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The story so far…

A meek personal trainer by day, at night muscular and buxom Cassie Caldwell dons a high tech costume and becomes Power Lifter, protector of Chance City! Unknown to the scantily clad heroine, CEO Leslie Lansing has hatched a plan to kidnap Power Lifter and replace her with a cyborg double! Things go awry when the cyborg, dubbed Cyber-Lifter, escapes Leslie’s control and goes after Power Lifter on her own.

Cyber-Lifter easily overpowers Power Lifter and keeps the heroine bound and gagged in her own apartment while Lansing has her henchwomen, the Bum-Bum Bandits, out searching the city for the rogue cyborg. As Cassie struggles to get free from her cybernetic captor, Cyber-Lifter notices that Lori, a friend of hers and a model, has developed a crush on Power Lifter and invites the heroine over for dinner via social media! Still helpless, bound, and gagged, Cassie can only watch as her cybernetic doppleganger accepts the invite...

1.

Lori stopped to adjust her heaving cleavage under the small red, lacy bra for what felt like the millionth time. It was hard to tell in the dim light of the apartment, which was lit only by a few scant candles, but she thought that her boobs looked great.

Nothing like Power Lifter’s though. She sighed and lifted her breasts so that they protruded up and out like her favorite heroines, and then let them drop. Lori had always been proud of her breasts, but nothing could compare to Power Lifter’s.

Except Cassie’s…She thought, but then shook her head, reminding herself once again that there was no way the bashful gym owner was her favorite heroine. Then again, if tonight went as she hoped, then she would get a peek under Power Lifter’s visor soon enough.

Part of her still couldn’t believe that she was going through with this, but after seeing Power Lifter in action earlier, she couldn’t restrain herself. The way the heroine stormed in, her muscles mesmerizing in the way they rippled…

And those breasts, held up by her armor! They were perfect, heavenly, perfect spheres that bounced and heaved with every movement Power Lifter made. Lori watched, captivated, and literally a captive, as Power Lifter fought off the Bum-Bum Bandits. She knew that she should have been terrified in that moment, but instead she was exhilarated, and…turned on…

It was a good thing that her hands were bound, because she was so wet watching Power Lifter in her little thong fighting those two women. If Lori hadn’t have been tied up then she would have started pleasuring herself right there. Part of her was disappointed that those security guards came running in after and untied her because Lori didn’t think she had ever been as turned on as she was then. Part of her wanted nothing more than release, to pleasure herself right then and there to Power Lifter, and part of her just wanted to sit there, bound, gagged, and turned on, riding that wave for as long as she could.

All the while for the rest of the day she couldn’t stop thinking about Power Lifter, of her cleavage heaving under that breast plate, and her rock solid ass cheeks squeezing that thong. Every time she thought of herself tied to that chair and Power Lifter bursting in, she got a little turned on. At one point she thought that maybe a workout would help her outlet that pent up sexual energy and she called Cassie a few times about meeting at the gym, but never got a reply.

Come to think of it, she hadn’t seen Cassie since before the Bum-Bum Bandits had attacked her…

Once again she shook her head and strolled over to the small table in the middle of her bedroom, which was set with a candle, a bottle of wine, and two glasses. She felt a blast of wind on her exposed buttocks and turned to face her open balcony, looking out over Chance City. The curtains billowed in the cool breeze on an otherwise warm night.

What am I doing? She thought again, putting out a social media post inviting over a super-heroine in the hopes of seducing her.

Lori sat down and ran her finger along the lip of one of the wine glasses. What if Power Lifter didn’t show, then she would have lit all these candles, put out the wine, and wore her sexy red thong and bra for nothing? She supposed that if the heroine didn’t show, then she would just pleasure herself and go to bed.

But what if Power Lifter did show and wasn’t interested in her advances? That would be more humiliating than the heroine just no-showing. Part of her thought that maybe Power Lifter would show just to be polite, have a quiet drink with Lori, get a pic for Instagram, and then leave. Lori knew what she was doing when she put the invite up on social media, not only would it get Power Lifter’s attention, but doing something so public meant that if Power Lifter didn’t show then it wouldn’t be a good look for the heroine’s image.

A little manipulative of Lori? Sure, but she didn’t care.

She told herself that she would be happy with Power Lifter just stopping by for a drink, that just being that close to her would be enough, but Lori wasn’t so sure. Part of her knew that if she ever was that close to Power Lifter that she wouldn’t be able to control herself.

She could barely control herself now.

Lori’s hand moved from the glass to the bottle of wine and considered pouring herself some, but if Power Lifter did show, she wanted her mind to clear and sober.

How long would she wait though before giving up? For all she knew, Power Lifter was still out there hunting down the Bum-Bum Bandits and not looking at social media.

Her loss though, because I look great in this lingerie.

Lori tossed aside her mane of blond hair and looked down over her athletic, half naked body. The small red thong and bra clung to her lithe, sinewy frame, accentuating her curves in all the right places. Most men that had seen her this lingerie were absolutely defenseless against it, and she hoped Power Lifter would be too.

Or was she coming on too desperate? Would Power Lifter sense her advances and back away.

Lori took another look at the bottle of wine and the glass that her finger was currently resting on.

One drink won’t hurt. She thought. Yes, a quick glass of wine to calm her nerves would be a good idea.

Lori poured herself a generous amount and sipped on the sweet red wine as she waited, her eyes on the open balcony. For some reason she assumed that if Power Lifter was coming, she would enter through there seeing how a scantily clad super-heroine wouldn’t just walk up and knock.

But how will she get up to the balcony? She suddenly realized.

Deciding that she was still too tense, Lori poured herself another glass.

After her third glass, she felt herself loosening up. Suddenly it wouldn’t be so bad if Power Lifter didn’t show, or wasn’t interested in her advances. Just being close to Power Lifter would be enough for her.

Lori was reaching for the bottle to pour herself another glass when she heard the curtain billow again. At first she thought it was the wind but she didn’t feel any gusts against her bare skin.

Is this it?

Her heart fluttered, and she felt her skin raise and flush though it would be impossible to tell in the low lighting of the room. Lori brushed her hair back with one hand and turned towards the balcony, bracing herself for disappointment. When she turned towards the balcony, she couldn’t help but gasp at the statuesque silhouette framed between the open doors and billowing curtains.

Lori would recognize Power Lifter’s beautiful, sculpted body anywhere, and now here she was, standing in her doorway, the lights of Chance City glittering behind her. The heroine was cloaked in shadow, obscuring her features, but Lori knew every line and curve of the heroine’s body.

“Oh, Power Lifter.” Lori rose, trying to look like she wasn’t expecting the super-heroine even though she had invited her. As soon as she got to her feet her head swam and she grabbed onto the chair for support, regretting having those three glasses of wine.

“I’m…thank you for accepting my invitation.” She stammered, planting her feet to maintain her balance.

The muscular heroine stayed perfectly still, watching her from the shadows of the balcony.

“Won’t you come in.” Lori gestured to the table and the open wine bottle. Still, there was no reaction from Power Lifter, who may as well be a statue for how still she was being.

“Don’t be shy, come in and have a drink.” Lori giggled and brushed the table.

Still no reaction from the heroine. Lori cocked her head, wondering if maybe her state of undress was putting off the heroine.

“Are you worried about this?” Lori struck a pose and ran a hand over her half naked body.

Still no reaction from Power Lifter.

Lori frowned, not sure where to take this. Surely, Power Lifter had shown up for a reason.

Fuck it. Lori decided to go for broke.

“I can take it off if you’d like,” She giggled and lowered the straps of her bra. “Or you can…”

Lori winked and ran a finger along the strap of her thong while staring directly into Power Lifter’s obscured eyes. Still, the heroine didn’t react, at least not that Lori could see. The half naked blond pouted, sat down and crossed her legs while staring at the heroine lurking on her balcony.

“Well, what are you waiting for?” She asked to no response.

Lori gritted her teeth in frustration. Power Lifter ran around all the time in a thong and now she was deciding to be shy? She sighed and reached for the bottle of wine but then an idea struck her, causing a smile to spread across her face. Power Lifter stayed perfectly still as Lori rose and crossed the room to a nearby dresser where a robe lay discarded. Originally, Lori’s plan was to wear the robe over her lingerie and fling it off when Power Lifter entered, but she loved how sexy she looked in the red bra and thong so much that she just kept the robe off.

The blond fitness model pulled the red, silk sash from the robe, sat back down at the table, wrapped the sash around her wrists, and held them out towards the open balcony.

“Or would you like me how you found me earlier today, tied up?” Lori giggled and wiggled her weakly tied hands.

To her surprise, Power Lifter took an eager step forward and cocked her head. Lori gasped and felt her heart flutter as the super-heroine came one step closer to entering her apartment.

So she’s a kinky girl. Lori smiled, knowing that she should have seen this coming given how the heroine dressed.

“Here,” Lori stood and turned the chair, bending over as she did so that Power Lifter could get a full view of her ass in the red thong. “Why don’t you tie me to the chair.” She offered and sat with her hands crossed behind her back and the sash loosely dangling from her wrists.

She heard her floor creak as Power Lifter’s boots touched down on her apartment floor and gasped again. The sweat on her body was glistening in the low candlelight and her heart was fluttering like a bird in a cage. With every step Power Lifter took towards her, her heart beat faster until it was like a hummingbird, ceaselessly pounding as the heroine got closer. Then she could feel her, Power Lifter, looming over her, casting a long dark shadow. Lori flapped her bounds impatiently to remind the heroine of her need to be secured.

She felt Power Lifter’s strong hands grab her by the wrists and pull her back, prompting a sharp moan from the blond fitness model. The heroine’s touch was even stronger and firmer than she imagined! It was like two vices locked around her wrist! Lori wouldn’t have been able to escape if she wanted.

Just the though sent a wave of arousal through her, and she pressed her legs together, feeling the growing moisture between her legs.

“Oh God…” She sighed, lulling her head as Power Lifter lashed her wrists together.

There was something… strange about one of Power Lifter’s hands. It felt cold and metallic.

The silk sash tightened around her wrists, securing them behind her back, and Lori forgot about the seemingly metal hand.

Maybe I’ll ask about it later. She thought, if there was a later. Power Lifter is a super-heroine and all, so there was a possibility that she could just do her business with Lori and leave.

I hope she remembers to untie me first. Lori giggled at the thought.

Power Lifter let go and Lori tested her newly bound hands, they were tied tight, very tight. She grunted involuntarily as the sash bit into her skin when she tested her bonds.

“Nice, you sure know how to tied a knot,” Lori giggled, and felt Power Lifter take a step back. “Oh there goes that mouth of mine.” She giggled again and turned her head to face the heroine, who had stepped back into the shadows.

Lori smiled, another idea forming in her head.

“You know, you could shut me up.” She tsmiled at the shadow cloaked heroine.

“Come on, why don’t you gag me.” Lori batted her eyes at Power Lifter.

“Why don’t you go over to the bed there and grab a pillow case? Use it to shut up this big ol’mouth of mine.” Lori could see that Power Lifter was already heading over to the bed.

“That’s right, better gag me like those women did earlier.” Lori balled her fists. It was a good thing her hands were secured behind her or else she would be tempted to slide them down the front of her panties.

She became disconcerted though when she heard the sound of fabric ripping, and looked over to see Power Lifter ripping her sheets into strips. Lori opened her mouth to object, but then paused. It was easy enough to buy new sheets, which was a small price to pay for a night with Power Lifter.

“Oh um, sure…or you can use the sheets.” She stammered, watching as the heroine tore several strips from her bed sheets.

Once finished, the heroine made her way back over to the bound woman, who turned back around in her seat.

“That’s right, better gag me, I can be so loud and- Ulllummph! Mmmph!” She was cut off by Power Lifter stuffing a wadded up section of sheet in her mouth.

“Ummmph!” Lori gagged, somewhat put off by how rough the heroine was being with her.

Then again maybe Power Lifter liked it rough, but she was expecting the heroine to just pull a cloth over her mouth, not to actually gag her.

A second later Power Lifter did just that, pulling a wider section of sheet over her lips and tying it at the back of her neck.

“Ummm mmmnh… mmmm…” Lori moaned. Power Lifter had grabbed a section of her hair and pulled tight when she was gagging her, sending fresh wave of arousal straight to right between her legs.

“Ummmfff mmm…” She cooed, lulling her head and chewing on the wad of cloth shoved in her mouth.

Lori lifted her head to look up at the goddess that had currently rendered her silent and helpless just in time to see a length of torn sheet lowering down over her eyes. In a second, she was plunged into complete darkness as Power Lifter pulled the blindfold over her eyes and pushed her head forward to secure it.

“Ummmph!” Lori cried, taken aback a bit at how forceful Power Lifter was being. She forgot about this though a moment later when the heroine secured the blindfold, once again roughly pulling her hair as she tied the knot.

“Glumm hummm bmmm…” Lori sighed, pressing her legs together in an effort to ease just how turned on she was.

Lori twisted and her chair, blindfolded and gagged, waiting for the super-heroine to make her next move. Power Lifter must have been inhumanly still because Lori couldn’t tell if the heroine was still standing over her or not.

Come to think of it, Lori couldn’t even hear Power Lifter breathing.

Had the heroine left?

“Hummf?” Lori asked, and a moment later was answered by Power Lifter’s hands coming from behind her and cupping her breasts through her flimsy bra.

“Ummm… hmmm…” Lori moaned squirming and pressing back in her seat as Power Lifter’s strong hands massaged her breasts.

“Mmmm… mmmfff…” Lori continued to coo, feeling as Power Lifter’s hands moved up, tracing the curve of her breasts and feeling the front of her bra…

“Mmmm!” She cried as Power Lifter’s hands reached under her bra and cupped her bare skin.

Lori knew that she shouldn’t be put off by the heroine’s touch, but that one hand felt like cold metal and was almost… skeletal?

The thought passed through her head that Power Lifter could be a robot, which would explain the metal hand, the heroine’s strength, why she wasn’t breathing, and had a perfect physique.

“Humm mmmm hummm…” Lori laughed into her gag.

A robot, yeah right.

Cupping the bottom of her breasts, Power Lifter pulled them out of free from the bra and ran her palms over Lori’s erect nipples.

“Hullmmff! Gmmmpp mmm!” Lori moaned as Power Lifter’s fingers traced the tip of her nipples, sending ripples of sensation through her breasts. She arched her pelvis on the chair, wishing that she could slip out of her panties in that moment.

Then Power Lifter’s hands withdrew, leaving Lori sitting there, gagged and turned on.

“Grrrmmm hurrmm! Mmm!” She stretched out in the chair, lifting her head as if to look for Power Lifter despite her blindfold.

Then she felt Power Lifter’s gloved hand grasp her bicep.

“Grrrmm!” Lori cried. Her grip! It was like nothing she had ever felt before. Power Lifter’s hand was like a steel clamp!

Without exerting any effort at all, Power Lifter pulled Lori to her feet. Though Lori’s physique was more lean muscle than Power Lifter’s rock hard body, she still was a rather impressive specimen, but Power Lifter pulled her to her feet like she weighed nothing.

A second later, the super-heroine hefted her up and tossed her over her shoulder like a gym bag.

“Mmmmph! Gmmm!” Lori moaned, and felt Power Lifter’s hand grasp her buttocks.

“Mmm… gmmm…” She cooed, wiggling her ass for the heroine. The cold, metallic hand traced her rock hard buttock and then moved, one of the skeletal fingers feeling the thong running between her cheeks.

“Umm hmm.. hm…” She nodded, letting the heroine know of her approval. Despite her arousal, there was still something off putting about the strange, metal hand.

Then they were moving, Power Lifter carrying her across the room. The heroine showed no sign of exertion at all, no huffing, straining or grunting. In fact, Lori realized that the heroine wasn’t even sweating. At first she thought that Power Lifter was going to carry her to the bed for the natural continuation of what they had started, but then Lori felt a blast of a cool breeze and a curtain blow against her skin.

Outside?

They were on the balcony, Lori could feel the summer breeze on her bare skin, and the sounds of the city below were louder.

And Power Lifter was picking up speed, sprinting.

Oh no…

She felt the mighty heroine’s muscles tense, and then jump…

Then they were falling…

“MMMMPH! MMMMOOO!” Lori screamed, suddenly forgetting about her wet vagina and erect nipples as they plummeted hundreds of feet through the air.

She was going to die, they were going to find her dead and half naked, along with Power Lifter.

“BBMMMF!” She cried as suddenly it was all over.

They landed with a jolt, Power Lifter’s shoulder driving into her abdomen hard enough to knock the wind out of her but nothing more. When they landed there was a cracking sound, like the concrete underneath Power Lifter’s boots had shattered.

Then they were moving, the air whipping across Lori’s naked buttocks as Power Lifter carried her through the night. The heroine was moving with inhuman speed, spiriting Lori off to who knows where.

Well, this will be quite a story to tell people. She thought.

Her kinky night with Power lifter. Lori tried to smile through the gag as she thought about whatever the heroine might have in store for her. After the fall, she thought that her arousal would dissipate, but the reality was quite the opposite. She didn’t think she had ever been this turned on.

2.

Cassie wasn’t sure what worried her more as she suited up as Power Lifter: the thought of Cyber-Lifter ravaging Lori, or the idea that Lori might like it.

The entire time that it took her to travel from her apartment to The Valkyrie Station she couldn’t shake the thought that Lori had invited Power Lifter over to her apartment to seduce her.

No, she just wanted to show her appreciation for saving her life. She kept telling herself, but the candlelit ambience of Lori’s apartment, and the lacy red bra she was wearing in her Instagram post told a different story.

It was possible that Lori wasn’t thinking straight and was still shaken from being attacked by the Bum-Bum Bandits earlier that day.

Yeah, that sounds about right. Cassie reassured herself, anything to distract her from the idea that her friend may be at the mercy of a sex-crazed robotic doppelganger of her alter ego, and that her friend may or may not have a thing for her alter-ego.

It was a strange day.

Cassie stood in her private office, suited up in her Power Lifter costume with the exception of her Power Belt, which sat on her desk, fully repaired with a new buckle. She reached out with a gloved hand and picked up the belt, hoping that it still worked after Cyber-Lifter had ripped it off of her. After getting free at her apartment, she debated on if she should hurry over to the gym and gather her costume, but she knew that she was no match for Cyber-Lifter without her Power Belt.

She also knew that she was no match for the cyborg with her Power Belt, but she had to try.

Part of her couldn’t believe that Cyber-Lifter had just left her alone in her apartment to go off after Lori, but part of thought that the cyborg had believed that Cassie was too exhausted to try and escape.

Which was semi-correct. After Cyber-Lifter exited her apartment, it took all of Cassie’s will power to shuffle off the bed and hop into the kitchen. She was exhausted, every muscle in her body felt like jelly, and she just wanted to sleep for the next month. Oddly, the soreness in her ass and vagina from the cyborg’s Love-probe had all but disappeared thanks to Cyber-Lifter’s nanomites, and not for the first time, she found herself wondering who had crated such a machine.

I’ll find out in due time, but first I have to save Lori.

Cassie still didn’t have a plan, but could only hope that she made it to Lori’s apartment before Cyber-Lifter did. She knew that she couldn’t take the cyborg in a fair fight, so she hoped to outrun it, though if it had beat her to Lori’s then she would have to improvise.

Cassie had put herself through some grueling work outs, but nothing had exhausted her like hopping naked and bound and gagged through her apartment to her kitchen, and despite the urgency of the situation, she had to stop and catch her breath several times. Her muscles were screaming at her, begging for rest, but she pressed on and ignored the cries of her weary body. It felt like hours until she made it into the kitchen and grabbed a knife to cut through her bonds.

She shuddered to think of how Cyber-Lifter would punish her this time if it caught her escaping. Something told her that it would use something a little more extreme than fruit to punish her.

Once she got out of her bonds, she grabbed a long trench coat and pulled it over her naked body. To her surprise, Cyber-Lifter hadn’t taken her car, and she sped all the way to her gym and hastily repaired the broken buckle of her Power Belt.

And now was the moment of truth. If the belt worked, the jolt of energy that it sent through her body would reenergize her sore muscles, but if it didn’t then she would be rushing into a battle at zero percent energy.

She still had to try though.

Cassie took a deep breath, pulled the belt around her waist, and clasped the buckle.

A gasp escaped her lips as she felt the power surge through her body and her nipples went erect against her breast plate from the sudden surge of raw power. In the space of a second, she went from feeling worn out and sore to feeling like she could do an entire workout and have enough energy to go for a run after.

Rejuvenated, she stood in the center of her office and struck a heroic pose.

Power Lifter was back.

She knew she couldn’t get cocky though, that was what had landed her in this mess in the first place. Cassie had to be on her guard and play it safe. The priority was saving Lori, and she wouldn’t do the girl any good if she got captured too.

Power Lifter strode out of her office and closed the door behind her, feeling more confident and powerful with every step she took. As she strode across the gym, she paused for a moment to admire herself in the mirror running along the wall. Her breasts rose and fell behind the breast plate, and she turned to admire her rock solid ass in the small thong.

She was the only Power Lifter, and that cyborg was going to pay.

The super-heroine strolled across the gym to the rear exit and emerged into the alley behind the building where her car was parked. It was a risky move to take her personal vehicle, but she had no time to waste. As she stepped across the alley, she noticed a large, white van parked behind the car.

Oh no… She stopped, at first thinking that a delivery man had parked in the alley and would no doubt wonder why Power Lifter had stepped out of a local gym and into a car parked behind it.

Then she froze.

What was a delivery man doing out this late at night?

As if to answer her question, the rear doors of the van burst open, and the Bum-Bum Bandits leaped out. They were both clad in their black bras, thongs, and masks from earlier, but now both held what looked like rocket launchers in both hands.

“There it is!” Sumi shouted and pointed at Power Lifter. At the same time Gracy ready the wide barrel of her weapon straight at Power Lifter’s chest.

Power Lifter planted her feet and raised her fists as Gracy fired. There was a flash, and then something hit Power Lifter in the torso. She was knocked back, and felt something cold and hard wrap around her chest and pin her arms to her sides.

There was another bang and a flash, and then Power Lifter felt something cold and hard wrap around her thighs, calves, and ankles. She cried out in surprise and looked down to see thick, metal rings wrapped around her chest just below her breasts and across her abs, pinning her arms down to her sides, and then several more of the rings running down her legs. The super-heroine wobbled, struggling to keep balance from the bonds securing her legs together.

“Ugh!” She grunted and felt a surge of energy from her Power Belt. Cassie flexed every muscle in her thick body while glaring at the Bandits.

Nothing happened.

She looked down at the rings binding her and flexed again. The power from her belt surged within her but they held firm.

“Aw look at that, it’s trying its best.” Sumi giggled.

“Poor little robot. Did you really think that Lansing wouldn’t have built something that could hold you?” Gracy taunted.

Lansing? Robot? Power Lifter looked up and glared at the two big-assed women who were now strolling over to her.

They thought she was the cyborg!

More so, Lansing had built Cyber-Lifter!

“Wait, no, I’m Power Lifter!” She cried, straining and flexing against the metal bindings. Part of her knew that she had no hope of breaking them. If they had been built to contain Cyber-Lifter, there was no way she could break out of them.

“Sure, sure. Let’s get you back to the tower so she can reprogram you.” Sumi said in a condescending tone.

“No! Listen!” Power Lifter barked, but it was too late. Gracy stepped over with a black bag and threw it over Power Lifter’s head, plunging her into darkness.

“Listen! I’m Power Lifter! You have the wrong person!” She screamed through the bag, but felt one of the women lift her from under the armpits, and another by the ankles.

Power Lifter twisted and fought as her captors carried her towards the van, ignoring her pleas.

“The real cyborg is out there, listen! You’re making a mistake!” She cried as they tossed her into the back of the van and slammed both doors.

A minute later, Cassie heard the engine start up and they were moving. All she could do was twist and writhe in her bonds as they drove off towards Lansing Tower.

***

Leslie Lansing couldn’t help but be mesmerized by the cyborg’s massive breasts heaving up and down as it struggled against its bonds in the chair. She had to give it to the robot: its breasts looked real, about as real as Power Lifter’s, which she didn’t have to be a plastic surgeon to know were fake. Still, she was concerned as to how Cyber-Lifter was able to finish itself, creating synthetic skin and massive breasts that looked alarmingly convincing. Not only that, but the cyborg had somehow learned deception, and spent a good portion of energy trying to convince her and the Bum-Bum Bandits that it was the real Power Lifter before they gagged it.

“Mmmm… gmmm…” It grunted through the metal muzzle over it’s mouth, struggling against the reinforced straps keeping it in the chair. They had removed the breast plate, so its naked chest heaved and sway with its struggles.

Leslie had so many questions. She had programmed the cyborg with a learning computer so that it could learn and adapt from its behavior, but it wasn’t meant to work this fast…or this well.

Unless Stanley had made other adjustments when he reprogrammed it. Once again she wished that the cyborg hadn’t have thrown him out the window so she could question him and find out what exactly he did to it.

Plus, she still didn’t know what Cyber-Lifter had done with the real Power Lifter.

Leslie looked over to a work bench where the breastplate, visor, and Power Belt that they had removed from it now rested. They had caught the cyborg outside The Valkyrie Station wearing the real Power Lifter’s uniform, but there was no sign of Power Lifter, though the cyborg had insisted it was the real one.

According to the Bum-Bum Bandits, the cyborg had struggled and protested the entire ride to the tower, begging to be let go and insisting it was the real Power Lefter. Despite its best efforts, it still couldn’t break the metal bands that bound it, which was a relief.

Leslie wouldn’t have built a personal cyborg without a plan to catch it, and had created metal containment bands out of reinforced titanium alloy. Unfortunately, she hadn’t been able to test it until tonight, and was glad to see they worked wonders. The chair that Cyber Lifter was strapped to contained restraints made of the same alloy on the arms and legs, complete with a metal gag and metal blindfold.

“Umm… mmmm...ggmm…” Cyber-Lifter mumbled into the muzzle, moving its head blindly in an effort to shake off the metal blindfold.

Still, Leslie couldn’t stop staring at the cyborg’s mesmerizing, perfectly round breasts. She had spent a considerable amount of time studying Power Lifter’s chest and how perfectly round and symmetrical her boobs were, and these were a near perfect copy. If she wasn’t so angry at the cyborg she may have asked how it did it. Part of her was still amazed that the Bum-Bum Bandits managed to successfully capture Cyber-Lifter, but the day had been full of surprises.

The two big-bootied women had been the ones to find Leslie bound and gagged in her office and free her. At first Leslie’s instinct was to still wait around for the police and give them her explanation for how things went down, but instead left that to one of her other managers, and instead she retreated to the subbasement to figure out what to do about the sex-crazed cyborg on the loose. Part of her had hoped that the Bum-Bum Bandits’ enhanced “assets” would give them an edge against the cyborg, but part of her also expected them not to return at all, which she was fine with. Sometimes you had to sacrifice some pawns in chess. Leslie had directed the two hench-women to check at Cassie’s gym first and then at her apartment, but it seems they got lucky right off the bat at the gym.

Still, there was a lot to do, and many questions to answer, but for now, she had the cyborg back under her control.

“Well, you’ve caused us a lot of trouble today.” Leslie gloated and strolled across the room.

“Ummfff mmmff!” The cyborg grunted and pulled on its restraints.

Leslie couldn’t suppress a thrill as she watched the veins in its muscles pop as it tried to power out of the chair.

“Struggle all you want, but did you really think that I would create you without creating a way of keeping you contained?” Leslie giggled and circled the chair, once again mesmerized at how the cyborg’s perfect breasts bounced with its every struggle.

“Urrrm hmm?” It asked, twisting its head to try and locate her.

“You didn’t think that I would just let you go running around the city after what you did to me? Leaving me tied up in my office like that? At least you took care of that worm Stanley for me.” Leslie shrugged as the cyborg twisted its head, following the sound of her voice and tugging on its restraints.

“Urrrgg ffmm…”

“Don’t worry,” Leslie stopped and rested an arm on the cyborg’s shoulder. It twisted its head to stare up at her despite the blindfold. “I’ll get you fixed right up.” She laughed and stepped away from it.

“Mmmno! Ummm ggmmf!” The cyborg mumbled weakly through the metal muzzle.

“Drop the act, it won’t help you.” Leslie shook her head and stepped towards the center of the room where two long, black hoses with what looked like large suction cups dangled from the ceiling.

“Urrrmm fmmm! Mmm!” The cyborg responded.

“Don’t worry, I’m just going to make you a little more… agreeable.” Leslie smiled and approached the topless cyborg.

She wanted to know what Stanley did to make the cyborg so convincingly human, but first she needed it a little more docile. The hoses ran to a tank containing some of her Lansing supplements mixture, which was also baked into the DNA of Cyber-Lifter. When hooked up to the compound, it should rewrite the cyborg at the molecular level while making her prone to suggestion like many other athletes who had fallen under the influence of the supplements. Once Cyber-Lifter was more agreeable, Leslie would be able to find out what Stanley had done, where the real Power Lifter was, and then hopefully she could get the cyborg to cooperate while she reprogrammed it.

The problem was that the hoses were meant to connect to nodes in the cyborg’s chest, which were now covered by those gigantic breasts.

I’ll just have to go through those big fake tits. Leslie shrugged and approached the wriggling cyborg. She could only imagine how it would struggle if it saw the tubes in her hands.

The thought brought a smile to her face. The cyborg really was performing better than she expected as a fake Power Lifter. It was almost like she had the real one here, helpless before her, strapped to a chair, muzzled, and blindfolded…

Her skin rose under her thin, white cotton shirt and skin tight leggings. It was all she had at the office after Cyber-Lifter had ripped her other outfit off. Just imagining her here, in her sexy workout clothes, with the real Power Lifter helpless sent a roaring inferno of arousal through her.

Leslie shook her head, she had to focus. Maybe if this worked and Cyber-Lifter was more agreeable after she would have some fun with it. After all, wasn’t that why she built the cyborg?

Leslie grabbed the two hoses and strolled towards her big-breasted captive, who continued to struggle and wriggle in her chair, grunting and groaning into her gag. She felt a little bad for the cyborg, who probably didn’t know that by giving itself these massive tits, it had made the task of reprogramming it all the more fun for Leslie.

Leslie placed one of the suction cup like nodes to the cyborg’s bare nipple and it with a whoosh of air it clamped in place.

“Mmmmph!” Cyber-Lifter cried and jumped in surprise. The cyborg barely had time to recover before Leslie placed the other suction cup over its remaining nipple.

“Offf!” It cried and jumped again.

Leslie grinned and watched as Cyber-Lifter increased its struggles. Its breasts bounced and heaved with more force, as if it was trying to shake off the tubes hooked to its nipples.

“Mmmm ggrrrmm mmufff! Mmmrrfff!” Cyber Lifter cried, wiggling its chest back and forth in a valiant effort to free its breasts from the suction tubes currently adhered to it.

Leslie half considered not bothering to reprogram the cyborg and instead just sit and watch it struggle. The sound of its muffled cries and the way its breasts bounced was just too appealing, but alas, Cyber-Lifter was too dangerous to leave untamed. It was better to get it under control now before something else happened.

She made her way over to a nearby control panel and pressed a few switches. A moment later something hissed and the tubes jerked from liquid moving through them from some unseen tank.

“Ummm! Urrgg grrggg glllm!” Cyber-Lifter cried as the liquid moved along the tubes and through her nipples. Leslie turned and watched with glee as the disobedient cyborg wiggled and squirmed in the chair as the fluid was pumped into its breasts.

“Urrrgg gllmm! Mmm!” It moaned into the muzzle as its breasts got pumped full.

The control panel in front of Leslie let out a loud beeping and she looked down to see an error message flashing across the LED screen.

Strange… She bit her lip and ran a diagnostic check. The supplement compound should be mixing with the cyborg’s DNA at this point, but the error was saying that it was incompatible…

“Ummmpph mmm!” Cyber-Lifter cried, and Leslie looked up at the captive cyborg.

What she saw made her jaw drop.

The cyborg’s already massive breasts were expanding! It was like a breast pump but in reverse, almost like milk was being pumped back into the breasts instead of out!

“Ohhmm mnnooo… mmmph!” Cyber-Lifter moaned as her breasts grew bigger and bigger the more the supplement was pumped in.

Leslie was mesmerized, watching slack-jawed as the cyborg’s breasts grew larger and larger, all the while keeping their perfect, symmetrical shape. She knew that she should do something, maybe stop the pump, but it was mesmerizing to watch…

Not only that, but if she found watching the cyborg struggle arousing, this was ten times that. She felt a stirring between her legs as she watched Cyber-Lifter struggle as her breasts grew to absurd proportions. The analytical side of her brain pushed out her lustful side and told her to find out why this was happening.

“Urrg ggmm mmmph!” Cyber-Lifter moaned, bending forward from the weight of her now absurdly large breasts.

Leslie looked down at the control panel and ran a diagnostic. The error message told her that the supplement wasn’t compatible with the organic material present.

Organic? She furrowed her brown. This wasn’t organic, it was a synthetic skin, close to real, human skin, but not quite…

Unless…

Her eyebrows raised and a geyser of excitement ran through her body. Leslie’s nipples raised against the thin fabric of her t-shirt at the thought.

No… it can’t be…

She turned back to the console and typed in a search query. A second later, a breakdown of all the organic materials detected in the captive “cyborg” ran along the screen. One line item caught her eye…

Silicon!

Her eyes went wide and the feeling of excitement that hit her was like a whip-crack. Silicon! As in breast implants! This wasn’t Cyber-Lifter!

The Bum-Bum Bandits had accidentally caught Power Lifter!

Her arousal and excitement escaped through her mouth in the form of an excited gasp, and she looked back up at her captive with the rapidly expanding breasts. Her supplement compound must be reacting with Power Lifter’s breasts implants, hence this reaction. Leslie thought of the Bum-Bum Bandits, two women who’s key assets were their backsides, and how her booty builder compound had amplified that. Was it doing that now with Power Lifter’s breasts?

Barely containing her excitement, Leslie tapped a key on the control panel. A second later there was a hiss from above and the tubes went still, ceasing their pumping.

“Urrff… mufff…” Power Lifter gasped, her impossibly large breasts heaving up and down with every labored breath she took.

Leslie smiled and stepped out from behind the control panel, eying up Power Lifter the way a predator stalks its prey. The real Power Lifter, bound and gagged and at her mercy. Part of her still wondered where the cyborg was, but she could worry about that later.

“Well, well… if those breasts were a handful before, they’re really something now.” She giggled and strutted towards her captive.

“Urrmmmfff! Mmmmph!” Power Lifter struggled again.

“Here I thought that I had your imposter, but no, this is even better! I have the real Power Lifter, bound and gagged!” Leslie cackled.

“Mmrrroo! Ulmm grgglle!” Power Lifter groaned and strained against her restraints.

“Do you know how many times I’ve dreamed of this moment? To have you helpless and at my mercy?” Leslie stood in front of the helpless super-heroine, towering over her.

This heroine, whom just earlier had threatened to take down Leslie, was now her prisoner.

“You can’t imagine all of the things that I’ve wanted to do to you!” Leslie said through gritted teeth, and then grabbed the hoses connected to Power Lifter’s nipples and tugged with all of her strength. They came off with loud PLOPS!

“GRRRMMM!” Power Lifter cried and wriggled in her seat. There was a spray of white liquid as the tubes came free.

Leslie leered down at her captive and licked her lips, but then noticed something else…

A white liquid seeping from Power Lifter’s erect nipples. At first Leslie thought that it was residue from the supplement, but the more she watched, she realized that Power Lifter’s breasts were actually producing the milky substance! It dripped out of the super-heroine nipples and onto her lap, prompting her to wriggle in her seat.

“Ummm ggmm…” Despite her metal blindfold, Power Lifter tried to look down at her lap to see what the liquid was that was dripping from her nipples.

Leslie reached out and caught a drop of the white liquid on her index finger and put it to her lips. As soon as her tongue touched the milky substance, a spark of energy surged through her whole body and she thought her eyes would pop right out of her skull.

What is this? She wondered, her body tremoring after one lick of the rich milk seeping from Power Lifter’s lactating nipples. It felt almost like her booty builder supplement, but richer, stronger…

Before she could stop herself, Leslie leaned over and pursed her lips around Power Lifter hard, erect nipple.

“Ulllggg gggrrrmmm…” Power Lifter groaned and stiffened at the other woman sucking her breast.

Leslie shuddered involuntarily as the milk squirted from Power Lifter’s nipple and into her mouth, and she gripped the sides of the super-heroine's breast to ease more of the rich white liquid out. With every squeeze, Leslie felt herself feeling more invigorated and more powerful.

“Mmmm… fffmmm…” Power Lifter squirmed, unable to do anything else as her captor milked the helpless super-heroine.

Leslie stopped, gasped, and then went back for another long drink. Her feelings of arousal were matched only by how powerful she felt. The formula had done more than just have a reaction to Power Lifter, it had created a new supplement! She had never felt so alive! All Leslie wanted to do was sit here and suckle on Power Lifter’s breasts for the rest of the day, but a voice at the back of her head told her that there was more to do, after all, she still had to locate the cyborg.

But this new supplement from Power Lifter’s breasts! She was going to milk it for all she could!

Leslie pulled back from Power Lifter’s still lactating breast, took a breath, wiped her lips, and bent over to take another drink when she heard the elevator ding. She rolled her eyes and spun around, expecting to find The Bum-Bum Bandits approaching to ask for further orders.

Instead she found herself facing Cyber-Lifter, stepping off of the elevator with two struggling forms slung over either shoulder. Leslie’s arousal at having Power Lifter helpless before her instantly transformed into stark terror at the sight of the cyborg stalking across her lab towards her, and despite her best efforts to look calm and collected, a cold shiver ran along her spine.

She could see the black thongs running between the large, brown ass cheeks of Cyber-Lifter’s captives and knew at once it was the Gracy and Sumi, the Bum-Bum Bandits, it looked like their hands and feet were bound with thick, metal wire. Judging from the muffled sounds coming from the two women, they must have been gagged too.

Cyber Lifter stopped and turned its blank gaze upon its creator. Every muscle in Leslie’s body stiffened as the cyborg stared at her, and its mismatched eyes moved to the helpless Power Lifter behind her.

“Urrmm mmmuurm?” The gagged Power Lifter lifted her head. Thanks to the metal blindfold, she had no idea what was going on.

Once Leslie’s initial terror faded, she realized that her body was still quaking from the jolt of energy from Power Lifter’s breast milk. She looked down at her bicep to see that her muscle was pumped, like she had just done a complete workout, and her veins along her arm were popping. A smile spread across her face and she turned to glare at Cyber-Lifter.

The cyborg’s face remained completely blank as she roughly deposited her captives on the ground next to her.

“Mmmph!”

“Gmmmff!”

Sumi and Gracy grunted as they hit the ground and wiggled around, revealing that the metal wire that bound their hands and feet was also wrapped around their mouths, gagging them.

Leslie balled her hands into fist and faced the cyborg, who raised its hands as well.

It was time to show her creation who was the boss around here.

Leslie charged and Cyber-Lifter stood her ground, ready for a fight. Just Leslie reached the cyborg, Cyber-Lifter sent a fist directly at its creator’s jaw. Normally, Leslie wouldn’t have been able to dodge such a blow, but at the last second she dodged with inhumanly fast reflexes. It felt like everything was moving in slow motion, she saw the cyborg’s gloved fist coming at her and sidestepped it without missing a beat. A look passed over Cyber-Lifter’s face, was it shock? It seemed to register on the cyborg’s face for a moment before fading back to its normal, blank expression.

Leslie took advantage of this momentary hesitation on the cyborg’s part and sent a fist directly into Cyber-Lifter’s jaw. There was a brief, stinging pain as Leslie’s fist connected, but it faded fast, and the cyborg staggered back. This time it was shocked, and its jaw dropped and it ran a hand over it it’s chin. Not giving it a moment to recover, Leslie sent another fist, this time socking Cyber-Lifter in the cheek. Once again the cyborg recoiled and staggered back from the hit.

Leslie advanced, fists up and smiling at her opponent who was still taken off guard by the assault. Just as she readied another blow, she went from feeling like she could take on the world to feeling completely and utterly exhausted.

It was like someone flipped a switch in Leslie’s body. One moment she felt like a million bucks, and the next she felt like the morning after the most extreme workout of her life. Every muscle in her body turned to lead, and she felt a deep, penetrating soreness all over.

No! No! No! Her face betrayed her, as she she couldn’t suppress the look of surprise that came over her as she raised her arm to deliver another blow and felt a dull ache coming from either limb. This was the unfortunate side effect of Power Lifter’s breast milk, a brief surge of unimaginable power, followed by sudden fatigue and muscle pain.

Cyber-Lifter saw it too, and a sadistic smile spread over the cyborg’s face.

The last thing Leslie saw before everything went black was Cyber-Lifter’s metal fist flying directly towards her face.

3.

All of the arousal that Lori had felt at Power Lifter tying her up and abducting her from her bed room had dissipated, now replaced with boredom and impatience.

What does she plan on doing? Leaving me here tied up all night? Lori sighed into her gag and lifted her head to look around despite the blindfold. She didn’t even know where “here” was.

“Hrrrrummph?” She called out through her gag, answered by nothing but silence.

Lori knew that wherever she was, there was air conditioning, judging from the cool air against her bare skin, and the chair she was seated on was cushioned, which she was also grateful for, seeing how she was in nothing but a thong and bra. When she put out the ad on social media for Power Lifter, she hoped for a night of passion in her apartment where Power Lifter would be a little aggressive with her, not being carried all over town and left forgotten in a corner somewhere.

Maybe she has a kidnapping fetish? Lori thought. Could it be that Power Lifter got into the superhero game because she liked seeing other women tied up, and she couldn’t help herself at the sight of Lori bound and gagged in her dressing room earlier that day? So now that she had Lori tied up all to herself, what was next?

“Urrmmm gmmmf…” Lori sighed. If Power Lifter thought that she was just going to sit here all night tied up, she had another thing coming. Not that Lori didn’t mind a little bondage or rope-play here and there, but she had to get something out of it beyond being tied up all night.

It had been a strange adventure already for her. After whisking her out of her apartment, it felt like Power Lifter had carried her halfway across the city, but it was hard to be certain since Lori was blindfolded. One thing she hadn’t been prepared for was how fast Power Lifter could move! It felt like they were zipping across the city like a bullet train. What amazed her was how steady Power Lifter could move and the fact that she didn’t seem to get tired. Never, during their journey, did Power Lifter ever slow down or start huffing like she was out of breath. The super-heroine didn’t even break a sweat! It was like she was a machine!

Then, just as fast as the heroine had started moving, she stopped, and Lori felt herself being brought into a building, up several flights of stairs, and into a room or apartment. It was here that things seemed to get weird. Lori had assumed that Power Lifter had taken her back to her place to continue what they had started at Lori’s place, but instead she felt Power Lifter carry her in a room and stop. The super-heroine just stood there, motionless with Lori over her shoulder. It was like she was a statue, and Lori wasn’t even sure if Power Lifter was breathing.

All of sudden Power Lifter roughly deposited Lori down onto a bed, and she squealed into her gag, half out of annoyance at being thrown down so roughly, but half because she thought this was where things were really going to get steamy. Instead, she lay there, writhing on the bed and listening as Power Lifter seemed to pace around the room. If she didn’t know any better, it seemed like the heroine was angry? Her footfalls were heavy and deliberate, and the way she stormed around the room gave the impression that she was upset about something. Then Power Lifter started opening and slamming doors in the room around her. To Lori, it sounded like Power Lifter was looking through cabinets and closets…

Power Lifter stormed out the room, leaving Lori on the bed, and she heard the sound of Power Lifter opening and slamming doors and cabinets throughout the apartment, or at least, she guessed it was an apartment. It seemed like Power Lifter was looking for something…

...Or someone.

After sounding like she had turned the apartment upside down, Power Lifter returned, retrieved Lori, threw her back over her shoulder, and stormed out, ignoring Lori’s gagged inquiries. There was another super speed walk through the city, and then Power Lifter left her here, wherever that was, and then took off. Lori couldn’t be sure of how long ago that was since she had been tied up the entire time but it felt like several hours had passed.

“Hrruryyy!” She called out again, but got no response. It definitely felt like she was alone. Had Power Lifter forgotten about her? Or just gone off in search of whatever she had lost earlier.

One thing’s for sure, I’m tired of sitting around waiting. Lori stood up, grateful that her feet weren’t bound, and felt soft carpeting beneath her bare feet. Now she just had to find a way to get free, find out where she was, and how to get home. The last thing she wanted to do was wander all the way back home in the middle of the night in her underwear, but she just might have to do that.

What about Power Lifter though? Wouldn’t the heroine be upset about Lori bailing on her? She shrugged, figuring that she would just have to explain that she couldn’t wait forever.

Suddenly she thought of the first location they had been that night and how angry Power Lifter seemed. Wouldn’t it be something if she had another girl tied up that had gotten free and left when Power Lifter went out after Lori?

She giggled into her gag at the thought and paced the room. After walking a few paces, Lori brushed a wall, turned and ran her hands along it, hoping to find a door or shelf or something. It must have been her lucky day, and she was rewarded a moment later when her bound hands brushed the smooth metal of a doorknob, but when she tried it found it locked.

“Hrrrummph…” She frowned, knowing that there was no way this could have been that easy.

As she paced the room, she felt dust and what seemed like shards of plaster beneath her feet.

“Urgh…” She gagged. If Power Lifter was gonna kidnap her, could she at least stash her in a cleaner room?

“Hmmph!” She exclaimed, realizing that maybe she could use something in the debris to free herself.

Lori stepped carefully, prodding with her toes so to not step anything that could hurt her, but also hoping to find something sharp enough to cut herself free. Once again she grumbled at having to do this, and thought that maybe she would give Power Lifter a piece of her mind, if she ever saw her again.

They say don’t meet your heroes. She shrugged as she kicked through the debris. Lori didn’t just throw herself at anyone like she had Power Lifter, and then the heroine went and squandered it!

Eventually, Lori’s foot kicked over a jagged shard of… something? It felt like glass of some sort. Careful to not step further, the lingerie clad fitness model squatted down, picked up the broken bit of glass in her bound hands, and started cutting through her bonds.

A few minutes later, Lori stood up, her hands finally free, pulled out her gag and removed the blindfold. She couldn’t suppress her gasp when she saw where she was.

Power Lifter had brought her back to her dressing room in the hotel from earlier that day.

“What the…” She mumbled. Power Lifter must be kinkier than she thought. Did she want to role-play a sexier version of what happened earlier that day?

She spun around, doing a quick survey of the room to confirm that she was indeed alone. Shards of glass from an overhead halogen light were scattered over the debris on the ground from where Power Lifter had slammed one of the Bum-Bum Bandits into the ceiling earlier. Lori turned and saw the massive hole in the wall from where Power Lifter had been thrown through, and saw that it had at one point been marked off with caution tape, but that tape had since been torn away. Had Power Lifter done that when she brought Lori in?

Either way, that hole in the wall was the only way in or out of the room since the door was locked.

Lori braced herself and stepped towards the hole on her tiptoes, careful to step around the glass and other debris on the floor.

A moment later she emerged onto the stage for what was supposed to be her fitness competition earlier that day, a competition that had been cancelled thanks to the attack by The Bum-Bum Bandits.

Someone has been busy. Lori gasped and took in the stage. It looked completely different than earlier. It still had the hole in the floor, which was surrounded by caution tape, but at the center of the stage was a grand, flower arch with a podium in the middle. Three chairs were arranged a few feet away from the arch, and white, silk runners ran from the arch to the rafters above. The arch was brightly lit by every spotlight in the room.

It was set up for a wedding.

Lori was too busy taking in the strange of the stage decorated for a wedding that she didn’t even notice the other people in the room.

“Ummph! Mmmph!”

“Grrruumm hummm!”

“Hlllfff! Hmmfff!”

Lori turned around, finally noticing that she wasn’t alone in the auditorium.

Leslie Lansing, and the Bum-Bum Bandits were there with her now, bound, gagged, and pleading with her to save them.

“Urrfff mmmmff!”

“Gllummmf!”

“Mmmmpph!”

All three were tied to upright moving dollies, their hands secured to their sides and ankles near the bottom. Sumi and Gracy, the bandits, looked to be tied with metal wire of some sort and gagged with the wire as well. Lansing was bound to her moving dolly with what looked like black cables and gagged with a white cloth.

“Mmmrrroo! Hhllpp pssff!” She begged through the gag at Lori, who was staring at her dumbfounded.

A door at the end of the auditorium opened and someone entered, wheeling in another of the dollies. Lori raised her hand over her eyes to shield her vision from the lights, but it looked like Power Lifter was tied to this dolly…

No, she was wrong, it was Power Lifter pushing the dolly…

No, she was wrong again. Lori’s jaw dropped, it was Power Lifter tied to the dolly and pushing it!

Two of them! Her mind tried to wrap itself around this image of Power Lifter wheeling in another, bound and gagged Power Lifter.

The bound Power Lifter struggled in the dolly. It looked like she was gagged with a metal muzzle, but there was something off about this one…

Her breasts! Power Lifter had massive breasts, but this one, her breasts were gigantic, like an exaggerated drawing a teenage boy would make of a topless woman. She was completely topless, her breasts heaving and shaking as she struggled, and there seemed to be a white liquid dripping from her nipples.

“Hummph! Mmmoo! Mmmmph!” The bound Power Lifter noticed Lori on stage and started calling to her through the gag.

Just then Lori noticed that the bound Power Lifter didn’t have her visor on.

Cassie!

Just as Lori started to process this, she noticed the other Power Lifter glaring up at her with one normal eye and one large, red, robotic eye.

Lori gasped and stepped back. The second Power Lifter let go of the moving dolly with the bound Power Lifter and stepped towards the stage. Half of this Power Lifter’s face was exposed metal, wires, and circuitry. As it moved towards the stage, Lori saw that one of its arms, legs, and entire mid-section was the same. It was like someone had started building a robot version of Power Lifter but didn’t finish.

“Mmrrf! Mmmm grrrmm!” The bound Power Lifter, Cassie, cried to Lori.

As the robot Power Lifter stepped towards the stage, it all suddenly dawned on Lori as to why Power Lifter didn’t speak to her, her superhuman speed, and why she didn’t get tired or seemingly didn’t need to breath.

This was a robot imposter.

Just then, with an inhuman leap, the robot Power Lifter jumped up onto the stage. Lori felt herself break out into a cold sweat and her brain sent one message to her body.

RUN!

Lori spun on her heels and back through the hole in the wall. It didn’t occur to her that she was boxing herself in until she arrived back in the dressing room, but she wasn’t thinking clearly, she was just thinking of escape.

Lori ran to the door and pulled, still locked, and slammed her fists against it.

“Hello? Anyone? Help please!”

From behind, she heard the cyborg’s heavy foot falls coming across the stage towards her.

“Help! Anyone!” Lori cried, pounding on the door.

“Hello?” A male voice called from the other side.

“Please! Help! Let me out!” Lori cried, increasing her pounding on the door.

“Are you… no one’s allowed in there!” The man responded.

“Look, I’ve been kidnapped! It has me, Leslie Lansing, and Power Lifter! Please cal the pol-UMMMPH!” She was off by the cold, metal hand of the robot clamping over her mouth, lifting her off the ground, and dragging her away from the door.

4.

Leslie Lansing was quite familiar with the scene laid out before her – she had pleasured herself to the thought of it many times. It was quite a sight, seeing her fantasy come to life before her, and all the more frustrating to see someone else living that fantasy.

But this was what she made Cyber-Lifter for. She had programed the robot to act out her every desire, to bring to life her wildest dreams. Leslie had stood next to Stanley and told him every dirty thought she had about Power Lifter and watched as he programmed them into the cyborg’s mind.

One of those scenarios had been a “bondage wedding” scenario. She would have Power Lifter bound, gagged, and in beautiful but skimpy white lingerie, and forced to stand by as they were pronounced wives. Power Lifter would be hers forever, her wife and slave. Now here she was, forced to officiate a twisted version of her fantasy, watching as Cyber-Lifter, her creation, married the bound and gagged Power Lifter. Where the cyborg obtained all of the materials to make this twisted nuptials work was beyond Leslie’s knowledge, but she had it all down, even to the white lingerie.

There had been several white runners along the ceiling leading to the flower arch, but Cyber-Lifter had pulled one down and wrapped it around that blond bimbo Lori, securing her ankles together and then wrapping it around her shapely legs, waist, and then securing her hands behind her back and pinning her arms to her side, and then up, through and over her mouth, gagging her. Lori had struggled furiously, but was no match for Cyber-Lifter’s superior strength, and now struggled in one of the seats arranged around the arch.

“Mmmm mmooo! Mmm!” Lori moaned, twisting and struggling against the single, white runner binding her. The blond’s striking red lingerie proved a stark contrast to the white satin binding her.

Sitting next to her were Sumi and Gracy, The Bum-Bum Bandits. Their hands and ankles were secured with white silk binding and they were gagged with the same silk around their mouths. Even though they were seated, Leslie could still see their large asses bouncing up and down in their seats as they struggled against their bonds.

Then there was Power Lifter herself, standing next to Leslie, anything but the blushing bride. Instead of her usual black armor, she was clad in white, thigh high stockings, a white, frilly thong, and white corset. The captive heroine didn’t have a bra, but Leslie doubted that there was one big enough to handle her massive breasts, which heaved up and down as Power Lifter glared at her captor. Much like the Bum-Bum Bandits, Power Lifter’s ankles were secured together with white silk, and so were her hands, which were also tied around a large bouquet of flowers. Also like the captive audience, Power Lifter was gagged with thick, white silk, partially obscured by her wedding veil.

“Urrgggm gggmmm fmm…” She mumbled through her gag at her captor, Cyber-Lifter, who stood across from the bound and gagged heroine, holding her bound hands by the wrists.

After a moment, Cyber-Lifter turned and looked at Leslie with an expectant gaze. After all, Leslie was presumably the officiant to all of this.

Except she too was gagged.

Like Power Lifter, she was clad in white, a thong, stockings, and heels. Her hands and feet were bound with white silk, which also gagged her. Leslie was topless, much like Power Lifter, except there were clamps attached to her nipples which were connected to wires that ran into Cyber-Lifter’s chest cavity. Though she didn’t know what the wires did, Leslie could take a few guesses, and wasn’t excited about it.

“Hummmpp mmmm! Mmm!” Leslie implored at Cyber-Lifter through her gag.

This was her creation! She built Cyber-Lifter to help achieve her fantasies, not steal them! It had stolen them from her like it had stolen Power Lifter, and now her dignity.

Cyber-Lifter reached out and pulled the gag from Leslie’s mouth. It was barely past her lips before she started speaking.

“I can’t believe you! I built you! You work for me you-ummmph!” Cyber-Lifter responded by putting Leslie’s gag back in her mouth.

“Ummmfff mmm! Mmmph!” Leslie glared at the cyborg.

Cyber-Lifter’s face never changed. Instead it let go of Power Lifter’s bound hands and turned to face its creator. Leslie did her best to look defiant despite her near nudity and bondage and raised her head to glare back at her rebellious creation. The cyborg towered over her, but Leslie wasn’t about to be intimidated by something like height, but Cyber-Lifter had other ways of making Leslie cooperate. A second later Leslie felt a sharp sting of electricity in her nipples from the clamps.

“MMMMPH!” She cried, bit down into her gag, and fell to her knees as the surge of power flowed from Cyber-Lifter through the wires to the clamps on her nipples. Her breasts vibrated from the power pulsing through them.

“Urrrfff mmmfff…grrrrm…” She grunted, squeezing her eyes shut.

Then just like that the power stopped, and Leslie opened her eyes to see Cyber-Lifter still standing over her, hands on its hips. The message was very clear. Then the cyborg grabbed Leslie by the chin and pulled her to her feet.

“Ummmfff mmm!” Leslie cried, and a second later Cyber-Lifter pulled the gag from her mouth and stepped back.

Leslie opened her mouth to say something, but stopped, looking down at the clamps on her nipples and the wires running to Cyber-Lifter. It was best to play along for now.

Then what? What would it do after it was done with her?

Something told her that Cyber-Lifter would probably keep her, the Bandits, and Lori around, but she shuddered to think of to what end. They would all probably serve as part of some harem for the cyborg or something like that.

But the alternative was electro-shock nipple therapy. Leslie swallowed hard, realizing that for the moment she would have to go through with this.

“We,” she swallowed again. “We are gathered here today to witness this union…”

“Mmrrroo!” Power Lifter protested into her gag, flashing Leslie wide, pleading eyes.

“Ummmp mmm!” Lori protested, also struggling against her bonds.

“Mmmm!”

“Gmmoo!” Both of the Bum-Bum Bandits moaned, and turned their back on each other, trying to undo each other’s bonds.

Leslie looked at the two big-butted women. There was something about their gratuitous backsides now rubbing against each other…

Cyber-Lifter flashed her a warning look and Leslie quickly went back to officiating. She had nothing to read from, and obviously didn’t have a speech prepared, so she was winging it.

“These two, Power Lifter and Cyber-Lifter are so alike...” She turned to Power Lifter and eyed the bound and gagged super-heroine.

“Mmmm gmmm…” Power Lifter grumbled.

Leslie looked over her. She was perfect, even with the comically oversized breasts.

“Power Lifter, you are such an exquisite specimen, a woman chiseled from granite…” Leslie began, her eyes tracing the curve of Power Lifter’s rock solid glutes in the white thong.

“Mmmmph!” Power Lifter wriggled under Leslie’s gaze.

“Nothing in life can match your beauty, your grace, your raw sexual energy…”

“Wummff?” Power Lifter’s brow furrowed.

“Umm hmm…” Lori nodded in agreement from the crowd.

“You are a singular woman, and even though I sought to create my own version of you-”

“Wummf!” Power Lifter’s gaze shifted from Leslie to Cyber-Lifter.

“Nothing can beat the original. Cyber-Lifter is lucky to have you.” Leslie concluded.

“Orrfff frr gddss…” Power Lifter grumbled into her gag.

“And you, Cyber-Lifter-” Leslie turned to face the cyborg, her creation. Once again, she was distracted by the sight of the Bum-Bum Bandits behind it, trying to undo the silk binding their hands.

There was something about it that Leslie couldn’t place, something irking her…

Then she realized what was bothering her! Here, in this very auditorium, both of the bandits’s bums collided, causing a shock wave that drove Power Lifter straight through the stage. She nearly gasped at the realization, but instead clenched her jaw and stared at her rebellious creation, Cyber-Lifter.

“You, Cyber-Lifter, built to be perfect. All of my darkest, deepest, sexual impulses and desires programed into you…”

The cyborg’s face remained blank, as always, as she spoke.

“I’m so proud of the woman you turned out to be and look forward to see how you continue to evolve. You are beyond my wildest dreams. Never in a million years could I have imagined that you would turn out like this.”

There was a slight shift in the cyborg’s face. Not a smile or frown, just a change, like something Leslie said got through to it.

“Well,” Leslie stood straight and still looked at the Bandits struggling to untie each other.

Why haven’t they figured it out yet? They really were idiots. Useful idiots, but idiots.

“By the power vested in me…” Leslie went on.

“Ummm mmmph!” Power Lifter shook her head.

“Mmmnooo!” Lori leaned forward, her half naked body twisting and writhing in the satin binding her.

“I now pronounce you cyborg and wife. You may kiss the bride!” Leslie beamed and stepped back.

Power Lifter’s eyes went wide and she turned to face Cyber-Lifter.

“Wummmf! Mmmoh! Ummm gggm!” She moaned as her cybernetic captor leaned in and lifted her veil.

Power Lifter was shaking and twisting her head.

“Ummm mmnno! Mmmo!”

Cyber Lifter wasn’t deterred though, and pulled the gag from its wife’s mouth.

“No! Sto-ummm!” The heroine’s protests were cut off by Cyber-Lifter planting a long, deep kiss.

“Ummm mmmpn!” Power Lifter wiggled, trying to break away from her captor/spouse.

Cyber-Lifter grabbed Power Lifter by the back of the head with both hands and leaned her back, prolonging the embrace.

“Mmmm ggmmm…” Power Lifter still tried to pull back but was powerless under Cyber-Lifter’s embrace.

“POLICE! OPEN UP!” A voice barked from the back of the room. Cyber-Lifter broke off the kiss and turned towards the locked auditorium doors.

They shook as someone pounded from the other side.

“POLICE! OPEN UP NOW!” The voice called again.

“Help! Hel-MMMPH!” Power Lifter tried calling but Cyber-Lifter placed her gag back over her mouth and turned towards the doors.

“Eepp!” Lori squealed in surprise.

Leslie looked at the blond and realized it was her that brought this upon them when she ran earlier, Leslie heard Lori calling out to someone for help. That person must have called the police. In that moment, Leslie realized that she still had time, Cyber-Lifter was too distracted by the police to put her gag back.

“Smack your asses!” She screamed at the Bum-Bum Bandits.

“Hmmmph!” They turned to look at her and cocked their heads in confusion.

Cyber-Lifter spun to face Leslie.

“Smack your asses!” She screamed again.

Cyber-Lifter reached out for the gag around Leslie’s neck, but the Bum-Bum Bandits had gotten the hint, and smacked their bulbous asses against each other with all the strength they could. Their backsides wiggled and heaved, sending out a massive shockwave of energy throughout the room. Both Gracy and Sumi went flying in opposite directions. Lori was knocked flat on her back and the chair went flying. Cyber-Lifter went sailing over Leslie’s head as she too was knocked to the ground. There was a sudden jolt of pain in Leslie’s nipples from the clamps being roughly ripped away, but the ignored it as the entire wedding area was completely leveled around her.

A second later Leslie also went flying, landing in a heap at the back of the stage, and a moment later was showered in a sea of flowers from the arch, which also crashed around her.

“Urggh…” She groaned, not being a cyborg or superhuman, landing on the hard wood of the stage floor after getting hit by an ass-generated shockwave, not to mention having nipple clamps roughly ripped off, was painful.

Despite her painful landing, she knew that she had to get back up. Cyber-Lifter was formidable, and the shockwave may have only bought her a few moments. Not for the first time, she cursed herself for making her creation too powerful. Leslie sat up, a movement that took every ounce of her strength, which also sent a jolt of pain up her spine. She groaned again surveyed the damage around her.

The runners dangled from the ceiling, the chairs were scatted to every corner of the room. There were two fresh holes in the wall, no doubt where Gracy and Sumi had gone flying out.

“Offf… mmmfff…” Lori wiggled on the floor, still wrapped in the white runner from the ceiling.

“Mmmph! Ummm ggmm!” Someone else groaned from the other side of the stage. Leslie turned to see Power Lifter, still bound and gagged, lying in a heap among the rubble.

“Ummm! Gmm!” Lori cried, and started wriggling towards the bound super-heroine like a snake.

The doors at the far end of the auditorium were still being pounded on from the other side, and Leslie heard raised voices. It sounded like the police were in the middle of trying to knock the door down.

“Help! Help us!” Leslie cried.

A second later, the floor shook as Cyber-Lifter landed on its feet directly in the center stage. Leslie didn’t know where the shock wave had sent the cyborg just a moment ago, but it looked like it had jumped down from the ceiling. Cyber-Lifter leveled its blank gaze directly at Leslie, and though its face betrayed nothing, she knew that she had pushed her luck with the cyborg too far. It stormed across the stage towards her and she closed her eyes, dreading whatever punishment was coming next.

Just then there was the deafening sound of splintering wood, and Leslie opened her eyes to see that the auditorium doors had been battered down, and a combination of uniformed Chance City police officers and a SWAT team were storming in. Cyber-Lifter stopped mid-charge and turned to face the fanning out police officers. A chorus of “freeze!” and “Hands up!” rang out from below the stage.

Cyber-Lifter wasn’t intimidated though by the new interlopers, and calmly strolled across the stage towards them.

“Don’t move!”

“On the ground now!”

Cyber-Lifter continued, undaunted. Leslie could see shock and disbelief in the faces of some of the police men aiming their weapons at the half woman/half machine calmly approaching them.

“Last warning! We will open fire!” One of the SWAT team called.

Cyber-Lifter hopped down from the stage, landing in one of the aisles, and the police opened fire. The sounds of automatic gunfire were deafening, filling the entire space as they emptied round after round into the cyborg.

Cyber-Lifter kept approaching though, unfazed. Leslie watched mesmerized as chunks of the cyborg’s synthetic skin were ripped away by the hail of bullets.

“Mmmm mmmoo! Mmmooo!” Power Lifter called out, trying to warn off the police from engaging the approaching cyborg in a frontal assault.

But the police couldn’t hear the super-heroine's gagged protests over the sound of their own gunfire, and by the time they realized that bullets were useless agains Cyber-Lifter, it was too late. The cyborg grabbed the SWAT officer closest to it, lifted him over her head, and casually tossed him aside. Before the SWAT officer crashed into a heap on the ground, Cyber-Lifter threw another, and another. Leslie’s jaw dropped as she watched police officers fly around the auditorium, crashing into the walls before falling prone to the ground.

I need to get out of here! She thought, breaking out into a cold sweat. No sooner had that thought crossed her mind than she spotted a tanned, muscular form crawling out of one of the holes in the wall.

Gracy! One half of the Bum-Bum Bandits emerged from the hole her ass had created in the auditorium wall. She was free of her bonds and gag, and must have gotten free after crashing through the wall. The Latina surveyed the area, eyes widening with shock at the police men being tossed around the room like rag-dolls, and then turned towards the stage and locked eyes with Leslie, who beckoned her over with her head.

Leslie turned her head to the other hole in the wall to see Sumi emerging. Unlike Gracy, the silken bonds hung around Sumi’s wrists in tatters, having been ripped in half by the blast. The Indian still had her gag in, and her eyes widened at the carnage around her and she let out a little moan in her gag before pulling it down around her neck. Seeing Gracy hurrying across the stage towards Leslie, Sumi followed.

“Here, get me free.” Leslie turned and offered her bound hands to Gracy, who started untying them. Sumi arrived a second later and got to work on the bonds around Leslie’s ankles.

“Let’s hurry and get you out of here while she’s distracted.” Gracy motioned to the cyborg with her head.

Leslie craned her neck to look at the cyborg that was currently tearing through the police and swat. What she saw chilled her to the bone.

Whole chunks of Cyber-Lifter’s skin were gone, exposing the metal endo-skeletion underneath. Large portions of her face had been shot off, giving it an even more monstrous, inhuman look. Somehow it’s one human eye remained. Policeman and SWAT lay scattered around the cyborg on the floor.

In that moment, Leslie realized that no matter what, Cyber-Lifter would chase them. They would escape for the moment now, but it would find them and pursue them to the ends of the earth.

Then Leslie’s eyes fell on Power Lifter, who was still laying on the stage floor, struggling against her bonds. Lori was still wriggling her bound, half naked form towards the topless, big-breasted heroine. Leslie focused on Power Lifter’s gigantic breasts, on those erect, tasty nipples of hers…

Leslie’s eyes went wide.

“Sumi! Get Power Lifter!” She ordered the wide-eyed Indian.

“But, we don’t have time!” Sumi protested.

“Get her, now!” Leslie ordered.

Sumi nodded obediently, and let go of Leslie’s bound feet and scurried across the stage towards the bound and gagged heroine.

“But boss, we gotta go!” Gracy whined, finishing untying Leslie’s hands and moving to her ankles.

“No, if we leave now that robot will follow. We have to end it here.”

Across the stage, Sumi grabbed Power Lifter under her arm pits and dragged her toward Leslie and Gracy.

“Mmmmo! Mmmmpph gmmmfff!” Power Lifter wiggled in Sumi’s grasp and kicked her bound feet.

“Hummph! Stttmmff!” Lori moaned, turning to try and wriggle after them.

“Mmmph! Mmm ggmm!” Power Lifter protested, trying to kick her way free from Sumi’s grasp.

Sumi stopped next to Leslie with the helpless, struggling heroine.

“Stand her up.” Leslie ordered, getting to her own feet.

Gracy helped Sumi pull Power Lifter to her bound feet and spun her around to face Leslie, the heroine’s enlarged breasts heaving up and down with anger as she glared at Leslie.

“Mmmm ggmm!” Her eyes were defiant as she stared Leslie down.

“Now what?” Gracy asked.

“Suck on her breasts.” Leslie said in a matter of fact tone.

“What?” Both Sumi and Gracy asked in unison.

“MMMPPH!” Power Lifter cried and shook her head.

“Suck on her breasts!” Leslie cried and motioned to Power Lifter’s massive, heaving breasts.

Both Sumi and Gracy shared an uncomfortable look, and turned, baring their exaggerated, thonged asses to Leslie as they leaned over to suckle Power Lifter.

“Hurry up!” Leslie cried, Cyber-Lifter had almost decimated the entire police force.

Both Bum-Bum Bandits locked their lips around Power Lifter’s nipples and sucked. Leslie watched as both women started to shudder and quake from the power-milk flowing into their bodies.

“Mmmm! Mmmph mmmm!” Power Lifter whined, looking down at the two with wide, helpless eyes as they sucked on her.

Leslie watched as Sumi and Gracy’s muscles and veins popped like they had just done a three hour, intense workout. Their asses were vibrating from the power flowing through their bodies. Looking back at the entrance to the auditorium, Leslie now saw that Cyber-Lifter stood triumphant in a sea of downed police officers. The cyborg looked more like a metal skeleton than a woman, and with inhuman speed darted towards the stage. Cyber-Lifter moved so fast that it was like watching something at 10x speed, and before Leslie could shout a warning, the cyborg was on the stage and charging towards them.

The Bum-Bum Bandits were too involved in suckling Power Lifter to notice, and Cyber-Lifter grabbed the heroine and jerked her away from the thong clad women. Spittles of milk went flying as Power Lifter was pulled back.

“Mmmpph!” She cried as she was yanked back.

“Hey!” Gracy cried and darted forward, planting a kick directly at where Cyber-Lifter’s abdomen would be.

Cyber-Lifter stumbled back, dropping Power Lifter to the stage floor.

“Urggg!” The heroine grunted as she hit the ground.

Sumi spun to face the cyborg, bent over, and clapped her ass cheeks together, sending a rush of energy towards Cyber-Lifter that knocked it back again. Gracy was waiting behind it, smacking her beautiful buttocks against the back of the cyborg, sending it pitching forward. Once again Sumi was there, hitting her ass off the front of the cyborg, sending it spinning again and falling face first into Gracy’s waiting ass. The Latina had her ass cheeks spread wide and leg go of them once Cyber-Lifter’s face planted in her backside.

Much like Power Lifter earlier, Cyber-Lifter locked its hands around Gracy’s ass and tried to pry her cheeks apart, but Gracy had locked her buttocks around the cyborg’s head and was squeezing. A second later, Sumi backed her ass up and pressed against Cyber-Lifter’s from behind. Both of the Bum-Bum Bandits exerted the full pressure of their super-powered backsides against Cyber-Lifter’s head as the cyborg’s arms flailed helplessly. Leslie watched, feeling a swelling of pride as she watched her rebellious creation’s head get crushed between the Bum-Bum Bandits’ juicy buttocks.

There was a crunch of metal, and Leslie felt something like a tinge of arousal.

Good, show it what happens when it crosses me.

After Cyber-Lifter’s head burst like a melon, Leslie would bring it back to her lab and program it to be much more agreeable. Maybe she let it keep the memory of its head being crushed between the Bandit’s butts as a warning to what happens when it crosses her.

Cyber-Lifter’s hands flailed, grasping at the thongs of the two big-butted women crushing it. Leslie smiled at the sight of the cyborg’s helpless struggles.

Then the cyborg placed its hands one either of the Bandit’s butt’s and pushed. Both Gracy and Sumi slide across the stage as Cyber-Lifter forced them apart. Their jaws dropped and both women pushed back, exerting the full power of their butts against the cyborg. Leslie backed up, realizing that the temporary boost of strength from Power Lifter’s breast milk had already worn off.

Cyber-Lifter was on its knees, arms fully extended to its side with each palm placed directly at the center of one of the Bandit’s butts and pushing them away. Gracy and Sumi both pushed back against the cyborg with all of their strength but it was no use.

“Here, drink more!” Leslie turned to gesture to Power Lifter but instead bumped into Lori!

“What!” Leslie stammered.

The blond was free of the silk runner that had bound her and stood in front of the bound and gagged super-heroine with her hands on her hips. Since Leslie was topless, she had no collar to grab, so Lori reached out, grabbed the waistband of Leslie’s thong panties, and lifted.

“Ow!” Leslie cried as she was lifted off her feet and wedgied by the bright eyed blond, who lifted her high into the air and glared up at her.

How is she doing this! Leslie wondered as she struggled to get free from Lori’s grasp.

Then she noticed the black belt around Lori’s waist.

Power Lifter’s Power Belt!

No! How did she…

Then Leslie remembered that Cyber-Lifter had brought the Power Belt to the hotel with them after abducting her from Lansing Tower. Lori must have found it and put it on. Leslie opened her mouth to protest but then heard a cry behind her and turned her head to see Cyber-Lifter pushing towards her despite the Bum-Bum Bandits’ best efforts.

“Look,” Leslie cried, turning back to Lori. “You have to let them suck on Power Lifter’s tits!”

“What?” Lori’s brow furrowed in confusion.

“They have to-” She was cut off by the cyborg’s metal arm clamping on her shoulder and pulling her back. Leslie felt her underwear go tight and then rip away as she was pulled away from Lori.

Leslie landed naked on the ground, instinctively curling into a fetal position to cover her nudity, but then a shadow loomed over her. Looking up, she saw Cyber-Lifter towering over her, glaring down with those lifeless eyes. The cyborg’s gaze froze Leslie’s heart mid-beat, and she forgot about her embarrassment and nudity as it reached towards her.

“Hey!” Lori ran up and grabbed its arm. The cyborg spun, grabbed Lori’s wrist and twisted.

The lingerie clad blond cried out, taken by surprised that she was just as powerless with the belt on, but Leslie had made Cyber-Lifter too strong, and now they were all paying the price.

“Mmmph! Mmmm!” Power Lifter cried, and Leslie looked past Lori to see Sumi and Gracy stooped in front of the still bound and gagged heroine, sucking her breast.

Power Lifter looked down at the two women drinking from her breasts and moaned into her gag but could do little else.

“Ummmfff mmm!” Power Lifter rolled her eyes.

A second later, Gracy and Sumi pulled away, turned, around, and wiped excess milk from their lips. Cyber-Lifter noticed the two women and tossed Lori aside like she weighed nothing. Gracy charged the cyborg and spun at the last minute to hit it with her ass, but Cyber-Lifter braced herself and caught both cheeks with her palms, but was driven back. A second later Sumi charged from the side, slamming her buttocks into Cyber-Lifter and knocking it off its feet.

Leslie sat up, crossing her legs and placing her arms over her chest, looking for something to cover her nudity when she Lori standing behind the still bound and gagged Power Lifter. For a moment Leslie thought Lori was untying her, but no, it was worse.

She was putting Power Lifter’s Power Belt around her weight.

As soon as the blond locked the belt around the heroine’s waist, Lori saw Power Lifter’s veins pop and with barely a flex Power Lifter ripped her bonds and placed her hands on her hips.

Cyber-Lifter was just getting to its feet and froze, staring at its doppelgangers. The Bum-Bum Bandits too also froze, watching as the heroine and her cybernetic double stared each other down.

5.

“Mmmpph mmm ggmm mmnooo bbfff!” Power Lifter mumbled. She was too excited to finally be untied and too angry at Cyber-Lifter to realize that she had forgotten to take off her gag. All eyes had been on her after she had ripped off her bonds, but now everyone in the auditorium’s expression had turned from hope and awe to confusion.

Even Cyber-Lifter seemed confused and cocked at its head at the still free but gagged heroine.

“Grrrmmfff…” Power Lifter sighed in annoyance and yanked the gag from her mouth with all of her strength. The sound of the cloth tearing was one of the most satisfying things she had heard that day, second to the feeling of raw energy surging through her body after Lori wrapped the Power Belt around her waist.

Power Lifter wasn’t sure why Cyber-Lifter had brought the belt along to the “wedding”, maybe just because the cyborg didn’t want the belt out of its sight, but Power Lifter hoped that it would prove to be the cyborg’s undoing.

“I think I’ve had about enough of you.” Power Lifter planted her feet and placed her hands on hips. The cyborg’s expression remained somewhat blank, though it was even harder to tell what it might be thinking since most of its skin had been shot off, but it threw up its fists in a fighting stance.

“Go get ‘em Cass… I mean Power Lifter.” Lori cheered from behind.

Power Lifter turned and winked at the underwear clad blond, who beamed at her. She supposed that after all of this she owed Lori an explanation for lying to her, but if Lori felt betrayed, she wasn’t showing it. In fact she seemed absolutely delighted. Then again it also seemed like Lori wanted to seduce Power Lifter earlier that night…

That was another conversation they would have to have, but first Power Lifter would first have to deal with this cyborg. She turned back to Cyber-Lifter, who glared back at her. Behind it, the Bum-Bum Bandits were getting to their feet. Power Lifter hated the idea of having to work with them, but at the moment that might be their only chance of getting out of this.

Before Power Lifter could adequately think of a proper plan, Cyber-Lifter charged. It knew it could overpower her, and Power Lifter suspected that its plan was to just beat her into submission like it had done earlier.

She barely had time to raise her arms and grab it by its wrists as it charged. Cyber-Lifter kept advancing and Power Lifter felt herself sliding along the stage as the cyborg pushed her back. Power Lifter drew in a breath, felt a surge of energy from her Power Belt, and dug her feet in, trying with all of her strength to push the cyborg back, but it was no use. It kept on coming, pushing her further and further back. All the while its skeletal, metal face with with loose flaps of synthetic skin stared blankly at her.

Power Lifter gritted her teeth and pushed, grappling with her robotic double, which pressed on. She looked over her shoulder to see the hole that she had made in the stage earlier yawning behind her but growing ever closer the more the cyborg pushed. Once again, like earlier in her gym, she felt her muscles failing. Despite her strength, Cyber-Lifter was getting the better of her.

The hole was inches away now, Power Lifter’s heel just reaching the edge…

Then The Bum-Bum Bandits charged from behind, both turning at the last minute and smacking their considerable backsides against the cyborg’s upper thighs. It wasn’t much of an attack against the super strong cyborg, but enough to jerk it off balance. Seeing an opening, Power Lifter spun, using the cyborg’s momentum against it, and tipped it over her head and sent it spilling headfirst down the hole it was trying to push her into.

Power Lifter jumped away from the hole, expecting the cyborg to come jumping out at any moment. She knew that tipping it down there would only slow it down, and turned to face Gracy and Sumi. Both of them looked at her and then their eyes shifted down to her gigantic breasts.

“You have to let them suckle you.” Leslie Lansing came running up. She was still completely nude, but had one hand over her breasts and another between her legs.

Power Lifter glared at Lansing. The nerve!

After all of this she was going to enjoy hauling Lansing off to prison, but not before she made her undo whatever she had done to her breasts.

“Lansing, now is not the time.” Power Lifter chided.

“It’s the only way! Your milk gives them strength!” Lansing pleaded. Power Lifter knew she shouldn’t trust the woman but there was something in Lansing’s tone… desperation.

Still, she wasn’t about to let two criminals suck on her tits.

There was no time to argue though, as the stage shuddered underneath them. All four of them stepped back, expecting Cyber-Lifter to come bursting up between them.

“Power Lifter!” Lori cried.

A second later there was the sound of splintering wood, and Cyber-Lifter emerged from underneath Lori. The blond screamed and tried to run but Cyber-Lifter wrapped its powerful arms around her waist.

Lori! Power Lifter took a step towards her but stopped, realizing that she wouldn’t be able to do any good against the overpowered cyborg. It would subdue her and the bandits all over again without breaking a sweat. In that moment, she realized that she had only one option.

“Fine,” She turned towards the bandits and cupped her enlarged breasts out towards them. “do it.”

Both of the Bum-Bum Bandits seemed a little too overjoyed at the prospect of suckling her breasts, and looked at each other, grinned, and then rushed forward and locked their lips around her nipples.

She gasped, still taken aback at the sensation of being milked. Not only that, but the feeling of two women lips locked around her nipples and suckling was…odd…

As they drank her breast milk, she glared up at Leslie, who seemed to be watching with amusement. Power Lifter glared at her.

“This doesn’t change anything. Once we deal with the robot, you’re next.” Power Lifter narrowed her eyes, trying to look tough despite the two women drinking from her.

“Help!” Lori cried, and Power Lifter turned to see Cyber-Lifter throwing the blond over its shoulder.

“Lori!” Power Lifter cried and pulled away from the Bandits. Both of them cried out in disappointment and wiped milk from their mouths. Power Lifter couldn’t help but notice that their muscles were pumped and every vein in their body sticking out against their skin.

“Get it!” Power Lifter pointed at Cyber-Lifter.

Lori kicked and struggled over the cyborg’s shoulder, and it turned to face the charging bandits. Sumi attacked first, turning at the last minute to slap her ample backside against the cyborg. Cyber-Lifter put out a hand to stop the Indian woman but was knocked back. A second later Gracy charged, smacking her perfectly round posterior into the cyborg’s mid-section. It fell back, loosening its grip on Lori…

And Power Lifter was there, using a burst of strength and speed from her Power Belt, she leaped over Gracy, swept one hand down, scooped Lori up, tucked her under her arm, and landed clear behind the cyborg. With another swift motion, Power Lifter spun the lingerie clad woman around so that she was facing up at the super-heroine. Lori’s blues stared up at her, wide with awe.

“Power Lifter… you….” She gasped, her cleavage heaving up and down with every labored breath she took.

Power Lifter tried telling herself that it was from the shock and exertion, not from arousal.

“You’re so strong, and fast…” Lori smiled, stroking Power Lifter’s arm.

“Um,” Power Lifter swallowed and stood, pulling Lori to her feet, causing another sigh from the blond. “Find someplace safe.”

“You’ll find me when it’s over.” She batted her eyes at the super-heroine.

“Umm sure.” Power Lifter swallowed and stepped away from Lori.

Initially she thought that her friend would be mad to find out that she was also Cassie, but it seemed that only turned Lori on more.

We’ll have to have a long talk after this is all over. Power Lifter focused and turned back to the fight. The Bum-Bum Bandits were using their asses to smack Cyber-Lifter around like a pinball, and without missing a beat, Power Lifter dove forward, into battle.

The brief burst of strength that the Bandits got from her milk seemed to already be wearing off, and as she rushed forward, she could see the hits from their asses have less and less of an impact against the cyborg. All of this registered in to Power Lifer in seconds as she dove forward, time seemed to slow down. She could see Cyber-Lifter growing more steady on its feet, realizing that the Bandits were losing energy.

Both Sumi and Gracy charged with their thonged asses out towards the cyborg, and with inhuman speed it reached out with both hands, grabbed their ponytails, and threw them backwards. Both Bum-Bum Bandits cried out as they fell back just as Power Lifter fell onto Cyber-Lifter. With one fluid movement, faster than Power Lifter could blink, Cyber-Lifter reached up and caught her by the wrists. It’s human eye was still somewhat intact, and glared coldly up at her.

Power Lifer wasn’t sure why she did it. Most likely it was pure desperation, but with no other moves left, she pressed forward and swung her massive breasts at the cyborg’s head. To her surprise, she hit it right in the chin, knocking its head back. She felt its grip on her wrists loosen enough for her to wriggle free. Without stopping to think, she jumped forward, grabbed the back of Cyber-Lifter’s head, and pressed it between her breasts.

For the first time it seemed like the cyborg was afraid. Its arms flailed and clutched at her as she she squeezed its head between her gigantic breasts. She threw all of her strength to her chest as she felt the energy from her Power Belt coursing through her body. Its arms swatted weakly at her but Power Lifter gritted her teeth and pressed, feeling more pressure being exerted on its head from her massive tits.

She felt something crunch, and there was a burst of smoke from Cyber-Lifter’s head, and then it went completely still. Power Lifter still held it in place for a moment, not trusting the cyborg, and squeezed a little more until there was another crunch. Then she let go and watched as Cyber-Lifter fell to the ground, its head folded like a piece of paper with smoke coming out of a hole in the back.

That was one problem down, and easily the biggest one, but she still had to deal with The Bum-Bum Bandits and Lansing.

Power Lifter raised her head to where the cyborg had tossed the two big-butted women to see that they weren’t there. A second later, she heard a cry from Lori.

I told her to stay out of trouble!

Power Lifter sigh, gritted her teeth, and spun to see Lansing, still nude and covering herself with her hands, and Gracy and Sumi. Sumi held Lori by the shoulders and Gracy had her curved ass facing the blond like it was a loaded gun.

“Not so fast Power Lifter!” Lansing gloated, seemingly unfazed by her total nudity.

“Lansing! That’s enough!” Power Lifter balled her hands and planted her feet, ready for a fight.

“This isn’t over, not by a long-shot!” Lansing cackled.

“I’m taking you all in.” Power Lifter took a step forward, out of patience.

Power Lifter didn’t realize until much too late that she had played right into Lansing’s hands. Sumi shoved Lori forward, directly into Gracy’s ass. Gracy smacked her backside off of Lori and sent her flying across the room. Without missing a beat, Power Lifter planted her feet and soared forward, arching through the air after the blond.

Lori was flying through the air, halfway across the auditorium when Power Lifter caught her, pressed her tight against her body, and turned. The blond was nestled between Power Lifter’s giant bosoms as they landed in a heap on the ground, though she made her not exert any pressure. After seeing what her new breasts had done to Cyber-Lifter, she shuddered to think would they would do to Lori.

“Ufff…” Power Lifter grunted, landing on her back and clutching Lori to her chest. The super-heroine took a moment to catch her breath.

“You okay, Lori?” She asked.

“Umm hmmm…” Power Lifter raised her head to see Lori pressing her face into her chest while massaging her gigantic tits.

“Lori!” Power Lifter cried.

“Oh!” Lori pulled out from between Power Lifter’s breast and scrambled away, her blond hair a messy tumble on her head.

Power Lifter pulled back and sat up. The look Lori gave her said that she didn’t regret her actions one bit.

“Um… wait here. We’ll talk after.” Power Lifter stood up.

“Sure, sure…” Lori huffed, biting her lip.

It was too late though. As Power Lifter got to her feet, she could see that the stage was completely empty. Not only were Lansing, Gracy, and Sumi gone, but so was the cyborg.

6.

Power Lifter watched from the alley as what seemed like the hundredth policeman went over to Lori to get her statement. The half naked blond sat in the back of an open ambulance with a shock blanket draped loosely over her shoulder, barely covering her lingerie clad body. Every cop that approached her stood to the side so they had the best view of her cleavage while pretending to write in their notebooks. Lori greeted all of them warmly with her brilliant smile and was cordial while answering their questions.

From her vantage point, hidden in the shadows in the alley across the street, Power Lifter had watched as one police officer after another had approached Lori, and then there was seemingly an endless sea of EMTs that swarmed around her to check her vitals every five minutes or so. Power Lifter was thankful for Lori for drawing the police’s attention, and for the shadows that concealed her. At the moment she wouldn’t be able to stand the thought of policemen salivating over a big-breasted woman in a thong.

In the chaos after Leslie and her goons had escaped, Power Lifter had lifted a large hoodie from the hotel gift shop, promising herself that she would return with cash later for it. Even with the hoodie being oversized, she still could only zip it up about halfway, leaving plenty of bountiful cleavage exposed. With the hood up, her identity was somewhat protected, and she was able to watch from relative safety from her vantage point.

Can’t they just go and take her to the hospital already?

Lori was most likely insisting that she was fine, but after being kidnapped and thrown around the hotel, it was standard procedure to take her in for observation. Power Lifter was growing impatient though with the steady stream of cops hoping to score Lori’s number and just hoped that they would send her off so she herself could go home and plan her next move. With Leslie and the Bum-Bum Bandits still out there, as well them still having the cyborg’s remains, Power Lifter knew this wasn’t over, and she was maintaining this vigil now over Lori as a precaution in case the Bandits decided to strike again. She wouldn’t be calm until Lori was in the back of the ambulance with the doors closed and headed to the hospital, and even then, Power Lifter would still be on edge. No doubt that the ambulance would have a police escort and Lori would be guarded while at the hospital, but Power Lifter wouldn’t put it past the Bandits to try something at the hospital too.

But she also knew that she would be no help to Lori if she was tired, and needed rest herself. Mentally, she also needed to process the events of the day.

Now she knew that Leslie Lansing had made the cyborg to replace her, but also that Lansing had some sort of sexual obsession with her…

Not only Lansing, apparently Lori did too.

Power Lifter told herself that she would talk it out with Lori. It would break the poor girl’s heart, but it had to happen. Part of her hoped that Lori’s infatuation stemmed from having gone through a traumatic incident which had caused her to development an attachment and nothing more.

At least, she hoped that’s what it was.

Lansing was another thing entirely, and the fact that she had escaped with the damaged cyborg meant this wasn’t over. Power Lifter had earned herself a break, but now she had to be on her guard. Selfishly, she had hoped to bring Lansing to justice in the hopes of making the woman undo whatever had been done to her breasts. Enlarging her already giant chest was one thing, but the lactating part was…something else.

She supposed that breast reduction surgery was a thing she could look into, but she didn’t think that would address the milk part. Her gut told her this was something Lansing would have to fix.

Power Lifter promised herself that she would find Lansing, bring her to justice, and make her fix what she had done, but first, she need a long night of rest to recharge. She assumed that Lori had told the police about Lansing and what she had done, but Power Lifter also assumed that Lansing was smart enough to either disappear or cover her tracks. Something told her that this wouldn’t be as easy as the police taking Lori at her word.

Finally, it seemed that the police had decided that they had enough versions of Lori’s statement, and after this final cop finished talking to her, the EMTs came over and said something to her. One of the technicians referred to a gurney at the back of the ambulance for Lori, but she shrugged it off, stood, tossed the blanket aside and stepped into the back of the ambulance, giving the EMTs and cops an excellent view of her thonged rear end. Almost all activity outside the ambulance froze, with everyone stopping to admire Lori’s chiseled cheeks as she stepped into the back of the vehicle.

Eventually, a female EMT stepped into the back of the ambulance with Lori and threw the blanket over the blond’s shoulders as the rear doors shut. A second later the vehicle started up and drove off, and for the first time that night Power Lifter breathed a sigh of relief.

Time to go home.

She turned and made her way down the dark alley, and soon the lights of the police cars faded behind her. As she plunged deeper into the alley, soon the sounds of the city and shouts of the police faded too, and it dawned on her just how alone she was. Something about it put her on edge, and instinctively she stiffened, expecting a surprise attack after the events of the day.

Relax…She told herself. There was no way Lansing would risk another attack, she was most likely licking her wounds from earlier. Plus, Power Lifer had her belt on, so if Lansing wanted to risk a surprise attack, she would handle it.

But her heart froze in her chest when she turned a corner in the alley and found herself facing the back of a familiar white van. The same van that the Bum-Bum Bandits had emerged from earlier. Suddenly Power Lifter remembered that gun that fired restraints that could hold her despite her Power Belt, and broke out in a cold sweat. For the first time, her instinct was to run.

Then the rear doors started to open, and Power Lifter backed away, realizing that this night was far from over.

Her back hit into something big and solid, and her hand drifted behind her and felt the thick metal of the cyborg’s thigh.

No… I destroyed it.

She opened her mouth to cry out but felt a metal hand clamp over it.

“Mmmpph! Mmmmoo!” She cried and tried to twist out of its grip.

She felt the cyborg’s other hand reach around her waist and grip her Power Belt. Like it had earlier in her gym, it ripped it from her body with one tug, breaking the clasp she had repaired and tossing it aside in the alley.

“Ummm mmph! Mmmm!” Power Lifter moaned, kicking and struggling against the cyborg.

The doors to the van were open, and Lansing, clad in a black robe, sat smiling, flanked by Sumi and Gracy on either side.

“Hello Power Lifter,” Lansing smiled. “You didn’t think this was over, did you?”

“Mmmph! Grrrmmmff mmm!” Power Lifter kicked and struggled as the cyborg effortlessly dragged her towards the open rear doors of the van.

***



“Mmmpphh! Mmmm ggmmmff! Hllp!” Power Lifter cried into the layers of tape wrapped around her mouth.

“Oh keep struggling, it’s made this little road trip so much more bearable.” Leslie watching from above, licking her lips as she watched the half naked heroine struggle on the floor.

The cyborg sat motionless next to Lansing. It’s head was still crushed, but the shattered lights of its eyes peered blankly at the wall of the van across from it.

Power Lifter didn’t know how long they had been driving, but it felt like hours. After grabbing her in the alley, they had forced her into the back of the van, ripped her hoodie off, and taped her hands and feet together, followed by wrapping several layers around her mouth. As they drove, she could see the darkness lifting through the rear windows of the van, and now the harsh light of morning was shining in.

Lansing caught Power Lifter staring at the cyborg and followed the super-heroine's gaze.

“Oh you’re wondering about this?” Lansing smiled and stroked the skin that was still remaining on the cyborg’s thigh.

“Well, you did some damage,” Lansings’ fingers ran up the cyborg’s midsection. “But all I had to do was plug into its memory drive and do a reboot, completely erasing everything.”

Lansing turned to face the bound and gagged Power Lifter.

“Now it has no will of its own except to serve me.” She smiled.

“Grrrmmm hrrrmm…” Power Lifter grumbled, prompting a laugh from Lansing.

“I’ll have to do some light repairs, finish it up, and soon it will be an exact replica.” Lansing continued, stroking the cyborg’s bicep.

“No one will know that I have the real Power Lifter all to myself while the double is out there promoting Lansing Industries.”

“Ummm ggmmm! Mmmoh! Nfff!” Power Lifter sat up and stamped her feet on the van floor.

There was no way she was going to let Lansing sully her name and reputation by using Power Lifter to sell her awful supplements.

Lansing laughed again and moved aside her robe to expose one of her breasts.

“I can’t wait for all the fun we’re gonna have.” She sighed and stroked her nipple.

“Nfff mmpph!” Power Lifter shook her head.

“I’ll have you all to myself, but then…” Lansing leapt from the bench seat and pounced on Power Lifter, gripping the heroine’s massive breasts.

“Ummph!” Power Lifter cried and wriggled back at the sudden outburst.

Lansing gripped Power Lifter’s breasts and stared down at the massive mammories.

“That milk, that wonderful milk! I’ll develop, study it, sell it! It will be the greatest supplement of all time!”

“Mmmph! Mmmm mmmfff!” Power Lifter shook her head as Lansing continued massaging her breasts.

“I was obsessed with that Power Belt, but I just left it lying in that alley. That’s nothing compared to this!” She straddled the heroine, cupping the bottom of Power Lifter’s breasts.

“Ohhmm nsss! Mmmoh!” Power Lifter shook her head as Lansing stared down at her with crazed eyes.

The van was slowing. Lansing looked up, her eyes lighting up, and stepped off of the bound heroine.

“Ummm mmph?” Power Lifter lifted her head.

A moment later the van came to a stop. The rear doors opened and the Bum-Bum Bandits looked in at the bound and gagged heroine.

“Ummmbbmmm!” Power Lifter cried as the two women dragged her out of the van and stood her up.

She blinked against the brightness of the morning and took in the sight before her…

It was a farm. Large, rolling hills were spread out before her. They were parked in front of a small farmhouse, with a rickety looking barn not far from it.

“Hmmmp…” She looked around confused, a farm?

“This farm has been in my family for generations. Its a reminder of my humble beginnings.” Lansing stepped in front of Power Lifter and motioned to the sprawling land before her.

“And its going to be your new home. A farm for my new cow.” She smiled, and then undid her robe and tossed it aside, standing naked in front of her captive.

“Ummm grrmmm hurmm…” Power Lifter grumbled.

“Show Power Lifter her new home!” Lansing turned and motioned to the barn.

“Nrrrff!” Power Lifter cried as Gracy and Sumi dragged her across the yard towards the large structure.

“Ummmm! Mmmph! Ugggmm mmmp! Nrrrg!” Power Lifter kicked and struggled, but it was no use, she was helpless in the hands of the super-powered women without her belt.

They burst into the building and carried Power Lifter over to a large pillar in the center of the room, Gracy holding the squirming heroine in place while Sumi used tape to secure her feet and waist to the thick, wooden post.

“Mmmp! Mmm gggmm! Mmph!” Power Lifter leaned forward, trying to plead through her gag before Sumi placed her head back against the pillar and pressed tape over her eyes.

“Mmph!” Power Lifter cried as layer after layer was wrapped over her eyes while also securing her head to the pillar.

A second later Sumi finished taping, leaving Power Lifter gagged, blindfolded, and taped to the pillar.

“What a nice little cow you’ll make.” She heard Lansing say.

“Ummm mmph!” Power Lifter spat, trying to seem defiant despite her helplessness.

“You’ll be my golden cow, providing that beautiful milk…” Lansing’s voice grew closer.

“And when you aren’t doing that.” Suddenly Power Lifter felt Lansing’s hand slide between her bound legs.

“Urrrpp!” Power Lifter wriggled under her captor’s touch.

“Oh we’ll have so much fun.” Lansing withdrew her hand.

“Go girls, have a nice, long drink.” Her captor ordered.

A second later, Power Lifter felt both Gracy and Sumi’s lips lock around her nipples and suck.

“Ummm hmmmmph….” Power Lifter moaned.

The End...
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