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“ARE YOU SURE THIS HEAP of junk can’t go any faster?” Daphne asked. “I’m like, feeling myself die by the second in here.”

Jerry struggled not to let out a long, shuddering sigh. This road trip was not going as planned. 

The plan, he reflected stolidly, staring out across the open wilderness of the Ozarks, was to take his girlfriend Alexis and himself to a small, intimate cabin and enjoy one another’s presence. 

Be alone. Be comfortable. Maybe have sex that was more romantic and heated than the awkward, fumbling administrations they had managed so far in the back of his car or the upstairs of her parent’s house. Such were the payments for banging a girl so much younger than him.

But then Daphne, Alexis’s roommate, had caught wind of the trip. She had never been to the Ozarks before! Wouldn’t it be just so fun, so quaint to check out like, all those uber-old rustic cabins and shit? 

Daphne had what might be termed a “forceful personality.” She was forceful, and she personally made sure you knew about it. She brought her friend, Nadine, along; a painfully shy, overweight young blond who was majoring in physics at the local university. 

Jerry had known Daphne only through a few get-togethers, and Nadine not at all. All the same, it was easy to see after only five minutes that Nadine shadowed Daphne because the poor girl was terrified of not being Daphne’s friend; Daphne, of course, abused this position terribly and treated Nadine mostly like a verbal punching bag, constantly making cracks about her weight, her shyness, her chronic stress-eating, or the thick waves of acne riding on her neck and shoulders. 

“We’re going as fast as we should,” said Jerry. “There’s a lot of cops on these roads. They like to hide out in the outcroppings, and—”

“I think we’re going as fast as you can,” said Daphne, “in this piece of junk. I thought you were a mechanic?”

“He is a very good mechanic,” said Alexis, her hand coming down on Jerry’s thigh. “And he doesn’t need your criticism.”

Alexis nodded at him sagely, self-affirmed in the fact that she had solved the dispute for her boyfriend. This, of course, only made Jerry feel more out of sorts. He didn’t want his girlfriend solving problems for him; he was perfectly capable of defending himself.

“Is it much longer, though?” asked Nadine, in the backseat with Daphne. “I kind of have to pee.”

Daphne rolled her eyes. “You just went, didn’t you?”

“Like two hours ago?” Nadine’s voice became small; she had not needed to phrase that as a question. 

Most of how Nadine presented herself was as an apology. Her sentences were questions, questioning indeed whether they had a right to exist as verbiage at all. Her form—some fifty pounds overweight for a girl of her height—was covered from head to toe in thick layers of clothing—a shirt underneath a sweater underneath a hoodie underneath a larger coat, and so on and on, every part of her feeling sorry she was there. It was not cold outside. Her glasses were thick and dark, the lenses dense as bulletproof glass. 

“It’s another few hours, Nadine,” said Jerry, feeling sorry for the girl. “We can make a stop soon, though. There should be a gas station up ahead.”

Alexis patted him on the thigh, appreciative. 

That’s mostly how Alexis was—appreciative. Respectful. Cordial, even. Sometimes friendly. 

But loving? Gracious? Kind? Complimentary? These never seemed to pop into her head, or if they did, they did not happen to Jerry’s benefit. 

He had little doubt that she was within about three weeks of breaking up with him. She didn’t very much seem to enjoy having him around. Alexis was a graduate student in Victorian literature, and she resembled some of the women in those stories: withdrawn, cold, sticking her nose in other people’s business. 

Their sexual exploits had been unenthusiastic on her part; he was beginning to suspect she was actually frigid (as in, medically so), and that their sex only happened to keep him from complaining while she was able to have a man around. 

Alexis was lovely, though. One trait she shared in common with her roommate. They were both rather attractive, though for entirely different reasons. Alexis was like a hot librarian—high cheekbones, cool exterior, dark hair perennially drawn up in a bun, her waifish form usually covered up in a series of smart stockings, sweaters, short skirts, and suit jackets. 

Daphne, on the other hand, tried to advertise herself as the vibrant type—blond, cheerleadery (though she hadn’t participated in any athletics since she was twelve, and her favorite form of exercise was starving), and painfully, aggressively thin. She was the sort of overdone blonde who had felt good for a week when she fit into a size four at the age of seventeen and now, six years and two failed attempts at college later, still doggedly starved herself to fit into that same dress and relive those same glory days. But the years of malnutrition had taken their toll, and though Daphne still had lovely features, they were dragged down by the acres of make-up used to cover up the sunken circles beneath her eyes, the yellowish tint to her skin, and the slow browning of her teeth from all her purging. 

She was the kind of girl who was unbelievable on a club dance floor and unbearable during an intimate dinner date. She made up for her fear of people not liking her by aggressively not liking them first. 

“Shouldn’t mechanics have like, nice cars?” Daphne asked. “I mean I don’t know anything about cars, and mine is way, way nicer than this.”

Jerry held in his strangled, exasperated cry. You didn’t have to come! You could be disliked at home instead of here!

“This car is a classic,” said Alexis. “Right, man?”

“Man” was her pet name for him. She was warmth personified, his girlfriend.

“A classic,” he said, shifting in his seat. Busted springs pushed heavily into the muscles of his back; he would be sore later. “Exactly.”

The car was a piece of shit and he knew it. But his shop wasn’t exactly swimming in money and times had been tough; people would rather drive a busted car than get it repaired. And then, the people who did take their cars in often couldn’t pay right away; he either had to deal with their shitty credit or put them on installment plans. He kept his interest rates as low as he could, with no interest in being a monster, but a man had to eat, didn’t he?

“I mean, my car has like, fifteen air conditioner vents,” said Daphne. “I’m just glad it’s nice outside, you know? I keep thinking—what would happen if the temperature flares up or drops or something? What if like, god forbid, there’s some freak blizzard, or like a solar flare—”

“For god’s sake, Daphne” said Alexis. “There’s not going to be a solar flare. We’re in the middle of—”

“What’s that?” 

Nadine pointed to the sky, peering up out the window. It was pink.

The entire sky. It was pink.

* * * * * 
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ALEXIS FELT STRANGE. 

She had rolled down the window to look outside at the pink sky. The air smelled pleasant, though she couldn’t quite trace what it smelled like. Cinnamon buns? Apple tarts? Something sweet, for sure. Sticky and sweet. Sticky, hot, sultry, the sort of taste that stuck on your tongue and that you just had to slide your mouth over for days until it was the only thing you tasted for the rest of your life...

The sky wasn’t pink all the way—it started just as a streak, or maybe an opening, a great pink slash in the sky that was leaking out into the bright blue. And it wasn’t just some strange sun effect either, not the sunrise or sunset pink that sometimes showed up in the Midwestern sky. This was bright pink, neon pink, eighties pink and getting pinker. 

Pinker, and larger. It was spreading, moving across the entire sky, opening up like a portal. But there wasn’t anything coming out of it...was there? Just the pinkness itself. 

“What is it?” Jerry asked. “Have you guys seen anything like that?”

Daphne tried to answer. “Must be some...some kind of thingy...”

Super smart, thought Alexis. “Some kind of thingy.” Of course. Idiot. So glad the six years of college paid off.

“It smells, too,” said Nadine, rubbing her hands down her body. “Smells nice.”

Alexis had to agree there.

“Bubblegum,” said Alexis, inhaling deep. “Smells like...bubble gum.”

“What’s that?”

Jerry, driving, turned to look at her. His forearms flexed on the steering wheel. She watched them, her heart pounding strangely, and let her fingers run across the thick muscles there. He had nice arms. Mechanic’s arms. Man arms. Hairy and thick. Why didn’t she tell him she liked them? She liked them a lot. 

A whole lot.

“Alexis?” Jerry asked, looking at her.

Her hands were buried up in his sleeve, reaching toward his armpit. She had wanted to feel where his scents came from. There was a heavy pool of saliva waiting in her mouth; she swallowed slowly. 

When had her hands moved? One moment, they were in her lap, the next, they were on Jerry.

Weird.

“S-sorry,” she said, turning from him suddenly and sitting on her hands. 

What was that all about? She was never so forward with him. But she was feeling...different. Good. Was it the pink? Had it set something off in her? Her thoughts felt pink. Pink and...fuzzy.

“You said it smelled?” he asked. 

“You can’t smell it?” asked Nadine. “It’s like...peaches and cream.”

“Bubblegum,” said Alexis. “It's bubblegum. I'm sure of it.”

Daphne shook her head. “Fresh cherry pie.”

Jerry shrugged. “I can’t smell anything, really. I’ve always had a bad sense of smell.”

Alexis felt a strange mixture of pity and sadness for him—he smelled so good! It was one of her favorite things about him—his musky, masculine, campfire smell; the way she could sink underneath his arm at night and doze off, stealing his warmth and inhaling his scent. 

He swerved slightly on the road. The people in front of him were driving erratically. The sudden movement made Alexis realize she had been pushing her nose toward his arms again, her face coming close to being buried in that perfect warm spot between his torso and his bicep. 

There was more saliva now, only now it was coming out of her mouth a bit. She wiped her lips, hoping Daphne didn’t see, feeling strange. Her body was heated; her pussy was hot. 

The girls behind her weren’t noticing, though. Their eyes were outside, up, looking up at the pink gap in the sky. It was quite bright, the pinkness, and so the way they looked up at it made it look as though their eyes were turning pink too. Alexis hadn’t thought anything was going to shut Daphne up during this entire trip; she had known, known that her roommate had only come along to make fun of her and Jerry. 

But Alexis had felt compelled to let her come along; they would be roommates for a while, and she didn’t think Jerry was going to last as a boyfriend too much longer. 

It wasn’t that she didn’t like him. In fact, she liked him a lot, now that she thought about it. Like the way he smelled. Liked the way he had arms. Big, strong arms that could hold her down, slap her around, show her what’s what...

Her pussy was feeling hot. She shook her head, trying to think.

Oh, yes. She liked Jerry, but he was also, well, just a mechanic, wasn’t he? Rather low class. Alexis’s parents were very well-to-do, and she herself hadn’t paid a dime for her education. Neither had Daphne, even though she hadn’t completed hers. 

Dating Jerry was a sort of experiment for her, to see if she could get along with someone who was so obviously beneath her. She would try to get him to engage with her in discussions about Wuthering Heights and Jane Eyre, and though he tried to work through the books, he wasn’t really much good at analysis. Their attempts at discussion just turned into lecture series with her giving long, drawn-out summations of the events in each chapter.

He was sort of dull, even if he was handsome. And that was the cardinal sin in Alexis’s mind—being dull.

But she was certainly focused on doing a little sin with him soon. She was glad, very glad, watching him drive and move with such manly skill, that their cabin would have a private room for the both of them. She needed to have his cock out and slathering its precious hot fluids all over her body. She breathed in deep, long breaths, taking in that heavy bubblegum smell straight to her brain. 

It felt like her brain was becoming bubble gum, in a way, stretching and chewing, blowing out in little pops. She heard herself giggle, saw herself smiling in the rear-view mirror, and couldn’t remember about what. Behind her, Nadine and Daphne were both smiling at something themselves, their eyes blank and pink, staring up at the sky. They giggled aimlessly, heads lolling.

“I think...” said Alexis. “I think I ought to roll up this window.”

She drifted her finger over to the button, a sudden tired weakness taking her as she did. She bit her lip, trying to think. When she looked out the window, looked up toward the pink sky, her thoughts had gotten all fuzzy. All she could think about was Jerry’s smell, Jerry’s arms, Jerry’s big cock that she hadn’t ever sucked or stroked. Why hadn’t she given him a blowjob? 

Or at least a handjob?

All that working he did. He must be so spent when he got home. What if she was just there one day, dressed in frilly lingerie with her tits perked up nice, dolled up for him and waiting to help him relax? He wouldn’t need to take a shower; he could keep all that grease and motor oil on his body. She liked the way it made him smell, like such a man. A fixer. A doer. It made her feel so...so feminine knowing that he could break things so easily and then put them back together so well. 

She would sit on his lap and give him a nice, slow, lazy handjob, listening to his problems and promising to help him cum and forget all about them...

“Uh...” Jerry was breathing hard. “Alexis?”

She looked at him, and then at where he was looking. Her hand was in his lap, fondling his half-hard cock. She could see the bulge underneath her nimble fingertips, straining against the cloth of his shorts. There was a thick wet spot visible where his precum had begun to seep out. Alexis licked her lips, drool falling down her chin and across her lap. She squeezed her fingers, and immediately his cock responded, surging beneath her grip and increasing in size and hardness. 

Oh. Oh my. That was something, wasn’t it? She could just...just make it harder anytime she wanted...

“Alexis...” Jerry breathed. “I um...have to drive. And your roommate...”

Alexis stole a glance behind her. It was like some kind of trance had fallen over the girls in the car. Nadine was huddled over, facing toward the half-open window. Her form was shifting and moving, her legs sliding over each other minutely. Soft moans were audible. 

Daphne was looking out the window, breathing deeply, nodding off. Her fingers were tracing the shape of her swollen folds in her tight shorts; her other hand skating around the thick apples of her tits.

Wait, the what?

Daphne didn’t have tits. Starving, self-flagellating anorexic that she was, any fat reserves needed to form tits had long ago gone bye-bye. But there they were, Alexis could see, small mounds pushing out the tight white top clinging to Daphne’s torso. The nipples were fully erect, like pencil erasers, and tented the fabric. 

“Alexis!” Jerry hissed, squirming in his seat

She had started stroking him harder than before. Looking at her roommate’s new yummy tits. What was that all about?

Alexis was a graduate student. She studied literature for a living. Why was she acting so shamelessly? She moved her hand back into her lap and then sat back down on her hands. 

“I’m sorry,” she said. Her voice was a low coo, unfamiliar even to her. “I don’t know what’s gotten into me, baby.”

She hadn’t ever called Jerry “baby.” Nor did she coo. Nor did she look at him, biting her bottom like she was now, hot pleading in her eyes that he would take mercy on her and pull over and fuck her stupid and full of...

Full of...

Full of what? His sperm? His seed?

His fucking seed, oh yeah, his unprotected seed with his bare cock, because that would mean she would get...oh, then she would...

“Something’s happening,” said Jerry. “To all of you. There’s a motel up ahead. I’m going to pull over.”

Alexis sighed happily. What a Man he was, taking action like that.

* * * * * 
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ALEXIS FELT DREAMY and unreal. Her body felt like it was tingling, on fire with desire. In the five minutes between announcing that they would pull over and then actually parking the car, her arousal had more than quadrupled, every single movement and thought she made suddenly hardwired down to a pussy that felt empty, wet, and ravenous. 

A soft sheen of sweat covered her body. She was wet, her short hair feeling strangely thick as she moved her hands through it. She was so hot. 

Tugging at her clothes didn’t seem to do anything but distract Jerry from his job driving—so of course, she kept doing it. Her button-up shirt was becoming as wet as her skin, and she ripped and tore at it around her neck, pulling buttons apart until they popped off and plinked down onto the floor of the car. 

Her breasts felt heavy and thick, like her thoughts, and her nipples were hard...like Jerry’s cock. There was drool running down her chin, mixing with the sweat, and it all was making her her entire body look wet and hot. 

She liked this look for her. She liked it a lot. Why hadn't she tried to be this way for him before? He kept staring at her. He would fuck her with a wrench in his hand. He'd smear her body in motor oil and bury her head in a fucking glove box while violating her from behind. Fuck.

If she asked him really nicely, maybe she could get him to trap her in the spare tire so he could punish her ass without her able to fight back?

Her fingers danced across her nipples, each little touch and squeeze sending impulses of new fantasies straight to her brain. 

He pulled into the motel parking lot and found a space. The place was small and looked mostly abandoned. The paint on the office was yellow and cracking apart. The lights flickered.

When they were fully stopped, Jerry reached back to Daphne and Nadine, shaking them briefly.

“Are you guys all right?” he asked. 

Alexis reached up and squeezed his ass—his body turned toward the back of the car—giggling softly. He had a firm butt. She liked that. Jerry didn't say anything, so Alexis kept squeezing and cooing. God, he was strong.

Daphne turned to look at him, yawning and smiling. “Yeah. Fine.” Her smile deepened, her hands sliding over his. “Very fine.”

Her tits had only grown since Alexis looked at them last. They were easily B cups now. Her hair, usually thin and stringy, looked fuller. Thicker. Heavier. Even blonder than before. 

Nadine just giggled and nodded, her fingers dancing along Jerry’s hand on her leg. “Mmhmm.”

Never before had Alexis seen Nadine giggle. Or smile, really. Usually she was just apologizing, looking sad that she existed at all. 

He raised an eyebrow, clearly not believing them. “Well...whatever. I’m getting us a room. Wait here.”

Alexis watched him appreciatively as he walked to the motel entrance and stepped inside. His stride was so sure, so manly. Her fingers slipped over the next couple of buttons on her shirt, leaving it more open than before. Her bra was completely exposed now. She filled it out nicely. 

Squirming, Alexis slipped off her jacket and stuffed it down beneath her feet. Her skirt, which she had thought of as rather short when she put it on for the trip, felt too long now. How was she going to show off her legs with this thing going down over her knees?

There was a pocket knife in the console of the car. She clicked it open and began to work, ripping at her skirt until it was a much more comfortable miniskirt, the new “hemline” going only halfway down her thighs. Much better. Now she just needed some heels...

“Your boyfriend is really cute,” Daphne said.

Alexis looked up. She had been in something like a trance state, fixing her appearance. Even though she was wearing less clothing than before, she felt warmer than ever. Were her tits swelling in her tiny bra? And since when had this bra felt so tiny? She shook her chest, and her boobs jiggled enticingly.

“Oh,” said Alexis, nodding, looking with fascination at her own growing boob-flesh. “Yes. He is.”

“Like, really cute,” Daphne repeated. Alexis could hear her lick her lips. “I want to fuck him.”

Alexis nodded like Daphne had said “the weather was warm today” or “grass grows faster when it’s watered well.” Of course Daphne wanted to fuck Jerry—she was a girl and he was a Man. 

A man with a big, fat cock. Alexis sighed wistfully, looking out the window, her breath fogging against the glass like a dog waiting for its master. Jerry had rolled up the windows before he left and turned on the child-locks, preventing the girls from opening them. 

Buttons were hard. Alexis punched lightly at them, barely able to press one down. It was so hard to do something a Man clearly didn't want her to do. She reveled in the experience of losing her will; it felt nice, like a tall glass of warm lemonade on a cool day.

“Are you guys, like, hot?” Nadine asked. 

Alexis looked back at the overweight, bespectacled girl. She was sweating profusely—even more than Alexis or Daphne—her thick form practically making a puddle beneath her in the seat. 

“Gosh, Nadine,” said Daphne. “Maybe you should take off some clothes?”

Nadine just giggled, pushing her hand deep between her legs, moaning and sliding her knees together. Alexis bit her lip, watching. That was a good fucking idea. Nadine was smart. Her own fingers began sliding down into her skirt, exploring briefly.

Her thumb brushed against her clit, and her entire body vibrated with sudden, intense pleasure. Alexis moaned, the sound filling the car. 

That. Felt. Fucking. Great.

Jerry finally exited the motel office, waving for the girls to come out and meet him. They all immediately obeyed, Alexis clinging rapidly to his arm, needing to show him the beautiful new trick she could do with her hands on her clit. Or...maybe it would work with his hands on her clit, too? Or his cock...

“What happened to your outfit?” he asked Alexis. 

“I made some changes.” She pushed her tits heavily into his arm, docking them across his bicep. The bra was straining more than ever to contain her. “You like?”

“Yeah,” he said, licking his lips briefly. “Sure. Look, something...something fucked is happening.”

“What do you mean?” asked Alexis.

Daphne was sliding back on the car, complaining about her tummy rumbling. Nadine, meanwhile, was stripping down from her many layers, each one sopping wet, until she was left in just her pants and a tee shirt. Both looked too big for her. She looked with pleasant confusion at the mess around her body.

“I didn’t pay the motel. I mean, I have the key, but they were...busy.” He lowered his voice. “Someone was blowing the manager in the back office. I just left money and then got out of there.”

“Oh,” said Alexis, licking her lips. 

Someone blowing a Man. Maybe they could give her tips on how to help do that with Jerry? He needed his cock sucked so badly. He deserved it. And she was just the girl to give it to him. 

“Don’t you see, Alexis? Something is happening to the women. To...to you. You’re like...shiny.”

“Shiny?” she tittered at the compliment.

“Your skin, you’ve got this sheen. It’s not like regular sweat. And the way you smell...”
Her hand slid over to his cock. He was hard as a rock, straining against his pants. Softly, she squeezed the head, needing to feel the wonderful delight of his cum spurting out...
“Yeah?” she asked, wanting to hear more. It felt nice to be complimented by a Man. 

“I’m hungry,” said Daphne, stepping closer to them. “I’m so fucking crazy hungry. Do we have any food?”

“We were going to stop closer to the cabin,” said Jerry. “Sorry. There’s probably a vending machine somewhere. Follow me.”

He grabbed Alexis’s hand, taking it away from his cock, and led the trio of confused, bubbly-headed girls through the rows of rooms. They could overhear inside heavy, hot sounds of panting and moaning from several rooms. Jerry stopped at one room, opening it up with the key and gesturing for the girls to go inside. 

“There’s a machine,” he said, pointing just around the corner. “Does anybody have any money?”

They all shook their heads. Alexis was having trouble remembering just exactly how money worked. It was the stuff Men gave you that you traded for like, clothes and stuff. Right?

Men were definitely in charge of it. She knew that much. Girly girls like her didn't know a thing about numbers. Money was like, basically numbers? Like numbers with...funny squiggles?

“Fuck,” he said, clearly losing his temper. “Fuck! What the fuck is happening?”

His change in mood was completely sudden and absolute. One second he was relatively calm, the next, he was raging and violent. Alexis felt her heart hammering, needing to suckle his cock until he calmed down.

Or didn't. Her pussy wettened at the thought of him slapping the fuck out of her face while she went down on him.

Jerry kicked the wall and then slammed his fist against the door. Roaring, he rushed toward the vending machine and slammed his foot into the bottom of it, knocking the heavy glass door over the treats loose. Then he continued to kick it, powering it open, and once the door was loose he ripped it all the way off and sent it scattering onto the floor.

The cover of the vending machine was heavy and latched securely. A man would have to be like, superhumanly strong to be able to just force it off like that. Alexis, watching her man lose his temper and unleash all that strength on the machine, had never been so fucking wet in her life. 

“Girls!” he snapped. “Come get your fucking food! Now!”

Daphne and Nadine snapped to attention, immediately rushing to follow the man’s order. 

As they poured out of the room, Alexis grabbed Jerry’s arm and tugged him inside, shutting the door behind her. Her heavy tits felt swollen inside of her constraining top. Her hair sprinkled around her shoulders, thick and dark, and she licked her lips. Without thinking, she clung to her man, kissing him deeply, wrapping her body tight against his and joining him in a sizzling hot kiss. 

At first, he didn’t seem to know how to respond. Then her pussy, so clearly hot and so close to him, pushed up against his thick rod from beneath her skirt. He groaned, grabbing her ass and pulling her against him, his hands slipping up her thighs and taking her by the ass. 

“I n-need to suck you off,” she said, her thoughts so foggy and wet. 

Every part of her felt soaked. But even so, she knew she was forgetting something. Something important. 

His cock was right there, it was making thinking so hard. Her hands fumbled with his zipper and buttons, undoing them clumsily, fingers coming around the precum-slathered mess of his turgidity. The second she touched him, everything make sense. Her knees gave out, biology took over, and she knelt before the commanding presence of her man. Hot lips, so close to tasting that holy object of her every desire, became slathered in slick saliva. 

“Please,” she said, her voice small and needy. “Please can I suck your cock?”

A wave of hot, instant relief passed through her, a miniature orgasm on all its own, like she had the full effects of seventeen back massages all at once. That was so much better. It was so much nicer for a girl to beg her Man for his cock. That was what she had done wrong before.

She should always be begging him. Begging to be bossed around. To be slapped if he was angry. To suck him if he needed relief. 

Begging to be every last thing he needed. That was her place.

He nodded just once, and right away, she slipped her thickening lips over his rod, eagerly swallowing the precum-covered meat down her throat. She had never sucked a cock before, never once, never even wanted to, but now it was her whole world. Taking his thick rod into her mouth, sliding her entire tongue around the thickness of his shaft—had he been so big before? How had she not known?—and swallowing him deep down her throat like an expert. His hands ran through her hair, pulling and yanking, encouraging her to suck deeper, and she obliged him.

Every part of her vibrated with pleasure, the drips of his precum splashing against her tongue and lips and inside of her mouth like molten ambrosia being hard-wired straight to the center of her brain. She stared up at him, big green eyes focusing purely on her man, letting him know that her attention was solely on him and his pleasure. 

“Fuck, Alexis,” he moaned. “Fuck, you're good at that. That's your job from now on. You hear me?”

She nodded, sucking affirmatively. She couldn't stop moaning. Somehow she was close to cumming without even touching her pussy. 

“You fucking hear me, Alexis? This is your job now. You fucking suck my cock all the time. I'm tired of your shit, you hear me? You fucking suck me or I'll leave you.”

Leave her? Oh god, leave her? She sucked harder, licking fastidiously, slurping with gusto to please her Man. She couldn't imagine not having a Man. She was a girl. Her Man was everything. 
Cum in my throat, she urged him in her mind. Cum in my throat. I'm your good little fuck doll. Your little girlyfriend fucktoy. Cum in my throat. Cum in me forever. Pleasepleasepleasepleaseplease
He moaned, jerking, his balls tightening against her chin. Then sticky, hard jets of salty deliciousness sprayed against her throat.

“Good girl,” he moaned, sending waves of orgasm crash through her body. “That's a good girl. Suck it down for me.”

She would. Forever. She had to.

He was her Man.

* * * * * 
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JERRY SAT BACK ON THE bed, trying to think. His cock was out and he stroked it absently. His hard-on didn’t seem to be going away. 

After Alexis had sucked him off, and he had sprayed his seed thick down her throat, he felt like something had turned on inside of him. A switch that had been flipped. 
Before letting Daphne and Nadine back in the room, he had backed Alexis into the corner and—still hard, after just receiving the best blowjob of his life from his formerly utterly-peevish girlfriend—fucked her skull stupid. He slammed into her, being brutal with it, knocking her head between the door and the wall in the corner, and she had loved it. There was a dent in the wall when they were done, but she didn't seem the worse for the wear at all. Far from it. 
Staring up at him with empty green eyes, fingers ripping at her bra, her flimsy wet shirt, tearing her clothes down and showing him the shiny surface of her hot wet skin as he emptied himself again. This time, though, instead of just cumming down her throat, he had emptied all over her face, spraying his white hot seed across her lips, her cheeks, her chest. 

Her expanding chest. Her lengthening hair. Her widening hips.

Fuck. She was so fucking sexy now.

After that, breathing hard, he had let Nadine and Daphne in the room. Their mouths were covered in grease and salt and chocolate, Daphne especially. She seemed dazed—both of them had their hands buried in their cunts, had been pressing up against the door and listening intently to the face-fucking of Alexis inside. Salty potato chip and dark fudge stains were visible all around the crotches of their pants and shorts from where they had been touching themselves intently and getting off to Jerry utterly brutalizing Alexis. 

He didn’t quite have the cognitive capacity to put it all together. His cock was so big and hard, and he had to stroke it. Make it covered in his own slick, slippery precum. There was a river of the stuff.

Shortly after coming inside the room Daphne collapsed on one of the two beds, the one closest to the bathroom. He ordered Alexis and Nadine to clean themselves off, and they meekly obeyed, Nadine not saying a word about Alexis’s ripped outfit or the cum she was smearing all over her face and chest like it was sunscreen. 

Jerry, vaguely curious, looked outside at the mess the girls had left behind them near the vending machine. They had torn through the snacks available to them, eating maybe one hundred and fifty dollars worth of food in one sitting. If anybody tried to make his girls pay for it, well, Jerry would kick their ass, and that would be that. 

He didn’t quite have the cognizance available to think that, only hours ago, kicking anyone’s ass for anything would have felt as foreign to him as eating caviar in a tuxedo. But his thoughts had become simpler. Not stupid. Just...streamlined. 

And so he sat on the bed, trying to think, stroking his cock. His precum continued to pour out like a fountain, the length and thickness of his cock feeling double than what it had that morning. 

His cock was bigger. Alexis was...sexier. His girlfriend. He deserved a sexy-as-fuck girlfriend. He was a Man, after all.

Her eyes were like bright hot forests. Her hair thick as his forearm. And she was so willing to fuck—and those tits, fuck. Those tits! So much bigger. 

Just like the kind he deserved. Big and soft and bouncy. 

His cock stirred slightly at that thought. Bigger tits. Bigger hips. Making her more fertile. His cock twitched again, more precum spilling out across his lap. 

The thought of making Alexis bigger—heavier—stuck with him. But not just heavier, not fatter. No. Thicker in the belly, making her swollen, making her...

Pregnant.

“C-cock?” Daphne shifted on the bed. She sat up suddenly, like she had been having a nightmare. “Cock?”

Her eyes focused slowly, narrowing and widening and then narrowing again as she inhaled deeply, seeing Jerry’s cock out. He hadn’t put much thought into the fact that his girlfriend’s roommate could see his open, bare cock at any time. Why should he? He was a Man and she was his woman. 

His woman?

Yeah, his woman. Anytime he wanted, he could make it so. 

Daphne licked her still-messy lips, stretching her arms languidly. “Cooooock,” she said, stretching the word out, testing it like water in a pool. 

Something was different about her. After eating all that food, and her nap, something had changed. She wiped her mouth, clearing the chocolate and crumbs away, and much of her caked make-up fell off too. Tongue shifting around his mouth, Jerry tossed her a towel he had been planning to use to cum into when he finished jerking off. 

“Wipe your face,” he said. “Clean off.”

“Mmkay,” Daphne said meekly. 

He thought nothing of her immediate obedience. Girls were supposed to do what Men said. That’s just how it was.

Quickly, she wiped her face and body down, clearing away the extra food stuff and make up clumped along her face. The sweat covering her body seemed to act like some kind of lubricant, making the cleaning process that much more efficient, leaving her sparkling and shiny in the dim motel light. When she was done, she looked incredible—massively better than she had before. 

Her make-up before had been applied to counteract years of bodily abuse to make herself more appealing—layers and layers of rouge, of eyeshadow, of mascara and lipstick to bring color and life to a face that belonged to a woman who was desperate to deny herself all the sustenance that actually provided life in a body. 

But what he saw now was completely different—Daphne was vibrant. Her cheeks held a natural, sexy flush to them, her eyes bright and sparkling, her lips a pale, sexy wet pink that made Jerry’s cock shudder to look at. And that wasn’t the only change. 

He was stunned, seeing it all now, that he hadn’t noticed it immediately. Her body was utterly transformed. Before, Daphne had been close to skeletal. Now, while her waist had remained teensy—if not even tinier than the twenty-two inches it already had been—her hips and chest had become wider than ever, giving her an effortlessly sexy hourglass shape promoting a lifetime of fertile pleasures. 

Her skin, once skirting around an unhealthy yellow pallor, was shiny and lightly bronzed, healthy and warm. The stringy mess of her hair had coalesced into thick blond locks running down her side, shimmering and magnificently straight, like the kind you would see in a hair commercial. 

But one of the biggest changes of all were her breasts—her tits, they now had to be called. They were massive, easily 36D in size, like great buoyant basketballs of milk-filled pleasure. Because they were milk-filled, and milk-dripping, hot wet white trails of leaking out as Daphne crawled across the bed to Jerry, pushing her gorgeous face against his thighs and licking the skin there. 

“Cock,” she said again, slurping up the heavy puddle of precum that he had spilled all along his legs. “Please, cock?”

Her vocabulary had apparently taken a large backseat to her current needs. She was like an angel, slurping, adoring, kissing his skin. Her thick tits rubbed against his knees, hot milk dripping down onto his flesh. Never before in his life could he remember being so goddamn hard, not even when he was fucking Alexis’s mouth just minutes ago. 

His hand came down on the television remote, flipping the channel on to the news. 

A male anchor was reporting, his shirt disheveled and his skin flushed. “Reports are saying that the Event, as it’s now being called, is global. There is no safe space from it, apparently. Women all over are being transformed into...” he shuddered, placing a hand beneath the desk. “Fuck. That’s it. Take it all the way down. Just like that.” He looked back up at the camera, smiling briefly. “...transformed, women are being transformed into big-breasted, for lack of a better term, bimbos.” 

The desk underneath him vibrated momentarily, and two large-breasted women—one Asian, the other Latina—slipped upward and kissed him on the neck, their chests covered in cum. He was clearly still fucking someone underneath the desk, her hands banging against the interior.

“This is...this is just how it is now, boys.” The anchor’s smile widened. “Enjoy.”

Something about his look, so predatory, so knowing, made Jerry’s soul go cold. He couldn’t do this. Couldn’t just...just fuck Daphne’s mind away. He was better than that.

So he stood up, rolling away from Daphne's pleading, perfect, plush body, pushing her off his body. Just that brief contact of his hand on her skin made his cock strain forward, heavy spurts of his precum landing all over the bed. Daphne lunged forward, smearing her face in his spent essence, licking up as much of it as he could. 

“Please!” Daphne moaned, crawling after him. “Please cock!”

“Stay here,” he growled at her. “Just...stay here, and let me think!”

And he watched, amazed, as she knelt down and nodded obediently, cunt obviously pulsing, clearly cumming at following his instructions. His precum glistened on her already-shining body. 

* * * * * 
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IN THE CAR WITH THE windows rolled up was the only place that Jerry felt safe. Away from this strange heat, the weird atmosphere, the pinkness of the sky, the pink in all the girls’ souls.

What was happening to them? To him? Why were his thoughts feeling so razor-sharp, but so limited? He could focus only on one thing at a time. His thinking in that point was clear as day, but imagination seemed boxed in. Tunneled. He couldn’t think of a solution to his problem because he was thinking so clearly about Daphne’s body—her ripe tits, those wet lips, those sensationally fertile hips...

And then his cock was hard again and he needed to stroke himself to calm down. He’d cum four times in the past hour, spraying against the interior of the car. The windows were plastered in his liquid. His cum was thick, like paint, but slippery too. Most of it had landed in a puddle on the floor of the car, nearly as tall as his toes. Imagining covering Alexis in all that cum had him hard...everything got him hard. And it was so easy to stay hard because all he fucking needed to do was cum and cum and cum and not think of anything else but breeding those hot cunts inside...

And now he was jerking himself off again. 

“Please,” came a soft, purring, cooing voice through the c. “Pl-please, sir, don’t do that.”

He turned, seeing a vision in underwear, knee socks, and high heels. The parking lot was empty except for the two of them. 

“Who is that? Is that...?”

Was that Nadine?

The glasses were the giveaway. Thick horn-rim frames and those dense lenses. But the rest of her...

The rest of her was a vision, just like Daphne had been. Her limbs were fit and toned, her torso slender and slick. Her every inch advertised hot, nubile, virgin sexuality, the kind seen on the covers of magazines or movie trailers. Her breasts were just barely covered, a tiny ripped t-shirt covering her body. There were obvious wet spots around the nipples where milk leaked out. She wore tiny lace boyshorts, plastered to her ass with sweat. They belonged, probably, to Daphne.

He stepped out of the car, his huge cock flopping from thigh to thigh, slapping heavy against himself. When Nadine saw it, she dropped to her knees, the thick cloth of her socks protecting her knees from the gravel on the driveway.

“Fuck,” she moaned, squeezing her tits. “You’re so big. Oh fuck. I’ve ne-never been fucked, Sir, and see, I was hoping...I was hoping you would be the one to fuck me, seeing as how, like, I belong to you with Alexis and Daphne, and...oh!”

He lifted her up off the ground easily, taking her in both hands and setting her down on top of the car. In a moment he was on top of her. Easily he ripped her shirt off, shoving his cock between the milk-wet mounds of her massive tits, her curled hand sliding rapidly around his shaft. 

There was no more resistance left in him. It could have been Alexis or Daphne or any other girl who had come out. All Jerry knew anymore was that he had to fuck—and he had to fuck a lot. 

He pushed inside of her milk-wet tits, cock throbbing back and forth. The head of his cock pushed against her chin, her lips. It felt like it was growing by the second. She was able to take much of it into her mouth, sucking and slurping while she rubbed her huge tits onto the side of his shaft. 

Beneath him, his car bucked with the weight. He could hear the axle straining and groaning. He didn't give a fuck. Nadine's tits felt amazing. Soft, warm, and dripping wet now with his own precum and her milk, they were everything he needed on him.

There was no more pretense of being a good person. He was a Man. Fucking Nadine like this was his right.

She belonged to him.

And he had to show her. He had to give her his fucking seed. Had to empty himself all over her. 

“Take it, you fucking...fucking hot bitch!” he grunted. “Fucking take all of it!”

Nadine nodded, urgently sucking and moaning, needing to obey her Man. 

His load was massive, surging down her mouth. So much of his hot white seed dumped into her that he overloaded her, great streams of it spurting down from the sides of her mouth. He continued to spray, pulling out of her sexy hot lips, spraying all over her glasses and her tits. 

“You don’t fucking need these,” he said, taking her glasses and throwing them across the parking lot.
He meant she didn’t really need to see or read or do anything with her eyes from then on; the truth was, though, that she didn’t actually need them at all, she had merely kept them on as a vestige of her old life. That was gone now—and she was firmly entrenched as his. She stared up at him with bright blue eyes, nodding obediently.
“Yes, Master,” she said. “Anything you say.”

* * * * * 
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DAPHNE SAT IN ALEXIS’S lap, the two young newly-discovered bisexuals fingering each other gleefully as their thoughts were filled with the dancing image of their Master’s cock. Their heavy tits leaked out hot milk all over each other, perfectly lubricated their already shining wet bodies, hot and soaked from the slick sweat of their constant need and heat. 

Both girls were naked except for the pairs of high heels they had taken from Daphne’s suitcase (why she had brought so many heels to a hiking trip was anyone’s guess), both of them needing to present themselves as completely open to their Master’s touch whenever he decided to grace them with their presence again.

Neither girl was weirded out by making out with her roommate. To Alexis, Daphne was just another hot fucking bitch. Any hot fucking bitch that her Master owned? Alexis was allowed to fuck. The same rules applied to Daphne and Nadine. 

Neither girl was worried, either, that their Master might not return. He was the Man, after all, and the Man took care of the girls. They could feel his orgasm, even in the parking lot so many dozens of feet away, knowing that he had cum beautifully all over their third slavesister, Nadine. 

Alexis loved Nadine. She loved watching her transforming body in the shower, fat melting away as the steam billowed under the water, her body transforming so that her Master would love to fuck her just like he would love to fuck Alexis. Alexis had, watching the scared Nadine, knelt down beneath her and licked her hot, sweet, pussy, adoring the sensation of the blonde’s body becoming tighter, more toned, more sexy beneath her tongue. 

But even with as much as she loved Nadine—and Daphne, with her hot new hips and big, sexy, milk-leaking tits—Alexis loved her Master more.

There was some dim thought still available to her. Nonsensical memories that brought to mind how she had, once upon a time, been cold to her Man. Her body feeling strangely revolted at the thought of sucking his cock or stroking him off, the way she felt now about, say, touching a Man who wasn’t him. 

All she wanted was him, now. All she needed was him. And she needed—she needed—

Her head perked up, sliding away from Daphne’s. “He’s coming.”

As soon as she said the words, the door burst open, Jerry kicking it right through. Wooden shards flew everywhere. He had a key, but of course, that was no fun. 

Alexis clapped and squealed with joy, sliding Daphne off of her lap slightly. The two were still pressed together, their heavy tits sliding up and down the surface of the other. But instead of being entangled, they were now advertising how easily Jerry could be entangled in them. 

Alexis tossed her hair back, thick yard-long locks the color of ebony shining and shimmering, and she bit her thick lower lip, eyes sparkling. Nadine was held upside down on Jerry’s torso, her legs flung over his shoulder with her tits resting on his thick, chiseled abs. Her mouth and hands worked up and down on his cock; she was working like some kind of blowjob-shirt. Alexis giggled, the only method she had left of offering any semblance of a witty phrase at this delightful sight.

“Come fuck?” Daphne asked, her high-pitched voice hopeful. 

“That’s right,” said Jerry. “Coming to fuck.”

He had answered Daphne, but his eyes were purely on Alexis. Her heart felt like it was going to pound through her chest. She needed her Man in her again. She knew that she had fucked him before, but for some reason, this felt like it would be the first time. It was different somehow this time.

There wasn’t much chance to think about it. Jerry took her by the throat and slammed her down on the bed. Milk splashed all around them; the bed was completely soaked in their heavy emissions. 

“You fucking say it,” he said, slapping her roughly and taking her hard by the throat. “You fucking say I’m your Master, slut.”

Her cheek stung from his slap. She loved it. He was a Man. He got to rough her up a bit. That was her place. 

“You’re my fucking Master,” she moaned. “My fucking Man Master!”

She gasped with sudden, unstoppable orgasm as he shoved inside of her. His cock filled everything—was everything. He was enormous, taking up the entirety of her cunt, filling her in ways that she didn't even know she could be filled.

He pulled out—emptiness, terror that he might leave forever—and then he shoved right back in, harder and deeper than before. 

Alexis gasped, grinding her body against his, his thick hands slapping on her tits and grabbing her roughly. He pinned her down on the bed and slammed his hips into hers, his cock unstoppably fucking her. 

“Do it!” she moaned. “Oh god, yes! Do it! Fuck me, please! Yes!”

“Fuck you, yeah,” he grunted. “Gonna fucking...make you pregnant.”

She gasped, feeling herself cum again at this revelation. She nodded urgently into his face, moaning, desperate, needing that to happen. It would be so perfect, so amazing to be pregnant from his cock. So wonderful.

“Yes!” she cried. “Yes! Yes! Fuck me! Fucking make me pregnant, Master! Make me yours! Make me your pregnant fucking cockslut, please!”

“That's right,” he said. “Fucking...fill you...”

His balls slapped harder and harder against the tight surface of her ass. Her body was so tiny compared to his. He was so massive, so strong.

She loved him so much. His orgasm was incoming. Her life had reached perfection.

The massiveness of his cock trembled and exploded inside her and everything made sense for the first time in her life. This was her purpose, her call to being. She could feel the life brimming in her almost right away, and even as he pulled out of her, her body cumming wildly and thrashing on the milk-wet bed, she knew beyond a shadow of a doubt that she was massively pregnant. 

She hoped for triplets.

Jerry wasn't done, though. He would never be done. He grabbed Daphne, still cumming, and began to fuck her with his spasming, totally-hard cock. Filling her up. Making her pregnant too. 

Alexis sighed happily, slinking down next to Nadine to lick up whatever remainder of cum she could. It was so good to belong to her Man. When she finished licking it up, she would go suck on his balls while he fucked her roommate.

* * * * *
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JERRY BURPED LOUDLY, moving his mouth away from the constantly dripping stream of Daphne’s heavy tit in his mouth. She had become his number-one Milk Girl over the past day, her tits being so massively larger than those of the others at Fort Motel. 

Fort Motel was his home now. He wasn't very creative. It was his home, his base, his fort. It was a motel. So, it was Fort Motel.

It had taken him about a day to clear out the other men from the place. They had put up a fight, trying to hold on to their women. Jerry couldn’t blame them—if any of them tried to take any of his girls, he’d fight too. But he had grown to be bigger and stronger than the other men—feasting so regularly on the milk of three hot, impregnated bimbo beauties designed to make him an even bigger stud than he already was—and so after a few black eyes, some busted lips, and even some broken bones, he had taught the intruders their lesson.

The milk of the bimbos made him big and strong. Fucking them—impregnating them—made their milk even more potent. The man with the most bimbos was the strongest. It was as simple as that.

Fort Motel, and all the pussy that arrived at it, now belonged to him. That included the pussy those men had had. 

So, now, in the main office, Jerry was surrounded not only by his lusciously pregnant Alexis and Nadine, their basketball-sized baby bumps pushing urgently against his biceps as they stroked his terrifically huge cock, and the milk-heavy Daphne (also hugely pregnant), but a redhead named Charlene, a young dark-skinned beauty named Yvonne, and two Asian girls who were so fucked out of their minds that they didn’t know how to give him a name anymore. He named them One and Two.

He was their Man. Their living God. He thought that was pretty goddamn Right. Sometimes it exhausted him, trying to please so many. But he didn't really care. Fucking was too good to keep it limited to just a few girls.

A van pulled up to the hotel, driving erratically. 

Jerry stood up, ready for any threats. He was totally naked, and his muscles were shiny and chiseled; all he had eaten for the past twenty hours was the milk of his bimbos, and it was more than enough to keep him sated and to keep his muscles ready and thick. 

A young, leggy brunette stepped out from the van, wearing a tight tank top, jean short-shorts, and a gasmask. 

“Hello in there!” she called. “Is anyone there? Is anyone...normal? I wouldn’t stop, but we’re out of gas, and...”

Jerry stepped out from the office, smelling that hot, fresh cunt in the air. She was a virgin. And for some reason, she hadn’t felt the Event yet, hadn’t embraced the Pink. He licked his lips. That could change.

“...and...my wife...she’s...” The brunette trailed off more, looking at Jerry.

More specifically, she was looking at Jerry’s cock. It was enormous, and leaving a river of cum on the ground as he walked toward her. 

“Oh, fuck,” she moaned, backing up against the car. “Y-you can’t...I can’t...you...I...my wife, she’s...”

He looked briefly inside the car. There was a sexy young blonde with a gas mask pushed off her face, her fingers buried in her snatch. Her tits were developing rapidly; soon, they’d be leaking milk just like a good girl. 

“Why are you wearing that?” he asked the brunette, meaning the gas mask. He was right on top of her now. His arm trapped her against the car. She wasn't going anywhere.

“It...seems to slow the effects,” she said, breathy. Her hands ran up and down his massive, sweat-covered chest, and she bit her lips, struggling not to smile. “I didn’t...didn’t want to...I...”

“That’s stupid,” he said, pulling the gas mask off her face. “Don’t be stupid anymore. You’re my cockslut now, ‘kay?”

The brunette nodded, dropping to her knees. His cock leapt forward and slapped her in the face. “Cockslut,” she repeated. “’Kay.”

There was a good girl. Just like he deserved.

# # #
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 * the content view changes size. For example because of orientation changes. The page count
 * and current page are recalculated based on the current progress.
 */

function paginateAndMaintainProgress()
{
	var savedProgress = gProgress;
	setupBookColumns();
	goProgress(savedProgress);
}

/**
 * Update the progress based on the current page and page count. The progress is calculated
 * based on the top left position of the page. So the first page is 0% and the last page is
 * always below 1.0.
 */

function updateProgress()
{
	gProgress = (gCurrentPage - 1.0) / gPageCount;
}

/**
 * Move a page back if possible. The position, progress and page count are updated accordingly.
 */

function goBack()
{
	if (gCurrentPage > 1)
	{
		gCurrentPage--;
		gPosition -= window.innerWidth;
		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
		updateProgress();
	}
}

/**
 * Move a page forward if possible. The position, progress and page count are updated accordingly.
 */

function goForward()
{
	if (gCurrentPage < gPageCount)
	{
		gCurrentPage++;
		gPosition += window.innerWidth;
		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
		updateProgress();
	}
}

/**
 * Move directly to a page. Remember that there are no real page numbers in a reflowed
 * EPUB document. Use this only in the context of the current document.
 */

function goPage(pageNumber)
{
	if (pageNumber > 0 && pageNumber <= gPageCount)
	{
		gCurrentPage = pageNumber;
		gPosition = (gCurrentPage - 1) * window.innerWidth;
		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
		updateProgress();
	}
}

/**
 * Go the the page with respect to progress. Assume everything has been setup.
 */

function goProgress(progress)
{
	progress += 0.0001;
	
	var progressPerPage = 1.0 / gPageCount;
	var newPage = 0;
	
	for (var page = 0; page < gPageCount; page++) {
		var low = page * progressPerPage;
		var high = low + progressPerPage;
		if (progress >= low && progress < high) {
			newPage = page;
			break;
		}
	}
		
	gCurrentPage = newPage + 1;
	gPosition = (gCurrentPage - 1) * window.innerWidth;
	window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
	updateProgress();		
}

//Set font family
function setFontFamily(newFont) {
	document.body.style.fontFamily = newFont + " !important";
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Sets font size to a relative size
function setFontSize(toSize) {
	document.getElementById('book-inner').style.fontSize = toSize + "em !important";
	//To prevent 1 page chapters from not reflowing to additional pages when increasing the font size:
	if (toSize > 1) {
		gClientHeight = document.getElementById('book-columns').clientHeight;
	}
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Sets line height relative to font size
function setLineHeight(toHeight) {
	document.getElementById('book-inner').style.lineHeight = toHeight + "em !important";
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Enables night reading mode
function enableNightReading() {
	document.body.style.backgroundColor = "#000000";
	var theDiv = document.getElementById('book-inner');
	theDiv.style.color = "#ffffff";
	
	var anchorTags;
	anchorTags = theDiv.getElementsByTagName('a');
	
	for (var i = 0; i < anchorTags.length; i++) {
		anchorTags[i].style.color = "#ffffff";
	}
}
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