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   Book 1: Caught By the Mad Milker

    

   Kent City used to be just another city, nothing special about it, good or bad. Then the Shift happened, and everything changed… Regular men and women started manifesting powers, sometimes in unpredictable and dangerous ways. As luck would have it, Kent City got much of the worst of it.

   The first few weeks were utter chaos, with existing power structures crumbling and super powered individuals on both sides of the fence slugging it out for supremacy. The conflict ended surprisingly quickly, as a hero calling themselves “The Arbiter” rose to power. No one knows anymore how they managed it, but within a day or two the cities were more or less rebuilt, and structure was once more in place.

   Not so in Kent City though… It seemed that every perverted, dirty-minded villain and hero decided to make the place their home. Even the general populace was made up of incredibly perverted people, which quickly earned it the nickname of Kink City. Filled with pleasantly lust-fueled chaos, it was one of the few places where there was any sort of action anymore. 

   As such, it was the perfect place to settle down for Katie Callinger, AKA Miss Rebound. Always more than a little curious and often times completely deviant, things had only gotten more extreme after her power manifested. 

   Katie was nearly invulnerable. Oh, she could get knocked out, and other gifted people could affect her with their own powers, at least for a little while. Over time though, she simply shrugged it off, leaving only things that either she or her body felt were beneficial. 

   Unfortunately for her attempts at a secret identity, sometimes her body really wanted things her rational mind didn’t necessarily want to deal with. It’s why, after a few years of battling various mind and body warping villains, she had picked up a few changes…

   The first had been her uniform. Miss Rebound had originally started out wearing an armored black suit, complete with mask. After a tangle or two with a psycho called the Pink Pest, she found herself leaping from rooftop to rooftop in a pair of bright pink hot-pants, and matching lycra top, a fate that she shared with many a hero anymore.

   She couldn’t even manage to wear a mask anymore after she narrowly beat the Sinister Slut… night after night she’d layer on thick, whorish make-up instead, all the while stroking a pussy that never seemed sated, no matter what she did or who she fucked.

   The last part was actually wholly herself. After her powers ramped up, Katie found herself wanting sex more and more, and it wasn’t long before she had a long string of disappointing boyfriends and girlfriends in her wake. They just couldn’t keep up, and they certainly couldn’t cover her very… diverse interests. 

   So it was that she moved to Kink City, a place known for being nothing but seedy sides. True, she enjoyed doing a little good every now and then… a prevented robbery here, a rescued and very grateful young girl there. Deep down though, it wasn’t the wins that got her unstoppable little engine revving. Nothing matched the thrill of a good, struggling loss.

   ***

   It was a cool evening in Kink City… Peaceful, quiet and boring. Miss Rebound scanned the streets from her rooftop vantage point, searching for any sign of excitement. All the while she had one hand slipped down between her legs, pressing the elastic material of her costume in between her swollen lips.

   She often told her other hero friends that she lamented the changes that forced her to wear a slutty costume like she did, but secretly she was more than happy for the excuse. She could walk around just barely covered in her skin tight shorts and none of the do-gooders on the job ever threw her the slightest bit of shame for it. 

   Right now it had the distinct advantage of letting her play with herself without the risk of being caught with her pants down, so to speak. Not that she would’ve minded much, but tonight she had a specific target in mind, and she wasn’t about to let her go. 

   Leaning back against the brick wall behind her, Miss Rebound continued to toy with her clit, this time tugging aside the lycra shorts and exposing her dripping slit to the night air. From a building across the way, she could already feel a pair of eyes on her, and it only got her going harder.

   She’d used this spot for look outs time and again, and she had figured out the perfect spot where she’d be plainly visible to the apartment next door, but still have enough plausible deniability if she were ever caught by some of her more inhibited colleagues. As such, about three nights out of the week she got a chance to give some random strangers a show, and likely get herself off before any real action happened.

   Tonight was no different, and before long she was panting and moaning against the cold stone as another fun but unfulfilling orgasm rocked through her. As her juices dripped to the surface beneath her she could see several camera flashes coming from the nearby building, which gave her at least a little more thrill.

   As she slowly cleaned herself up, she heard something that made her pause. Leaning out over the side of the building, she strained to pick up the sound again, hoping against hope that she hadn’t misheard. Then, right as she was about to give up and go back to another quick round with herself, the sound echoed past one more time.

   “Moooooo.”

   A wide grin split Miss Rebound’s face as she stepped back a second before running and jumping right off the building in the direction of the noise. She landed on the street with a thud, her super-durable body absorbing the impact with little more than a pleasurable jiggle. Immediately she took off at a sprint down the alley.

   There, not far from her perch, was a woman crouching down on the sidewalk. Doubled over, it was hard to make out her features, and Miss Rebound approached cautiously. Then, before she could get too close, the woman tipped back her head, opened her mouth and let out a long “Moooooo!”

   Miss Rebound’s pussy was throbbing with need as she watched the woman fall to her hands and knees, and she saw that her suspicions were correct: this was another “victim” of the Mad Milker.

   The moment the woman’s hands were away from her chest, it was plain to see that her tits had been… enhanced. They hung down under her, heavy and full, the nipples thick and long. Little trickles of sweet, pure milk dribbled out of them, forming a small puddle under the mooing girl. The scent of need hit Miss Rebound’s senses like a jackhammer, and she could see the puddle was not entirely one of milk. 

   “Finally,” she whispered to herself, before taking off down the street in search of the villain. She didn’t worry about the girl she’d left behind, for a couple of reasons. First, she’d heard from more than one source that the Mad Milker’s power couldn’t be used on someone who didn’t want it first, at least somewhat. 

   Second, there was a pretty effective task force in charge of the retrieval and recovery of effected individuals should they ever change their mind. From what Miss Rebound had heard though, this girl was likely more than content to be down on her hands and knees, as long as she found someone who could help milk her. Knowing Kink City, that’d only take a minute or two.

   As she ran, Miss Rebound could hear the sound of footsteps running frantically ahead of her, though the villain was always just out of sight. Pushing herself, she had finally closed the gap to the point where she could see the barest glimpse of the Mad Milker as they ducked into another dark alleyway. 

   Only thinking of the chase, Miss Rebound turned the corner, reveling in the knowledge that her quarry had just run down a dead end. As soon as she turned the corner though, she was immediately bathed in a bright white light. Part of her wanted to put up more of a fight, but between the pleasant tingling that the power washing over her was bringing on, and her own deeply submissive streak, she was more than happy to simply soak it in a while.

   “I had heard that Miss Rebound the Reject was searching for me, but I must say… I hadn’t expected you to be so diligent, or so stupid. Perhaps you’re already a few steps closer to being one of my dumb little cows than some of my other pets…”

   Miss Rebound could barely see the Mad Milker through the curtain of light, but she could make out enough to know that the descriptions had been true… The woman was insanely hot. Curvy but slender, she stood with an assertive poise. Even if Miss Rebound weren’t currently doubling down on her want to serve she’d still find it difficult to tell the woman no. She just held a kind of quiet power.

   “I don’t know why you heroes even try to stop me… I’m providing a public service. I find those poor repressed individuals, and I give them the honesty, contentment and immense sexual satisfaction that comes from being a wet, milk-dripping little cowslut… Just like you’re about to be.”

   Miss Rebound struggled to take a step forward, but her treacherous body just stood in place. She could feel her juices dripping down her leg, plainly in view of the arrogant woman. Still, despite the heady tingling and throbbing going on in her most sensitive places, she didn’t seem to be changing in the way the other girls had. In fact, after a few moments the light seemed to dim, before fading completely.

   “What… what are you d-doing to me?” Miss Rebound said through clenched teeth. She wanted to make sure that she looked like she was properly resisting, just in case someone happened by. 

   The Mad Milker laughed. “Oh, my dear… I’m giving you a marvelous gift, but your body doesn’t seem to want to play along. Still, I’ve given it a glimpse of truth, and it’ll come around… just like the rest of you. Come see me when you’re ready to join the herd.”

   With one final chuckle, the villain sidestepped the paralyzed hero and walked away, not even bothering to run. After a few moments, Miss Rebound found the will to move again, though the thought of doing anything besides going home and having a little fun with herself sounded far beyond her right then. 

   Her mind felt slow and sluggish, and her needy little slit felt even hotter than ever. On top of that, she could feel her sensitive nipples rubbing against the lycra top, and it felt even more compelling than the throbbing of her clit. On the long walk back, she wondered to herself just how much the villain had been able to alter… all the while having a big, naughty grin on her face.

   ***

   Katie came to with her hands already groping at her tits. It wasn’t surprising for her to wake up already touching herself, and on the mornings where she hadn’t, she usually rectified that pretty quick. What was different was that, instead of having a pair or more fingers sliding in and out of her tight little slit, she was more than content to squeeze and fondle her jiggling mounds.

   They seemed heavier to her, and almost more important somehow… as though they were the only things she should be thinking about. Her thoughts were fuzzy as she struggled to remember the night before, but her efforts were wiped out entirely as her eager hands found her stiff, swollen nipples. She simply couldn’t think with the extremely powerful sensations that radiated out from them as she stroked and tugged at them.

   “Holy hell, Katie, think you could give a girl a little warning?”

   Out of reflex, Katie brought her hands up into a defensive gesture, her eyes fluttering open. No longer toying with her slutty little nubs, it became a little easier to think, and the rush of adrenaline was more than enough to wake her up completely. 

   She noticed two things immediately… The first was that she had accidentally fallen asleep on the couch in the living room of the apartment last night, and the second was that she was completely and utterly nude. Standing above her, showing far more amusement than annoyance, was her room-mate Kitty.

   Kitty, originally Andrea Rogers, was one of the first people to move to Kink City after the Shift, and it was plain to see why. Covering her arms and legs was a layer of soft black fur, which culminated in big fluffy paws. A pair of tall, fuzzy ears twitched above an otherwise normal face, and right above her pert, firm ass was a long tail that never seemed to stop moving completely. 

   With her alterations, it had become impossible to lead a normal life out in the world, despite support groups and the like for people like her, and it became all the worse when she found that she now regularly went into heat. Thankfully, Kink City was more than happy to have her, and while she didn’t go in for the theatrics of the various heroes and villains, she loved that she could take a walk outside without getting any weird looks.

   Plenty of appreciative looks though, and it was something she used to her advantage. With her paws making her unable to use most machines easily, she had limited career options without diving into crime or vigilantism, but she was more than capable of having her picture taken.

   Using the last of the savings from her former life she commissioned a specialized keyboard and camera. A few galleries and a couple of short videos, and Kitty was raking in the dough from people happy to pay to see the world’s only living catgirl strut around naked. Kitty didn’t mind people watching in the least… Being nude and natural was instinct to her anymore, and if she could pay her rent and buy a few catnip plants on the side, well, all the better. 

   Despite her disregard for clothing, Kitty always kept it tasteful and she never so much as spread her legs on camera. She didn’t need to anyway, as the money came rolling in regardless. She had been well established by the time Katie came to town, and the girl had even admitted to being one of her fans. All it took were a couple of sessions of heavy petting before both girls realized the benefits their friendship could have, and they moved in together immediately.

   Which is not to say there weren’t awkward moments between the two of them. Kitty had to deal with Katie coming home with some kind of new transformation or mental change, often going to get help from some of the recovery crew when it seemed her friend was far too happy being too far gone.

   On the other hand, Katie had to deal with giant scratch marks on literally everything they owned, random drinks being batted off of tables for no good reason, and a lifetime ban on laser pointers in the house.

   Still, it worked out well for the most part. Katie had to admit that besides having someone to look out for her and randomly snuggle with, there was something magical about having a fuckbuddy who purred as they went down on you. Now though, she kind of wished the girl would just go off somewhere so she could get back to tugging on her thick, tingling teats…

   “Hello! Earth to Katie!”

   Blinking a few times, Katie straightened up on the couch.

   “Um, hey Kitty… Sorry about this, I was kind of tired after last night’s patrol and I guess I just sort of passed out on the couch here.”

   Kitty giggled, her tail swishing behind her excitedly. “It’s cool, Kat… So tell me, how’d it go with the Mad Milker last night? You finally take her down? Did you guys fuck? All I can smell on you is sex and a LOT of milk.”

   Katie struggled to kick her mind back into gear as Kitty got on the couch next to her. She could feel the girl’s soft fur against her body, and it was making the task even harder than it already was.

   “Milk? I, uh… I don’t remember even catching her, I think she maybe got away or something? It’s… It’s really hard to think about... anything…”

   Katie trailed off as Kitty began kissing her way down her neck. “I’m sorry, Katie, there’s just something… something about the milk on you… I need it.”

   Katie’s mind went completely blank when her friend’s warm, wet mouth closed over one of her thick, stiff nipples. As the catgirl began to suckle, Katie began to gasp and writhe, before letting out a long, deep moan.

   “Ohhhh… Mmmmmmm….. oooooooohhhh…”

   The sounds came out of her unbidden, getting stronger with every breath. Kitty continued to suck noisily, and to Katie it felt as though her entire body were one intense erogenous zone. Climax began to build inside of her as she shook on the couch, only she wasn’t feeling it in her pussy. It felt as though her orgasm was building up inside her tits, pulsing and filling with raw bestial need.

   “Mmmmm…oooooooooo!!! Moooooooooo!!! Mmmmooooooooo!!” Katie cried out as the first streams of milk began spraying out of her breast and into Kitty’s waiting mouth. 

   The catgirl lapped and licked, drinking down the milk greedily as it spilled sweetly across her tongue. With every drop, she felt her body throbbing with pleasure that almost matched Katie’s, and as she began guzzling down the liquid, she felt her human side being pleasantly smothered by her simple animal mind.

   Legs spread wide and shameless, Katie’s slit squirted as perpetual climax burned through her. Now that her tits were being steadily drained, the rest of her body demanded attention. As Kitty switched over to her other nipple, Katie began clumsily rubbing at her clit, still mindlessly filling the living room with long, lustful moos.

   Kitty couldn’t, and didn’t want to stop sucking down spray after spray of the sweet cream, even when she realized that doing so was making it harder and harder to think clearly. It had always been difficult maintaining a good balance between her animal needs and her human rationality, but as she filled her belly full of Katie’s milk, she wanted nothing more than to be all pussy.

   Purring hard, she began pawing at Katie’s tits, groping them softly with her big furry paws. As she did so, her ass raised up almost on its own, her tail lifting up and exposing her own sopping wet sex. She wanted nothing more than for something big and strong to come and take her then, and fuck her dumb animal cunt until she couldn’t think anymore. 

   While the milk was compelling, the growing emptiness between her legs was rapidly becoming more so. Reluctantly she detached from Katie’s fat, rubbery nipple and slowly backed off the couch, licking milk from around her mouth. Ass still presenting, she crawled on all fours over to the fire escape, quickly scrambling out and down into the warm morning air, leaving a little trail of her juices behind her.

   ***

   Even with her fat tits emptied of milk, it took several hours before Katie had the presence of mind to do anything other than moan and fuck herself. Still, her powers slowly began to activate and before long she was nearly back to her old self, at least mentally. Her physical state was another thing altogether.

   Drained though they were, her tits were still much bigger than they had been. They hung off of her small frame, jiggling with every breath she took, and tingling enticingly all the while. Capping them off, her nipples stood out thick and long, each one almost the width and length of her thumb. They pulled in her attention constantly, and even though she was recovering, it was nearly impossible to keep from squeezing and pulling them.

   The rest of her body seemed relatively unchanged, though she could swear there was a little more wobble in her ass than she had before. Additionally, there was this strange throbbing spot right at the base of her spine that she really didn’t want to think about right then. Especially when she could think about her hot, milky udders…

   Shaking her head, she realized she’d been staring down and literally drooling over her own tits. Tearing her eyes away, she jiggled into her room and hunted down her spare costume. She needed help, and Miss Rebound knew just where to get it. 

   Problems arose as she tried to don her skin tight clothing, however. She’d managed to pull on her shorts over her enlarged ass, but the simple sensation of the lycra sliding against her teats was enough to force out a ragged, breathy moo. Knowing the only other option was to simply go topless, Katie took a deep breath, focused, and very quickly tugged the shirt down over her udders.

   “Mmmmooooooooo!” she cried as she fell to her hands and knees. 

   The sound of her mooing was matched by the creak of stretching material, as her tits immediately began filling up again. She tried to reach up and pull off her shirt, her lust filled brain wanting nothing more than to milk her jiggling cowtits again and again. Thankfully, even the simple act of removing her top was too much for her then, and for a moment she just stood there on all fours, her body overcome with need. 

   Unable to relieve the pulsing pressure in her udders, Katie shuffled about in simple-minded frustration. One of her movements caused her to kick into her round, ribbed bed post, and her eyes lit up with sudden inspiration. She might not be able to play with her massive, wobbling tits, but she could certainly give her throbbing sex some attention.

   She backed into the pole, her tight, thin shorts still barely containing her round, fuckable ass. The cloth didn’t matter though, as she began to grind the rounded ridges of the bed post in between the puffy lips of her pussy. Hands clenched on the carpet under her, jiggling udders spilling droplets of sweet milk into her elastic top, Katie let out another long moo. 

   Drool dripping from her slack mouth, she mindlessly fucked herself for what seemed like hours. By the time she was done, the room smelled like the world’s most successful whorehouse. The bedpost glistened with her juices, and her shorts were dripping with them. 

   She struggled to her feet, but found it hard to keep on two legs. Her tits had grown more so, and they ached for release. Even simply looking around caused them to slosh distractingly, and a little trickle of milk was almost constantly winding down her belly. Sighing, Katie jiggled over to the mirror to see what other changes had come about. 

   Her eyes had gone from a bright blue to a dull, dim brown. Cow’s eyes, she muttered to herself. It was hard to focus on them though, as her gaze kept being pulled down to the bright pink bundle beneath her. Her teats were plainly visible where they were pressed against the stretchy material, and a pair of big wet spots accompanied them. 

   “Ohhh…. Oooooooohhhh…” she muttered as she stared at them, the urge to milk herself nearly overpowering her resistances once more. Then she saw something that shook her out of it.

   Slowly swaying side to side behind the luscious curve of her ass, was a furry cow’s tail. Each movement of it teased the sensitive cheeks of her ass, but as she became more aroused, it lifted up out of the way to provide access to some unseen lover.

   Astonishment and surprise galvanizing her will, Katie made her way carefully out of the apartment to find help. Before she reached the door she paused, looking around the apartment. She couldn’t remember seeing Kitty all day, and for a moment she wondered if the spunky girl had caught her in the throes of her new needs.

   ***

   For her part, Kitty was out sating needs of her own. Braced against the dirty alley wall, she cried out wordlessly as she was taken from behind. The man had her soft, sensitive tail in his rough hand and was pulling it up and out of the way while he fucked her; not that he needed to. Kitty couldn’t seem to keep the thing down, any more than she could keep from presenting her needy slit to anything with a cock… and it felt so good.

   She’d lost count of the number of people she’d mated with so far, but none of them seemed to fully quench the heat inside her. From alleyway to alleyway she skulked, always down on her paws and always making sure her backside was raised and ready. In between lovers she’d crouch in the shade of the massive buildings, cleaning herself with her agile tongue and making sure she was ready for the next.

   It was only when the shadows began to shift and the afternoon began to set in that she began to wonder where her owner was. Still horny but sated for now, she began to make her way back to home.

   The streetlights had began to light up by the time Miss Rebound made it to her destination. She was proud in that, no matter how many times people had catcalled at her, or stared directly at her full, jiggling udders, she hadn’t stopped once. Now, knocking on her friend’s door, she felt her arousal slowly creeping up on her.

   Thankfully, it wasn’t long before someone answered, and Miss Rebound nearly cried out in joy as she saw the smiling face of Dr. Dolly. Instead she leapt to the young woman and took her in a tight hug, and she nearly came from the feeling of another woman against her massive bust. With a sigh, Dr. Dolly led the now mooing girl inside.

   For some people, the Shift had been a miracle, granting them amazing abilities and changing their life for the better. For Dahlia Donaldson, it had been less pleasant. A struggling med student at the time, she had been failing at juggling her studies with her overactive sex drive.

   Like most evenings for her, when the Shift happened, Dahlia had been in her computer chair, watching porn and masturbating in a frenzy. As another of countless orgasms began to build, she felt something strange. It felt as though her pussy were changing somehow, and while she couldn’t bring herself to stop, she couldn’t shake the feeling that she felt… fake.

   Again and again she came that night, as her skin took on a plastic, rubbery feel. The next day, when she wandered into the bathroom and looked at herself in the mirror she nearly fainted. Her lips were bright red and thick, forming a perfect ‘o’ shape whenever she wasn’t thinking about it. Her mouth was wet with lube, and as she touched around the outside she felt her body shake with impossible lust. 

   Further inspection led to the discovery that not only had her pussy been altered in much the same way, even her asshole had become little more than a synthetic fuckhole. Far from lamenting the changes, she had spent the rest of the day exploring the limits of her new body and enjoying every minute of it.

   Still, once she came down from her lust fueled high, she realized she’d never be able to be a normal doctor in her state. It was with a heavy heart that she made her way to Kink City to set up shop. It didn’t take long for her to make a good living though, partially due to the lack of trustworthy, ethical doctors nearby. The fact that she was always more than eager to make sure her patients were satisfied with her service had also led to quite a few happy referrals.

   While she always provided general services, Dahlia – known colloquially as Dr. Dolly, specialized in the study of the abilities and changes brought on by the Shift. On more than one occasion she’d even managed to create what amounted to an antidote to the changes, giving a person an out if their powers were too much to handle. As such, she was always the first stop for Miss Rebound when some new change got a little out of hand.

   She led Miss Rebound in like usual, chuckling to herself as she saw the trail of milk leaking out beneath her.

   “So you finally did it… you finally caught up with the Mad Milker. Tell me, is being a top-heavy cow worth it?”

   Miss Rebound just looked up at her and gave a plaintive moo, gesturing clumsily to her overfull udders.

   “Yeah, yeah, I get it. You still owe me from last time, remember? What was the guy’s name again, the Roper, or Binder… something stupid like that. Had you obsessed with tying yourself up for like a week, to the point where Kitty had to feed you, and now this,” Dr. Dolly mumbled as she gently tugged Miss Rebound’s tight top up over her massive breasts.

   The girl shuddered as the shirt was worked free, and her udders were spraying milk everywhere. Dr. Dolly cursed as she was hit by the mess, and some of it splashed into her mouth. Immediately she felt strange, and despite Miss Rebound’s mooing pleas, she paused. Her thoughts felt strangely stilted, drifting around in her head and unable to find purchase. 

   “Hold on a second, kiddo… I feel…. I… I really wanna play with you!”

   She covered her mouth in shock, and even that simple touch sent a bolt of lust right through her.

   “Dolly wants to fuck! Please play with Dolly!” she called out in a high-pitched, cutesy voice.

   Miss Rebound had fallen to her hands and knees on the floor, her massive, milk-filled tits slapping the cool, wet linoleum. She was too far buried under her need to drain her udders and fill her messy, dripping pussy, that she either didn’t notice or care about the effect her milk had had on her friend.

   Dr. Dolly, meanwhile, had bolted into the back room of her little apartment/office. She tore papers and books off of her shelf as she searched for something fervently, all the while struggling to keep from falling to her knees. It was becoming harder to stand by the second, as her body wanted nothing more than for her to spread her legs and be ready for use by her playmate. 

   Even cursing didn’t work right. Her mouth had worked itself into a permanent ‘o’ shape, and she found she couldn’t manage to close it no matter what she did. Her lips had puffed up almost comically thick, and they tingled as she imagined what it’d feel like to have a big fat cock sliding between them.

   She was feeling urges she hadn’t felt since the day of the Shift, and part of her was more than happy to indulge in that sensation of falling deeper into her sweet, fuckable sextoy persona. Still, she despite what she wanted, she knew she had a responsibility to the people of Kink City, and she wasn’t going to abandon them for a fantasy just yet.

   The thought certainly gave her a newfound perspective on Miss Rebound’s hapless ways, that much was clear. The girl was crawling around on the floor like a mindless animal, but Dolly could tell this was something she was more than simply enjoying. It was a pity she’d have to end it so soon.

   Dolly found what she was looking not a moment too soon. The sensations coming from her altered body were rapidly becoming to pleasurable to turn back on, and it took all the willpower she had not to simply fuck herself with the device she’d just uncovered.

   Made to be used even, and often especially, in emergencies, the Nullifier had been the result of months of dedicated research into the way their abilities worked. It never came even close to being able to cancel out powers completely, but it could muffle them at least somewhat.

   After just a few seconds under the Nullifier’s beam, Dolly was feeling much more… lucid. She still very much wanted to find a playmate, and soon, and her lips were practically throbbing as they waited to be used. Still, she thought she had figured out what was going on, and how to fix it.

   By the time Dolly had managed to collect herself both mentally and physically, Miss Rebound had made a mess of the main room. Puddles of milk coated the floor, and the scent of sex filled the air. The girl herself was rubbing her backside vigorously up and down against the corner of the couch, trying desperately to match the level of enjoyment she had gotten out of her bedpost.

   Dolly giggled a moment, approaching the girl carefully. She didn’t think simply touching the milk would have the same effect as drinking it had, but she didn’t want to take any chances. 

   “Come here, girl… It’s milking time.”

   Miss Rebound looked up with her big brown eyes, her face flush with heat and excitement. Still on her hands and knees, she jiggled over to Dr. Dolly, mooing all the while. Her tail swished behind her round ass, which was still tightly packed in her very stretched out and wet lycra shorts.

   As they made their way into the back room, Dolly slipped on a puddle of milk and fell to the floor. For a moment she froze in panic, expecting her body and mind to begin shifting as it had before. After a few moments had passed she realized that her hypothesis was complete: the milk had to be ingested for it to bring about its odd… side effect.

   “Well, that answers that at lea-!” 

   She was interrupted by the feeling of a warm, wet tongue lapping against the pink lips of her pussy. Being played with was something Dolly simply couldn’t resist even on the best days, and all thoughts of anything other than being a good little toy went dripping right down her leg. Mouth open and ready for possible cock, Dolly stayed on all fours in her pose, confident that her owner would move her around if need be.

   Lap, after long, laborious lap Miss Rebound tongued Dolly’s slit. In Miss Rebound’s sluggish mind, she was hoping that the strange girl in front of her would finally milk her if she could get her off. As such, the top heavy girl was happily licking away at Dolly as diligently as she could manage while dealing with her fat, full udders.

   “I’m your perfect playtoy! Dolly loves to play!” she cried out as Miss Rebound’s tongue slid deeper inside of her. 

   It didn’t take long before climax began to build in the doctor, and she began pushing back against the altered hero.

   “You’re the bestest owner in the whole world! You make Dolly feel soooo good! Let’s play again!” came her happy, sing-song voice. 

   With one final playful giggle, she fell to the floor in front of Miss Rebound. Slowly she felt her rational mind return, now that she wasn’t being toyed with. Struggling to her feet, she looked down at her milk soaked clothes with chagrin.

   “You can dress up Dolly however you-“ she started to say, before stopping herself. 

   It wasn’t uncommon for her to lapse into what she called her dollyspeak from time to time, especially when she got horny. For it to last well after the final shudders of a pretty insane orgasm was a little worrisome. It wasn’t the end of the world, but it’d certainly be a lot harder to treat her patients if the only things she could say were different cutesy variations of “Fuck me, I’m your toy.”

   Still, after a few moments she was able force out a few choice curse words, and before long she was leading the mooing girl into the back room once more. The girl’s tits looked almost painfully full by the time they reached their destination, and Dolly wasted no more time in setting down a small stool in front of Miss Rebound. 

   The girl’s body showed little sign of shrugging off the Mad Milker’s ability, but Dolly had been around long enough to know why. From the way Miss Rebound’s pussy dribbled down her legs, it was plain to see that she was enjoying her transformation too much for anything other than the most token resistance. Dolly knew the feeling intimately now.

   Miss Rebound’s tits were too big to simply milk her on all fours, but after a few nudges she managed to get the girl to stand up and lean over one of the tables in the room. Dolly then slid a nearby rubber container underneath her, hoping it would be big enough to hold all the milk. Then, reaching out and taking a long, thick teat in each hand, she milked Miss Rebound.

   The reaction was strong and immediate, and it quickly became clear that the altered hero had cum the moment the first spray of milk shot from her rubbery nipples. Dolly didn’t stop for a second, squeezing and tugging rhythmically as the young girl shuddered and mooed loudly.

   The container filled quickly, and for a moment Dolly looked at the massive round girth of Miss Rebound’s tits and thought there was no way it was all going to fit. Still, soon the torrent turned to a trickle, and even that dwindled to nothing. Even drained, Miss Rebound’s breasts were huge and heavy, and behind her jiggling ass, her tail still swung of its own accord. 

   Carefully setting aside the sloshing container of milk, Dolly picked up the nullifier and aimed it at Miss Rebound, hoping against hope that the beam was strong enough to help pull the girl back from the precipice. 

   ***

   Miss Rebound woke up slowly, her memories of the past few hours hazy at best. Trying to sit up, she nearly fell out of bed as the weight of her tits threatened to unbalance her. Barely able to see past the fat globes, she could still see her tail peeking out from between her legs. She panicked then, thinking she had been captured by the Mad Milker. Before she could get too far on her plan to escape, Dolly came walking up to her, holding a glass full of pink liquid.

   “Finally you’re awake! So we’ll start easy… tell me your name.”

   “I’mmmooooo!” Miss Rebound’s eyes widened, and she tried again. “Mmmmy nammmme is Katie… People call mmmmme Miss Rebound. Dolly, what’s going on?”

   Dr. Dolly laughed at the concerned girl, who looked at her with annoyance. “Well, hon… You came to my place earlier today, and believe me, you were a wreck. I’ve managed to get you back from the worst of it, but for a bit there I thought you were destined for the pasture. You know, you’ve got to be more careful about your fetishes.”

   Miss Rebound blushed and hung her head. This hadn’t been the first time, and she’d be lying if she said it was gonna be her last. Still, she didn’t like it when she dragged her friends into it, even if they were used to her reckless pursuit of carnal fulfillment. 

   “Sorry, doc… So what happened? You look a little different yourself… You ok?”

   Dolly did look off somehow. Her breasts seemed larger and more perfectly round, to the point of looking almost blatantly artificial. Even the doctor’s face had changed some, with big round blush marks, and whorish make up that seemed to almost mimic Miss Rebound’s.

   “I’m fine, really. I’ve got to do a little recovery myself after the night we’ve had… It’s actually what I wanted to talk with you about, and it might even be the key to taking down the Mad Milker once and for all.”

   Miss Rebound tried to lean in close, her excitement of the chase briefly eclipsing her needy libido. Her tits got in the way, however, and the pleasant sensations that pulsed out of the massive things had her mooing uncontrollably in an unexpected orgasm almost immediately. Dolly smirked and waited for it to pass, taking some time to enjoy the view.

   “S-sorry… Please, go on.”

   “Well, earlier on when I first attempted to help you, I ended up ingesting some of your rather copious milk on accident. It hit me HARD. All at once I was changing again, like the day of the Shift. I just barely managed to reach the nullifier in time, or else you’d probably be begging the world’s most lifelike sex doll to milk you, and we’d both be screwed.”

   Dolly looked over at the now sealed container of excess milk. Even knowing what would happen, she still felt she wanted to see just how far she’d go if she were to down a whole glass of the stuff. After a moment of wistful staring, she managed to tear her eyes away and finish telling Miss Rebound her findings.

   “I recovered quickly, thankfully, and worked to help bring you back to a somewhat lucid state. While you were resting, I did some tests to find out just what had caused my reaction to your… product. I mean, we’ve been dealing with the Mad Milker for some time now, and no one’s reported any sort of contagious effects. Besides that, I didn’t turn into some kind of cowgirl fetish dolly either.”

   Miss Rebound rubbed the sides of her udders as she listened, trying desperately not to play with them outright.

   “It’s your ability, Miss Rebound. It’s reacting strangely with your changes this time… I’m going to need to run more tests on it, but my thinking is that your body is trying really hard to resist the changes, even though we both know your slutty side is just screaming for more. Because of that, your power is overcompensating, forcing itself to reflect the power back out. Why it’s coming out through the milk I’m not sure just yet, but the bottom line is this: I believe that anyone who drinks your milk is going to be just slammed with their own ability, with interest.”

   Miss Rebound did a double take. She’d been in a lot of scraps, and been hit with more powers than practically anyone else on either side of the line, and her ability had never really changed.

   “A-are you sure? I mmmmean, how does that explain what happened to you?”

   Dolly looked down at her newly exaggerated figure. “Well, I think that the milk reacts a bit differently to people who have more or less passive abilities. For me, it doubled down on my Dolly side in a big way. I think it’d do the same for anyone with something like that… Speaking of, did Kitty ever come in contact with the stuff?”

   Miss Rebound wracked her brain trying to remember, but most anything about the past day or so was nothing but bovine fluff.

   “I… I don’t know. Everything’s kind of a blur, and any time I think about it, I just get a little more horny. If she is effected, what do we do?”

   “That’s where this comes in… “ Dolly handed her the glass of pink liquid. It moved like milk, though it seemed to almost glow if you looked at it just right.

   “Mooooore milk? How is this gonna help?” Miss Rebound said, looking down at the glass suspiciously.

   “Go ahead and drink it. You can be my guinea pig. If it goes poorly, I’ll see if I can hook you up with the Silver Stallion for the weekend or something. He’s a regular.”

   Still dubious, Miss Rebound nonetheless chugged the drink. She felt her body respond almost immediately… Her thoughts sharpened even as her breasts began slowly shrinking down bit by bit. Even her tail slowly vanished beneath her, and before long she was feeling very close to her old self again.

   “Holy crap, that stuff’s amazing! How’d you do it?”

   Dolly smiled. “Oh, it was simple really. I tinkered around a bit with a sample of your milk and some of the radiation the nullifier gives off. A little of this, a little of that, and we have something that can reverse powers very similarly to what you do, only without your fetishes getting in the way.”

   “This… this changes everything! I mean, you could give this to the world, help countless people!”

   Dolly shook her head slowly. “It’s nowhere near perfect yet, and unstable besides. Look down at your chest… your breasts are still much bigger than they had been before, and you’ll find you’re still prone to lactation as well. It should be enough to help Kitty if she’s too far gone for the nullifier, but I wouldn’t trust it without further tests.”

   Miss Rebound smiled at her. “Don’t worry doc, I know you’ll knock it out. Now, you said we could use my milk somehow against the milker… how exactly do we do that?”

   “Easy. I’ve got in touch with one of my less… heroic clients, and they said that the Milker makes sure to always take a drink from her new cows. All you have to do is find her, get zapped into bovine bustiness again, and she’ll triumphantly turn herself into a mooing pair of tits in no time. Hell, I’m tempted to come along just to watch it happen, but I’ve got work to do here.”

   Miss Rebound bounced out of bed, her chest bouncing with her. “I’ll trust that you’ll do your best doc, and thank you again,” she said as she kissed Dolly passionately, her tongue sliding into the doctor’s soft, fuckable mouth.

   With a giggle, Miss Rebound broke the kiss, grabbed her discarded top and ran out the door before Dolly could say anything. Flush from the kiss and the supreme willpower it had taken to not to lapse into fucking herself there in front of her patient, Dolly locked up the office. 

   From the top drawer of her desk, she took a vial of Miss Rebound’s milk, unaltered and undiluted. Grabbing the nullifier and her favorite vibrator, she practically skipped into her room, eager to explore her dolly side just a little bit more.

   ***

   Miss Rebound slipped through the darkness towards the warehouse, glad that her increased bust did little now to stymie her agility. Still, her body practically hummed with eagerness for the oncoming change, and it was all she could do not to fondle herself in the cool night air.

   The grounds were silent, but she was certain she had the right place. In fact, she cursed herself for not thinking of it sooner… There was only one dairy in town that managed to produce loads of milk while somehow not having a single verifiable purchase of a cow in recent history. The whole thing was painfully obvious, though Miss Rebound supposed that hiding in plain sight had served the villainess well so far.

   As she approached one of the doors, she could hear quiet, listless feminine moos coming from inside. Grinning, she stepped into the building, only to run headfirst into a cloud of sweet smelling gas. Not even having time to cry out, Miss Rebound slumped to the floor unconscious.

   When she awakened, she realized that not only was she chained down on all fours, she had been stripped of her costume entirely. Little droplets of milk had already started to fall from her breasts, but she could tell from their unaltered size that she hadn’t been hit by the Milker just yet.

   “Ahh, excellent… My new cow is finally awake,” came an arrogant voice behind her. “Tell me, little heifer, is it as frustrating as I think it is?”

   “I-is what frustrating?” Miss Rebound replied, her voice shaking not with fear, but with lust.

   “Well, you go to all that trouble shaking off my power, only to come back here and find yourself about to be part of the herd again…. Or, wait… Maybe it’s not frustrating at all…”

   Miss Rebound felt a soft hand sliding over the curve of her ass, tracing tantalizing lines down over her backside before coming to her bare, swollen pussy. She couldn’t contain the excited gasp that came out of her as the dominant woman pressed two fingers firmly inside her warm sex, but she at least made a show of trying to move away.

   “Ahh, that’s it. My little cow is in heat, even without my help. It’s ok, pet, I understand,” the Milker said, arrogance dripping from her voice.

   “T-that’s not true, you bitch! I’m not some kind of sicko like you, obsessed with big, dumb cows… Hell, I’m surprised a kinky slut like you didn’t use your power on yourself!”

   The insults were only there to try and goad the woman into using her power sooner, to close the trap as soon as she could. What Miss Rebound hadn’t expected was the reply.

   “I tried.”

   It was little more than a whisper, and Miss Rebound was pretty sure the Milker hadn’t even meant to say it out loud. Unfortunately, the realization that she’d let her secret shame slip made the woman angry, and she slapped the bound hero on the ass as she walked over to be in front of her. There was more than a hint of crazy in her eyes as she started to yell at Miss Rebound.

   “You think you’re better than me? You think you’re smart, and successful, and normal?! I know the truth! Deep down inside, you’re nothing but a dumb little cow in heat, and now we’re going to show the whole fucking world!”

   Light spilled from the woman’s hands, and she watched with envious hunger as Miss Rebound’s body tipped back over the edge again. Moans turned to moos as the girl felt her tits expand so much bigger than before, and her sex throbbed with sudden orgasm as her tail rapidly grew back. 

   Drooling and bucking her hips, any thought of fighting or justice had flown from her brain. Miss Rebound’s simple mind wanted only two things: to be milked, and to be fucked.  The Milker saw the need growing in the fallen hero’s eyes and slipped around behind her once more. Hand still glowing with her altering power, she slipped three fingers into the girl’s dripping slit.

   Miss Rebound’s fists hit into the dirty floor as pleasure rocked through her. With every hit, her hands became harder and clumsier, eventually forming into thick, heavy hooves. Her feet did the same, even as black and white mottled fur began to spring up along her skin. Her body crying out for release, Miss Rebound mooed loudly into the barn, and she was answered by several cows just like her.

   The Mad Milker stepped back, admiring her handiwork. She knew there was the possibility that the girl would just shrug off her ability again, but for now, Miss Rebound was in her grasp. There was only one thing left to do… It was time for her drink.

   Kneeling on the dirty ground, the Mad Milker shuddered with envy as she looked at the cowgirl in front of her. All her life she had wanted nothing more than to let go like that, and to have a body that just screams “I’m a dumb, fuckable beast.” It was the worst kind of irony when the Shift gave her the ability to give that gift, but only to others. Still, she held out hope that some hero or other would eventually topple her, and tame her. Until then, she’d take her pleasure where she could.

   Leaning down, she hefted one of Miss Rebound’s heavy tits, bringing her mouth over to suckle on one of the girl’s long, fat teats. The second the first spray of milk hit her mouth she realized something was different. As her own breasts began to grow, and raw, animal need began to overpower her rational mind, she only suckled harder and more fervently. 

   Gulp after gulp she downed Miss Rebound’s milk, while she shoved one hand up under her expensive dress. Relentlessly she pounded her sex while she still had hands, her whole self overcome with lustful, humiliating joy. 

   The moment the breast was empty, she swapped over to the other. Her own tits were rapidly filling with milk, and they had long since torn from her dress. Her nipples dragged in the dirt, and she reveled in the feeling. Eyes closed, body thrumming with pleasurable, simple purpose, she drained every drop of milk from Miss Rebound’s body before falling happily unconscious.

   Miss Rebound herself had long since lost herself to the sensations ripping through her. Mooing loudly, she struggled to reach anything she could use to get herself off, to somehow sate the heat inside her. Nothing presented itself however, and the busty cowgirl eventually gave up and drifted off…

   ***

   They called it one of the most heroic acts seen in Kink City. The superhero Miss Rebound had single-handedly ended the wave of transformation caused by the Mad Milker, as well as uncovering an illegal dairy ring. The first act by the recovery crew was to get all the women back to their regular human selves, but upon psychic questioning, they all elected to stay exactly where they were. In Kink City, it wasn’t a terribly unforeseen circumstance.

   Meanwhile, the villainess herself was given over to one Doctor Dahlia Donaldson, who said she was eager for more fun playmates. The mayor was dubious about handing over such a potentially dangerous subject, but after a few private conversations with the very eager doctor, he had come around.

   Miss Rebound had found herself changed by the experience, and not just in the usual ways. This had been the first major win she’d ever really pulled off, despite her diligence. On top of that, the encounter had given her a reputation for somehow being able to reflect a person’s power back at them… people looked at her in a whole new way.

   They also tended to look at her for the massive pair of tits jiggling on her chest, as well as the cute, furry tail that swung over her barely covered ass. She simply hadn’t been able to throw off the effects completely, despite drinking more of Dolly’s enhanced milk. It just felt too good to be milked, she never wanted to let it go.

   ***

   Katie yawned as she stepped in the door and stripped out of her poor, stretched out costume. The second the clothes hit the floor she was tempted to join them, and just walk around on all fours for a bit. It had been a long morning with a LOT of very enthusiastic press, and the thing she wanted more than anything was a little rest and some time with a big, thick toy.

   As she began to bend down, she noticed a long, fresh claw mark down the side of the couch. Kitty! She ran to her roommate’s room, mentally kicking herself for not thinking about her friend sooner. The second she hit the open doorway, she gasped.

   Kitty was home, only she wasn’t like Katie remembered her. Laying back on her bed, Kitty had her legs spread open wide. One fluffy paw was rubbing furiously at her furry pussy, which was matted with her juices. That wasn’t unusual… Katie had walked in on her roommate a time or two before. What was unusual was the girl’s tits. Or rather, the number of them.

   Directly below her fairly sizable, natural breasts was another identical pair… and another below that… and another below that. Eight jiggling breasts wobbled on the cat girl’s chest, all the way down to her belly. That alone was striking, but then Kitty did something she’d never been able to do before.

   Without warning, the catgirl pulled her paw away, leaned down and began to lick her own pussy noisily. Loud purring filled the room as the girl went down on herself, all the while randomly groping at one of her many tits. And then she looked up, and her eyes locked on Katie.

   At first, Katie had felt bad about what happened to her friend, to the point where she nearly just turned around and called Dolly immediately. That look changed everything though. It told Katie that not only was her friend well intact in there, she was also very much enjoying the experience. 

   Katie shrugged, figuring she could call Dolly at any time… Right then, she found she could really do with a milking, and Kitty looked terribly thirsty.

   



   







   Book 2: Spilled Milk

    

   Katie leaned forward slowly, easing her pendulous breasts into the soft cups of the machine. Fat, round, and heavy with milk, her tits were more accurately described as udders anymore, a fact driven home well by the long, thick nipples that capped them… Nipples the girl couldn’t help but tease and tug, frequently ending with her mindlessly spraying her milk as she rocked in another intense, mooing orgasm.

   It was a problem she had now attempted to solve. Snatching the milking machine from the lair of the Mad Milker hadn’t been difficult, and while her intellect may have dipped considerably after her time fighting the villainess, she still managed to set it up alright. Of course, she had to stop and get herself off frequently while she did so. Even the mere thought of draining her incredibly sensitive udders was more than enough to cause her speech to devolve into dumb moos, and her hands to trail down between her legs.

   Now though, the rig was all together and fully operational, if the tests were to be trusted. She hoped that frequently draining herself with it would be enough to clear her head for more serious endeavors. That being said, a part of her wondered if the easy access to stimulation might take her further down the road into becoming more cow than girl. That part of her frequently got very, very aroused at the thought.

   Now on all fours, Katie could feel the cups pressing snugly around her nipples. Her udders were full, and they lay heavily around the milker, already throbbing with lustful tingling. She could feel her thoughts begin to fog over before she even turned on the suction… Just the thought of being like this, waiting to be milked like a dumb animal, her tail raised and her pussy glistening with need, it was almost too much to stand. Before she could sink completely into her bestial simplicity, she reached over and hit the power button.

   All at once, the girl known as Katie Callinger, A.K.A. Miss Rebound, was gone, replaced with a drooling, mooing cowslut. As the machine noisily pumped her udders, she rocked her hips, wagging her ass as if to attract an unseen lover. All the while, her slit dribbled down her thighs, falling to form a puddle on the hard wood beneath her.

   No thoughts went through her mind as the milker did its job. Instead, she felt a dim sense of contentment, and purpose. This was what she was made for, to have fat, round udders and to have them milked as often as possible. She didn’t need to worry, or think. She just had to be milked, and hopefully, to be fucked.

   Time seemed to drift by, her entire perception nothing more than a lustful haze. Before the first chamber of the milker had been filled, she had already been rocked by one of the most intense orgasms she’d ever experienced. Rather than fade into a pleasant afterglow, it seemed to just stretch on forever, kept going by the firm tug of the suction on her long, thick nipples.

   It was nearly evening by the time the machine came to a stop. Katie just stared over at it with eyes dim from lust, mooing plaintively as if to goad it into sucking her further. When it didn’t respond, she crawled away from it, her tits hanging low beneath her. They had begun to expand the moment her climax had first hit, and now they were so large her nipples dragged on the floor. 

   After thirty minutes of either nudging the machine, hoping to get it to work again, and rubbing her dripping wet slit on anything she could back up to, Katie slowly began to come back to herself. As always, there was just a little bit less of her old intellect, and a little bit more of an urge to be milked, fucked and treated like the dumb, slutty cow she was. 

   She knew she could give in at any moment, and the thought was incredibly, insidiously seductive. The idea of living on all fours, not bothering to think as she was drained, and fucked and drained and… Katie had to shake her head a little to keep from lapsing back again. She could feel her udders refilling already, but she knew that if she wanted to even somewhat keep up the pretense of being anything other than an animal, she’d have to get up and move.

   Standing, an act that was surprisingly difficult and borderline unnatural to her, Katie looked longingly at the milking machine. She knew now that the thing wouldn’t work for its intended purpose, but deep down she knew that it wouldn’t have. Still, she made no effort to start tearing it down again, or even to cover it up. 

   Dressing was a trial in will-power. While she had made some alterations, her bright pink costume was still tiny and skin tight. She had always enjoyed the revealing elastic outfit, and the way everyone, hero and villain alike, could see every inch and contour of her shapely self. Now though, the stretchy material rubbed distractingly across her oversexed body, and every step caused it to slide over her hypersensitive nipples. 

   The shorts were no better, as her breasts weren’t the only thing that expanded. Her ass was round and soft, just begging to be groped and gaped at. On top of that, a long, furry cow’s tail dangled behind her, frequently raising or falling to the side when she found herself ready to mate… A state she was in almost perpetually now. 

   The worst part though, was the fact that if she didn’t want any of this, her body would revert to the way it was. Her power made sure that, no matter what change or control she was hit with, she’d shrug it off rapidly if it was something she didn’t want. Unfortunately, she couldn’t deny how excited she got by her transformation, or the way her whole self was gradually boiling down to tits, milk and sex.

   Once dressed, she very carefully unloaded the milker. Jug after jug had been filled, rotated by the machine automatically; each one proof of her pleasurable downward spiral. It was proof she couldn’t dispose of easily, either. Each drop held a little bit of her own power, but warped: anyone who drank the stuff would have their own abilities immediately put to work on themselves, often in the most sexual way possible.

   Stepping out of her room, she scanned for Kitty, her roommate. When she saw the coast was clear, she made a run for the door, clutching the containers of milk. She had a date with the Mad Milker.

   ***

   The Mad Milker, the villainess who had given Katie her current bovine addictions, was now little more than a mooing milky mess herself. She now lived in a little specialized stall in the lab of Dr. Dolly, the resident expert on all things superpowered. Dolly had seen the effect of the milk first hand, after mistakenly drinking some during a bit of fooling around, and she still hadn’t quite recovered.

   After the Shift, Dr. Dahlia Donaldson had been partially transformed into a living sex doll. Smooth, immaculate skin that never sagged, aged or wrinkled covered every inch of an impossibly perfect, if exaggerated figure. She never needed to exercise, and she found that even eating or breathing were unnecessary. This wasn’t without its own challenges however.

   Dr. Dolly didn’t sleep in the traditional way. When she got fatigued, her conscious mind would slowly become submerged under her bubbly fucktoy persona, and it wasn’t uncommon for the good doctor to wake up in some random bed or bent over in some alleyway, dripping from use. Considering a few times she had indulged herself on the streets of Kink City while fully herself, she didn’t mind this much, aside from constant taxi fees.

   The only truly troublesome part of her new life was dealing with the constant arousal, and insanely needy body. It was hard to get any real research done when her dumb dolly mouth was literally drooling for cock, and her other holes weren’t much better. She’d initially tried toys, poring over some medical notes with a foot long dildo stuffed down her throat. Unfortunately, the stimulation consistently turned her over into full on doll mode. With no one there to stop her, she ended up mindlessly, happily suckling on the toy for two days straight before someone found her. 

   Now, Dr. Dolly had set up a fairly routine line up of very eager lovers to help sate her needs, and she’d started scheduling her studies around their visits. It had become more difficult in recent weeks however, after drinking Katie’s milk the doctor had found herself more and more eager to slip into her doll self, and she was having even more trouble than normal attempting to focus on her work.

   It certainly didn’t help that the milk had accentuated some of her more distracting features. Her lips were thick and round, bright red and wide open if she stopped paying attention.  Frequently her mouth stayed in an  ‘o’ shape, dribbling candy flavored lube down between her inflated tits. That same lube could be seen often sliding down her thighs, as both her pussy and asshole remained permanently ready to be used.

   These things she could ignore, but her damn body felt so good when she just let go and embraced it. The feeling of the dumb dolly taking control, offering her cheap holes to anyone or anything that wanted to use them was worse than simply pleasurable, it was addicting.  As it was, she found herself talking with her doll voice more and more, mindlessly advertising her fuckholes in a saccharine sing-song while she went about her work, and she was more than happy when patients took her up on the offer. 

   It was a blessing that she had her work with the Mad Milker to take her mind off of things, at least somewhat. The woman was in a less coherent state than she was, constantly mooing and rubbing the thick lips of her pussy against the bars of her stall. Dr. Dolly was forced to install a toy in the little partition to allow the slutty ex-villain to get herself off more consistently. This wasn’t for the Milker’s comfort, but rather to remove any temptation Dolly might have to play with her new pet.

   It was hard not to… The Milker’s body was just as shaped for sex as Dolly’s was, all soft curves and eager servitude. The woman’s breasts hung down much like Katie’s, round and perpetually full of milk. Her nipples were long and fat, and Dolly just knew they’d fit perfectly in her wet little mouth, just like she knew her skilled fingers would slide just right into the woman’s sopping slit…

   Still, despite the temptation, the Mad Milker was an invaluable source of information. Not only was the reaction between her powers and Katie’s unprecedented, the woman was like Dr. Dolly in a way… Both of them had been changed by their own abilities, and neither seemed like they wanted to fully step back from the precipice. Even now, Dahlia was strongly considering opening up the Milker’s pen, chugging down some of Katie’s milk and just lapsing into a giggling fuckdoll state forever. The thought made her drool.

   She was shook out of her reverie when she heard the front door of her clinic open and shut loudly. As she rounded the hallway, she saw Katie come waddling in, her massive tits exposed and spraying little spurts of milk down over the floor. The girl was carrying several full jugs of milk, which she just barely managed to place on the counter before falling down on her hands and knees, mooing plaintively. 

   As Dolly neared, she could see the girl’s tail was up, and that she’d managed to wiggle her shorts down before succumbing entirely. Katie’s juices trickled from her slit, along with a copious amount of cum. The girl had obviously stopped for a bit of fun along the way, but the doctor could hardly fault her for it… few people in Kent City were known for turning down a good fuck, and Katie was certainly not one of those people on her best day.

   As such, Dolly knew well enough to try and talk to the girl in the state she was in. Instead, she simply arranged the milk jugs so they wouldn’t spill, and led her over to the couch to compose herself. 

   Over the past few weeks, Dr. Dolly had made a habit of keeping the nullifier nearby, just for instances like this. The device had been the result of research into Katie’s power, and ways to use it for recovery from abilities. Though not entirely effective, it had been able to save Katie from herself on more than one occasion so far, and with the current rash of will-power lapses so far, it had proven itself invaluable. 

   A few quick passes with the baton-like object and Katie had begun to speak, albeit interspersed with random moos. 

   “Mmmmooooo… Mmmilk me… Fuck me…” the young cowgirl said, rubbing her face in between Dr. Dolly’s thighs, causing the doctor to shiver with lust. She was already having trouble staying focused, but when Katie’s long tongue slid underneath her short skirt, she went full dolly mode, and fast.

   Dropping the nullifier, she fell first to her knees, and then onto her back. Legs spread wide, anticipating her playmate, Dolly’s eyes widened into lustful surprise and stuck that way, even as Katie began eagerly lapping at her well-lubed slit. 

   “Dolly loves to be licked! Play with Dolly forever!” came the chipper sing-song from the doll girl’s mouth, though her lips didn’t move out of their wide open ‘o’ shape. 

   Katie happily obliged, lapping away at the sweet tasting pussy and loving the way Dolly’s thighs clenched around her udders as she did so. Each automatic squeeze pushed a stream of milk out, coating the floor in just a few seconds. With every spurt of milk came a steady trickle of juices down Katie’s own legs, filling the room with the scent of feminine lust. 

   From the other room came the sound of steady thumping, as well as a series of long, plaintive moos similar to Katie’s own. The Mad Milker had backed into the thick rubber cock Dolly had mounted on the wall of her stall, and was vigorously fucking herself as her senses were bombarded by the sex occurring not far away. The loud noises completely obscured the sound of electrical crackling that was happening right next to the entwined couple.

   The nullifier had fallen to the floor roughly, cracking the outer casing.  While that normally wouldn’t be a problem, the sheer amount of liquids steadily coating the floor meant that before long the high tech device was malfunctioning in a big way. Soon, sparks were joined by odd waves of energy pouring out from it and washing over the entirety of the lab.

   It was Katie who felt it first. As the light spilled out across her body, she could feel it changing even more so. Black and white speckled fur sprung up on the effected skin, and her feet had clenched down; quickly hardening into hooves. None of that bothered the oversexed girl, but when the changes reached her heavily hanging tits, she let out a cry of pleasurable surprise.

   Every inch of her fat udders seemed to pulse with orgasmic tingles, even as they began to expand further. Twin streams of milk sprayed from them as they ballooned outward… and Katie soon felt a twin sensation begin to form beneath them. As her hands slowly devolved into hooves much like her feet, Katie felt her second massive pair of tits begin to fill with milk. The sensation was so intense that she began shaking in climax, even though her thick-lipped pussy had remained unfilled.

   Dolly lay forgotten on the floor, each of her holes dribbling with candy flavored lube. She didn’t mind though, she knew it was only a matter of time before someone wanted to play with her, and her cheap plastic body felt good regardless. Besides, she couldn’t seem to muster the capability to move on her own, and she wouldn’t be able to do much anyway. Her once dexterous hands had fused into poorly crafted facsimiles, and her arms seemed locked at the elbow.

   Eyes staring blissfully up at the ceiling, Dolly was the first to see the second wave of light that came shining out from the nullifier. While she was far from being able to care about anything beyond being used like the good little doll she was, part of her couldn’t help but be astonished at the transformation she witnessed in the light’s wake…

   ***

   Kitty had slunk into Katie’s room the moment the other girl went sloshing out. It had been tempting to sneak in during the milking, but she still had enough presence of mind to be patient, for now. Still, the moment she got her chance, she bolted straight for the machine and began eagerly lapping at the dripping cups her friend had left behind. Within moments she was purring loudly, her soft, furry tail whipping back and forth as she drank.

   Ever since the Shift, Andrea Rogers – now known as Kitty, had taken on a suite of feline features. Her tail was one of the first things people noticed, trailing behind her and moving with a mind of its own, but also granting her incredible balance. On top of her head, a pair of black-furred, pointed ears twitched and swiveled, and she could practically hear a whisper from a block away. 

   Like Dolly, there were things that had been challenging about her transformation, however. Her hands and feet were little more than fuzzy paws now, and while she had compensated with a custom keyboard for her computer, it was difficult performing most daily tasks as a normal person might. And then there was the heat.

   Once a month, she would go absolutely mad with lust. Thankfully, between her and Katie’s efforts she’d managed not to do much more than make a mess of the apartment during those times, but there were a few close calls. Still, she had made her peace with her changes, and while she didn’t fight crime (or perpetrate it) like some, she enjoyed a few perks that she wouldn’t have enjoyed before.

   Mainly, she had managed a pretty decent living simply putting up a webcam, and just going about her day. She didn’t have to do anything even remotely sexual, since there were more than a few people out there willing to pay to simply see a real life catgirl just being cute and playful. It helped that she was frequently nude during, however, but since her changes she hadn’t had the barest shred of modesty left in her anyway.

   Of course, after coming into contact with Katie’s milk, things had changed considerably. That first night, she had slept her way around town in a more or less animal mental state, presenting her pussy for any male that might try and breed with her. A few guys thought the curvy, four-breasted girl with paws was a little too strange for them, but there were plenty of people who were less discerning.

   She had come home covered in alley detritus and worse, and while it took some effort to bring her back from her feral state, she remained changed. Despite Dolly’s antidote, she still kept a second pair of breasts under her natural set, and there was just a little less human in her eyes. In addition, her formerly rare state of heat was now nearly perpetual, and it wasn’t a rare thing for the girl to be caught bent over and licking her own needy pussy.

   It had done wonders for her web show, however, and her profits had doubled, then tripled overnight. The formerly somewhat innocent cam time had turned into a several hour long marathon of Kitty playing with her changed body, wringing out whatever pleasure she could to quench the heat between her legs.

   Nothing could quite match the exhilaration she had felt when she had truly let go, however. Night after night she’d be up debating the idea of sneaking into Katie’s room and having another drink. She knew her friend wouldn’t mind, once she’d suckled a bit. Still, she held back… but just barely.

   Now though, there was a tasty little bit waiting for her, and Katie need never know. The taste of the milk was mind-blowing, as was the feeling of a little bit more of her feral self bubbling up and taking over. Just the single drop was enough to bring the catgirl to her hands and knees, and her paws began kneading the carpet below her as pure animal lust washed through her. 

   It was intoxicatingly pleasurable, the feeling of steadily devolving into her purely instinctual side. Already memories of her exploits on the streets of Kink City were flooding back to her, and it was hard not to answer the call of her fantasies. Still, something stopped her, and she sat back on her haunches and thought.

   “So many unhappy people in the city,” she thought to herself. “but the milk… the milk brings happiness…”

   Smiling to herself, Kitty slunk out of the room, already beginning to form a plan to make the citizens of Kink City just as happy as she was…

   ***

   When Katie came to, she found herself sprawled out on a worn out couch in the back room of Dr. Dolly’s clinic. Something seemed off, but she couldn’t quite put her finger on it. Gradually, she lifted herself up from the aged cushions and wandered into the lab, following the sound of happy singing coming from the other room.

   Rounding the corner, she found a pretty young woman in slacks and a somewhat oversized white dress-shirt flitting around cleaning up scattered papers, tools and more. As she watched the energetic girl scurry blissfully about her chores, Katie started to come to an impossible realization: the sweetly singing, carefree lady looked exactly like Dr. Dolly, only normal. Once more, she was Dahlia Donaldson.

   Blinking the tired from her eyes, Katie looked down at herself. She gasped when she realized that for the first time in forever, her breasts were back down to her natural firm mounds, and they no longer felt like dynamos of pure sexual energy. The sound of her surprise startled the doctor, who dropped a bundle of papers onto the floor. Despite the mess, she giggled before jogging over to Katie in excitement.

   “Isn’t it amazing?! Total reversal, as if the shift never even happened!” Dahlia exclaimed, taking Katie in her arms as she bounced around.

   “But… but how?” Katie asked, still stunned by the revelation.

   “Well, I wasn’t quite ‘all there’ when it happened, but when we were really starting to get into it, you dropped the nullifier. Add a little of your crazy milk, and the whole thing started to go nuts… I’ve never been that close to being full doll in my life, and you were gradually becoming even more cow than before.”

   “Wait… so the thing was enhancing powers… why didn’t my recovery ability get stronger? Why would it make me more… well, bovine? That’s not even my real power!”

   “Well, I have my theories, but I think it’s part of the way your ability worked. You kept a little of each effect you get hit with, and it sort of integrated with what you have naturally. In a way, becoming a dumb, mooing cowgirl was just as much a part of your ability as your rebound. Either way, when the nullifier went haywire, it first accentuated our changes, and in your case, all of them.”

   Katie blushed when a blurred memory of her massive udders went drifting through her mind, and her body responded with somewhat muted lust. Dahlia had a similarly wistful expression, and it was clear there was a part of her that missed the sheer blatant sexuality of her previous form.

    “Then something odd happened… The nullifier kicked back in the way it was supposed to, only so much stronger. Within a few moments, I was fully human for the first time in years… Your reversal was significantly more extreme, and you passed out shortly after. While you rested, I managed to contain the malfunctioning nullifier, and I hope that in time I’ll be able to stabilize the effects… this could be life-changing for many out there.”

   Dahlia looked down at her hands, flexing her fingers and smiling to herself. Still, things were a little more bittersweet for Katie.

   “But, what about my ability? Is it gone for good? How can I be a super-hero without any powers?! I’m not rich enough for that!” Katie shouted. It was nice not needing to be constantly milked, and she was still adjusting to not wanting to be fucked right then and there by anything remotely cock-shaped, but the idea of losing her power, and her profession was devastating. 

   Dahlia shrunk a little, before shrugging. “Unfortunately, literally everything about this is completely unprecedented. There’s no way to know if your power is still there, or gone, or changed into something else entirely. For all I know, we could both revert in the next few seconds. I still don’t even know how the nullifier worked like it did, and it’ll probably be years before I do.”

   Katie sighed. She wanted to get upset, and rail against the young woman in front of her, but then she remembered that Dahlia’s power hadn’t been the easiest thing in the world for her to live with. Yet, despite the things she had dealt with, the doctor had always been there for Katie, no matter what troubles she got into. Knowing this, Katie forced herself to smile, and took the other girl into a quick, tight hug.

   “You know, I’ll make do. Thank you for everything, honestly. I’m sorry I got-“ Her apology was cut short by a loud clang in the lobby. Before Dahlia could even turn around, Katie had sprinted for the door, enjoying the ease at which her suddenly petite body was able to clear the gap. She made it to the lobby just in time to see a furry, black tail disappear out the front door, leaving a mess of overturned milk jugs on the floor.

   “What happened, who was it?” Dahlia called out as she rounded the corner. Katie was already at the door before she replied.

   “Kitty.”

   ***

   Katie flipped between two rooftops, loving the sheer feeling of freedom her reclaimed mobility had given her. She had forgotten how good it felt to do anything other than simply fuck and milk herself, and the night air on her suddenly slender body felt like heaven.

   “This… this is what it feels like to be Miss Rebound,” she thought to herself as she leapt fearlessly across a massive gap. While it was true the fate of her power was yet unknown, she still had a very fit body, combined with a good amount of acrobatic and athletic experience. Plus, there wasn’t a single other person out there who knew she was powerless, and there was still some pretty strong rumors going around about how she had dealt with the Mad Milker. 

   As such, no one stopped or confronted her as she struggled to keep up with her altered friend. This was incredibly fortunate, considering the cat girl was almost impossibly agile, and knew the back alleys of Kink City far better than Katie had expected. Thankfully, the girl was also lugging around a heavy jug of milk, which she seemed to pause and gaze at longingly on random occasions. 

   Unfortunately even with the distractions, it was difficult for Katie to keep up with her friend. By the time she realized where the catgirl was headed, the little thief had gone completely out of sight. Still, knowing the destination made Miss Rebound find speed and endurance she never knew she had… Kitty was headed to the Kink City water treatment plant.

   Quickly vaulting over the chain link fence, Katie mentally kicked herself for not keeping a better eye on her friend. Still, while Kitty had been changed since the incidents with the Mad Milker, no one could’ve expected her to do something crazy like whatever this was. 

   Katie still had no idea what the girl’s plan even was, although she had a sinking suspicion. That suspicion was confirmed as she turned the corner, and found Kitty crouched down next to one of the city’s primary water mains. 

   The catgirl was bent over, her four pert breasts squeezed beneath her as she ran her sandpapery tongue across her clit. Next to her, forgotten for now was the jug of milk, and Katie could see from where she was standing that the thing was open and ready to be spilled. Thankfully, Kitty’s lust had distracted her for now, and Katie began creeping forward. She only made it a few steps before her friend’s ears perked up, and she rose to her feet.

   Licking her lips clean of her own juices, Kitty eyed Katie with a mix of friendliness and wariness. Even in her state of readiness, she still rubbed her furry paws up and down the soft curves of her body, purring loudly when they ran across her stiff, pink nipples. The scent of the girl’s heat filled the room, and Katie couldn’t help but feel her body respond in kind.

   “Kitty, come here… I’ll pet you real good if you just come to me…” Katie said, invitingly tugging down her shorts and giving the horny catgirl a perfect view of her bare slit. 

   The sight caused Kitty’s purrs to grow louder, and she began groping herself more excitedly. Still, she came no further, and in fact stepped a little closer to the open jug of milk and the rushing water beyond.

   Katie panicked. She didn’t know what effect her milk might have on the populace, but she knew it’d be nothing short of chaos. Eyes on her friend, Katie pulled up her shirt, exposing her tits to her friend.

   “Here, kitty, kitty… I’ve got some milk right here you can have, and I’ll make you feel really good…” Katie cupped one of her breasts, frowning at how small and empty they felt. Still, she hoped that Kitty might be too far gone to notice the lack of changes… maybe long enough to grab her.

   “Mmmmraow? Milk? Milk for Kitty?” the girl said, her voice over laced with heavy burring. She began to slowly walking towards Katie, but still suspiciously.

   For her part, Katie was trying desperately to keep Kitty interested. Rolling her hips seductively, she reached up and began kneading her tits. In her mind, she was trying to imagine how she might act if she was her dumb, slutty cow self again, thinking it’d make her more convincing.

   “That’s right… I’ve got some mmmmm…. Err… Some Mmmmooooo! Moooooo!”

   As she started imagining it, something inside of Katie seemed to burst forth. The arousal she was feeling from Kitty’s pheromones seemed to double, then triple as her body started to change to fit her fantasy, nearly bringing her to her knees. All at once, it became harder and harder to think and speak, and much easier to just squeeze her fattening tits.

   Her firm, perky mounds began expanding immediately, going from little molehills to heavily hanging globes in mere moments. Each added inch of growth seemed to sap a little more of her intelligence, and by the time they were done, each was bigger than her own head. Gravity and her bovine instincts drew her to the floor and onto her hands and knees.

   Shamelessly Katie shook her bare ass, the fur of her regrown tail tickling the swollen lips of her pussy as she moo’d in dumb, animal lust. Her udders were massive, the long, thick teats dragging on the ground as she shuffled around. The sensation drove her to climax immediately, and soon the scent of her own arousal was mixing with Kitty’s.

   The catgirl had been watching the entire scene unfold, all the while stroking her sex as best she could with her inarticulate paws. As soon as Katie’s tits began spilling milk out onto the concrete floor, Kitty knew her friend was truly ready to play.

   Falling down to her paws, she crawled across the floor to the panting, mooing cowgirl. She wanted to bend down and lap up that milk immediately, but she knew the level of heat that was burning between her friend’s legs. As such, she reluctantly circled around Katie, bringing her face right up against the other girl’s dripping wet lips. Leaning in, she pressed her mouth against Katie’s slit, before beginning to purr more vigorously than before.

   The vibration was almost too much for the altered heroine, but that didn’t stop her from pushing her backside back against the eager Kitty. The motion prompted the purring girl to begin licking frantically up and down her friend’s pussy, all the while stroking her own as best she could with one clumsy paw.

   Katie reached up and grabbed one of her thick teats, stroking it downward and sending another spurt of milk onto the wet stone. The feeling was mind-blowing, and in a moment of clarity she wondered why she would ever have chosen to give up this pure, simple pleasure. Stream after stream came pouring out, and she could feel it cooling around her knees as she rocked in perpetual climax.

   Each orgasm only doubled down on the intensity of what she was experiencing, and before long there was little in the way of conscious thought going through the cowgirl’s mind. Darkness was starting to close in as the relentless lapping of her pussy was becoming impossible to endure. Finally, with one long moo, her strength gave out. 

   Knees buckling, but hips bucking, she fell to the cold, wet stone. Panting from exertion, she was more than grateful when Kitty pulled away and started happily licking up some of the spilled milk. The distraction gave her just enough time to try and fight to bring her human self back to the forefront. 

   Katie worked to regain her senses, and strangely her body echoed her efforts as she did so. Slowly her thoughts restructured, becoming quicker and more concise, even as her curves steadily became less pronounced, and her breasts less all-encompassing. Despite the gradual change, she could still feel something inside her… something powerful that told her she could just as easily dive back into her bovine self should she choose to. That feeling of power sent a thrill through her otherwise thoroughly exhausted body.

   She was so worn out she hardly reacted when Kitty kissed her on the forehead and crawled off, only to come to rest next to the forgotten milk jug. Katie struggled to get back to her feet, but the strain from the transformations had been too much. She could only watch helplessly as the cat girl batted at the container until it spilled over into the city’s water supply. 

   Pleased that she had shared her gift with Kink City, Kitty proceeded to clean herself one lick at a time, while Katie succumbed to fatigue.

   ***

   Once more it was Dahlia that came to her aid. After a moment of idle fantasizing in the lab caused her more fuckdoll-like tendencies to re-emerge, she had sprinted to her car and drove off after her friend. As she drove, she discovered that as long as she wasn’t dwelling on her ability, it didn’t seem to become any worse. This was easier said than done, as the scent of her candy-flavored lube let the doctor know exactly which of her parts had altered first.

   As it was, she had need to fuck herself with the car’s emergency flashlight all the way there just to keep herself focused. Thankfully, with the tracking chip she had secretly implanted in Katie a while back, she didn’t have to worry about where she was going. Still, she had to really struggle to keep from pulling over, getting out and seeing if some of the random pedestrians she saw wanted to play with a dolly that night.

   Arriving on the scene, she found Katie sprawled out on the floor completely nude. Curled up with her was Kitty, gently pawing at her friend and smiling dreamily to herself. Then she saw the empty milk jug, and her blood ran cold.

   There was no way of knowing how much effect the milk would have, as diluted as it was. Still, she did the right thing and reported the event to the mayor. After a battery of tests revealed nothing, it was determined that the treatment plant’s filters must have dealt with the taint, but Dahlia was still unsure. Still, she was told in no uncertain terms to keep her mouth shut about it, and that’s what she planned to do.

   It wasn’t even a difficult decision, really. She had her hands happily full with finding ways to stabilize the new nullifier design she was working on, which was aided by her new lab assistant, Kitty. After a few treatments, the girl was more or less a regular functioning human being, though she did ask to stop the reversal before she lost her tail. Without a lot of her feline tendencies, the girl proved to be quite clever, and a very capable pupil. Additionally, she knew how to do things with her tongue that most women only dreamt about, and she was more than willing to indulge as frequently as possible.

   Katie resumed her duties with more gusto than before. Knowing that any transformation or compulsion she was hit with could be then called forth at will for an exciting weekend was reason enough to want to wade into the fray, and she had made a list of interesting villains and heroes she could throw down with to further that goal.

   Meanwhile, out in the city… the Mad Milker tempted another young lady down an alley. Her tits were bulging obscenely out of her evening gown, and she didn’t even attempt to hide the long cow’s tail that swung behind her. Even as she beckoned the girl, her hand was gently stroking her mound, and she let out an excited moo.

   After the excitement of the malfunctioning nullifier, the Milker had discovered something strange… It was as though she had gained a much greater refinement of her power, and it had proven just enough to cause the beleaguered Dr. Dolly to not notice as she slipped out. She knew it wouldn’t be long before the pathetic heroes checked on her, but by then she’d be well into enacting her plan for revenge….

   



   







   Book 3: The Huntress Humbled

    

   Tracie shuddered, unable to keep her glistening, oil-coated body still as she slathered more of the sweet-scented stuff onto her skin. A nightly routine, she had hoped the repetition might render the act less… orgasmic in nature, but every time she found herself writhing and moaning, leaving more than a little of her own lube on the floor.

   The young woman, like most people before the Shift, had been perfectly normal. A bit of a tomboy after a childhood amongst her five older brothers, Tracie had learned to fish, camp and hunt as a matter of course. Due to her spunky, competitive streak, she had quickly surpassed her family, even winning several awards in marksmanship.

   One of the lucky ones, the Shift had at first seemed to only enhance her natural abilities. She could run faster and track better, and soon each of her senses began to sharpen and intensify. She could see a flea on a dog’s back from a room away, and if she focused hard enough, she could hear it too. The trouble only began when her sense of smell was enhanced.

   She’d been at the grocery store when it happened, casually listening in on people’s whispers as they marched loudly through the aisles. Bending down to reach for something on a lower shelf, she was suddenly overwhelmed by a powerfully compelling, musky scent. Stunned, she rocked in place, seemingly unable to keep her backside out and presented as she felt a throbbing, tingling heat spread throughout her body.

   Inhaling deeply, wagging her ass like a bitch in heat, Tracie found herself strangely able to understand the scent. Her mind, though battered by growing lust, still managed to piece together an incredible amount of information from the aroma, and by the time she started pulling off her pants, she knew exactly what had happened.

   It was embarrassingly simple. One of the cute girls stocking the shelves behind her had got an eyeful of Tracie’s ass when she bent down.  For the teen, it was a quick rush at seeing a hot young woman’s backside, and she had felt herself get a little turned on. For Tracie, however, it was an irresistible torrent of pheromones that came knocking on some very primal parts of her psyche, leaving her a dripping, panting mess.

   Unable to stop herself, Tracie had fucked herself shamelessly on the floor of the supermarket while a stunned, but horny young girl watched on. A crowd formed quickly as the panting, masturbating woman couldn’t stop herself from crying out, begging every random stranger she saw to fuck her like the slutty animal she was. 

   By the time the first girl had decided the opportunity was much more enticing than keeping her job, Tracie had already started shuddering and shaking in obvious orgasm. Surrounded by the haze of lust from everyone around, her body was on fire with a need to be fucked, and every finger she put on or in herself felt like a thousand soft tongues, teasing every inch of her.

   Once the stocking girl started touching her, she lost her mind entirely. Her skin was like a conduit of pleasure, hypersensitive beyond belief, and completely unignorable. Lost to her ‘ability’ Tracie still couldn’t remember all the things she had said or done that day. Everything from that moment on was nothing but lustful haze…

   She’d awoken in a clinic, her arms bound to her sides to keep her from pleasuring herself. Still, the scent of her own sex and the lingering aroma of her lovers that day had already got her going, and she was writhing against the blankets by the time the clinic’s owner came in.

   The doctor was a woman who looked younger than herself, though it was incredibly hard to tell due to her alterations. Between the pristine, almost unreal looking skin and her thick-lipped, ‘o’ shaped mouth, the lady looked like a walking sex doll, and Tracie’s eyes rolled back in lust as she realized she smelled like one too.

   Despite her odd appearance, ‘Dr. Dolly’ had been a saving grace. It had only taken her a single evening to diagnose what was causing her patient to go insane with arousal, and only a day more to work up some solutions. The first was a pair of specialized filters that fit in her nose, helping to dampen the extreme reactions she had to aromas. The second was a thick, glistening oil.

   Tracie had been a dripping, drooling mess while the doctor applied the salve, but after about twenty minutes or so, she felt the sensitivity in her body drop to tolerable levels. An hour-long, exhausted nap and she was up and speaking coherently, asking the good doctor about her condition.

   While Dr. Dolly explained the situation, Tracie paced in the office. She could hear people walking and talking outside, and even with the filter she could smell their bodies… and their fear. There was corruption in this place, and danger, and she was uniquely capable of sensing it.

   When the doctor told Tracie of a possible cure, the young woman turned it down. True, she could probably go back to her old life, and with the Shift so well-known now, it was unlikely anyone would even still be thinking about her humiliating experience in the store. It just sounded so boring now… Kent City represented a challenge to the girl, and she found she really wanted to take it on. Thus, the Black Huntress was born.

   ***

   Feeling the oil numb her skin, Tracie breathed a sigh of relief. She’d reached the point where she didn’t have to use the stuff all the time, but it certainly helped her keep her focus. As such, she’d settled into a twice a day routine: once in the morning to maintain her civilian identity, and once at night for patrols, combat, and eventually sleep without bouts of uncontrollable masturbation.

   Even with the oil, Tracie couldn’t help but enjoy the feeling of tight leather against her skin. Kent City was called Kink City for a reason, and the undercurrent of lust on the air was a constant high for the girl, despite the filters. It made even the simplest act into a sort of foreplay, to the point where she frequently found herself posing almost seductively during her watch.

   Still, nothing beat the rush of following a trail, tracking the scent of some deviant or other and bringing her prey to justice; especially considering the rather extreme abilities some of her foes brought to the fight. Thankfully, her ability made sure she was well-prepared for even the most potent of villains.

   Like a predatory instinct, Tracie could almost sense what her opponent was capable of, in a way she couldn’t fully understand. She couldn’t exactly pin down the full nature of her enemy’s powers, but she would get a quick feeling that told her ‘don’t touch this one!’ or ‘dodge the beams!’ or even ‘don’t stand in the fire!’. Some of the urges were very obvious, but more than once they had saved her from falling victim to this or that super-powered baddie.

   Once she got a feel for her prey, it usually only took a little bait and the right trick arrow to bring them in. Sure, she could be just as accurate with a pistol, and there were no end to the number of tech-focused supers in the city who could outfit her with something more cutting edge, but she couldn’t deny the pleasure she felt when she could watch her arrow hitting its mark. Plus, it was frequently hilarious watching some egotistical slut-maker fall to the ground clutching his groin after getting tazed by a shock arrow… It was the little things.

   Having been reduced to a dripping, begging fucktoy by her own ability, Tracie took special enjoyment in hunting down those who could inflict that upon others; which is why she had chosen her current quarry. Though little was known about them, the Bimbo Bombshell had been a prolific villain in Kink City. Leaving their victims as top-heavy, giggling girly-girls, the criminal had dealt serious blows to the city’s infrastructure; with banks, schools and government buildings left filled with air-headed blondes with sex on their minds.

   The worst part was the contagious nature of the villain’s ability. Anyone affected will start to naturally produce a sweet-smelling perfume that’s irresistible to most people, bringing them closer and closer to their downfall. All it takes is one drop of lustful juices, and even the most staunchly puritanical prude will find themselves gigglingly happy to flash and fuck their neighbor, student, whoever. Even men were effected, as people quickly learned when Mayor Bradley Edmonds, an old man, came strutting out to a press conference as Bambi; a twenty-something party girl that just couldn’t wait to show everyone her shaved pussy.

   The city had been on high alert ever since, with hero and villain alike scrambling for safety as Dr. Dolly worked on some kind of inoculation and cure at the same time. Still, while they ran, Tracie strode proudly after her prey, knowing it was the Huntress that would end this whorish reign of terror.

   ***

   Leaping from rooftop to rooftop, using grappling arrows when necessary, the Black Huntress stalked through the night. Already she could feel herself becoming intoxicated by the mix of emotions she could smell; the mix of lust, fear and anxiety lending an exciting undercurrent of risk to her patrol. As it was, she had to stop every few houses or so bask in it all, and gently stroke herself through her outfit.

   The oil and the filters certainly helped to dampen Tracie’s abilities, but they certainly didn’t stop them altogether. Add in the adrenaline of her hunt, and the slick, slippery feeling underneath her leather, and the girl was almost always half-wild with arousal by the time she took down her quarry. This night was no different, and the quick and dirty masturbation sessions were almost routine by now.

   Thankfully, she was still able to keep her senses well-honed even during the most intense bouts of relief, and she spotted the girl well before she caught scent of her. Heart racing, Tracie pulled her hand away from her throbbing sex as she watched the woman staggering down the street. Teetering on her high heels, and sporting a massive, jiggling chest, the giggling lady was just the clue she’d been looking for.

   The Black Huntress rappelled down the wall towards the street, approaching her target with slow, stealthy movements. She needn’t have bothered, as the woman seemed infinitely more concerned with groping at her own tits than she was even the road in front of her, and Tracie could clearly see the trickle of juices sliding down her thighs. Besides that, none of her danger sense seemed to be triggering. In fact, the woman seemed almost… welcoming.

   The overwhelming scent of perfume and lust was distracting to say the least. Tracie swayed in place, her nipples stiffening  against her suit as she began to imagine how easy it would be to crawl over to the woman, giving everything up for a taste of perfection. It was as though her filters did nothing, and none of her discipline or training could keep her hand from slipping back down to her throbbing sex.

   Still, while part of her gave into her increasingly insistent desires, she maintained enough of herself to reach for her utility belt as well. Her hand found the tiny capsule right as her fingers found her clit, and she threw it right before her knees gave out. Moaning like a whore, begging to be fucked and slowly crawling towards the busty woman with nothing but sex on her mind, she found herself completely confused by the little puff of smoke that came billowing out from the capsule.

   As the smoke spread and the air cleared, she felt her mind slowly recovering… and not a moment too soon. Barely inches in front of her, the bimbo had laid back, spreading her legs and offering herself up to the Huntress, her thighs slick with juices. It took Tracie longer than she cared to admit to back away from the panting woman, and prepare her bow.

   ***

   Tracie strutted into Dolly’s office, a bound and writhing bimbo slung over her shoulder. The modified trap arrow had worked perfectly, wrapping the moaning blonde in a sheathe of translucent, yet sturdy material of her own design. It was porous enough to let air in and out, but it kept her contagious juices from leaking out and causing trouble. 

   Unfortunately, the design let out that staggeringly compelling perfume out regularly, and forcing the Huntress to take a few breaks on the way back. Laying the bound bimbo down, Tracie pressed her face against the woman’s invisibly covered pussy, her mind going haywire from the scent. The aroma was almost too much for the Huntress, bypassing her filters and her senses to the point where she could almost swear she could taste the forbidden flavor of the bimbo’s slit.

   Around the fourth or fifth time she came, mindlessly lapping at the material coating the woman’s body, she was almost certain some had slipped through somehow. Her whole body was tingling with need, and her thoughts felt foggy and sluggish. Still, thoroughly inspecting the area, she found no puncture or tear in the material, and by the time she leaned in and started lapping again, she was mostly sure she had imagined things.

   Still, eventually she made it, though Dr. Dolly looked anything but happy to see what the girl had brought home. Still, her anger faded away while Tracie set down her quarry, and her eyes locked on the bound, masturbating woman instead.

   “What are you thinking, bringing one of the effected in here?! It’s just not secure! I mean, I can already feel… I… D-Dolly wants to play!”

   Tracie watched as the doll-like woman’s eyes glossed over, her face becoming a mask of lust in seconds. She slowly approached, clumsily stripping out of her lab coat and leaving her pristine, curvy body exposed.  Nude, she fell to the floor and began crawling towards the musky-sweet scent.

   “Dolly wants to be your toy! Dolly loves pussy!”

   It took the most extreme effort for Tracie to reach for another capsule on her belt, but she managed it. Tossing it down, she clutched the table behind her to keep from joining Dolly on the floor. She breathed a sigh of relief as the air, and her head began to clear. Dr. Dolly staggered shakily to her feet, her round, fake tits bouncing as she steadied herself. Then, she made a bee-line straight for her visitor.

   Tracie gasped when Dolly grabbed the zipper of her suit and tugged it down. Despite her arousal, she had been ready to push the woman away, thinking she was somehow still affected. That worry quickly faded as Dolly began to speak.

   “How long does that stuff last?” the doctor said, leaning down and teasing Tracie’s nipple with her incredibly agile tongue.

   “A-about twenty minutes or so…” Tracie stammered out.

   “Good enough for me,” the other woman said, sinking down to her knees. “Dolly loves to play!”

   ***

   They’d ended up using three more capsules before either woman was satisfied, though even then they were checking each other out randomly as they locked up the bimbo Tracie had caught. In the end, it took Dolly donning a specialized containment suit to finish the job, as neither girl seemed fully capable of resisting their prisoner’s constantly offered charms.

   Even in the suit, Dolly was panting heavily by the time she was done, and she had an odd, almost dreamy look on her face.

   “There’s something odd about this one… she’s, like, almost too potent,” Dolly said, idly rubbing her perfect, perky tits.  After an hour or more of being sucked on and played with, they felt tingly and sensitive; even more so than normal. They even felt somewhat inflated, but the doctor chalked that up to nerves and lust taking their toll, to say nothing of wishful thinking. Of course a dumb dolly like her would want bigger titties.

   Still, she managed to maintain focus, securing a few strands of hair from the bindings before disposal. A few quick runs under the analyzer and she had her answer. Twirling her hair playfully, the doctor gave a few giggles as she turned to Tracie with the good news.

   “Oh my god, you totally won’t believe this! The hot little slut you picked up isn’t just a bimbo… that’s THE Bimbo Bombshell! You, like, may have saved the city!”

   Tracie was too filled with pride to notice the odd way the Dr. had started speaking. She’d done it… she’d succeeded where other heroes ran away. She could already imagine the accolades, the ceremonies, the people lining up outside of her house waiting for the chance to fuck her like the stupid slut she was. Finally, she’d get the respect she deserved!

   Dr. Dolly seemed to have picked up on her thoughts, stepping up close and pressing their sensitive tits together in a passionate embrace. As they fell, giggling to the floor, neither girl noticed the bimbo watching from her containment cell, looking strangely calm and collected. Nor did they notice the smile spreading on her face.

   ***

   Tracie woke up feeling energized. After only a few nights of hunting, she’d shut down possibly one of the most sinister villains in Kink City, and with minimal issues as well. It was exhilarating knowing she’d done what other heroes had feared to do, and she was practically bouncing with elation as she got dressed for the day. 

   Everything seemed so good and shining, and she found herself beaming a smile at everyone she passed, giggling when their eyes dipped down to her chest. She’d worn a low cut shirt, and she’d even skipped the bra… It just felt so natural to show off after her success, to indulge in a little naughtiness as a gift to herself.

   The only drawback was how turned on she was getting from all the looks and flirtatious greetings. More than once she found herself tempted by it, to just slip off with some random stranger and let them enjoy her body in a more direct, tactile way. She knew she’d have no lack of eager partners… she could plainly see the tented pants and stiff nipples she left in her wake, and even she was getting hot from the scent of her own perfume…

   Tracie paused for a moment, gently suckling on a finger as she tried to remember even putting on perfume that morning. She was clearly wearing some, enough to make her almost light-headed from the cloud of bubblegum sweet scent that surrounded her. Still, something seemed off… It was just really hard to think, and the hand on her ass was making it even more difficult.

   Still, she was the Black Huntress, and she would get to the bottom of this… right after she bent over a bit to give easier access to her dripping slit. Mentally she patted herself on the back for having the idea to skip panties that day… it made it so much easier for people to touch her, and use her…

   Tracie’s eyes fluttered when she felt a soft, feminine hand slip downward, sliding along the swollen lips of her sex on the way to her throbbing clit. As two slender fingers began to stroke her, and tease her, Tracie felt another woman’s breath against her ear.

   “Oh my god… you’re so fucking hot… w-what am I doing? I’m not… I’m not a lesbian, but fuck, I want to taste you so bad! I… oh fuck, oh f-mmm!”

   Tracie gasped at the feeling of the strange woman kissing her way down her body. The lady’s words were suddenly muffled when she reached Tracie’s backside and began to lick her way along instead. 

   The off-duty heroine just giggled and bent over further, accommodating the eager, confused woman and also giving her a chance to show off her tits at a few more people across the way. Her smiling face and jiggling cleavage were met with a flurry of camera flashes, and she could hear a few more clicks behind her as well, though that certainly didn’t stop or slow down her impromptu lover.

   If anything, the woman seemed to become less restrained by the second, until she was moaning like a whore into Tracie’s pussy. The sound was almost entirely drowned out by the milling crowd of voyeurs, however,

   “Holy shit, look at that!”

   “Goddamn, I love this city!”

   “Mom? Hey, mom, where’d you go? Oh, whoa… what’s that smell?”

   Tracie bucked her hips, crying out loudly and groping at her tits. The climax hit her hard, and everywhere, and it felt almost as if her body were changing from all the pleasure. The breasts in her hands seemed larger, rounder and more sensitive, though it was too hard to focus and know for sure. As it was, she hardly even noticed when the woman behind her pulled away until she turned around and saw for herself.

   Two women rolled around on the ground, lapping at each other’s sex with mindless enthusiasm. Both blonde and incredibly attractive, it was hard to tell them apart as they groped at each other. All around, the crowd looked on with fascination, creeping a little closer by the second. 

   Tracie smiled as she watched people strip out of their clothes and crawl to be close to the two young women. She was just so happy she could make sure the city was safe, so that people had the freedom to do what they want without being turned into fat-titted, giggling girly girls. Turning away, she brushed her skirt back into place, making sure she looked pretty before finally remembering to pull her shirt back up over her breasts. The top felt surprisingly tight as she continued walking on, giggling at the sounds of sex increasing in magnitude behind her.

   ***

   Dr. Dolly slid her soft, wet mouth down around the toy suctioned to the desk, bobbing up and down as she wiggled her hips on an identical dildo stuck to the chair beneath her. The living sex doll was no stranger to out of control lust, but ever since last night she seemed to have fallen off the wagon in a big way. 

   “This is all your fault somehow,” the woman said, pressing the well-lubed toy between her tits. They had grown from large to gigantic, though they still retained their rubbery bounciness. As such, even the simple act of walking caused them to shift and jiggle, keeping her off balance and giggling as she blatantly struggled to figure out some kind of an antidote to her increasing sex-drive.

   “Yes, yes it is…”

   Dolly looked up, startled. Even as she looked over to the containment cell, she continued to stroke the toy with her massive breasts, moaning at the extreme sensations throbbing through them. If anything, her tits seemed even more sensitive than her sex, and the simple act of rubbing them against anything had brought her shamefully close to climax already.

   “What… what did you do to Dolly?” she chirped, writhing in ecstasy. 

   The Bimbo Bombshell watched with hungry eyes, obviously feeling some of the lust she was inflicting. “Oh, I’m just having a little fun, is all… Besides, I heard you like being played with.”

   Dolly’s hips bucked, lube dripping from her holes as she came, loudly. Her tits throbbed with pleasure, seeming to soak up her climax bit by bit and steadily growing by the second. Already she knew she’d have trouble walking, and if this kept up, she’d be nothing more than an eagerly mindless sex toy. Thankfully, she almost had what she needed.

   “B-but how? This dumb, bimbo dolly didn’t, like, touch you or nothin’!”

   The bimbo in the cell laughed cruelly. “I know! Ain’t it great? One quick rumor was all it took! ‘Oh, don’t touch her juices, she’ll turn you into a bimbo!’ Ha! What a joke! I don’t gotta even touch you to change you- it’s all psionic! Best part is, all of my little bimbos use up all their smarts to spread it for me! Even Huntress’s danger sense got swallowed up by my power, and she’ll be nothing more than a pussy-licking bimbo-pet in no time… And, now that I’ve eliminated the only person smart enough to stop me, nothin’s gonna stop me from turning this whole city into my own delicious harem!”

   Dolly suppressed a smile, continuing to stroke the toy in front of her. Bingo. “B-but… what are you gonna do to Dolly?”

   “Oh, that’s simple… You’re going to let me out of this cell, and we’re gonna make some calls. Then, if you’re a good little toy, I’ll take you downtown and leave you on the street corner. I’m sure there’s a whole mess of people who’d want to play with you there.”

   Dolly giggled and clapped her hands, though her excitement was only half-feigned. Even with her extreme will-power, she was feeling herself being quickly overcome by the woman’s ability, and her own overwhelming needs. Still… she’d done what she could. Now she just hoped the help she’d alerted would be able to pull it all off. 

   ***

   A tomboy for all her life, Tracie was amazed at how much fun shopping was. Again and again she found new outfits that she simply had to have, and before long she was having trouble carrying all the bags she’d accumulated. 

   She even found herself chatting excitedly with some of the shop girls, who were totally friendly and just the best kissers she’d ever met. The only problem was, it was super hard to get any shopping done when everyone wanted to touch her all the time. As it was, she didn’t even bother putting her shirt back on after the first time some blushing teen couldn’t help but suck on her titties.

   Now, she was kneeling in the changing room, her face pressed against a young girl’s dripping sex. She lost track of the number of people she’d pleasured so far, and she was even so muddled she could swear the salesgirl she was licking had been a petite, freckled red-head. Looking up, she could see blonde pigtails dangling around a massive pair of tits to prove her theory wrong, but she didn’t mind. 

   In fact, she was almost proud that she’d slutted it up hard enough to lose track of her lovers. The idea that she was that easy, her curvy, sensitive body given up so eagerly to anyone, sent pleasant little tingles throughout her, many of which centered on her huge, fat tits. The thick, jiggling mounds rested on her spread knees, too big to hold up. She just loved how they caught everyone’s attention, like a living reminder of the dumb, bimbo slut she was.

   Tracie paused, taking a moment to lick the girl’s juices from her thick lips. Something seemed strange, but she was far too horny to figure out what it was. It only became more difficult when another giggling blonde crawled up behind her, kissing her round ass with worshipful care. Tracie didn’t recognize the girl when she looked back, though the nametag on the woman’s bunched up shirt made her giggle.

   ‘What kind of a name is Kenny for a girl?’ she thought, pushing her backside out for better access.

   “Oh shit, Tracie! Wow, the reports weren’t kidding!” came a husky, feminine voice, muffled by a mask. “Quick, get over here! We’ve got to get you some help!”

   Tracy looked back, spying a tall, fit woman, just shy of being muscular, dressed in a roughly made leather skirt and bra overlaced with chainmail. “Oh my god, Valkyrina! Girls, Valkyrina is like super tough, and she can do this thing with her fingers that just-“

   “Enough of that!” the brutish woman said, blushing just a bit. “I can see you’re too far gone to help me, but that doesn’t mean I still can’t help you!”

   Without another word, the woman leapt forward and grabbed Tracie. The now-jiggling, giggling girl had just enough time to reach out and snag her shopping bags before her friend lifted up off the ground. In an instant, they were off into the sky.

   ***

   Tracie woke up slowly, the taste of feminine sex, and strangely of sweet milk on her tongue. Confusion filled her mind, but her thoughts were clear and crisp. Unfortunately, that meant she was hit with the full force of shock when she discovered the state of her body. 

   Porn star didn’t even come close to describing how she looked. Fat, massive tits dominated her slender torso, and though she was fully lucid, they still throbbed in the most relentlessly distracting way. Still, even her new bust couldn’t keep her from realizing the truly devastating extent of her alterations.

   Every inch of her was soft, smooth curves, right down to the waspish waist and wide hips. This left her perfectly suited for night after night of mind-blowing sex, but she didn’t know if she could even manage a light jog without passing out from exertion, or getting knocked out by a breast-inflicted concussion. 

   Staggering to her feet, she found her balance was completely thrown off, to the point where she fell back on her plush ass more than once. Unfortunately, her body interpreted the impact as a sort of foreplay, and by the time she down a third time, she was too horny to think straight. She had two fingers thrusting in and out of her asshole by the time Valkyrina came in, and the woman’s presence did little to stifle her lust.

   “F-fuck Traci! Fuck me, please!” she moaned, bending over and presenting her ass like a bitch in heat.

   “Believe me, I’m really tempted,” Valkyrina said with a wistful smile. She was carrying a wide tray, covered in items Tracie couldn’t see very clearly. The busty girl was far too concerned with fucking her own ass to care very much anyway.. an action her hostess was watching with great attention.

   Setting down the tray, the fit woman reached down and picked up a thick pink toy from it. Dipping it in a tall glass of what looked like milk, her smile widened as she approached the oversexed blonde. Reaching out, she groped a fat handful of Tracie’s ass before sliding the toy into the girl’s dripping slit.

   “This should help with the symptoms, but Dolly isn’t sure if she can work out a full cure or not. Thankfully, she at least managed a halfway decent vaccine. She assured me I’d probably only lose a point or two off my IQ, but it’ll keep me from any orgy-filled shopping sprees. Which is more than we can say for you these days…”

   Traci pushed back against the toy, leaning down so that her heavy tits rubbed the floor. A little drool spilled from her thick, open lips as she was fucked from behind, but she was far from feeling self-conscious about it. In fact, her only thought was a wish that someone would make use of the wet hole.

   “Y’know, while you’re kind of gone for a bit… I’m actually glad to see you knocked down a peg. I mean, I had always hoped it’d be the Petmaster that took you down, cause I could totally see you rocking the tail and collar combo. Plus, like, that sweet pussy of yours would go into heat, and you’d like, fuck everyone… and… whoa, I’m feeling kind of light-headed.”

   Letting go of the toy, Valkyrina stumbled back a bit. Her tits felt tight in her chainmail top, their peaks jiggling out of the armored garment. 

   “W-why am I still wearin’ this when I can show off my titties?” she said, her husky voice sounding strangely high-pitched. Reaching back, she undid the clasp on the top, and she giggled when her breasts bounced free. Briefly she felt a hint of concern, however. With her super-strength, she’d become accustomed to wearing the heavy outfit, but as she took off her metallic bra, she felt her arm straining from the weight.

   Still, that didn’t bother her long, not when she had more clothes to strip off. Soon she was fully nude, her fit, muscular body looking far more soft and womanly than it had a moment ago. She hardly noticed though, in her enjoyment of being free from her clumsy uniform. Now the one thing on her mind was the gorgeous, wiggling slut at her feet.

   Falling to her hands and feet, she crawled forward and began kissing her way all along Tracie’s backside. For her part, the Huntress was slowly reaching lucidity again. She’d actually been regaining clarity for a while, but after hearing what Valkyrina had said, she couldn’t help but indulge herself a little bit.

   “Petmaster, huh?” she whispered to herself with a grin, standing up slowly. Turning around, she was amazed to find Valkyrina almost unrecognizable. Gone was the hardened amazon, replaced by a busty, horny teenage girl. The new bimbo looked up at Tracie with an almost comical level of confusion, her hands roaming her massive bust.

   “So… you wanna fuck, right?” Tracie asked, giggling as the girl nodded so hard she almost fell over. “Well… I only bother with the most submissive, stupid girls I can find…”

   Valkyrina’s tits slapped against the floor as she lowered herself obediently. Tracie laughed, but she also felt a sharp surge of arousal seeing the normally bossy and assertive woman reduced to this dribbling slut.

   “Oh, I’m a real good girl, and I’ll do anything you want! I’ll lick anything and I’m real dumb, I promise!”

   ‘Oh, if I only had a camera…’ Tracie thought to herself. Still, there was fun to be had. “I dunno… Let’s see. Sit up and beg, like a dog.”

   Valkyrina did just that, barely able to balance with the size of her tits. On top of that, her pussy was dripping into a puddle beneath her, and it was clear she was almost too horny to think.

   “Good girl!” Tracie said, reveling in the feeling of power despite her own altered form. “Now give me a good, cute bark!”

   “Arf! Arf!”

   “Oh man, this is too fucking good…” Tracie mumbled, feeling her own sex throbbing with need. She didn’t know how long she’d be lucid, and she knew she needed to get a hold of herself if she wanted to find Dr. Dolly and try to get back to normal. Regardless, the moment Valkyrina fell forward on to all fours and started lapping at her sex, she couldn’t help but goad the girl on.

   “Good little bitch… Right there…”

    

   Tracie found the note sometime later, after she had sent a panting, giggling Valkyrina off into the city for her ‘treat’. She knew she’d feel bad about it later, but for right now, the idea of the girl walking around with a tattoo proclaiming her to be “The Huntress’s Bitch” was too funny to pass up. Besides, she still owed her, anyway.

   The letter had been on the tray that Valkyrina had brought in, along with more of the sweet smelling milk, and Tracie was glad to see the seal still intact.

   “Huntress,

   I’ve been after the Bimbo Bombshell a while myself, and as you may or may not remember, I was the one who instituted many of the protocols we’ve been using to stop the spread of this odd contagion. I’ve also been working towards a method by which we can stop this once and for all, but there’s been a hiccup in that plan. You.

   Despite the warnings, and despite the danger, you still went out after one of the most dangerous villains in the city, and even brought them right back to my lab. I can already feel the effects seeping into me, and I’m sure by now you’re… well, different. Thankfully, I have back-ups in place. 

   I needed to know the source of the Bombshell’s powers, the way it spreads, but I couldn’t risk studying it out in the field. I’ve created several means by which it can be reversed, or at least contained, but if we try the wrong one it could tip our hand. Which brings us to this letter.

   I’m using myself as bait. If the Bombshell thinks she has the upper hand, she might be coaxed into giving me the information I need to stop this thing. Unfortunately, that means I have to risk all that I have, and am. It’s my hope that, by the time you make it back to the lab, it should be clear what we’ll need to end this. Still… Be careful. There’s no telling the state I’ll be in when you arrive, or if I’m even there at all.

   The solutions are all in a box underneath my bed, and I’m going to be setting up a recorder on my desk. Listen to it, grab the right tool, and bring the bitch down. Then, when the dust clears, we can get this city back in order again. I wish I could do this myself, but someone has to act as the bait.

   Also… try and make sure Valkyrina is safe. I convinced her I’ve somehow managed to inoculate her, but the shot was just a minor regenerative serum I’ve been working on. Shouldn’t have any interactions with what’s going on, and unless she does something stupid like get cosmetic surgery or a tattoo, everything should be fine. I’m gonna owe her big for this, but the truth is I needed you for this job.

   As such, I’m hoping the milk I’ve included will help to keep you… well, you. It’s an extract from the incidents with the Mad Milker, and it should help to reverse some of the effects of the Bombshell’s powers. I’ve adjusted things so you’ll remain more or less ‘bimbofied’ in form, however, which I’m hoping will help in your task. Good luck, the city is counting on you.”

   Tracie read quickly, wincing slightly at the mention of Valkyrina and tattoos. She didn’t know what might happen there, but she didn’t have time to hunt down the little bimbo to stop her… There was prey to hunt.

   ***

   Running in heels was difficult… Vaulting over rooftops in heels was impossible. Unfortunately, the only clothes that fit her right then were the outfits she picked up during her shopping spree, and she had to make do with what she had. As such, she had to learn how to balance her curvy, overly top-heavy body, while also figuring out how to get around in stilettos.

   Thankfully, the effects of the Bombshell’s powers left her strangely at ease in her new outfit, to the point where she giggled, rather than cringed when she accidentally flashed her thong to the people below, or one of her breasts slipped out of her tube top. Even the shoes were starting to feel almost natural, and she started to think about buying another pair, and flirting with another cute salesgirl…

   Tracie came to a stop, taking another long swig of milk before continuing. That wasn’t the first time she felt her mind drifting, and she knew it wouldn’t be the last. She couldn’t risk losing herself to this, and she knew she was the only person who could save the city. She kept repeating the thought in her head all the way to Dolly’s clinic.

   The lab smelled like sex distilled, and Tracie felt her body responding in kind. As it was, even with the milk she couldn’t keep from touching herself as she listened to the recording, and she even found herself thinking about just how lucky Dolly was, getting laid like that. Worse, she found herself fantasizing about how easy it would be to just stop resisting…

   It was a compelling daydream. A lifetime spent trying to be the fastest and the strongest, thrown away to become some kind of giggling slut, eager to please and bearing a body perfect for the job… She couldn’t deny the allure. Already the tingly fluff in her mind felt far more pleasant than any of her previous confidence or aggression, and she felt just as proud about the way her body looked in her outfit than she ever had about taking down a villain.

   Groping her tits, Tracie moaned softly. She was losing the fight against herself, and it felt so good. Dripping with growing arousal, the young woman minced over to Dolly’s chair, lowering her round, juicy backside down onto the toy mounted there. By the time the thick, fake cock had slid all the way inside her slit, she was shaking in sudden orgasm. Surrender, apparently, was the most potent aphrodisiac.

   “This… this is where Dolly gave in…” she thought to herself, beginning to bounce on the toy beneath her. The way her tits shook as she moved made her giggle, and for a while, the massive mounds were all she could think about. Looking down with a dopey grin, she noticed an odd, blinking light reflecting off of her glistening breasts. For a moment she pawed at them, dimly trying to figure out how they were making a light. Then she noticed the recording device on the desk.

   Between her long, fake nails and her inability to stop fucking herself, it took an eternity to figure out how to activate the device, but soon she was panting in time with Dolly’s own exertions. Despite the draw of simply giving in, Tracie found herself listening intently. The sound of the doctor’s voice had seemed to reawaken some of her discipline, and her focus. None of that stopped her from getting herself off a few more times, crying out loudly and shamelessly soaking the chair in her copious juices. Still, when she was done, she found herself almost excited at the prospect of taking down the villainess again.

   “C’mon Tracie…” she mumbled to herself, trying to talk herself out of another bout of masturbation. “You just gotta take this one last bitch down, and then you can give in. You’ll get a few new outfits, and get laid again and again, and never have to think about anything but your perfect titties…”

   Without even realizing it, she had already began to move up and down on the toy again. This time, however, she managed to stop herself after only one mind-blowing climax. Her compromise was to noisily suckle at the wet toy as she went to uncover Dolly’s solution. 

   The box was easy enough to find, buried under a mess of lacey outfits under the doctor’s bed. Opening it revealed several inconspicuous looking necklaces, and a single stoppered vial. Next to it all, was one more recording device, which Tracie activated with slightly less trouble than the first.

   “Huntress… Hopefully I was able to let you know which of these to take. Unfortunately, I’m not even certain these devices will work, as there’s no way to test them without putting all of us at serious risk. Sadly, we’re left with little choice now… If we don’t move quickly, we’ll lose the city, and possibly the world. I’m not sure if even the Arbiter could stop this contagion, should this not work.

   Take the device you need, but only one. The field they generate may be specialized, but there would be too much interference should you wear more than one. Just find some way to get close and slip it on her, and it should neutralize her ability.

   Also, it’s integral that you  also take the serum I’ve included. It’s an enhancer, engineered from the same milk that’s been keeping you lucid… I hope. It should boost your abilities in every way, but there’s danger involved. Keep it as a last resort, and above all, keep it far away from the Bombshell. There’s no telling the power she’d possess after taking it. That being said, don’t leave it behind. If the necklaces should fail, this will be our ace in the hole. Good luck.”

   Tracie gathered her things quickly, donning the correct necklace and slipping the vial snugly into her cleavage. Just in case, she also brought the recording. She felt fairly focused and motivated right then, but she didn’t know the state she’d be in by the time she tracked down the villainess. Holding on to the recorder kept her well-reminded of what was at stake, and she strutted from the building with determination and resolve. A smile on her face, breasts jiggling enticingly, Tracie didn’t even notice the ambush until the bag was over her head.

   When she came to, she was kneeling on cool concrete, and the sounds of a crowd were all around her. Arms bound behind her back, she could only struggle in futility against the ropes, helpless as the bag was pulled off of her. What she saw made her heart sink, and her stomach flood with ice. Town square, right in front of city hall, was infested with bimbos.

   The writhing crowd was a mass of blonde hair, huge tits and vapid smiles. They groped and fondled one another, mindlessly unaware of their own defeat. The worst part was, Tracie could plainly recognize many of the bimbos as former heroes, and more than a few other villains mixed in as well. 

   Over in the corner, she even spotted Valkyrina. The blatant, slutty tattoo wasn’t the only change Tracie noticed in the girl. She’d apparently decided that balance and modesty were both over-rated, and she was sporting a pair of massively expanded fake tits on her chest, and matching implants in her ass. For a moment, Tracie felt a pang of regret, until she realized none of it mattered now. 

   “Isn’t it beautiful, Huntress?” came a voice above her. She looked up and found the Bombshell peering out at the crowd, obviously aroused by the scene and her own power.

   “It’s like, super sexy!” Tracie blurted out. She hadn’t meant to say that, just as she didn’t mean to push out her tits for everyone to see. Still, she managed a little self-control. “But… w-why? Why do all this?”

   The woman looked down at her with a disdainful smirk. “You see this?” she said, gesturing to her curvy body. “This was how I looked even before the Shift, ever since puberty. I went from being the spunky tomboy to being the school slut over the summer. At first it was just a rumor, gossip spread by flat little bitches. It got me a whole lot of attention.

   Thing was, my new body came with a whole lot of new needs. Even though I hated being treated like a sex-object, I craved it. I started dressing sluttier, and acting it too, even when I didn’t mean to. Then, one of the popular girls caught me fucking myself in the bathroom. She recorded the whole thing, holding her phone over the top of the stall. I didn’t even notice… The next day I learned I was an internet sensation. Everyone learned what I slut I was… the school, the colleges I had applied to, everyone.”

   As the woman spoke, Tracie was trying to untie herself, though her nails were making the job incredibly difficult. She knew she could still win this, if she could just get the necklace onto the Bombshell…

   “They all treated me differently. Students, teachers, friends… They all just looked at me like I was nothing more than a body to fuck. The worst part was how much I liked it. Even though a hand on my ass or slipped down my shirt became commonplace, the attention never ceased to make me a panting mess. I was an eager, cheap little whore, and anyone who wanted me, had me. Then the Shift happened.”

   Tracie dropped her ropes silently, taking a few moments to grope at her ass while she considered her next move. 

   “I had my face buried between my former best friend’s thighs, licking her clit while she watched TV. She seemed to really get off on using me, and I spent a lot of time over at her house. I’m not sure if she knew how much her mother enjoyed my new body as well, though I’m sure the taste made her suspicious from time to time. Either way, she didn’t see my power coming any more than I did.

   That first one was like a surge: quick and powerful. It hit most of the neighborhood in one go. One second I was lapping at an apathetic brunette, and the next I was struggling to keep up with another busty blonde. Before I could even get her off, a few more joined us, and they were far from the last…”

   Still keeping her hands behind her back, Tracie leaned over and began kissing her way up the Bombshell’s thighs. The woman spread her legs, as if expecting the service, and she didn’t even flinch as Tracie began teasing her clit.

   “It was as intoxicating as it was impossible. Not only could I somehow change people, I could turn them into exaggerated versions of how they viewed me. They suddenly knew what it was like to be too horny to function, to get off so hard on being treated like a slut that you couldn’t find the will to correct them. For the first time in a long while, I wasn’t the easiest girl in the room, or the biggest whore.”

   Tracie moved up, kissing her way to the woman’s breasts. Easing one of them out of her top, the heroine began suckling and licking eagerly. She was close to losing herself to her needs, and truly becoming the slut she looked like, but she had to take her time; there was only one shot…

   “I wanted more. I wanted the whole world to know what it was like to be a dumb, little fuckhole… Kent City was the perfect starting point. The biggest concentration of deviants, assuring it would be far too late to stop me once I was discovered… with the added bonus of quickly defeating many of the people who even stood a chance against me. You were the last holdout, Huntress, which is why I wanted you to-!”

   Tracie moved quickly, her hands reaching for the necklace and finding… nothing. The necklace was gone. She’d been too overwhelmed by her own growing lust to realize she’d been stripped of the one weapon she had… Then she remembered the vial. If she could just drink it, she’d be quick enough, agile enough to put the villainess down!

   She reached for her cleavage, the touch completely derailing her thoughts. Instead of grabbing her salvation, she groped at her own enlarged breasts, giggling at the happy little tingles bursting through her. The last of her resistance trickled down her leg as she smiled seductively at her downfall.

   “Oh, poor little Huntress… were you looking for these?” the Bombshell said, dangling the necklace and vial in front of her panting face. The objects meant little to Tracie right then, though she thought the vial might fit real nice inside her… She was still fantasizing about it as the woman tossed the necklace into the crowd, and flicked on the recorder.

   “-and above all, keep it far away from the Bombshell. There’s no telling the power she’d possess after taking it. That being said, don’t leave it behind. If the necklaces should fail, this will be our ace in the hole. Good luck.”

   The Bombshell’s grin only grew as she listened to Dolly’s message. Holding up the vial in triumph, she looked at the huntress with cruel hunger. “You all thought I was nothing more than a stupid bimbo, and you’ve all been dumb enough to hand me the power to take down even the Arbiter himself! I have to thank you, Huntress…”

   She pulled the stopper out with her teeth, guzzling down the vial in one shot before bringing her focus down fully on Tracie’s shuddering body. “I’m gonna give you a gift, for helping me so much. You’re gonna, like, have the biggest titties of all! They’re gonna be all round and stuff, and everyone’s gonna wanna touch em. They’ll be super sensitive, too! You’ll cum like, all the time just from touchin’ em…”

   The woman giggled, touching her own breasts as they seemed to pulse distractingly on her chest. She kind of wished the hot girl in front of her would get back to touching her… she was feeling really, really horny.

   “You’ll be a total slut, and like, too dumb to… to… Oh, fuck!” The Bombshell fell over, both from the sudden, intense orgasm and from the loss of balance. Though her ass had expanded to compensate, her breasts were so large she couldn’t stand anymore. On top of that, they were just too sensitive to ignore, and even though it made it hard to think, she couldn’t keep her hands off of them.

   “You’ll totally be a… mfff,” the woman panted out, her thickening lips making it hard to speak. “You’re gonna be a horny fucking bimbo… like me…”

   Her words were cut off entirely by the discovery of how good it felt even just licking her own lips. Each motion, even her hot breath tickling across them, was making her shudder with lust. That feeling was amplified a hundred-fold when she caught sight of Tracie’s bare, wet pussy, and she slowly crawled over to it.

   She’d barely began to pleasure her foe’s slit when her body shook in another orgasm. Her tits had grown out beneath her, and the moment her nipples made contact with the ground, her pleasure centers lit up. Lust burned through her like wildfire, and her remaining intellect was the kindling. Awash in her own ability, she happily surrendered herself to the constant outpouring of arousal. 

   ***

   ‘Déjà vu,’ Tracie thought to herself, struggling to sit up from the medical bed she was on. Her tits, reduced but still massive, jiggled from the effort, and the motion made her almost immediately wet. The rush of arousal made her light-headed, and she cradled her head in her hands as the world swam around her. As she fought to keep lucid, she was distracted by a wet slapping sound right nearby.

   Looking over, she saw a perfect, round ass bouncing above a pair of pink high heels. Despite being so wet she trickled, the owner of said ass seemed more interested in shoving two fingers in and out of her pink, puckered hole. 

   Tracie watched in confusion and lust, trying to figure out who would be kneeling on a chair, fucking themselves right in front of her. Then she saw the tattoo: “Huntress’s Bitch”, in cutesy letters, a word on each jiggling cheek.

   “Wow, Valk… looking good,” Tracie said with a chuckle. The laughter turned into a gasp when her friend started to speed up at the sound of her voice, using her asshole hard and fast.

   “P-please… tell me I’m your dumb little bitch!” Valkyrina sounded horny, desperate and submissive, her voice completely unlike the assertive warrior woman she was. As concerned as she was, Tracie couldn’t help but get turned on watching the girl be so slutty, and she played with her fat tits as she responded.

   “Y-you’re a dumb… dumb little bitch,” she mumbled, sliding one hand down between her legs.

   The effect of her words on Valkyrina were immediate. Biting down on the back of the chair, her whole body clenched while her fingers worked like a piston inside her. Muffled barks came from her mouth as she bucked her hips in insane pleasure. The chair creaked under the force of her motions, and the seat was a soggy mess by the time she had begun to slow.

   For her part, Tracie had flung off the blanket she’d been under, her legs spread wide and inviting as she fucked herself shamelessly. Her eyes darted from her friend’s sweat-sheened backside and her own oversized tits. As such, she didn’t even notice Dolly walk in… She just felt a hand firmly pull her own away from her pussy, only to be replaced by a soft, wet mouth.

   It took over three hours for the girls to calm, and even then it was a tenuous bit of clarity at best. Still, it was enough time for Dolly to let Tracie know how things went down after the big showdown.

   She explained, a bit sheepishly, that she had never actually expected the necklaces to work in the slightest. Though a genius, there simply hadn’t been enough time to pull off an invention of that level of sophistication, let alone more than one. The serum had been the end game all along, but she didn’t want to risk trying to talk the Bombshell into drinking it… She had to make sure the woman felt she had the upper hand.

   It had reversed her powers, in a big way; effectively leaving her the ultimate example of what she was capable of. Unable to do much more than beg to be fucked, she had been moved to a high-security research facility equipped to handle her needs, and to hopefully rehabilitate her.

   For her part, Dolly had spent most of the engagement lost in her own lust. The Bombshell had left her in the hands of a local sorority, after ensuring each girl inside was eager to enjoy her. Thankfully, the Kent City recovery team was able to find her fairly quickly, and was able to get her back to a more or less normal mental state. From there, she had begun to slowly recover the others.

   Without the Bombshell’s power pulsing through them, the contagion stopped immediately. Those effected were able to be mostly recovered through a combination of heavy nullifier usage, and some cocktails Dolly was able to work up using Miss Rebound’s milk. Even then, it wasn’t one-hundred percent effective, and it was unlikely that Kent City University was going to have many applicants for the next few years. 

   Still, the changes were nothing compared to Tracie’s. Between her long resistance, and then her exposure to the woman’s briefly amplified ability, her own powers had been all but wiped out. In their place, she seemed to exude a slightly altered version of the Bombshell’s cheap perfume, leaving those around her almost uncontrollably horny. Thankfully, extensive tests had proven she wasn’t contagious- more than one nurse had ended up fucking herself during diagnostics, only to find the heat fading to a dull roar once they left the room.

   Tracie had been sad about losing her powers, but… it was almost impossible to stay grumpy. In fact, she felt almost permanently perky and bubbly. Besides, she had perfect, sexy titties, and a body that even she drooled over. On top of that, she found her reflexes and dexterity to be surprisingly intact. More than once she was able to strip out of her top in seconds, while the random stranger about to fuck her was still fumbling with their pants. 

   So yeah, maybe she was a little sluttier than before, and a bit less sharp, but that didn’t mean she couldn’t still be a hero. It had taken some costume changes, and a bit of friendly PR/sex tape with Mayor Bambi, but most citizens found themselves very welcoming of the new Pink Huntress.

   Valkyrina had a harder time adjusting. After she’d wandered off to get her tattoo, she’d gotten implants too, hoping to become slutty enough to be allowed to pleasure Tracie. All the while, she’d been replaying the way her temporary mistress had ordered her to act in her head, burning it into her dumb, bimbo mind.

   The regenerative she’d taken had caused her body to accept the implants as natural and permanent, along with the tattoo. What Dolly hadn’t expected was the way it worked with the Bombshell’s powers, leaving much of the changes irreversible. What used to be the toughest brawler in the city now got off hard on demeaning herself for Tracie, and not a day went by without the two of them enjoying their new lifestyle in some way or other. 

   As for the rest of the city… life went on. Each and every citizen of Kent City remained poised and ready for the next up and coming villain, with the usual mix of anxiety and eager anticipation. Not a one of them wished they lived anywhere else, as per the norm.

   Still, as always, another shadow falls over the streets, and people begin to talk in hushed whispers once more. Just as there will always be heroes to step in where others fall, there are always more villains creeping out of the darkness. It’s just a matter of when.
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   Excerpt from Kink City Bimbos 4 – Valkyrina Remade:

    

   Her fingers, which had been stroking her slit through the worn material of her costume, immediately plunged through the cloth with a loud tear. Her pussy made a humiliatingly loud squelch as she stuffed herself, causing her to cry out just as noisily. More windows lit up, and the muttering and cheering of the people below served as the perfect background noise for her debasement.

   ‘No, no, no Valerie! You can’t do this! Everyone can see you! Everyone can…’ Her thoughts trailed off under the onslaught of shameful lust pouring through her.

   Slowly, without consciously meaning to, she began to float towards the voyeuristic cameraman who had first photographed her. Not once did her fingers cease their steady thrum; not even when she got close enough to see her viewer. It was a young man, stunned and red-faced, with one hand on his camera and the other on his cock. 

   Valkyrina eased down close, until her feet were settled on the cool stone of his window sill. Spreading her legs as far as her flexibility would allow, the oversexed woman peeled away the tatters of suit that covered her slit. Another flash of the camera soon followed, causing Valerie to moan louder, and the drip of juices from her sex to become all the more apparent. 

   Her eyes were locked on the man’s cock, while her free hand roughly tugged down the front of her suit. Her tits bounced free, massive and jiggling; prompting the man to gasp. Flash after flash flickered from the camera, chasing out what little remained of Valerie’s inhibitions.

   ‘Nothin’ to lose… Already too far… Stupid slut…’

   The man took a reflexive step back as Valkyrina floated inside his window. Resting her soft, round ass on the sill, she slowly pulled her fingers from herself. Legs still wide in open invitation, the lust-addled heroine began sucking her digits clean. Wordlessly she begged him to take her; from her desperate eyes to her dribbling slit leaking down onto the carpet.

   He took one last picture before he stepped forward, stopping only to set the camera down on a nearby table. Valerie noted, with no small amount of excitement, that the camera was set to record. The little red light shined at her, reminding her of the gravity of what she was doing.

   ‘I could still go… I could grab the camera. Grab all of them, even. Then, no one would know… No one would know what a slut I’ve become…’

   Valerie cried out, loud and lustful, as the man entered her. The feeling of a cock inside her drove any thoughts of backing out from her mind. More than that, as she began to give in to her urges, something inside her began to change as well. Slowly, as she shook in shameful ecstasy, her other side grew more dominant.

   She sank down onto the sill, her flight tapering off until she couldn’t keep herself up. Nearly falling back out of the window, she barely managed to pull her curvy body inside before her ability gave out entirely. Her and her lover tumbled to the floor, and while the man seemed stunned by the sudden turn of events, Valerie wasted no time.

   Sliding down his body, she dragged her swollen tits along him until the two soft globes rested on either side of his erection. Cradling them in her shaking palms, she began milking his cock with her breasts. Each time the head of his member crested her cleavage, she leaned down to suckle on it; lapping his precum as if it were her favorite ice-cream.

    

   Want to read more? Check out ‘Valkyrina Remade’, coming soon to Amazon.com!
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