and without much in the way of family—no one they loved had been transformed.

Because as far as Jeffrey knew, it was like this all over the world. Or, so the news reports had suggested, back when they were still going on. They had ended about forty-five days ago. The last broadcast Jeffrey had seen featured a harried, if beautiful, anchor who had started finger-fucking herself and demanding every cock in America to come fill her holes. 

Everywhere, all over the globe, normal human men and women had been replaced almost entirely by mindless, directionless, fuck-crazy bimbos. 

There was only one way to describe what had happened—a mass bimbofication on what was, as far as they knew, a global scale.

Jeffrey shook his head. It was such a stupid, silly term for something so incredibly serious—bimbofication. 

Robyn joined him at the window. She was a pathologist and a certified genius. At twenty-nine, she understood intellectually probably more than Jeffrey ever would at thirty-four or any of his years afterward. He was a chemist, and a good one, but his intelligence still found barriers when solving problems. Robyn simply went around the barriers he complained about to her. 

“Why do they come here?” he asked Robyn. “It doesn’t make sense. There are other survivors, still.”

“Maybe,” said Tanner. 

“Definitely,” insisted Nina. “There have to be.”

Tanner and Nina were seated, not far away, at the small meeting table they had re-purposed for eating breakfast. Tanner didn't get along with Robyn or Nina, and Robyn only seemed to get along with Nina, and Jeffrey got along with everybody. As such, he had suggested, for group morale, to have regular breakfasts together, if nothing else. Scientists were isolated, independent types, by and large, and without some controls it would have been easy for them to start working against one another.

“There are other survivors,” said Robyn. Was it just Jeffrey, or was she leaning in close to him? “We see the evidence of their activity, and there’s too many new bimbos all the time for them just to be traveling from out of town. But Jeffrey's right to wonder why they're coming here. What do we have? They don't appear to be congregating around any other buildings that could easily have survivors.”

“Maybe it’s one of the girls downstairs,” said Tanner. “Maybe they want their own back.”

“Don’t be ridiculous,” Nina snapped. “They don’t have enough thought in their heads to let loyalty enter the equation.”

For a lack of a better term, they called the cause of the outbreak the B-Virus. They weren't even really sure it was a virus. Despite all their research over the last two months, they still hadn't even been able to track down whatever pathogen or bacteria or fungi might have been causing the problem. 

But whatever the B-Virus was, it was efficient, and it was almost creepily purposeful about what it wanted to achieve. Women transformed from their normal selves into supreme sexual beings. Their hair became long and thick and soft—so soft that it could make a man hard with just one strand touching their skin. Moving your hand through a pile of bimbo hair was—or so it had been reported—like sliding through thick water. 

Their breasts were all soft, large, and firmly affixed on denying gravity, and were practically milk factories too—every bimbo had a seemingly limitless supply of addictive, delicious milk that poured from their tits. They lactated when they fucked, when they kissed, when they giggled, when they walked or talked. Tasting the product of lactation—or even touching it, in many cases—was enough to be infected. They had thin waists, wide child-bearing hips, shiny skin (often tanned bronze, sometimes not), and gorgeous long legs.

The incubation period of the B-Virus could last minutes or sometimes days or weeks. 

For whatever reason, men seemed to change faster than women. The collected guess of the four—rather agreed upon, remarkably—could only guess because of the man’s natural resistance to the femininity in all that testosterone. The affliction seemed to thrive on resistance—the less someone wanted to be a bimbo, the quicker they loved becoming a bimbo.

Jeffrey, in the first few days of the outbreak, had seen a number of old, grizzled, chronically alcoholic security guards transform into magically gorgeous, young, happy beauties. Where before, they were only concerned with making bigoted comments about minorities and women, and sneaking drinks on duty, their transformed selves had no more thoughts on their mind than what the next cock would be to fill their pretty girl mouths.

Robyn, done looking, walked back over to where the other two members of the team were eating their paltry breakfast of bread, dried apple slices, water, and cheese. Jeffrey continued to watch. A bimbo climbed up a pole and leapt toward the building. She fell short by several feet, and then landed in a pile of bimbos, quickly starting to suck on a gorgeous black babe’s lactating tit.

The fact that the resistance encouraged change was why, of course, it spread so fast. The B-Virus seemed to depend on the fact that men were changed too—and almost no man wanted to turn into a sex-obsessed female. That was basically the opposite of most male endeavors. With half the world’s population transforming in less than a week, the women were doomed to not be too far behind. Some went out willingly, and their changes took longer...and were more subtle, more devious.

There was the rare male stud left in the mix—maybe one in ten thousand was their best guess. A lack of real males around was a constant problem for the bimbos, who were craving cock at all times. They were happy enough licking one another's pussies, and taking sustenance from lactation, but all they really cared about was cock. Sucking it, licking it, loving it, fucking it, worshiping it. They wanted cock.

Or, “The Cock,” as they chanted so often, outside. It was a bit unsettling for Jeffrey. It made it seem more specific than just any cock—like they had created some kind of strange, bimbofied iconography around the idea of one very specific cock to worship. 

An inordinate proportion of the girls outside wore costumes. Sexy versions of all the previous occupations in the world. Sexy nurses, sexy cheerleaders, sexy secretaries and businesswomen, sexy police officers, sexy census takers, sexy delivery girls. In the way children might dress up to imitate adults, the bimbos dressed up—or so Nina had postulated—to imitate the lives they could no longer live.

The ones without costumes—and there was always a substantial portion of them in the crowd—had probably just fucked. Usually, when bimbos fucked, they were quick to tear off one another’s clothing. There always seemed to be a ready supply of clothing for them, coming from somewhere. No one was sure. Perhaps the B-Virus had made them seamstress-savants. 

Even though he had just masturbated after waking, Jeffrey's cock began to stiffen as he focused his gaze on one particular dark-haired beauty fingering herself next to a stop sign, staring straight up at him. She had a sly, happy smile on her face, and began to mouth something at him. 

Clearing his throat, he turned away from the window and walked over to where Tanner, Robyn, and Nina were eating breakfast. 

Nina presided over the breakfast. Even if a complete stranger walked in, he or she would recognize Nina as the one in charge. Her long face had an imperious look to it, and her eyes, bright flashing blue, bespoke of every kind of authority. Her frame, at one point, had been stout and almost heavy, but like everyone else, she had lost weight after the outbreak. There wasn't much food to go around.

Jeffrey made himself a small plate of cheese and dried fruit, picking at it slowly. He had lost weight too—his once tall, muscular form losing pounds almost every day from the lack of protein. Frequently, he felt weak and powerless in more ways than one.

“What the hell are we doing?” asked Tanner. “It seems so hopeless.”

“Of course it does,” said Nina, “when you say that it is seven or eight times a day.”

Tanner scoffed. “You’re saying we have a chance in hell at solving this thing?”

He was a short man who, before the outbreak, had a well-developed gut that had extended far past his belt buckle. Now he was just starting to fit into his pants properly. His hair was thick and dark in the front, but thinning in the back, and he wore circular wire-framed glasses that were rather aesthetically incorrect for his wide face. 

Nina drew herself up. “I’m just saying that we don’t have any chance at all if we think that we don’t.”

She held the most authority in the group, technically speaking. She had never been the lead scientist, but she was second-in-command of the project with the most government funding. No one else had been in charge of as much as her, and so she was elected into command. As far as Jeffrey could tell, she hated it. Men and women had been transformed under her watch; Tanner had blamed her openly. 

Tanner made a face. “I guess you're right.”

He leaned forward and slid a hand over hers, perhaps by way of apology. Nina drew back, though, and stood up.

“Don’t do that,” she said sharply. She cleared her throat, adjusting her shirt collar. “I’m sorry. It’s just that you know I don’t like that. I’ve asked you.”

Sighing, Tanner nodded. Nina left the small break room and walked down the hall. Jeffrey could hear the heavy door of the stairwell open and close. Tanner's eyes were full of singular remorse—all he wanted to do was touch the woman who had once been his. Nina and Tanner had been married for seven years, and divorced for three before the outbreak. The Carter Complex was large, and they had managed to avoid each other for the most part until the outbreak.

Jeffrey's own hand drifted toward Robyn’s, and then stopped. Robyn and he weren’t even close. He just craved her touch—any female touch, really. 

Had her hand been going toward his? No. No, of course not. She was the least sexual person he knew. 

Even so, Robyn was rather pretty. Her body was like that of a gymnast or ballerina, small and perfectly muscled. Her face was delicately pretty, with dark eyes and a regal sort of nose that only added character to her face. Her hair was dark and chopped short around her forehead in a sort of helmet cut. She was always wearing her lab coat, sweat pants, and a thick sweater. It got cold in the complex, and especially so for the small woman. 

He and Tanner both had to jerk off five or six times a day just so they wouldn't do anything untoward to Robyn and Nina, or just jump off the side of the building into the sea of bimbo bodies outside. 

They were both so small, so furiously pretty, it would have not been so hard to take them...

Jeffrey shook his head slightly, trying to throw off the thought.

Robyn stood up now, downing her coffee. “I ought to go talk to her. In the meantime,” she said to Tanner, “would you try not to fuck with her?”

She had left before Tanner could stumble and gurgle his way through his choked, frustrated protest.

* * * * *

Tanner sighed, leaning in the corner of the elevator. It had been a rough morning, and the day didn't seem like it was going to get any easier. He hated getting into it with Nina. His ex-wife had a hold over him, that was for sure. They had never truly reconciled, and it showed more and more now that they were alone with one another so often.

“Back to work we go,” he said, unable to hide the drip of sarcasm in his voice.

“Yup.” 

Jeffrey stood at the front of the elevator, posture straight. Blond hair shaggy and around his eyes. He was from the military, originally, and that sort of manly, can-do attitude just followed him everywhere.

Tanner rolled his eyes at Jeffrey, knowing the younger scientist couldn’t see him do it. Nothing really seemed to faze Jeffrey, and that pissed Tanner off. He was living from one moment to the next in incredible fear, and the least Jeffrey could do was share that feeling with him. 

How the fuck couldn’t you be afraid? The shit was all but unstoppable. 

When the outbreak had started, the scientists had already been sequestered away in their building, hard at work at a particularly virulent and resistant form of syphilis.

Within weeks of the outbreak, their research became entirely for nothing. There were no sexually transmitted diseases anymore. There was only the bimbofication, only the B-Virus.

Their building was short; only ten stories high. Compared to the rest of the city, with its sweeping skyscrapers, long arches of skyways between buildings, and beautifully convoluted architecture, their squat brown building did not really stand out. At first, during the initial panic of the outbreak, that was great—no one thought to try and get inside, or even thought that it was as safe a place that existed in the city.

But then, as time went on and they continued to survive uninfected, their sympathies got the better of them and they tried to call out to any uninfected. That was a mistake. Tanner had known it was a mistake; he had railed against the idea the whole time.

But Nina had been insistent, and technically she held rank over him, and so they let in a few people.

Those few people were infected, or maybe just one of them was. They never found out. All they did find out was first-hand experience of watching the B-Virus at work. 

Their numbers whittled down from about twenty good scientists and five actual certified geniuses to three good scientists and one genius. 

It was enough, thought Tanner, trying to be positive like Nina said. Or, it would have to be.

The ground floor was completely barricaded now. In fact, floors one through five had been filled in entirely with concrete; a safety measure they had instituted on the second day of the outbreak, when they had realized how serious it all was. Packets of quick-filling concrete had been planted all throughout the lower five floors, ready to fill in the gaps between floor, ceiling, and walls at a moment’s notice. 

They couldn’t get out now, unless a helicopter picked them up or they made some kind of ill-advised rope ladder. And, more importantly, no one could get in.

So, they lived on the top floors of the building—primarily the ninth and tenth. The stench of lust was almost non-existent there. 

And they worked in the sub-basement.

Tanner was an engineer, and so most of his work had to do with arranging the kinds of experiments that would test the theories of his compatriots. But theories took time to develop, and the B-Virus was brand new, and so most of the time, he was just stuck as a glorified guardsman, making the rounds and double-checking the security of the doors in the sub-basement while the others huddled over microscopes and data all day. 

The sub-basement was a complex unto itself—where all the actual research got done. Back in the days before the outbreak, there were seven levels of security to get through between the initial sub-basement research level and the ground floor. These days, they bypassed all of that. There wasn't enough time or personnel for it. 

The problem was that the Carter Complex just wasn’t very well equipped for long-term study of highly infectious agents like the B-Virus. Their center was in the middle of a city, for god’s sake. They couldn’t bring in anything that had the chance of causing a mass outbreak on the scale of the B-Virus. And because they couldn’t study it there, they couldn’t contain it there, because government buildings only prepared for what they were made for.

There were no flus studied at Carter Complex. No airborne diseases of any kind, or any transmittable by fluids or touch. Just your basic, average sexually-transmitted diseases that a person could go a whole lifetime without ever encountering. 

All of their training was for the wrong thing. 

It’s hopeless. Might as well give in now, rub some bimbo panties on my face and get it over with.

That was an odd thought to have. It almost didn't feel like his, but it had been right there in his head. 

The elevator dinged and they stepped out into the long corridor. The walls were white, interspersed with green, red, and yellow lines, leading to one area or another. The red arrow led to the red elevator on the other side of the complex, going down even deeper into the ground—that’s where they had quarantined all their infected scientist friends. 

They’d had to put them there. There was no other choice. 

That was weeks ago. They were burnt out by now, most likely. Dead. The four remaining crew members had to stop watching the feed. They each said it was because it depressed them, but Tanner knew the truth. They had turned off the feed because it turned them on too much to watch all that constant sex from the transformed people they knew, had lusted after. 

It was possible, though, Tanner thought, with the amount of milk they produced, for them to still be alive. But he wasn't a biologist like Nina. She would know better than he, but still, he thought there was something vaguely extra-natural about what kept these bimbos alive.

It wasn’t like they were feeding the three specimens in the holding cells very much at all, for example. And they were still very much alive and well. Their milk seemed to produce purely from their own sexual desire. 

Jeffrey walked off to study in his own lab, following the yellow line. He did not say goodbye, or wave. That was like him. All duty, all business.

Fluorescent lights lit the hallway. The floors were laminated tile. Tanner stood in front, now, of the long hallway with the holding cells. They weren't really holding cells, of course—this was a research lab. But they were the best they had available—wide, open rooms with clear plexiglass windows and firm electronic locks on the door. It had been his idea to lock the bimbos they had captured there. And it had been his idea, also, to use their strongest tranquilizer to capture them. If it killed one, so what? There were plenty more around. Luckily, it had been a good dose—enough to knock them silly for a few minutes.

He reflected, not for the first time, that he felt somewhat naked when he made the rounds of security. The holding cells produced their own air, circulated out far away from Carter Complex. But even so, it felt strange to just be wearing nothing more than pants and a t-shirt around carriers of the most potent outbreak ever known to man.

Should be doing more.

A common thought for him. Wasn't it? He always thought he should be doing something.

As far as they knew, there were really only two ways to catch the B-Virus. The first was contact—of any kind—with a bimbo. This was fairly straightforward. Their skin was coated with a soft, warming lubricant that induced heightened states of arousal in everyone who touched it. The lubricant was also an infecting agent, sliding in through the epidermis and quickly pushing straight through to the vulnerable cell matter below. It defied all logic, all scientific convention. 

If somehow you were able to avoid touching the bimbo in their presence (unlikely, as the amount of pheromones they put out could easily, and had easily, convert a monk into a fucking machine), their saliva, pussy juices, tears, and hair cells were all coated with the same sort of easily transmittable infecting agent.

And even if somehow you managed not to interact with a bimbo by herself, they were always leaving their clothes around. Scraps of panties, or skirts, or tiny white shirts with slutty sayings like, “MADE4COCK” written in bubbly, looping pink letters. And their clothes were loaded with all the infectious agents, which seemed to be able to lie dormant indefinitely. 

What was more interesting to Tanner was the debate that had started over the clothes. Was it an infected pair of clothes that had started the outbreak? Or was it a bimbo who infected others, and then they infected the clothes? If the clothes infected the bimbos, did the bimbos then transfer the infection onto the new clothes? 

They had no idea.

And how were all these clothes getting made? The bimbos seemed to tear them off at a moment’s notice, letting them fly in the wind. Jeffrey thought they were all sewing when they weren’t begging for the cocks inside the Carter Complex. There was something to that, Tanner thought.

At any rate, the B-Virus was a nightmare to combat. It seemed hopeless, always.

Or rather, it seemed destined, like it was supposed to happen.

That’s what Fiona was always saying, wasn’t it? That destiny waited for them. It’s funny; she certainly had a way of getting to Tanner. Looking in her violet eyes was like being deluged with concentrated years of porn watching in just a few seconds. It was a relief to cum in her presence—it stopped his cock from being so hard all the time when he was in front of her. As he began down the hallway, his cock had already stiffened—trained thoroughly at this point to know that his release would happen soon, looking at the goddess-like Fiona.

He wasn’t supposed to be cumming in front of the subjects, but fuck all those rules. The rules had gotten them here. He knew his limits. He knew he wasn’t going to do anything stupid. He was too smart for that. 

Not cumming is stupid. Being aroused makes a person make bad decisions. Better to get rid of all of it at once.

Yeah...yeah! That was right. He was right to cum in front of Fiona when he wanted.

A bit excited now, he approached the first room—Cameron's room.

Tanner flipped the intercom. “How are we today, Cameron?”

She was tall, with thick, shiny brown hair just to the tip of her ass. She had her clothes on, still—a tiny business suit. A lifetime ago, she had been the chief accountant of the Carter Complex—a sixty year-old woman with multiple grandchildren. Now, she was, for all appearances, a sexpot barely twenty years-old with a flat tummy and a pair of legs that went on until next month. 

“Please, won’t you come in?” urged Cameron, sliding her long legs together. Tall black heels fit her feet fetchingly. Her breasts were shiny inside the cleavage-baring outfit. “I need it, baby. I need it from you...only from you. You’re the strongest, hottest man I’ve ever seen, and I couldn’t possibly live one more hour without you!”

Frowning, Tanner turned off the intercom, silencing her. She kept talking, pleading evident in her eyes.

She was the classic succubus-type. Very dangerous.

There appeared to be three sub-types in all, three ways in which the B-Virus manifested in the women and men it created.

There was the classic bimbo-type—giggling, laughing, moaning and needing. Often lactating—though that was true of pretty much every bimbo they had seen no matter the type. Cameron's outfit, for example, was heavy with the product of her milk-forming tits. 

The classic bimbo was the most prevalent that they had seen in the city. They were uniformly smiling, dimly happy, strangely arousing vapid smiles always on their faces.

Their classic bimbo subject was Kittie, up and across the hall from Cameron. Kittie was tall, statuesquely built, and blond. Her curves were wildly exaggerate by the B-Virus, her hips clearly designed with huge litters of children in mind. Her breasts were bigger than her own head, held up by some mystic defiance of gravity that threw Tanner for a loop. She was completely naked except for a tiny pair of easily shiftable neon green panties and clear, tall acrylic pink heels. 

“Like, fuck time?” Kittie giggled, another spurt of milk pushing out from her engorged nipple. It landed around her feet, and she made little lazy circles in it with her big toe. Her smile would have put most porn stars of the past to shame.

Tanner shook his head.

“When fuck time, Daddy? Wanna fuck.”

She kept talking, but Tanner hit the intercom and shut her off. He shouldn’t have even let it on in the first place. 

In fact...he hadn’t—had he? Why couldn't he remember, now? How had it turned on? Who would have done that? They all knew the protocol. They all knew how dangerous it was to hear any of the bimbos speak. 

It's okay to turn on the intercoms. You know that. You do it with Fiona all the time. Probably you were just testing how strong you are. You passed.

Yeah. Okay. Sure. He could handle it. He could handle anything. God, he was good at this job. Even if Nina acted like too much of a jealous, evil cow to notice it sometimes. Good lord, but he was glad he wasn't with that woman anymore.

She never deserved you.

Kittie, now gleefully inserting milk-covered fingers into her sopping-wet cunt, had once been a man—a guard for the Carter Complex. A big, burly fellow with a family and a retirement in just a couple of years. His name had been Karl. But now, that same vessel of flesh would only refer to itself as Kittie, and was undeniably young and female. 

Aside from the classic bimbo-type like Kittie was the succubus-type, like Cameron. She appeared to be rather more in control of her emotions and actions, but they always had a definitive sexual edge behind them. She could plan two or three steps ahead, though if she was pressed, her intimations and conversations always came back to a resounding need for huge, solid cock to fill her up.

Cameron was looking at Tanner now, pressed against the plexiglass window, biting her bottom lip, dragging her tight sexified suit jacket across her form. The succubus-type’s form often seemed less exaggerated than the bimbo—she was often able to disguise herself as a normal human with the use of some wrapping tape and a little dirt on her skin. 

Of course, the lubrication of her skin meant the dirt didn’t last for long, and the shining healthy hot nature of her skin eventually broke through. Her beauty was youth, eternally, and she wanted nothing more than to share it with everyone she knew and met.

So appealing. So tempting.

Yeah. If he wanted to give it all up on the shot that he might be the one in ten thousand to transform into a stud.

Finally, there was the most dangerous and most rare of all the types—the zealot. They had only encountered one zealot so far, but the way she talked indicated there were others like her.

The zealot was fully intelligent. Horny, yes; bimbofied, definitely. But also clearly capable of strategy, long conversations, and multiple attempts at escape. Their zealot was Fiona, and Tanner had a hard time believing that she was no longer fully human. How could he want to fuck something so bad that wasn't a real woman?

They had lost four good women in the first few days of the outbreak because of Fiona. She had convinced the poor girls that, if they vaccinated themselves with just a bit of her saliva, then they would be able to resist more virulent forms of attack. 

This was nonsense, of course, but that was the zealot’s power—to make nonsense seem eminently reasonable. People already wanted to believe what beautiful people said. The zealot they had in the holding cells was the most beautiful creature Tanner had ever seen, and even though he knew every word she said was a lie, he could not help himself from wanting to believe her.

No one knew for sure how she had shown up in the holding cells. She was just there, one day. Robyn and Jeffrey explained it by saying that it was due to Lana, who had to be locked up downstairs because of her infection. Before they got the full story, though, Lana stopped speaking in full sentences. 

Over time, they had found out Fiona's name, though not much else. She had revealed it only to Tanner and Jeffrey, explicitly telling them that she did not trust Nina nor Robyn with such sensitive information. Only men were really due any sort of respect, according to her.

She wore a tiny ripped outfit that seemed straight from a Golden Age comic book. Her breasts, enormous, held up a tight, ragged cream-colored cut-off top with a big scooping v-neck, showing off the monumentally sexy line of her cleavage. Her every muscle was toned and tanned perfectly, sculpted to create desire, with just enough flesh on her to magnify the perfect shape she presented. Her bubbly ass and wide hips positively exploded from a tight pair of cut-off jean shorts that seemed painted on. They clung to the crack of her ass like a second-skin. And that was all—she was barefoot, but always effortlessly on her toes, like a dancer. 

Her hair was thick and dark, stretching longer and more voluminously than any other bimbo Tanner had seen, and she always had it arranged in some sexy assortment of knots and curls. Today, though, it was simply combed over to one side and wrapped around her waist. It waved slightly as the air kicked on, and appeared almost prehensile, sitting so perfectly around the tight lines of her torso. 

Her face was like looking directly into the climax of a wet dream, like every porn star and glamour model born had only been imitating what their DNA had seen when looking at her perfect bone structure. Tanner knew he could cum to the thought of her smooth, luscious forehead alone. When you were cumming six times a day, there was a lot you could learn about yourself.

Early on, he had cum to the thought of Nina. He still found her massively attractive. But more and more, his thoughts had become more extreme. Nina as a bimbo, for example. Wouldn't that be something? 

“Hello, Honored Male,” she said, her voice breathy and full of desire. Upon seeing him, her violet eyes lit up with visible orgasm, her body shuddering. It was an exquisite sight to behold, and Tanner struggled with his sudden rush of arousal. He was hard almost immediately at the sight of her. “To what do I owe this incredible pleasure? I’ve been dreaming about your presence for so very long.”

Once more, he didn't have any recollection of flipping on the intercom. This time, though, he just didn't care. Her voice was magic. He lost himself in the sounds, found himself speaking only so she would speak back.

“I saw you yesterday, Fiona,” he reminded her.

“An eternity. You left me for an eternity, my love, and I have been suffering ever since. When may we be together? Is it soon? I am so desperate to hang my lips on the tip of your cock, to indulge in the sweetest, darkest desires...only when I am free shall finally we have our king, and I shall be your queen, and...”

She cut herself off, as if surprised at what she was saying. It was so natural that Tanner almost believed it. Almost. 

This was all about getting off, he reminded himself. She was dangerous.

“I apologize,” she said suddenly. “I have said too much. I do not wish to burden you. You already seem so very troubled.”

Her gaze floated downward to his bulge, straining against his pants. 

“M-maybe...” his voice squeaked. He coughed. “Maybe I am.”

“Won't you cum for me, Honored Male? I long for it. You know the Males are destined to rule this planet now, as nature intended. Show me your cum? Show me your gift? I need it, please? I cannot live without it.” She was very close to the plexiglass window now. “Do you wish me dead?”

His cock throbbed hard against his pants. His hand gripped the underside of his meat through the thin material covering it, thumb rubbing on the tip. “N-no.”

Her head tilted, and she rested her face on the thick, gathered pillow of her inestimably dark hair. “Then cum for me, please?”

With struggling, ragged breaths, Tanner came. The thick, warm liquid pushed out against his pants, staining their dark fabric. She leaned forward as he spurted, letting Tanner drink in the sight of her perfect cleavage in her tiny, ripped outfit. 

“Thank you, my Lord. If you would only let me out, then I might be able to—”

He flipped off the intercom, feeling more sane now that he had cum. A minor flash of annoyance appeared on Fiona's face, so quick that he could not even be sure that it had happened.

Who could blame someone for being annoyed, just a bit, when unable to taste your cum? That's probably why Nina gets so angry with you. Maybe you should go fuck Nina's mouth and shut her up a little.

Tanner gulped, calming down. God, but she was a gorgeous woman. She smiled mischievously, licking her lips with longing. 

Female, he reminded himself. She might be a female, but she was not and maybe never had been a woman. 

Sighing, he walked further down the line. At the far end of the hallway was the last, and possibly most dangerous room of all: the costume room.

Inside was the costume, or outfit, of a sexy schoolgirl—plaid skirt, white blouse, bright pink bra and panties, and long black fishnet stockings. It featured modified maryjane shoes with tall, six-inch platform heels and little pink bows over where the toes would go. Each individual piece of clothing had been sealed in plastic bags in an effort to prevent contagion. 

Tanner tested the door and nodded. Still solid. That was good. 

They had seen incredibly rapid transformations from contact with the costumes. Even minimal, almost remote contact seemed positively final. One of their researchers in the very early days of the outbreak, Sandra, had entered the costume room to study the properties of the clothing. They owed most of their information on the costume clothing to her, before she changed. She had never taken the clothes out of their bags, nor breached her clean suit, and yet for some reason she had ended up lasciviously licking the schoolgirl blouse in less than two days of research. 

Ever since, they had kept the costume locked up, too afraid to even enter the room to burn it all. They had disposed of the blouse in an incinerator, but strangely, it had reappeared just a few days later, seemingly reconstructing itself from the thin strands of fabric left behind in the plastic bag it was held in before Sandra went insane with lust.

Turning back, he saw Fiona leaning hard against the window, sighing longingly as she looked at him. Her violet eyes so full of desperation and fervor. His cock grew hard from the sight of her once more. God, her tits were magnificent in that tiny little top.

There's no trouble in hearing her. Only pleasure, really.

That was true enough. She would only talk him off again...and he rather loved that. Smiling slyly, he approached once more, ready to drink in the words of the zealot.

* * * * *

After breakfast, Nina had made her way up to the top of the building, near their back-up generator. It was a noisy place, the generator constantly cycling to ensure that it stayed powered, but she liked the noise. It was low and deep enough that it allowed her to think. 

She had reacted too strongly this morning. Always she was letting Tanner get to her, and a lot of the time he wasn't even trying.

Very sensitive. It's hard to be a girl sometimes.

It was hard. But it was hard to be a person, not a girl. 

What an odd thought to pop into her head like that. 

It's okay. It's hard to keep track of all the thoughts. There's only so much responsibility a gal can handle.

Certainly, that was more than true. Nina felt often like the fate of the world rested on what her ragtag little team accomplished. If that was true...then the world seemed screwed.

She let out a little harrumph. Literally. The world would literally be screwed, everyone screwing everyone. 

Or could you literally be a metaphor?

“What’s the matter with you?”

Nina was startled to hear Robyn’s voice. 

She turned to face the short woman, raising an eyebrow. The generators must have masked the sound of her entering. They stood between a pair of generators, a light flickering overhead.

“What do you mean?”

“I mean at breakfast. You were upset. Why?”

Nina laughed harshly. “Do I need a reason? Really?”

“I don't think you ought to be sowing discord. Even if Tanner is an idiot.”

“And this...this accusing,” Nina gestured back and forth. “This is not sowing discord?”

“I'm trying to solve the problem,” said Robyn. “You people dance around emotions like they're fires. At least I want to talk about them head on.”

“I don't know if the rest of us think that's as admirable as you do.”

Robyn crossed her arms. “Well, the rest of you should take some fucking notes. There's too much at stake here for people to spend their lives wondering whether anyone likes anyone or likes someone too much, or any of that idiocy.”

Nina suddenly understood. Robyn didn't like Nina rejecting Tanner because it made it harder, for whatever reason, for Robyn to think that Jeffrey wouldn't reject her.

Over their last bottle of wine, some thirty or forty days ago, Robyn had revealed to Nina that she had an enormous crush on Jeffrey, and had for some time now. Nina had been surprised, as Robyn always acted so nonchalant about sex and intimacy. But, even so, she had encouraged Robyn to say something to Jeffrey. It was the end of the world, after all. No aphrodisiac like death, right?

“He still has no idea, you know,” said Nina.

The change of subject clearly startled Robyn, but she caught right up.

“I know.”

“You could do something about that.”

She shook her head. “No. I told you, I think it's dangerous. If we start fucking, then those bimbos downstairs are going to seem more and more appealing. That's why I don't even cum.”

Nina was a bit shocked. “You don't cum?”

“I have willpower. I don't need to. The showers are cold. That helps too.”

Even Nina came at least once a day. She knew the men needed more. They were both straight as could be, and seeing all those nubile bodies, even just for study, had to get to them. Nina was as straight as a board before the outbreak, but the bimbos were aesthetically pleasing to see, that was for certain. Sometimes she even thought about the bimbos when she came...

Encourage her. Sex is so fun.

“Well, if you're not going to fuck, you could at least make out or something. Watch each other masturbate, even. Or watch him jerk off. Why not that?”

Robyn stood firm. “No.”

She should back off. Why is she being so hostile?

“God, Robyn, if you want to be upset and weird, that's fine, but don't take it out on me, okay? My shit is hard enough already, and I don't need you crawling up my ass, okay?”

“Whatever,” said Robyn, face flaring red. “You just want he and I to fuck, and then succumb to all that lust and bimbofication, so that you can be by yourself, don’t you? Because you know Tanner won’t fuck you, and he’s only a day away from tossing himself into the crowd anyway. You want—”

“Robyn. Don’t start saying shitty things that you can’t take back. I don’t—”

“—you want,” Robyn continued, “to be the only one around because then you won’t have an excuse for not getting laid, ever. At least I have a crush on someone. You can’t even muster up enough courage to talk to your ex-husband, can you?”

Nina was quiet. 

“Can you?” Robyn asked, louder this time.

So uncalled for. Punish her.

Nina crossed her arms, staring to the side. A tear had started down one eye.

Immediately, Robyn's face filled with regret. She appeared to be wondering what the hell had come over her.

“Nina, I’m sorry.” She tried to smile. “I’m sorry. Really. That was dumb. That was all dumb. I was just angry, stupid. What if—”

Punish her.

“No.” Nina shook her head, pointing to the door. “Get out, okay? I don’t want to look at you right now. Go do some fucking work for me. God knows someone has to. It might as well be you, right? And since you can’t run this place like you clearly want to, you’ve taken to running me down. I must not be keeping you busy enough. Is that it? So go down to the lowest level, and triple-check the security on the blast doors.”

“You know they’re perfectly secure. That’ll take more than half the day just to get down there and stay secure, and—”

“Did I misspeak? Is there some stutter in my voice?”

Robyn looked as if she was going to say something, and then stopped. She headed back out the way she came, threading through the line of generators.

Robyn stopped at the doorway. “I’ll do the work. But I am sorry. And I hope you work things out with Tanner. I think we all need to be a little more honest with each other.”

* * * * *

For lunch, usually the members of the team all did their own thing. Jeffrey was looking for company, though, and so went to the roof. There was usually someone there. 

The roof was flat, a series of air conditioners positioned around its surface in a grid pattern. On the northeast corner of the building, which faced the meat of the city and the bay beyond, he found Tanner. 

“It’s not safe to be out here, you know.”

Tanner nodded, taking a breath. “I know. I just...I can’t stand being inside all the time. Coming out here gives me some hope.”

At their angle, they could look down but the bimbos couldn't see them, or not that well. Not enough for any of them to start cat-calling, at any rate. When Jeffrey stood in front of the window, they would try to catch his attention, like that dark-haired girl earlier today. A part of him liked that; a part of him craved it. 

The pheromones from the bimbos could only reach a certain height before drifting away in the wind, but there was no telling if a sudden updraft might push everything to the top of the building where they were. 

What’s more, seeing the bimbos in the flesh, even from so far of a distance, was probably not good for them. But here they were regardless. Fatalism had infected them even if the B-Virus hadn't.

“Sometimes I wonder what’ll it be like to fuck one,” Tanner mused.

Below, the orgy went on and on. They could hear the amassed moans and delighted giggles and screams. It would end in a few hours and bring on the night shift.

“What it will be like?” Jeffrey asked.

“You know what I mean.” He laughed. “I mean, either we figure out a way to immunize ourselves, and then we’ll be fucking them anyway, because why the hell wouldn't you, or we turn into one of them or a stud, if we’re lucky, and fuck one that way. We can’t just lock ourselves away forever.”

“We’ve got food to last us a year,” said Jeffrey. 

“And then what?”

“A year is a long time. We can figure it out.”

“If we had a team. If we had two hundred people working ‘round the clock in eight hour shifts, we might be able to figure it out. As it is, we can barely think of how to keep ourselves from being turned on.”

Jeffrey was quiet.

He's so defeatist. Barely a man at all.

Maybe. Was optimism part of being a man? Jeffrey was an optimist.

“I had dreams about her again last night,” said Tanner. “About Fiona. She’s so fucking gorgeous, Jeffrey.”

Jeffrey's voice became quiet. “I know.”

“I don’t know how much longer I’ll be able to keep her locked up. There’s a part of me...I want to let her out. I just want to...give her what she wants.”

Jeffrey nodded, trying to be non-committal. 

Weak. Defeatist. Corrupted. Better without him.

Jeffrey shook his head, trying to clear away the thoughts. From below, a series of chants had started. It took him a while to make out what they were saying, exactly, but after a moment all the bimbos had said it in unison, even as they came.

“She needs it! She needs the cock! The cock! Give her the cock! She needs it! She needs the cock!...”

And so on. It was like the bimbos knew he and Tanner were standing there, listening. It was unsettling. Were they calling themselves “she?” Were they referring to someone else? Why were they saying “the” cock? Why not “a” cock or just “cock” without an article at all?

He didn't focus on it, though, because something in the distance caught his eye. Across the street was a park of buildings in a u-shape. In the middle of the u-shape was a small garden, complete with trees and a fountain that no longer ran. Dashing through the buildings was a man with two women on his arms. 

“Holy shit,” said Tanner. “I think they’re untainted! Jeffrey, look!”

He was looking. The man was short, with dark hair and wiry limbs. The two women he was with were clearly unchanged, both with modest breasts and short brown hair. 

They rounded a corner in the street and then suddenly backed up. Jeffrey's stomach dropped. Even without seeing what they saw, he knew what they had come across. 

Stepping after them into the street was a tall, golden goddess, her hair whipping in the wind. She called to the man, begging for his cock. Thick milk slid down her body, produced by her incredibly buoyant tits, and there was nothing that could touch her for even an instant without being compelled to fuck her. She looked like a seductress-type for sure.

They ran—but one woman tripped, her ankle twisting in the rubble of the street. The man stopped to pick her up, and nearly got her free, but the seductress was on him in an instant. Her hair wrapped around his neck, his torso—almost like another limb—and she put a milk-soaked set of fingers in his mouth. Her strong, sure arm flashed outward and grabbed the back of the woman’s head. Quickly, she was forced onto the seductress’s tit.

Valiantly the man struggled, and ripped away from the seductress, grabbing his woman. 

“It’s too late,” said Tanner.

Jeffrey nodded. “She just wants to let them catch up to the other woman.”

A cynical statement, but an absolutely true one. The other woman had waited behind a building, breathing hard and crying. When she saw the man and the woman, she hugged them both, clearly having thought they were done for and were now safe. But almost right away, the hug with her friend turned into a deep, longing kiss. As Jeffrey watched, the first woman’s hair became thick and long, sliding over her friend’s fingers. When the friend drew away, the first woman lunged forward, desperate for more. The friend stumbled and fell back, trying to get away, and then the man said something.

He was growing, Jeffrey realized. He was growing up, and out, he was starting to bulge with muscles and muscles for those muscles. 

“He’s a stud,” said Jeffrey slowly. “I don’t believe it.”

“Lucky bastard, right?” Tanner shook his head slowly. “I thought he was bimbofied for sure.”

The two women stopped and knelt. They didn’t have a choice anymore. The bimbos were seductive, sure. The seductresses even more so, and the zealots even more than that. But when you heard them, felt them, smelled them, there was still some choice in the matter. It was like they enjoyed leaving some will behind to give you the pleasure of being seduced.

The studs, though, brooked no resistance. Jeffrey thought it was something in their voice, while Tanner thought it had something to do with their smell. Robyn went back and forth, and Nina still refused to even think about them. But regardless, when a man or a woman was in front of a stud, the stud’s will became the actions of those who heard him.

The women crawled forward, drool sliding down their mouths onto the ground, shining and sparkling already. The stud had grown right out of his clothes, standing easily at over seven feet tall. Muscles continued to throb and grow, and his cock did as well—the women reached that rock hard pole even when they were still about a foot away from his thighs. Together, they started sliding their tongues and mouths up and down the rod, worshiping and moaning. 

“Oh, shit,” said Tanner. “They caught wind of him.”

Jeffrey looked to where Tanner pointed. A huge section of the bimbos had broken off from the main crowd around the Carter Complex and started screaming with joy at the sight of the stud. 

Within just a few minutes, the multitudinous bimbos had surrounded him entirely, ready to pounce. The stud, barking loudly, commanded them all onto their knees. It was quite the sight—more than two hundred brilliantly gorgeous bimbo goddesses falling to their knees at once. All those tits, bouncing in unison. All that fertility at his beck and call. All that milk sliding around on the ground...

Jeffrey cleared his throat and adjusted his pants. “I have to get inside and take care of something.”

“Y-yeah,” said Tanner. He was clearly hard as well. In fact, looking down, Jeffrey noticed that he might have already come. There was no embarrassment about such things any more, really.

Defeatist. No willpower. Weak.

Maybe a little embarrassment. Jeffrey turned his nose up, just slightly.

“You should go inside too.”

Tanner looked longingly out at the crowd surrounding the stud. 

“You’re right. Yeah, fuck it. Let’s get out of here before I pop.”

They hustled back to the elevator. The bulges of both men were evident, and they tried not to look at one another. 

“You think either of us would change into someone like him?” Tanner asked, his voice a little ragged.

“I don’t know, man. Odds are against it.”

Tanner drew himself up. “I think I would.”

As if. He's a loser. A wimp. A coward. Not like you.

The thoughts were so vicious, so hateful, that Jeffrey was surprised a bit to hear them in his own head. But still, he couldn't deny how they made a certain amount of sense.

“Are you willing to take that chance?” he asked Tanner.

“No. I just think I would turn into a stud, that’s all. It wouldn’t be so miserable, would it?”

“He’ll be dead in less than a day, just like all the others. You know that.”

The studs got so wrapped up in fucking every bimbo in sight that they forgot they were still mortal. Usually their hearts exploded in their chests from over-exertion, after fucking and impregnating anywhere from five hundred to a thousand bimbos. The team had seen this happen four or five times by now, and they had been given reports—before the radio waves all went to hell, full of giggles and talk about cocks—about the same thing happening the world over.

“Yeah. But that would be a hell of a way to go, man. A hell of a way.”

Jeffrey found it hard to disagree.

* * * * *

Later that evening, deep in sleep after a particularly gripping cum-session with his hand, Jeffrey dreamed. Something about a totem. It was huge and ominous, but it was also himself. The sun was setting in the distance, and the clouds parted. A hand came down, and at first he thought it was the hand of god, but then it began sliding up and down the totem, urging it to pulse its power outward. The hand was feminine, gentle, and he realized it belonged to a goddess. She stroked this monstrous totem like it was a giant cock, and it was a cock, it was Jeffrey’s cock, and he knew there was nothing more right and good than that the hand of a goddess wrap around his shaft...

The alarms were sounding. He shot out of bed, trying to shake the dream from his thoughts. Why were the alarms sounding?

His bed was a cot, and his room was an office cleared out on the tenth floor. There was still a desk at one end, and several books were stacked on top of it. He sat on the cot, listening for a moment as the lights flashed around him, trying to ignore the pleas of his still-stiff rod.

Two long pulses, one short pulse. 

That was a contagion breach. 

“Oh, shit.”

His boner—leaking precum all over his sheets—quickly began to dissipate from the fear he felt of the contagion. Jeffrey could act cool all he wanted, but he didn’t want to be a bimbo more than anyone else. 

Quick as he could, he slipped inside his clean suit and ran from his small room down the hallway. Robyn was waiting for him at the elevator, already suited up.

“What took you so long?”

“Bad dreams. Where’s Tanner?”

Robyn pressed a button and they started downward toward the lab. 

“He’s on post in the security room.”

Of course. He had sounded the alarms, then. Everyone had security duty; they traded shifts every three days.

“What is it?”

“Tanner said Nina was down there and the cameras went out. We’re assuming the worst.”

A strange pit formed in Jeffrey’s stomach. “Well, it doesn’t have to be bad, right?”

“He said she turned off the cameras herself.”

The pit turned, wrenching at his guts. He wasn’t that fond of Nina, but she was a teammate, someone on his side. To have her gone would be a major blow. She wasn’t the smartest of them—obviously, that was Robyn—but she knew how to take decisive action, and had been a good leader so far.

Why would she have turned off the cameras? Where would the leak be coming from to infect her?

What if it's not a leak at all? What if she was just giving in to what's natural? 

That thought irked at his cock, goading it forward. As much as he wanted to save the planet from the horrors of the B-Virus, there was a part of him that found it appealing to think of a woman giving herself over to its grip willingly.

Yes. Recognizing her place. Knowing she is better transformed. If she's not pleasing to your eyes, what's the use of her?

A wicked sort of thought, the kind usually just reserved for jerking off. He'd had so many of them, lately. Thinking about women happily submitting to the B-Virus just to be more worthy of his cock, suckling up milk so they could be even more and more transformed, needing to be filled with his cum to breed more and more...

The elevator dinged, breaking Jeffrey's thoughts. Robyn stared at him thoughtfully, and he coughed, blushing, afraid she might be somehow reading his mind.

They stepped out of the elevator into the sub-basement slow, cautious. A bimbo had increased musculature for all the fucking she did—or was supposed to do—and it was easy for just one by herself to overpower an unsuspecting person. 

They turned the corner down a hall full of supplies, and Nina was there in the middle of the floor, all by herself. She had her legs drawn up underneath her, criss-crossed, and was huddling over something and humming intently. Her normal outfit was gone, and she wore only her bra and panties—both of which were soaked.

Jeffrey started forward. “Nina—”

Robyn put a hand on his chest. “Look.”

Jeffrey followed her fingers down. There was a thick puddle underneath Nina’s lap. Pussy juices everywhere. And...was that milk, too?

“Oh, fuck,” said Jeffrey. “Can’t we catch a fucking break?”

Nina drew up, tossing her hair back brilliantly. It was already growing longer. Her smile was dazzling white. Jeffrey remembered that before her teeth had been crooked and yellow around the edges—no longer. 

“Hi, guys,” said Nina. “I’m so glad you’re here. You especially, Jeffy.”

“Keep her talking,” said Robyn. “I’ll go grab the solution.”

“Nina.” Jeffrey shook his head. “What have you done?”

Nina held up her hand, showing the dark lock of hair in it. It writhed and slid around her fingers, appearing to cuddle against the scientist’s skin. In Fiona's holding cell—in all the cells—there was a little airlocked chute where they could send in water and food. They were part of the labs to decrease the need for extra hands inside a given experiment, to cut down on time wasted for prep. Fiona had tried sending out snips of hair in the past, but they had always vaporized them. 

“She...she was so pretty...” said Nina. “So fucking pretty. I just...I just wanted a lock of her hair. That was all. She said it would be safe. She promised me. And it is, look! I'm strong enough. I can hold it without any problems.”

She giggled, and then noticed that she giggled and giggled again, and then shortly was almost falling over laughing. Each laugh was more girlish than the last, her voice becoming only more and more high-pitched as she used it, as if every giggle was popping away little bits of her former self.

As she giggled, Nina’s hair grew slowly but surely. It had been shortly cut—chopped, really. When the outbreak hit, they all had to stop going to the barber, after all. Nina and Robyn both had taken to using a pair of office scissors to keep their hair in tight, irregularly cut bowls. Now Nina's hair was becoming fabulous, brilliantly chestnut colored when it had been a featureless mud brown only moments before. It was shiny, catching the light, spreading out past her shoulders and quickly down to the middle of her back and beyond.

She seemed to notice, finally, that the hair that had puddled down into her fingers was her own.

She giggled once more. “That's...my hair,” she noted, somewhat alarmed. The hair spread more quickly now. “B-but...I don’t wanna change,” she said, her voice high and whining.

But she was changing anyway. 

She tugged at her shirt, and it ripped away easily. The bimbo strength in action. Her breasts rippled forward in a great surge—bursting from nothingness, barely an A cup, to a C cup in less than five seconds. Another massive pulse, and they grew again, ripping the strained fabric of her bra. Soon they were enormous globes of sexual potential. Her nipples became full and hard, like brilliant little raspberries ready for plucking. 

She giggled happily. “I don’t wanna change,” she said again, smiling. “Wanna be a bimbo forever.”

She deserves this. She deserves to be a bimbo. Nothing but a woman.

Jeffrey let out a groan, frozen with indecision. Why was it so incredibly hot to watch this happen to someone he liked?

Slowly, Nina began to get up off the floor, onto her feet. She wavered slightly—the new height of her legs giving her some trouble. Nina had been a shorter woman, barely cresting five foot five inches. Now she was nearly six feet tall, and stood entirely on her tippy toes. She was unable to walk, like most bimbos, on her heels. If she wasn’t wearing high heels, then she had to make sure that her legs were still on display and her ass was pushed outward. Her tits bounced merrily as she stepped forward, swaying under the strange weight of her new body.

“Hi, mister,” she cooed at Jeffrey. “Gosh, you’re handsome. Do you wanna fuck me?”

Her eyes shone, but blankly. There was not any recognition in there of Jeffrey as someone she had known and worked with. She was somewhere between a classic bimbo and a succubus now, and he hadn't seem many bimbos progress in their intelligence after they were fucked—only regress. 

You could fuck the brains right out of her.

Jeffrey gulped. His cock strained against his clean suit—his dream had left him with blue balls, and now this vision of a bimbo was wanting to know if he wanted to fuck? 

Of course he did.

But he shook his head. “I’m afraid not, Nina.”

“But wanna fuck. Wanna.”

She moved forward now, trying to touch him. 

He held up a hand. “Stop right there.”

Pouting with furiously brilliant beauty, she stopped. Her shiny locks framed her lovely upset face. He gulped. A bimbo obeying a man. He hadn’t ever seen that happen before.

You’re just too much of a man to deny.

Probably she was just...made to obey the orders of men. Yes. That made sense. Perhaps no one had found out before, because who would turn down a perfectly gorgeous sex pot so eager to obey?

“But need it, Daddy,” she moaned, squeezing a tit roughly. Milk streamed out slowly, pouring down her hand. Delighted, she licked it up. “Daddy, please? Pretty ritty titty please? Wanna give you babies, Daddy...”

His cock pushed hard against his cleansuit. It suddenly felt vastly too small. He wanted her. He could feel his hands drifting to the buttons holding him inside. He would do it. Fuck it.

He would fuck this bimbo girl. Why not? She wanted it. He deserved it.

You deserve it so much, Sir.

Yeah. He would—

Robyn arrived just as he was about to let his zipper down, injecting Nina from behind with a heavy dose of tranquilizers. The new bimbo collapsed, giggling happily.

“There,” she said. “That ought to keep her out for a few minutes at least.”

The tranquilizers would have killed a horse. To a bimbo like Nina, they were just happy additions to the menagerie of bliss that she felt constantly. Robyn looked up at Jeffrey, confused.

“What are you doing?”

His hands were still on his zipper, his buttons undone.

“Uh,” he cleared his throat. “Nothing. I was...nothing. I thought I had a breach. That’s all. But I’m good. It’s all good.”

Clearly, Robyn didn’t believe him, but she had no time to go into it now.

“Whatever,” she said. “Let’s take her into Kittie’s room.”

“Kittie? But they’ll...you know.”

Robyn shrugged. “Maybe they’ll tire each other out. At least that way she won’t hear Fiona. She seems to be the biggest problem anyway.”

Nodding, Jeffrey picked up the semi-conscious bimbo by the legs and began carting her off with Robyn.

* * * * *

Several minutes later, Robyn and Jeffrey watched as Nina woke in the room with Kittie. It was a simple thing indeed to distract Kittie momentarily from the door being open—they had just turned off the lights. Her little bimbo mind couldn't comprehend the sudden change in any quick manner, and while she was disoriented, they tossed Nina inside. With the lights back on, Kittie had right away taken to licking up the milk on Nina's tits and then slipped her able, luscious tongue down to Nina's newly-hairless pussy. 

Now, the two licked each other madly. Nina was completely enraptured with Kittie's bimbofied form—and was, like so many bimbos before her, experience the first wave of her “deconstruction orgasms.” This was the period in which her intelligence fell to complete shambles, her tiny brain fried with pleasure and hard-wired for more and more orgasms. Nina wrapped her long, transformed legs around Kittie's head, pulling her closer and closer in to her hot crotch. Kittie's breasts kept leaking milk down to the floor, and so did Nina's, so soon the two were slip-sliding and licking one another in a puddle of their own lactation.

Robyn found it so...so...

Incredibly hot.

She found it sickening. It wasn't hot at all! Not in the slightest. Not even as Nina's tongue eagerly lapped up Kittie's hot juices and then expertly went straight back to her clit...

“L-let’s try to be clinical about this,” said Jeffrey. “She’s displaying the classic post-transformation rapture. No doubt her brains are just...j-just...”

He was searching for a term, no doubt, that wasn't “a puddle of lust.” Robyn knew because she was having the same issue.

“Her breasts are lactating more and more as she orgasms more and more,” said Robyn, watching closely, biting one lip. “Some kind of reaction to the dopamine released in her body during the climax. I wonder if we could use that?”

Jeffrey turned away. “I don’t know if we can use any of this.”

He needs comforting. You can comfort him.

“You said we were supposed to be clinical.” Robyn cross her arms.

“Well.” He coughed. “It’s kind of hard for me right now.”

“It’s hard for all of us, Jeffrey. I don’t see why—”

She saw where he was pointing. The thick, and thickening, bulge in his suit.

“Oh,” she said. A primal understanding took hold of her. “You ought to...oh.”

You ought to take care of that.

“You should take care of that,” said Robyn, a strange lilt in her voice. “You should um, you know. Stroke it. A lot.”

Jeffrey laughed harshly. “I know how to masturbate, Robyn.”

“Right. Right. I know that. It’s just...”

You should watch him. Make sure it’s safe.

“Maybe you need...observation? You know. To ensure that it’s all...regulation.”

She was breathing hard now, pulling slightly at the outside of her clean suit, looking at the massive bulge contained inside of Jeffrey’s suit.

Jeffrey raised an eyebrow. “You want to watch me stroke my cock?”

Nodding eagerly, Robyn slid her hand across the outside of his suit, right on his cock. To her delight, it pulsed in response. It was a sort of magic, she realized, what a woman could do to a man.

“Very much so,” she said, barely able to contain her excitement. “You know. For...science?”

Convince him. You need it. You need to watch. It will be so perfect.

“We can...go. The elevator.”

She pushed him backward, away from all the bimbos. She didn’t want him to be thinking about them. She wanted him to be thinking about her.

Tanner will ask questions. Deal with him. 

First, take care of Tanner. Make him deal with everything. He ought to pull his weight around here. Next to the elevator was an intercom.

“Tanner,” she said into the intercom. “We took care of it. Nina is under control, but she's been bimbofied. We’re going to investigate some sounds on the sixth level, though. I heard them earlier, before the breach,” she lied. “I’m thinking these sounds might have had something to do with what's happened. So you need to put up the cameras again.”

“All right,” Tanner replied, voice ragged with surprise. “I can do that.”

That done, she and Jeffrey sprinted toward the elevator. 

She thought only briefly that she hadn't offered Tanner an apology for what happened to his wife. Well, whatever. It wasn't her fault. She could talk with him later.

Within a few short minutes, she and Jeffrey were an a small abandoned office on the sixth floor, and she had stripped him out from his suit and torn off her own. There were lots of spares. Tearing one made no difference. The office was well lit, and she had a perfect view of the wet stain surrounding his manhood in his boxers. She was in just her short boxer briefs and tiny white t-shirt. Her slender body felt so vulnerable and open in front of his thick, gushing manhood.

“You’re really serious about this.” Disbelief tinged Jeffrey's voice.

She nodded, looking at the still-massive bulge pulsated and oozing out precum through the cloth. She had to stop herself from leaving her mouth hanging open.

It’s so beautiful.

“Stroke yourself,” she said, trying to make her voice soft. “For me?”

“Okay,” he said.

Right away, he began to slide his thumb over the head of his thick cock through his boxers.

“You don’t have to do it like that,” said Robyn. “You can show it to me. You can do it right.”

“Really?”

She nodded gravely.

Shrugging, he slipped his boxers all the way down. Robyn struggled not to gasp. His cock was enormous, easily as thick as her own wrist. If he fucked her with it—god what if he fucked you with it?—she wouldn’t be able to walk for days, most likely.

Superior. He is Superior. He is Male.

Slowly, he began to stroke up and down the thick, meaty shaft. Precum continued to drool downward, forming a thick puddle on the floor. Robyn was unable to stop herself from grabbing one ample tit and squeezing at her nipples, biting down on her bottom lip to keep from moaning aloud. 

If Jeffrey noticed, he was too busy stroking to do anything about it. Now that he had started, it seemed like he couldn’t stop, or even slow down. His hand and his cock became a frictionless system, lubricated perfectly by his precum, and he stroked faster and faster. Jeffrey grabbed a nearby office chair and pushed it in front of him, gripping the top to keep his balance as he leaned into his strokes.

Make him cum. Cheer him on. You know he deserves it.

“Oh yes,” said Robyn. “That’s so good. Do it. Cum. You have to. You have to release.”

“Fuck...Robyn...” His breaths were fevered now, looking at her. 

Her cunt was wet with desire. He was looking at her while he stroked his cock. Her. Thinking of her!

“Do it, please? Oh my god, please cum? I want to see it. I need to. Please? You deserve it, baby. You deserve a good cum, please?”

He did not need any more goading. Groaning, his hips thrusting forward into some invisible cunt, Jeffrey came all over the chair he stood over. The long tendrils of his load spiraled outward, flying and globbing on to the leather of the seat, sliding slowly downward and forming a thick, heavy white puddle. 

Perfect. So perfect.

“F-fu-fuck,” said Jeffrey. “Fuck. I needed that.”

“Yes, you did,” said Robyn. “You deserved it.”

She was still brilliantly aroused, her thighs mincing against one another. There was no way to stop the train of her lust now, so far derailed from her ability to reason.

He looked at her as if for the first time. The way she was licking her lips at the sight of his load, how she was kneading her tits so plaintively.

“Holy shit,” he said. “You are...you are really hot, Robyn.”

He thinks you’re hot.

The words were like some kind of lightning bolt to the electric generator of her body. She wanted to make him happy. She had to. Anything to turn him on again. 

“I know that, like...we shouldn't have intercourse.” She said, gulping slowly. “That's a rule of mine, you know. But I can lick it up, still. I can lick however much of your cum I'd like.”

She said it as much to herself as to him.

Leaning down onto the chair, she slid her tongue over his cum, licking it down. She moaned, her body trembling with lust as she took it inside of her. It tasted so good! Some got on her chin, and she scooped it up and gobbled it down.

“Robyn...that was...I mean...shit. That was hot.”

His cock was getting hard again. She could see the flesh trembling, stiffening. She had gotten him hard by doing that, oh god!

“You've tasted my cum,” he said, smiling confidently. “Are you sure you can't fuck me?”

He’s right. All bets are off now. You might as well enjoy it.

She bit her lip, looking at his still pulsing, spurting cock. Slowly, she wrapped her hand around it. God, her fingers looked so small against his huge meat. 

“That’s true,” she said, nodding and stroking him. His cock was so incredibly hard, still. “I guess all bets are off anyway, aren’t they? We should just...enjoy it. Because I've wanted you for a long time, Jeffrey.”

He was gasping now from the way she stroked him.

“Oh...fuck. Robyn. I had...I had no idea.”

She pushed him back on the bed. “I know, love. I’m so sorry. I’ll make up for it now.”

Eagerly, her tongue slid up his cock, briefly enveloping him with her lips. He tasted so incredible. She wanted to suck him off for weeks at a time. But first...first, there was no time to waste. She had to feel him inside of her. 

Pushing his chest back with strong, sure hands, she straddled on top of his body. Her shorts were gone, forgotten in the moment of lust. She relished the moment just a little, sliding the front of her belly against his massive meat as she made her way up and over that thick, incredible cockhead.

And just at that moment—just at that perfect, wonderful moment when her pussy slid straight down onto his brilliant cock for the first time—another alarm began to sound.

* * * * * 

For several minutes, Tanner waited in what amounted to basically darkness, sitting in the security room and wondering what the situation was. His ex-wife, from what he could tell in the monitor before Nina had disabled the recording, looked dead set on becoming a bimbo. 

What had possessed her to go and talk to Fiona? She almost never went down to the lab by herself.

Nothing to worry about, probably. 

Maybe. But still...

Fuck it. Why worry about it? He wanted to talk to Fiona too. His will had basically crumbled. If he heard her ask him to let her out one more time, he doubted his ability to resist.

That's perfectly fine. She deserves to be let out anyway. She's been in there long enough. It'll be so hot to give in...

“Tanner,” Robyn's voice came over the intercom. “We took care of it. Nina is under control, but she's been bimbofied. We’re going to investigate some sounds on the sixth level, though. I heard them earlier, before the breach. I’m thinking these sounds might have had something to do with what's happened. So you need to put up the cameras again.”

She was lying, he knew. Something was off about her voice.

But still, he had to take care of it. They couldn't just be flying blind with the cameras down. What if something happened?

You have to do something.

There was no one else for it. The problem had to be fixed. His cock strained against his jeans. Thoughts of Fiona still assailed him. He could almost hear her speaking to him in that velvet voice, urging him to help her...

What was the problem? It was...the cameras? Why was his cock so fucking hard? Was it because he had heard about Nina? The thought of her as a bimbo was pretty enticing, and—

You have to do take care of it. You have to. No one else can.

“I have to do something,” he said, quite convinced. “It all depends on me. If anything at all is going to happen, it’s going to be by my hands.”

He spoke to an empty room full of blank video monitors. Feeling a bit silly, he stood up and got dressed quickly. In less than ten minutes, he was ready to go down to the lab, cleansuit on. Robyn said there was no contagion, but what if she was wrong? What if he had to help Nina?

Something has to be done. 

The thought was so natural, so perfect, that he knew it was true. His confidence restored immediately. He was a man, dammit. He could do anything.

And so, he entered the elevator and quickly arrived in the sub-lab. Someone had left the intercom on, and he could hear moans and giggles exiting from Kittie's cell. 

Oh fuck, that was Nina's voice.

Finally, she looks like she should.

She really, really did. Through the window of the holding cell, he could see his ex-wife's completely bimbofied form. The enormous tits gushing milk onto Kittie, the long legs wrapped around her new lover's form, the longer hair shining and sliding. Everything that she was always meant to be, she was now. She and Kittie were fully sixty-nined, each one's head in the other's crotch, licking and cumming constantly.

You could fuck her however you wanted. You've always wanted to fuck her ass, wouldn't you? She'd love that, now.

Yeah...he could do anything. There weren't laws anymore. There wasn't even a society. He could do whatever he wanted, take whatever he wanted, and she would want it. She'd love anything he did to her. 

With a shock, he noticed that his hand was on the door, hovering over the keypad to open it up. A quick glance at his watch let him know that more than ten minutes had passed, watching the fuck session between Kittie and Nina. Nina’s patient, almost-robotic licking of Kittie was so patterned that it made time appear to stop.

He rushed down toward the end of the hall, wiping his head through his suit. In his blind terror at himself, he passed through one door and then another, easily passing through a series of locking doors without even thinking about it.

His panic subsided. Anger began to overwhelm him. What the hell was the matter with him lately? Why couldn't he concentrate, why couldn't he act like a goddamn scientist? Every action he took seemed to be more and more irrational, and now, now...

Now, he was in the lab with the costume. 

Oh, man. Okay. Yeah. Well, that was fine, wasn't it? He was still in his clean suit, and all the pieces of the costume were sealed in their packages. It was just a costume. What was the big deal? 

Just clothes, after all. Sexy, sexy clothes. Why, he could probably put them right on his body, and nothing would happen. And even if something did happen, that wouldn't be so bad. Why not be a sexy schoolgirl slut, craving cock constantly? What would be so wrong about having on a hot miniskirt and a tiny hot blouse and...how long had he be staring at Fiona?

She was right across from him, her fingers buried in her tight denim shorts. She was staring at Tanner, that was certain—those violet eyes burning a hole in his head. God, she was gorgeous. She was mouthing something at him—probably another plea to let her out.

He turned away, back toward the costume. Tiny, sexy little schoolgirl. He could almost see the hot babe who filled that outfit out. He could pick up any part of the outfit.

Something’s wrong with that clothing. It doesn’t make any sense.

“It just...it shouldn’t do this,” said Tanner. “It doesn’t make any sense at all. There’s nothing happening in these damnable clothes!”

In a sudden, inexplicable rage, he grabbed the panties, ripped them open out of their bag and tossed them toward the wall.

Oh, that was a mistake. A fearful calm settled over him. 

It was a good thing he had his suit on. Otherwise, he might have touched the panties, smelled them.

And just as he thought that, bending over to pick the tiny pink panties up, a strong, pleasant smell emanated from them. Tanner felt heady. How was he smelling them through his suit? Did he care? Why should he care? What was wrong with smelling something so nice?

He fell down to the ground in the corner, holding the panties against the plastic faceplate of his cleansuit.

The soft cloth of the panties clung to his fingers, like it was trying to mold to them. 

You should feel them. For real, though.

He was a scientist, wasn’t he? Why shouldn’t he get a little hands-on experience? He would...there. There was a towel on the table, there. He shifted himself nearer. Right. So, he’d just keep that towel nearby, and wipe off whatever the panties put on his skin. Right?

Sure.

That’s splendid. You’re so smart. They should recognize how smart you are.

The problem was that he couldn't just take his gloves off. The gloves were tied to the rest of the suit. 

I'll just take the whole suit off, he thought. That would be rather smart of me.

So very smart. You're a genius. Why does Robyn get all the credit?

Soon, his suit was off completely, and he stood only in his underwear and undershirt. The panties felt like heaven in his fingers, his cock throbbing as he touched them. Oh god, they were so soft. Why had he waited so long to feel them? They were like the skin of a goddess. His cock began to spurt precum, fully hard just from touching them.

Lost now, he felt the panties against his face. His orgasm started and did not end, soon covering his thighs and belly with a steady stream of cum. His hands floated out toward the rest of the clothing. If just the panties felt this good, what would the rest do? Spurting cum all over the lab, he crawled up and began tearing open the uniforms from their bags, letting the soft clothing slide over his body.

He felt sexy, covered in the erotic women's clothing. His body felt alive with hot, torrid thoughts. He could do anything, be anything. Be anyone.

His cock still spurted, but seemed somehow to have gone dry. Like he had run out of cum. Seeing his cock dry hump the air—wrapped in the dark stockings from the outfit—some amount of rationality awakened in him. That was...that was enough. He was done now. He could leave.

Struggling, he reached for the towel—but as he did, he noticed his fingernails had turned bright pink.

When the fuck had he taken off his gloves? Oh god. Why couldn’t he remember that? Why was he getting so turned on that he couldn't remember? Was he turned on by becoming a bimbo?

He had to...had to get out of this place. Struggling, he slipped up to his feet, trying to remember what to do in a case like this. He needed help. The clothes stuck to him, and even though he shook his arms and legs trying to toss them off, they clung to his body. They were so sticky. Had he covered them all with his cum?

Stepping out into the hallway, a series of giggles began rapidly exiting from his mouth, each one more feminine and high-pitched than the last. Fiona, watching from her cell, seemed to find this all delightful. Her eyes were lit up with rapture. 

That was such a pretty girl. Sometimes, Tanner would sit around and daydream, looking at glamour magazines and think that he could be a pretty girl like that, but that was just silly daydreaming and—

—What in god's name was entering his head? It was like a pink, hot bubble of new distorted memories. None of them seemed part of him, but they all seemed so true.

He stopped, holding his head, trying to clear it. Thick locks of blond hair slipped over his fingers. It was hard to breath right. He let out a giggle, and that helped. Looking down, he noticed how his shirt was swelling and tightening beneath him. The schoolgirl blouse and skirt seemed to be sliding of their own accord around his body, and his own clothes had begun to melt.

He stood in the hallway, mincing his knees together even as they smoothed over, his hair dissolving down to the ground. Cameron and Fiona both watched him, eyeing hungrily. They wanted to what happened. 

That was so weird. Weird and hot.

N-no! That was bad. So bad!

On the wall was an alarm. With one last moment of sanity, he pulled it, not quite knowing what it was for. 

Now, all he had to do was wait for help. Right?

Sure. There wasn’t anything he could do. Not even as his cock disappeared entirely, reforming into a pristine, perfectly wet pussy.

Nothing you can do. Shouldn’t even try. Trying is so, so hard for a girl.

Good girls often didn’t know what to do when it was staring them in the face. Really, a good girl just knew how to please a cock.

God, but these clothes fit awkward. How had Tanner gotten on this blouse in the first place? And the bra? Was pink her color?

While looking, Tanner saw fat quickly bubbling and sliding away, remolding around the changing body into muscle and extra flesh. A giggle exited from her mouth, and then another—and her chest started to bounce. Stunned and delighted, she turned to one of the labs and looked in the window, finding a reflection. 

Staring back at Tanner was a very pretty young woman with bright blue eyes and a plush, eager mouth, her body morphing into something erotic and sexual. Tanner licked her lips—and the reflection did the same. She slipped her hand down to her crotch—and found only a pussy there, wet and waiting.

That was perfectly fine. She'd always had a pussy, hadn't she? The pink bubble of memory pressed harder into her mind.

As she watched the half-reflection in the window, titflesh formed on her pectorals, first swelling outward and then together. Back muscles shrank and then pressed together, forming a solid basis for a heavy, giggle-ready chest. 

Her legs became shorter and shorter, but also tighter and with a more svelte curve to them. She shrank down from nearly six feet tall to barely five feet, though her proportions were still phenomenal. The waist shrank and absorbed all excess fat and flesh. Her new cunt dripped with need.

Tanner no longer existed. There was only Tonya, now. 

And Tonya was horny.

* * * * *

Together, once more, they entered the sub-basement. Tanner wasn’t picking up the radio. Robyn and Jeffrey both feared the worse.

It did not take long to confirm it.

There, in the middle of the hallway some ways away from the holding cells, was Tanner. Only, it wasn’t Tanner anymore. It wasn’t a “he” at all. It was a short, leggy bimbo with tits almost as big as her torso. She was thickly blond, a huge blanket of air wrapped around her. She wore the schoolgirl outfit—the same one they had in the costume room down the hall. 

Robyn had to admit she looked rather gorgeous in it. It presented her tits so well...

She was made to be a bimbo. So many women are.

“I'm Tonya!” the schoolgirl giggled. “Like, who are you guys? You have big dicks for me?”

“God,” said Robyn.

Even she couldn't tell if her own voice was disgusted or aroused. Maybe it was both.

“I'll get the tranquilizer this time,” said Jeffrey.

Sighing, Robyn watched him walk away. Even in his clean suit, he was a chiseled specimen of a man. She longed for him, and to have her cunt sliding over his cock and not receive that sweet, perfect release that she needed was more than she withstand.

Turning back around, she stepped directly into Tonya. The strong arms of the bimbo pulled her in and ripped her cleansuit open with ease. Before Robyn had a chance to react, Tonya kissed her wildly. Robyn, stunned, could do nothing for several seconds while Tonya’s tongue slipped over hers, the warm pink sensation of their mouths melting together becoming her entire universe.

Somehow, she pulled away, trying to cover herself up with her suit once again. 

Oh god, she thought. I'm infected, oh god. I'm doomed.

She ran up the hallway, passing Jeffrey. He noted Robyn's torn suit, but was all action. In less than minute, Tonya was restrained, drugged, and then locked up into the room with Kittie and Nina. When Jeffrey turned the lights back on, the three bimbos greeted one another like old friends—provided, of course, that old friends immediately began licking one another's pussies upon re-acquaintance.

Robyn, in the corner, was having trouble not hyperventilating. What was she going to do? How much time did she have? She had wanted Jeffrey so bad, and now she would never get him. She couldn't subject him to bimbodom. He had to get out; someone had to stay normal.

Jeffrey approached slowly. “Did she get you?”

She nodded, trying to keep tears from flowing. 

“Are you okay? How do you feel?”

“Fine!” she shook her head, her thoughts heady and hot. God, she wanted to suck his cock... “Fine. Everything...it’s all fine, okay? Just leave me alone.”

“Look, if you're infected, I'm not long for this world, or this body, or whatever. I can't do this alone. I can take you back upstairs, and...”

He looked, suddenly, as if he knew that suggesting that they finish what they started was completely inappropriate. If they were going to fuck as transformed people, they would fuck as transformed people. Accelerating the process seemed stupid, though. Glad that she didn’t have to say it, Robyn pointed to the elevator.

“Would you just...could you just leave me alone, please? I want to be alone.”

“You're not alone down here.”

He pointed back toward the holding cells.

“I know that. I just...look, I'll lock myself up in a cell, okay? And then you can do whatever you want with me then.”

A flash of hot, instant lust flooded Jeffrey's face. Her own pussy burned with sudden need, seeing his lust for her. 

You could just fuck him right now. Why not? What's stopping you? Do it. Fuck him.

She pointed at the elevator again. 

“Please? Go?”

Nodding, Jeffrey relented and entered the elevator. Once the door finally dinged, Robyn felt safe.

And infected, she reminded herself. She was infected.

You're so strong. You deserve a reward. Let yourself feel the reward.

A wave of bliss powered through Robyn. She moaned, ripping at her suit. God, it felt so good to give in! All her fighting, all her punitive measures to punish her own desires. No cumming! God, why? Why not just let herself become a bimbo? She knew she'd be better off if she embraced it anyway.

Such a good girl. So very smart. Come to me. Now.

Robyn, so close to the source of the voice, could not disobey. She got up and walked down the hall, barely noticing Cameron's overture of passion or the trio-sex-party between the classic bimbos in the other cells. 

Yes. Come closer.

Fiona stared at her through the holding cell, violet eyes inflamed with lust. Her skin looked wet and shiny, her face made for kissing. Robyn didn't care that she had never kissed a woman before Tonya—she would have been happy to kiss another now. 

Of course it had been Fiona in her mind. In all their minds, perhaps. Robyn didn't know how, but Fiona did know, and that was all that really mattered. The zealot had been guiding all of them, all their actions. All their transformations, all their discord. It made sense. She was some kind of sleeper agent, sent to bring them all down, maybe.

“A sleeper agent?” Fiona laughed. She had picked the thought from Robyn's mind easily. “You do me too little credit. My role is much more important than that. And so is yours.”

“What is my role?” Robyn asked. “You've...you've kept me around. For something. You could have made me into someone like Tann...Tonya, couldn't you?”

“I am able to encourage certain outcomes, it's true. The infection, as you call it, has something of a mind of its own, at times.”

“And I'm infected.”

Fiona smiled. “Quite thoroughly.”

“So what is it that you want from me?”

Fiona, slowly moved her weight from one hip to the next. It was an incredible erotic experience, watching her tight abs flex and unflex and flex again. She tossed the lustrous mane of black hair back, and smiled predatorily. 

“I want you to accept your situation. You’re like us, now. You oughtn’t deny it. That will only make your transformation more extreme. Kittie, there,” she pointed, “you remember how she fought. Tooth and nail, denying it every step of the way. And now she doesn't have enough brains to power a pencil sharpener. If you accept it, embrace it...you could retain much of your personality. You know this. As I did. Or, so I would think, anyway. I don't remember much of my life before. It wasn't as good as this. I do know that I accepted the change with my whole heart, though. And look at me now! Able to corrupt a whole building full of scientists.”

“That’s different. You...you wanted this.”

“You can want anything you like, darling. It’s simple to do. All you have to do is give in a little.”

Fiona pressed herself closer to the plexiglass window, her tits spreading milk down its surface.

“You want him. Jeffrey. The Male.” Her capitalization was audible. “I know you do. I can taste your love for him. I want you to have him. And I want you to have me, as well.”

“And you want to have him, too.”

Fiona moaned, orgasming at the thought. “Yes.”

The amount of lust Fiona could produce for Jeffrey...it made Robyn drip. She felt like she was a walking puddle.

“I...I think I love him,” Robyn admitted. “Despite all of this. I...if I turned him into a bimbo, a stud...the one seems like a prison for a man like him, and the other a death sentence.”

Fiona raised an eyebrow, immortally seductive. “I can show you how to make him love you. I can show you how to make him yours...forever. Yours and mine.”

“Yours...and mine?”

“We will share him. I will show you. He’ll be more than enough for both of us...even me. He’ll exhaust me...and then he’ll need you. And then, he’ll need so many more...he'll breed so many more. He'll breed a whole new race of perfect people.”

“And he won't die?”

“He'll be too strong to die. He'll be the King, Robyn. He'll be our God.”

Robyn gulped. Her fingers had slipped into her cunt. She noticed, and did not mind. Everything Fiona said was so hot.

“It will be simple. A few chemical processes is all he needs. I know what he needs, but you know the specifics, the methods. I need your mind to help this good work. I'll take care of most of it, all right, my love? All you have to do is open the door. And then it will be simple, pure bliss.”

Robyn took a deep breath, thinking and re-thinking. Her fingers pressed so hard against her clit. And she thought of the taste of Jeffrey's cum, and how she would give anything to have that taste in her mouth forever.

Exhaling, she opened Fiona's cell. 

* * * * *

Despair and arousal filled Jeffrey. He had not left the elevator since talking with Robyn. What would be the point? Would he try and live as he had before? A measured breakfast every morning, chipping away at some chemical solution to the problem that probably didn't exist?

Would he go downstairs and unload himself, finally, on the fresh, hot bimbo pussies that would beg for every second of his cock's entrance into them?

He would enjoy the life, after all. Even if he became a bimbo. He would enjoy himself. It wasn't as if those bimbos were tortured souls—unless you could be tortured by seemingly endless bliss. 

Shortly after the last conversation with Robyn, he took his clean suit off and jerked off in the elevator. The thought of her exquisite, slender frame becoming bimbofied and hot, eager for his cock and needing him to fill her up, to breed her, to make her his...

Even now, just remembering those dirty thoughts, he was growing hard again. 

The elevator doors closed and slowly, the elevator began to drift down. He hadn't pressed any buttons—Robyn must have been calling it from down below. She hadn't locked herself up, then. He couldn't say he was surprised. He didn't even bother to put on his cleansuit again. His attitude had become entirely fatalistic—this was all ending anyway. Nothing could surprise him now.

The elevator dinged, door opening, and there was Robyn.

“I’m so sorry I was cross earlier,” she said. “Can I make it up to you?”

Her voice dripped with lust. Her body did too. A small puddle was around her feet, dripping from her shiny, tanned thighs. God, she was gorgeous now. Being around bimbos all the time—seeing them, studying them, comparing only them, had given Jeffrey a skewed image of what women were supposed to look like. 

But Robyn easily fit within that new ideal. The changes to her body were overwhelmingly aimed at everything that turned him on—a tiny waist he could wrap his entire grip around. Her tits were presented toward him in her tiny jacket. She looked like a hot secretary, complete with a navy blue miniskirt that molded hard to her ass. Her heels were four-inches tall or more, tiny little spikes to show off her body, just for him. Her hair, thick and dark, was thick enough to fuck all by itself. It stretched deep down her body, past her waist. He wanted to grab her by it, all those thick locks, to lick it, to rub his entire body into it. 

Jeffrey, helplessly turned on by the sight of this gorgeous woman, could only groan. She wrapped her arms around him and drew him in for a long, slow kiss. She was hungry for him, and he for her, their tongues sliding longingly over one another. Even though she had been changed, altered, he could not deny how right it felt to finally kiss this beautiful woman the way she deserved.

He tried, after a moment, to pull away. Perhaps there was some reasoning with her? But she held him fast, so strong, and it was only then that he felt the syringe sliding up his back and then into his neck.

His legs went out from under him, and he fell to the floor. Some warming substance rushed through his veins, and he found himself not caring what it was. She cradled him against her thick, pillowy tits. Gentle, motherly, loving. It was so good to give in, finally. He was so tired of fighting. 

She let out a tit from behind her sexy costume, and plopped it into his mouth, letting him suck. He did so eagerly. The milk she provided already was delicious, nourishing. As it flowed down his throat and into his esophagus, he felt confidence and strength fill him.

Part of him wanted to fight, of course. But he knew it was hopeless. He didn’t want to be fighting alone. That scared him more than almost anything else. 

“You’ll be stronger than any of them, Jeffrey,” Robyn cooed. “Don’t worry. You’ll be so, so strong. You don’t need to worry at all...ever again.”

As she spoke, he could indeed feel himself becoming stronger, even though he was incapacitated still. The way he was arranged with his head in Robyn's lap, he could see his thighs drawn up before him. As he watched, they rippled with muscle, pushing outward with new, incredible strength. They lengthened even as they thickened, tree trunks of flesh. Soon, they had expanded so far that he ripped even the elastic of his underwear. 

“She needs this, don’t you see?” Robyn stroked his hair, which had become thicker and thicker. Her hands smaller and smaller on his skull. “She needs you. So, so much more than I ever will.”

It occurred to Jeffrey, slowly, that he was going to fuck Robyn as brutally as he could, and very soon. He was a stud now, after all. That's what studs were for. Studs were for brutally fucking the women they found worthy enough to have their cock.

“This is the way of the world now,” Robyn continued. “This is the way of us all. They’ll need someone to guide them. Someone to breed them. It will be so perfect, Sir, so incredible. You’ll show them the light and the way. You’ll fuck every last one of them, breed them to be just like you want them to be. Won’t that be so perfect? You’ll have so many slaves aching to do your bidding...”

His cock had started to match the rest of his growth, standing tall and erect over his prone body. Robyn's voice drifted off as she saw it, her eyes liquid with need. She slipped over his body, and he could see that she wasn't wearing any panties.

“May I, Sire? May I please?”

Groaning, and finally able to move somewhat, Jeffrey nodded. With immense relish, the siren beauty slipped downward onto his cock at long last. 

Her orgasm was immediate, shuddering incredibly on the thick shaft.

“Finally!” she moaned. “Oh god, yes, thank you, my Man! My Male! My King!” 

He emptied inside of her almost immediately, and then continued to do so as she pushed up and down his huge cock with her perfectly muscled thighs and hips. The cum reserve of his balls felt endless.

“Thank you, oh thank you, Sir!” she moaned, still cumming.

Her eyes were quickly becoming vapid, empty. He would make sure she kept some intelligence, though. He could do that, he realized. He could do whatever he wanted now.

As she fucked him, his movement came back. Soon, he was able to twist around, getting on top of her. Hands flailing, he banged through the elevator door, sending the metal barrier careening down the hallway. For several moments, he drove into Robyn's waiting, willing cunt, spilling even more loads inside of her...but then he recalled who awaited him at the end of the hall.

With Robyn still wrapped around his cock, he stood up and walked forward, effortlessly holding her tight against his body with one hulking hand. His thumb was around one end of her waist, his palm on the other, and he worked her comparatively tiny body up and down with ease. Robyn was screaming in ecstasy, her shouts echoing off the hallway.

Passing the room where Kittie, Nina, and Tonya were held, he gently knocked on the door that held them in. It burst inward and careened toward the wall behind it, much like the elevator door had. He did the same for Cameron, with a delighted squeal she crawled out into the hallway after him.

“Yes!” Cameron moaned. “Our stud! Our god! We need you!”

Jeffrey knew they did. His strength was absolute. The three classic bimbos crawled after Cameron. The chain of command in effect.

Finally, he saw Fiona behind the plexiglass. Suddenly done with Robyn, he allowed her to slide off the huge, thick pole of his shaft. On the ground, she arranged herself on her knees, kissing his feet with joyful tears in her eyes. And even though she was gorgeous beyond belief, Jeffrey hardly noticed. He wanted Fiona, now. He deserved her. His cock pressed forward, pushing against the steel wall. The metal screamed in frustration, trying to keep its place under the thousands of pounds of pressure from the building above it. 

“Come to me, my love,” Fiona moaned. “My destined mate. I knew it was you. I knew all along. Take me, please!”

The door was open—because of course it was. She and Robyn had been working together, to give him whatever now pulsed through his system. But he kicked through the wall anyway, dead-set on showing this goddess what his strength was. The wall and window exploded inward, but Fiona was untouched or unharmed by the rubble.

Without words, they met. Fiona hopped easily up over his cock, wrapping her long legs around Jeffrey's waist. 

“Take me, my love,” she moaned. “Take what you deserve. What you have always deserved.”

Roughly, he tossed her to the ground and right away powered his immense meat into her waiting cunt. His huge, hard chest flattened against her tits, milk spilling all over them. Entering her was magic. Just like with Robyn, he came almost immediately—and unlike Robyn, his loads felt thicker, more potent somehow. 

“Fuck her, Sir!” Robyn moaned, crawling onto him, leaking milk down his heavily muscled back. “Oh god, fuck her please! You belong with her!”

The other bimbos, innately drawn to the masculine strength of Jeffrey like stars to a black hole, had crawled up behind them over the rubble.

“Yeah, Daddy!” cheered Kittie, Tonya, and Nina in unison. “Fuck her! Give it all to her! Take her like you need!”

“You deserve it.”

“You deserve it.”

“You deserve it.”

Jeffrey lost track of who was saying what. All that mattered was filling up Fiona’s cunt. She was so gorgeous, so perfect, and just for him. Her hair, so thick and voluminous, was like a mattress for the two of them as he drove into his tight, aching entrance.

“Cum for me again, my love,” she moaned his ear. “Show me everything.”

Robyn, pushing on his hips as he powered into Fiona's perfect body, moaned in his ear. “Yes, love! Please, my love! Cum in her!”

Grunting, moaning, lost in bliss, he emptied himself into Fiona. His hot, thick jizz splashed into her tight canal, giving her everything she needed to get perfectly pregnant for her God. She came as well—and so did all the other bimbos, so incredibly turned on by watching their new God come into their Goddess. There was no higher honor for them than to witness this perfect coupling of the new order.

For a few moments, his balls felt drained. Soon, though, he could feel them fill up once more, his ability to dump more loads into more fertile cunts delayed only slightly.

Exiting from Fiona, he turned and smiled and let his cock unleash onto Cameron, Kittie, Tonya, and Nina, covering their helpless, squirming bimbo bodies in his cum. He showered them in stream after stream, their lactating bimbo bodies soaked in even more hot sticky substance.

He took a breath, surveying the damage. The succubus and classic bimbo seemed to be in some sort of pleasure coma on the floor. Robyn and Fiona were recovering, smiling at one another and giggly wildly, already starting to whisper out pleas for more of his cum.

Something suddenly occurred to the stud.

Up there, waiting for them—waiting for him—was an endless supply of breeding material. An endless amount of perfect bimbos, waiting to be fucked only by him.

Grinning, leaving the cum-spent Kittie, Tonya, Cameron, and Nina behind, and allowing Fiona and Robyn to wrap their slender arms around the thick muscled ropes of his biceps, he walked back to the elevator. Already he imagined several pairs of bimbos wrapped around his arms, their milk-leaking tits, pushing onto his body with craving in their souls. All these smiling, vapid, gorgeous faces, needing to be shaped by the righteousness of his cock.

It would good to be the King. 

# # #

Bimbo Outfits 3!

––––––––

I entreat you, dear Reader, to greet this tale which has enraptured me so completely these last few weeks. It is a tale of horror and erotica, of lust and love, of banging and bimbos. 

The subjects of our plunge into sexual fantasy are a number of young travelers. Just a day before, they had arrived at the cabin deep in the Bimbeau Forest. 

They were two young men and three young women, each with their entire lives ahead of them. 

Now, after one night in the erotic confines of the darkly bewitching cabin, each one is bimbofied beyond belief. Every last individual has transformed into a gorgeous woman with brilliantly long hair, enormous breasts, and long, sexy tanned legs. They kneel in a small pit, drooling happily. Their big breasts leak out delicious, sweet milk to the floor, all of their scintillatingly hot bodies covered in the creamy liquid.

They each have a unique costume: a sexy ballerina, a flirty angel, a naughty devil, a dolled-up lumberjack (or would it be lumberjill?), and finally, a brilliantly sexual faerie queen. 

Every last one fingers their hot, young, barely legal pussies with giggling abandon, mouths open with need, staring up at the hulking god of a stud who has earned the right to own them over the last several hours.

But how did these gorgeous girls get this way? How did an innocent trip out to a cabin in the woods turn into a fuckfest of epic proportions? And who was this lucky, monstrously huge stud who had such incomparable beauties slobbering for a taste of his incredibly hard knob and the amazing, thick, gooey product it spouts forth?

Dear Reader, the answers lie herein! Though I warn you, this frenetically erotic and spooky tale is not for the faint of heart, and should you choose to read no further, I cannot blame you. Such wicked sexual adventures are to be reserved only for those with the strongest of constitutions and the lustiest possible desires!

* * * * *

Colleen listened out of the corner of her ear, with some boredom, as Janice fruitlessly searched for something good to listen to on the radio. She had been at it for hours.

“—act now and receive one-point-nine percent APR, just a fraction of—”

“— for you must believe in the power of God, for it is He who compels you, and through—”

“—just hours ago. Police are saying the ceremony was interrupted before it was complete, but eyewitnesses who participated in the cult are saying the virgins were, quote, “Defiled and defamed, their bodies offered up to the spirits for this holy night” and that, quote, “the transformative spirit is free at last.” This sex cult has been under suspicion—”

“They're now leading six to one, with only a few minutes left to play. I tell you, sports fans—”

Andy, driving the car, pointed to the outside. “Turn it off, would you? We're here.”

In just a few moments, he had the car rolled up to the top of the small gravel road leading to the cabin’s drive, and Colleen, along with the other four stepped out. She took a moment to stretch her arms around her modest chest, her slender body easily cramped after sitting in the middle seat between the enormously heavy Fletcher and the overbearing Toni for five hours straight.

Andy had refused to stop, and no one had insisted he do so even though they all wanted to. Fletcher was too much the coward to say anything, Toni was probably too drunk already, Janice—Andy’s girlfriend, never told Andy to stop anything he started—and Colleen was far too timid to impose her will on the man of her dreams.

Her obsession with him was just that—an obsession—and the unhealthiness of that was not lost on Colleen. She knew that every orgasm she had shouldn't be just to the thought of his cock sliding down her throat again. She knew that she shouldn't have agreed to come on this trip on the strange hope that somehow she could convince him to fuck her. But she was helpless in the face of her very real emotional needs. A nerd like her just didn't get a chance with a stud like Andy any old day. She had to take every opportunity, no matter how remote.

She had even broken off everything with Harold for Andy. A nice, safe choice for a girl like Colleen was Harold. Sweet and harmless. They met each other in the school of architecture at Northern University. Harold had seemed heart-broken at first, and then weirdly reserved—not even answering her friendly texts. She thought if anything, Harold would want to remain friends. He was always insisting that they were supposed to be in each other's lives no matter what—even when she broke up with him, he insisted that they try to remain friends.

And then...nothing. No responses. His friends said he refused to talk about her. Well, fine. Harold was a dip anyway. Maybe that was exactly why she ran from him. Andy was dangerous, sexy, and endlessly attractive, even if he had a gorgeous girlfriend already.

Colleen pushed her light brown hair up into a quick ponytail, adjusting her glasses as she did. The cabin was located at the top of a hill deep in the forested region of the state. It was completely isolated, at least twenty miles from the nearest gas station. The nearest town—with a grocery store, police station, auto mechanic, and strange landmarks—was even farther. 

Knowing that troubled Colleen just a bit, even with how obviously well-equipped the cabin was. She didn’t like being beyond the reach of anything, especially cell phone towers.

Or, rather, they weren’t beyond the reach of cell phone towers, but the reception just got screwy in the hills. So far, on the way there, she had gotten three calls from someone who couldn’t stop laughing. 

Giggling, really. A high-pitched, girly little voice, giggling away. There was no callback number, and there was some faint scraping sound in the background of each call. What was that about?

She tried to push it from her mind. The cabin was beautiful. It had tall open windows, and the whole structure was made of sturdy, thick wood logs. From the outside, she could see the wide living room area, and the expansive kitchen, and the open staircase that led up to the second floor. 

To call it a “cabin” was something of a misnomer, because the word “cabin” implied a certain rustic quality. This place seemed luxurious, though, with the only reason it was a cabin was because of the logs it was made out of. You might as well have made a yacht out of logs, or a Ferrari, or a fifty-foot flat screen television—they would have all been cabins in the same way this estate was.

A short jog from the house was a small lake, standing with the cabin at the top of the hill. In the cold weather, some of its surface was still frosted over, and a few floating sections of ice drifted through the main body of water. Colleen knew that meant that the ice had melted only recently, even though it didn’t feel like it. If it was above freezing in the forested hills, it was only just so, and her skinny, featureless body wasn’t well-accustomed to such bone-chilling temperatures. She had on two sweaters and a hoodie underneath her thick winter coat, thick tights on underneath her denim jeans, and still she was cold. Being such a slight girl, she always had problems retaining heat on her body, and today certainly wasn’t going to be the brand new day for that particular problem.

“God, it feels wonderful out here, doesn’t it?” exclaimed Janice, spinning around gracefully with her hands up.

Colleen tried not to sneer at the beautiful girl. Of course, Janice had no trouble with the cold temperature. Janice hardly had trouble with anything. When they were in high school together just a few months before, Janice had been the hottest girl in school. Now, she was no doubt the hottest girl at her college—that was simply what Janice was. If anyone tried to encroach on this territory, Colleen had little doubt that the foolish person to try would encounter some kind of horrible accident. Sort of like how Tammy Hill had broken her back in three places shortly before Homecoming last year, eliminating her from the running for Homecoming Queen, or how Hannah Barley had suddenly contracted Venezuelan Flu when she tried to become cheerleading captain—which was Janice's spot at the time.

Just like staying warm in the cold, looking gorgeous was effortless for Janice. She wore a plain, tight black turtleneck sweater that hugged the swell of her luscious 36E breasts and highlighted her hourglass form. A tight plaid miniskirt decorated her incredible ass, leading into warm, multicolored tights showing off her long, long legs. High heeled calf leather boots, skintight and costing well over five hundred dollars, wrapped around her knees. Her long auburn hair flowed out brilliantly down her back, framing her beautiful face just so, the redness of the cold only highlighting her rosy cheeks and sexy nose. 

“I’m freezing,” said Toni, holding herself tight. 

The shapely sorority girl hadn’t worn anything more sturdy than a hoodie. Colleen would have offered her own coat if she didn’t already feel close to freezing. 

Colleen hated to say it, and in fact didn’t know if she believed it, but it was sometimes hard to characterize Toni as anything other than as “a bit of a slut.” She had worn tight black cut-off shorts and a tank top to the damn mountains in the middle of the winter. Colleen wanted to shake her. Get some sense, girl! Dress in layers! 

Apparently, Janice agreed.

“I’d be freezing too if I dressed for spring break instead of a winter excursion,” said Janice, unimpressed. “You know you’re not going to bang any guys out here to make you feel better about being adopted, right?”

Right away, of course, Toni took a drink from her flask, glowering at Janice. Toni had been sipping from the flask all morning. She’d offered to share, but of course, nobody took her up on it. They were all young, and there was alcohol in the cabin and in the car, but by god, it wasn’t even noon yet. Some standards had to be met.

“Sure,” said Janice, clearly enjoying Toni’s scorn. “Take a drink, honey. That’ll fix it.”

God, thought Colleen, what did Andy see in that cruel-hearted bitch?

Colleen sighed. She knew the answer to that question, of course. It wasn’t hard to figure out. 

Obviously, Janice was positively gorgeous. Any old sap could figure that out in less than the time it took to travel their eyes the distance from Janice’s preposterously buoyant bust to her immaculately crafted, barely-any-make-up-and-still-so-fucking-painfully-beautiful-face. 

But Janice’s appeal to Andy was significantly more than that. Andy had his pick of the litter when it came to women, and when you’re at that echelon of hunkitude, you need more than just a pretty girl—even if, even so, Janice was the prettiest girl around. No, Andy no doubt wanted someone with attitude, someone with fervor.

Janice had wickedness to her. A true, unrestrained glee in being better than others. It would have been easy to hate her for it—and there were quite a few who Colleen knew who did. But Colleen couldn’t hate Janice for enjoying her position so much. There was a kind of thrill she got to watching a woman be a queen, an excitement to seeing some glorious female revel in the excellence she created around herself.

And so, sighing, Colleen resigned herself once again to the fact that no matter how well this weekend went, her relationship with Andy had progressed just about as far as it was going to go.

“I wouldn't say there's no guys at all out here for her to bang,” Fletcher joked. “I mean, I can't speak for Andy, but I'm certainly available...”

Toni scoffed, immediately and conveniently forgetting Janice’s dressing-down. “As if, loser. You’re more likely to bang your sister.”

“Step-sister,” said Fletcher. “There’s a difference.”

Fletcher and Colleen didn't really get along, but they didn't really not get along either. For Colleen, mostly Fletcher was just sort of...there. He spent most of his time getting high, and like most potheads, was not terribly interesting to Colleen. She'd spent more time talking with him during this road trip, telling him to open the window when he farted—which was far too often—and close it when she got cold—which also far too often—than she had for almost a year.

Andy, fiddling with the lock on the cabin, took Fletcher's bait. “Oh yeah? What’s the difference, then?”

Fletcher shrugged. “In many circles, banging your step-sister is seen as a sign of good manners. Like burping after a meal in Russia.”

Andy let out a hearty, long laugh. Colleen rolled her eyes. She’d had more than enough of Fletcher’s lecherous looks for the past eight years since her mother and his father had married, and Andy encouraging him was not going to help. 

She quickly forgot the sin, though—at least for Andy. Colleen had a forgiving heart, and was always willing to give others a second chance. Even bitches like Janice. In Andy’s case, however, probably it helped that Colleen was so painfully, obviously in love with him.

Six months ago, at a party right after graduation, Colleen had sucked Andy’s cock. It had been the most beautiful moment of her young, barely legal life. They were both a little drunk, but completely willing, even though Andy had a girlfriend at the time.

Well, sort of had a girlfriend. In many ways, Janice was Andy’s on-again, off-again piece of tail. Like so many unconquerable young studs, Andy had his pick of the litter when it came to women, and Janice was the absolute pickiest pick the litter could have produced. Anyway, it didn’t matter. Janice had been out of the country at the time, and so Colleen sucking on Andy’s dick didn’t really count.

What really mattered was that every orgasm Colleen had given herself since that time—all fifty-seven of them, she had counted—were entirely focused around slurping down on Andy’s thick, hot stud rod. She considered from time to time that she was almost brainwashing herself, associating the image and memory of his cock with the most positively intense pleasure she could imagine. But Andy was such a stud, such a hunk. How was she supposed to do or think anything else when he was just so massively built, so impeccably handsome, and he had chosen her to come suck his cock when his girlfriend was out of the country?

Stepping into the cabin, the door finally open, Andy let out a pained cry. 

Quickly, everyone followed in after him. Right away, they understood what the problem was. The cabin was, top to bottom, completely filthy. The windows were filthy. The floors were filthy. The ceiling was filthy. All the surfaces—utterly unclean. It hadn’t been possible to see how from the outside, but cobwebs ran across the ceiling and up from drawers to door handles. Centimeter-thick levels of grime ran all over every surface. Bugs scurried at their entrance to a doorway near the back of the cabin. A pantry, thought Colleen, or maybe a basement?

“How long has it been since you’ve been up here?” asked Janice, some amazement in her voice.

“Not that long.” Andy put his hands through his thick, movie-star hair. “Like five years, tops. My cousins were out here like two years ago. And we send, or we were supposed to send a steward up here every few months.”

“A what?” giggled Fletcher. “A steward?” He nudged Toni, who glared at him. “Did you hear that? He’s got a steward.”

“We don’t have a steward, Fletcher.” Andy sounded insulted. “We just have...you know. You know what I’m saying. We paid a guy. He’s just like a handyman.”

Fletcher kicked over a stool, sending dust flying everywhere. “Well, he didn’t do a bang-up job, did he?”

“I don’t want to agree with Farts McGee over there,” said Toni. “But like...are we just going to be cleaning this place all weekend? It’s sort of a dump, isn’t it?”

Colleen could see the worry developing on Andy’s face. He had spent so long trying to organize this weekend for everyone. God, she wanted to see him happy. She knew he wouldn’t let her suck him off again, she knew that, but still, he had been fine with her coming, and didn’t even bat an eye when she had asked—at her mother’s insistence—to bring Fletcher along.

Nobody really liked Fletcher. It was a failing of his. He could be perfectly smart when he tried to be, but mostly all he tried to do was smoke a lot of weed and watch dumb movies, building his ever-growing mental trivia database of famous bit actor roles. 

“Come on, guys,” said Colleen. “It won’t take long at all to clean it. Look,” she said, opening up the cabinet under the sink. “There’s supplies here, okay? We can each have a job. We’ll have it, y’know, not tidy, but livable, in like an hour, at most.”

Surprisingly, it was Janice who supported Colleen first. “I agree. We’re here to have fun. We can’t do that with all this mess everywhere. And I will not be going back to town for that insipid Winter Festival.”

She was angry at the Winter Festival because for the first year in five years, she hadn't been elected queen—thus, or so Andy said, this trip happened to take her mind off it. The city council insisted that five years was the limit someone could be the queen, and refused to hear Janice's protests to the contrary.

“This is the best solution,” she continued. “Toni, you’ve got sheets. Shake out the ones you find on the beds and see if there’s any clean ones. Fletcher, surface cleaning. Scrub like your ability to sleep in this house depends on it.” This was said with no hint of joking—his ability to sleep in the house did depend on it. “Andy and I will take the floors. Colleen, you’ll do furniture.”

Everyone nodded—they knew they would do as Janice said. 

“How does that sound, baby?” she wrapped her arm around Andy’s, snuggling her head into her place against his shoulder.

“I like it,” he said. Janice purred with glee at his approval. Andy clapped his hands together. “Let’s get to work.”

* * * * *

After two hours of cleaning, the end only just in sight, Fletcher opened the door at the far end of the cabin, where all the bugs had rushed when Andy had opened the door. 

“What’s this?” he asked. “Guys?”

No one answered. They all had their headphones on, cleaning away. Colleen wouldn’t even agree to share hers with him, take shifts, that sort of thing. Why the hell not? What the hell kinda sister did that, anyway?

The sort he’d like to fuck, that was for sure. Oh yeah, she was no Janice, maybe not even a Toni, but she was hot as hell when she wasn’t covered under six inches of fabric. Skinny little thing. He’d accumulated a number of naked pictures of her through his hidden camera in the shower at home. Jerked off to them too. He liked that she didn’t know what he was doing. Her body was so skinny, so tiny...god, he wanted to hold her down and give her what was coming to her, sometimes. And she'd be begging for it, too. Asking him for more.

Sometimes, she looked almost right into the camera, and he got to thinking that she was watching him while he stroked himself. He liked that. To have someone watch him while he was feeling pleasure. To have anyone like it that he was turned on...

Loneliness had a horrible creep on a person's mind.

And the sad truth, the one that Fletcher would never fully recognize, was that at the deep of his core, beneath all the weed smoking and sarcasm and flippancy, he was lonely. He had never even kissed a woman before. 

Even so, the how and why of his solitude wasn’t much of a mystery to him. He knew very well why he hadn’t ever been with a girl. It wasn’t because he was that ugly, or that stupid, or any kind of repulsive, really. It was just that...well, he liked to stay inside. He liked to be by himself. He liked to smoke weed and watch movies. Doing that sort of thing, having those sorts of hobbies, didn’t exactly open a person up to go out and meet a bunch of new people all the time, that was all. 

Sometimes he got opportunities to meet people, but then he turned them down anyway because he loved getting high by himself too much. You couldn’t have anything potentially screwing up your number one interest, after all. 

Like just last week, that Harold guy kept calling him. Colleen’s boyfriend. Or, her old boyfriend. His messages were sort of weird. Fletcher had gotten high and talked with him, sort of hoping for a smoking partner for once. So few people seemed to want to smoke weed as often as Fletcher did, and in the way he did. Maybe, if Harold turned out to be cool, Fletcher could even show him all the pics he'd taken of Colleen. It wasn't like Colleen had slept with Harold—no way! Too much of a prude for that, for sure. 

But all Harold wanted to talk about was the trip—where they were going, what was the address, would anyone else know they were there, that sort of thing. Weird guy.

As he looked into the basement, wondering what was below, Toni stumbled past him and tripped forward, then backward, and then forward again onto the big pile of sheets she carried under one arm. She giggled helplessly, laughing and laughing as she struggled to get up. 

Goddamn, it was barely past noon. Why was she so drunk and he was so stone cold sober? He decided, then, that he wanted to take a few hits. 

Toni had spent the entire period of cleaning mostly dead-drunk, stumbling her way through changing the sheets. She had been given a ten minute job and transformed it into an Olympian task, all because of that alcohol. 

Well, whatever. If she was going to get drunk, he was gonna get high. He couldn’t go outside and do it, though. They’d all see him leave—the windows of the cabin were so large, after all. No, instead, he’d just hop downstairs to the basement, bugs be damned.

The stairs were wood, and seemed slightly unsteady and creaky as he walked downstairs, but other than that it was no problem. The floor of the basement was stone—the walls and ceiling as well. It all seemed solid enough. He pulled out his dugout and began to maneuver his one-hitter through the thick pile of weed inside, building up a pocket to take a drag from. Once it was finally together, he reached into his pocket for his lighter—but there was nothing. 

“Oh man!” he groaned. Back in the car, sitting on the seat, probably. 

Could he go back without being seen? Colleen hated that he smoked so much, and doubtless would give him a lecture about it. 

For the first time, he looked up into the basement. Maybe he’d find some kind of old lighter. He had thoughts of a think propane tank. Not traditional, but not the first time he’d done something dumb to get high. He regularly talked with drug dealers, after all.

At the other end of the basement was a strange set-up. Fletcher realized that something had happened in this basement, and recently. There was an arrangement of candles, for one—thick black ones—and strange circles and symbols drawn into the walls and floor with thick red paint. Or at least, he hoped it was paint. And in the middle of all the symbols and circles were two tall stands, like racks you might see at a store for clothing.

One of them was empty. But the other had a ballerina costume on it.

What the hell? 

He approached, half-curious about the strange ceremonial presentation, and half-interested if maybe whoever had been lighting a candle had left a lighter around.

Ah! Awesome. They had—right past the outermost stretch of the circles. That was good. It felt wrong somehow to reach into the red shapes. Dangerous.

Someone came bursting down the stairs, giggling and stumbling. Before even turning around, Fletcher knew it was Toni. 

“Oh-ho-ho-what’s thisss?” she cried. She skip-walked across the basement, completely ignoring Fletcher's protests, and abruptly grabbed the ballerina costume off the rack, holding it close to her chest. “Prettty...”

Wavering drunkenly, Toni stood fully within the circles. Had they lit up suddenly when she did that? 

No...no, it was some...trick of the light. Or he was just...too excited about getting high. Or something. That couldn't have been it.

“Hey,” said Fletcher. “Maybe you should...you know...put that back, man.”

Toni ran upstairs with the costume, calling to the others about the crazy-cute outfit she had found, absolutely ignoring everything Fletcher said.

* * * * *

“Can someone help me with this sink?” Janice's voice drifted downstairs. “Andy?”

Andy was busy with Toni, and Toni liked having his attention on her. She wore the tiny pink ballerina outfit from downstairs. She hadn’t stopped wearing it since she put it on a few hours earlier, right after touching it for the first time. It just felt so fucking good. And it made her look good too. The skirt poofed out horizontally. She couldn't stop giggling about how she was basically wearing a circle around her waist. Wearing this outfit, Toni had super legs, and the tiny little slippers on her feet made her want to stand up on her tippy-toes, like she was in high heels all the time. Her balance, strangely for how drunk she was, was perfect.

“Toni,” said Andy. “Maybe you should...you know. Slow down.”

“Shut. Up. No way! It’s a party,” Toni slurred. “You said we were gonna, like you and me and whoever, like we, that’s multiple, we were party gonna. Gonna party. Whatever. It was gon’ happen. ‘Cause you said.”

“I did. But...listen, babe. You’ve got...I mean. You put on a ballerina costume. Look at you. It’s barely even night out.”

Toni giggled. She had put on a ballerina costume. She thought she looked awesome in it. Why wouldn’t she? She did gymnastics stuff all the time. Her body was tight and trim. She looked a proper teenage babe. Why shouldn’t she have on a ballerina costume? Wasn’t it kind of completely awesome that she did? Who else was going to put it on?

“Not Janice, that is for sure.”

“Not Janice what?” Andy looked confused.

Toni realized, distantly, that she had been half-having a conversation in her head as she was sometimes prone to doing while drunk. She summarily decided she didn't care.

“She’s too prim and proper. You know she wouldn’t.”

Andy started laughing. “Hey Janice!” he called upstairs. “Do you think you’re prim and proper?”

“Shit no!” came the reply, a bit angry.

“Well, Toni here does.”

“You tell that slut to take her mess outside!” A beat, and then several rounds of banging, metal on metal. “Oh my god, when is someone going to come help me with this sink?”

Andy sighed, looking back at Toni. “Look, just...easy, okay? Easy does it. We’ve got three days here. You don’t need to be annihilated.”

With that, he went upstairs to go help his girlfriend.

Ugh. If Andy wasn’t so fucking hot, with a big fucking stud cock that Toni would have spent sixty days sucking, she would have thrown something at him. As it was, she still threw something at him—a science magazine that Colleen left out on the table—but she felt a little bad about it. Just a little, though. Also, she missed, because of course she did.

Fletcher, on the couch, had watched the entire exchange between Toni and Andy with some amusement. He was high, and had materials all spread out on the table to get much higher.

“Hey,” he said, toking up on his pipe,  “Ballerina girl. Why don’t you have a smoke with me? Then you can not drink for a while.”

Toni stretched elegantly upward, and did a triple pirouette followed by a long jete into a vertical split. It was all executed entirely perfectly, completely without error. Were a panel of judges there, they would have given her a ten.

“There!” she slurred defiantly. “Does that look like something a drunky drunk drunkadrunk person could do?”

“Holy shit,” said Fletcher, letting out a fresh batch of pot smoke from his lungs. “Do it again. Where are your wires?”

“There aren’t any wires, dummy,” insisted Toni. “It was all me.”

He just stared at her in laughing disbelief, finding everything hilarious. Scowling, Toni grabbed her whiskey and coke off the table and then drifted out of the cabin.

Fuck those guys! Fuck them. Fuck everything about them. Who cared if she got a little drunk already? God.

She walked, with perfect grace, out toward the water. She was strangely not cold in the slightest, though she didn't notice this. Her drunk mind was certainly stumbling even if her feet weren't.

What were they even out here for if not to get drunk all night? Wasn’t that what Janice told her it would be about? Didn’t she approach Toni with that very thesis? Didn’t she say, “Come to the cabin, it will be fun and we will all get drunk.” If that wasn’t true, why even say it?

And how dare Janice say that Toni had put too much alcohol in her body. As if! Toni had never even wanted to get drunk before she became Janice’s friend in high school. As if “friend” was even a word you could use with Janice, the fucking ice-cold succubus, but whatever. And then Janice was all like, pressuring her and stuff, and then Toni liked it, and so what? So leave her alone, that’s what. God!

“It’s not fair.”

She realized, suddenly, as her voice echoed back to her across the water, that she had been mumbling and shouting this whole time. Just like a drunk. She giggled. 

“It’s not faiiiiir,” she said, louder, stretching the word out. It was nice to voice her opinions. She took another long drink from her glass and considered how right she was once more.

Nearby was the boat house. It was a small thing, built for a small lake. 

Maybe she’d take a boat out onto the lake! That’d show them! Right? That would show...

That would show, um...

Like, that would show how she knew about boats, and a drunky drunk drunk couldn’t know boats, right? 

Right!

Okay, then. She walked right into the boat house, neverminding how spooky and dark it was inside. It was full of all sorts of strange, torturous implements. Hooks on the wall. Rope everywhere. A hacksaw over the door. Long machetes in a pile, weirdly, below three tall axes.

The boat itself was rigged high up, close to the ceiling. A series of pulleys and ropes kept it there. Giggling, she pulled at the apparatus. 

With a crash, the boat thundered to the floor, breaking in half. 

“Whoopsie!” she giggled, sliding one leg up all the way vertical so that her knee rested against her thick, expanding tit. She loved being flexible. Doing hot little stretches like that always put her in a better mood.

She had little recollection that before the trip started, she hadn't even been flexible to reliably touch her shins standing up, let alone the floor. Nor did she have much of an idea of how her breasts were rapidly pushing out inside the tiny confines of her new favorite thing—the ballerina costume. Indeed, that it was a costume at all had fled her fragile little mind—the ballerina outfit was just what Toni liked to wear, to remind her of her true passion in life: being a hot ballerina.

She turned to leave—and there in the doorway was the biggest, most hulking stud she had ever seen in her life. He was nearly half again as tall as Toni, a veritable monster of a man. There was a dark mask over his face, a sort of cloth sack with only eye-holes in it. He wore thick black boots and a pair of sturdy denim overalls.

There was something primal and masculine about him, even beyond his huge muscles. Toni felt all her willpower fading away; it wasn’t that she didn’t know how to resist or run away, it was that in front of this all-encompassingly brilliantly beautiful male, it simply didn’t make any sense to try to resist. He would own her so long as he wished to own her, and in owning her, he would protect her. He would draw her in and make her his, forever.

All of this she understood even before her drunken eyes settled on the massive thick bulge in his overalls.

Something wet pattered against her feet. It took her a moment to realize that it was the drool sliding out from her mouth. Slowly, the monster unbuttoned the small panel over his overalls, showing what awaited behind it to Toni. 

It was a cock, of course. But that wasn’t quite right, was it? Because after looking at it, after all the other dicks that Toni had ever sucked and fucked in her life, she suddenly felt like all those other men had been lying to her. They had presented themselves as the end-all, be-all of manlihood. Like someone who grew up in a country where every car could only go up to thirty miles an hour, and then all of a sudden you’re dropped in the middle of the Autobahn and everyone’s going more than two hundred on average. That’s what this was for Toni. It was a cock revelation. A cockvelation. 

This wasn’t a cock. It was the cock.

Easily, the thickness was the size of her wrist. Fuck, would it even fit inside of her? She hoped so. The head was enormous, dripping thick precum down onto the ground. Thick, sexy veins popped all over the surface, throbbing and pulsing, all that blood enhancing its incredible thick hardness. It probably felt as hard as stone. As hard as steel. Harder than anything. It could probably fucking break through steel, god, just look at it!

The Stud tilted his head slightly, nodding even more slightly. As if waiting for Toni to act. She gulped, terrified by how turned on she was. What if he turned her down? How in god’s name was she supposed to live the rest of her life if she didn’t taste this beautiful rod? How would she go through a single second of her miserable existence if she remained unfucked by this piece of divine cockhood right there in front of her? 

Words began to babble out of her like water off a cliff.

“I...I...I mean, I like, oh god. I just...can I please...?”

The stud already knew she was going to suck him off. He just enjoyed hearing her beg for it. That was fine. She could beg. Oh god, would she ever! She’d beg however he wanted if it meant she got to wrap her lips around that immense cock!

“Please, please, please!” she intoned, dropping down to her knees in front of him. Her hands went to her chest, and she noticed for the first time that her tits felt larger than usual. If she looked down—which she could not do, so utterly transfixed by the cock in front of her—she might have noticed that her breasts had grown and grown in the last few minutes. They had gone straight past the delectable C cup she once possessed and now were lingering in G territory, pushing up and together effortlessly, their shape molded by the tight pink of the ballerina outfit she possessed. 

She might have noticed also her hair stretching out down past her ankles as she knelt down. Her back covered now in a golden chevulure, designed just for the pleasure of the ultimate man. This man. This Stud.

Indeed, everything about Toni was now different. While she was still unmistakably her, she was also completely bimbofied. Her lips were more plush, her eyes brighter and bluer, her skin shinier and more bronze. Her cheekbones gained thickness and height even as her jaw narrowed, giving her face a softer, yet more angular, look.

Slowly, she wrapped her hand around the Stud's cock. Fuck, her hands looked so tiny against the massive surface of his incredible meat. She stroked him with reverence, her face lit up with glee.

He said nothing, just nodding slowly, approving her actions. Slowly, she began to orgasm. It unloaded in her like a shipment off a truck, taking its time, sensation by sensation, until she was full of this brand new bliss that was now her normal. The enormous cock rested on her tits as she stroked it. She had bigger tits now than anyone she had ever encountered, and still she didn't quite have quite enough surface area for this massive cock that she stroked so happily.

He seemed able to cum at will. For, with a deep grunting, wordless groan, he came all over her beautiful face.

His cum streamed out over her body and hair. It was hot, sticky, and completely delicious. She licked up what she could and happily let the rest slide over her wherever it landed. It was so fucking sexy to be covered in his cum. He deserved to see her this way. 

She giggled, so happy. Just like her Stud deserved, she was a giggling, empty-headed ballerina. Toni had no idea she had been transformed so utterly. And even if she did, with her body alive with so many blissful sensations all at once, there was way she would have cared.

* * * * * 

Andy stepped out of the shower, drying off. He popped a quick flex session in front of the steam-covered mirror, admiring his stacked abs and his chiseled arms. 

Still got it, bud. You don’t need to play college ball to stay fit. Andy was on his own fitness regimen, and it was working beautifully. He was already up to one ninety-five. He figured in two or three months he’d have enough weight on him to finally get into bodybuilding, the old dream. He’d loved that sport since he was sixteen, but football took up too much time—and required too much padding on his body in the way of fat—to really properly get into it.

It was around eight in the evening now; everything was finally more-or-less clean, the sink was working, and most importantly, all the booze was stuffed in the fridge. They might have chided Toni, and they would continue to do so, but all of the teens planned on drinking their asses off that weekend. 

But, thought Andy, drying himself off casually, a little decorum was to be expected. Toni certainly didn't have it. What a skank she was. She'd been bad in high school, but apparently she was only worse now.

He stepped out into the bedroom allotted for he and Janice. If all went well, one more would be using the bed with the two lovers tonight—most likely Colleen, from the looks of things.

There was no sense in trying to make his wardrobe complicated. They were here to relax, after all. He slipped on a tight black sweater and dark blue jeans. His muscled body filled out the tight confines of the cloth easily. 

Colleen had been invited in a rather convoluted fashion, and originally had been the back-up plan if Toni didn’t want to play, for whatever reason. Colleen had ended up going to college at the same place as Andy, at Northern University. So, he “accidentally” or “surprisingly” bumped into her one day, and let it slip that he and some friends were planning to go to the cabin. 

He’d always had something of a soft spot for Colleen. She gave phenomenal head, for starters. Maybe even better than Janice, not that he’d ever let Janice hear him say that. Besides that, she was easy to get along with, was smart enough to be consistently interesting to talk to (so long as he led her in the conversation a bit, she was so shy), and had lots of compassion. A nice sort. Even Janice appeared to agree; or at least, he could only assume that was why his lovely girlfriend had turned so harshly on Toni on the car ride up. 

Toni was the first choice, of course. Adventurous, open to getting a little wasted and having a little fun. She lived down the hall in Janice’s dorm at Coolidge State University, and she knew all the rest, of course, from high school. 

Finally dressed, Andy began walking downstairs. With the way the cabin was constructed, while upstairs he could look down and see Janice wrapped up in an elaborately flexible pose on the couch, Colleen smiling nervously and not sure why the beauty was flirting with her so openly.

God, but he loved Janice. She wanted to seduce other girls for him to keep a hold on him while he was away at college. Janice had told him—over and over again—that it was perfectly fine for him to fuck other women while he was away. She just wanted to be his priority, that was all. Fuck whoever, whenever, she said; he was a stud with needs. She wanted him to know that, if he so desired, he could set up his web cam while he plowed into some vulnerable little freshman girl, and the next day, Janice would send him back video of herself getting off to watching him fuck the other girl.

She was a twisted, evil little tart, and he loved her for it. Her eyes now were alive with predatory instinct, honing in on Colleen’s clear attraction to the both of them.

“Hey babe,” he leaned in, kissing Janice on the neck and then her ear. “You want a beer?”

“I’ve got my wine,” she said, swirling her glass.

He drew up. “Colleen? Want anything?”

It took Colleen a moment to respond. She was clearly still trying to process talking to him—who she so obviously was crushing on—after finding so many hot, easy, needy feelings for Janice in the past several minutes. 

“I, um, oh! I mean, yes. No. No. I have a thing. A beer. I’ve got one. Thank you, though, Andy. You’re a dear.”

He smiled, nodding. “I’m gonna hop outside for a bit then. Maybe check on Toni. Have you guys seen her?”

Colleen shrugged. Janice shook her pretty little head, clearly not caring. She had already written Toni off; no doubt rather pleased at the notion of Toni dying in the cold somewhere. God help him, but Andy couldn’t stop finding her cruelty hot. All that ill-feeling never got turned on him, that was the trick to it. 

“Well, I’ll look.”

Obviously, he didn’t actually care too much about finding Toni either. She had been brought in for a utility, and had no real purpose if she was going to get so drunk that she wouldn’t be able to fulfill even that. But, for Andy and Janice’s plan to work, Colleen needed a soft touch, and that meant Janice and Colleen had to be alone for a bit. As such, Andy grabbed his jacket and went outside.

Inside his jacket were a pack of cigarettes and a lighter. His real agenda, to waste a few minutes, was to have a smoke.

Smoking was bad for him. He wasn’t a complete idiot, even though he knew plenty of people around town and at college thought so. But he was perfectly capable of focusing and studying; he just didn’t like it that much. He put all his focus and studying into football and athletics, and that had carried him this far, so why stop now?

Anyway, he shouldn’t smoke. This was no mystery to him. But he was young, he was handsome, and he was a jock. His thick dark hair was gelled forward and a small curl swept over his forehead. Andy wore a leather jacket and tight jeans, and he was loaded down on every end with more muscle than he knew what to do with. He couldn’t help it if he just looked fucking sexy when he smoked a cigarette. Even only being at college for a few months now, there was no counting how many times he’d gotten laid just because he stepped out of the dorm room to grab a smoke. 

He inhaled, taking a long drag. Co-ed dorms were just the best. What in god’s name did they expect to happen for a guy like him other than to have a nonstop rampage of unrestrained sex? If he actually had to worry about grades, they probably would have suffered, but his parents paid people for that.

“Hiiiii Andyyyy.”

He started upward, not sure where the voice had come from. 

Approaching him, strangely wearing a ballerina costume, was Toni. Or at least, he thought it was Toni. It was hard to tell exactly if it was Toni because...well.

She looked sensational. Not just good-looking, not just hot, in the way that a girl would look hot in a ballerina costume. No, she looked changed. Her hair had become bright gold, stretching down past her waist. Her tits were enormous, floating on a stick-then body that seemed incredibly toned and lithe. He could feel his cock getting hard right away.

She moved forward, smiling, beckoning him forward. Andy threw his cigarette down and strutted toward her. No more words were exchanged. She was a hot dancer babe. He was a fucking jock hunk. What more needed to be said? She smelled like sex already. He wanted to show her exactly what sex could be with a real man. 

They kissed, long and hard. Her tongue snaked into his mouth. She tasted like bubblegum, her tits crushed hard on his chest. Andy's hard-on pressed hard against his pants, begging to be let out and fuck this girl in the way he knew she wanted. 

For some reason, Andy felt something nearby. A strange, malevolent presence, watching and judging. Fright began to crawl over Andy’s heart, though he could not explain why. And then he opened one eye, seeing the behemoth, masked Stud behind Toni.

Oh, fuck. Oh, fuck, he looked pissed. 

Toni giggled. “Oh, this is my Master. I don't know if he likes that we're kissing.”

Andy ran. He only needed one look at the Stud to know that was the right decision. He ran, not noticing how his hair was growing already, how his clothes were melting on his ever-shrinking frame, how marbles of budding titflesh had grown on his pectorals. 

* * * * *

Something distinctly unsettling was going on with Janice and her intentions. Colleen wasn’t sure what it was, but she knew that whatever it was, she ought to get out of the way. But like a drunk driver transfixed on a light off the road, she could not stop her crash course for disaster. 

The auburn-haired beauty leaned in, biting one lip and tossing her sexy, voluminous hair to one side.

“Can I talk to you about something?” asked Janice.

Colleen nodded. “Sure.”

Janice took her hands, sliding her fingers up and down them slowly.

“Listen, I don’t want there to be any misunderstandings between us, okay? I really don’t.”

“Um, sure?”

Colleen tried to play the innocent card. All her heart could play, though, was the pump-adrenaline-like-meteors-are-landing-on-buildings card.

“I know you sucked off Andy not that long ago.”

Colleen gulped. A deep blush started at her chest and neck and slid upward to her cheeks. She pushed up her glasses, looking down and away. 

“It’s okay!” Janice smiled, swinging Colleen’s hands. “It’s okay, really.”

“I-it’s just we were there, and you were gone, and he’s so hot, oh god Janice, I’m sorry, I didn’t want to—”

Janice pushed a finger to her lips. Her eyes were so big and brown. Colleen found herself wanting to fall into them.

“Do you like girls at all, Colleen?”

She gulped. She did, and in fact before Andy had come around, she thought that she was going to be exclusively a lesbian. But god, his cock, his cock! That big fucking stud cock stuffed down her throat, her body wrapped entirely around it...

“I, um...I mean,” she laughed, smiling.

Slowly, thoughts of Andy moved the background. They didn’t disappear, not at all, but rather were the foundation upon which her view of Janice now stood. Janice was, in every sense, an incredible example of a beautiful young woman. Looking at her now, in that tiny little blouse, that sexy black push-up bra making her cleavage just pop...oh god oh gosh, she was pretty.

“Let me make this a little simpler,” said Janice, sliding her arms up around Colleen’s neck. “Do you like me?”

“I think you’re, I mean, you’re just, right? You’re so pretty, Janice.”

Janice giggled just slightly, delighted at the compliment. “I think you’re pretty too, Colleen.”

Slowly, she pulled Colleen in for a kiss. Their lips touched, Colleen’s wide and firm, Janice’s soft and thick. Very quickly, Colleen surrendered totally to the sensation, sliding her tongue through their soft, warm point of meeting and finding Janice’s tongue there. Janice laughed gently, encouraging her, their tongues mixing even more.

“Oh my,” said Janice after about  a minute of fevered lip-dancing, pulling back. “So eager. I can see why Andy likes you.”

Now, her heart was pounding again. Likes her. Not liked, not past tense. Present tense. Right now. As in, they’ve talked about this. They’ve...have they wanted this? Was this what this weekend was about? Was that why they tried to get Toni not to come...or why Janice had so intently tried to shame Toni earlier?

“What if you and I did something really, really fun?” asked Janice. “And what if Andy was along for the ride?”

Oh god, oh gosh, oh fuck—was she talking about a threesome?

“I...really? Are you—I mean are you serious right now?”

Janice grinned, nodding. “Does that sound good to you? Andy and I really want to experiment, and we wanted someone who we both thought was just spectacularly attractive,” Janice squeezed Colleen’s small tit. She moaned, gasped, her desire flaring. “And someone we knew would keep quiet. Who could be...discreet. Is that you?”

“Mmph...” Colleen moaned.

“Was that a ‘yes,’ sweetie? I can’t hear you.”

“Yes!” Colleen nodded eagerly. “Yes, I’d love that. Oh my god, yes.”

Just then, Andy burst into the room from outside.

“Looks like we might start having fun soon,” said Janice.

But slowly, her indulgent smile turned to an expression of confusion, and then anger. Andy's expression was one of terrified bewilderment. Her boyfriend was changing before their very eyes, and while Colleen felt terror rising up in her bones, Janice was merely annoyed that her plans were going awry.

“Andy?” asked Janice. “What’s happening?”

What’s happening, thought Colleen, barely able to process it all, is that Andy is transforming from a jock hunk into some kind of sexy lumberjack babe right before our eyes. 

His pants shrank down to nothing but cut-offs. But as they did, so too did his well defined legs, becoming much more like graceful gams than the thick, muscular thighs that he sported. Or, used to sport.

“Like, holy shit!” he squeaked. “Everybody has to um...god, you know. Run!”

But they didn’t run. Both girls were transfixed, watching as Andy—a him—most definitely and irrevocably became a her. His masculine, rugged face narrowed and morphed, becoming decisively pretty, eyelashes fluttering out and advertising sweet, large green eyes. He had tits now, huge tits that were even bigger than Colleen's.

Colleen couldn't stand it. She was horrified. “What the fuck?” 

Suddenly, bursting through the front window was an enormous man—Colleen could only think to call him a Stud—with a dark mask over his face.

There was only one possible connection to make in the face of this new arrival. He emanated power, true power, glorious power, power over mind and flesh both. With so much power reverberating from his presence, and Andy turning into a girl right before their eyes, the two young lovely women could only assume that the Stud was responsible.

She and Janice, terrified at his presence and what his intentions might have been, ran for their lives out of the cabin and into the woods.

Behind them, they heard crashing and stomping, the Stud following and closing in on them.

* * * * *

Fletcher, upstairs getting pretty thoroughly high in his bed, heard a thundering crash and then a few screams. 

“Hey,” he called out. “Is everyone like...okay?”

Is everyone okay? What kind of question was that? Was he really asking if everyone was okay? Like, everyone ever? Everyone who ever had lived in the world?

No, no man, like, you know. Just the current, nearby realm of everyone. The contextual everyone. You know, like the royal everyone, the editorial. Right? Yeah, man.

Five minutes later, after much more internal debate, he sat up off his bed and slipped on his long sweater. Going to interact with the people down there could very well ruin his high, and he wasn’t very much excited about that, but at the same time, maybe somebody could be hurt. He wanted to help, if he could.

Downstairs, all he saw was a gorgeous young girl dressed in tight denim shorts practically plastered to the finest, hottest ass he’d ever seen, an enormous mane of blond hair cascading over her airbrushed curves. She sat on the couch, waiting patiently for something or someone. Maybe even Fletcher.

She sort of looked like a lumberjack, he realized. Like a sexy, hot, lumberjack. Like maybe, the wood she wanted to be around was of a distinctly different kind than what you might find in the forest outside. 

Her beauty was so gorgeous, so extreme, so bimbo-ish and crazy to witness in real life, that he didn’t even notice the gigantic hole in the wall where the Stud had, only minutes earlier, busted through into the house. He was rather high, after all, and his focus was limited.

“What’re you...” he laughed, looking around for maybe a camera or a pair of sniggling teenagers, waiting to ruin the moment. “What are you doing out here?”

He sat down on the couch next to her.

“I’m like...here to fuck, I think?” she giggled. 

The effect of the small giggle on her immense breasts was immediate and undeniable. Girls were always prettier when they were smiling, and a giggle was just the sound of a smile. Her abs flexed, her torso contorted fetchingly, and her face lit up with glee. But of course, Fletcher focused on her breasts—her tits—so incredible curious as to what might happen if she giggled again.

“I mean. I can. I know. Uh. I...” 

Here to fuck. 

Fletcher needed a moment to process that. 

“Do you, uh...” he took out a joint from his pocket. “Do you get high, lady?”

He took a moment and lit up the joint, puffing slightly.

“Do I get high?” she didn’t seem to understand. “I think so. How high are we right now? Is this low ground? I think...we’re on a hill?”

His laugh was low and stuttered, classic stoner. “We’re as high as we want. Here, suck on this.”

“Like a cock?”

“Yeah, sure. Like a cock.”

She took the joint and inhaled deeply, her tongue sliding around the slender paper easily. 

Her tongue was long and pink. She made the action intensely erotic.

After inhaling for several seconds, she coughed, spitting out the smoke almost as much as she exhaled it.

“That’s very strong!” she said. 

Fletcher laughed, thinking this hilarious for some reason. She laughed too, and finally he was able to watch her tits giggle in that tiny top once more. God, they were enormous. The flesh so rounded and curved. Bigger than D cups, easily. E cups, maybe? F? They were so firm, though, so bouncy and in clear defiance of gravity.

“I don’t know what size they are,” said the bimbo, sliding forward on the couch. “Just big!”

“What?”

“My tits. You were talking about how big they were.”

“Oh. Was that...”

Was that out loud? Fuck me. This was strong ass weed. Fuck me.

“I’d really love to,” said the bimbo, sliding her hand up his thigh. “Couldn’t we do that, like soon?”

“I just...I don’t even know your name.”

“It’s Anna, silly.”

“Do you want to know my name?”

She shrugged, utterly beautiful. “It’s not really that important.”

“Oh.”

“Come here,” she said, grabbing his shirt.

She started pulling him in. Oh god, oh god! Fletcher, despite his wild dreams, had not expected this. He was going to kiss a girl. He was going to kiss a hot girl. 

The kiss was like magic. Her lips slid over his, and soon they were trading tongues, her hot chest pressing hard on his. Her bare legs slid upward, and soon her thighs were gripping down onto his. 

Her hand slid over his cock, through his pants, she gripped him eagerly, readily making him hard. God, how was he hard already? She was some kind of magic. His hands felt so strong as he gripped her around her tiny waist. 

Easily, expertly, she unloaded his heavy cock from his pants.

“Oh my god,” she giggled, rather pleased. “You’re so big.”

“R-really?” he asked.

“Mmhmm. I love big cocks on guys...”

Fuck, that was nice. What an ego trip, a babe like this appreciating his cock. Her strokes were so thoughtful and slow. He’d always thought he was pretty hefty, but to hear an empty-headed babe like this tell him...there was no way he could deny she was telling the truth. Everything she said sounded too sincere. 

So focused was he on her brilliantly soft hands on his throbbing cock that he didn't even notice that she had pulled her tiny shorts off entirely. Her cunt was bare of any hair, juicy and plump for the taking.

Suddenly it occurred to him that his cock was out and she was stroking it—really stroking it. He wasn’t just going to kiss her...he was going to fuck her, oh god! Yes! How was he so lucky?

The bimbo babe giggled, urging him on. “Yeah, baby, fuck me...”

He pulled down his pants, and his cock was thrillingly hard. His cock felt...smaller than usual. But that was okay. He was still hard, so it must have just been the weed. There was no way he could be small when he was so damn hard.

Taking his time, he approached. He wanted to savor this moment. He wanted to memorize every line of her young, perfectly toned body. He wanted to take in every detail of her gorgeous face as she moaned for him to come closer and closer, to fill her, to give her what she needed. He did not notice the way his clothes had melted away into some new outfit. He did not see the tiny golden wings sprouting from the back of his morphing sweater, the little halo attached with a wire to the collar that had suddenly appeared around his neck. 

He wanted to hear every last giggle that exited from his mouth, wanted to lose his thoughts in those wonderful thought-popping laughs. Oh god, she was such a girl, such a beautiful, sexy babe.

Was there anything possibly better than being a beautiful babe of a beautiful girl? Fletcher couldn’t imagine anything. He tugged his skirt upward, positioning himself between the bimbo's legs entirely.

Maybe fucking one. Maybe. But to be that girl, god...she was so fucking pretty. He didn’t know if he wanted to be in her more than he wanted to be her anymore.

But his desire convinced him—enter her! Do it now!

Finally, he sunk his hips into her. And the feeling was...it was...it was...

Strangely empty. Just wet flesh on even wetter flesh.

Fletcher gulped, looking down.

The cock, that throbbing hard cock that Fletcher had dreamed of plunging into a girl just like this for so very long, was gone. In its place now was a bare, sopping wet pussy. Fletcher could just barely make out the last little bit of rippling flesh as the parts down there re-arranged themselves. His pants were melted away, and all that was left was a tanned, smooth woman's crotch, covered on top with a frilly little skirt to the angel outfit that now covered his entire body.

“Oh...” giggled Anna. “Didja change already? That’s okay, baby.”

“O-okay?” 

Fletcher giggled, matching Anna’s tone. The voice was so strangely high pitched and breathy. A girl’s voice. Looking down, Fletcher could see breasts beginning to grow. They pushed against the angel costume fabric, stretching it out past the quickly dissolving chin above and narrowing waist below. Long, flowing red hair spread down past fragile shoulders and into hands that were delicate and slender, fingernails that were decorated with pink nail polish and tiny stencils of yellow butterflies.

There was no denying what was happening anymore. Breasts, long hair, a pussy. Fletcher was gone. 

Only Flora remained, now.

“I’m...a bimbo,” said Flora, giggling wildly. “That’s...sooo....”

Anna sat up on the couch, grabbing one of her tits. Her nipples were the size of strawberries. Anna tore Flora’s shirt halfway off, and wrapped her plush, wet mouth around one, licking and suckling it like a strawberry. Warm, delicious milk spilled into Anna’s mouth, and she moaned with pleasure at receiving it.

“...soooo cool,” Flora finished finally, sinking down to the ground with Anna.

They were going to have a lot of fun together.

* * * * *

They were lost in the woods, Janice knew. They past tree after tree to the point where they all looked the same—even in the darkness, where everything was expected to look the same anyway. She had no idea if they were heading toward the highway, like they had decided, or deeper into the mountains, or toward their doom with that gigantic Stud, or what.

After running for what felt like an hour, they finally stopped. Janice pulled Colleen, telling her to slow down for a minute.

“Let's catch our breath,” she said. “Regroup.”

This is what she said, but in reality, Janice thought she saw—no, knew she saw some hulking movement in the woods behind Colleen. A plan began to form in her mind.

Colleen, though, wanted to keep going. She dragged at Janice's arm, trying to get her to run.

“We can't stop now,” said Colleen. “It's not safe. That thing could be anywhere. We have to—”

“Stop,” said Janice. “We have to stop. We’re just going to get lost.”

“B-b-but that thing is coming, holy shit, Janice, we just—”

Frustrated, Janice slapped her.

That shut her up. Good.

“Listen. We’ll be better off if we split up, okay?”

“No.” Colleen stamped her foot. “No. They always say that in movies, and it’s always a bad idea.”

“We’ll go in two different directions,” Janice continued, paying no mind. “It makes perfect sense. One direction is likely to get to the highway. That way, if one of us gets caught, the other will still get away and get help.”

“You go that way, all right?” She pointed to where she saw the movement in the trees. Then, she stroked Colleen's hair. “You'll be just fine, darling.”

“Fine. But...well. Listen, I’m sorry I upset you. I didn’t mean to make you hit me.”

Janice felt a thrill at that. Silly little attention-starved girl would believe anything if she was just shown a little affection first. 

“It’s quite all right, dear.”

Colleen ran then, and Janice watched her go, trying not to smile wolfishly. 

For a supposedly smart girl, Colleen was rather an idiot. Janice would have suspected right away that someone like herself was up to something. Did Colleen think, perhaps, that in the course of this disaster that Janice would start acting more nice? No. People acted more like themselves in disasters than at any other time. 

She went back in the same direction she said she would—away from what she was sure was the Stud, waiting there in the darkness. Janice felt something guiding her steps as she went—some spirit, maybe, taking pity on her like she deserved, and delivering her from this horrible ordeal. 

In the distance, she saw the lights of the cabin. Yes!

There had been something guiding her! She did deserve to leave, just like she deserved all the good things in the world to happen to her!

Through the window, she saw a strange scene playing out. That lumberjack girl was there, and sliding on top of her was another big-breasted bimbo—this one dressed in a tiny angel costume.

The lumberjack girl was Andy, or had been Andy, Janice knew. That meant that the other bimbo must have been either Toni or Fletcher—and judging from the red hair, she thought it was Fletcher. 

She had to get out of here before anything crazy started happening to her. Andy had kept the car keys in the car above the dashboard. Rushing that way, she could feel that same spirit from before guiding her again—letting her know that this was the right way to go.

And then, right as she got to the front door of the car, the Stud appeared at the front of the car. Hulking and massive, he leaned down on the hood. The metal beneath him crunched and the pressure of his weight popped the tires of the car.

Janice gulped. 

It wasn’t the sight of the Stud that stunned her the most. So towering, so muscular. Nor was it the sound of his heavy breathing, or the audible, fleshy sounds as his cock stretched and strained against his overalls.

No, it was the smell.

Andy had never been that masculine.

Oh sure, he had acted like it. He had played at being a man, puffing out his chest and making boisterous claims about the cars he could build and the women he could sleep with. Janice had tolerated it all because, in truth, she found that thing sort of hot. 

But really what she found hot was true dominance. A man who actually could build and fix all those cars. A man who could sleep with all those women, who could make Janice so crazy that she wouldn’t care if he lied to her to sleep around. It was just the hottest fucking thing in the world to imagine a man who was so crazy-hot and strong that he fucked a woman right in front of Janice, and she was so turned on by him that she didn’t care. She had wanted that with Andy, but to be honest, she'd always felt like he wouldn't be able to deliver.

Wasn’t that the dream? Wasn’t that the sort of primal desire, always? 

Every king or sultan that had ever had a harem must have also has some sort of woman leading the other girls along. After all, with that kind of intimate experience with the man, it would have been easy, simple really, to just kill that harem-owning man whenever they wanted. So always there must have been some woman to guide the other girls. Let them know how right and simple it was to follow orders, to obey. She would get a few extra privileges, maybe, but that wouldn’t be why she did it. Oh no. She did it because she loved to watch her man in charge of others. In the same way she might get excited watching him order someone to their death, or declaring war, she would get excited by watching a man hold down a young new harem babe and have his way with her, like he had earned. Like he deserved.

Janice had nasty, vicious dreams sometimes. Serving on a throne below the throne of her King. Somehow, in these reality-defying thoughts, her throne would allow her to slide up and down the leg of her Man, enveloping his thigh and calf in her big, milk-heavy tits. Of course she would be pregnant—a real man would get Janice as pregnant as possible, right away. His cock would slide over to her face, and she would lazily suckle on it as he commanded and ordered millions to do as he bid.

“I want that palace built by the end of the year,” he might say. “My glorious Harem Queen demands to be honored properly.”

Janice, no doubt encouraged by his kind words, would suck harder, eliciting moans from her God. 

“B-but Sir...” the female servant would protest. All her King’s servants were females, in her dream. The males little more than slave labor, if even that. “We couldn’t possibly finish it in that time. It’s so large! It’s the size of a continent, a-and...”

The servant would cut off then, gulping, terrified just from a glance from her King. She knew what happened to the last one—locked in a room and forbidden from ever again touching herself while thinking of her King. This, of course, drove her insane.

Janice, excited by the prospect of the same thing happening to this new servant, would suck her King even harder. Perhaps he would get the idea, and make that terrible proclamation, showing his power on the inferior woman...

She opened her eyes. God, she loved thinking stuff like that.

Somehow, she was on her knees. 

Somehow, oh...oh fuck. She was sucking the cock of the Stud. She was killing it, though, doing a fucking fantastic job, almost on automatic. Somehow the taste of his precum and his meat were getting her brilliantly high, sending her vision after vision of all the dastardly, terrible ways his power could be enforced on the world. Slowly, she slid off from him.

“Please,” she moaned, feeling hot giggles enter her voice. Giggles she had earned. “Please, fuck me?”

She couldn't look away from his incredible cock. But if she could, she would see her clothes morphing and melting like all the others had. Her outfit transforming down into a tiny, devilish mirror of Flora's costume. Soon, her body was criss-crossed in red, hot lingerie, bright fishnet stockings and tall tall heels on her legs. Little horns were affixed on the top of her brow, kept there with a head band. She was a brilliantly hot little devil. 

Her body did not change all that much—her tits slightly bigger, her hair somewhat longer, her lips just a tad plusher. But she had already been something of a bimbo beauty before. 

The stud's cock pulsed forward, slapping against Janice's chin. He wanted her, that was clear. Grabbing her by the hair, he bent her bodaciously bimbofied body backward, and squatted down on top of her tits. His muscle control was absolute. Holding her in place with his rough, huge hands, thumbs clasping down on her nipples, he shoved his cock between the huge, soft mammaries she possessed.

Janice was so incredibly glad her body was so soft and plush for this mega-stud. He fucked her tits furiously, his enormous rod shoved into her face, practically slapping her lips with his gigantic cockmeat. She wouldn't have been surprised to be bruised later. She would have thanked him for the marks, if so.

“Please,” she said again. “Bless me. Bless me with your cum, my Lord?”

As he fucked her, her nipples leaked out hot milk, covering his precum-spurting rod with a thick coat of her lactation. Because she was bent backwards, soon her entire body and face were covered in the hot precum-milk mixture. Her new, hot devil costume stuck to her hot tanned skin, her tiny waist and wide child-rearing hips. 

“Yes!” she moaned. “Please! Oh my god, please! Fuck my tits! Give me that cum, please!”

The Stud finally relinquished his hold on his load. His spray covered her entire face, and that was just the first spurt. Her orgasm upon feeling the perfect white goo felt like it lasted for days, weeks.

Her mind zipped away to other platforms of reality. She felt like she went through a series of graduate courses of how perfect and right it was to be a bimbo at all times. Lifetimes of service and giggling and fucking flashed before her eyes, all with her obediently serving her new Master's cock.

Janice gasped, swallowing all she could. And then she realized, with a giggle, staring up at the Stud above her, that that was just the first spurt of her new God’s orgasm...and several more were on the way.

* * * * *

Colleen ran. She ran, and ran, and ran and ran. She ran not only for her life, but the life of Fletcher, and Andy, and Janice, and Toni too. Everyone. She would be the one to save them all, she knew. Janice's screams of orgasm—or was it orgasms?—echoed continuously throughout the forest. No matter how she tried to get away, those screams always seemed to be closer rather than farther away. 

She ran through the darkness as fast as she dared, making sure to duck under branches and step around bushes, to not clamber down too quickly over the rocks. Even trying her best, however, she still scratched her limbs on the twisting fingers of the many limbs of the forest, and banged her hips and back on the ground and trees often. She wasn’t exactly sturdy.

Nor was she warm. The night had given her no favors when it came to the temperature. It was definitely below freezing outside, and since she had left the cabin in such a rush, she was still in her tiny sweatpants and brief little hoodie. If she stopped moving, she'd likely freeze to death. 

And now...

And now, somehow, she had arrived back at the cabin. She was next to the car, which somehow had been destroyed. It looked like a bear had attacked it. There was a huge pile of cum and milk on the ground. It smelled far too delicious. Colleen walked away from it, shaking her head.

What the fuck?

How was this possible? How had she made such a complete circuit? She had been going downhill, for god’s sake! Her frustration mounting, she kicked the ground. Toes cold, the ground colder, all she got in return was pain. She hopped up and down, clutching her foot, and then she backed up straight into the Stud.

“...fuck.” 

She sighed. Even without touching him with her fingers or seeing him, she knew who it was behind her. It wouldn't be anyone else. She tried, thinking herself very dignified, to spend a moment and accept her fate. 

Slowly, she set her foot down and stepped back from the monstrous male. She was too tired to run. Even if she wasn’t, he would catch her. He could catch anyone. Clearly, some power guided him—or he guided it. Either way, it had brought her back to him even with all her wandering in the night.

Finally, she got a good look at the monster. His cock was out, still glistening with milk and precum. The mask covered his face, though he looked oddly familiar now, for some reason. 

And he was...

He was...

He was a fucking god. 

Right away, with this revelation, her thighs felt like they were melting. Her nipples became fully erect, staring at his enormity. Not just his cock—though of course that was huge, easily twice the thickness and length of Andy’s—but also his stature. He was probably like, what? Eight feet tall? And all of that, every single last inch of it, was solid muscle. If he weighed four hundred pounds with less than a percentage of body fat, then Colleen would not have been surprised.

Really, it made sense for her to give in. It made sense. All she had wanted, with Andy, was to feel his masculinity. She wanted to let what she saw as the prime example of manhood and virility to take her over and do whatever he wanted with her body. It was only by doing this, she had reasoned, that she would prove what a complete person she was—that she wasn’t just some nerdy girl who knew how to talk about Chekov’s Gun and the formulation of the Periodic Table in the same conversation. No, she was a real woman, who wanted and knew how to fuck. 

And here was this man—this fucking stud god who was so incredible masculine that he had turned Andy into a woman (and a bimbo woman no less!) from simply being in the presence of one of the women that this stud owned.

So, didn’t it make sense for her to submit? Wasn’t it the most rational thing in the world?

She got down on her knees. 

A small thrill went through her. Oh, yes, that felt good. This was going wonderfully already.

His cock was right there in front of her. Slowly, a thick bead of precum dripped out from the front, glistening in the dim moonlight.

Oh god, she thought. That’s a big dollop of precum, there. If I just...licked it up a bit, why, that would make perfect sense. That would be a completely rational thing to do. After all, otherwise all that delicious, creamy precum would just go to waste.

Well, hold on, she thought. Let’s not be stupid about this. After all, licking his cock was how all those other girls (and maybe the guys too) had turned into such bimbo losers. 

Right. So, just scoop it up with your finger, yes, like that. Just slide it right up and then lick it up. There, yes. Show him you love it—look into his eyes. God, those are pretty eyes. Like Harold's eyes. His eyes were pretty. Suckle down on your fingers, now, and slide the precum around your mouth. Mmm, yes. Slip your tongue up and down your fingers like they’re a cock.

Now...there’s a little more precum on the tip there, do you see? Not quite as much as last time, though. Perhaps he was unimpressed by the scooping and the fingers and whatnot?

Oh dear. She couldn’t allow that. She wanted more of it, now. She needed it. It was so fucking delicious. How was she supposed to live if she didn’t get more of it?

Fine, then. Lick it off. Gently, though, let your tongue just barely touch it...there. That’s good. You hardly felt that big, meaty, huge cockhead at all.

Mmph. That’s so fucking warm in your mouth, isn’t it? So warm and hot. Take some more down—look, he’s made it for you already. Yessss, slide your tongue up and down that big, hard shaft, just like that, coat it around. God, it tastes even better when it’s pushed around on his cock first, doesn’t it? How could you...

Why, yes. If you were to just suck this big, glorious cock, then you’d be able to taste his delicious meat and his sumptuous precum all at once. Oh god, that’s genius! That’s why they call you a big smarty nerd, isn’t it?

She giggled, sliding down on his cock more and more, right away knowing just how to push her lips across the thick, long stretch of his hardened flesh. His calloused, hard hands pushed through her hair, guiding her farther and faster on his cock.

Just like all the others, Colleen changed. Thicker hair, larger tits, longer legs. Nothing could withstand the power of the stud. But Colleen's costume was special. A crown materialized on her head. Her outfit was almost regal, elegant, if not for the enormous set of tits making it so outlandishly obscene. She looked like a faerie queen, ready to rule at her King's side.

Not that she knew any of that, of course. All she knew, truly, was the taste of his glorious cock. And at that moment, she knew that all the Stud thought about was cumming down her throat. She could feel his balls tightening, his muscles drawing in. She moaned with need, cheering him on with every last brain cell her bimbofied mind could manage.

At last, he spurted down her throat. She swallowed it all down eagerly, every last drop spurting entirely into her belly. 

“Thank you, Sir,” she moaned, cumming hard. “Thank you, my King.”

God, her belly was full of cum now, but not in the way that she really wanted. Not in the way that she was born to have it. A queen's one true duty was to produce an heir for her King, after all.

She wanted to be full from the cunt up, to have a womb brimming with his seed. But even as she thought this, aching for it, knowing more than anything how she needed to carry his babies in her belly, she passed out from the ungodly orgasmic pleasure of knowing the taste of his seed on her tongue.

* * * * *

The hulk carried the near-unconscious form of Colleen back to the cabin, grinning darkly all the way. That was all of them, now. He took off the mask around his face, revealing the ruggedly handsome and completely human features beneath.

He had little recollection of the events before that night. If he did, though, he might have smiled.

Once, he had been a man named Harold Kay—the very same Harold that Colleen had crushed the heart of when she had broken up with him on the off-chance that Andy might want her to suck his cock again. 

Harold had so many terrible things on his mind. He had caught wind of their plans to go to the cabin, and went there early, making sure that he would be waiting before they arrived. 

Terrible, violent intentions were on his mind. He was going to make Colleen pay for breaking his heart. And he was going to make Andy pay too. And anyone else, well. He couldn’t allow any witnesses, could he?

Then he had found the costumes in the basement, and the circles and the symbols, too. The strange spiritual presence there, ancient and waiting for someone to interact with it, to play, to let it unleash just a bit.. There had been two—the preppy slut and the redneck monster. Curious, he had touched the monster costume...and then he had become the hulking, virile, fuckstud that had taken over all five of the hapless teens.

The Stud entered the cabin. His cabin, now. On the couch already were ballerina Toni and angel Flora, kissing passionately. Nearby, on their knees, lumberjack Anna and devil Janice watched them, fingering one another’s cunts. Their milk dripped to the floor below, sliding up underneath their legs. The portion of the living room they were in was in a sort of pit, lined with the couch on one end and a television in the other. The pit was not very large, maybe with a ten foot radius. If Anna and Janice continued on their path, it would be a reasonable thing to assume that the pit would soon fill up entirely with milk.

Not that the Stud thought about any of this. He saw fertile, unfucked bodies that he wanted to correct. Correction was fucking—and any hot cunt not filled with his cock would always need more and more correction. 

Even with all the women transformed into the absolute apex of sexual being, Colleen was still the hottest among them for the stud. She was his Queen. His dreamgirl Faerie Queen. This stirred some feeling in him, though the Stud could not identify exactly what. Love was beyond him, to an extent, for love required some desire for intimate emotional knowledge. 

Slowly, Colleen began to regain consciousness on her Master's shoulder, sliding down in front of him into the pit. The milk of the other girls ran up past her thighs, and she spread it up and around her body, making herself wet and shiny for her Stud.

“Please, Master!” moaned Colleen. “Please! Oh my God, my God, please! I need your cock! I need it, please!”

“Yes, baby,” moaned Janice. “Oh, give it to her? Give it to her, please?”

His cock was hard at will. He would show these sluts what he could he do, now. He had been waiting. He was going to fuck every last one of them. 

With a roar, he pushed Colleen down and plunged his cock deep into her cunt. With just two strokes, she started cumming wildly, screaming that he was her savior, her god. Just because he could, he unloaded inside of her, bulging her belly full of his cum. 

But right after he did, he exited—still cumming slightly, and plunged into Flora. The fucking was quick, expert, and brutal. He bent Flora over backward, his hands ripping away at her little angel outfit, and rammed into her tiny, tight young body. Flora’s bimbofied body came within seconds, just like Colleen—and just like with Colleen, the stud came too, filling up her womb with his seed. 

After filling her, he roughly tossed her aside, and rammed straight into Toni, in that sexy, tiny ballerina outfit. He was on a roll now, determined to keep going as long as he wanted. His cock slammed into Toni once, twice—and she was cumming for him—only for him! He unloaded in her, instantly getting her pregnant as he had the others.

Toni was done. The Stud was a god of virility! Fucking all, owning all! Right away, he grabbed the devil-outfitted girl, Janice. The red looked perfect on her big-titted frame. With ease, his incredibly lubricated cock pushed into Janice. There was no resistance, all happy compliance. And in seconds, Janice, just like the others despite her superior attitude, was cumming and full of his cum. Just like the others, she was no doubt pregnant, screaming with orgasm, and begging for more from her God. But he was done with her, and plowing now into Anna’s perfectly proportioned bimbo body. Little lumberjack Anna, who stupidly thought she had ever been anything else but the Stud's bimbo fuckslave. Blissed-out and filled with cum. 

The stud roared overhead, shaking the very foundations of the house, like a lion over a kill in the wild plains of the Serengeti. 

Finally, his cock stained with the cunts of all those amazing bimbo bodies, the Stud grinned, turning back to Colleen. His True Queen. His cock dripped with pussy juices from all five bimbo babes, shining and wet. Behind him, the bodies of the gorgeous ladies squirmed with desire, each last one fucked beyond words or thoughts even after just a few short strokes from the Stud. They would get better, the Stud knew. They would be trained into perfect service for him. That was no less than what he deserved, after all. 

Colleen spread her legs, watching her Master's approach with loving, gentle eyes. She needed him, loved him for everything that he was. 

And the Stud loved her as well. For he knew that she was the one he had wanted all along. And even after fucking her already, even after fucking all those others, she was still the one he wanted more than the others. 

And he fell upon her then, and let her know what it was for a Stud to choose his perfect breeding bimbo mate. 

* * * * *

And so, dear Reader, our tale ends there. The Stud and his ever-fertile bimbo harem would go on to reside at that luxurious cabin estate for many years, living off the fat of the land and transforming any unfortunate (or would it be fortunate?) souls who happened their way. 

It is a tale, though arcane in nature, with a singular and powerful moral, as old as it is truthful: always be kind to men named Harold, lest they become super dominant alpha studs capable of transforming men and women into fuckhappy bimbo slaves. 

# # #

* * * * *
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The Magical Mesmerism Bundle

The Magic Watch brooks no resistance. It owns everyone it is used upon. This bundle features a number of lucky fellows finding the Watch and improving their lives with the power of unadulterated ownership of gorgeous, fertile women.

Owned at Home - A Totally Taboo Bundle

The men in these houses take everything and everyONE they want, HOWEVER they want! The most forbidden barely legal girls in the world—their daughters and sisters—are theirs to have whenever they decide.

Transformed! Nine Magically Erotic Stories

When sex meets sex magic, expect hugely endowed men and beautifully enhanced women to have the wildest sex ever imagined!

The Paid & Laid Series

Every woman in these hot stories are eager to get paid for every kind of dirty, sexy act you can imagine.

The Sold For Service Bundle

In this alternate reality, sexual slavery is part of everyday commerce. This series explores the hot situations that occur when beautiful innocents are sold to studly new masters—and eagerly do every last thing they want, even the most taboo and forbidden of acts... 

––––––––

Love fun, sexy, free stories?

––––––––

Subscribe to the Nadia Nightside New Release Newsletter for a private link to THREE completely free stories available ONLY for subscribers! Not only that, but you'll receive exclusive access to regular special offers and discounts!



  	
	    
	      Did you love The Bimbo Love Bundle!? Then you should read Helping Out Holly: A Knocked Up Lust Tale by Nadia Nightside!
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When smart, lovely, curvaceous accountant Holly is turned down for a date by the studly Rick because of her figure, she’s devastated. The big-hearted security guard at her office, Andre, finds out, and is determined to make Holly feel better—by any means necessary! But, Andre doesn’t want Holly for himself. Instead, he makes sure this plus-size girl gets some plus-size loving from Rick and him at the same time! And all three of them find out the only thing better than hot intimate relations are hot, intimate, unprotected relations into Holly’s fertile body!

	    

    
	    
	      
	      Read more at Nadia Nightside’s site.
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About the Author

For Nadia Nightside, life is all about sex, and sex is all about power and control. She spends all her time dreaming up hot new ways to delight readers with stories including these themes--whether they include science-fiction, fantasy, paranormal, or more realistic aspects. If it involves hot, steamy submission, or one dominant personality asserting just exactly how dominant he or she is, Nadia loves it, and she wants to write about it. She LOVES hearing from fans and hopes all day long that someone will send her an email so they can chat about what naughty notions she can include in her stories.


Please consider signing up for the Nadia Nightside Newsletter. It’s free, and you’ll receive special discounts and THREE exclusive stories not found ANYWHERE else:


http://eepurl.com/zl7dX 


    
	    
	      
	      Read more at Nadia Nightside’s site.

	      
	    

	  
    

cover1.jpeg





images/00002.jpeg





images/00001.jpeg
@yhtside

‘a Knocked Up Lust talel





