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Heir Salon: The Series

––––––––

Subscribe to the Nadia Nightside New Release Newsletter for a private link to THREE completely free stories—including one NOVELLA-LENGTH erotic tale—available ONLY for subscribers! Not only that, but you'll also receive exclusive access to regular special offers and discounts! It's free, it's instant, and you get hot, free tales!

And if you want to get in touch, guess what? Me too! You can:

See the hottest new erotica releases from tons of erotica authors via my Facebook Author Page! 

See what’s happening with me on Twitter @nadianightside.

And finally, enjoy some of my favorite dirty pictures and NSFW .gifs via Tumblr!

Recent Releases

––––––––

BARE Delights; BACK for more; STORIES for the Lusty

No action is more sensual or heated than a man unloading into the unprotected womb of a fertile babe with his bare cock. Each and every one of these NINE stories features that very act—in threesomes, in group sex, in gang bangs, in taboo situations, and in SO much more. 

––––––––

Lust Fever: The Bundle

An epidemic of lust breaks out across the nation when Lust Fever strikes. Men are turned into primal, virile alpha studs without a care except for hardcore breeding, and women are eagerly transformed into their willing, fertile pets. It's Lust Fever...and there's no cure.

––––––––

Owned: The Secretary

Haughty, vain Maria is turned on by nothing but power. She uses men like toys, but never lets them touch her heavenly body. Then she meets Robert—a shy, essentially normal fellow who can change the thoughts and bodies of others with a touch. He wants to hide his power, but Maria wants to worship him for it...with everything she has. 

––––––––

Owned: The Boss

The vain Maria's need to see her King, Robert, actually take his throne continues when she sets his sights on their boss Joslyn. Maria wants Joslyn to be Robert's fertile fucktoy, but Robert tries nobly to resist her urges. It's a battle of wills with only one possible outcome...outrageously hot sex.

The Quarterback Forced Me

Hipster beauty Joseline is cornered and trapped by billionaire alpha quarterback stud, Pace. He's brutal, he's ruthless, and he takes what he wants from her no matter what she says. 

––––––––

The Rock Star Forced Me

Hot-bodied college reporter nerd Kayla gets in too deep when she chews out golden rock star god Carson Poole. He'll forgive her, and save her college career, but only if she serves him in EVERY erotic way—and Carson doesn't give a damn what her wimpy boyfriend thinks about that. 

When you finish this hot bundle, please leave a review! They're the best way to make sure I can write more stories and help spread the word of my sexy worlds to other readers just like you.

* * * * *

She looked in the mirror, turning this way and that in her scarlet lingerie, rather amazed at what she saw. 

Not that long ago, she hadn't looked like this. Her legs had not been monuments of sexuality, reaching down effortless to the floor onto her tippy-toes. Even barefoot, she could no longer press her heels all the way to the floor—she had to walk as if she wore high heels at all times. 

This was only right. This was only proper. She was a Wife. Wives had responsibilities. 

Not that long ago, her tits hadn't been so big. She wouldn't have been able to say they were tits. They were more like breasts, or maybe boobs if she had the right bra on. But now they were tits. Grade-A man-melting tits that fixed a man's attention on the most important part of her. 

Not that long ago, her tits hadn't leaked milk. Hot, luscious, yummy milk that seemed made to emit amazing sexual scents and to encourage every type of rutting and fucking known to man, especially the kind that demanded entering her hot, fertile cunt completely bareback.

Not that long ago, she'd had a real brain, with real thoughts, and real concerns and ideas. Now she just a good wife's brain. Made for serving men. Made for serving her Man, her Husband.

This was only right. This was only proper. 

But it hadn't always been this way. 

* * * * *

They were in the car, just two minutes away from their new house. The mood was bad.

Betty clenched her jaw. “I am not wearing a dress.”

“Sweetheart,” said Lane, “it’s a classy affair. Dresses are pretty much mandatory for ladies. I don’t want to wear a suit, but I’ll be wearing a suit.”

Betty was not a fan of diminutives in general. Still, being in a relationship meant they were bound to happen—even it was just a simple shortening to “Bets” for her. Lane, in various moods, would call her “honey,” “love,” “baby,” and “doll.” 

But she knew that “sweetheart” was reserved for when his annoyance had begun to reach a threshold of anger. That was fine by her—let him be angry. She just wouldn’t go if he wouldn’t budge.

She sighed, staring out the window. The weather looked nice outside. Somewhere, some place, there was a way to actually enjoy the window without being mad at her husband. 

Gathering her composure, she realized that she couldn't not go to the event. That would leave him out in the cold, and she didn't want to do that to him.

“I’ll go to this thing. This stupid thing of yours. That I do not like doing. But don’t expect me to dress up and show off for all your big time male buddies just because I have a ring on my finger, Lane.”

He sighed. “I’m not expecting you to dress up because you’re married to me, Betty. I’m expecting you to dress up because every single one of these guys knows who you are, and what you did. They look into that sort of stuff. It’s their job. And unless we start rehabbing your image—our image, by the way—then I’m dead in the water here. And that means we’re dead in the water.”

Betty sighed. He was right. Her bad reputation would no doubt have followed her here. 

“Fine. But, I’m not wearing a slutty dress.”

“You have slutty dresses?” He laughed.

“I have...I have one good, hot cocktail dress.”

Betty was in fairly good shape. They had a rowing machine that she used four times a week, keeping her arms and legs trim with firm, lean muscle. Her hair was a mousy brown color, the color of wild rabbits that hopped around neighborhoods, hoping not to be snatched up by stray dogs. Her face, rather pretty with her elegant nose and heightened cheekbones, put her out of the league of someone like Lane—if she were to be so shallow, which she wasn't. Lane was perfectly cute. He wasn't necessarily handsome, and Betty's mother was always telling her she could “do better,” but that was such an insufferably arrogant, elitist way of viewing the world. Sexist, too—which probably was why Betty had married him. To prove beyond a doubt that she was beyond such notions. 

His eyebrows rose.“News to me.”

“It can stay that way. I’m not wearing it.”

“That’s fine.” He smiled flirtatiously. “Can you just wear it in the bedroom?”

“Lane...”

“You wouldn't have to wear it for very long. I'd get you out of it in no time.”

“No time, huh?”

“Maybe a minute and half, if we're really trying.”

She snorted, laughing in a very unladylike fashion.

The neighborhood around them was so idyllic it hurt Betty’s eyes. Every street was practically a tunnel, covered over by huge beautiful maple trees, expertly manicured to provide an exacting curvature over the concrete. It was spring, and so every flower bloomed—the houses traded off between red roses, blue hydrangeas, yellow daffodils, orange tulips, and then back to roses again. It was staggered like this all down the street, so that no two houses with similar colors were next to or across from one another. Outside, several women gardened at their lawns. Small white picket fences—white picket fences!—denoted the lines between house territories, and a few women had congregated at one, waving with pearl-white smiles at Lane as he drove by. 

Betty intuited, somehow, that the smiles were all for Lane and not for her. The women wore tiny, flower-patterned dresses that just barely approached their knees. And heels. Very tall, expensive looking heels. The women were all beautiful. 

“Who gardens in heels?” she asked, mostly to herself.

Lane answered anyway. “They have a way here, that’s for sure.”

Their new house was a benefit from his new job as a copywriter for Castle Industries. Passion Heights—their new town—was a company town, with every dollar moving in and out of it centering solely around Castle Industries. Their neighborhood, Service Oaks, was entirely owned by Castle Industries, with every bill and every house paid for entirely on their dime. It hurt Betty’s brain just to think of how much money was being used in this awful place.

What Castle Industries stood for was exactly in opposition to everything Betty stood for. Or, tried to stand for. Or, had stood for. Castle Industries was known for its regular sexual harassment cases, somehow always quietly tied up after just a few weeks of starting. Its heavy promotion of “family values” seemed to be entirely wrapped around some warped view of women stuck at home being nothing but homemakers. They practically funded the whole of one or maybe even both political parties; their money stretched everywhere. 

And there was the way all their female employees always seemed so...so...so picture-perfect. There was something strange going on there, but it was always beyond the surface of investigation. To investigate, you needed sources, and nobody from the company was ever willing to talk. 

And now, her husband was working for them. The same awful, horrible company that had cost Betty her reputation, that had—

Stop. Calm.

Struggling, she pushed the thoughts of their many injustices aside. 

After what had happened in Alder City, she wasn’t sure she would ever be allowed to stand up for anyone’s cause ever again. It was a depressing thought, and as best she could she tried to ignore it. 

Thinking of the past—her past—wouldn’t help her now. 

Lane guided them up the drive into their new house. Stepping out, the first thing Betty noticed was how large it was. The pictures made it seem small—the painted shutters on the windows, the cobblestone walkway, the brick lining the porch, the little peaked roof—all of that had made it somehow look tinier in photograph form than it was in real life. It surprised Betty, because usually such misconceptions worked the other way, with pictures of homes looking bigger than they were in real life. 

But this place was enormous. The porch all by itself, raised off the ground a good two feet and sporting a new sturdy, shiny oak boards, was about the size of Betty’s first apartment back in college. 

She opened the door inside, snatching the keys from Lane, and was stunned to see the massive open ceilings, the wide hallways, the endless amounts of closets up and down every room. Everything was so wide and spread out. 

There was no furniture yet—that was coming—but there was a radio, strangely. It was playing already, some weird static emitting from it. It sat on the bar in the kitchen—which itself was twice the size of Betty’s first apartment—next to the immense refrigerator that came with the house. She moved to turn the radio off, and hesitated. The static continued. What if someone was there in the house, working? The place was new, after all. What if they wanted it on?

Frowning, she flipped it off. If someone wanted it back on, they would put it back on.

Still, though, she felt oddly guilty right away, and perhaps would have flipped it back on if Lane hadn’t come in carrying stuff from the car.  

“Right,” Betty said to herself. “Help out. Come on, Bets.”

For several minutes, she and Lane moved the few items they had stuffed in the car into the house. 

“I think,” said Lane, setting down his laptop in one corner, “that now that we have a bigger place for all our stuff, we are going to need new stuff to fill up our new, bigger place.”

Betty laughed. As they walked outside again for another trip, they saw their next door neighbor outside, waving. 

She was the first woman Betty had seen outside who wasn’t wearing some strange Stepford-style get-up. She was curvy and had creamy brown skin, the color of coffee with a dash of milk mixed in. She wore tight jean shorts and an over-sized t-shirt, a short bandana wrapped around her head. 

Some pig, Betty thought acidly, might think Jasmine was “pear-shaped.” Especially with how strangely flat her chest was compared to the overall curviness of her body. Luckily, Betty herself was empty of such notions. 

“Hi!” said the woman. She stepped around the picket fence and walked right up Betty’s lawn. She had a beautiful smile, and hooked her thumbs into her shorts. “I'm Jasmine,” she said with a smile.

“Betty.” They shook her hands. “I like your shirt.”

She pointed at Jasmine's tee—advertising for The Womaniac Podcast. It was a social justice warrior slanted podcast with—naturally—a heavily feminist bent. The episodes came out twice a week, and Betty had started listening to them about a year ago, three years after they had started. She had been, lately, cycling through all the old episodes in an effort to catch up. Every episode had a different focus—sometimes current events, sometimes history, sometimes sports or entertainment. At her current rate of listening, she'd catch up in about three years. She had been, in fact, using her ear buds to listen to the show's host—Lisa Bangor—as she ferried boxes between the car and the house. 

“Oh, yeah!” Jasmine nodded, enthused. “I've been a fan for ages. It's weird, though. I haven't seen any new episodes since we moved in.”

“Really?” Betty asked. “A new one came out just yesterday. I'll share it with you.”

“That would be great. I've been just re-listening to the old stuff, some favorites, you know?”

Jasmine's husband, a stocky fellow with red hair and freckles, followed her up to meet Betty, though he used the drive way and cast a disapproving glance at his wife’s path. 

Men and their lawns. Betty struggled not to roll her eyes. 

“This is my husband, Gregory.”

Lane approached, smiling warmly. They all took turns shaking hands and introducing one another. After a few moments, they had shared the essentials of their stories—Lane had a job with Castle Industries. Jasmine and Gregory Powell were both scholars, staying in a house bequeathed to them by a rather wealthy (and totally dead) uncle. Jasmine studied Assyrian history, and Gregory studied the Ottoman Empire. Twice a week, though, Gregory worked at a temp job at the Castle Industries main office to help pay the bills. 

“And what do you do, Betty?” Gregory asked.

“I’m a bit...between employment ideas at the moment,” she said, smiling nervously. She realized suddenly she’d have to come up with something substantial to say. “Lane’s new job makes more than mine did. A very nice salary. So I’m along for the ride. I thought I would work on my novel.”

“You’re a writer!” Jasmine’s eyes lit up. “What’s it about?”

Luckily, Betty was spared the embarrassment of detailing her procrastination, her writer’s block, and her lack of creativity all in a few fumbling, inane sentences when someone interrupted the gathering.

“Hello!” called a clear, shining voice. 

Across the street, an incredibly gorgeous young blonde waved to the chatting couples. She approached slowly but confidently, strutting in her red platform heels first across the street, then up the drive, and then across the narrow stone walkway. Never once did she allow her trail to wander into the grass. It was strangely purposeful, as if perhaps she would be committing some horrible sin by letting her feet taint the growth of another person’s property. Betty noticed the glimmers of a snide, reproachful glance at Jasmine’s feet on the grass. Jasmine, for her part, merely backed up further into the grass to allow their circle to grow properly. 

The blonde’s dress scooped low around her cleavage, showing off buoyant breasts and a brilliant valley between her globes of jammed titflesh. Long, blond hair was arranged spectacularly in formal locks and curls, as if she were being married later that day. 

Jasmine's smile was slight, but it was there. “Hello, Cora. This is—”

But Cora seemed to have her own ideas about introductions. “I’m Mrs. Hank Vance,” said the knockout. “You must be Mrs. Lane Pritchard? And you must be Mister Pritchard.” 

Lane bravely tried to avert his eyes from her overflowing cleavage. Gregory, apparently, was less brave—or more bold, depending on your viewpoint. Cora seemed to love the attention, which Betty supposed was the point of her dress. 

Betty took her hand. It was soft and even a bit sticky-slick, some manner of substance present. Gardening chemicals? But they smelled so nice...

“Betty Kincaid, actually,” she said. 

Cora raised an eyebrow. “Oh? I was so sure you two were married.”

“We are.” Lane smiled. “We have different last names, that's all.”

At this, Cora seemed flummoxed. “That's quite unorthodox! Was there trouble at the registrar? Mister Castle could take of it, I'm sure, and—”

“I'm very happy with my name, thank you. You can call me Betty. What was your name?”

She knew it, of course, having heard Jasmine. But she wanted Cora to feel comfortable saying it.

“Oh, it’s...” her voice dropped to a whisper, bending over to Betty's ear. “Cora.”

Then she pulled up, smiling again. Her breasts had been soft on Betty's shoulder. Warm.

“They don’t like the ‘menfolk’ to hear them say their names,” said Jasmine, plenty of grit behind her smile. “It’s...improper.”

“Is it?” asked Lane. “How...very proper.”

Betty thoughtfully elbowed her husband in the midsection.

“I like it,” said Gregory. “Propriety is in high demand these days. Why not follow it for a while?”

There were glimmers of real, honest intelligence in Cora’s eyes. For a few moments, Betty thought perhaps Cora was simply epitomizing the third-wave of feminism, putting on her uniform and dressing for herself, creating an appearance that she wanted to be known by. 

And then the ditzy blonde began to talk at length.

“Oh yes. Really, a woman’s name should only ever be spoken, if we're talking about a man, by her husband. It’s so much more intimate that way, and isn’t that what marriage is all about? I’ve only been here for a month, but really, ever since Mister Vance and I started on the traditions here, we haven’t looked back. It’s like, totally better.”

“Like, for sure,” sniped Betty. “It totally sounds that way.”

Cora nodded brightly, clearly too dim to catch the sarcasm.

Rumbling slowly, the moving truck arrived behind them. The movers piled out from the car. Each one was tall and layered with hulking muscle. Sweat clung to their bodies like second skins, even though the day wasn't that hot.

“Oh, good,” said Lane. He walked over to hail the drivers, but they didn't seem too concerned with his presence.

A wind picked up and Betty caught their scent—hard, masculine, and overpowering. Words failed her for several moments. All three women stood with their mouths slack. Gregory gathered Jasmine to his side, and Lane did the same to Betty. Betty didn’t even know how to protest. For the time being, all she could think of was how good it felt to be held by her Man.

Her Man. Not her man. Not her beau. Her Man, capital M. 

Sudden, slick arousal hit her. Thighs loosening, knees spreading apart—and then the wind died down. 

“I’m sorry,” said Betty. “I have to, um...we have to supervise.”

What she really wanted, inwardly, was to see if that masculine man smell was still on the movers. And maybe to try out their new bed with Lane. She could yell at him later and tell him what a pig he was for staring down Cora’s dress. But after he gave her a proper fuck like she had earned for being his wife. 

She blinked rapidly, noticing Jasmine doing the same. 

God, that was a lot of thoughts all at once. Where was it coming from? 

“It’s no problem,” said Cora. “Jasmine and I have a few things to discuss anyway before the party tonight.” She took Jasmine's hand. “Don’t we, dear?”

“We...do?”

But Cora pulled Jasmine away, brooking no objections. Lane and Gregory shook hands—a strange man-off of handshake chicken that Gregory clearly won—and then Gregory walked back to his house whistling merrily. He took Cora’s path off the lawn, not once touching the grass. 

* * * * * 

Very soon, Cora had Jasmine arranged neatly on a paisley blue couch in the drawing room of her house. There was no television there, and probably not one in the entire, warm-color saturated abode. Jasmine, indeed, had not seen one in the entire town; they weren’t even sold at the local electronics store. She knew that because her own television had been broken by the movers—they repaid the full, original cost of the television, of course, which was actually probably more than the six year-old device was worth—and hadn't been able to find a replacement anywhere. She also couldn't find stores that would deliver a television to her door, citing obscure inter-county trade agreements. 

There was a radio in the drawing room, however, and Cora had it turned on to a low, almost indecipherably low volume. The static-like white noise was at least pleasant, and filled the space between Jasmine's thoughts. It was the same model that Jasmine had in her own home.

Come to think of it, wasn’t the radio at her own house always on? She had tried to turn it off once or twice, she recalled now, but every time she had, there suddenly was something important to do. Clean off the kitchen table, or dust the bookshelves. The bookshelves were always getting dusty, and the books too. Earlier that morning she had given serious consideration to just getting rid of the books altogether, until she realized that would mean she had no way to research the Assyrians. 

It was easier to turn off the radio when she was listening to a podcast—particularly the Womaniac—but that was more and more difficult lately without any new material. She felt like she was just retreading the same ground. 

At least, Jasmine considered quietly, she still had internet access, even if none of her streaming shows worked properly. Some sort of plug-in problem. The Passion Heights digital newsletter, featuring all of those delightful little cat videos, worked just fine, however. 

“It’s been too long since you’ve moved here for us not to have a good talk with one another.” Cora sat down neatly, at the edge of her paisley blue chair with her long, luscious legs crossed. “We’re the new girls here, after all, you and me and Betty, and I do truly hope we can get along. Can’t we?”

Jasmine smiled. “Of course, Cora. I’d love to get along. I’m afraid I’m not...” her smile wavered. “I think I’m still learning how to fit in.”

Cora nodded gravely. “It’s certainly a bit clique-ish here, isn’t it? These ladies really have their friends sorted out. I’ve been wondering if I would ever be able to become close to anyone.”

A sudden, mad wave of relief rushed through Jasmine. Ever since arriving at Passion Heights, she had felt like an outsider.

She thought Cora was “one of them.” A beautiful babe. A lovely lady. An “it” girl, like any number of cheerleaders that had snubbed Jasmine when she was younger, mocking all her nerdish interests and her full figure. What she had never stopped to consider was that Cora had been acting like “one of them” just to have a social circle. In a town full of gorgeous, appearance-obsessed women, how else was one supposed to cultivate friendship?

It was important for an upstanding lady to have pretty friends, after all. Without pretty friends, a man might never want to keep you as a wife. 

Wait, that was—

“I’m just so thrilled to be going to the party tonight,” said Cora, speaking clearly over a sudden burst of static from the radio. “Aren’t you?”

Jasmine nodded. “Oh yes. Isn’t that strange, though?”

“What's strange about being thrilled?”

“No,” Jasmine smiled. “I meant that Gregory and I were invited at all. I mean, at least your and Betty’s husband work at Castle Systems. Gregory and I are just scholars. Even if Gregory does temp there.”

“Oh, Passion Heights is just inclusive, dear. We want everyone involved. Isn’t that why you moved here?”

Jasmine had to give her that. Working on a doctorate in the middle of a city had been a great way to get a lot done in coffee shops and also to never have to interact with other people. The isolation was hellish on her psyche after a few years. The allure of a small community like this, where everyone knew each other’s names and would check up on one another, was hard to deny. It may have taken a village to raise a child, but Jasmine still felt like it took a village still to make an adult whole. 

“So.” Cora clapped her hands excitedly, clearly arriving at the subject she most wanted to talk about. The motion made her tits bounce invitingly. “Who’s doing your hair? Raquel? She’s lovely.”

“Raquel?”

Cora smiled and then giggled. “I mean, you did get your appointment, didn’t you?”

“I was just going to wear my hair like this, more or less. My appointment where?”

In the past, Jasmine had talked with beautiful women like Cora who had scoffed or rolled their eyes when Jasmine said she wasn’t going to do much to get ready for a party. Instead, though, Cora looked at Jasmine with true pity in her eyes. Somehow, that was even worse. 

“The Happy Hair Salon, of course. You really didn’t schedule an appointment?”

“Well.” Jasmine felt defensive now. “No, of course I didn’t. I only just got here...” she stopped to consider. The time, for some reason, was a little fuzzy.”...like a week ago. Was there some packet I was supposed to get, telling me where to go?”

“Yes, dear. You didn’t...oh my.” Cora put a hand to her mouth. Her lips were permanently glossy and wet. “You didn’t get it. This is embarrassing.” Rather than embarrassed, though, she just looked turned on and beautiful. It seemed to be her natural state. “I’ll let Evelyn know right away. She'll take care of you.”

Cora placed her hands around Jasmine's. The feeling was warm, but not unwelcome. With the touch brought the sight of Cora's expansive cleavage, the golden locks of her hair framing her breast flesh just so. Smiling nervously, Jasmine withdrew.

“So what’s this salon? Just a place to get your hair done? Is it really that necessary?”

“Oh yes, my dear. You simply must go. Here.” She reached into her purse and pulled out a card. “They owe me a favor. Call them and tell them Cora's cashing in, won't you? And they'll see you today.”

* * * * *

After Jasmine left the house, it was still early in the afternoon, and so Cora turned up the radio and began fluttering about the house, dusting and wiping. In only a few minutes, Hank would be home from work—as an electrician, his shift began early in the morning and ended in the early afternoon—and he liked having the house look perfect for him. She already had a roast cooking in the oven, and in the freezer was a special ice cream dessert from Evelyn’s Delicatessen. 

Evelyn was really something. So independent and strong, and so incredibly capable as a chef and baker. And so beautiful, too. A real classic beauty, with long blond hair—much like Cora's—and a brilliantly busty body. Her tits were perhaps the biggest, most rapturously perfect set in the entire town of Passion Heights. Cora herself possessed quite a hefty pair, but they were dwarfed in comparison to the mammoth mammaries that Evelyn sported. 

What was a bit strange was that she was, as far as Cora could tell, the only single woman in the entirety of Passion Heights even with all that sumptuous tit flesh (and an otherwise knock-out body to boot). That didn't seem to stop her fervor for serving men, though. Every time Cora visited the Delicatessen with Hank, she took Hank aside for some private tastings of her latest recipes. Hank would walk out, milk dripping down his face, a blank happy look on his face. 

What a lovely woman. 

Evelyn promised earlier that day, when Cora had been shopping, that she gave the spirited young blonde her very best dessert. She had even let Cora sample a cup of the ice cream—it tasted like strawberries and cream—and didn’t mind in the slightest when, moments after finishing off the delicious treat, Cora had to run to the bathroom and finger herself to a loud, whimpering orgasmic frenzy. The ice cream may have been cold, but all it inspired in Cora was pure, primal heat. Evelyn waited just outside the door until Cora exited, licking up a spoon from a bowl of her special cream. 

“Was it good, honey? You’d tell me if it wasn’t, wouldn’t you? It’s so important for a woman to tell another woman if she’s not pleasing correctly.”

Every thought dim, every sensation doubled, Cora could do nothing but agree. It was so nice for a woman to agree. Of course she would have told Evelyn if something was wrong with the ice cream. Nothing was. She bought four quarts, and asked for sixteen more as soon as she could get them, using her husband’s hard-earned cash.

Cora had no money of her own anymore. She was just a wife, after all. It wasn’t proper for a wife to have her own money. 

A thought struck her. Perhaps she should take some of the ice cream over to Betty? A nice little welcoming gift. They would love it, she knew already. God, it must have been so difficult, moving like that across the country like they had.

A pang of empathy struck Cora. Hadn’t she moved from across the country to get here? Hadn't she had some...some job? She stopped for a moment, leaning against the doorway into the kitchen, her forehead pressing into her perfectly manicured fingertips. That she had moved to Passion Heights from somewhere was a certainty. But from where...it was lost.

The garage was almost as clean as the rest of the house. That bit of “almost” nagged at Cora. She wanted to fix it as soon as possible. Hank might start to think she didn’t love him if she left a part of the house unkempt. And so, as she tidied, she worked her way into the practically spotless garage. The concrete was polished, clean enough to eat off of. Every tool was neatly arranged and polished to shine. Nearly every box—all of them located in one corner—was absolutely sorted.

There was one box in particular that she hadn’t yet sorted. Something kept her away from touching it. Hadn’t Hank told her he would straighten it out for her? But that didn’t make sense. Hank was a man. It wasn’t his job to straighten anything in the house. 

The click of her heels echoed as she approached the box. She took a few moments to look inside, carefully pulling open the tape and peering within. 

Right on top was a framed picture. It depicted Cora in a gown of some kind. A very unwomanly gown, in fact. It was blue, and she wore a strange little square blue cap with a tassel to one side. She had some sort of document in her hand. 

She looked...different. Her hair was short and dark. Her lips not the glossy, hot pink that she favored, but seemingly untouched by any lipstick at all. No make up. And she was holding some manner of law degree in her hands. Did she have a law degree? When had that happened?

Why would she need to know anything about law? The only degrees she was really interested in were the ones on her oven. 

She struggled to think back, but her earliest memory was of her pretty, perfect, pouty pink lips wrapped around her husband’s cock in his car. He was calling her a good girl, and that was how she had learned that she could cum just from the taste of a good man’s cock and the right words. 

Outside, she heard Hank’s car as he rolled up the drive. Her thoughts felt fuzzy and blank. She closed her eyes, trying to think, trying to remember...

Deep inside the house, the radio blared static as loud as it ever had, the sounds drifting hard into the garage.

Opening her eyes, she found that somehow, she was in the entry way. The picture was still in her hands. She hadn’t remembered coming here. Why was she...?

The door opened—Hank strolled in, smiling amiably.

Of course. Because she was a good wife, and she was supposed to greet her Man at the door. 

“Hey babe.”

He handed her his suitcase and jacket, and she dutifully put them away in the hallway closet, carefully keeping the picture in her hands.

“What’s that?” he pointed. 

“I was just...I found this. In the garage.” She struggled, feeling like she had disobeyed him wildly. Her heart thumped with panic. “I...I think it’s me?”

“Let me see it.”

Something told her to stop. No—no! Don’t give it to him! Don’t give it away!

But he was a man. He was her Man. She had to submit. That was what was right. That was simply what a Wife did for her Husband.

Hank looked at the picture and frowned intently. 

“I told you I'd take care of that box,” he said, tone full of reproach. 

Her heart sank. She had displeased him. Displeased her man. In a few moments, he had tossed the picture into the trash, where she knew she couldn’t touch it ever again, and then dragged her into the kitchen in front of the oven where his dinner waited.

“I-I-I’m sorry, Husband, I really am, I—”

“Shush.”

Immediately, Cora quieted. He took out his cock. Right away, Cora dropped to her knees. Instinct. This was where a woman belonged when her Man had his cock out. Saliva coated her tongue and then her lips, a soft dollop of drool coming to rest on her chin. 

“Why don’t you just suck me off, dear?”

“Oh. It’s just...I would, but, I feel...rather confused right now? May I...”

His cock rubbed against one smooth, lovely cheek. Cora’s body melted. There were pieces of resistance she didn’t even know she had, aware of them now only because they melted away. 

“We’ve talked about you talking like that, haven’t we, dear?”

His cock floated against her cheek again. Thick, heavy precum slid down her neck and into her dress. It was so warm. The scent so incredibly compelling. His excretions were thick and dense, like syrup. 

“Y-yes, Husband. I’m sorry. It’s just...”

“I think I’m hurt by that sentiment, Cora.” He shook his head. “I think you've done me a great disservice by speaking that way to me.”

“Oh. Oh dear.” She wrung her hands. “P-please, let me make it up to you?”

His cock spurted against her hair, weighing it down with a shot of his intense goo. 

“I'm going to teach you how to obey me, Cora,” he said solemnly. The back of her head was against the cabinet. 

She nodded urgently. She needed to be taught. She knew that she did. His voice was choked now, stifled with arousal. She had done that to him. Her big, proud titties. Her banging body. Her pouty, soft lips and angel face. Pride and sympathy rose up in her at the same time. Proud of her effects; sympathy for leaving her Man with such a big, big problem. 

Finally, mercifully, he allowed her lips to slip over the head of his cock. She took him in with urgent need, loving the feel of his magnificent cock sliding down into her wet, warm throat. Right away, she came, like a good girl—letting her know that she was forgiven after all. She knew for a fact that no wife could ever come without her husband's expressed approval. So he must have forgiven her. 

Her head bounced gently against the cabinet behind her as their roles shifted—she sucked less and he fucked her face more. She became docile and willing, allowing herself to operate as simply a moist, living hole for her darling husband to fuck at will. 

He wasn't going to last very long. The poor dear almost never did after a long day at work. Other men took liberties with the many Castle Maids employed at the offices; Hank bragged that Cora was so smoking hot he only fucked one in the morning. Her heart swelled with pride. 

Hank's cock swelled in her mouth. He was going to cum soon. She moaned with encouragement, aching to feel the hot spray fill her tummy. Grunting, balls slapping against her chin, Hank was only too happy to oblige her. He spasmed and thrust a final time, shoving Cora's head hard against the cabinet. She felt no pain. Only pleasure, the truest pleasure a woman could know—that of a job well done.

His cock slipped out from her mouth with a gentle pop. His heavy strands of cum dripped down her chin as she gasped and moaned, staring worshipfully up at her Man.

The oven dinged. She coughed, swallowing everything she could.

“D-dinner is ready, Sir. Whenever you are. May I make your plate?”

* * * * *

Right from the start, the party felt like Betty’s own personal fiasco. It was held at a lavish ballroom at the top of a hill; it was encased with a large multi-paneled glass dome. Elegant flowers framed every entrance, every table and wall. There was no real purpose to the party; Betty found this out only once she was already dressed. It was just a regular monthly affair.

This kind of expense and extravagance—the ballroom, the flowers, the several (several) bottles of champagne, the live band—all for a monthly affair. It was intimidating. 

She and Lane arrived in their dependable-but-dumpy sedan. All the other couples arrived in expensive sports cars and luxury, hand-made town cars. 

Betty had on a plain black dress she had bought on sale from a department store. She didn't even have on heels. She wasn't even sure she owned any heels. Very quickly, she met up with Gregory and Jasmine—Jasmine, who dressed rather like Betty in a plain white dress, contrasting neatly with the smooth darkness of her skin. 

“Thank god,” said Jasmine. “You're dressed like a real person. Cora gave me this card for the Happy Hair Salon, but I couldn't call it. I was too embarrassed. And...oh.”

A tall, powerfully constructed man walked by in a suit, momentarily rendering Jasmine and Betty both speechless. This trend only continued—the men of the party were large, handsome, built, and looked both physically and financially powerful, dressed in tight, form-fitting thousand dollar suits, bought new for the occasion. Lane’s was the same one he’d worn at the rehearsal dinner before their wedding four years past. Gregory's looked old, as well. 

And the women...

These women made Betty feel like nothing. 

It wasn’t just their extravagant gowns or their immaculately fashionable high heels or their jaw-dropping jewelry, the combination of which on just a single woman was probably worth as much as Betty had earned in gross pay the previous fiscal year.

More than that, it was that every woman at the party besides Betty and Jasmine was...well...gorgeous. 

This wasn’t to say Betty thought Jasmine was unattractive. Or to say that Betty thought that about herself, for that matter. But these women at the party...

One walked by—no, strutted by—no, glided by—somehow, on her five inch heels. The bottoms had little narrow platforms to make walking even more difficult, and yet she handled it as if she walked on air. Her legs stretched straight down from lusciously wide, clearly child-bearing hips, which somehow snapped back up into a minuscule waist, making the width of her hips all the more flagrantly alluring. She sported breasts so immense and gravity-defying that they could hardly be imagined, let alone seen. Her chestnut hair was arranged in a delicate collection of braids and knots on her head, somehow looking both imperious and disastrously submissive at the same time. Not a single feature had a flaw. She would have made supermodels on runways across the world cry from the ease with which she walked through the party, smiled, shot “fuck-me” glances at her husband, and retrieved drinks for her peers without a single misstep.

And every woman, in some way or another, looked like this. They weren’t in another league, or even in another sport. Betty felt deeply self-conscious for the first time since...since...well, she couldn’t remember when she felt this self-conscious. These women were intergalactic travelers, spanning across light years and zooming out beyond the pull of suns and planets; Betty was a baby taking her first steps and trying and failing to stand upright.

And speaking of babies—even with probably three-fourths of the room being clearly pregnant, they still were in better shape, walking with greater grace, and glowing with more radiance than Betty ever thought she would. She and Lane had agreed to no children, ever. It had been a mutual arrangement, after she convinced Lane that her way of thinking was best. But the sight of all that fertility, all in the same place, was...disconcerting.

After barely two minutes inside the grand ballroom, clutching for dear life at Lane's arm, she felt bad about herself. She couldn’t even remember the last time the reason for her self-pity and the self-pity itself had been so clearly aligned in her mind. Usually it was all mashed together in some terrible mess—she used to become angry, for example, because someone had removed funding from her foundation (the foundation she didn't have anymore), but really that just made her scared, and her fear was born out of her own insecurities and her ability to fend for herself in a world run by men.

But there was no need for any such emotional tracking here. These women were goddesses, each one deserving epic poems dedicated to every last curve of their breasts and stretch of their limbs; Betty felt ugly, overweight, and strangely old. She was thirty-three. 

Fuck them, she decided. 

It was the only thing she could think and keep her sanity. Jasmine leaned over and squeezed her hand—from one look in her eyes, Betty could tell they clearly were feeling the same way.

She and Lane talked with many men and women, Betty putting on a brave face. Or, in actuality, Lane talked to many men, and the women—including Betty—stayed relatively silent. Everyone already seemed to know who Lane was—he chatted first with the few men who had interviewed him, and they introduced him to others, who right away were intimately glad of his presence on the “team.” 

Lots of talk like that. “The team,” “the band,” “the group,” “soldier up,” “bro-ing around,” etc. Betty hid all her dislike behind a forced smile. No one so much as began to ask about her life, her interests. She was barely even there to them. Occasionally another man might make a reference to the bimbo trophy on his arm, but only in terms of her attractiveness or child-bearing ability. The trophy would then simper and coo out a thank you, but insisted it was all his doing.

Really? Betty wanted to scream. Bearing a child in your body—that was a man's doing? Really?

But she controlled herself. For Lane. Because she loved him. 

Eventually, Lane and Gregory went off with the rest of the men, retreating to some manner of cigar room. Betty only caught a slight glimpse into the room—and thought, suspiciously, that she saw a scantily clad woman adorned only in high heels and one of those carrier trays that wrapped around the neck full of cigars and the like. 

The women were left alone, then, and grouped up immediately. It was like some synchronized dance maneuver—there was no hesitation, all exacting motion. It was hard to tell exactly what the groupings were, but they seemed intently purposeful. It couldn't have been so simple as by coloring—but then, every group's colors—their gowns and jewelry—melded perfectly, dazzling the eyes. Each group seemed to have some sort of ringleader, someone taller, bustier, and more gorgeous than the others, directing the flow of conversation. 

Jasmine and Betty were left alone, then, each rather amazed at the display. 

“It's like birds,” said Jasmine. “Like birds flocking.”

Betty nodded, unable to quite form her own words. In one such flock, she saw Cora, finally—dressed in a tight red gown, her figure devastating and luscious, with black diamonds hanging from her ears in tight spiral patterns. Betty's heart fluttered at the sight of her. God, she was fucking pretty. She spoke with an enormously busty blonde wearing a bright pink gown. Betty thought there were wet stains around her nipples, but it must have just been the light. 

From another flock—where all the girls wore green dresses and bright, shining white diamonds—a devastatingly beautiful redhead was detached and sent over. Her dress was tight and strapless, backless, apparently held in place by her overwhelmingly huge breasts. A long slit was in the front, revealing the tanned expanse of her legs. 

“I know it's overwhelming, dears,” the redhead said warmly, shuffling Betty and Jasmine over near the arrangement of buttery treats on an ornate cherry wood table. “But we'll find a place for you soon enough.”

Very quickly, she revealed her name to be Deanna Paulson. She was one of the matrons of Passion Heights, she explained—an older woman in the community, getting close to thirty-six years of age. 

Her words, certainly not Betty's. As if thirty-six was anywhere near “old.” And...it wasn't as if, either, Deanna looked a day over twenty-two. She looked younger than Betty or Jasmine. Her skin shone with youth.

At any rate, Deanna was an expert at conversation, and very quickly was able to slide Betty and Jasmine into the gentle rhythm of talking about themselves. They each held a tall flute of champagne. The drink made Betty's head swim just slightly, enough to be pleasant. Jasmine was arranged right next to the long table full of treats, and she seemed to be having a hard time not picking any up. 

“And you have a job?” Deanna asked. 

Betty shrugged awkwardly. “Oh, not...I mean sort of.”

“She’s a writer,” said Jasmine.

“A writer!” Deanna smiled. “Mrs. Kaltun is a writer, you know. She writes recipes for our weekly newsletter. They’re always so yummy.”

“Oh. No. I write...”

Now came the struggle. It was hard to talk about what you were writing when you hadn't actually written anything yet. There was something banging around in her head, a fictionalized account, perhaps, of her struggles for equality, maybe with her actually winning a few battles and not forever disgracing herself in the eyes of all her peers for a series of idiot mistakes and corporate sabotage, but looking at Deanna's expectant smile, everything she imagined she might say felt hollow and stupid.

“It’s more fiction, right?” Jasmine encouraged. “Stories about characters.”

“Oh. What was that called? Faction?” Deanna waved a hand. “I’m not too familiar, I’m afraid. My man takes up so much of my time. He’s a randy one, girls! That’s why he’s given me so much to do.”

“He gives you...tasks?” asked Betty.

“If you want to call five beautiful children that, I suppose so.”

Jasmine stuttered wildly. “You’ve had...you’ve had five children?”

Betty saw Jasmine struggling to pay attention. Mostly, her eyes kept darting back to all the pastries and chocolates sitting right next to them. Betty had to admit the smell was heavenly, but she didn't partake in such frivolous practices like treat-munching. 

“Yes, I know.” She shook her head sadly. “Carlton has to travel so often, he can’t knock me up as regular as I’d love. I’m so jealous of Lilah. She has triplets every time. Twelve in total, the last I heard.” Her voice took on deep, reverential tone. “Mr. Castle really knows how to pick them.”

“You’re upset that you haven’t had more children?” Betty was in disbelief. “I just...I can’t believe it. With your figure.”

Deanna put a hand on Betty’s forearm. “Thank you. You know, so many women here just aren’t honest enough.”

“Yes, well—”

“I know I should lose a few pounds. I’ve been telling the girls for ages. Really finally drop that nagging belly fat, you know?” She patted the hard, fit muscles of her torso. Her stomach was as flat as a highway. “It’s so refreshing to have someone who will tell me what I really need to hear to get motivated.”

“I didn’t mean—”

“God, what if Mister Castle is here tonight? He might kick me and Mr. Paulson out of the town altogether if he thought I was slacking. Or what if—” she gasped slightly. “You don’t think Lilah will be here tonight, do you? She’s much more unforgiving than Mister Castle.”

“Lilah?” This was the first conversation in which Betty had heard any native use a woman’s first name so willingly since she had arrived in the town. “Who’s that?”

Next to Betty, Jasmine's attention suddenly focused very purposefully on the arrangement of treats—they all looked so delicious, she said. As if unable to control herself any longer, Jasmine soon was munching away, trying every last kind. Soon, her lips were glazed with sugar and butter—and her eyes looked glazed as well. Small dollops of cream hung on her lips, spreading slightly onto her cheeks.

Deanna took Betty by the arm lightly, turning her from the strangely erotic display.

“Lilah is Mrs. Castle, of course,” Deanna explained finally. “She...she prefers to be known as Lilah. Even by men.” Deanna leaned forward. “The exclusivity, and all that. Her status is rather above ours, so I suppose it’s well-deserved. She does so much for the town. But she...she rather frowns upon women not meeting her husband’s standards of excellence.”

“He...Castle grades you on how attractive you are?”

Deanna simpered. “Oh my, yes. And how good a home you make, of course. Whether you meet fertility expectations. Passion Heights has to grow and grow.”

She looked Betty up and down. As if looking at meat in a butcher shop, maybe, or apples on a cart.

“Don’t worry, dear. You’ll fit in eventually. I think you’ve got a lot of potential for growth.”

“Growth? What does that mean? Do you mean—”

“I saw you looking at my tits.”

The sudden change in topic caught Betty by surprise. She had been looking at Deanna’s tits. They were terrific. So shiny and smooth. How did they fit into that preposterously tight dress? 

“It’s...they’re...it’s difficult not to.”

Deanna leaned in closer, her lips almost brushing against Betty’s. The feeling was equal parts erotic and shameful. Betty didn't know how to turn away. The champagne was really getting to her head, and Deanna was quite entrancing.

“Would you like me to give you a drink from them later?” Deanna asked, her whisper conspiratorial.

What that meant, Betty didn’t even want to consider. 

“I...no, thank you.”

Deanna giggled. “Just let me know if you change your mind.”

Perhaps sensing the trouble, Jasmine returned, her mouth full of some manner of vanilla cream and flakes of bread, and tugged at Betty’s arm, insisting they had to go the bathroom. Soon, they were huddled in a corner together, far outside of the main ballroom, each laughing nervously. They stood next to a tall exit door framed by even more purple flowers. The hallway was warm and tiled.

“Did she ask you if you wanted to see her tits?” Jasmine asked. “Is that what I heard?”

Betty, eyes still wide, heart still fluttering, shook her head. “She asked me if I wanted to drink from her tits.”

“Oh.” Jasmine’s face became distant. She licked her lips softly without seeming to realize. Little scraps of remaining chocolate slipped inside. “What did you say?”

“I said 'no!' What’s wrong with you?”

“No. Of course you didn’t. Of course. It’s just...” She shook her head. “I need some air. There's...there's something in the air here. I want to step outside.”

“Of course.”

Jasmine pushed through the exit. Betty knelt down and placed a doorstop there, keeping it open. She seemed so distracted. Was it all the treats she had stuffed in her mouth? Were they...maybe they had alcohol in them? 

She didn't get to think about it very much. From behind her, she heard tall, heavy footsteps on the tile. The hallway was shadowy—all the light was coming from the ballroom two rooms over—and it was hard to make out who was there.

“Hey, doll.”

Okay. That was enough. No more. “No one calls me doll, asshole.” Betty put her hands on her hips. “Who the hell do you think you are?”

He approached her slowly. An enormity of a man. A mountain. A behemoth, a god. Every second he left the shadows made Betty sorry she had spoken out of turn. Betty saw him coming and thought that perhaps somehow she was dreaming. No one that big could actually move so languidly, with such easy, panther-like grace. And yet this hunk did. His head was probably almost the size of her entire torso. He neared seven feet tall, maybe three or even four hundred pounds, but all of it was clearly muscle. He had on a suit, but it was held loosely, his shirt unbuttoned at his chest to reveal the marble-like hardness of his muscles underneath.

She had started drooling before he even touched her. But then his hands came across her lips, and all she could manage was soft, unintelligible babble. Baby sounds. Cooing. Gahhing. It wasn’t so much that he was attractive, even though he clearly was. It was also just that he rendered Betty somehow into the mental state of less than an animal, perhaps some primordial ooze stunned by a cell’s ability to replicate itself. It was that primal, the reaction. That basic. His musk lit her cunt on fire.

“You’re such a pretty woman,” he said, stroking her face.

His voice was a deep bass. A cascade of giggles emptied out from Betty, unable to stop herself from needing to please this giant. 

“If you had a better attitude, you’d enjoy yourself a whole lot more. Smile sometime. Wear a skirt. Maybe some heels. And have the food. It’s good for you.”

He reached into his pocket, pulled out a small, dark chocolate truffle, and placed it in her mouth. 

“My wife spent hours on these. Her own special recipe. Milk she made herself. Eat.”

Gulping, she chewed and obeyed, and did so still when he fed her another, and another. The milk chocolate core splashed against her mouth, coating her tongue and gums with sticky, unstoppable gooey warmth. She started to feel high. Her lust exponentiated. His fingers tickled against her pussy for a moment, reaching up her dress, and her excitement almost shut her brain down—but he only ripped her panties off. Like he was tearing through tissue. She was sure she was cumming, somehow, without actually orgasming. It didn't make sense. None of this did.

“You’re going to be a good girl from now on, all right?” He waited for her to nod. Her mouth was too sticky to talk. She could hear her cunt's juices dripping to the floor in between his words. “A good girl for Master, okay? And I’ll give you a lot more of these.”

His hand closed on her wet, pulsing cunt. Orgasm shook her body. And then another. She moaned helplessly.

“Good girl. No more of that stupid bullshit like you tried to pull in Alder City. No investigations. No email digging. No press conferences. I'll just have my people embarrass you again. No, you're going to be my little good girl.”

Betty was only too happy to agree. Anything. She'd do anything for him. 

And then he disappeared.

Dazed, drifting, she wandered back into the ballroom. The men were all drifting back inside as well, every wife sidling up close to her man. That seemed so nice. She ought to do the same.

Forgetting Jasmine altogether, Betty found Lane and quickly pulled him back to the exit, barely able to speak. Her pussy needed him. Needed his manly length, his husbandly knowledge. He seemed to understand innately what she wanted—all the men casting him knowing glances and slapping him on the shoulder. In less than a minute they were back inside the car with Lane driving home. She didn’t talk for the entire car ride home, wantonly splaying her face on his crotch and licking at his exposed cock, getting it hard. 

Once they made it back home, she pulled Lane on top of her in a lusty embrace on the entryway floor. His hips thrust wildly into her, unpracticed. That was her fault. She would make up for it. She would let him cum in her whenever he wanted. He deserved it. He was her husband. That meant something. That was important. 

She lasted for all of three minutes before succumbing to a hard, furious frenzy of orgasms that peaked with Lane forgetting to empty himself on her belly like usual. He came right inside her, his incredible warmth filling her insides. All she could do in response was giggle and moan. When he tried to pull out halfway through, she wrapped her legs around him tighter, making sure she got all of his happy goo in her body.

Betty was allergic to most kinds of birth control, and she hadn't been able, yet, to find one that really suited her. It hadn't seemed important. Sex was infrequent and planned for them. He apologized for several minutes, but Betty didn’t care.

“'S'okay,” she moaned, falling into slumber. “'S'nothing can happen the first time.”

That didn’t stop her semi-conscious fingers from taking what cum remained on his cock and around her thighs and stuffing it back into her needy, empty cunt before finally, finally drifting into sleep with her mouth still sucking hungrily on her husband's amazing rod.

* * * * *

“Thank you for meeting with me, Betty. I know we don’t know each other all that well. I’d love to change that.”

“Of course, Cora. You said you wanted to talk. That you needed help. So, here I am. I want to be a good...” she cleared her throat, troubled about something. “A good neighbor.”

It was Saturday morning, and Betty and Cora had gathered on Cora’s back porch. It was brunch time, and as such Cora had prepared a modest array of snacks, consisting of waffles, pancakes, eggs, and little truffles for dessert. From a distance, chatting with the hyper-busty Evelyn and other very well-to-do ladies, she had seen the chocolate on Betty’s face last night. From the look of it, she’d had seven or eight of Lilah’s finest batch—and decided she would treat her dear new friend with some of her own recipe. 

And so, she was slightly disappointed when she noticed Betty carefully avoid even touching the truffles. Perhaps she didn’t think Cora’s recipe would live up to Lilah’s?

That would almost certainly be true—Cora was such a novice, after all—but she had worked very hard, and dearly wanted her friend to taste her milk.

Her...cooking. Yes. Her cooking. But there was her milk, she admitted, in all the available treats. She couldn’t resist squeezing out at least a cup’s worth from her heavy, beautiful breasts into every recipe. Her husband had plenty at every meal—and regularly licked up her bounty during their intense rutting sessions. Using the milk was instinct as she made the food. Evelyn had chatted all night at the party about how wonderful it was, and all the women around her nodded and agreed—and so of course, Cora, being the best good girl she could be, nodded and agreed as well. 

Betty might have avoided the truffles, but she went after the tiny waffles and pancakes with relish, like a sorority girl with a hangover. 

“Is it all right to take so much?” she asked, a little glob of Cora’s homemade butter shiny on her lips. “I don’t want to ruin it for anyone.”

“Oh my, yes.” Cora nodded eagerly. “Please!” 

“It’s...who else is coming, though?”

“Why, it’s all for you, dear. I thought we would get some girl time in. You know, away from our men. We wouldn’t want to bore them.”

Betty shrugged and wolfed down, slathering her already-buttery waffles with even more of Cora’s butter. 

“This is really, truly delicious,” moaned Betty. Each bite seemed to be heavenly for her. Cora’s heart sang at the compliment. A good girl always loved to be complimented, even if it was just by another woman. 

Better still was a compliment from a man. And better than that was a compliment from her own Man, her Husband. 

And best of all were words from Mr. Castle.

Cora had never once spoken with Mr. Castle, she realized suddenly. So, how had she known that? 

The thought was pushed aside as she continued to watch Betty gorge herself. She was so thin. Rail skinny, really. She could use some fattening up. Though it seemed as though she had some engorgement action happening around her nipples in her tight, child-sized tee shirt. 

Already, Cora felt herself adoring her new neighbor. Her new friend. Neighbors ought to be friends, after all, and good neighbors being good friends was one of life’s greatest blessings. What could be better than living next to someone you adored?

Other than servicing your man’s cock all day and night, of course. Oh, if only Hank didn’t have a job...

Her thoughts were moving surprisingly fast. Usually, they were almost distantly slow, working through a maple syrup miasma of arousal. Perhaps it was Betty’s presence. 

“So, what did you bring me over here for?” Betty finished the waffle she was working on, looking with some surprise at her empty plate. “Was it just to sample your cooking? Because I mean,” she laughed, “if so, well done. I’m a customer for life.”

Again, Cora’s soul sang from the happy words. But then she pushed them away. 

“No, it wasn’t just that. Though I am so very glad you enjoy it. I wanted to talk to you about something...um, something like, very serious?”

Suddenly, she had Betty’s complete attention. Cora frowned just slightly, and only for a moment, as Betty put her plate away. 

You see what happens when you try to be serious? Women stop caring about what you do best. Men will, too.

But she had started down this path, and she had to pursue it.

Betty grabbed Cora’s hands. “Tell me. Is it about this town? Is it about Castle Industries?”

“Castle Industries?”

“Yes. What they’re doing here. It all seems so nefarious, doesn’t it? Isn’t that what you want to talk about?”

Betty was so intent on this matter that Cora was inclined to agree with her just to be pleasant. But, first and foremost, she had to be honest. 

“No, I’m sorry.” She shook her head. “It’s just...I have all these...thoughts.”

“Thoughts?” 

Cora nodded. Even saying that she was thinking was difficult for her. “Disobedient thoughts. And then he—Mister Vance, I mean—has to fuck me until I don’t think them anymore. I’m afraid it’s a terrible strain for him. He works so hard for us, Betty. I don’t want him to leave me.”

“You think he would leave you?” Betty chortled. “Cora, look at you.”

Cora shook her head sadly. “I know. I’ve been terribly lax about going to the gym, and—”

“Cora, no. You’re gorgeous. You think...I mean, you don’t think he would somehow find another woman to sleep with besides you, do you? Not really?”

“Oh, I hope that he does.” Cora smiled at the image suddenly in her head, of her big strong Man filling some hot honey with his hulking cock. “That’s what The Association is, after all. That doesn’t bother me. I just want him to come home to me. I need to be taken care of. You understand. We’re just women, after all.”

Betty put a hand to her forehead. She looked troubled. Immediately, Cora felt guilty. She knew she should have kept her thoughts to herself.

“That’s what the Association is? What Association?”

“The Business Association, of course. They meet, oh...once or twice a week, depending. They have their own girls there. They’re all very beautiful, don’t worry. And Hank assures me he only uses one or two favorites, just like he does at work. The other men make fun of him, but he says he’s got all the blonde he needs in me. But, try as I might, I’m not redheaded or black or Asian...”

Gosh, wouldn’t it be nice if she could be? Just for a day or two, to please Hank. Or to have her will fill up multiple bodies at once, seven or eight girls all doing their best to give her Man a good time, stroke his cock and coo in his ear and rub his back and massage his feet, and all with the same mind and timing...

“Cora!”

She shook her head. “Yes, love? I’m sorry. I was miles away.”

“You’re...” Betty’s face was pained and flushed. Her hands clambered out to the serving tray and she stuffed a truffle into her mouth, seemingly not knowing what she was doing. “You’re talking craziness. You’re like, the hottest thing I’ve ever seen on two legs. You’ve got this killer bod, and you’re just rocking it, and you’re so, so pretty, and you’re worried your husband is cheating on you? And like, you’re telling me he is already? I mean, god, if your man is cheating on you, then what will...I mean, Lane, he could...um....Cora?”

“Yes, love?” Cora’s voice was full of heated pleasure. 

“You’re playing with yourself.”

Cora looked down. Her fingers were jammed right inside her hot, warm little cunny. Warm juices spilled down into the plastic cushion of the chair.

“Oh.” She giggled and sucked her fingers dry. “How terribly unladylike of me. Would you like me to give you a turn to make up for it?”

“Give me a turn?”

“With my fingers.” She eyed Betty’s body hungrily. “To make up for it.”

“No. That’s not...that’s not necessary.”

Betty was tempted, she could tell.

“Hank says a good hostess will always finger other men’s wives if they want. But only if they want.”

“You do everything he says?” Betty downed another truffle, and then immediately began nibbling a new one. A thin, attractive layer of raspberry chocolate stained her lips. “Without question?”

“Of course, dear. He’s my Husband.”

“But...but he’s your partner, he’s not God. He’s...he’s just a man. I mean, for god's sake, if he wanted you to get, I don't know, pregnant tomorrow, you wouldn't do that, would you?”

From the phrasing of the question, Cora could tell that she was supposed to say no. But she absolutely wanted to say yes. “I...”

“Cora. Listen to me. You're in charge of you. Not him. You don't...you don't have to get pregnant. Not if you don't want to. You don't have to do anything you don't want to. Hank isn't the boss of you.”

Cora considered this carefully, suckling on the juices remaining on her fingers. “I think I understand what you’re saying. He feels like he’s not important enough. He needs to be shown how he's the boss. I should really up my game. Do you think I would look good in leather?”

“Christ, you’d look good in anything, but that’s not the poi—stop that!”

Cora, flush with Betty’s compliment, had started twisting her nipples. Her dress had been pushed down, and Betty was given a complete eyeful of her neighbor’s healthy, luscious body. 

Betty stood up, munching yet another truffle. Her eyes were wide and glazed. She squirmed, her hips rotating this way and that. “I...I have to go.”

“The bathroom is the first door on the right, love.”

She stumbled, chocolate-heavy fingers fumbling uselessly with the sliding glass door back inside. “I have to go home!” 

But her knees were knocking, her breaths heated on the glass. Finally, she got the door open and rushed inside. Cora, smiling and peeking in, noticed that Betty only made it halfway to the bathroom door before collapsing and fingering herself. Her orgasm was almost immediate, her cries filling the home.

Cora wanted to help, but something told her to give Betty time. The radio blared its hot, white static. She herself had needed time when she first moved in, after all. 

But she was so much happier now. Just like she knew Betty would be. 

There was some chocolate on the tiled floor, and butter spilled on the patio. She took a long moment, watching her new friend finger her brains out—allowing herself several seconds of orgasm-laden fingering herself—and then, shuddering blissfully, trotted to the kitchen to retrieve her cleaning supplies.

* * * * *

Later that afternoon, Betty walked over to Jasmine's house, feeling a bit frantic. Jasmine answered the door, dressed in a light teal summer dress that showed quite a bit of leg and a tight dark hoodie. She had on her ear buds, listening to the Womaniac podcast. 

“Hi,” said Betty. “Can we talk?”

“Of course.” Jasmine smiled. “Inside? Or—”

Inside, Betty could hear Jasmine's radio playing. The strange, discordant static-filled sound. It made her want to investigate the radio, to see what that sound was so that she could justifiably turn it off. The feeling the sound created was like a soft blanket being rubbed over her thoughts. It was alien, and instinctively Betty knew it was wrong. 

She tugged at Jasmine's arm and pulled her outside. Soon they were in Jasmine's expansive backyard,  in a sort of alley of grass on the side of the house. Outside of the view of the street, out of earshot of the radio.

Jasmine straightened herself, lightly pulling her arm free of Betty's grip. “I guess it's outside, then.”

“Something really fucked up is going on here,” said Betty, getting straight to it. “And I think that they prey on our inhibitions, on us not saying anything about it because we're embarrassed. So I'm just going to come right out and say it. I'm fucking turned on.”

Jasmine gulped. “Okay...?”

“I'm turned on all the time. It's hard to think straight. I was just at Cora's and I ate her food and I came on the floor. I wasn't able to do anything until I had a good, hard cum right in the middle of her hallway. And last night I fucked Lane until he came in my belly. He came in me, Jasmine. He could have gotten me pregnant! I'm not on the pill!”

She left out the strangest part—the weird waking dream she'd had with the giant hulk last night. Betty wasn't entirely sure that really happened. As she recalled it, it felt like just some hot fucking waking fever dream. But, she was reluctant to bring it up and couldn't explain why. When she woke that morning, Lane was already gone—off to the “Business Association meeting” for the day. The note he left said he would be back 'late.' She didn't know what the hell kind of meeting lasted for an entire Saturday, but with him gone already, it wasn't as if she could argue. 

Strangely, her biggest regret was that he left before she could make him a proper breakfast. 

“Oh.” Jasmine tugged at the neck of her dress. Little beads of sweat had collected around her forehead. “My. That's, um...that's certainly—”

“I'm sorry,” said Betty, shaking her head. “I know we met just like, yesterday, but you're the only one around who seems normal. Are you telling me that nothing like that has been happening to you?”

“I...no.” She shook her head. “I'm not. That has been happening to me. I mean I haven't been cumming on people's floors, or whatever, but Alan and I have been having sex like crazy. Just crazy. Before we moved here, it was like once or twice a week. Now? More like twice in the morning before getting up, and then right when he gets home from work, and maybe a blowjob or two when he's reading, and I'm sucking that beautiful big cock of his, and...what?”

“You're touching your breasts, Jasmine.”

“Oh.” She moved her hands, and then pointed. “Your...your nipples are erect.”

Betty nodded. “I know. But what can we do about it? It's like some fucking lust spell over everyone. Everything.”

To tell the truth, Betty felt pretty relieved. It was all out in the open now. Not just in her head. She and Jasmine could come to Lane together—or Lane and Alan—and let them know what it was that was on their minds. Or...could they? They would need proof. It wasn't like a man was going to walk away from sudden and plentiful sex. They would need some kind of evidence, something concrete. 

Right? But how would they find such evidence? Whoever was in charge—obviously, Betty guessed Castle Industries, as they were in charge of everything around here—clearly didn't want to be found out. 

It was just...somehow, she knew deep in her bones that she couldn't tell Lane about what was happening. Not yet, anyway. Committing herself to that belief was a comfort, like a nice warm sheet over her brain. 

But, wait, wasn't that—

“And also,” said Jasmine, “I've been losing weight.”

This derailed Betty's train of thought immediately.  “Losing weight?”

She nodded. “I can't seem to stop.”

“How do you mean?”

“I put myself on a scale this morning. I’ve lost fifteen pounds since I moved here last week.”

“Fifteen pounds in a week? Is that healthy?”

“I don’t know,” Jasmine shrugged. She pulled a truffle from the pocket in her hoodie and popped it into her mouth. “I feel perfectly healthy, and I’ve been eating nonstop. I don’t get it.”

Betty frowned. Those truffles were really something. They were...well, delicious, really. Her mouth watered slightly as she saw Jasmine eat one. All that hot, heavy milk chocolate sliding in her mouth. Jasmine gobbed slightly, thick lips smacking. 

“Are those the ones Cora made?”

“Oh yes.” Jasmine nodded. “I mean, she seems like a total ditz, like everyone else in this town, but she's a hell of a baker. Or cook. Is chocolate baking or cooking?”

“I don't know.” Betty licked her lips, trying to focus. “Cora. Cora, yes. We should watch her.”

“Watch her? What do you mean, 'watch' her?”

“She was the last one to move here besides us, right? And she's fairly well in to their group, or whatever, but not totally, right? So what if, like...whatever they're doing. Making girls lust crazy. Making men fuck like mad. And breed. God, they're all so fucking pregnant...”

Jasmine touched her shoulder. “Focus.”

Her grip was firm, but warm. Betty's nipples, if it was possible, tented in her shirt even more.

“Right,” said Betty. “Okay. So they're making women...different.”

“Hotter.”

“Yes. Hotter. And they're doing it to us, maybe.”

Jasmine sighed. Hands on her slimmed-down hips. “Yeah.”

“And they've done it to Cora. But they're not all the way done with her, yet.”

“How do you know?”

“Because she was expressing some doubts to me earlier. She was like, weird about it. Really weird. But they were doubts, nonetheless. And none of those other women have even heard of doubt. Or not anymore, at least. Right?”

Jasmine nodded. “Okay. And you want to watch her? Like a stakeout?”

“Yeah. We can...I don't know. We can just sit in my car and watch them. The boys, they have the Business Association meeting tonight, right? So they won't be home until late. So, we just...watch Cora. For tonight. See if anything happens.”

Jasmine considered for a moment. “Can I bring the truffles Cora made? They're really good. And I don't want her to think I'm rude and not finish them if we see her and have to like, talk to her or something.”

“Of course you can.” Betty's response was automatic. “If I get some.”

They both laughed, though Betty was perfectly serious. She thought her mouth might mutiny if it didn't get one of those truffles soon.

But even more than that, Betty felt empowered, finally having a plan. She and Jasmine were smart, independent women. They would be able to figure this out. She would be able to strike a blow right at the heart of Castle Industries—the same terrible corporation that had ruined Betty's activism career. 

Maybe this move wasn't such a bad thing after all. 

* * * * * 

That night, Evelyn arrived at Cora’s house. The older, magnificently bust-heavy blonde looked stunning when Cora opened the door, as she always did, and was dressed in a tight red dress with a lacy apron around her front. Delicate white gloves adorned her hands, cut off at the wrists. Her neckline scooped deep down to just above her strawberry-sized nipples, the bottom end hugging tight to her lusciously curved ass. With the way her hair was coiffed and prepared, she looked like one of those old-time movie starlets, except much fitter and sexier.

“You’ll have to come with me, dearest.” Evelyn held out a hand. “All right?”

Somehow, Cora already knew that she was supposed to be leaving that evening. That’s why she wasn’t wearing a proper outfit—no tiny dress, no little skirt or sexy big boots. Just a long, warm fleece robe, violet lingerie, and tall pink heels. Hank was at the Business Association meeting that night, and so Cora had cleaned merrily, waiting for him to come home. About thirty minutes before Evelyn arrived, the radio seemed to switch stations on its own, and a compulsion arrived in her head:

Husband loves violet. It’s so important that I wear my sexiest violet lingerie tonight.

And she changed, and now here was Evelyn, and it was time to go. 

Evelyn led her into the back of a luxury sedan, their driver rolling up the screen dividing the front and back of the car. Evelyn dropped between Cora’s legs and pushed her panties aside, licking her pussy thoughtfully. She acted as if this was merely a way to pass the time, a manner of conversation. Cora barely had time to inquire about why Evelyn was doing such a thing, let alone protest somehow. Instead, she merely let her head hang back and loll to one side, gently orgasming while Evelyn did her gloriously hot tongue work. 

In a few short minutes of driving through Passion Heights, the pair arrived at the Happy Hair Salon, where Cora somehow knew already they would be. It was like the knowledge had been planted in her somehow. Fertilized, even.

It was dark inside, but a small mattress was arranged in the center of the enormous space. When Cora had been there before, it had been a bustling, wonderful place for women to talk and chat about how darling and perfect their husbands and children were. But now, tonight, it had an even better meaning. Something erotic and dark, something perfectly wicked. Cora stepped inside, pussy dripping wet from Evelyn's efforts. She strutted easily on her tall heels, and let her robe fall to the ground. Her hot violet lingerie was revealed to the air, ready for consumption. 

And of course, her consuming audience was there, waiting for her. Hank waited there, wearing only a robe himself. It was shiny, for some reason. Maybe with water. Cora moaned at the sight of him, his huge, muscled body. Her Husband. 

“It’s time, Cora.”

“Time?”

“To get you pregnant. Like you’re supposed to be.”

He took off his robe. His cock was beneath, already half-hard. Thick precum dripped down. She could see now that the towel hadn’t been coated with some shiny water. It was coated with his product. Drool filled her mouth. Lust filled her cunt.

“You have to ask for it, though. Castle’s orders.”

“Ask...ask for it?” She didn't understand.

“You’ve been subjected to the process. It’s been perfected. The radio. The food. But it requires your will. Your consent. You have to give up everything to me from now on, Cora. Everything. All your freedom. All your wants, needs, thoughts, hopes, and dreams. They belong to me. They’re mine to shape. Mine to allow.”

That sounded so, so very right. She nodded slowly, following along with his words. He took her hand and, together, they stepped onto the mattress in the middle of the salon.

“You’ve been influenced as far as they could take you. To tell you the truth,” he chuckled, “you put up less of a fight than I thought you would. You used to be pretty damn smart.” He stroked her chin, gripping it easily with strong, manly fingers. “Not anymore though, huh?”

Her lack of intelligence had become a bit of a point of pride for her. It was so nice, knowing she would never be a bother for her Man. She swallowed. He was using so many words, and all at once, and his cock was right there and so hard. What was he asking for? For her to give up some stuff? 

God, if it meant just feeling his cock again...

“I’m not...I don’t know.” She squirmed, lusting after him even as he placed her down on the mattress. His cock dripped down onto her legs. The heat was palpable. “Betty said...she said that I'm in charge of me. That...she said something about...being pregnant wasn't...like...something...”

God, why were words so fucking hard? They were almost as hard as that monster fucking dick floating above her. Oh god, she wanted it so bad...

“Really?” said Hank. “Betty's putting ideas into your head, huh?”

Precum spurted down onto her thigh. There was so much of it. Like a river. God, she was so hungry. She needed to taste it, but...but...“...Betty said...”

“Who’s your husband? Who’s your Man?”

“You are, baby. Of course you are.”

“Haven’t I always known what’s best?”

“Y-yes. Of course you have. B-but—”

“Then do as I say, all right?”

Suddenly, Evelyn was above her, holding a sort of white helmet in her hands—the sort that they used for perms. Only it looked different. More wires and orbs. More high-tech. 

“Put it on, dear. We can’t do it for you.” Evelyn held it out, smiling brilliantly. Her milk dripped from her tits down over the top of the orb. If Cora put it on, the milk would run down across her face, into her mouth...she could lick so much of it up...

Evelyn's voice dripped sweet sin. “I promise you’ll enjoy it.”

“I promise,” said Hank, rubbing his huge hands over his wife’s tiny shoulders, “that we’ll take care of you. I’ll take care of you. And you’ll be a terrific mother for our daughters.”

Daughters. He wanted daughters. Oh god, yes. Yes!

With no more hesitation, she put the helmet on. 

Time seemed to slow down. Hank was saying something. Evelyn's tits slid on top of his shoulders, and she urged him downward. But Cora couldn't hear them. All she could hear was  the thrum from the helmet. All she could hear was—

Obey.

On the mattress, she let her legs slide up and out. He was going to enter her. He was going to get her pregnant. She would—

Serve.

His cock slipped against her folds. And then, amazing her tinified brain, he was inside her again. His cock moved in and out, thrusting easily in her incredibly wet pussy. Evelyn's milk slipped past her lips finally, entering deep into her throat, warming every part of her. And she was going to—

Please.

Immediately biology began to take over. Her legs spread out wider, her nipples releasing slow, steady streams of milk. It was almost as blissfully warm as his precum. It was like her own body was trying to transform her, to get her hornier than she would have been otherwise. And his cock kept thrusting. His cock kept—

Obey.

Cora knew she was screaming from pleasure. Evelyn was smiling almost maniacally, appearing to take orgasmic pleasure in guiding Hank's body, covering his ripped, rugged body with her transformative milk. They were both dripping in white liquid. And Cora had to—

Serve.

There was nothing else but to—

Please.

She was—

Obey.

Serve.

Please.

Obey. Obey. Obey.

Her mind knew only these thoughts. They were all that was left. They were all that she wanted. And as her mind filled of these hot, perfect wonderful thoughts—these amazing thoughts that were the only pieces of reality she ever wanted to have cobbling together the tapestry of her consciousness—her hot cunt was filled with her Husband's beautifully big cock. She could see him getting close. In the distance, she could herself chanting for his cum, chanting to get her pregnant, chanting in tune with Evelyn, both of them singing Hank's praises and begging for his cum, begging to get Cora pregnant, worshiping him like he deserved, begging for it, begging, begging...

Her mind must have off from pleasure somehow during the moment. Because when she returned to conscious thought, her husband was gasping on top of her, his cock emptying its final throes of hot, spurting cum into her willing womb. Even these final spurts, though, were twice the volume of what Hank would have cum in his entirety just two months ago. Evelyn cooed in her ear, removing the helmet, telling Cora how well she had done. 

Her belly felt bulged already from the volume he’d dumped inside her. She felt so full of life.

There was no mistaking it. She was already pregnant. 

* * * * *

There was no point in trying to stop her, thought Jasmine. Clearly Betty had a mind of her own. 

The pretty young brunette rang the doorbell furiously. Fury was etched on her face. They both were dressed modestly in tight jeans and t-shirts. Jasmine wore a pair that she hadn't been able to fit inside of for six years. She felt rather proud of the way her ass looked in them. 

Betty's flat chest had started to grow tits. She looked pleasurably uncomfortable in her shirt, suddenly too tight for her.

“You saw what they did, Jasmine.” Betty slammed on the door with one fist. “They had her in there all night long. All night long. Then they brought her back,” she jammed her finger down on the doorbell again, “this morning, completely unconscious. Just hung like laundry over her Man...her Husba...over that asshole’s shoulder.” 

She shuddered softly. Some trouble with her correction of Mister Vance’s titles, Jasmine surmised. She herself would have the same issues if she tried to say “Hank Vance” out loud. It was just nicer, easier, to say Man or Husband. They were such beautiful, wonderful words. She popped another little truffle in her mouth. She couldn't stop eating them. She hoped Cora had made more.

“You think they drugged her?” Jasmine asked.

“I know they did something. Something horrible. Why else be in that stupid salon all night?”

They might have talked about this last night, but by the time they had finished their little stakeout, eating those delicious truffles the entire time, both of them had been too horny to do anything but run back home and cum.  Jasmine knew Betty had done it because Betty insisted on telling her that was what was going to happen. They had to be open about their experiences, Betty said. It was the only way to fight what was happening.

In all truth, half of Jasmine's six orgasms after their little adventure were dedicated entirely to thinking about Betty cumming just next door. So, she wasn't sure how much being open would help.

They had tried, during the stake out, to listen to the Womaniac podcast to keep themselves awake, but the car radio's static kept blaring on. It was hard to focus. So hard. They were just women.

Betty jammed the doorbell again, but Cora had opened the door. The blonde calmly grabbed Betty’s wrist, smiling gently.

“I’ve heard you, dear. You can stop now.” 

Betty gulped slowly. 

Before them was not the forced, drugged, destroyed image of a victim that Betty had been going on about ever since dragging Jasmine from her house that morning (and right in the middle of a very satisfying pre-wake handjob with Gregory, to boot!). Jasmine herself had imagined Cora perhaps something like the damsel in a horror movie—her hair frizzled and wild, make-up streaming down her face, her skin pale, her body layered with bruises or worse.

Instead, Cora looked pristine. Angelic, even. Better than ever. She positively glowed, like a young mother-to-be some three or four months pregnant. She wore a tight, form-fitting white silk robe, the globes of her breasts not even remotely concealed. Only her nipples weren’t showing, though they were clearly erect and pushing through the thin fabric. Her face had never looked more youthful or energetic, all hints of lines of worry or sleeplessness totally disappeared. And her skin! Her skin was healthy and tan, like she had grown up on the coast instead of in the arctic northern Midwest. 

She looked sort of someone who might be mistaken as the sister of that lady who ran the deli in town—Evelyn. Or her daughter, even though Evelyn barely looked old enough to have children herself.

None of the women in this town did, though. 

But the strange, wicked thought of imagining Evelyn and Cora being related somehow sent a hot little thrill down Jasmine’s spine. Cora having to be nursed by Evelyn...oh, yes. Now, there was a thought.

“Cora?” Betty asked. “Are you okay?”

Delicate fingers rose to her face, and Cora took a long moment to think about that, as if it were a difficult and important question. 

“Why, yes, dear. I’m wonderful.” She smiled brightly. Jasmine felt her knees go a little weak at the beautiful sight. She slipped another truffle into her mouth, letting the warm chocolate glow fill her mouth. “Why do you ask?”

“It’s just...last night.” Betty cleared her throat. She looked embarrassed, now, and confused. “At the salon. I saw you go in, and then...you were drug out.”

“Oh yes. Evelyn told me you two were being so good-girl detective! Snooping around and what not.” She shook her head sadly. “You’re going to have to stop now.”

Shifting, Cora dropped the shoulders down of her robe, revealing her enormous uncovered breasts. No bra. No lingerie. Just huge, buoyant tits held up by what appeared to be magic. 

“Come here, girls. Have a good suck.”

And just like that, Cora was pulling Jasmine and Betty into her tits on her front doorstep, where anyone could see.

Cora’s hands were soft, warm against the back of Jasmine’s head. She felt herself giving in totally without understanding why or how. It just felt natural to suck at this lovely matron’s milk. It felt like the most wonderfully regular action to take for Jasmine to guide her mouth forward and wrap her luscious, glossy lips over Cora’s nipple.

That she didn’t do just that, straightaway, stunned her more than the fact that she was asked to do it at all. Her head swam in arousal. Hot lusty scents emanated from the drips leaking out from Cora’s heavy breasts. 

The milk dangled tantalizingly over Jasmine’s tongue. She couldn’t help herself. Her lick was quick and effortless. The taste was so good. It warmed her to her core. Immediately she wanted more, but a deep, masculine voice sounded from inside the house, and she moved away.

“Duty calls!” Cora giggled. “Husband? Duty? Get it? It’s a joke, my dears. Try and keep up.” She sighed softly. “You can have another lick whenever you like. And, oh.” She grabbed a bag waiting next to the door and handed them to Jasmine. “You two can share these. I'll talk to you later, okay? We have so much to discuss!”

Inside the bag was an entirely new batch of truffles. Jasmine felt heated, chocolaty saliva fill up her mouth. 

“Unnh,” she said softly, only realizing that she was moaning audibly after a moment. 

Betty took her by the arm and guided her away from the door. Soon they were in the street, alone.

“This is insane,” said Betty. “You didn’t lick any of it, did you?” Betty huffed. “I kept my eyes closed the whole time. I didn’t know how I would deal with seeing those tits that close up.”

“No. No...no licking.”

The truth was Jasmine felt sort of high, like the first few moments of dropping acid. Her stomach rumbled, and she knew instinctively she would be snacking on the bag of truffles all morning. 

“There’s only one way we’re really going to figure out what’s happening here,” said Betty. 

“Oh yeah?”

She nodded. “We have to get into that Happy Hair Salon.”

# # #

Heir Salon 2

––––––––

Jasmine looked at herself in the mirror. Her weight seemed to be fading by the day. Before moving to Passion Heights, she was lucky if she fit into a size 18. Now she was probably down to a size 8. 

She sighed, smoothing the lime green dress against her still-voluptuous frame. Her tits didn't seem to be losing any weight at all—in fact, they had only gained in cup size. She was sporting close to a C now, she was pretty sure. At least she was getting rather good at seamstress work. 

Then, she snorted. Yes, Jasmine—that’s the upshot of miraculously losing close to forty pounds without any real work. 

God, girl. Get your priorities straight! Think of how happy Alan is to have a hot, eager Wife waiting for him...

The thought made her drift, hands attending her ultra-sensitive nipples, until Betty knocked at the front door. Betty was, stubborn as ever, dressed in over-sized jeans and a thick blue sweater that couldn’t quite hide the swell of her young, perky breasts. 

She looked fabulous. Her hair had grown to near her shoulders, and it looked thicker and shinier than ever. Darker, too. No longer mousy brown, it was approaching a deep, alluring midnight black. 

“Are you ready?” Betty asked.

Jasmine nodded. “Yes, I think so. All the treats have been made up. Cora brought them over again. She’s such a dear, and—”

“I meant to talk, Jasmine. Are you ready to plan today, before your appointment? I think we can make real headway. I have a lot on my mind.”

“Yes.” Jasmine straightened. “The basement is all clean.”

She picked up the plate of chocolate truffles that their neighbor, Cora, had made for the two. 

They couldn't stop eating them. 

Something in their delicious milky texture was addictive. 

They weren't quite sure why eating the heavy, clearly fatty treats didn't make them gain ten pounds a day. Whenever they stopped to talk about it, the radio blared its static-filled cry, and their minds skipped several seconds. 

“Good.” Betty eyed the tempting pile of chocolates from Cora’s kitchen. “Don’t forget the truffles.”

Five days passed after Jasmine and Betty made the decision to go to the Happy Hair Salon. They had not yet gone, even though both had decided to go and were set in their decision. But, all the same, they were scared. 

Or at least, Jasmine was scared. Betty seemed fearless, her jaw always resolute. But Jasmine knew real fear—she knew she was changing. She couldn't deny it anymore: the two of them were changing, becoming sexier day by day, and they both knew it, but they just couldn't figure out how or why.

And what scared her the most was those little points in the afternoon where she forgot that she was changing, or worse yet, forgot that she was scared of it. 

Those hot, happy little moments when she saw her swelling 36B breasts, so much larger than her formerly flat chest, and her posture straightened with a pleasant warm feeling that almost took her straight to the bedroom with the need to cum.

They had to plan, Betty said. And so, Jasmine and Betty would traverse down to her basement, well out of the range of that infernally static-filled radio that just wouldn’t turn off, and they would try to make a plan and fail miserably every time. 

It was sort of uncanny. Their failures were becoming more and more spectacular. Yesterday, the failure had involved the two of them making out urgently with thick swabs of Cora’s milky chocolate sliding across one another’s tongues. 

Always they would start the same way. Betty laid the blueprints out on the table between them. She had taken them from city hall.

“There must be something in the plans,” Betty had said when she originally pulled the files. “Something we can use. That’s what they do in movies, right?”

Jasmine then would place the stack of truffles on one side of the table, for snacks as they looked over everything and thought. 

“She just delivers them,” Jasmine had said on the first day, with a gentle shrug. “I don’t know what else to do with them.”

And she would feel bad not to at least try them. They both would. 

And so, their planning today worked like those other days. Betty began grandly, pointing at various places on the blue print.

“Okay. Let’s talk this out. You’re going to go into the salon, here. And then they'll probably take you somewhere over here.” She pointed again.

Jasmine lightly nibbled on a truffle. It was her third. She had popped two into her mouth on the way down into the basement. Her chest felt warm, and Betty’s close presence made it hard to think all the way straight. 

Betty was so very pretty. Her hair was so thick and dark, and Jasmine could imagine herself sliding her lips over her friend’s ear, and nibbling softly, licking like she did with the truffle...licking like she had done yesterday...

“Hey.” Betty snapped her fingers. “Listen, okay? You’re going to go into the salon. You’re going to keep your phone on you. A text already ready to send—one saying, ‘help.’ That’s it. If I get that text, I burst in and come grab you, all right?

Jasmine nodded distantly. Betty’s lips were rather pretty when they moved. They were prettier still when they had the little chocolate stains on them. They were prettiest when Jasmine was kissing them and holding her tight. 

“So you’ll...you’ll go today, right?” Betty asked. “You made the appointment?”

Now Betty nibbled a truffle of her own. Her eyes closed in luxurious enjoyment, like she was taking a ride in a Ferrari on a highway in Europe that stood on the back of a thousand diamond-plated elephants. The truffles were that good. Cora was a dream in the kitchen.

Jasmine nodded. “Yes. It’s at one-thirty. It’s supposed to last for an hour, or so they tell me.”

Betty huffed slightly, shaking her head. She had already expressed displeasure, earlier in the week, that Jasmine couldn’t get an appointment earlier. Betty’s own appointment was for the following day—Jasmine recalled—sometime in the late afternoon.

What was the point, Betty went on and on, of everyone telling us to go there if we can’t get an appointment in any quick amount of time?

A draft of wind must have spiked through the house, because the door to the basement slid open slightly—enough so that the radio's static starting peeping in. 

Suddenly, Jasmine's pussy felt amazingly, incredibly hot. She dropped to the ground to her knees, tugging at her dress.

“Ohh,” she moaned. “Oh god...”

Betty had done the same thing. Her chocolate squished in her hand, the gooey white insides spilling all over her wrist and forearm. 

“Fuck,” she moaned, urgently licking up the spilled cream. “Fuck, oh...oh fuck...”

Betty moved back onto her back, sliding in next to Jasmine.

“I'm so turned on,” she said, her voice distant. “We said we would tell each other if we were. You are, right? You're feeling it? What is it? Why is it happening now?”

Jasmine's cunt was in control, and she was too horny to answer. It started so spontaneously. Betty had a thick layer of chocolate on one side of her face. Jasmine leaned in to wipe it off, and for some reason used her tongue. 

Betty giggled in response, and soon the two were sliding around on the floor, kissing madly while licking the hot, milky chocolate from one another’s tongues. 

Again. 

For the fourth time that week.

Jasmine’s fingers pushed down to Betty’s furnace-like cunt, and Betty’s did the same. All the clothing that might have been in the way was quickly discarded. They moaned and kicked, sliding closer and closer into one another. 

God, Jasmine was so lucky to have a friend like Betty. 

The hot, gentle kissing session lasted only for a few moments before Jasmine pulled away. 

“We...we have husbands.” Jasmine bit one lip, trying to restore some sanity into her brain. “We can't.”

“We didn’t cum,” Betty huffed, tugging at her shirt. She was clearly feeling the same as Jasmine. “It can’t be cheating if we didn’t cum.”

Jasmine could only agree. If she didn’t, then she might have been cheating on her Man, and that was absolutely intolerable. If that had happened, she might have had to give herself up for a nice, solid, three or four hours of spanking from Alan. 

The thought only made her hornier. 

“But I think,” Betty continued, “it’s totally fine if we still make ourselves cum, right?”

With a moan, Jasmine agreed. 

As if in some specialized synchronous sport, they sank their fingers down into their pussies at the same time, rubbing their clits in the same circling motion with their thumbs. 

Whatever was in the truffles heated their bodies beyond capacity, and they could not take much of the excitement. With sexy, painted lips pressing up and down against the other's on the basement floor, after only a few moments of playing with their pussies, the two beauties shook in helpless, heated orgasm. 

After a moment, they stirred, moaning and stretching languidly. 

“Now,” said Betty, grabbing a truffle off the tray on the table. “Finally, we can think properly.”

Jasmine nodded, grabbing a truffle of her own. They sat and munched for a moment, trying futilely to think as they gobbed and smacked their way to a few more popped brain cells. Betty began pointing at locations on the blue print on the table. 

They repeated this circuit another two times before Jasmine had to leave for her appointment.

* * * * *

Across the street, Cora hummed along, working in her house merrily with a spoon in one hand and a bag of flour in another. She wore a tiny, frilly apron that wrapped tight around her braless tits. Luxurious silk thong panties wrapped around her fuck-happy pelvis, and tall flirty heels perfected the look she was going for—a perfect, ready-to-bang wife. 

Her baby bump wasn’t showing yet, but it would be soon. Pregnancies didn’t last long in Passion Heights. A woman had to have so many of them. It simply didn’t make sense for a good girl to have those long, drawn-out nine month affairs. Three months was much more reasonable.

Cora hoped for twins. That would really show her Man how much she adored him. Twins would be such a testament to his virility—and Cora knew her Husband was virile.

Her place that afternoon was in the kitchen, as it was most afternoons, as indeed it was much of the time for any respectable woman. She was experimenting with new recipes. Betty and Jasmine seemed to adore her little truffles, and her Husband loved them as well, but at the same time, Cora rather hoped that she could formulate something lovely on her own. 

The truffles were delicious, and a hit, but Evelyn and Lilah's were already so good. Cora’s fondest hope—outside of giving her husband a beautiful blowjob every morning and providing him with as many children as he’d like—was to let him brag to the other men at the Business Club about his Wife’s unique, tasty treat that he had tasted before anyone else.

She had the radio turned up loud. It was mostly static, but after listening for a while she could start to hear a tune. It was soft, incoherent, and pleasant—just like most of her thoughts when she really started to think about something worthy of her time, like her Husband’s cock or what the best way was to get even more pregnant for her Man.

The new treat was something she had found—with difficulty—reading through an old cooking magazine hidden deep in the garage. It was a small raspberry and chocolate tart called a Lover's Kiss.

Bending over the counter, she pushed her dress aside and unloaded the most important ingredient. Squeezing her tit gently, she pushed out a few hot tablespoons of her luscious, warm milk. And then, just for balance, she used the other tit as well. 

The leftover milk rested nicely on her finger tip as she scooped it up, liquid and steady, and she slurped down the thick, hot substance. Lustful, spreading heat pushed through her tight curves, and Cora lost her sense of time for a few moments. The static from the radio filled her.

Be a Good Wife. Be the Best Wife You Can Be. 

Obey Your Husband.

Obey Mister Castle.

Obey...

The oven dinged merrily, requiring her attention. 

She instantly forgot every thought that was in her mind—all the gentle pushes to obey and be a perfect, sexy good girl—pushing them deep down into her subconscious like some bad memory that stuck with you for ages even though you didn’t want it. 

The way, perhaps, that every time you asked a friend for help, you have to fight past the recollection of the first time you ever asked for help and you were laughed away. 

In this way, the thoughts became wrapped to the core of her being, influencing every last decision she made, or would ever make again. 

Indeed, these obedient, happy thoughts even shadowed her memory so that they became the lens through which she saw every decision she had ever made in the past, and anything that wouldn’t conform with her new servile, sex-heavy priorities was slowly and steadily erased, minute by minute, as she listened to the beautiful static-filled sounds of the radio and made her home perfect for her Husband. 

* * * * *

Jasmine strolled into the Happy Hair Salon, a brave look on her face.

The first thing that she noticed was how positively clean everything was. Most hair salons had, well, hair on the floor. There was hair-cutting going on, after all, even at a place like this where so many women seemed to be receiving pedicures and manicures. One wall for either, she noticed, and then another lined with mirrors for women to have their hair cut. Every woman there, employees included, was positively gorgeous, each of them easily belonging on a magazine cover. 

All the women were smiling. They waved excitedly at Jasmine.

“We’re so happy you’re here, finally,” said one plastic-perfect blond.

“Yes!” said another redhead—Deanna! Someone Jasmine recognized. “It’s so lovely you could join us today.”

“Gosh,” said a voluptuous Latina. “Are you sure you need to come at all? You already look so lovely...”

“Oh, thank you,” said Jasmine. “I’m not sure that—”

“I’m serious! Look at your hair!” The Latina didn’t just look, she touched, sliding her fingers happily into her short, thick locks. “Gosh. So lush.”

Her touch excited Jasmine intimately. She wished, absently, that she had a little truffle. They had become her go-to anxiety food.

“Come now, Henrietta,” said a voice from the shadows. “You’ll put me out of business if you keep telling all the new girls that.”

The owner of the voice—a woman—stepped forward. 

Jaws were not supposed to drop. They did not hit the floor, smack downward, hang open, or clank ajar like swinging doors. All the same, if someone were to describe Jasmine that way in that first moment of seeing the positively gorgeous goddess who stepped out from the shadows at that moment, she would not have been able to offer any argument. 

The woman was tall—taller than most women—and leggy, and busty. Her waist was incredibly thin and muscled—visible through the sheer black fabric of her tight, form-fitting dress. Her tits were positioned for maximum engagement, enormous globes of flesh that floated effortlessly, the perfect fit on her terrifically built body. Her long, devilish legs were themselves highlighted by hot black stockings and blood-red, tall high heels. Her hair, a heartbreaking chestnut color, was elegantly styled down to one side of her head.

“Y-yes, Lilah,” Henrietta gulped, suddenly bashful. “Of course, Lilah. I didn’t mean to offend.”

Lilah stopped next to Henrietta, who as a result of the sudden comparison looked positively dog-like, even though moments before she had been incredibly pretty. She kissed Henrietta on the lips warmly, causing the Latina to shake with lust, and then turned away slow.

“Nonsense, my dear,” said Lilah, all warmth. “You were just being playful. As was I. You know that I do love a good tit-for-tat.”

Henrietta’s face broke out into an eager, happy smile, and she laughed merrily. “Oh yes! Very funny, Lilah! You’re such a charmer.”

The rest of the salon, held in silence as the chestnut-haired goddess made her entrance, burst out into merry laughter with Henrietta. 

After a time, Lilah held out one hand, like a dancer perhaps, and slowly circled it and made a line, indicating for everyone to stop. They did, the tones of their laughter quieting and ebbing in tune with the composing motions from Lilah. 

She turned her jade eyes entirely on Jasmine. It was suddenly a miracle that Jasmine could stand up straight at all.

“Do you know who I am?”

A goddess? she wanted to answer. 

But that would be...impolite. Completely out of the bounds of propriety. So instead, she shook her head.

“I’m sorry. I don’t.”

“I’m Lilah Castle. The wife of Mister Castle. His first wife. Does that help?”

“Y-yes. He...he is important.” Suddenly, words started to fall out of her mouth. “Mister Castle is so important to this town. He’s really a genius. A masterful man. You must be incredible to be worthy of him. I’m so jealous of you, Lilah. You’re incredible. It’s so obvious. I wish—”

Lilah hushed her strange tirade with two fingers pressed against her lips. Jasmine's body tingled with lustful electricity. She hadn’t known where all those words came from. But just from saying them she knew that she meant them implicitly. It was just that she hadn’t known that was what she believed until she was inspired to say it. 

“You’re a very sweet girl.” Lilah looked her up and down. “I can see you’ve been working very hard to fit in. You must have noticed that all the women here are held to a certain...standard.”

Jasmine gulped and nodded. She wasn’t as pretty as Lilah, it was true. No one was. But Jasmine wasn’t even as pretty as Henrietta, or Cora, or Deanna, or Evelyn, or any of the other dozens of women she had seen in this town.

“Never fear, my dear. You’re absolutely lovely. You just don’t quite know it. Your body doesn’t know it. But soon, we’ll let you bloom. Would you like that?”

“To...to bloom?”

Lilah nodded. Did she ever blink? Her gaze, so green and perfect, seemed like it was without end. 

“Yes, please,” said Jasmine. To say anything else seemed impolite, and to be impolite to this goddess was unfathomable to Jasmine. It would have been like drawing with crayon on the Hagia Sophia. 

“You’re going to receive our special treatment, all right, my love? On the house.”

“The...house?”

It was still hard to comprehend that this beauty found Jasmine worthy enough to talk to. Beautiful women were so important. So special. There was hardly anything in the world as exciting or wonderful as a gorgeous woman talking to you. And Jasmine knew that because she herself was a beautiful woman—it was something she had a certainty of now that she didn’t even know she lacked in the past, before moving to Passion Heights. 

And now, talking with Lilah, this certainty was affixed in stone, or perhaps even steel, because there was no way on earth someone of the magnitude of gorgeousness of Lilah would bother to talk to Jasmine at all if Jasmine wasn’t first on a certain level of status. And status for a woman was, of course, entirely a matter of beauty. There was little else that mattered for the female. Only being gorgeous was important. Only impressing and pleasing this absolutely perfect female form, this Lilah Castle, was important anymore.

How bad could it possibly be?

In moments, she had followed Lilah into the back room of the Salon. She was placed on a chair that looked something like you might see at a dentist, except that the leg rest was split in two, so that her legs had to be spread wide for her to sit in it. The surface underneath her ass was springy, like foam, and had a lot of give. Why, if someone wanted to fuck her, it would be the easiest thing in the world. 

Lilah spoke gently—in words that Jasmine was too turned on to understand—and her train of thought was derailed.

Two tall, statuesque blondes walked in with a helmet-like device in their hands. They placed it over Jasmine’s head. She had no time to complain or protest—she had already given Lilah her consent. 

“All right dear,” said Lilah. “Here we are.” 

She flicked a few switched on the helmet, and hot, heavy thoughts began floating in her brain.

“Now,” said Lilah. “Usually we would give you a few more treatments before escalating to this degree. But,” she licked her lips, “My Husband is always experimenting. And he's somewhat annoyed with you and your friend, Betty.”

Regret and shame filled Jasmine, though she didn't know why. Thoughts of Betty had faded far, far to the background. She hadn't even noticed when Henrietta took away her cell phone.

“So,” said Lilah. “For this really to take hold, we have to relieve you of some of the chemical burden you’ve been feeling. So you’re about to face some rather unpleasant thoughts, dear. I’m sorry. But it will all be sorted in a moment.”

Unpleasant thoughts? It seemed so unlikely. Her euphoria felt endless. She was in front of Lilah.

But then the helmet hummed brightly, and with incredible suddenness, all that clarity of bliss was gone. 

Stark, cold reality set in. They had changed her. They had...had filled her mind with something. Filled her body! The haze that had slowly crept in over her notions and feelings was gone. Betty was right! Betty was so right. They had some evil plan. Where was her phone? Why hadn't she texted Betty? She was waiting outside!

She struggled, but only to find that her limbs were safely strapped to the chair.

No, she thought. This was wrong. This was all wrong!

And then, Gregory appeared in the room. 

“G-Gregory?”

He looked different too. She hadn’t noticed it until now. But when they moved there some weeks before, he had been rather chubby. He hid it well enough, having a bulky frame, but all the same he had possessed the build of a man who exercised too little and binged on pizza too often. 

But now...now he was looking rather lean. His shoulders had remained broad, but the rest of his torso tapered down effortlessly into a much thinner waist, his upper body forming an attractive v-shape beneath his tight collared shirt. She could see the shape of his butt in his pants—an actual shape in form-fitting slacks, not just some blobby mess beneath over-large denim jeans. She felt her lips pushing against one another, struggling to keep her sudden excess of saliva inside. She wanted him. 

She wanted her Husband.

New thoughts and chemicals flooded into her body—more subtle ones. Processing her for transformation, the kind her Man deserved. 

“It’s time for a change, Jasmine,” said Gregory, stepping close to her. He ran his hand up and down her torso. “It’s been time for a while, now.”

“A...a change?” She shook her head. Thoughts were becoming hard again. “W-what’s going to happen?”

He shook his head. “You know what’s going to happen. You’re going to fit in from now on. And I will too. I deserve a beautiful wife.”

She gulped, feeling guilty. She knew she had never been pretty enough for him. That she wasn’t gorgeous enough to be a good girl wifeydoll for her manly man Husband, a-and—

No! Betty's voice shouted inside of her. That’s wrong! You're a strong, independent woman!

“That’s this place talking, Gregory!” She was desperate. “Please. Let me out of here!”

“I’m sorry, Jasmine. But this really is for the best. You shouldn’t have backtalked so much.”

“Backtalked? I...all we ever did was discuss history.”

“I know.” He shook his head. “And you had way too many ideas. A girl should only have seven or eight, tops, and six of those about a man.”

Lilah wrapped an arm around Gregory’s bicep. The muscle bulged in intimidating fashion. He was showing off for her. Jasmine couldn’t blame him.

“He’s going to fuck you now, Jasmine. And you won’t have to worry then about any more silly, stupid thoughts like your independence or your studies bother you ever again. Won’t that be nice?”

With Lilah saying it, it did sound nice. Her knees shook. Instinct pulled them apart, with Gregory’s cock so near, but her mind pulled them back together. The struggle was for nothing, though—the chair meant her legs were spread. 

“Come on, Jasmine. I’m your husband. Don’t you want to be fucked by your husband?”

She squirmed, nodding and breathing, “Yes.”

“I don’t know that I heard you,” said Gregory, letting his cockhead circle around her entrance. His precum flowed freely, warming and lubricating her slit even more. 

She didn’t want to have her thoughts fucked away; she didn’t want to end up some terrible, vicious airhead like Evelyn or Lilah seemed to be; she didn’t want to get so deliciously pregnant or have yummy-yum milky tits like all the women in the town did; and yet...

Jasmine’s lip quivered.

And yet she needed her husband’s cock.

Marriage, she decided, was all about compromise. So long as she could have that cock inside of her, she could deal with most any sort of inconvenience.

“Yes,” she moaned again. “Please, yes!”

Gregory, smiling wickedly, pulled himself up to her hips, and entered her slow.

The helmet thrummed loudly. Gregory's cock entered her in tune with the soft, urgent pulsing sounds of the helmet as it rearranged her thoughts. Jasmine's mind blinked on and off, on and off—and all she knew for sure was that she was a terrific Wife for doing this for her Man. When she came, it lasted for ages—and when Gregory came, her eternity compounded on itself, a pleasure lasting forever.

His cock entered her over and over, filling her body with Lilah cheering him on. Urging him to fuck her stupid wife mind away into nothingness. 

And the whole time, Jasmine knew, she was being his perfect girl. His amazing doll.

His wonderful, wonderful wife. 

* * * * *

After waiting for a text all night from Jasmine, constantly getting up and checking her phone, Betty was a little exhausted in the morning when she finally walked over to her friend’s house and knocked on the door.

Lane had, thankfully, put up with her erratic behavior with good humor. He did not seem to know what to make of Betty’s sudden sex drive, but he was keeping up. She had sucked him off four times last night just to stay calm, each hot shot of his load down her throat making her entire body thrum with perfect, happy serenity for at least an hour. 

The last few hours before dawn she spent making Lane’s breakfast and lunch. He had stopped eating anything she didn't make. He worked so terribly hard, Betty knew. It was her responsibility to make food for him. It wasn't like she had a real job.

Thoughts of her novel writing had faded far, far into the background. First, she had to figure out what was going on with this town. Somewhere in the glazed back burner of her mind, she thought maybe there was material here for a novel. 

Jasmine smiled broadly at the sight of Betty. “Oh, hello dear!”

It took Betty several moments to say anything in response. Jasmine looked...different.

No, Jasmine was different. Gone was the slightly-overweight, studious looking young woman who appeared as though she could easily go toe-to-toe on every historical subject from Aristotle to Shaka Zulu.

The person in front of Betty now was a voluptuous knockout. Her long, dark hair fell in waves down her back. She wore a tight purple dress and monumentally tall boots that wrapped lovingly around her calves. Her cleavage, hot and inviting, was displayed with exuberance in the long v-neck of her dress.

“Step inside, dear. And close your mouth. You’ll let flies in.”

Betty followed her in. They strolled into the kitchen. 

The radio blared its static. Some of Betty's anxiety automatically went away. A woman belonged in the kitchen. Two women were even better, so long as they wanted the same things. 

“Now,” said Jasmine, her voice pleasant and cool. “Whatever did you want? You were making quite a fuss at the door, dear.”

“I wanted...” 

The radio blared. Betty wanted her. She wanted to slide her face against Jasmine's sweet, perfect dark tits, rubbing her pink tongue over those nipples and—

“N-no!”

Jasmine's smile grew. “No what, darling?”

“No.” Betty shook her head. “Just no. I'm sorry. This is all wrong.”

“What's wrong?”

“You! You're wrong. Your hair. Let's start there.”

“Oh, lovely.” Jasmine swept the thick locks all to one side, holding them up for examination. “Should I die it, do you think? Mister Powell wasn't convinced, and he is a Man, but also, I wondered if my womanly expertise might be able to be used to surprise him. Perhaps if we both thought about it—”

“No. That's not what I meant. I mean it's different. Changed. You went to the salon. Did you get...extensions?”

The question was absurd, given the clear change to the rest of Jasmine's body. But it was all that Betty could come up with. Heat crawled up from her needy cunt, spreading outward all over her body. Every moment she had to hold in a moan, knowing that she had kissed Jasmine before.

Knowing she could kiss Jasmine again.

“Extensions?”

“F-for your hair.”

“Of course not, dear. Does it look longer? It must be how I’m wearing it.”

“That can’t be. That doesn’t make any—”

The radio blared suddenly, hot static seeping into Betty’s thoughts. She paused, waiting for the cacophony to end, but as she did, she listened. There was a voice in the static, or a tune. Something hot and juicy, waiting for her to uncover it...

“I’d like to...look over the plans, again.” She gulped. “I mean...no.” She was caught in a thought cycle. “I want to know what happened to you last night.”

Her knees knocked together slightly. Hot, spreading juices began to leak from her pussy. God, but she needed to fuck!

“Oh, I’m sorry, dear,” said Jasmine, coolly ignoring the second question. “But I don’t have any truffles from Cora today. She must be preoccupied. I walked by earlier, and I think Mister Vance is trying to put twins in her.”

“That’s...that’s not how that works. You can’t just fuck someone pregnant until they’re pregnant with more.” Her voice became small. “Can you?”

She felt more aroused than scared. Could someone? Could Lane do that? To her? 

No. She didn't want kids. She tried to remember how she didn't want kids. It was hard to remember why. A woman's pregnant body was so beautiful...

“I wouldn’t know, dear. I’m not a scientist or anything smart like that.”

“I...you’re a scholar, Jasmine! It’s your job to study! To question!” She shook her head. “And anyway I just wanted to talk about what happened. Not eat truffles.”

“Is that why you looked so disappointed when I said I didn’t have any?”

“They are very good.” She huffed. “Can we talk about how your appointment went anyway?”

“I’m sorry, love. But I am really busy making food.”

For the first time, Betty noticed all the cooking utensils and pans out. She was baking. Some sort of chocolate. It smelled heavenly. She hadn't noticed earlier because her eyes had been glued to Jasmine's sumptuous tits. 

“I actually did want to speak with you about that,” said Jasmine, putting her hands on her hips. “However did you make all of your Husband's already?”

“My husband's what?”

She noticed her own voice lacked the inherent capitalization of Jasmine's. 

“His food, dear. You did make him meals for today, didn't you?”

“Well...no. I was too tired. I was up all night. Waiting for a text from you.”

Jasmine was shocked. “Really? Are you trying to get a divorce?”

“I...of course not.” The thought harmed her, physically. She felts stabs of pain constricting around her heart at the notion. Anger filled her, trying to fight the bad feeling away. “I don't see what the big deal is. Most of the time I make him food. Today I didn't. What are you making that’s so great?”

“Fudge, dear.” She held up a chocolate-covered spoon. “Want a lick?”

Betty truly did. 

“And there’s that, too! You keep calling me ‘dear!’ You never used to call me that. You’re starting to sound like one of...one of them. One of the bimbos in this town?”

“I’m so sorry, dear. What should I call you?” She caught herself, licking minutely at the chocolate spoon in her hands. “There I go again. So sorry, de—love.”

Betty felt her anger rising. A furious argument welled up inside of her, prepared entirely to put Jasmine in her place and sort out this whole mess. But as soon as she raised her voice to speak, the radio blared wildly.

And then, there was nothing for a while.

When her thoughts returned, she and Betty were in the kitchen, arranging food. 

She stopped suddenly, right in the middle of chopping up a strawberry. Her hands felt guided by some other force. A little scared, she dropped the knife down. 

“Wh-what are we doing?”

“You’re helping me make a fruit salad for your husband later tonight, dear. And I’m chatting with you happily.” Jasmine shot her a winning smile, utterly sincere.

“Oh.”

“Now, you were just telling me about how you were thinking about committing yourself to being a housewife?”

“I...” Betty shook her head. She set the knife down and held her palm to her forehead. “I was?”

“Yes, dear, of course you were.” Jasmine nodded, enthused. “I heard you.”

Betty could tell Jasmine was being completely honest. Whatever had changed about her, adding layers of guile was not one of them. 

“But why would I say that? I don’t want that.” Betty held her head for a moment. The thought, whether she wanted it or not, made her body crawl with arousal. Be a housewife. Do your Husband right. “D-do you think I should do that?”

Jasmine stopped, placing a delicately manicured finger to her mouth. “Well, let’s see. What would you be doing instead?”

“Writing, of course.” Betty struggled to sound sincere. “I mean I’d love to be protesting, social justice warrior, raaah.” She laughed, and then the laugh turned into a fit of strangely happy giggles. 

“But you’re not writing right now?”

“No,” she admitted. 

“And you’re taking care of Lane?”

“Well, yes. He’s forgetting to eat. I have to.”

“Then doesn’t that make you something of a housewife? And if you’re something of a housewife, doesn’t that just make you a housewife, full stop?”

Betty didn’t like this conversation. So, she changed it to something she felt she had the moral high ground on. She came her to check in on Jasmine—to communicate that Jasmine had changed. Why was it so damn hard to keep talking about how gorgeous her friend had become?

“I’m worried about you, Jasmine.”

“Oh?” Jasmine raised a lovely eyebrow. “Whatever for, darling?”

“Jasmine, it’s just that, you look...”

“Yes?” she waited, expectant. Then, suddenly, a frown formed on her face. “Oh dear. Do these heels clash with the rest of my outfit?”

The heels did not clash. They magnified.

Jasmine looked as if she had dropped close to twenty pounds around her waist since yesterday. The resulting weight had been re-arranged, thickening her ass and plumping her tits, with firm, toned musculature to match. She was positively gorgeous. 

There was so much to focus on. Betty mentioned the first thing she could manage to say.

“Your tits. They look like they’re...like they’re growing.”

“Do you think so? Here, feel them.”

Unceremoniously, she placed her tits right into Betty’s hands. They were warm. Plump. Firm. And just beyond those nipples, somehow Betty already knew, there was just a reservoir of milk to be used. Drunk up. Slurped down. 

It was in the chocolate, she realized dimly. Somehow—even without evidence—she knew that was true. There was milk in the chocolate. Hot, lactated delicious milk straight from the breasts of goddesses in all the food she'd had since she'd come to this town. 

Her body felt weak, hot. The sensation was familiar and heavy.

It was sort of like what she felt when she had a mouthful of cum—like Lane’s cum. God, if only Lane would let her slurp on his cock all day long, giggling and moaning in little lingerie outfits, maybe pop a kiddo inside her belly if she was extra good...

“Betty?” Jasmine stepped back. “You were...you were rubbing my nipples.”

“Oh.” Betty cleared her throat. “Sorry.”

The radio blared once again, the static filling the air. Jasmine didn’t seem to notice, humming beautifully as she went back to work.

Betty was terribly turned on. She had to get out of there. 

Fingeryourselfintosubmissionintolovingobediencefingerfingerfingerthatcuntsogoodsowetsoeasyjustfingeritfingerthatcuntdoitdoit

Arms waving, trying to touch anything but her own roiling hot body, she fled the house. 

* * * * * 

Something strange was happening in this town, that was for certain. But Lane wasn't entirely sure he minded.

He had an assistant, Ashley. She was begging for his cock. 

Tall, blond, empty-headed, and totally obedient, she was everything Betty was not. It felt like that was done on purpose. Her skirts got higher every day. She seemed more comfortable the less clothes she wore.

Every time he saw her, her thighs were wet. She always seemed to need something from the lowest cabinets in his office, down on her hands and knees, flashing her neon panties to him as she spent minutes and minutes searching. 

There were other things. Not every man in the world was supposed to have some gorgeous, submissive breeding bimbo waiting for him hand and foot. And yet...that's how this town was run. 

And Betty was more and more obsessed with sex by the day. She was so nervous last night that she had stroked him off six times. He was only conscious for three of those, but she had told him. There was desire in her voice. Awe. 

He asked a co-worker, Jenkins, about it—but he was just told that he would find out soon enough what it was all for. How good it was. 

Six times he had cum last night—and yet he watched his secretary Ashley, and he felt like he could cum six more. Was that right? 

He couldn't remember what was right. Was it right that he kept eating and eating, and only gained muscle mass? All his baby fat and paunch had turned into hard, sculpted muscle without even a single workout. 

Yesterday, he caught Ashley drooling as he did a few impromptu push-ups in his office. She had to excuse herself to the bathroom. The whole floor heard her orgasmic screams.

Though, in this office, orgasmic screams were pretty regular. Lane, right away, got used to walking in on eager blowjob sessions, hot mating ruts, and disastrously hot facefucking sessions with all the spare office tail that floated through this place. 

Jenkins had told him that new girls rotated in every forty days. That he should live it up with Ashley while he could. Afterward, the girls got sent out to new clients. Broken in fully as the service creatures they were.

Lane knew, dimly, that all of this was not right. This wasn't how the world was. 

But looking at Ashley's dripping hot cunt, on display as she fruitlessly searched for a file that he made up for her to “find,” he couldn't help but start to wonder if this was how the world ought to be. 

In the late afternoon, he was called to a meeting in Castle's office. He was surprised—almost no one got to meet Castle, and certainly not this early in the stages of employment. 

When he arrived in the office, it was dark, a single spotlight on a chair in the middle. Ashley had followed him in. She pushed him down on the chair, and unzipped his pants. 

Lane didn't fight it. He'd wanted this for far too long now. Days. He assumed that she had arranged this somehow, that her lust had overtaken her. 

Her mouth on his already-hard, precum-dripping cock was warm, soft, and wet. Not as good as Betty's, but still good. 

Then, a light clicked on at the other end of the office. There was a woman beneath it—the most gorgeous woman Lane had ever seen.

“My name is Lilah,” she purred. Everything she said was a purr. Long chestnut hair. Gorgeous breasts encased brilliantly in a tight mockery of a business suit, complete with tall, tall shining red heels and flashing sparkly nylons.

“Guh,” said Lane. 

Ashley was doing a number on his cock. Between her efforts and Lilah's beauty, his cognition had basically shut down. Well, all of that, plus the massive overdose of testosterone and pheromones that his system had been subjected to for the last several days. 

Lilah smiled. It was like watching a master painting in action. He felt weak in the knees. If he wasn't sitting, he would have collapsed.  

“I know, darling.” She approached slow. Every strut forward was like watching the universe begin. “It's so hard to think about anything else, isn't it? Anything but my words. My wants. My thoughts. Isn't that right?”

“Y-yes, Lilah.” His voice was weak.

Ashley was doing a terrific job. He had come twice, already. Once when he saw Lilah, and once when she called him “darling.” 

Somehow, he was still hard.

Not somehow. No. That was wrong. He knew why he was still hard. He was looking at a goddess. Of course he was hard as a rock. He would be forever, so long as she kept unleashing that hot glare at him. 

She came very close, stroking his face. “I need you to listen to me, Lane.”

Uncontrollably, he came again—the combination of his name being spoken by this beauty and the touch of her on his face was too much. Ashley gleefully moaned as she took it all down. 

Yes. Listen. He should listen.

“Yes,” he breathed.

“Wonderful. Here's what you deserve, Lane darling.” She unbuttoned her jacket and blouse, ripping them open and revealing the full gorgeousness of her exposed breasts. “Here's what you deserve.”

His orgasm began, looking with wide eyes at those perfect, exposed breasts.

And she spoke to him for hours, detailing everything that he had earned as a Man—as a Husband. And Lane drank it all in eagerly. 

He knew no one as beautiful as Lilah would say anything but the truth.

* * * * * 

Lane arrived home in the late afternoon, near four o'clock. Castle believed in giving his employees plenty of time at home. 

After the blistering hot session with Jasmine, Betty had finished fingering her pussy, the first time, only about thirty seconds after re-entering her house. 

The second, third, fourth, and fifth times finished up in half-hour successions after that. After each time, she promised herself it was the last, but then she would remember the soft shape of Jasmine’s nipples through her apron, and the luscious turn of her breasts, and her body would go insane with lust, and the radio blared its static...

At any rate, she had finished up cumming about a half-hour before Lane arrived home. More important than her own orgasms, she knew, was that he know that dinner was coming soon. She popped in her ear buds and started in on another episode of the Womaniac podcast. She hadn't been able to download any new ones lately—so weird—so she had resigned herself to listening to old episodes. 

Betty did her honest best to listen to the host, Lisa Bangor, with sincerity. But somehow, everything she was saying about equal rights, fair pay, and all of that rang false to her. 

When Lane arrived, they exchanged quick pleasantries—Lane’s hands crawling possessively all over Betty—before she pulled away. His touch was...rough. Mean, even. She supposed she deserved it some—she was dressed hot, in a tiny blue dress that she didn't even know she had. Her heels were modest, just three inches high, but still did an admirable job of showing off her behind and the length of her legs. The dress scooped down low to display her cleavage—which was becoming more and more substantial lately. 

He just needed to calm down. She could do that for him. Drool lingered in her mouth as she eyed his thick bulge through his pants, imagining taking the whole evening to calm her man down.  

“I’ve got something for you,” he said, searching through his pockets. 

As he did, he mindlessly turned the radio back on. Then, on the island counter, he placed a card from the Happy Hair Salon with an appointment time written on it.

“They sent it to me today as a reminder for you.”

She scoffed. “I’m not going there. I’ve already canceled my appointment.”

“Yeah,” he nodded. “They don’t really take cancellations. Especially since it’s Mrs. Castle who runs the place, and we’re going to dinner at their house later this week.”

“We’re doing what?” She shook her head. “I’m not doing that.”

Lane straightened.

“It’s very, very important, Betty. Do you know how many men get asked to go to Mister Castle’s house? Directly to his house? Hell, he doesn’t even come to the office anymore. He leaves that to his underlings. All the real stuff, all the good shit goes on at his house. It's like a...a what-do-you-call-it.” Lane was good with words, normally. He had to be, given his job as a copywriter. “It's a celebration thing, because of this new employee retreat they're sending me on tomorrow. When it's complete, the last step is eating with Mister Castle and his wives.”

He was throwing so much information at her at once. It was so fucking hard to keep up. Why couldn't her little precious good girl mind keep up with all his big man words? Fuck.

And why did it turn her on so much to imagine his intellect and his entire being as so much more powerful than anything she could ever manage?

Wait—did he say wives?

But Lane kept talking. “You can’t just let me go alone. He’ll know something is up. Family is so important to him..”

His eyes had taken a zealous shine.

Betty, summoning all her strength, pulled what she could recall from the Womaniac podcast. “I can’t help it if I don’t care about family like that.”

“Maybe you should. I do.”

“What does that mean?”

His face darkened. “It means that I’m doing all the work around here, Betty, and you’re not pulling your fucking weight that much, are you?”

“Lane!”

She wanted to argue. She'd been making him food!

But that was what a wife was supposed to do, she thought instantly, and so she couldn't really count that. The radio crackled static. 

“No, shut up.” Lane held up a hand. “I’m serious. Listen to me. All the money we have is mine. All the prestige, all the respectability? It comes from me. My work. Not from what you do. You won’t even make me a baby, Betty.”

“We agreed that wasn't important! I’m working on my career.”

“Your career.” His minute head-shake was crushing. So dismissive. “What a career. Humiliations for all. And now you’re writing.”

“That’s right. I’m writing.”

“So, where’s your fucking novel? Have you even written a word?”

“Writing...takes time, and I haven’t been inspired, and there’s something happening with this town...”

“Something happening? What?” He was impatient. “What the hell are you talking about?”

Almost she told him. Almost she revealed everything. But it sounded so ludicrous in her head. The radio poured out another long, low wave of static. Something pressed into her thoughts, letting her know how stupid it was to even begin saying it.

He won’t believe you. No one will believe you. It’s no use talking about it.

But he had to believe her, didn’t he? There were all these changes. Cora’s brains had emptied out from her like they were liquid and she had been turned on one ear. Jasmine had lost probably close to one hundred pounds in less than a month and was suddenly a tall, caramel-skinned bombshell fit to wear lingerie down a runway. And Betty herself...

Her hair was growing. Her boobs were more sensitive, and felt indeed like they were swelling as well. Her thoughts were fuzzy all the time, and there was all this delicious food that she couldn’t stop eating no matter how hard she tried, and yet all the same she only seemed to be getting into better shape. 

And Lane. Fuck, he was a stud these days. So ripped and strong. He had been average of body before, but now he could be on the cover of a magazine with his ripped, hot abs and big biceps. She'd had to fix his suit soon so he could keep wearing it. Tailoring was such an important skill for a Wife.

Start small, she thought. Lead him into it. Build up a storm of logic so undeniable that even this man, this stubborn beautiful man in all his wonderful masculine glory, would have to cede just for an instant his enormity of authority to his Wife. 

If such a thing were even possible. Was it?

But before she fully processed those doubts, she spoke anyway. “It’s...my hair,” she started weakly. God, she sounded so dumb and ditzy. “It’s all...longer now.”

He rolled his eyes. “Hair grows, Betty. You’ll remember that from all the other times it’s happened in your life since you were born.”

She shook her head, trying to be firm. “No, this is different. It’s thicker than it usually is. And it’s growing fast. I’ve grown two inches since yesterday.” She pulled out the locks, trying to let him feel. 

He did, but soon his touch progressed down her ear, and then her neck. She moaned at the intimate touching. How long since they had fucked? At least a day. Too long. They were young and in love and were a married couple and ought to be fucking nonstop, shouldn’t they? 

“It does feel nice,” he said. His hand pushed around her neck, grasping there softly. “Your skin feels soft, too.”

“I...yes.” She nodded, excited now, though she couldn’t say for sure that it was only because he was agreeing. His hands were so warm and strong. “It’s too soft. And my thinking is all...fuzzy and stuff...”

Her words trailed away as his fingers traveled down the notches of her spine. “Fuzzy, hmm? Are you sure you’re not just drunk?”

“No!” She stamped her foot in frustration, though she breathed more than exclaimed the word. God, his touch had an effect. “It’s...you’re...this isn’t fair.”

“I’ll tell you what’s not fair, Betty. Your body isn’t fair. I want it. And I want you to give it to me. I want you to use your body to give me a baby. And this hard-on I’ve got isn’t fair. How about that?”

“You have a hard-on?” Her voice was tinged with heavy, dosed arousal.

Her concerns and arguments suddenly spirited away, like a sandcastle built in the rising tide. Her Man had a hard cock. That was a responsibility of hers. She had to take care of him.

“I do.” He nodded. “But you’re fucking pissing me off with all this talk about problems. Concerns. Hair too long. Skin too soft.”

He tsked, increasing the pressure on her throat.

“You’re bitching about being prettier for me. About being a nice little trophy like I should have once in a while. Why the fuck should I let you touch my cock?” He shook his head. “We're going on this retreat. Gregory and I. It's for new hires. I was going to let you fuck me tonight before I left. But I guess you don't want that.”

A soft, angry little howl rose in her throat. That wasn’t fair. She was his Wife. She was the one who got his cock.

The radio blared.

Unless you make him find someone else for the job by not being a good girl.

Good girls never make a man stray. 

Good girls never complain. 

The rightness of the thoughts in her head—how totally correct their assessment was of her—couldn’t be pushed away 

“P-please. Lane. I’m sorry. I am. Just...don’t.”

“Don’t what?”

“Don’t have a hard cock just...just right there and not let me help it for you. Please? It’s not fair. It’s cruel. Please? Let me stroke it, baby? Suck it? Just give you a little handjob, at least? You know how bad I want to suck you off. So please just let me stroke it and give you a nice cum, please? Just so you can cum? You’ll still be...still be punishing me. Like I deserve.”

His smile was slight. “By not letting you suck my cock, I’m punishing you?”

She nodded, her hand unimpeded now on his bulge, stroking its thickness through his pants. 

The softness of her hand had the desired effect. Slowly, his hand retreated from her neck. She missed it already—that hot choking presence controlling her like that, dominating her breathing.“Go on, stroke me.”

With a long, feverish moan, soon, his cock was out of his pants and in her hands. 

God, he was so big. When had he gotten so big? Her eyes filled with awe. Drool dripped down her puffy lips, landing in soft, warm, lubricating droplets on the massive shaft. 

She stroked eagerly, her big eyes staring up at him. She could make him happy—so, so happy. Couldn't he see that? So happy.

“You’re going to that appointment,” he said. “You’re going if you want to lick up my cum.”

She whimpered. There was something wrong about doing that...so, so wrong...but his cock...oh god, his cock! 

“Okay. O-okay!”

He pushed her down then, some relief entering his face. She had relieved him. Oh, goody!

“Take it then,” he grunted, bumping the head against her cheeks. Long precum trails smeared across her face. “Take my cum, you cunt. Take it all.”

She squealed with delight. Now with his permission, she jacked his cock off right into her face, stroking with all the ferocity and frequency she could manage. 

His breathing became shallow, his grunts more guttural. The heavy balls he possessed—so proud and thick—retracted ever-so-slightly as his eruption was loaded all the way. 

And then finally—mercifully—all of Betty's dreams came true at once. He came directly into her face, the spray going everywhere. It landed over her nose, her forehead. Her cheeks and her lips. She caught every last spurt of cum that she could with her lips and tongue, much of it shooting directly into the back of her throat. Thick, heavy goo ran down her chin and neck and into her tits. 

“T-thank you, Husband,” she moaned. Soft feelings of bliss ran over her body. 

She meant it—she was truly thankful he had sprayed his load all over her face and tits. But now, she had to keep her word. She had to go to the Happy Hair Salon. 

* * * * *

The following day, Betty waited in a chair at the Happy Hair Salon.

“Drink your milk, dear.”

Henrietta stood over Betty, hands patiently gathered in front of her incredible bosom. Betty had been miles away, thinking of Lane and his blow up yesterday. He’d always been such a mild-mannered man. Now he yelled and raged like some barbarian.

It was kind of hot, even if it scared her. All that passion. She licked her lips. 

Maybe Jasmine was right. Maybe it was her fault. Maybe she really wasn’t being much of a wife to him lately. She couldn’t really point to any particular action or habit that proved that she was actually trying. 

The milk in her hands had been there for more than ten minutes. Henrietta stood over her, like an angel clothed all in white, looking down with some pity in her sparkling dark eyes. Betty hadn’t known it, but she’d been in breathing in deep the heady scent of the milk, placing the cup just beneath her nose. 

“S-sorry?” Betty asked, looking at Henrietta now.

“Your milk, love. You should drink it. All of it. It will help. It's from Lilah and Evelyn's special stock. A special mixture.”

Betty nodded. Henrietta’s voice carried such authority with her. Those huge, massive tits she had. She was such a symbol of fertile, hot maternity. It was impossible to deny her.

She drank the milk down, and the glass dropped to the floor.

“O-oh...” Betty said, lamely clutching after it, far too late. 

Her fingers felt weak. Her entire body felt weak, as a matter of fact. Another girl, a beautiful redhead, picked it up.

Henrietta stroked her hair, smiling gently. “Don’t you worry about that, love. It will all be taken care of. Don’t you worry for a single second. You shouldn’t ever have to worry at all. You’re a woman, after all. Women don’t worry. We leave all that heavy lifting for men.”

“M...men?”

“Yes, dear. You’re just a girl. Just a silly, sexy little girl. You don’t have to think at all.”

Betty tried to protest. “But...but I want to think.”

“Whatever for? Where has that gotten you? Can you honestly say you’re happy, Betty? Silly Betty. Sexy Betty. Seductive Betty.”

There was no time to answer. Henrietta leaned in and kissed her on the lips, lingering there for several moments. Maybe several minutes. Telling time was becoming something of a difficult prospect. She knew that for the longest time she felt a tongue in her mouth. When her eyes peaked open one time, it was clearly Henrietta’s face pressed against hers. All that gorgeous dark, smoky hair. But then she opened her eyes again, and it was the redhead, so cute and eager. Close eyes, open again, and Henrietta was there, and there were magical fingers dancing along Betty’s nipples and clit, encouraging hot feelings of ecstasy to develop in her electric body. A helmet of some kind fit down over her head.

“Shall we strap her in?” the redhead asked, kissing at Henrietta's neck.

“I don’t think that will be necessary.” Henrietta shook her head. “Will it, Betty?” 

Betty moaned in response, trying to clear her head. She shook her head one way, slowly, and then the other.  She saw the redhead and Henrietta begin to kiss wildly, seemingly forgetting about their “client.”

Strange thoughts began to fill her. That she should just—

—obey—

—not do anything but obey and serve—

—and love and please—

—and be pretty and sexy—

—empty head for a full life—

—empty head—

—for a full life—

—a full life needs—

—an empty head—

—empty—

Empty...

“N-no...” she squirmed in the seat. “No!”

With a sudden burst of strength, she stood up, tossing the helmet off, and rushed away. Henrietta and the redhead remained behind, only stopping their intense make out session when they noticed the door slamming upon Betty's exit.

* * * * *

Cora shopped happily at a sexy little lingerie store on Main Street.

Passion Heights was a sight indeed. There were no men about—at least, none simply walking from place to place on errands. There were one or two police officers who were men, but they were flanked by other “police officers” in tight dark-blue shorts and cleavage-baring button-ups with badges hung upside down or sideways. Still more men manned the shops, shamelessly flirting and touching the women who arrived, who in turn shamelessly flirted and touched right back. Cora loved it there.

She was going to a dinner tonight with her Husband, and dinners were so important. It was where a Wife got to show off to other men and women what a perfectly darling trophy she was.

There just had to be something lovely for her to wear underneath her new gown. She was lovely—and her man, her preciously perfect Man—deserved to see her in hot new underthings all the time. She couldn’t afford to bore him, ever. 

The store had bright, open windows, allowing anyone to look right in and see the sexy denizens of Passion Heights as they shopped for lingerie. And Cora could look out onto the street, too. 

Was that...Betty?

It sort of looked like Betty. If Betty had bigger tits, longer legs, shinier skin, and a dumb-as-nails empty-eyed look on her face. She wore a tiny blue silk robe, walking up on her tip-toes, swaying this way and that on the concrete. 

Hendrick, the town drunk, approached her. Cora wasn’t sure why a place like Passion Heights even tolerated a drunk like Hendrick, but she supposed that every town had to have its sordid side. If Hendrick was as bad as that sordid side got, then they weren’t too poorly off. 

He was a drunk, and an enormous one, never spending a single day sober. But he dressed well—always walking through town in a fine suit (and a dark trench coat, if it were cold outside)—and he was rather complimentary of the women he saw. 

Why, earlier that day, he had even told Cora that she had a killer pair of tits. She smiled and thanked him, and he said that her smile was nearly as gorgeous as her rack. So yes, a perfectly polite man, with perfect manners, just without a job or a woman of his own. 

A bit sad, really. 

She watched as Hendrick approached Betty, probably saying something about the size of her tits.

Betty stopped when he spoke, her head tilting, like a dog who was hearing the voice of its owner. Her eyes were totally blank. Several drips of drool splashed down to her half-naked tits.

Hendrick grabbed her tit. Cora gasped. It was unheard of for a man to touch another man’s woman—and Betty most certainly was someone’s woman. She was a Wife. 

But Betty didn’t draw away. Instead, her eyes seemed to roll back up in her head, and she shook in a spasming, seizure-like fashion.

She was orgasming, Cora realized. Her own panties felt wet. Damp trails gathered at the bottom edge of the lace, little droplets of feminine lust spreading down her shiny thighs. 

Cora watched as Betty dropped to her knees. It was impossible to tell if she did so on her own or if Hendrick pushed her there.

What was clear, however, was that Hendrick was the one to take his cock out. It was already hard. He was an older man, his length looked gnarled but thick from Cora’s distance. She felt her lips glistening softly as she continued to lick her lips. 

A few other girls in the store had gathered at other positions in the window, watching. Licking their own lips. Their own soft trails of lust sliding down their thighs. 

We're all such good girls here in Passion Heights, thought Cora.

Hendrick didn’t force himself on Betty, though. He just showed her kneeling form his cock. It was Betty, eyes still empty and dazed, who grabbed Hendrick's cock and shoved his full length into her throat. She stared up at him with that empty, vacant gaze, nothing in her head but lust.

Cora had to...had to do something. Betty was her friend. What if Hendrick got it in his head to take her home? That wouldn’t do. No, not at all. 

She took out her cell phone from her purse. It was tiny and framed inside of a pink plastic kitten. 

“Hello, Henrietta?” she paused, enjoying the silky thrill of the gorgeous woman’s voice. “Yes, it’s Cora. It’s so lovely to speak with you as well. Listen, I was curious if you were looking for Betty? Yes, the new Betty. Well, it’s just that I’ve seen her here on the street in front of Lydia’s Love Palace...oh yes, the sale is terrific. Spend two hundred dollars and get a free hair pin? Lovely.”

She waited, listening to Henrietta drone for a moment. 

“Yes, I’ll make sure she doesn’t go anywhere. She seems rather attached to Mister Hendrick’s cock at the moment. Yes, that Mister Hendrick. Oh, I’m sure he doesn’t know she’s married. She looks rather out of it. I think she may be drunk.”

Henrietta hung up on her, thanking her for the call.

Yes, perhaps that was what happened. Betty had gotten drunk. Perhaps dismayed that she wasn’t being a very good Wife to her Husband. 

Cora knew about that, of course. Everyone knew about it. Jasmine had told Cora, and Cora told others. That’s just how it was. It took a village to ensure that a Wife was properly obedient, happy, servile, and loving like she ought to be, after all. There had to be accountability, even if every Wife in town had to gather around a girl and give her advice as she went down on her Man’s thick, perfect rod. 

That was just called being a good neighbor, wasn’t it? 

Betty still had her throat full of Hendrick's cock. When he came, it was visible—spraying all over Betty's face and down her hot throat. 

Oh, dear. Lane wouldn't like that. Not at all. 

Cora walked outside, about to call on Betty herself—but then a small black hatchback rolled up and two men in suits gathered up Betty and rushed her inside the car. The driver—someone Cora had never seen anymore—waved merrily to her. 

“You made the call to Henrietta?”

“Yes. I'm Cora. Is she all right?” Cora simpered. “She's my neighbor.”

The driver smiled. “Don’t you worry, Cora. You’ve been a good girl. A good friend. You’ve done everything a good girl should. Go back in and shop. Buy something pretty for your man.”

Cora turned then with a smile on her face. She had been a good girl. Her friend was fine. She knew it was all true because a man had said so. Now, Cora was going to buy something pretty. Something pretty for her Man. 

She was a good girl. The words rang merrily in her head for the rest of the day until her husband fucked them—and every other word she had thought of during the day—directly out of her mind.

* * * * *

When Betty answered the door, Jasmine’s face lit up. She was so thrilled—her friend was alive! She was moving! She was conscious and able to perform actions!

That was so brilliant. Betty looked, in a word, fabulous. Her tall (when had Betty become tall?), busty (when had Betty become busty?) body was poured into a fabulously sexy orange minidress. Little peach-colored gloves were tied on her wrists with tiny silk bows.

Somehow, it was lost on Jasmine that she wore the same outfit, complete with the gloves and the tall, sexy platform heels, only in a subtler yellow shade.

“Hello!” Betty said brightly. “Welcome to the home of Mister Pritchard! I’m Mrs. Pritchard. May I take your coat?”

Jasmine, of course, wasn’t wearing a coat. Her outfit was rather skimpy for the weather, but she was trying to look like a beautiful young Wife for her perfectly wonderful Husband, after all. 

“I...I don’t have a coat, Betty.”

Her head cocked strangely. “Betty?” 

Jasmine studied her friend. It was hard, thinking critically about Betty—she was so fucking pretty. All Jasmine really wanted to do was snuggle up against those huge, new tits and fall asleep for days, minutely sucking a nipple from time to time and feeding on what surely was incredibly delicious milk. 

Betty didn't appear to be lactating yet. Jasmine was only doing so slightly—enough for a dose here and there, but nothing serious like Cora. Perhaps neither of them had become pregnant just yet—not like Cora almost certainly was.

Betty’s smile was perfectly crafted. Molded to her face. She stared straight ahead at Jasmine, but also stared through her, not recognizing, like some mental patient who had gone through one too many treatments of electroshock therapy. 

Before, her friend had always been full of thought. Demands. Accusations. Apologies.

But...no, not now. Now, Betty’s face was empty.

“Betty,” Jasmine tried again. “I—”

“Betty?” The same empty, vacuous tone used, lilting upwards. “Who’s that?”

Jasmine gulped. “Mrs. Pritchard,” she tried. “It’s me, Jasmine. Your neighbor.”

Her eyes latched slowly onto Jasmine’s form, like Velcro slowly adhering itself. 

“Oh, Jasmine.” She nodded mechanically. “Of course. Yes. Please come inside.”

Jasmine bit a lip, worried.

The second she entered the house, she heard the radio blaring loud—louder than Betty had ever kept it before. Jasmine had to take a moment, her thoughts stuttering. 

She was—

—here to find out what—

—here to help Betty—

—here to help Betty feel good.

Yes. She nodded slowly. That was the idea. Betty had to feel good. She had been through an ordeal, and her man was still away at that strange retreat for the next day or so. Jasmine's own husband was there. Betty deserved a break. 

Wives each other fucked all the time. It was something Jasmine understood intuitively. It was perfectly natural. Perfectly acceptable. 

Betty was so hot now. Jasmine could barely contain herself, following Betty's luscious form into the kitchen. 

As Betty walked to the fridge, Jasmine slid her hands up Betty’s back and then around her waist. Betty waited, calmly, allowing herself to be touched. When Jasmine’s grip slid over Betty’s tits, Betty moaned and turned. The radio blared, and the two friends kissed hungrily. When Jasmine pulled away after a few moments of intimate, loving tongue-licking and lip-locking, Betty stared back at her with lust alive on her face. It was the first real fire that Jasmine had seen in her friend’s eyes since she had opened the door.

The radio crackled happily.

Then...yes, she was helping, wasn’t she? If that brought Betty’s fire back, then she had to kiss her. It was necessary. She couldn’t let her dearest neighbor friend remain some braindead half-animate trophy forever. She had to be fully animate, fully aflame with desire and thoughts and needs and argument, like the old Betty had been! 

Jasmine wasn’t very good at encouraging flame, she knew. She simply wasn’t pretty enough to be class-A beauty like Lilah or Cora, no matter how she made Gregory drool at home. But she could do her best. She could act like Betty. 

They embraced once more, kissing and moaning against each other's mouths. Jasmine's hands slid up and down the amazing, firm curves of Betty's hot body, loving every second of touching her. 

After several minutes of this, mussing one another's hair and make-up, Betty disentangled herself from Jasmine’s grip. Jasmine hid the sound of her disappointment in a tiny mew that was barely audible. 

Oh, very well, she thought. That was enough. That was enough for today. A nice, gentle experiment.

Tomorrow, she would come back and try again, maybe talk it over with her Husband if he had returned, see if the two of them could figure out...

“Fuck me?” Betty asked, sliding down to the floor. 

Her thighs were sopping wet. She spread out her legs, revealing her tiny lace panties to her friend. Her bare, smooth pussy was easily visible through the wet surface of the panties.

“Oh, dear,” said Jasmine. “I don’t know if we should, Betty. I mean, that’s a lot. That’s a big step, and...”

Betty moaned, hips gyrating upward. “Fuck me? Wanna cum. Fuck, please?” 

Her eyes glimmered with low, animal cunning, knowing only that Jasmine had something she wanted. 

Jasmine gulped. 

It was tempting. On the counter, the radio buzzed and thrummed.

No one would have to know. 

And that thought was combined, with extreme potency, with another:

It’s perfectly acceptable for wives to be friendly and intimate with one another. 

And then another thought, striking down on the previous two like a hammer at a forge:

Intimate relations between wives tie a neighborhood together. 

“I...I...”

“Fuck me?” Betty asked again, her voice heavier this time. “Fuck me, Jasmine, please? I need you. I truly do, my love. Please...please fuck me...”

That was Betty’s voice. Not this pretend “Betty” automaton that Jasmine had been dealing with up until that point. No, that was the real deal, true blue Betty writhing on the floor, needing Jasmine’s attention like she would die without it.

“Oh fuck. Oh god, Betty!” she fell on the floor, and soon the two bimbofied beauties were firmly intertwined on the tile. 

The time for making out was long past. They shifted on the floor, their big tits rubbing hot against one another. Jasmine nearly came from that little touch alone. After a moment, her legs wrapped around Betty's head. And at the same time, Betty wrapped her own legs around Jasmine's head. They each were able to push their lacy panties aside with ease—the same kind of panties, just different shades—and slowly started to lick.

They came at the same time. They came right away, at the very first knowing lick of their clits. And having started licking and cumming at the same time, their minds quickly emptied of any knowledge of how to do anything but to lick and lick and cum and cum and cum. 

Their bodies vibrated with pleasure against each other, rolling across the expansive kitchen. Jasmine would take several minutes on top, grinding her cunt down onto Betty's face. And then they would switch, and Betty ground down onto Jasmine's face. It was all automatic, just on the edge of consciousness—the only tiny space left for any independent thought before the tsunami of pleasure both women experienced.

After a time, they exhausted themselves. Betty seemed to have gotten it worse than Jasmine. Jasmine, at least, was able to slide upward and take stock. 

She didn't quite remember getting up, or placing Betty in her bed, or disrobing her and gently washing her beautiful naked body with a damp washcloth. High from the intense cum session, Jasmine drifted away, the radio crackling and guiding her back home.

She was a good girl, now, and good girls always did the right thing.

* * * * *

Slowly, Betty woke. She was in the bedroom of her house: her man's castle, her private pleasure dungeon. The silk of the sheets there was soft against her skin, but for some reason, she felt like her skin was even softer. Her head was groggy, but strangely clear too, like a long, heavy fog had broken in half from some rather stubborn rays of sunshine. 

After a moment, she noticed there was someone else in the room with her. Someone devastatingly gorgeous. Her pussy pulsed slightly just catching a glimpse of her from across the room. Betty slipped off the bed and approached her, slow, and the woman approached too. 

She had long, long dark hair. Almost to her ass. It was bright and shiny, thick. A thousand tumbles and locks framed her tiny, perfectly formed frame. The kind of hair a woman could pile up over one shoulder and strike a long, disastrously sexy pose with. It looked heavy. 

Her breasts were large, buoyant. Easily D cups, probably E cups. A tiny, muscular waist leading into wide dancer’s hips. Child-rearing hips. Pregnancy-ready hips. Betty felt her mouth water slightly. The curve of those hips was tantalizing. She wanted this woman. Right away, she wanted her.

She reached up a hand to wave hello, and the woman did as well—mirroring Betty's actions exactly.

The realization approached her slowly. Like some tidal wave of molasses, ready to cover her entirely in the sugary, sweet truth that would taste so delicious as it drowned her.

It was her. The woman wasn't across the room. She was in the mirror against the wall. The woman, that beautiful woman that Betty would do anything to fuck...it was her. She could recognize her face beneath the heavy glamour. Her eyes, their natural color intensified. The shape of lips puffy and glistening wet.

Fear throttled her body. Someone had changed her. They had changed all of her, and quickly too. There was no escaping the truth anymore.

She had to leave. Get out of here. Get out of this house. This town. This entire fucking state, holy shit, look at her! She was a fucking...a fucking...

“Bimbo,” she said quietly. 

Just saying the word made her pulse quicken. Her own voice, so soft and velvet-smooth, was impossible to deny. It was impossible even to just keep it inside of herself. “I’m a bimbo,” she said again.

The force of those words, combined with her own devastatingly hot reflection, and the silky-smooth tones she used, made her pussy leak hot arousal. 

“Bimbo, bimbo,” she said, biting one lip. “They turned me into a bimbo girl. A hot bimbo babe. A magnificent little bimbo...bimbo slut...”

Her fingers slid up one thigh. The texture of her skin so impossibly smooth. She didn’t think she would ever have to shave again, or even wax. How was that possible? How could they do all this? What were they using?

As she considered, her fingers drifted higher up on her body. Pulse quickening more. The more blood that pumped through her body, the more her nipples became erect—and the more erect they were, the more the air in the house shifted against them. They were like little horny-radar antennas, picking up anything at all to ping deep, heavy desire back to Betty's brain. 

Her fingers drifted right above her clit. All she needed was just one...just one good cum. Just one hot little good girl bimbo cum and then she could concentrate and get out of there...

No!

No. She couldn’t. She grabbed a sheet from the bed and tossed against the mirror, taking care not to brush her erect nipples against the surface. That would be too much for her. Almost anything was too much now. 

As quickly as she could, she got dressed. What she wanted to wear was pants and a tee shirt. But pants were...complicated. She picked up a pair from her closet and suddenly could not remember how to put them on. She tried one way and then the other, taking five minutes just to realize she had them on only over one arm. 

How had they gotten so difficult? 

It was the same problem when she tried instead to start with a tee-shirt. The neck-hole just wasn’t thick enough to go over her newly-endowed hips without stretching it. Stretching a piece of clothing on purpose seemed suddenly obscene to her. 

And you did put on tight tee-shirts starting from the feet, right? 

Right?

Her brain felt fuzzy. God, she was a girl, she was supposed to be good at clothes. 

So. She had to wear a dress.

She managed to find a relatively sterile white dress with large, happy yellow buttons running down the front. It wasn't hers—none of the clothes in the closet were clothes she remembered having. It didn't matter. She didn't know why, but it didn't. All the clothes were so pretty. On the dress she had now, the line of buttons stopped midway across her hefty cleavage, exposing a daring line of globular flesh, and the hemline stopped at her knees, but at least it was clothing. And, even better, she didn’t need to cum just from seeing herself in the pale reflection in the window. That was something. 

Control. She had it. No one could take it from her. 

Next, she packed. She did it blindly, on autopilot. It had to be quick. When was Lane coming back from his retreat? How long had her brain been on vacation? God, she didn't even know what day it was.

Her mind drifted, thinking to what Lane might think of her being gone.

Oh, Lane. He wouldn’t understand. He was a good man. A really, really good man. A good Man. She was lucky to have him. The thought of his body, his hard hands, his rugged jaw, his large shoulders just made her tremble with desire. 

Had a woman ever had a more perfect Husband than Betty? 

Her thoughts drifted for several minutes—maybe an hour. Finally, though, she became aware of her surroundings again. 

She was in the kitchen. Looking down, she saw that she stood over the cutting board. Her slightly-distorted reflection in the LCD screen on the fridge showed a blissed-out smile. The radio crackled in a friendly manner, like fire burning on a log.

On the counter were sandwiches. Instead of a bug-out bag to leave the city, she had made expertly crafted bite-sized club sandwiches on a fanciful dinner plate, complete with multi-colored toothpicks.

What the fuck was she going to do with sandwiches?

Terrified and frustrated, she tried to upend the plate and toss it against the wall. The radio suddenly blared loudly, and she stumbled in place, strange little jazz-feet kicking out in her preposterous heels.

When her brain came back to herself, she noticed that instead of tossing the plate against the wall, she had finished carefully manicuring the last sandwich with a bit of mustard and arranged all twelve little snacks in a spiral fashion. 

They were on a tray, ready to serve Lane when he arrived home. 

Her Man would be so happy when he saw how hard she was trying, she thought slowly. He would fill right up. His tummy so full. She would be the one to make sure he would get so big and strong. Muscles as dense as iron would grow on his arms and chest and legs, and she would run her hot little tongue over all of them as her pregnant belly dragged behind her...

The front door opened. It was Lane. 

“Babe? They told me they'd finished with you...you home?”

Panic struck again. If she saw Lane even for an instant, if she saw her handsome, devilishly perfect Man, she would lose all composure. She ran for the key dish, grabbed her keys, and skipped out to the garage. 

Or, she tried to. While she had grabbed her keys, she also had picked up the tray of sandwiches, walked happily to the entry way, and smiled merrily as she greeted her Husband.

“Welcome home, darling.” She held up the tray. “Are you hungry?”

“Oh, hey love.” He smiled. “What’s happening?”

There was a thick, heavy silence between them, a pause that was as pregnant as she knew Lane wanted to make her. His eyes focused on the keys in her hand. “Are you going somewhere, sweetie?”

“Y-yes...” she said softly. Her voice wouldn’t dare to go above a breathy whisper. He was her Husband. She had to show respect. “I wanted to see...to see my sister...in Florida.”

“Florida?” he laughed. “That’s on the other side of the country, love. And you don’t even like it down there.”

Yes she did. Yes, she did! She loved it there. She loved the hot, messy swamps, the humidity that clung to your body like a desperate lover, the strange locals and the old tales and the falling down buildings and—

“You’re right,” she said. Her hand came down, keys dangling. “I’m sorry, Husband. I don’t know what’s come over me.”

She really didn’t.  He stepped forward and grabbed a sandwich. 

“Hey now.” He munched happily. His forearms throbbed with strength. “These are yummy. Good job, doll.”

Her heart sang from the praise. She had made something—made something for her Man. For even with as incredibly attractive as she was, even though in a normal city, she would be hounded by the richest and most well-connected men for years just to give them a smile, in her home at that moment she was utterly and totally dependent on his approval. 

He took the tray and set it down on the entry table. “We can finish these later, okay? We've got something to do.”

“We do?”

He dropped his pants slowly. “It's time to really make sure you're in this marriage, Betty. Married people are supposed to do one thing above all. Mister Castle says so.” His voice took on a low, thuggish ring. He had graduated top in his class at an ivy league school. “So I'm gonna get you pregnant.”

That both panicked and excited Betty terribly. She struggled, her feet sliding this way and that on the tile. A thought, random and hopeful, occurred to her suddenly.

“Lane, wait.” She licked her lips. “I...you promised. You said...”

It was hard to talk. There was too much drool her in her mouth. Hot, ready saliva formulated specifically to wrap around her husband’s needy cock. She could see it now. So hard and ready—just from the sight of her. The sight of his wife. The saliva was thick and warm, spreading down her chin and resting in her newly-minted cleavage. 

“What did I say, Betty?”

“If I was...if I didn’t like it here, you would...” it was hard to form words. Her saliva was so thick and ready. “...cock.”

“What’s that, love?”

She gave up. She gave in. It was no use fighting anymore. Her desire was too great. All she wanted to be was his good little fuckwifeslave. His sexy good girl servant who adored his cock all day and made him the happiest, luckiest man in the world. 

“C-cock. I need your cock. P-please...”

“Okay,” he stroked her face. Betty shuddered in arousal. “But you have to behave from now on. Can you be my good girl, Betty? Can you be my little princess?”

His little princess. 

“Oh fuck. Yes. Please, just...”

He didn't need to hear any more words from her. In quick succession, he picked her up, dumped her on the couch, and ripped her tiny dress off her body. Her knees were trapped underneath his weight as he powered on top of her—framing the enormity of his tits for him. 

Almost, he entered her. But seeing that mouthwatering expanse of titflesh, he seemed to change his mind. In moments, he was all the way on top of her chest, and shoved his precum-lubed cock through the hot valley of her huge tits. 

The tip of his cock was so huge now, so incredibly vast, that he could fuck all the way past her tits and into her mouth. She wrapped her lips around the head, moaning loudly as he fucked her tits completely.

His toy. His little fuckdoll. Was there any doubt left? She had never let him fuck her like this before. It was too demeaning. 

What a stupid, silly thought that was. This was amazing. His hands so hard on her nipples send wave after wave of hot, intense pleasure through her body. 

Her nipples were like little orgasm-coordinators, and even her lips were sending spikes of hot bliss down to her cunt. Her moans only intensified as she felt his cock trembling, ready to orgasm.

“I'm gonna spill all over your body, Betty. Your new hot body. You want that?”

She nodded intently.

“You're all changed now.” He smiled, huffing. “Changed for me. Changed to be my perfect girl. The way it's supposed to be.”

As he fucked her mouth harder through her tits, she could only agree. Reluctantly, she slid her mouth off the head of his cock and spoke to him.

“Yes Sir. I know they changed me. I'm glad they did.” She wasn't just saying it. Seeing the pleasure it gave Lane, she believed every word. “I'm so lucky they made me your perfect woman. Cum on my face Lane. Please? Cum in my face!”

“Beg for it, Betty! Beg to have my cum all over your body!”

“Please, Sir! Please, Lane! I want it! I want your cum all over me! I want to drown in it baby, please! Please, Sir! Please, Husband! Oh, my Husband Man, I need your fucking cum all over my face, my titties, please god please!”

Lane's thrusts were out of control now. If Betty's tits weren't so large and soft, his cock would have been pulsing everywhere. But the enormous valley of her cleavage kept him in line as he tit-fucked right into an orgasm. 

He came first. That was his right. He was the man. But the second his first hot, gooey strand hit her face, Betty came too. 

The touch alone of her man's cum was enough to drive her little bimbo body straight into a series of mind-emptying orgasms. The taste took her to entirely new galaxies of lust-fevered pleasure, unable to stop. Her eyes were wild as she lapped up all of his cum that she could, rubbing it thick and heavy into her body.

“I run your life,” said Lane, sliding a hand through his cum and letting her suck it off his fingers. “All of it. No more complaining.”

He was still hard. God, he had cum so much—so much—and he was still hard. He did run her life. His cock did. 

With a grin, he lowered himself down, taking that brilliant, impregnating cock, and shoving it into her fertile cunt. 

He was going to get her pregnant. Forever. She wouldn't ever not be pregnant again, and his cock would rule her life that whole time.

And despite how hard she tried, she could barely find fault with that.

# # #
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Betty wore a paisley blue sun dress as she strolled through the grocery store. Her smile was bright, vapid, and permanent. There was not a thought in her head outside of pleasing her Man, looking pretty, and hoping-and-hoping-beyond-hope that she was as pregnant as could be. 

The tiles of the store were hard marble. Her heels, tall and blue, clicked with the carefree authority of a woman who knew exactly how to step in such otherwise preposterous footwear. Hips swayed with seductive exaggeration, her bubbly ass perfectly formed for the grip of a tall, strong man. 

Boxes of pasta, cans of sauce, jars of olives, containers of cereal, bags of grain and flours, and every other grocery option rested on glass shelves held up firmly by tall chrome poles. The floors were marble. A fountain sloshed merrily in the produce section. Not a luxury was spared in Castle’s Food & Goods. The money spent there was deducted straight from the paychecks of the men who worked for Castle. 

All the men in the town, invariably, worked for Castle one way or another. The money he gave to them was considered a gift more than actual payment, and they all felt lucky to get as much as they did. 

The wives were regularly encouraged to purchase as much as possible from every store in the town, all of which operated with the same company money principles. 

The quality of the food, as was the case with the quality of everything in the town—including the women—was supreme. Castle may have owned them completely, but he apparently didn't want them to have a bad time for it. It took a true ruler to keep his people utterly owned and in complete comfort. 

Other women dressed similarly to Betty strolled through the grocery store with their carts in front of them. Their tits bounced happily in tight, form-fitting dresses that were made for male attention. 

At the front of the store, the thirty year-old manager received a handjob from his eagerly young and obviously pregnant wife. She was joined by another girl, presumably a clerk, who remained on her knees to catch any cum that might shoot her way. 

The men who worked in town had to have at least a few single, unclaimed women waiting on them hand-and-foot. Otherwise, they might get intentions about the many wives walking around unattended. And that was, without exceptions, not allowed. 

Mister Castle had very strict repercussions for any man who was found guilty of making designs on another man’s property—and that included wives.

Tonight was very special for Betty. It was hard for a good girl to have any real conception of time when her body was so thoroughly stuffed full of cock all the time. But, she had a dim understanding that tonight, Lane and Gregory were taking Betty and Jasmine to Mister Castle’s house for dinner. It was to be a small, intimate dinner—which Mister Castle almost never allowed. 

It was an honor, and Betty felt appropriately awed to be attending something at the house of her Man’s Boss. The Man who told her Man what to do. 

His cock must have been...mind-boggling. Balls the size of avocados. What must it be like to be able to suck them...

Betty saw her friends Cora and Jasmine in the fruit section. She stopped with her half-full cart adjacent to theirs. Cora was amazingly busty, with long blonde shining hair that draped all the way to her ass—like most women in the town. Hair was a natural decoration for good girls, and so it only made sense that there was as much of it as possible to play with and dress up. 

Jasmine was black with a tight, fabulous hourglass figure. The two chatted amiably about sucking their husband’s cock.

“He really likes it when I wake him up with a nice blowjob around three, four in the morning,” said Cora. “I’ve found sometimes he doesn’t even remember I’m doing it.”

Jasmine nodded, enthused. “The other night, I did the same thing. He was really out of it from our fuck session earlier. He called out some other girl’s name.” She tittered with glee. “I really like knowing I can suck cock like other girls. I feel so out of practice. I’m lucky he was thinking of a girl at all.”

Jasmine fit into a size 2 dress. Her bust was a substantial 36E, and her mocha-colored skin was smooth and seemingly without pores. Her face could have been on magazines advertising to other, lesser women that they needed to get in shape. 

She had lost more than one hundred pounds in the last few weeks of living in Passion Heights. If you asked here when she had moved in, she would dimly say “the past” and try to change the subject to something she knew better, like how terrific her Husband was. 

“I’m sure you’ll be able to make him moan your name when he’s face-fucking some gal at work,” said Cora. She tweaked a nipple, heavy with milk-laden arousal. Small drips of it ran down the front of her dress, which was conveniently cream-colored already. Cora had especially hyper-active lactation. “You get the most access to his cock, after all. They’re all competing for the same eight hour window. You get him at nights, mornings, and weekends.”

It was a well-known fact in Passion Heights that every man who worked at Castle Industries had his pick from the litter of piping hot bimbos waiting in the office. All the men in Passion Heights had startlingly high libidos in addition to their rock hard bodies, and just a fuck or two a day from their wives wouldn’t keep them sated. To keep them on task, they were provided with regular, fresh, hot pussy. 

A new cycle of women arrived every few months, once the last round had been properly broken in. Those old girls were then sent on Mister Castle’s diplomatic tours to other countries, encouraging high-ranking officials and wealthy businessmen to invest in more of his “products.” 

Castle could always make more of his girls for high-volume buyers.

Betty cleared her throat just slightly. Jasmine and Cora’s face lit up as they noticed her. She was easily more beautiful than either of the stunners, and did it with an effortless ease as befit her newfound gorgeousness. They would openly admit their enviousness of her spectacular looks, and the luckiness of her Husband for owning her. 

But never would they ever admit or even feel jealousy. 

Passion Heights girls were all thrillingly self-confident in their own, happy, mindlessly blissful beings. None of them felt a whit of shame for their otherwise scandalously short outfits. Their bodies were for admiration. It only made sense to admire the prettiest one around as the best of the bunch. 

“My Man fucked me right against the door this morning,” Betty dished, hoping to join their conversation. “While he was eating the scones I made for him.”

She wanted desperately to talk with them, though it wasn't for that reason. But Betty had a hard time coming right out and saying what she meant sometimes. It was so hard to be assertive when so much of her wanted to just be a silly little fuckpuddle for her Husband's pleasure. 

Cora nodded sagely. “I adore a good door fuck, I really do.”

“You should give me that scone recipe,” said Jasmine, voice tinted with urgency. “I’ve never been fucked against a door before. Did you hold the knob for leverage?”

“No, dear.” Cora shook her head. “You might break it. You just use your arms. That way, you can push back when he really gets going and—”

“I think I may be pregnant,” Betty blurted out. 

Cora and Jasmine’s eyes lit up. “Oh, really, darling?” they said in unison. 

“Yes.” Betty’s face twisted ever-so-slightly. “Or at least, I-I think so. I’m not sure.”

“I was sure right away,” said Cora. “I knew it from the moment he spilled in me. And I definitely could feel my body working in overdrive the next morning.”
Jasmine nodded sagely. “Me too.”
Both women had elaborately sexy baby bumps beneath their slender dresses. The fabric of their outfits was tight and nearly sheer, and so Betty could see, with her tongue wetting her glistening lips, their enhanced navels sticking out like sexy melons. 

“O-oh.” Betty’s gaze went down.

When Lane had emptied into her, she had been sure she would be pregnant. And then he did it again, and again, and again as the days went on. All the other girls in town described the same thing, the quickening their bodies felt when the process began. Being pregnant was utterly unmistakable for a Passion Heights Wife.

And yet Betty had felt nothing of the kind. This surprised her. Wasn't she pretty enough to be pregnant like a real Wife?

And as it turned out, the day was to be full of surprises for Betty. 

Indeed, Betty had no idea that her little door-foray with Lane that morning would be the last time his cock would enter her body.

The last time she would ever have sex with her Husband.

* * * * * 

Betty was in a large blank, white space. The floor was solid, and yet at the same time, there wasn't a floor at all. For several moments, she thought she was dead. 

She had not woken up. Not exactly. It was more like she was suddenly aware that she was there. 
Then she heard a giggle. The voice sounded something like her own. She turned to see an amplified, bimbofied version of herself staring back at her. The white space of the area, the room, the whatever-it-was, was shades of pink behind the beauty. She was naked, her tits drizzling warm milk. 
With great struggle, Betty ignored the heavy, hot arousal tinging her pussy at the sight of her flawless, perfected body. Great waves of “fuck-me” scent drifted forward from her dripping pussy. 

“What...what is this?”

“This is your head, silly,”said the Other-Betty.

“My head?”

“Your little mindscape.” The beauty let out a purr and tossed her hair to one side. She posed dramatically. Sexily. One hip thrust outward, one long leg touching down just barely on her toes. She obviously loved herself. “This is where we’ve stored all those naughty parts of you that are still trying to resist.”

“‘We?’ Who is ‘we?’ Who are you?”

“I’m you. And you’re me. We’ve been working together for a while now, whether you know it or not. All your subconscious and conscious parts. I’m the newer, better version of your psyche. Carefree. Self-confident. Gorgeous. Never a worry in the world.”

“And I’m...”

“Self-indulgent in all the wrong ways. Careless with friends and relations. Ambitious. Anxious. Depressive.”

Betty stamped her feet.“I’m smart, independent, and have the drive to succeed in the world!”

“And yet, whenever I suck on my MasterHusband’s cock, I’m succeeding. I’m complete. I’m doing everything I was ever meant to do. Who’s really winning here? The one with ‘bigger’ dreams, or the one with dreams that come true every day?”

“But I...” Betty shook her head. “If you’re the bimboized me, how can you talk so well?”

“I’m in your head. I can do whatever I want with the information buried here. It’s like, totally fun!” she mocked. “It’s fun to be better than you. I like it. I’m going to rub it in your face for keeping me buried for so long. I’m kind of pissed at you, Betty. I’m going to make you feel bad for not letting me come out and play earlier.”

“But you’re...you’re not what I want to be.”

“It’s not about what you want anymore, honey. And it’s not about what I want either. It’s about what HE wants.”

* * * * *

Some time after going to the grocery store, Cora sat patiently in the doctor’s office. Perfect posture with her chest out, her sitz bones easily supporting her weight, her spine a long straight line, her chin tilted down just so. Like a long string carried her from above. Her cream dress skated above her thighs, and her tits threatened to slide from their barely-there restraints at any moment. 

Naturally, she did not wear a bra.

Her hair, an immense golden waterfall with an erotically hot thickness, swept down to just above the cheeks of her impeccably hard ass. She barely did anything with it outside of a quick comb, and really that was just to luxuriate in its silken softness. 

Pregnancies were rapid events in Passion Heights. Most of the bimbo babes populating the town only took a couple of months to bring their children to term, complete and healthy. Everyone was just so fertile. 

Cora's baby bump had only just started to show over the last couple of days. That meant it was time to go to the doctor and find out the sex...and the number.

Cora hoped so dearly she would have twins for her Husband. That was what he deserved. A real litter to show off what a fertile fuckwife he had.

Her Husband wasn’t there today, of course. He was a Man. He had much better things to do with his time than go to his wife’s doctor’s appointment. He would be paying for the child, or children—all the rest of the work would be Cora’s. Raising for the child, caring for the child, doting on the child. 

That was the way things were supposed to be.

The doctor walked into the office, followed by an immensely busty nurse with gorgeous dark skin and long, shiny blond hair. Her outfit was a sex parody of a normal nurse’s uniform—with her body, it was a sexy parody even of a sexy nurse costume. 

Great big pink buttons held together skimpy panels of latex, just barely stretching over the bubbly, delicious form of her ass. Of course, the front of her cleavage was on full display, a valley wide enough to get lost in, with only her nipples hidden. Even so, the nipples were visible, erect and tenting the vinyl with ease. 

Doctor Curell was an older man, balding in the back of his head. He wore a white coat and khaki slacks that were already unzipped. His cock was half-hard, clearly hardening at the sight of Cora. She felt a little thrill of satisfaction at the sight. 

In Passion Heights, doctors received a whole staff of fertile, eager vixens to calm them throughout the day. It was their payment for the important work they did to boost the town's population. 

The nurses themselves were paid in the doctors’ cum. 

He pulled out a clipboard, and seemed to pay very little notice as the dark nurse slipped to her knees and began attending his cock. He did not say anything to Cora as made marks on his sheet; there was little need for small talk. He knew Cora was a good girl, and would wait for the Man to let her know that her voice was needed.

Cora hardly noticed herself. She was thrumming with excitement. Every breath was heated. Every thought layered with lust. 

She might be pregnant with her Husband’s seed. How exciting was that?

Of course, Cora had already been assured—and reassured—by her Husband that she was. And what her Husband said was basically law. And Cora herself—just as she had told Betty—was already quite certain that she was pregnant. She could positively feel new life thrumming inside of her. 

But even a good girl bimbo like her knew that to really confirm things, and to make sure that your girls were raised to perfection inside you, you had to see a doctor.

And Doctor Curell was really one of the best in the world. Mister Castle had recruited him personally.

Finally, he set the clipboard aside. “Let’s get to it, shall we?”

He pressed a button on the table Cora sat on, and she began to recline as the seat lifted and retracted. She lifted her dress up, baring her lingerie-clad pussy. It quivered with excitement, hot juices leaking down her thighs. There was a pan and a drain installed into the table for that very purpose, collecting the pussy juices. 

They would be sent back to Castle Industries to research and duplicate—what man wouldn’t want his wife constantly as excited and eager-to-please as a Passion Heights bimbo was when she was about to find out the sex of her child? 

Then he began the normal routine of ultrasound—rubbing down her bare distended belly with the thick jelly and sliding his instruments across her flesh. All the while, his nurse administered his cock with thick, eager slurps.

After a moment, there was a flash on the screen nearby—blue-and-black images of something marvelous.

“Well now, Cora, I have some lovely news for you.”
“Oh yes?”
“You’re definitely pregnant.”

Cora moaned with hot, sudden orgasm at the news. The tray beneath her crotch tinked softly as she leaked her happy bliss down into it. Wet stains showed on her dress where her nipples poked out. Were she naked, and with her man, there would be plenty to lubricate his cock with. That’s what she was for. To be bred and owned.

She thought again that it was so delicious that it excited her so much to hear what she already knew. But to hear it from a doctor’s mouth...a doctor, with all that authority...

Was there anything better? Was there anything possibly better in the whole wide world than knowing beyond a shadow of a doubt that you were pregnant with your Man’s seed? With the seed of your Husband?

Doctor Curell seemed quite used to this reaction. He did not show any real emotion, though he did give an encouraging nod to the thoroughly busty, blond nurse who was now administering a handjob at his feet, as if preparing her.

“Not just that, my dear.” His smile was wide. “You’re going to have triplets.”
Cora came again. 

* * * * * 

Betty and Other-Betty, the Bimbo Betty, were in a strange, circular, purple bedroom. The white had faded away. Other-Betty's strength was evident in this mindscape, where Betty felt like a prisoner. The bed was a circle too, with an enormous mattress that looked softer than a cloud. 

Other-Betty lounged on the bed, her legs long, her hair draping down to one side. It shined like the dark midnight sky above an open field, blackness and sparkles. Her pussy and nipples glistened in the soft light. 

“Come and fuck me,” she purred.

Betty crossed her arms. “No.”

“Because you’re scared of me?”

“Because I’m not a lesbian.”

Of course, there were all those thoughts about Cora...and Jasmine. Oh, Jasmine...

“Because you’re scared of me,” Other-Betty concluded, as if Betty hadn’t said anything at all. “You don’t have to be scared of me.”

“I’m not scared of you.”

“I know you think I’m hot.”

That was unequivocally true, and Betty couldn’t deny it.

“How...h-how do you know that?”

“This is your head, silly girl. You can’t hide anything from me. I know you love the way Lane gets you horny now. The way he makes you cum. I know you love to suck cock. I know you love how it makes you hot to feel pressure on your knees, even when you're standing, because it reminds you of kneeling.”
“N-no I don’t! You do! That’s what you love!”
“You love it too, though. It feels soooo good. It’s only natural to want it.”

“Go away!”

Betty turned her back on Other-Betty. There was the whiteness again, the blank slate of the mindscape. 

But Other-Betty was still there...beckoning. Cooing. 

Waiting.

* * * * * 




Jasmine happily buzzed about in the kitchen. There were only a few minutes left on the timer for the pie. She suspected it would take a little longer time to brown just the right way. Pie crusts could be tricky, but luckily, baking was one of her specialties as a Good Girl Wife. 

Her Man was in the bedroom, getting dressed. He was to wear a suit and it took him a little time to get it on. Suit pants were so tight when you had a cock the size of a lesser man's forearm. 

She herself was already dressed for the luxurious evening, wearing a tiny white lace gown and tall, sexy black leather boots. Because she was baking, she wore her frilly apron, though she was confident as ever that even her apron wouldn't get a drop or dollop of ingredients on it. Jasmine's hands were quite sure in the kitchen. 

Gregory grunted, entering the kitchen from the end near the sink. Jasmine was bent over and he could see how she wore no panties, just as he requested. 

He had only gotten her pregnant a few days ago and her belly was already swollen like she was three months pregnant. She would go to the doctor tomorrow to find out how many children she would bear him. 

God, her Husband was so virile to get her that pregnant like that. 

And Jasmine...

Jasmine was a good girl slavewife. And good girl slavewives were so fertile for their men. It was impossible to do anything when a Husband filled you up with his seed except get pregnant right away. She would have daughters, she hoped. Some day, they would grow up to serve Men of their own. 
The thought filled her with an easy, pleasant warmth. 
Still bending over, her shiny ass cheeks rotated high toward the sky, Jasmine heard her husband's suit pants fall to the floor. 

“Stay there,” he said.

She barely had time to say anything before he rammed his cock forward, pressing her face against the heated door of the oven. The door was well-constructed and the heat was pleasant. Everything was pleasant, as a matter of fact. Her Husband fucked her. 

His cock pushed in and out hard, soft groans exiting his lips. Clearly he enjoyed the way her cunt, so tight and ready, eagerly accepted him. The folds and walls grasping, clenching, eagerly needing more and more of his mighty rod in her fertile body. Hot drips of milk began sliding down her tits, landing in a puddle on the ground before them. 

Hands, big like baseball mitts, groped her massive breasts and used her upper-torso like his own personal fuck-handle. 

Once, Jasmine had been a prestigious scholar. If you asked her about academia now, she would marvel at your knowledge of spices, and ask what recipes you put academia in. 

The timer dinged on the oven, indicating the pie was ready. 

“Sh-shall I turn the oven down, Sir?” she asked.

“No,” he huffed. “Just...just deal with it.”

His cock thrust into her wildly, and she opened the over door, moaning. Her tits, lubricated from an endless stream of lactation, emptied onto the oven door. The seared milk smelled pleasant and lusty, just like Jasmine. 

Her husband still fucked her perfectly, using her entire fertile body as his own personal fuckglove, as Jasmine reached into the nearby drawer and pulled out a long pair of oven gloves. They went up to her elbows, covering the shiny dangling jewelry on her wrists and fingers. 

Her Man's orgasm was imminent. She could feel it. That meant her own was. Her skyscraper heels clacked on the marble flooring as she scrambled, trying to prepare herself. Her hands came against the frame of the oven, steadying herself...and he unleashed completely. 

Bliss, warm and familiar, took charge of Jasmine's mind. Nothing mattered, nothing harmed. Nothing was important except feeling the beautiful feeling of her Husband's impregnating cock filling up her womb again with his baptismal cum. Her head had slid forward into the oven just slightly, and yet still she did not start to sweat, not a hair out of place. 

A Bimbo Wife was perfect at all times. 

Slowly, he receded from her cunt and slapped her ass. Jasmine moaned in appreciation.
“Thank you, Sir.”
“Get all that ready. I'll be in the car. You've got three minutes before I get mad.”

He was so nice to give her a time window. She allotted herself a careful twenty seconds to admire his firm, muscular buttocks as he walked outside. He did not remember to pull his pants up until he got to the car. Jasmine was confident the neighbors wouldn't mind. 

She smiled, looking into the oven and pulling out her prize. 

The pie looked absolutely perfect. 

* * * * * 

She ran and ran away from Other-Betty until finally her sultry purrs quieted and Betty found herself alone in a blank, white space yet again. Nothing in front of her. Nothing behind.  

She wondered, dimly, if ever woman in Passion Heights had their very own mind prison, with their very own other-selves keeping them prisoner while their ids went insane with bodies supercharged for sex. 

“I can go back,” she said. “I can go back to how it was.”

Could she?

There was some dim awareness that she—this part of her consciousness—was trapped in the strange mindscape. But there was awareness too of the way her body looked now. She could look down and see it at any time. 

The giant tits. The long, perfect legs. The flawless face. The shimmering cascade of effortlessly perfect dark hair. The dark, smoky gazes she made whenever she thought about cooking or cleaning for her man—let alone doing something dirty like sucking or fucking...

How would she return to normal life with a body like that? There wasn’t an outfit in the world she could wear without making it look erotic. Lane must have been in heaven. 

Betty, back in reality, in the physical realm, was in heaven too. She loved having this done to her. She loved getting fucked all the time, serving like a pretty lady. 

Like it or not, Betty’s life was erotic now. Her entire body was an erogenous zone. 

What if, she thought, just for the sake of argument, we thought about the best possible outcomes with keeping this body and staying in this place?

It would be serving Lane, no doubt. Fucking him constantly. Sucking him on command. Cooking him food every night. Adoring him constantly. Being attentive to his every last need. 

His cock was huge now, and pleasurable. And her body clearly loved it. And as her brain was a part of her body, there was definitely distinct parts of her mind that loved it too...evidenced by the Other-Betty, if nothing else. 

“It does make sense, doesn’t it? Serving?”

Betty turned to see Other-Betty waiting there. She wore a hot French maid outfit. All frills and cleavage-baring thrills. She had another such outfit in her hand—clearly waiting for Betty to put it on.

“You could do it so well,” she said. “You’re so smart. All you have to be smart about from now on is serving, and cleaning, and cooking, and fucking, and sucking. Isn’t that nice? You had to be smart about so much before. Accounting. Budgeting. Driving to and fro. Scheduling. Remembering. Lying. Crafting. Writing. Plotting. Hoping. Dreaming. Waiting. All those little minutia of every part of your life can just fade away...and you really need is to be your Master’s good girl. Don’t you?”

Betty whimpered. Her pussy tingled with relief at the forbidden, taboo truth exposed by the Other-Betty...and she rejected it as quickly as she could.

“N-no! I don't want that! Go away!”

But the Other-Betty just smiled and licked the lace of the maid outfit in her hands. 

* * * * *

Mister Castle’s house was a massive structure built on top of a hill overlooking the town of Passion Heights. It dominated the landscape, larger than the next three largest houses in the town combined. It was rumored that he had a wing of his mansion devoted to each of his wives, and ordered a new one constructed for each new beauty added to his harem. 

His nearest neighbor was more than a mile down the road. They could still hear the throaty cries of pleasure from Castle's women when he made them cum, which was often. His luxurious estate boasted tall ivory gates that contained lush greenery and cobblestone trails sliding through one botanical wonder after another. 

Tall trees and flowers competed for attention with vibrant colors in every shade of the rainbow, bursting with life. Long-legged, busty, smiling servants dressed in tiny green dresses toiled away in the yard even as the sun set. Some knelt, digging at holes and pulling up weeds. There were rumors that Castle liked to see different flowers planted every day, even though he barely spent any time in the garden at all. 

The real answer behind the constant gardening was complete in its simple truth: women, if not put to work, would rapidly forget their place.

In the car, Betty tugged obediently at Lane’s thick, hard cock. When he saw these lovely women, little dollops of precum began to emerge. She wanted to lick them up, but he had forbidden her from taking him in her mouth that night—her mind had to be sharp to keep up with the Castles, and when she’d had his cock in her, she was no good for actual talking for at least a few hours.

For a Passion Heights girl, cock and cum were better than opium. 

“You’re prettier than all of them,” he said, voice proud as he looked over at the gardeners. “Every last one.”

Her heart sang with the praise. And as she looked at them, a certain arrogance struck her, making her tilt her chin upward just slightly, turning her nose just so. She was better than those other women. 

Her Man had said so. He had no reason to lie. 

Her outfit certainly spoke to that notion. She wore a sparkling violet gown that was held up entirely by the buoyant force of her majestic breasts. Her nipples, permanently erect due to her permanent arousal, stuck out through the sheer fabric and were the zenith of an elaborately scooping neckline that draped down almost to her navel. Skin the shade of sleek bronze shone brilliantly in the car, appearing almost wet even though she was not perspiring in the least.

Her waist, impeccably tiny, led into wide, child-rearing hips which themselves eased into effortlessly long, sexy legs adorned with black gladiator heels with six-inch stilettos. The footwear was preposterous on another woman—on Betty, it was positively scandalous to imagine her wearing anything else. A beauty like her, living in Passion Heights, belonged in tall heels.

Finally the car rolled to a stop and they walked into the large estate. Betty strolled on Lane’s arm, admiring her gorgeous reflection in every reflective surface—of which there were many. Dozens of mirrors littered the halls of the immense house—no doubt Mrs. Castle was utterly in love with her own reflection. 

Which, if half the rumors Betty had heard about her were true, she had every right to be. 

Well-endowed maids wearing little more than fluff and lace led Lane and Betty through the house on towering heels, leading them eventually to a wooden-walled dining room with an expansive glass-and-steel table. The heads of animals hung on the walls—deer, boar, lions, and bears. 

Jasmine and Gregory were already there. Jasmine’s hand was on Gregory’s cock, stroking him obediently. There was not a hint of shame in either of their faces. This was simply what was done between Husband and Wife, no matter the place. 

“So wonderful to see you, Jasmine,” said Betty. 

She leaned in for a moment and gave her best friend a long, sensuous kiss right in front of his husband. A sneaky thrill ran over Betty’s mind—certainly Gregory would be thinking about that later. 

Betty was hotter than Jasmine, after all. Lane was lucky to have her. 

Jasmine just moaned in response, clearly too turned on by touching her husband’s cock to form any real sentences. Lane and Gregory simply issued one another a cursory nod and grunt, their testosterone levels too worked up from all the pussy in this estate to actually do something useless like thinking. Thinking got in the way of fucking, and with all the hot cunt scent in the air, fucking had become the new imperative in their minds. Thoughts of meeting with Castle, of advancing their employment, began to take considerable backseats to bending over the next available woman. 

In contrast, Betty's thinking felt much clearer than it had in a long time. Her own satisfaction of her beauty in contrast to Jasmine's, for instance, felt like a firm conviction, not something held up by a pink cloud of lust like so much of her thinking. 

And her thoughts about Lane and Gregory began to widen as well. Of course they were both hunks. Heavily muscled and brutishly strong, each had a cock that was made for drilling hot babes like Betty. But also, distant thoughts began to coalesce into a sort of vague opinion—Lane was rather dull, wasn't he?  

Betty thought for a time that it might be a pleasant, happy affair. It was nice to be the prettiest girl in the room at any event. Gregory’s eyes were all over Betty's tits, wrapped so tight in her lusciously shaped gown, even as Jasmine obediently pressed her milk-heavy, dark breasts against his arm and stroked his cock openly beneath the table. Betty wondered how long it would be before her own Man asked her to do the same for him. 

Men deserved eager, happy handjobs whenever they asked, after all, and good girl Wives were obligated to give them on command. And while Betty may have been having some awfully strange thoughts about Lane, she was still his Wife, and he her Husband.

And then Mister Castle and his wife entered the room. 

First was Castle. He was immense. Betty's breath cunt, and her cunt moistened fast enough to leave a soft kiss of juices on the chair from her instant impression at his visage. Large enough to make any normal woman drop to her knees and completely submit—even the most ardent of militant feminist lesbians would be hard-pressed to stay on her feet in his presence. His cock was monumental and easily visible in his tight black suit pants. His frame a redundancy of muscle, every inch layered with heavy, mouth-wateringly hard tissue beneath a plain white button-up shirt. He had not seen fit to button it up past the upper levels of his pecs, and so his thick, sexy chest hair was visible and alluring. 

Any thought of touching Lane’s cock quickly withered in her mind. Somehow, it would have been obscene to touch him now. Like looking at a child’s drawing of the sky when you could take a rocket into outer space. 

Strangely, the opposite happened to Jasmine—she stroked Gregory even harder. Betty could smell—and see—his cum spilling out over his pants from her attentions. His cock stayed hard, though. It was like being in Castle’s presence has inspired Jasmine to worship cock even more than before.

Betty understood the inclination to worship cock. It was just that...were she to touch Lane...it felt so...wrong, now.

And then Lilah entered.

She had forgone a traditional outfit, wearing a ruby-and-diamond encrusted bra like the sort you might see on some fashion runway show. The diamonds sparkled with inky darkness. A soft, satin gown of red and black clung to her every last irresistible inch of skin, parting wide at the hips and, to allow for the delicious bra, existing completely without a front. 

Betty, somehow, came without cumming. Her mind felt like it was being licked by fire, and all she wanted to do was melt with the feeling. 

Lilah was a living succubus. There was no other explanation for her appearance, for the instant effect she had. There wasn’t a man or woman alive who could be in her presence without thinking of succumbing to her every charm and doing every last thing she wished. Her chestnut hair sparkled as it moved, like it was fading in and out between universes.

Except Castle had her attending him. She doted on him with a subservience not matched by any slave in the history of any known world. Her adoration was complete; forged by chemicals and reinforced by thousands of hours of brainwashing and hard fucking. 

Lilah  knew two truths above all—she was better than everyone, even Castle's other wives, and Castle was the only one better than her. 

They sat down. The only sounds in the room were the soft schlicks as Jasmine’s hand tirelessly worked up and down Gregory’s cock. That sound subsided as Lilah pulled out Castle’s cock and began her own handjob. 

That was enough to make Jasmine forget all about her own man’s pleasure. She was lost, as almost anyone would be lost, in the mesmerizing sight of the perfect beauty adoring the perfect male specimen’s incredibly huge cock. It took Lilah's hand several seconds to stroke all the way to the tip top of Castle’s cockhead back down to the thick, strong base.

“I’ve asked you to come here for a special reason,” said Castle. His voice was deep and rumbled through the lowest, most private parts of Betty. 
“Yeah,” said Lane, gripping Betty’s thigh hard. “It’s ‘cause we’ve got such hot wives, huh?”
“In a way.” Castle leaned forward, allowing Lilah better access to his cock. His elbows rested on the table. “Be quiet from now on, Lane.”

The response was immediate. Lane deflated and let his eyes fall to the ground. “Yes, Sir.”

A flash of heat and disappointment filled Betty. That Castle could push a strong, big man like Lane around so easy made her hot. And that the man who got pushed around was her Husband made her feel strangely sick. 

There was an understanding, deep inside Betty, that she wanted her Man to be a bully. The kind who pushed others around, did whatever he wanted, made other people his playthings, and made them thank him for all of it. That was the sort of Man who turned her on...the sort of Man some part of her felt she truly deserved. 

It was an awful, ugly truth about herself...and yet Betty heard it resounding in her ears and saw that she did not care. She wanted someone with power, someone who didn’t mind being cruel or brutal to his subordinates. Just so long as she herself was treasured. Just so long as she got to cheer him on while he abused, berated, mocked, and manipulated. 

That excited her very much. 

“I wanted you to be here.” Castle looked directly at Betty. Unconsciously, she licked her lips, making herself more of an erotic display than she already was. “More than the others. They are all...decorations. But you are the gift.”

Betty’s heart thumped wildly. “Me, Sir?”

“Naturally. Lane, move away from Betty. Go into the corner. Don’t touch her again. Ever.”

Lane stood up and obeyed. His gaze remained on his wife for several moments, before Castle said, “Look into the corner until I tell you otherwise.”

Lane obeyed again. His erection was evident and appeared quite painful in his tight pants. 

“What...” Betty gulped. “Whatever do you want with me, Sir?”

He smiled. He knew already that she knew what he wanted. A Man like him could hardly look at Betty and want something else. 

“You’re special, Betty. Too special for Lane. You need to have a man who can truly appreciate you. A man who really knows what it is to own you like you need. I’ve been following your progress for some time now, and I must say, you’ve come further along than I ever thought possible. And you’re only just beginning. Why, within a few pregnancies, you might look better than even Lilah.”

Lilah raised an eyebrow, stroking her Husband smugly. Her look was both one of satisfaction—she knew no one would surpass her—and anticipation—oh, wouldn’t it be fun for her Master if someone did better for him?

“I...I don’t...progress?” Betty looked down at herself. “You mean, like, in my body? Because...I don’t...I mean, I know it’s kinda different lately, but I don’t really know...” 

It was so hard to talk for long when such a fucking stud was looking at her. She didn’t know it, but her voice was perfectly attuned to the frequencies that got Castle hard. Soft, pliant, eager, and submissive. That was her voice, now. 

“You were so eager to find out how I was doing it all before. Aren't you still curious?”

Mostly she was curious about what it would feel like for Lilah to slide her cock-filled fist against Betty's face while jerking off her husband down Betty's throat.

“I don’t...I know you want me to understand, to...to think something...” The thought felt almost sacrilegious. “...but I just...I don’t. All I can think of is your cock. And her.” She glanced at Lilah, whose beauty was hard to even look at directly for long.

Castle smiled and picked up his smart phone from off the table. He pressed a few buttons, and something began to happen. There was a sudden clarity of sound in the house—or rather, a lack of it. A soft static that just disappeared, not noticeable until it was gone, like a laundry dryer shutting off.

Betty noticed the change first in Lilah, who was made for looking at. Her green eyes seemed to clear somewhat, a slight haze dissipating—so slight you would barely know it was there. She turned to her Husband, kissing him on the neck. 

“Turn it back on soon, won’t you, darling?”

Castle nodded, precum pushing out from his cock again, covering Lilah's satin-gloved hand. 

Betty realized what the difference was slowly. Her thoughts seemed clearer than ever. Her old self—her old memories were sprouting upward in the bimbo soil of her brain. Great pangs of indignation hit her. 

Castle had done this to her. Had transformed her. Made her into...into this steam-bodied succubus. 

Lane, for his part, seemed dumber than ever. His cock, steel hard and undeniable, had ripped through the tight confines of his pants. The cloth was in tatters. He stroked it hard, looking with frustrated lust at the corner. 

Betty wondered if he was thinking of Lilah or her. A vain part of her—which was quite a lot of her mind now—hoped it was her. 

Her mind, for the moment, was free of the little dreamscape with the Other-Betty. But how far deep was that Other-Betty? And how different were they, really? 

“How...” Betty marveled at the soft, needy sound of her voice. Hearing it even turned her on. “How did you do it, Castle? How have you done all of this?”

“It’s all rather simple, really,” explained Mister Castle. “Or, not simple. But straightforward enough. The milk is the catalyst. Milk from Cora's little chocolates, yes? Or any other woman in town. Without that, there’s no change. One taste, though, and you’re hooked. It’s a nice, pleasant addiction. It's also a veritable warhead of chemicals. It makes men stronger, and increases their levels of testosterone. And it makes women more submissive, more lovely, and more...receptive.”

“But...the salon...”

She had focused all her attention there.

“Yes, that.” He smiled. “This is my town. I have certain standards. I want to be surrounded by the absolute paragons of beauty at all times. And so the salon is for my more...extreme methods of change. For those who need them, or for those who volunteer. Or if I just feel like it.” He grinned. “It’s where all the resistance goes away for good. Smart women tend to need it more often. Like yourself. And like Jasmine. Though the two of you have been quite resilient even with a session there. I have chemicals that would wipe away your intelligence completely, but both of your husbands stated that they rather enjoyed speaking with you about important matters, like I do with my own wife.”
Betty felt, then, that she should feel some rush of gratitude. But in truth, she really felt another wave of contempt for Lane. He had ultimate power in his grasp, and he walked away from it? 
What a loser. Castle wouldn't have done that. 

“And he is...he's changed too, isn't he? Like you said. Dumber. But strong.”

“Yes,” said Castle. “Apparently, most men don’t take as well to the process as I do. That leads us to the third part of the puzzle—all that radio static. I've found I can ignore it most of the time. It provides a special frequency that enhances their thought processes and turns down those of women.”

Lilah, leaning over heavily on her chair, had taken to sliding her tongue up and down her Husband's fat, furiously dense cock as he stroked. Betty was certain he was cumming—had been cumming for a long time—and yet his expression didn't change, and the cum didn't seem to be slowing down.

“Clever.” Betty didn’t know what else to say to that. 

Her voice was different, too. Velvet on fur, soft and luxurious. Made for adoring strong men in power with never a hint of backtalk. Subservient. Acquiescent. Whispering darkness in the most private parts of the night.  

Gregory, meanwhile, was exhausted from Jasmine's attentions. Mostly collapsed in his chair now after a measly five orgasms or so, Jasmine was forced instead to slid her thumbs across her clit as she watched Lilah work. 

“Why isn't Jasmine...stopping? If you've turned down the radio.”

Castle shrugged. “She can't stop her body from turning her on. I'm sure her thoughts would be rather clear if she stopped masturbating. But she's in an orgasm loop now...and I don't see any reason to stop her.”

Jasmine, knowing Castle was talking about her, appeared to get more excited. She was whispering something softly, her thick lips shiny and slippery.

“Take me.” That was what she was whispering to Castle. “Take me.”

Betty felt a rush of heat to her breasts. They were so huge now. Her nipples felt like raspberries. Castle may have been cumming from Lilah's attentions, but he was looking only at Betty.

It was...sort of terrific, really, enthralling a man like him so much. 

“I don’t understand,” she said. “Why even have a wife?”

“I don’t have a wife. I have several wives.”

“You know what I mean. Why pretend to have a partner at all?”

“My process perfects women,” said Castle. “But not all perfection is created equal. Look at Lilah, for example.” Of course Betty did. Any excuse to watch perfection in action. Her lips were thick and coated with his precum. Lilah moaned softly at her name's mention. “Even as a normal woman, she was better looking than almost all of them. Perfected, then, it only stands to reason that her beauty has more than grown, it has...” he searched for the word.

“Evolved,” suggested Lilah, sliding her licking mouth up from her Husband’s rod. 

“Yes. Evolved. You see? I listen to her. I’m not a misogynist.”

Betty scoffed. “You turn women into things.”

“I turn some women into things. I turn some men into things. Some men I still need for their brains. Some women I still need for...companionship.”

His hand ran up the back of Lilah's thigh, grabbing one ass cheek hard. She groaned with need, eyes flashing at her Husband. With a nod, he sent her mouth fully over the rim of his cock. Betty watched, cheeks flushing, the most erotically perfect blowjob she had ever seen in her life. 

Castle's cock was enormous. Long. Perfect. Lilah took it down her throat in one go. 

“C-companionship?” she managed. 

“Lilah and I debate often on any number of subjects. Once I’ve finished filling her throat with my cum, you can ask her about them.”

Betty did not think she would. 

“And that brings us to you, my dear. You’re a special case, Betty. A very special case indeed. A special case like Lilah.”

Betty gulped. Lilah, slurping down her Husband’s cock, gulped also, though for a different reason.

“W-why is Jasmine here, then?”

“Lilah gets excited when I talk about owning someone new. She wanted to...”
Lilah slid upward, clearly still swallowing down her Master’s cum. Some ran down her elegant neck and pooled into the heavily jeweled valley of her cleavage. Castle drifted off, gazing admiringly at the lovely creature’s erotic visage. 
She swallowed fully, and then purred, “I started stroking his cock and whispering dirty things in his ear about all the women he could own. He could own the whole town. They could worship him exclusively.” She was stroking Castle’s still-hard, still-streaming-precum cock now. “He could do anything he likes. He’s a God. He is God...”

“And that sort of talk excites me, especially from a mouth like hers.” It must have. Castle was still perfectly hard. Betty had lost count of his orgasms. And god, every layer of cum was so thick... “We compromised down to simply fucking Jasmine so completely that every time she fucks her husband from now on, she’ll only think of me.”

“But...b-but their marriage...”

Marriage was so very important. It was a bond. Women should pay attention to bonds. 
Fuck! That's him talking.
It was so hard to get away from the brainwashed craziness. 

“Their marriage will be all the better for it,” said Castle. “I’m better in every respect than that hulking clown of a husband.” Gregory was drooling, appearing mostly brain dead and sliding off the chair. “He can barely read anymore. All he knows is his job and fucking. I’m better off for him knowing his job, of course. But now, I’ve made his marriage better. Jasmine treating him like she would treat me means he’ll get likely a thousand times more attention when he’s at home.”

Jasmine dropped to her knees the second her Man got home and sucked him beautifully for hours. More attention might drain him completely. 

Betty’s heart raced. For some reason, she found the thought of a man expending himself totally on a woman—a woman who could clearly outpace him—somewhat...exciting. 

Thrilling, really. Like a succubus with unending lust...

Except Castle was like the Devil himself, able to corral and own every succubus in his plane. 

“And normally,” said Castle, “even with special cases like you—and there are ones in every few thousand who we modify—I stay out of it. But what makes yours an exceptional case is that your husband is, unfortunately, sterile.”

The news hit Betty hard, like a sack of lead. 

That was...that was good, right? She didn't want kids. She had always said she didn't.

But...

But...

But she really, truly did, now. The thought of raising children, being a proper mother, that felt so very exciting. Her nipples felt even more erect at the notion, her pussy lips salivating with the mere hint of impregnation.

“I thought you said you had a perfect process?” said Betty.

“My process has been perfected,” said Castle. “But that perfection—to pursue it to its zenith—had to make some sacrifices for certain DNA types. Lane’s own natural infertility is a one-in-a-million case. I can do nothing for it. But you, Betty.” His voice became a low, wanton growl. “You are fertile indeed. And I have a number of wives who can attest to my own virility.”

“Mmmhmm,” Lilah moaned, biting his shoulder. “I've given him so many darling daughters. They'll grow up to be such perfect Wives for whatever Man they choose.”

Her tits, buoyant and enormous, rubbed his bicep. It was like her breasts were giving his arm a titjob. 

“Why not offer that to everyone?” asked Betty. “Why not offer it to Jasmine?”

“Most other women in this town, even with as gorgeous as I’ve made them, are simply not as pretty as you. Jasmine isn’t. Are you as pretty as Betty, little girl?”

Jasmine, still rapturously fingering her pussy, shook her head. She was sweating profusely, her clothes in tatters. “No, Master. Not even close.”
“You see?”
Lilah seemed to be getting off on her status of exclusivity. She showed this by continuing to masterfully stroke her Husband’s cock, her heavy tits leaking down the front of his suit. Castle acted like this was completely normal, his face barely registering the nonstop pleasure he must have been feeling. 

“And...Lane? What happens to him?”

Castle raised an eyebrow. “Do you really care?”

Lilah scoffed. She clearly didn’t. A sterile man was barely human to her—compared to the uber-virile hunkgod she spent all day worshiping.

But, Betty nodded. “He...he is not a bad man. Even if he can’t do what he must.”

Her absorption of the language, the philosophy, was essentially complete. Even with her mind at its complete faculties, she could not deny the overwhelming amount of sense that Castle made. It felt right to be a gorgeous women adhering only to his rule, and no one else's.

“We occasionally have women who need extra breaking in from a young, happy stud. He’ll be able to fuck his way through them to his heart’s content for the rest of his days, and never get a single one pregnant.” He spread his hands. “You'll forget all about him, I promise. I'll fuck away every memory you've ever had of him, good or ill. You'll only ever remember my cock in you.”

Betty shuddered. That much arousal flooding through her body at once had shocked her nervous system.

A large breasted woman wearing a latex french maid’s outfit stumbled into the room. There was milk all over her puffy lips and running down her shoulders. Apparently Castle’s staff were allowed to keep themselves busy. 

“Phone call for you, Sir.”

Castle stood and exited. He called Jasmine and Gregory out with him, and Lane. Their part of this discussion was done. They could not refuse. 

Then Betty was alone in the room with Lilah—the paragon of seduction.

* * * * * 

Other-Betty was in front of Betty now. Their nipples were touching. Their bodies sharing erotic heat, both of them clearly ready to breed. Lips parted, tongues moist, pussies dripping softly in the pink-tinged white space. 

“We have to obey Him,” said Other-Betty.

Betty whimpered. Her knees knocked together. She needed to fuck so badly.

Outside this space, she was still somewhat in control. The parts of her conscious and subconscious still divided and at least partially at war. But outside, in the real world, her real self was slowly submitting from all that hot, uncontrolled attraction to Lilah and Castle, and it was so perfect and hot that Betty felt it even in here. 

In here, with the Other-Betty, who was so fucking pretty.

There was something there. Something on her lips. Something so pretty and shiny.

“L-listen to me. We have to get out of here. For good. It’s...we have to.”

Other-Betty just took a step forward. Her lips right there. So pretty.

“...have to...”

Her lips were so shiny. So pretty. They looked yummy. What would happen if she tasted her?

She licked Other-Betty’s lips.

And that, as they say, was that.

Soon they were on the ground in a tangle of long legs, high heels, super-sized breasts, and warm milk. Betty lost herself in the sweet exultation of submission to the overwhelming pleasures that her body and mind so desperately wanted to fill her with. Why not give in?

She licked Other-Betty's pussy madly, her tongue flicking at hyper-speed, her moans emptying into the sweet juicy folds of her counterpart. Cunterpart? 

And Other-Betty loved Betty in turn. Slip-sliding her tongue along Betty's clit, those puffy shiny lips kissing her most private place with the love and tender care of an immortal lover. 

It was no use, was it? Resisting. 

They were going to do whatever they wanted to her. She may as well be happy about it. She was hot now, hotter than she’d ever been...and she’d have a hot Husband. The hottest ever.

She'd be a Castle Wife.

He would fuck her and use her and fuck her and abuse her and fuck her like the good girl cunt she was. It would be heavenly. 

That was certainly what Other-Betty wanted her to think.

But there was no Other-Betty, not really.

There was only Betty. There had only been Betty.

The lesbian episode, suddenly and abruptly, ended...Betty was on a pile of soft pillows, staring up at a mirror of herself. Her fingers were buried in her cunt. She could see her nipples, leaking milk that covered her entire torso. She was shiny and wet, her slender busty frame an erotic tableau.

“I’m so fucking hot,” she moaned, blowing herself a kiss. “I'm such a fucking hot Wife for Master.”

* * * * * 

Shortly after Castle left, Lilah pulled out a small file from a large, ornate wooden cabinet. They were arranged in a neat pile in front of Betty. She was having trouble with how many lowercase “l”s there were on the paper. They sort of looked like cocks.

“Are these...are these divorce papers?”

“Don’t be ridiculous. Divorce is illegal in Passion Heights. These,” Lilah tapped the paper, “are annulment papers. Sign them.”

Betty let out a low whine. Some latent, repressed part of her wanted to say no, still. And yet...

Yet this was Master Castle’s will. And that meant it was her will.

And he was such a glorious fucking stud, and he had promised to fuck away all memory of Lane ever being her husband.

In truth, the whine was not a plea to stop. It was a low, aching needy sound—Betty was turned on more than anything else in the world by the single, cruel act of dissolving the relationship with the infertile man more than any other thing she could think of. 

Lilah stood up and strutted across the room and adjusted the radio, turning it back on. Betty felt the soft static begin to fill up her mind again. She found herself wanting it...loving it. 

Castle's first Wife returned to where Betty sat, just as sexily as before. Hips swaying. One foot dancing across the other. She was made to be observed in her every motion. Made to be adored. Betty felt severe pangs of want and need—she wanted that station for herself. 

She was good enough for it, she realized. If Castle wanted her there, that meant she was good enough to be there. 

Lilah slid down on the same chair as Betty, their buoyant, firm ass-cheeks meeting. Lilah's hand quickly slid up Betty's cunt, toying idly with the clitoris there. 

“He likes you,” said Lilah. “A lot.”

“He...h-he does?”

Lilah nodded. “He’d even let you live in a room without a radio, if you wanted. Though,” she shrugged. “You tend to miss it after awhile. It makes everything so pleasantly fuzzy. Like wine, without all the calories.”

“I see.”

But what she really saw was the sumptuous, heady line of Lilah’s cleavage. It was so hard to look away, and there was all that jewelry catching her eyes...

“Wouldn’t you like that, dearie? To be my sisterwife? We’d be married to one another, just like we’d be married to him. Wouldn’t that be fun? Doesn’t he deserve us...together?”

Betty did not have time to formulate an answer. With how aroused she felt—Lilah was very good at slipping her thumb across Betty's clit—a proper answer might have taken hours.

Castle had re-entered the room. He was naked now. His body a monument of masculine muscle. Every inch layered and stacked with heavy, dense tissue. He lifted the dinner table easily with one arm—the fifteen foot long, five feet wide table—and set it against the wall. Like it was a bottle of water or a lamp. 

Betty moaned. He was so fucking strong.

“What do you say, Betty?” said Lilah. “Will you join us? Will you help us? We could use someone like you. Someone smart. Someone capable. Master loves a smart girl on his staff. So long as she’s pretty enough.”

His cock was close now. Precum drooled from it, layering thick on the ground. It was enormous, but Betty felt confident her bimbo-perfect body could take it in.

“And I am pretty enough?” Nothing seemed nearly as important as that in that moment. “Really I am?”

Lilah laughed softly. An indulgent, heavenly sound. “Girl, after a few months of Master’s cum training you right, you’ll give me a run for my money.”

Betty knelt down slowly. Her eyes were big and dilated. This much precum, so close to her nose and mouth, had a literally intoxicating effect on her. Her thoughts came in long waves, and all of them were about serving, sucking, and fucking. 

She began to lean forward to take him in, but Lilah grabbed her by the hair, tsking softly.

“No, darling. You ask permission, always. Do that again without asking, and I’ll slap the taste from your mouth. Understand?”

“Yes, Lilah.”

Deference was the name of the game now. Lilah deserved Betty’s deference. She was the First Wife, after all. 

“Go on,” said Castle, smiling at his wife's antics. “Ask me.”

Betty felt like she were riding on the razor's edge of destiny. In her mind, this was not all thought-out, not pre-planned. This was not the climax of an intricate series of events that Castle had orchestrated the second he saw Betty for the first time. She had little idea that Castle would be fucking her no matter what happened.

No, this was a once-in-a-lifetime opportunity. She had to do this all absolutely correctly, or her dream of being a gorgeously fertile wife to a massive billionaire stud would never come true.

“Please,” she whispered softly, her voice made for turning men on. “Please, Master. Please, oh please, let me have your cock? Please, Sir? Let me be your Wife. Your pretty, pretty wife. Let me have your cock however I can, oh please?”

He answered with a small tilting of his head at Lilah. His Wife was well-trained, having done this at least five other times before. She grabbed the back of Betty's head and held it steady while Castle shoved his hips forward and thrust his enormous cock through her open, panting lips. 

There was no gentle administration, no feeling-out period. Castle had designed Betty to his specifications exactly and knew her limits better than she did herself. She took the entirety of his massive cock in one gulp, cutting off her air. Her body immediately fell into its fight-or-flight system, choked and invaded, and only Lilah was able to keep her in place as she twitched and shook.

The jerking fear lasted only for seconds before it was replaced with the sweet, warm, overwhelming sense of bliss as his first loads of precum landed in her stomach. Then it was orgasm—an unending orgasm that lasted until she passed out hours later at the end of their fuck-session. 

Lilah guided Betty's body then, almost ragdoll-like in her state of rapture, up and down her Husband's cock. As Betty's body regained its muscle control, her hands and tits caught up with her mind, showering her Man with all the pleasure he deserved. Hot nimble fingers slid up and down his shaft when her lips were not hilted to his hips, and her enormous breasts rubbed hot against his thighs.

After several minutes of enjoying the feel of his cum periodically shooting down Betty's tummy, Castle gestured again, and Lilah and Betty both instinctively began to make out over the head of his enormity. They moaned, tongues wagging, as their mouths slid up and down the surface of his head and shaft, loving one another almost as much as they loved Him. Their lips, so plush and soft, adored his manhood, his godhood, with absolute service.

Lilah's tits spread milk openly, covering all three of their bodies with the warm lubricating surface. It revitalized them, keeping pussies wet, libidos supernova hot, and Castle's cock hard. Every scent was designed and delivered for more sex. 

But Castle wanted so much more. He wanted his new girl pregnant. That was all just the warm-up.

“Spread her legs,” he told Lilah. 

His First Wife was only too happy to comply. She guided Betty down to her back and ripped her gown off her body, revealing the shiny, tight, busty naked form of the bimbo beauty. Betty's thick hair was like a blanket for Lilah's knees. Lilah knelt above Betty's face, and spread her high-heeled legs out wide, lifting her hips so that Castle could enter easily.

“Fuck, yes!” Betty moaned. “Please. Oh God. Oh, my God! Please, baby! Please, Master! Please, please please be my Husband, please!”

Later on, there would be a ceremony. Everyone in town would be invited. Castle had half-thoughts about making Lane a bartender at the affair, or a driver for their honeymoon car while he drilled Betty in the backseat. 

But this was the real consummation of their marriage, and all the contract Castle truly needed. He shoved his cock hard into Betty just as Lilah slipped her dripping cunt down on the dark-haired beauty's face. 

Lilah pushed forward, meeting her Husband in a loving, tit-crushing embrace as he fucked his newest acquisition. 

“Fuck her, baby,” Lilah moaned. “Fuck her good.”

“Of course, doll,” he said, barely breaking a sweat, even though the temperature in the room was well over ninety degrees from their heat. “Of course.”

Lilah knew he would. It was simply fun to encourage him. 

Castle pounded Betty's pussy harder than anyone else ever could have. Harder than any other pussy had ever been pounded, maybe, with the exception of Lilah. Her walls squeezed down on his cock, every inch and atom begging for more of his shaft inside of her. 

Betty could not do more than moan, groan, and lick with Lilah's pussy on top of her. 

But if she could have spoken, an unending stream of praise and worship would have been flowing from her mouth. 

“Oh fuck!” she would have cried. “Oh fuck, Master! You’re so much bigger than him, oh god! Oh god, my god! Please! Please cum in me! Oh please, baby, Master, God, yes!”

Luckily, Lilah was right there to watch as he utterly fucked Betty's pussy, cheering him on with her milky tits leaking down onto the exact point of their joining.

“You want her pregnant for me, baby?” he asked Lilah. “You want this cunt to give us some new daughters to raise?”

Lilah nodded elegantly, fiercely. 

“Fuck her, Husband. Get her pregnant. Make her yours forever. I want another sisterwife so badly. I want her to be your slave like me. Please, Master? Please? Please, my love?”

Castle had been hard and cumming since the dinner had started, practically; without his special physiology, he never could have survived being the Husband of a woman like Lilah, who could encourage orgasm with a mere glance. But he was special, and he did deserve her and even more, and even though he could not resist his wife's words, his incredible body only meant that when she begged him to get hard again, he would do so immediately. 

He unleashed his load inside Betty at Lilah's insistence, flooding the dark-haired bimbo with his impregnating cum. Lilah, watching her Husband cum, shook with her own orgasm as she always did at seeing his pleasure. 

And Betty was long-lost in rapture, feeling Lilah's blissful pussy vibrations coincide with her new Master's cock emptying inside of her. 

There was not much left in Betty's brain at that moment. Most had been forcibly expelled, and she loved every second of it. But there was one thing left, one piece of certainty that would not ever go away. 

Betty knew, without a doubt, that she was pregnant.

* * * * *

It was a beautiful day outside. Betty felt thrilled to be alive, thrilled to be as gloriously sexy and fertile as she was for her man. 

She walked in the park with her best girlfriends Cora and Jasmine. The two of them had conspired together to wear matching yellow outfits, frilly mini dresses great scooping necklines showing off their incredibly huge breasts. Their tits bounced happily as they strutted after Betty, tall platform sandals clacking friendlily on the path through the lusciously landscaped park. Their hair was long, thick, and perfect. 

Betty, naturally, looked better than either of them. She had to—because of her new Husband. Her tight blue minidress clung tight to her pregnant form, displaying her pregnant belly so masterfully that the happy, watermelon-like bulge looked almost like a third breast. Her actual breasts were decorated with sapphires and black diamonds in a bra that cost close to the price tag on the house of Cora’s Husband. Shiny and sparkly, begging for attention on her hot body, just like a good bimbo wife ought to do. 

Cora and Jasmine walked just a few steps behind her. Close enough to hear everything she said and nod enthusiastically in open, worshipful agreement—but not so close that they might accidentally tread past Betty.

They couldn’t ever allow themselves to infringe upon her status. She wasn’t a Wife of just any man—she was a Wife of the Man, the Master of the whole town. One of seven lucky brides to carry his impeccable, holy seed. 

“I’m so lucky to be pregnant with Master Castle’s girls,” said Betty dreamily. Just thinking of him brought her close to orgasm. 

The quadruplets—all girls—were coming along nicely. Her slender, busty frame looked as though she had swallowed a basketball whole. Aside from her monumental baby bump, her form was as slender and tight as ever. After the pregnancy, she would be back to her old form in less than a week.

Castle had expectations, after all. 

She was barely a month pregnant. The doctors said she was due in just a few days. Her body was entirely reformatted for carrying her Man’s babies. There was no discomfort, no aches and pains, no constant pressure to eat unhealthily or go to the bathroom. 

She was a living, breathing, bimbo breeding machine. Just like she was born to be. There had never been clearer knowledge in her head than that.

Jasmine nodded, ever the confidant. “Oh yes. You really are. Your Husband is such a terrific man.”

“So terrific,” Cora nodded.

Master Castle was the one man they could all agree deserved their love and attention the most. It was only natural—he was the manliest, most perfect stud in the world. Oh sure, Cora and Jasmine had their own Husbands, and they were totally devoted to them. But only so long as their Husbands’ will didn’t contradict Castle’s.

He was supreme.

He was supreme, and he wanted Betty so much he had taken her for a wife of his own. She was so very, very lucky to be born hot enough to deserve such a living god adoring her nightly. Some nights, he wanted to fuck his other wives—or just other women entirely—but Betty had been getting a lot of attention, along with Lilah. Lilah assured her that this was both because she was new—“Master loves novelty, love,”—and because she was just that fucking hot for her Sir.

Sometimes Betty had strange thoughts—distant thoughts—of actually being married to someone else. 

But this was nonsense, of course. No other man was good enough for her. How could they be, when she was the property of Castle? No other man could come close to him. 

The imposing, amazing form of her Husband showed on the green lawn of the park. Even without his size, his handsomeness, she would have known it was him immediately—no one else would dare to step across the carefully manicured grass. But he owned it, of course, as he did everything in the town. 

“I thought you would be at home,” said Castle. His erection looked painfully large in his pants. 
“Oh, darling.” Betty’s voice was a passionate purr. “I’m so sorry. I should have been there for you.”
She had left a note, however—no doubt how he had found her. 

“Here you are, dear.” Cora pulled out a soft rubber mat from her large handbag and handed it to Betty. 

The startlingly gorgeous brunette rolled the mat out in front of a nearby bench. She knelt down and looked entreatingly up at her Husband. “Please, Daddy. Won’t you let me suck you off?”

“Yes, Sir...” Jasmine and Cora spoke in unison. “We can just watch. We don’t mind at all.”

Their heavy breasts rubbed against one another, leaking milk from arousal. Jasmine’s hand floated down to her pussy. Since Betty had become Castle’s wife, their arousal levels had shot through the roof from being around her—and therefore Him—so often. Their first five or six orgasms every night with their Husbands were thinking of Castle’s scent, his cock, his touch, his muscles. 

Sometimes he let them clean up after Betty. Both of them salivated at the notion that, once Betty was done sucking off her God-like Husband, they might be able to suckle down any remaining precum left on the grass or bench. Or maybe, maybe, if they were supremely lucky, even his cock itself. 

They were all out there in the open. No one minded. Several women walked by and congratulated Betty on her form, simpering and curtsying when Castle noticed them. 

Across the street was the Happy Hair Salon. Castle watched as a pair of women walked out. They were dazed, cum sliding from puffy lips, milk dripping down their dresses. Desperately they clung to the arm of a tall man in a suit. That was one of Castle’s lawyers. He’d just given the man a promotion—which meant, in his world, the allowance for another couple of wives from out of town. His two new wives would be pregnant within the week, if they weren't already.

Castle shifted, feeling his balls tighten. Betty was doing something delightful with her tongue. 

“Good girl,” he said, sighing. “That’s my good girl.”

# # #

* * * * *
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* * * * *
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What other thoroughly hot stories about studly hunks dominating sexy, submissive babes has Nadia Nightside written? Wonderfully enough, there are lots and lots! Here's a few:
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Owned: The Secretary

Haughty, vain Maria is turned on by nothing but power. She uses men like toys, but never lets them touch her heavenly body. Then she meets Robert—a shy, essentially normal fellow who can change the thoughts and bodies of others with a touch. He wants to hide his power, but Maria wants to worship him for it...with everything she has. 

––––––––

Owned: The Boss

The vain Maria's need to see her King, Robert, actually take his throne continues when she sets his sights on their boss Joslyn. Maria wants Joslyn to be Robert's fertile fucktoy, but Robert tries nobly to resist her urges. It's a battle of wills with only one possible outcome...outrageously hot sex.

––––––––

The Quarterback Forced Me

Hipster beauty Joseline is cornered and trapped by billionaire alpha quarterback stud, Pace. He's brutal, he's ruthless, and he takes what he wants from her no matter what she says. 

––––––––

The Rock Star Forced Me

Hot-bodied college reporter nerd Kayla gets in too deep when she chews out golden rock star god Carson Poole. He'll forgive her, and save her college career, but only if she serves him in EVERY erotic way—and Carson doesn't give a damn what her wimpy boyfriend thinks about that. 
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Get GREAT deals and save money on stories with these bundles:
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BARE Delights; BACK for more; STORIES for the Lusty

No action is more sensual or heated than a man unloading into the unprotected womb of a fertile babe with his bare cock. Each and every one of these NINE stories features that very act—in threesomes, in group sex, in gang bangs, in taboo situations, and in SO much more. 

Boobalicious Bimbo Bundle

9 startlingly sexy stories of tantalizingly terrific tit-heavy perfect “tens” doing whatever they can to please the magnificent alpha male studs in their lives with their mindblowing bodies and completely transformed, bimboized selves! 

Gang Lust Virgins

There's too many alpha male studs needing to breed...and not enough hot women for them all to have one for themselves. The solution? They start to share, all at once, whether the women ask them to or not. It's gang loving like you've never seen before, done only the way Nadia Nightside can. 

Lust Fever: The Bundle

An epidemic of lust breaks out across the nation when Lust Fever strikes. Men are turned into primal, virile alpha studs without a care except for hardcore breeding, and women are eagerly transformed into their willing, fertile pets. It's Lust Fever...and there's no cure.

Owned By Studs: The Bundle

Four tales of hot women giving up their lives and wills over to the care of their new supreme power—magnificent masculine muscular male member. They'll do anything at all for their new owners, and don't care if unprotected sex is the norm.

Revenge By Trance Bundle

The entire sexy saga is contained in one convenient volume! Warren, a down-on-his-luck stage hypnotist, finds a magic watch that lets him hypnotize any gorgeous, fertile woman he wants for real. Soon, he's reminded the snobby women in his life of their proper place—on their knees before him in slavish worship.

Stories of Giggles And Lust

Hot bimbo transformations abound in this bodaciously busty bimbo babe bundle! Three stories of gloriously sexy women enjoying their bodies to the fullest with the alpha studs and lucky fellows who can keep up with their fevered, lusty pace.

The Knocked Up Lust Bundle

This HUGE-SIZED bundle features six stories of fertile beauties and virile studs banging hardcore and consummating their lust in the most unprotected way they can!

The Unprotected Trance Series

Lifelong virgin Victor finds out the taste and touch of his manly seed puts women into deep, hypnotic trances—and he takes full advantage, conquering every last babe he comes across!

––––––––

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! It's free, it's instant, and you get hot, free stuff!

––––––––

Hope to hear from you soon!


  	
	    
	      Did you love Heir Salon: The Series? Then you should read The Rock Star Forced Me by Nadia Nightside!
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Kayla is a hot-bodied college babe who has to interview wildly rich rock star Carson Poole, who is as arrogant as he is gorgeous. When she loses her cool over one of Poole’s sexist remarks, he reveals that can end her college career in a heartbeat, and leave her career hamstrung before it’s even started.
But Poole is, in his words, “a generous man.” He’s willing to forget Kayla’s blow up if she’s willing to do a different kind of “blowing.” Kayla has a boyfriend, but he’s always been a weak-willed wimp—nothing like the marble-bodied rock god propositioning her now. With her life in jeopardy, Kayla has no choice, and she’s forced to submit to every erotic, nasty desire the rock star has.
But her antagonistic heat toward Poole is based in a different kind of heat altogether—she’s really turned on by what a masculine, misogynistic pig he is. And when Poole starts to let her taste what his mammoth member can offer, she can’t help but wonder what it would be like to have her fertile body filled with his virile product, pumping her tight entrance full of his heir-making seed…no matter what her loser wimp boyfriend at home might have to say about it.

	    

    
	    
	      
	      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.
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