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1.

Lori couldn’t take her eyes off of Cassie’s cleavage as the other woman rummaged through her bag. They were exquisite, almost perfectly rounded, like breasts you would see in a comic book illustration, and always drew attention despite Cassie’s best attempts at hiding them. The bigger woman always wore loose fitting clothing, including baggy pants and old shirts or hoodies. Her jet black hair always fell in a messy heap around her shoulders, and her thick, coke-bottle glasses made her brilliant hazel eyes look like they belonged to an insect rather than a beautiful, muscular woman. It almost seemed like Cassie wanted people to ignore her with the way she dressed and generally avoided interacting with other humans, which was a shame because underneath layers of ill-fitting clothing and insecurity, Cassie may be one of the most stunning women Lori had ever laid eyes on.

Cassie’s penchant for wearing loose clothing was working against her today though, as the old, gray hoodie that she was wearing had a slit down the front, no doubt to accommodate her massive cleavage. Now the front of the hoodie was dangling, exposing the black bra which looked like it was working overtime to contain the dark haired woman’s massive cleavage. Lori turned away, not wanting to be caught staring, and looked at her own reflection in the full body mirror in her dressing room. Someone had once described her as a “The Barbie of Fitness”, a nickname that she fully embraced. She wore a tight fitting henley, with the top few buttons left open to expose plenty of cleavage, though her breasts paled in comparison to Cassie’s twin mountains. Her straight, blond hair fell neatly around her shoulders, and her brilliant blue eyes moved down along her own reflection past her cleavage to the tight, black leggings clinging to her sinewy legs.

Behind her, Cassie stood up, her massive breasts disappearing inside of the folds of the baggy hoodie, and held up a metallic, pink thong bikini lined with red rhinestones.

“H-h-h-here you are,” Cassie stammered, eying the bikini with her magnified eyes. “Y-y-you’ll look great in this one.”

Lori smiled at her personal trainer and took the bikini as Cassie smiled and stared intently at her own feet. Instead of beginning to change, Lori instead held the bikini in front of the other woman.

“You know, it’s a bit small, but would look great on you too.” Lori stepped forward, causing Cassie to recoil.

“O-o-oh no, you won’t catch me dead out there in one of those things.” Cassie crossed her legs and held out one hand as if the bikini was toxic and could infect her if it got too close.

Lori frowned at the bigger woman recoiling from the two-piece garment. She had made it her mission to make her friend and personal trainer feel more confident and secure, but Cassie seemed to be actively pushing back on her efforts.

“Oh what, it’s not going to bite you.” Lori laughed and stepped forward again, but Cassie once again recoiled.

“N-no, please. It’s for you.” Cassie stared at the bikini like it may bite her.

“Okay, fine, just playing around.” Lori reassured the larger woman and lowered the bikini. Cassie breathed a sigh of relief and calmed, lowering her hand and relaxing.

Which was exactly what Lori wanted. The fit blond pounced, diving forward, reaching out towards the waistband of the baggie sweatpants clinging to Cassie’s waist.

“No wait!” Cassie cried out, clutching desperately at her client.

Lori giggled and pulled down the sweats, exposing a deep, sharp V-line around Cassie’s pelvis, and what looked to be black, thong panties. Despite her size and the fact that she could easily overpower Lori, Cassie clutched futilely as the blond yanked her pants down to around her ankles.

“Oh no! Oh!” Cassie cried as Lori laughed and stepped back, watching as the larger woman fumbled and tried to pull her pants back up. As she did, Cassie turned her back to Lori, giving her a brief glimpse of round, rock hard glutes before the shapeless sweats were pulled back up over them.

“W-w-why did you…” Cassie stammered, pulling the drawstring of the pants so tight that it looked like they would cut off circulation to her lower body.

“Come on, you have a great body, I want you to be comfortable with it.” Lori tried to reassure the dark haired woman. Despite Cassie being her personal trainer, Lori often found herself coaching and encouraging the larger woman.

“That ass of yours is chiseled from solid rock.” Lori tried to compliment, but Cassie was shrinking away.

“Oh come on, it’s a butt. We all have one.” To prove her point, Lori turned around and pulled down the back of her leggings, exposing her curved, solid ass cheeks and her white, thong panties. She gripped the bottom of her buttocks and wiggled them up and down while winking at Cassie.

Cassie looked absolutely horrified and turned away.

“L-L-Lori please, just stop.” She stammered.

Lori frowned and pulled her leggings back up.

“Look at Power Lifter, does she worry about her body?” Lori reached for her phone, sitting on the make-up table next to her.

“T-t-that’s different, she’s a super-” Cassie began.

“We all can be superheroes too.” Lori cut her off and opened the Instagram app on her phone.

The first image to pop up on her feed was of Power Lifter, flashing a brilliant, white smile while giving the thumbs up to the camera.

“Best of luck to all of the girls competing in the Muscle-Con Classic today! You are the real superheroes!” read the caption below the picture.

“See, look,” Lori held the phone towards Cassie, who was retreating from it like a vampire repelled by garlic. “Does that look like a woman ashamed of her body?”

“S-s-she’s barely wearing anything…” Cassie responded while avoiding gazing at the phone.

“Exactly!” Lori exclaimed.

Power Lifter wore a black visor, obscuring her eyes and forehead, and her jet black hair was pulled tight into a ponytail. A black, metallic breastplate covered her chest but looked like it could barely contain her massive breasts, exposing the tops and sides of her cleavage. A black belt was clasped around her waist that could almost be mistaken for a weightlifting belt. The outfit was completed with black gloves, a black thong, and black boots. The belt was the source of power lifter’s power, enhancing her strength, speed, and agility.

“I-I-I don’t… can you put the phone away please.” Cassie continued to avoid looking at it.

“Oh come on, now that’s a woman! Strong, sexy, and confident! We all should try to be more like…” Lori trailed off as she turned her phone back towards her and gazed at the picture of Power Lifter.

There was something about her, something familiar. Lori’s gaze fell on her breasts and how massive and perfectly round they were…

There’s no way…

She thought of how perfect Cassie’s breasts were and looked up at the other woman to see her shuffling towards the door.

“Anyway, I’ll let you get changed.” Cassie mumbled under her breath and opened the dressing room door.

“You can’t escape, I know where you live!” Lori called after the dark haired woman, but Cassie hurried out the door and closed it behind her.

Lori looked back at the photo of Power Lifter and thought again of Cassie’s breasts, and then laughed. How could she even think for a moment that Cassie was Power Lifter? She laughed and put her phone down, realizing that it was wishful thinking on her part. Power Lifter was a strong, sexy super-heroine with an active social media presence, while it seemed like Cassie had never left her gym, the Valkyrie Station.

She would never forget the first time she saw Cassie. Lori had been a long time member of The Valkyrie Station, and had seen Cassie around, but Cassie generally avoided her, like she did everyone in the gym. When Cassie exercised, it was alone, and always in the baggy clothes that she seemed to wear all the time. There was one time, late in the evening, Cassie must have thought she was the only one in the gym. Usually, Lori would be there early in the mornings, but had an unusually busy day and decided to do an evening workout session. She stepped into the locker room to change and caught a glimpse of Cassie from behind, completely nude, stepping out of the shower. Her jaw dropped when she saw the other woman’s naked body. Cassie looked like a goddess, a statue you would see of the greek deities, with rippling shoulder muscles and rock solid glutes that looked like they could squeeze the life out of a watermelon.

Lori audibly gasped, and Cassie turned and her eyes went wide with fear and surprise. Her hands immediately covered her gigantic breasts and she retreated back into the shower only to come out a moment later with a towel covering her nude, wet body. The larger woman mumbled an apology and scurried away. During her entire workout, Lori couldn’t get the image of Cassie’s naked body out of her mind. How could a woman be so perfect? More so, how could she look like that?

It took her weeks of hounding, but she eventually got Cassie to give in and be her personal trainer, though she soon realized that would be just the beginning. Despite Cassie helping Lori grow and develop her body, Lori realized that the other woman seemingly had no self confidence and was extremely insecure, so she made it her mission to make Cassie feel more secure and comfortable with her body. Cassie was fighting back though, seemingly unwilling to come out of her shell and face reality. Most of Cassie’s issues seemed to stem from her complicated relationship with her late father.

Cassie’s father was Miles Caldwell, a legendary bodybuilder who opened the Valkyrie Station, but he died under mysterious circumstances several years prior and Cassie took over the gym. The dark haired woman rarely spoke of her father, but Lori was sure that his looming shadow as well as his sudden and mysterious passing must be weighing on Cassie. Despite trying to get Cassie to open up about her feelings on him, she remained closed off to Lori. All that Lori, or anyone knew about Miles was that he was found dead one day in the gym, but the rumors had always been that there was something strange about his sudden death, but if there was anything more to it then Cassie wasn’t talking.

Maybe one day Lori would get Cassie to come out of her shell, but that would take time and a lot of work. Right now though, Lori had a competition to worry about, so Cassie would have to wait. She turned back to the full length mirror and peeled off the tight henley, exposing her rock solid abs and white bra holding up her perky breasts. They were nowhere as gigantic as Cassie’s, or Power Lifter’s, but she was proud of her cleavage none the less. Once her shirt was off, Lori shuffled out of her leggings, thinking that she should have just taken them off earlier when she was showing off her ass to Cassie. She had been naked or half dressed in front of the other woman plenty of times, which always made Cassie uncomfortable, but Lori was comfortable with her body and proud of it, which is why she loved bikini competitions. Now clad in her white bra and matching white thong, Lori turned to admire the curves of her firm backside in the mirror.

The sight of her ass in a thong was a sight that she never got tired of. Lori spent plenty of times doing squats to build up her backside, and in the summer she practically lived in a thong bikini. When she was strutting around on stage in nothing but heels and a bikini in front of a crowd of onlookers, she felt alive. Her body was her most precious asset, and she had put years of hard work into building it.

Lori reached behind her back to unclasp her bra when she heard the door to her dressing room open. She turned, half expecting to see Cassie entering, and was about to yell at her personal trainer for not knocking, but instead of the bulky woman in baggy clothes, it was a dark-haired, Latina looking woman with deep bronze skin. The woman was arguing passionately with another woman who followed close behind. The second woman had dark skin but wasn’t Latina, she looked to be Indian, and had large, saucer like brown eyes and long, straight dark hair.

“No, mine is better! Look at the perfect curve!” The Latina argued, turning to stick out her thonged ass. It was a sight to behold, curving straight out, and big enough to put both Cassie’s and Lori’s to shame.

“Oh no, it’s mine!” The Indian responded, turning to show off her own thonged backside. Unlike the Latina, the Indian girl had a tiny waist that gradually curved out into a much softer but equally large and impressive backside.

Lori could only surmise that the two women were competitors as well, seeing how both were clad in black thong bikinis. The Latina had perfect, six pack abs and small but perky breasts, and her dark skin was highlighted by visible tan lines that didn’t match up with her bikini, and the Indian was equally fit but with larger, and more natural looking, breasts.

“Hey, this is…” Lori started, but the two women ignored her, still arguing about their asses.

“Look at it! Look at that curve!” The Latina turned and smacked her curved ass, and the ripple that went through her skin was mesmerizing.

“Oh no, look at this!” The Indian responded, shaking her ass, causing a clapping noise that seemed to echo throughout the dressing room.

“Guys, I think you’re in the wrong room!” Lori objected, planting her hands on her hips in a no-nonsense gesture.

Both of the thong-clad women turned to her like they had just noticed her presence.

“Oh, maybe you can settle this argument for us.” The Latina’s eyes lit up.

“Wha…” Lori stammered.

“Yes! Perfect!” The Indian set down a bag that Lori just noticed had been slung over her shoulder.

“No, look I’m trying to-” Lori started before they cut her off.

“Who has the best ass? And be honest!” The Latina turned and stuck her backside out towards Lori.

“Yes, is it Gracy?” The Indian gestured to the Latina’s large ass like a hostess on a game show.

“Or is it Sumi’s?” The Latina motioned to the Indian, who turned and bared her ass to Lori, cupping her hands under her cheeks for emphasis.

“I’m not really interested in getting involved.” Lori responded.

“What if you got a closer look?” Both women said in unison, turning to bare their asses at Lori and backing towards her.

“Guys seriously, out!” Lori pointed at the door, which she just noticed was closed.

She must have been too distracted by the two women bickering to notice them close the door behind them.

“Please, who has the better ass?” They continued, speaking in unison again.

“Guys, this is my dressing room and-” Lori began, but noticed that they were still backing towards her, asses arched out.

“Do you want to touch it?” Sumi batted her eyes at Lori and ran her hands along the curve of her butt cheeks.

“No, I-”Lori interjected.

“Or smack it?” Gracy asked, and rubbed her ass against Lori’s waist.

Lori backed away, bumping into something firm behind her. She spun around to find Sumi behind her, ass still sticking out.

“Come on, you know you want to.” Sumi smiled and wiggled her ass cheeks at Lori.

“No, look-” Lori turned back around and walked straight into Gracy’s rear end. Surprisingly, it was firm yet… soft? As soon as she hit the curve of the ass cheeks, she bounced off of them like they were elastic and hit--

– Sumi’s backside, bouncing off of them too. Lori felt like a rubber ball bouncing between two walls. She stumbled forward, but this time Gracy was ready, and bent over and smacked her beautiful butt cheeks into Lori. Like a pinball, Lori was knocked back, turning and stumbling into--

– Sumi once again, who hit into Lori with her heaving buttocks. Lori felt like she had been hit with a bag filled with soccer balls, and stumbled back. She wheeled for balance but felt the world spinning, and once again Gracy sent her perfectly rounded butt cheeks directly into Lori’s thigh. It felt like she had been hit with a massive fist and she stumbled forward.

“Looks like she wants a closer look.” Sumi giggled.

“Let’s give it to her!” Gracy agreed and bent over, spreading her butt cheeks.

Lori fell face first directly between Gracy’s beautiful, brown ass cheeks, feeling her nose plant directly against the fabric of the thin thong running up between the Latina’s ass crack.

“Mmmmph!” Lori cried, feeling Gracy’s butt cheeks slap against her face. The impact caused her brain to rattle in her skull and she tried to pull back…

Something pushed against her head from behind, pressing her deep into Gracy’s butt cheeks. She could feel Sumi’s ass squeezing her head from behind. Then in unison, both women started jiggling their buttocks up and down.

“Ummmbbbmmmmmm mmmggmmmm!” Lori blubbered into Gracy’s backside, her head feeling like a pinball being bounced around between their gigantic backsides.

Over the sound of her muffled cries she could hear both women cackling maniacally.

“Umbbbmmmmm mbbbbmmmm gggmm!” Lori cried, swatting futilely at Gracy’s hips as their elastic asses continued to smack her face back and forth like a speed bag.

“Alright, I think she saw enough.” Sumi said, and a second later Lori felt the Indian’s large buttocks move away from the back of her head. Gracy too stepped forward, her ass cheeks somehow releasing the strangle-hold they had on Lori’s face.

Immediately Lori tried to scramble to her feet, which was a bad idea. As soon as she stood, the room swam around her. After being rattled around in her skull for so long, Lori’s brain felt like mashed potatoes, and she could feel herself teetering and swaying. The room swayed with her, making her feel like she was on a boat being tossed back and forth by massive waves.

“Oh no, looks like she got maybe too close.” Gracy said.

“Maybe she should take a seat.” Sumi added.

Lori tried to protest but the wire that went from her brain to her mouth must have been severed when her head was being batted around by the giant ass cheeks, and all she could do was just grunt and stutter. The next thing she knew, her legs were being swept out from under her and she felt her bare ass cheeks planting onto the soft cushion of one of the chairs in the room.

“Let’s make sure she’s nice and comfortable.” Gracy added, and then Lori felt her hands pulled to the back of the chair.

Her head lolled, and everything seemed like it was in a fog. There was the sound of something unzipping, and then Lori felt her hands pulled behind her and something tight being wrapped around her wrists.

“Wha… wha…” Lori slurred. It was like her mind was a computer that was slowly being rebooted.

“Shhh, shh… let us take things from her.” One of the woman said in a hushed tone, and Lori felt a cloth shoved in her mouth.

“Ummm…” She moaned, and felt another, thicker cloth being tied around her mouth to keep the smaller one in. At the same time, she felt something tightly coiling around her ankles.

Rope! It was rope. They were tying her up.

She being bound and gagged!

“Mmmmph!” Lori’s eyes went wide and she sat up, realizing that these two women, whoever they were, had finished their work and now had her bound and gagged at their mercy.

“Ummm ggmmmph!” Lori sat up, the mental fog completely dissipating and replaced with a cold sweat and heavy pounding of her chest.

Both women stood over her now, but they had changed. Both wore black, ornate masks that one would wear at a masquerade ball or something, and wore black gloves up to their elbows and black, thigh high boots.

“Aw, looks like she’s finally recovered.” Gracy smiled and looked down at the captive.

“Poor baby,” Sumi leaned down towards their captive. “It’s alright, we know that our butts are a lot to take in.” She reached out to stroke Lori’s cheek.

“Mmmno!” Lori moaned and recoiled.

“I bet you’re wondering how we got our backsides this perfect!” Gracy’s tone of voice was one Lori was quite familiar with. It was a sales pitch tone.

“Wummf?” Lori asked.

“Well, a booty like this is built, not bought!” Sumi added, stepping up next to the other woman. Both turned and wiggled their backsides at Lori.

“Ummm gmmm…” Lori furrowed her brow in legitimate confusion.

Gracy pulled up a small table while Sumi rifled through the bag, setting down a giant tub of protein powder with “Lansing Industries Power Powder!” on the label.

“Mmmm mmph?” Lori asked, her confusion growing.

Lansing Industries was a major sponsor of athletes, many of the women competing in the competition today were probably sponsored by them. They were primarily a fitness supplement company that engaged in “multi-level marketing” to push their products. Lori herself had been approached several times to be a “partner” but Cassie had talked her out of it. Cassie had never been one to be assertive, but Lori had never seen the larger woman so adamant about something.

For a moment Lori thought that maybe Lansing Industries was resorting to kidnapping to gain athletic partners, but that couldn’t be the case, could it?

“Mmmmphh mmm!” Lori tugged on her bonds, but she was tied securely. On the table, Sumi had set down a blender bottle and a bottle of water next to the powder.

“So, have you tried the new Booty Builder Powder from Lansing Industries? It gives you an ass that just won’t quite?” Gracy flashed Lori a brilliant white smile and held the tub of protein powder up like she was in an infomercial or something.

“Ummm mmnnoo?” Lori shook her head. Was this some hidden camera stunt or something?

“Oh no, she hasn’t tried it?” Gracy turned to Sumi with a shocked expression.

“Well you’re in luck, because we’re gonna make you some today!” Sumi exclaimed, and opened the jug and used a plastic cup inside to scoop the white powder into the blender bottle.

“Mmm…” Lori protested, watching as more and more of the white powder was dumped into the bottle. “Mmmpph!”

But they kept on putting more and more powder in, to the point where Lori wondered if there would be room for water in the bottle. Eventually though, Gracy lifted the bottle of water and poured the liquid in, filling the rest of the blender bottle. Once it was completely filled, Sumi tightened the cap and shook it up and down, dissolving the powder into the liquid.

“With this, you’ll be a bad ass with a great ass, but if you need more convincing, just look at us! We’re living proof!” Gracy smiled and turned, wiggling her thonged ass at Lori.

“Mmmpph?” Lori responded.

“Sometimes, I even like to give my shake a little extra something by doing this.” Sumi smiled, turned, and wedged the bottle between her bountiful butt cheeks.

With her ass miraculously holding the bottle in place, Sumi began heaving her backside up and down. The mixture inside was shaking so much that Lori thought the top of the bottle was going to go flying off, but instead it remained firmly shut.

“Oh that looks fun, can I try?” Gracy asked.

“Oh of course.” Sumi replied, and backed toward the other woman. Gracy turned, backing her ass towards her partner as well.

Both women's’ asses touched, and Lori half expected them to bounce off of each other like she had, but inside they pressed firmly up against each other. It was almost like they could control how elastic their asses could be? She watched, mesmerized as the bottle was wedged perfectly between both women’s buttocks, and then Sumi stepped away, leaving the bottle clasped firmly between Gracy’s butt cheeks.

It was Gracy’s turn to shake it now, and she squatted with her hands on her knees and lifted her backside up and down like a jackhammer, the bottle wiggling up and down the whole time.

“Umm ggmmm…” Lori blinked, watching in amazement.

After a few shakes, Gracy stopped and Sumi retrieved the blender bottle from the vice-like grip of the Latina’s cheeks. Sumi gave the bottle a final shake for good measure, popped the lid, and took a shake.

“Ahh… so refreshing.” Sumi flashed a brilliant smile.

“Ohhmm…” Lori moaned, stiffening against her bonds. She watched wide-eyed as it looked like every vein in Sumi’s body seemed to pop like they were going to burst free from her skin.

The Indian’s ass jiggled and vibrated like it had a mind of it’s own, and then just as suddenly as it had started, the physical reaction stopped. Sumi’s veins retreated, deflating back under her skin and her ass ceased it’s vibrating. She smiled at Lori with that same, wide-eyed, vacant smile that she had been giving her since she first burst in. Then Sumi handed the bottle off to Gracy, who also took a sip. Much like her partner, every vein in the Latina’s body pressed against her skin and her equally impressive ass seemed to be vibrating at super speed. A shudder went through Gracy’s body, and then her veins retracted, her ass went still, and she flashed a toothy, vacant smile at the captive Lori.

“Here, your turn.” She smiled, stepping towards the bound and gagged woman with the bottle held out.

“Mmmooo… mmmphh! Hlllp!” Lori shrunk back in her seat, shaking her head and crying into her gag.

“Oh come on, you’ll love it!” Sumi smiled, keeping in step with her partner.

“Ummm mmmph! Mmmoo!” Lori had retreated as far back as she could. Every muscle in her body was tensed to its limit, straining against the ropes that bound her.

What’s the point of all these muscles if I can’t even break free! She grumbled, watching as the bottle containing the strange powder was brought closer and closer…

The door burst open behind the two women. Lori’s head whipped around.

No, it wasn’t opened, it was kicked open…

Not kicked open, kicked clear off its hinges. The door flew across the room and crashed against the wall in splinters. A shapely, muscular leg clad in a black, thigh high boot was protruding from the now empty doorway. Both Sumi and Gracy spun around, their gigantic backsides blocking Lori’s view.

“Mmm! Mmmoof!” She grumbled into her gag.

The two women spread out, planting their feet and raising their arms in a fighting stance. Another woman stepped into the room, hands on her hips, glaring at the big-bootied kidnappers.

Power Lifter!

2.

As her alter-ego, Cassie Caldwell, Power Lifter had been in a room filled with thong clad women before. Though she did her best to hide her thickly muscled body under baggy clothing, part of being a gym owner meant that she often had to traverse locker rooms filled with women in various stages of undress. Walking into a room where two women had another bound and gagged though was new to her, even as a super-heroine.

“Pwwwmmrrr Lmmmfffttrrr!” Lori mumbled through her gag as her blue eyes went wide with wonder.

Her attackers, two dark-skinned, masked women with gigantic asses, turned, equally wide-eyed, to face the intruding super-heroine. Power Lifter stared them both down with her hands on her hips, hoping that they would get the hint and back off .

I guess my hunch was right. She thought, never taking her gaze off of the two big-butted women. As she was leaving Lori’s dressing room she noticed them barge in, arguing loudly. Cassie had never seen the two women before, and Lori hadn’t mentioned expecting company, so that set alarm bells off in her head.

Making sure that she was alone in the hallway, Cassie slipped on her visor and set it to x-ray mode, and watched in shock as the women used their asses to subdue Lori before binding and gagging her. After that she quickly transformed into her Power Lifter costume and stormed in, clearly just in time.

Lori continued to stare at her in wonder. Cassie had never been this close to Lori as Power Lifter before, and hoped that her disguise would hold up. She wasn’t sure how Lori would take it to find out that her shy, insecure personal trainer was really her super-heroine role model. Part of Cassie felt bad for keeping Lori in the dark, but it was for her own safety. There was always something so endearing about how Lori kept trying to boost Cassie’s self esteem, not knowing that it was all an act. Though Cassie was dressed in a skimpy outfit as Power Lifter, she considered that her “real” self. The insecure, quiet personal trainer was the costume, Power Lifter was the real woman.

“Step away from her and put your hands up.” Power Lifter ordered, thankful for the voice modulator in her visor that deepened her voice and amplified it.

“Well, look at what we have here Sumi.” The Latina woman cracked her knuckles and took a step away from the bound and gagged Lori.

“Looks like we got some trouble.” Sumi also took a step away and cracked her knuckles.

“Last chance, hands up.” Power Lifter took a step forward, answering their challenge.

“How about, heads up!” Gracy laughed, and then tossed a bottle containing a milky, thick liquid at Power Lifter.

The HUD screen on her visor tracked the trajectory of the bottle soaring towards her, and Power Lifter deftly stepped aside, feeling a surge of energy coarse through her body from her Power Belt. All she had to do was move slightly and the belt did the rest, and it almost felt like she was being pulled away. The bottle sailed past her head and Power Lifter whipped her neck to watch as it collided with a wall behind her and spilled open. Power Lifter turned back to face the two female attackers, balling her fists and watched as their jaws dropped in awe at how quickly she had dodged the attack.

“Ummm mmm…” Lori moaned, staring at something behind Power Lifter in wide-eyed horror.

Power Lifter turned back around and her gaze immediately fell onto the wall where the contents of the bottle had spilled. The wallpaper was boiling and hissing under the milky white liquid and Power Lifter shuddered to think what would have happened if that stuff had hit her skin. Immediately, her visor focused on the boiling liquid, analyzing the contents and breaking down its chemical composition.

That was a mistake, and Power Lifter felt something hard collide against the small of her back, knocking her off her feet and sending her flying straight towards the wall and the corrosive substance eating away at the wall paper. She arched her hips and felt the Power Belt respond, twisting her entire, muscular body away from the wall and landing on her feet like a cat. Sumi stood a few feet away, ass towards Power Lifter, and turned to face the super-heroine with a look of disbelief.

So was it her ass that she hit me with? There was something off about these two. She turned her gaze back to Gracy, who was stepping towards her, and a large tub of powder with Lansing Industries on the label sitting on a table behind the Latina.

Figures! Power Lifter grimaced before Sumi charged her, once again twisting to slam her giant ass into the muscular heroine. Power Lifter was ready this time, and planted her booted foot square into one of the Indian’s juicy ass cheeks, feeling as her Power Belt sent a jolt of energy through her entire, powerful leg. Sumi’s whole ass cheek rippled as Power Lifter’s foot connected and sent the Indian flying. As she sailed through the air, Sumi spun, and her ass slammed into the far wall, leaving a deep crater before she fell face first to the ground.

Power Lifter turned to face Gracy, who charged at her, once again spinning at the last minute so that her ass faced the super-heroine. Power Lifter stepped and wrapped a powerful arm around the Latina’s waist, causing Gracy to let out a cry of shock before the heroine grabbed her with her other arm and lifted the curvaceous Latina over her head. With a burst of energy from her power belt, Power Lifter tossed Gracy up into the air and stepped aside, watching as the Latina’s ass slammed off the ceiling, shattering the lights over head and creating another crater before she fell to the floor in a shower of plaster and broken glass.

The heroine didn’t waste another moment and ran towards the bound and gagged Lori, who was watching this all with amazement.

“Don’t worry miss, you’ll be out of this soon.” Power Lifter flashed the model a reassuring smile and kneeled down to untie her feet.

“Mmmmmph! Mmm gggmmm!” Lori cried into her gag and motioned at something with her head.

Power Lifter spun her head just in time to see a giant, thonged ass hurling straight at her. She couldn’t be sure if it was Sumi or Gracy, but she barely had enough time to raise her arms to protect her head. A surge of energy went from her belt to her arms but it was too late, and the mountainous buttocks slammed into her thickly muscled arms, lifting her straight off her feet and sending her flying back. The wall collapsed under her weight as she slammed through it and for a moment, Power Lifter was plunged into darkness before smashing through another wall before crashing in a heap into the next room.

Bright lights shone down on the dazed super-heroine from above, and she was dimly aware of voices chattering around her. Her arms felt rubbery and her head was swimming from the impact. Power Lifter sat up, clutching at her temples while the image on her visor cut in and out. After flickering for a few more seconds, her visor finally stabilized to show a room full of people gawking wide eyed at the thong-clad super-heroine. She stood to her full height and looked around, realizing that she was on an elevated stage looking down at a shocked audience.

I’m in the events room… the room where the muscle competition was about to be held.

Just as she processed this, Power Lifter turned to find Gracy charging, spinning to slam her ass into the heroine. Power Lifter didn’t have time to react, and was knocked straight off her feet by the thong clad woman. She flew back and slammed into someone waiting behind her…

Sumi! How did she get behind her so quickly?

Power Lifter barely had time to register this before Sumi slammed her ass into the small of the heroine’s back, sending Power Lifter flying towards Gracy’s waiting rear end. She was still groggy from being slammed through the wall, and her reactions were sluggish as she tried to raise her arms to stop herself, but she wasn’t fast enough, and planted, face first, between Gracy’s thonged ass cheeks.

Her hands grasped either of the Latina’s rock solid buttocks and she tried to pull her head free, but miraculously felt Gracy’s ass cheeks lock around her face like a vice!

“Urrrmm!” Power Lifter cried, her face trapped in Gracy’s backside.

The Latina laughed and grasped Power Lifter by the ponytail.

“Oh yes, how do you like it?” She giggled.

“Offff mmm!” The heroine blubbered, digging her hands into Gracy’s glutes and planting her feet in an effort to jerk her head free, but to her surprise, she felt Gracy’s ass tightening around her face, like she was being swallowed!

“Mmmph! Mmmm!” Power Lifter protested, feeling her veins pop as she tried to pry herself free.

“Urrrff!” Something squeezed against her from behind. Sumi! The Indian was pressing her ass against the back of her head!

She was sandwiched between these two women’s super-powered asses!

“Urrrmm gggmm!” She moaned, flexing and straining to burst free from the gigantic glutes. Both women continued to squeeze with their backsides, and she felt like her head was going to burst between their buttocks.

Stay calm, don’t panic! She tried to take a breath but could only gasp as Gracy’s ass squeezed against her.

Energy from the power belt coursed through her body, and Power Lifter knew she only had a few moments before she passed out. With a final burst of super strength, she reached up, grabbed the waist band of Gracy’s thong, and pulled it as high and as tight as she could, giving the Latina the world’s most powerful wedgie.

“Yow!” Gracy cried, and Power Lifter felt the vice-like grip of the buttocks around her head loosen. Not wasting another moment, she slid down to the floor under the mountainous booties and watched as Gracy and Sumi’s buttocks smacked against each other, sending mesmerizing, seismic ripples through both women’s butt cheeks. A shockwave ripped through the room, the power of which sent Power Lifter crashing through the stage floor.

The last thing she saw was Sumi and Gracy flying towards opposite ends of the stage before she crashed in a heap of wood and metal below the stage. She groaned, laying there on a pile of rubble and looking up at the bright lights shining down from above.

I can’t believe that I almost got smothered by a woman’s ass in front of an entire audience. She groaned, unable to think of a worse way for a super-heroine to be taken out.

The image on her visor flickered in and out, and she tapped it with a finger, causing the feed to stabilize. More than anything, she wanted to lie down in her bed of rubble and recuperate, but there were still two dangerous women to deal with. With another groan, she raised her powerful legs and kick-flipped into a standing position, pausing for a moment to let the wave of dizziness that came over her to pass, and then reached up, gripped the hole she had made in the stage, and with another burst of energy from the belt, pulled herself up and out, landing with her feet planted on the stage.

There was a gasp of surprise from the audience, and Power Lifter looked out over the stage to see them all getting to their feet. The shockwave must have knocked them all down. A second later, the events center doors burst open and several portly hotel security guards ran in.

“Power Lifter!” The head guard, a balding, bearded middle-aged man stopped and gawked at her.

“There’s a woman tied up in there that could use some help.” Power Lifter gestured to the hole in the wall next to her.

The man picked his jaw up from the floor, nodded, and hurried into the hole that Power Lifter had crashed through. Only then did she notice a second hole in the wall a few feet from the first one. She turned, and saw a corresponding hole on the opposite side of the stage. Gracy must have flown through one, and Sumi the other. In fact, there were several corresponding holes behind each one, with bright, afternoon sunlight shining through, showing that each big-butted woman must have crashed through several rooms and straight through the hotel to the outside.

Power Lifter debated on which woman to pursue first, but something told her they were long gone by now.

“Pmmmrrr Lfffmmffttrr!” She heard someone mumble through a gag, and turned to see the balding security guard emerging from the first hole in the wall, holding the bound and gagged Lori in his arms.

“Hrrry!” Lori cried, her eyes widening when she saw the super-heroine.

“Can you please untie the lady?” Power Lifter sighed, approaching the guard.

“Oh… yeah…” He mumbled and set Lori down on her feet and pulled her gag down. Lori spit out a cloth and stared at Power Lifter with adoration.

“Oh my God, Power Lifter!” She gasped.

“Miss, are you alright?” Power Lifter took a step towards her, but made sure to keep her distance.

It was no use, once the guard untied her hands and feet, the thong clad blond rushed forward, pressing her half naked body against Power Lifter’s and wrapped her arms around the muscular super-heroine in a tight hug.

“Oh my God! Thank you! You like, totally saved me!” Lori chattered as she embraced the scantily clad heroine.

“It was nothing, are you hurt?” Power Lifter asked, turning her head away from Lori, just to be sure…

“I mean, I’m like your biggest fan…biggest…” As Lori chattered, Power Lifter felt her hands running down along her powerful shoulders, to the small of her back, and to…

Oh no!

Power Lifter’s eyes went wide and she pushed away from the half naked blond.

“Well, it’s good to see that you’re okay.” Power Lifter crossed her arms over her chest, watching as Lori batted her eyes at her and bit her lip.

“Well, you know, if there’s any way I can thank you…” Lori smiled.

Power Lifter’s jaw dropped. After all this time, she thought that Lori just looked up to her, but was it something more?

“What is going on here?” A powerful voice cried out, accompanied by the clicking of high heeled shoes on the floor.

Power Lifter turned to see a woman storming across the stage towards her. Everything from the woman’s outfit to the way she walked and the way she held her head exuded power. Her physique was nothing compared to Power Lifter’s muscular frame, but this woman could intimidate by just staring at someone.

Leslie Lansing, owner of Lansing Industries.

She was tall, with piercing gray eyes, and dark brown hair tied tight in a ponytail. Her features were regal, with a strong jawline that made her seem like she could have been a queen in a past life, and creamy, smooth skin. A pencil skirt clung to her legs and she wore an equally tight blouse and jacket as she stormed across the stage toward the super-heroine, seemingly unfazed by Power Lifter’s goddess like physique. A security scrambled to keep up with Leslie as she stormed towards the super-heroine.

“Leslie Lansing, the sponsor of today’s-” The guard stammered before Power Lifter cut him off.

“I’m well aware of who Ms. Lansing is.” Power Lifter leveled her gaze at the businesswoman, who stopped and crossed her arms while glaring at the other two, half naked woman.

“I have invested significantly into this event, and now look at it.” Lansing stared daggers into Power Lifter and gestured to the holes in the wall and stage.

“I was attacked,” Lori stepped between Power Lifter and Lansing. “Power Lifter saved my life.” Lori gestured towards the super-heroine.

Power Lifter heard the click of cameras and saw flashes out of the corner of her vision. Reporters, here to document the competition, now reporting on how Power Lifter fought off two kidnappers and saved the day.

“Yes,” Power Lifter took a step forward and glared at Lansing. “Two women attacked this poor woman in her dressing room—”

“Call me Lori, please.” Lori giggled while playing with her hair. Power Lifter stammered before continuing.

“And they seemed to be under the influence of one of your products.” Power Lifter planted her hands on her hips and took a step towards Lansing.

A gasp rippled through the room, but Lansing’s face remained stone still.

“That’s a pretty serious accusation to make with no proof.” She raised her chin defiantly.

“Well, we found this in the dressing room.” A guard added, stepping over and holding the tub of Lansing Booty Builder in his hands.

Power Lifter’s visor caught that Lansing narrowed her pupils at the guard for a split second while her heart rate jumped before quickly settling.

Gotcha. Power Lifter smiled.

“That means nothing. Almost every athlete competing today uses a Lansing product.” Lansing smile and gestured to the room around her, filled with posters or advertisements for Lansing products.

“They were practically giving me a Lansing sales pitch while trying to shove that gross stuff down my throat!” Lori cried, glaring at the businesswoman.

“Look, these women were disturbed, yes, and could they have been Lansing partners? Yes, but there’s no evidence that these products had any effect on their behavior today, and we have done extensive tests that showed that using any Lansing product, including Booty Builder, has no adverse side effects.” Lansing gloated and raised her head proudly.

“You can’t be serious!” Lori shot forward but Power Lifter placed a hand on the woman’s shoulder, holding her back.

“It’s alright Lori, she’s right, we can’t prove it.” Power Lifter said through gritted teeth while glaring at Lansing.

Lansing never broke off her gaze from Power Lifter and a smile crept across her face.

“You know, you should really try some of our products, or become a partner. You could make quite a profit selling Lansing supplements.” Lansing’s grin grew as she spoke.

“I’m afraid that I don’t use supplements, now if you’ll excuse me, those two women are still out there.” Power Lifter turned and headed towards one of the holes leading out to the street.

“Really, cause looks like your chest has some… supplements of it’s own.” Lansing called after Power Lifter, who didn’t turn to respond as she charged through the series of holes in the hotel walls and after the big-bootied attempted kidnappers.

3.

Leslie Lansing built bodies. Not her own, she wouldn’t be caught dead in a gym. She kept herself in shape at her own private fitness center in Lansing Tower, along with the one at her home, but the thought of being in a gym surrounded by sweating men who would no doubt be gawking at her disgusted her. Of course she would never show this disgust publicly, she would smile and talk about her fitness routine and how she cared about the health of every athlete that bought her products, but it was all skin deep. The lobby of Lansing Tower was filled with banners and posters of ripped, muscle bound men soaked in sweat, and lithe, well built sweaty women as well just to show how well they built other people’s bodies at Lansing Industries.

She always felt like she was walking through an art museum when she walked through the lobby, a museum dedicated to her and the bodies she built, her own works of art. When she took over Lansing Industries from her father, it was a small supplement company struggling to keep up with the bigger companies, but under her leadership it had become a giant, one of the top fitness supplement companies on the planet. Every product they sold was state of the art and developed right at the tower, with Leslie overseeing. Leslie didn’t care about the health and well being of the athletes using her products, but she was proud of having a hand in sculpting their bodies.

There was one body though that she wanted above the others.

Her heels clacked on the tile floor of the lobby, and she tried focusing on the steady rhythm generated by her shoes to drown out the thoughts of Power Lifter, standing there, just inches away from her. It had taken every ounce of her self control not to stare at Power Lifters magnificent, perfectly shaped breasts rising up and down under her breast plate. Leslie’s jab at Power Lifter about breast implants was motivated solely so she could turn to get a look at Power Lifter’s thonged ass as the super-heroine stormed out. She had seen the super-heroine countless times on social media and from a distance, but she was breathtaking in person. As they talked, images of Power Lifter lifting Leslie with those powerful arms of hers filled her mind.

The super-heroine's presence was overpowering, intoxicating. Leslie knew it wasn’t just her, she could see how that blonde bimbo, Lori, stared at her too.

Soon…

She had been waiting all this time, building her plan, and soon everything was about to work out as she wanted.

Soon Power Lifter would be hers.

Lansing strolled past the elevators to her private car at the rear of the lobby and scanned her key card. There was a ding, and then she stepped on and was jamming the button that would take her to the subbasement even before the doors closed. The ride down felt like an eternity, and Lansing had her fists clenched the entire time.

Close… so close…

She wasn’t an anxious person, far from it, but every nerve and muscle in her body was on edge right now. This was a critical juncture for the project and a thousand things could go wrong at this point. All she had to do was keep her head for a little bit longer and everything would be fine.

As the elevator continued its slow descent down, her thoughts once again strayed to the first time she had met Power Lifter. It was an image burned into her mind: Power Lifter standing in her office in front of the window, the skyscrapers of Chance City framed perfectly behind her. By this point, Power Lifter had been in the public eye for a few weeks, a super-heroine with seemingly impossible strength that had appeared out of nowhere. She quickly became the talk of Chance City, with many wondering who she could be, with others commenting on her muscular, yet feminine, frame. Leslie looked at Power Lifter and saw opportunity, and quickly reached out to her about setting up a meeting.

There, in her office at the very top of Lansing Tower, she made an offer to sponsor and support Power Lifter in exchange for her endorsement of Lansing Industries products. It was all really just an excuse to get close to Power Lifter, to see her magnificent body up close, and those breasts! Their shape, and the way they heaved with every breath she took! It was mesmerizing!

Working alongside this woman, getting close to her was Leslie’s real objective. Having Power Lifter as a partner that endorsed Lansing was an added bonus.

Plus, Leslie happened to know that certain Lansing Products made some subjects susceptible to “suggestion.”

Power Lifter refused though. She didn’t just refuse, she let Lansing know her honest thoughts on the company, the products, and Lansing herself. The heroine made it known in know uncertain terms that she would see the day when Lansing Industries was taken down and exposed as the fraud, snake-oil selling pyramid scheme that it was. Of course Leslie played it off, laughing and asking Power Lifter where she got that idea, but on the inside she was seething.

Leslie Lansing was not a woman used to rejection. If Power Lifter wasn’t going to be hers voluntarily, then she would take her.

Finally, the elevator dinged, and the doors opened to reveal a wide, expansive lab space. This was the real R&D of Lansing Industries, and only she and a select few knew of its existence. The doors had barely opened before Lansing was marching out into the wide expanse of the subbasement, past rows of monitors, shelves, and giant glass tubes filled with strange, milky substances. Stanley shuffled over to meet halfway across the lab and opened his mouth to speak. His eyes bugged out behind his thin framed glasses as he realized that his boss wasn’t going to stop for him, in fact, Lansing would plow right through him.

At the last minute the little man stepped aside and Lansing continued her march.

“Uhh… Ms. Lansing…” He stuttered, struggling to keep pace next to her, one hand pushing up his glasses and the other struggling to hold up his ill fitting pants.

Normally Lansing would never associate herself with such a man. Half of his stained white shirt was untucked, and his greasy, uncombed dark hair fell around his pimple populated forehead. What he lacked in hygiene though Stanley made up for in brains. He was one of her most brilliant engineers, and she immediately snatched him from R&D to work on her “Personal” projects.

“Ms. Lansing…” He stuttered again, miraculously keeping pace with his boss.

“How’s everything coming Stanley?” She asked, never slowing or stopping to look at him.

“Well, see that’s what I’m trying to-” He continued, but was cut off when a bronze skinned, thong clad woman stepped out in front of them.

“Hola Ms. Lansing! Did you see we made the TV?” Gracy flashed her brilliant white smile and motioned to a television motioned on wall playing cell phone footage of Power Lifter’s face jammed in Gracy’s buttocks.

Lansing cocked a smile. There was something about that footage and seeing Power Lifter vulnerable like that…

Not only vulnerable, humiliated! Her skin raised at the sight, but she quickly tore her gaze away. She couldn’t afford to be distracted now at this juncture…

Soon…

“Yeah, they’re calling us the Bum-Bum Bandits!” Sumi fell into step next to Gracy. “I like it!” The wide-eyed Indian beamed.

Lansing rolled her eyes. They didn’t even steal anything! Figures that the press would give them a snappy name just because it sounded good.

“The Bum-Bum Bandits…” The name rolled off Gracy’s tongue with a sense of awe.

Lansing couldn’t resist the urge to roll her eyes again.

“Did you do what I told you to do?” She barked, never slowing her pace.

“Oh yes,” Gracy wiggled her sizable rear. “Rubbed it all over that pretty face of hers!”

Lansing smiled. At least that was one thing they couldn’t mess up.

Both Gracy and Sumi had been struggling up and coming fitness models that had become Lansing Partners, buying an exorbitant amount of Lansing products with the promise that they would make their own fortune by selling it. Like many others before them, they had difficulty moving their supply, and Lansing Industries came knocking for payment. Eventually, both women became indebted to the company. With no other recourse, they volunteered for human trials of Lansings newest product, the “Booty Builder” in exchange for some of their debt being forgiven.

The first results of the Booty Builder were… unexpected. Both Gracy and Sumi gained the large, round buttocks of their dreams, but with some extra “Buoyancy” and elasticity. At first Lansing considered making both women “disappear” out of concern that they may expose the potentially harmful side effects of the new supplement, but evidently the Booty Builder had effected their minds as well, leave both women somewhat unhinged but also extremely… malleable, mentally.

That was another side effect of the Lansing supplements that Leslie often exploited, it seemed to weaken people’s mental barriers, leave them open to suggestion. It was often how they managed to convince partners to keep buying products and trying to sell them. The Booty Builder had left Sumi and Gracy more open to suggestion than usual, but also made them extremely hyper focused on selling Lansing products, by any means necessary. Soon, Leslie was able to figure out a use for the two women and their posteriors.

One of the objectives for their attack at the competition had been Lori Dresler. She was a well established, popular model with a sizable social media following, and she would make an invaluable Lansing Partner, all she needed was a little taste..

Of course that wasn’t all, part of the Bum-Bum Bandits’ objective had also been to draw out Power Lifter. Even though they had failed to get Lori to try the Booty Builder, they had succeeded in drawing out Power Lifter. Before the competition, Stanley had rubbed both Gracy and Sumi’s asses with a cream containing millions of tiny nanomites. When they rubbed their asses over Power Lifter’s face, they spread the nanomites to her. At this moment, as Lansing stormed across the floor of her subbasement, a woman on a mission, the nanomites were constantly transmitting a signal back to Lansing Tower with Power Lifter’s every move.

Soon, she would know exactly where the muscle bound super-heroine hung up her costume.

“Stanley, how’s the tracking going?” Leslie asked, the tapping of her heels on the floor providing a constant, rhythmic beat.

“Well, Ms. Lansing, see there’s--” Stanley stuttered again.

Lansing rolled her eyes, out of patience for his pedantic postering.

“Whatever, show me the computer.” Without waiting for him to reply, she made a hard right, followed by Stanley on her heels and the Bum-Bum Bandits.

“When you find her, you want us to pay a little visit?” Sumi rubbed her hands together when she asked.

“Yeah, my ass is still sore from earlier.” Gracy added, rubbing her round posterior.

“Yeah me too!” Sumi chimed in.

“Patience, let’s assess the situation first.” Lansing’s tone was that of a stern parent on a road trip.

“Ma’am… Ms. Lansing… there are still some logistics to-” Stanley began.

“Then we’ll figure that out when we get there.” Lansing grunted, her patience with Stanley at its thinnest. Thankfully for him he had his uses, or else she would have fired him or banished him to a department where she wouldn’t have to deal with him, a long time ago.

Finally they arrived at a large bank of monitors set in a far corner, a map of Chance City and the surrounding area up on the middle screen. A steady green dot glowed on the map somewhere on the outskirts of the city. Lansing smiled, knowing that insignificant, green dot was meant to represent Power Lifter. She had to force down a shiver of excitement just staring at it, knowing that Power Lifter had no idea that Lansing had been tracking her movements all day, watching her from afar. It was mesmerizing, that dot, such a tiny, insignificant thing representing a goddess on Earth.

A goddess that would soon belong to Lansing.

“She’s been in that location for quite a while. I think it’s her base.” Stanley came up from behind her, snapping her out of her fantasy.

“Oh, can we go visit?” The Bum-Bum Bandits said in unison.

“Nobody does anything until I say so!” Lansing barked, and leaned over the desk, hovering the cursor over the steady green dot.

This is it! This is her home! Lansing couldn’t believe it. The dot hadn’t moved, or shifted. Soon she would know all of Power Lifter’s secrets.

A few more clicks brought up a street view of Power Lifter’s location and this time Lansing couldn’t hide her reaction, and let out a long gasp of surprise.

A large, sleek modern looking building filled the monitor, with the name “The Valkyrie Station” emblazoned above it, alongside the silhouette of a muscular woman with a winged helm on. Large glass windows took up the front of the building, and inside a few women in tight, work out clothes exercised on various gym equipment.

Lansing felt beads of sweat sliding down her skin under her suit and her hand shook on the mouse.

“Maybe she’s just working out.” Once again, Stanley brought her back to the moment.

Lansing gritted her teeth and balled her free hand into a fist.

“She’s not working out you moron, that’s it. That’s her hideout!”

Power Lifter was Cassie Caldwell, owner of The Valkyrie Station, and daughter of Miles Caldwell!

Suddenly it all made sense! Why didn’t she see it before? The source of Power Lifter’s abilities came from Caldwell’s Power Belt!

A flurry of emotions flowed through, from joy to anger to satisfaction to awe. She cursed herself for not putting the pieces together sooner, but perhaps she had been too blind. All this time, she had written Cassie Caldwell off as an oafish woman, the shy, meat-head daughter of a brilliant inventor who would amount to nothing.

Miles Caldwell had once come to Leslie’s father, Jacob, with his idea for the power belt. It would be a medical application to help the disable and those with mobility issues, but Jacob saw the commercial applications of it and wanted to mass produce the belt for athletes. Caldwell refused, and years later, after her father passed, Leslie had made an offer herself, but Caldwell still refused. Lansing Industries was still small then, and Leslie thought the belt could help catapult them into the big leagues, and sent some men to break into the Valkyrie Station and steal whatever information they could find on the belt. It was a simple plan, but there are always complications, and in this case, Caldwell wasn’t supposed to be there, he was supposed to be home. Whatever the circumstances that brought him to the gym, a scuffle broke out, and one of Lansing’s men shot Caldwell and they fled, empty handed. All these years, and Lansing assumed that the Power Belt died with Caldwell, but apparently he had made at least one.

One that his daughter was now using to fight crime.

Not only that, his daughter was using it in her personal crusade against Lansing.

Leslie leaned back and smiled. It may be time to pay another visit to the Valkyrie Station, but this time she wasn’t leaving empty handed.

“Well,” She turned towards Stanley, who looked like a deer in headlights. “It’s time.”

“… what…” He squeaked.

“It’s time!” She emphasized, but still he stared at her dumbfounded.

“I… it’s not…” He stammered, twiddling his thumbs.

Lansing sighed and stormed past him. She didn’t have the time nor patience for his dawdling.

“Ms… Ms. Lansing!” Stanley called, hurrying after her. Much like before, the Bum-Bum Bandits fell into step on either side of her.

Millions of dollars and thousands of man hours were all about to pay off in her ultimate plan…

The plan to replace the real Power Lifter with her own version. To be more specific, a cyborg doppelganger.

It was hard to tell how many hours, days, or weeks Lansing had wasted coming up with plans of how to get back at Power Lifter for defying her, or more so, how to have Power Lifter helpless at her mercy, but then it all came together one day at a military surplus sale. This wasn’t the usual military surplus, no, this was much, much different, more secretive. Lansing had spent an exhausting amount of time making contacts at the Pentagon and Department of Defense in an effort to land military contracts. Though her efforts to get the governments contracts hadn’t paired out, the connections she had made still proved fruitful. Through her contacts, she learned of an equipment sale to high end companies, mostly old tech that the DOD didn’t have any use for.

Lansing still vividly remembered walking the aisles of a large, secluded hangar, past racks of futuristic weapons and long lines of vehicles. She was about to give up, head back to Lansing Tower empty handed when she saw it there, set against the hangar wall. It’s metal arms suspended out to its side and secured to large pillars on either side, and it’s chrome head dangling limply. The robot’s eyes were meant to glow bright red but were empty black pits. Originally the robot’s outer shell was a brilliant silver, but now dulled by years of dust building up on top of it. Immediately Lansing inquired about it and found out that it was a prototype combat unit, but had proved too costly and spent years gathering dust in a storage unit, and was now being put up for sale.

It was like Lansing had been hit with a lightning bolt of inspiration, and suddenly she knew how she could put such a robot to use. Images flashed through her mind all at once at how she could use this robot to kidnap Power Lifter and replace her, all it needed was a little work.

Surprisingly, it was easy to tweak the Lansing Industries formula to create synthetic skin, and then it was all just a matter of sculpting it to look like Power Lifter and apply it to the robot. There was plenty of reference photos of Power Lifter thanks to the super-heroine's social media presence. After that, it was just a matter of programming the robot. It wasn’t enough for Lansing to create a cyborg double of Power Lifter, she wanted her own, personal Power Lifter, one that would serve her in every capacity.

Every capacity…

Lansing spent many long nights detailing her every want, need, and desire to Stanley so he could program them into the robot. She described, down to the last detail, her deepest, darkest fantasies about Power Lifter. Part of Lansing enjoyed watching the little man squirm and sweat as his boss revealed her inner most desires to him. Now that she thought about it, Stanley probably knew her better than anyone else. Leslie had shared things with him that she had never shared with anyone else, but Stanley was such a non-entity to her. In her mind, she may as well have shared a secret with a pet.

Now that they had Power Lifter’s location, the plan would be to send in the cyborg and the Bum-Bum Bandits to kidnap her, and Lansing would have the real Power Lifer as her prisoner while the cyborg, or Cyber-Lifter as she was calling it, pose as the real version. Soon, Cyber-Lifter would endorse Lansing Industries supplements and start pushing them on Power Lifer’s social media page, and at night…

At night Lansing would have her own, personal Power Lifter to service her every need, want, and desire, though with Cyber-Lifter’s help, she would break down the real Power Lifter’s will and defenses, making her loyal to Leslie. She would have the real Power Lifter as her own personal toy while Cyber-Lifter was out selling Lansing Supplements. The plan was perfect, and so close to fruition, and Leslie could barely contain her excitement. Her skin was raising under her tight business attire, and she was getting wet at the thought of not only having her own personal Power Lifter, but the real Power Lifter slowly being broken down as her slave…

All those thoughts evaporated instantly though when she saw Cyber-Lifter in its chair. Lansing came over to the work area expecting to see a perfect replica of Power Lifter sitting there, waiting for her orders. What she was looking at now wasn’t even close to finished. A cold sweat started to collect on her skin and Lansing balled both of her fists to stop her hands from quaking in anger. This wasn’t the white hot anger that she usually experienced, but instead was icy cold, chilling her to her bones.

Cyber-Lifter sat slumped in its dock, a large, metal chair with hand, head, leg, and mouth restraints. The chair was meant to hold the robot in case of any “malfunctions”, but it had a duel purpose as it was also meant to hold Power Lifter for her “reconditioning”. One half of the cyborg’s face looked like a normal, human woman, complete with a beautiful, blue eye, but other half was metal, wires, and circuitry. Instead of a normal, blue eye, there was a harsh red LED. While most of the cyborg’s body was covered in synthetic skin, one of the arms and legs were uncovered, exposing wiring, metal plates, and blinking LEDs. The very worst though was the torso, which was completely unfinished. Where the cyborg’s abs should be was an impossibly thin midsection of metal, wires, and blinking light, and the breasts…

The breasts!

Instead of the big, beautiful, round breasts, there was nothing but flat metal and two circular nodes. Thick wires ran from the nipple like nodes to an outlet in the ceiling. Originally the plan was to cover the charging nodes with synthetic breasts. Lansing got the feeling that Stanley got a kick out of plugging into the robot’s nipples to charge it and program it.

What was Stanley doing!

Lansing tried to find the words to express the shock and rage she was feeling but instead just stuttered. It felt like her tongue had turned to lead.

“As I was trying to explain, the cyborg isn’t ready.” Stanley kept his head bowed as he spoke.

For the first time since she saw the unfinished cyborg, Lansing turned to face the little man, who bowed his head so low his chin hit off his chest.

“There’s a problem with the programming see, and we…” He looked back up to face his boss, finally catching the icy venom in her eyes.

“I’m so sorry Ms. Lansing… it… I just need…”

“Girls…” Lansing hissed, and watched as Stanley stiffened. Both Bum-Bum Bandits stood at attention.

“Yes?” They asked in unison.

“Out.” Lansing ordered.

“Where?” Gracy asked.

“I don’t care, go sell some supplements, just leaves us!” Lansing barked.

Stanley stiffened, realizing that being alone with Leslie was probably the worst thing that could happen to him. The Bum-Bum Bandits retreated back through the lab, and a few moments later Lansing heard the ding of the elevator telling her that they were returning to the lobby. Now she could turn her full wrath on Stanley, and she narrowed her eyes at him like a snake about to strike.

“Stanley, you said that it would be ready to go online tonight.”

“I know Ms. Lansing, but we ran into some software glitches…”

“Tonight…” She hissed again.

“It’s going to take a few more days, I just need to—”

“Tonight…” She pressed.

“There’s some programming and-”

“TONIGHT!!!” She screamed, feeling the veins in her neck pressing against her skin. Stanley recoiled like he had been slapped.

“I’m sorry Ms. Lansing, I-”

“You useless little worm! After I pluck you up out of obscurity! I give you unlimited money and resources and this is how you repay me!”

“Ms. Lansing, please, I only need a few days!”

“A few days! A few days! Fuck your few days!” Her face was beat red, her hands shaking now. It took all of her willpower not to throttle him.

“I’m sorry, that’s just how it is!” He threw up his hands in a defensive gesture.

Lansing glared at him. If looks could kill, then the look she gave him would have reduced him to atoms.

“That’s how it is?” She dared him to repeat the statement again.

“Yeah, that’s how it is.” He repeated.

“I’ll tell you how it is,” Her voice was rising again. “You’re fired! That’s how it is!”

Stanley recoiled like he had been slapped.

“Wha… what?” He blinked.

“You’re fired!” She repeated, still beat red.

“But… but you can’t…” He stammered.

“Why not?” She demanded.

“Because I… who will complete…” He gestured to the half finished cyborg.

“I’ll do it! Or I’ll find someone else. All of you tech geeks are a dime a dozen! This time I’ll find one who can hit deadlines and doesn’t need me looking over their shoulder every ten seconds!” She bellowed, charging right up into his face.

Stanley stumbled back, but she kept on advancing until she had him bent backwards over a desk.

“Ms. Lansing, please, give me a--” He pleaded.

“No! No more chances! Clean up your things and get out! I’m heading up to my office and when I come back, you better not be here or I’ll have the Bum-Bum Bandits drag you out!” She jabbed a finger into his chest to accentuate each word.

Stanley was completely recoiled, eyes squeezed shut. Leslie didn’t even wait to see if he acknowledged the threat, she pulled back and stormed away back to the elevator. Part of her hoped that he didn’t leave, because she would enjoy watching the Bum-Bum Bandits manhandle him around the lab.

Lansing’s fingers tapped out a loud, angry rhythm on the inside of the elevator on the long ride up to her office on the top floor, and after an eternity, the bell dinged and she was greeted with the sight of the Chance city skyline before her when the door opened. She didn’t even give the doors a chance to fully open before she stormed out, the motion activated lights flickering to life around her. A large television flickered to life against a wall, showing news footage of Power Lifter’s heroics from earlier, but Lansing ignored it. Usually she would take a moment to admire the view of her beautiful city, but instead she stormed over the mini-bar set against the wall, grabbed a glass and a bottle of scotch, poured herself a generous amount, gulped it down, and poured another. The scotch did nothing for her sour mood, and so she poured another glass. This time though she sat behind her large, polished oak desk and stared out at the glowing lights of the city beyond while sipping from her glass.

Perhaps I was too hard on him. She thought as she sipped her scotch.

But no, she had given him a task and a deadline and he had failed. Stanley was replaceable, there were plenty like him at Lansing Industries that were eager to prove themselves to her. Stanley would land on his feet and find a position at another company, and he signed enough NDA’s that if he even dared infer anything about the work he did for her then she would sue him so fast and so hard that afterwards he wouldn’t even be able to get a job at a fast food restaurant.

The combination of the view of Chance City along with the scotch finally seemed to calming Lansing, and she felt her nerves, previously a jumble of rage and anxiety, starting to calm. Her tensed muscles were loosening the longer she stared out of her grand window at the city beyond. One day, she dreamed of Lansing Industries having a permanent foothold in every aspect of Chance City, of eventually growing beyond being a supplement company. Lansing wanted an empire, and her own, personal Power Lifter would be the main piece.

As she calmed, her thinking became more clear. She would have to find someone else to finish the cyborg, someone who could be trusted and shared her vision. At least they knew Power Lifter’s secret, and more so, Power Lifter didn’t know that they knew. That gave Lansing the advantage. Now she had all the time in the world to plan.

But all of that tension and anger came back to her the moment she heard the elevator ding, and her fingers wrapped around her glass so tight she thought she might shatter it. That was her private elevator! It was private for a reason, as in she was the only one to use it!

Stanley!

That little twerp was coming back up to beg for his job.

Good luck if he thinks he can use my elevator and still have his job!

Lansing slapped her glass on the oak desk with authority and stood, her back still towards the elevator, and clenched her fists.

“Stanley, I’m going to give you ten seconds…” She grunted and turned, fixing to give him her harshest, sternest glare, a look so devastating that he would immediately turn and run with his tail between his legs.

Instead, Lansing’s jaw dropped and her fists unclenched at the shape she saw standing, silhouetted by the light of the elevator.

Power Lifter!

The muscular superhero stood in shadow, outlined by the bright glow of the elevator behind her. She was so still that it seemed like she wasn’t even breathing. Behind Power Lifter, the elevator doors slowly closed, plunging her back into darkness. Leslie gasped and took a step back.

Power Lifter! Here! Now! Why? What brought her here? Did she somehow find out that she had been tracked? Or was she coming to confront Leslie about the Booty Builder formula.

Then Leslie felt her heart palpitate when she saw the glowing red eye, and the lights, servos, and LEDs glowing along the mid-section, arm, and leg. It wasn’t Power Lifter, it was the Cyborg!

Instead of anger, Leslie felt confusion and intrigue. What was it doing here? Had it turned on by itself? Or was it a malfunction?

The Cyborg moved closer to her, each movement accompanied by the whir and hiss of hydraulics and machinery. Leslie found herself stepping back with each step the cyborg took forward. She stopped in the middle of the room as the Cyborg came into the light, its one normal eye and red, mechanical eye moving in unison, scanning…

Lansing got the impression that the Cyborg was like a child taking its first steps, exploring, learning, taking in its environment. It’s eyes passed over Lansing and stopped, widening, and then moved on, continuing its scan of the room. She edged towards her desk as she watched the cyborg take in its surroundings. There was a panic button set on the underside of her desk, with one push it would send out a silent alarm and in minutes her office would be swarming with security, but Lansing didn’t want to push it yet, instead she wanted to see how the cyborg reacted, and how far along its programming was.

The cyborg stared at the large windows overlooking chance city and cocked its head, studying…

Was it analyzing the city? Lansing realized that a sight like the city skyline would be quite jarring to a newborn like Cyber-Lifter, but that wouldn’t make sense. She had seen to it that an intimate knowledge and fully up-to-date maps had been programmed into the cyborg’s memory banks. No, this was something else at hand.

Lansing stepped away from her desk and towards the cyborg, fairly certain that if the cyborg did want to hurt her, there would be no way her security team could arrive in time anyway. Once again, if Cyber-Lifter had been programmed correctly, it would be physically unable to injure Lansing in any way…

Well…in a malicious way.

There had been other protocols programmed into the cyborg. Certain features and “behaviors”…

Many of Lansing’s fantasies around Power Lifter involved the heroine being…forceful with her. These fantasies had been programmed into the cyborg, but it could only go so far with Lansing. As a failsafe, certain phrases and actions had also been programmed into the cyborg for it to recognize as signals to cease all activities, “safe words” so to say.

Leslie came up behind the cyborg, taking slow, cautious steps, and finally saw what was drawing its attention.

Its reflection in the glass.

The cyborg stared into the mirror image of itself, unfinished, brought prematurely into this world. It’s blue and red eyes stared back at itself in confusion and then it looked down at its hands, one normal, human looking, and the other robotic. Then it spun around to face Lansing, causing her to take a sudden step back in surprise. This movement also startled the cyborg, which recoiled, causing Lansing’s heart to skip a beat and every muscle in her body to tense up. She resisted the urge to sprint for her desk and the panic button, but instead watched as the cyborg jumped back and raised its robotic arm in a defensive position.

It’s afraid…

The cyborg was like a child, still afraid of this big, new world. Lansing tried to relax, holding her arms open and at her side. She didn’t want to make any more sudden movements, and wanted the cyborg to see that she wasn’t a threat.

“It’s okay, I won’t hurt you.” Lansing reassured Cyber-Lifter.

The cyborg’s red eye focused on her in confusion.

Lansing smiled and took a step forward, still keeping her arms open at her side.

The cyborg looked down at its hands again and then ran them along its face, one side of which was smooth, beautiful skin, and the other shiny chrome and wires.

Lansing continued to approach the cyborg, now just inches away.

The cyborg turned its head and focused on a wall behind Lansing, she followed its gaze to see that it was focusing on the large, flat screen television. Lansing had completely tuned it and its incessant droning out when the cyborg stepped into the room, but now saw that Cyber-Lifter was intently staring at amateur cell phone footage of Power Lifter fighting the Bum-Bum Bandits from earlier that day.

The cyborg seemed captivated by the news footage and Leslie stepped forward and reached out to caress the cyborg’s arms in a comforting manner. It jumped back, startled, but Leslie pressed on, rubbing her hands along both arms.

A shudder went through Leslie as she touched her creation. Though one arm was metal, it was still warm to the touch, no doubt from the power coursing through the cyborg’s wiring, but the other arm was soft, human skin over solid muscle. As she touched the cyborg, she realized this was the first time she had ever touched Power Lifter, even if it was a cyborg doppelganger.

The cyborg’s confused stare shifted from the TV to Lansing, who was gently caressing both of its arms.

“You are Power Lifter, my Power Lifter. That other one is a pretender. We’ll finish you soon, and then you’ll be the real Power Lifter.” Lansing stared directly into the Cyborg’s mismatched eyes.

Lansing stepped forward, still unable to pull herself away from the unfinished cyborg. She couldn’t stop caressing and feeling its muscular, human arm, not could she stop imagining the Cyborg wrapping those strong arms around her.

Soon…

She just needed to finish it, and then would have her own personal Power Lifter.

The Cyborg locked eyes with her and then cocked its head, no doubt studying and analyzing her. Then it raised its arms and clasped them around Lansing’s biceps. She let out an involuntary gasp, its grip was like a vise.

This was how she always imagined Power Lifter’s touch would feel.

Lansing felt her skin flush and her legs quivered as she felt a rush of moisture between her legs.

“Oh yes…” she sighed, not caring that the cyborg was half finished. After the day she had, Lansing needed this.

“You know what you’re programmed to do.” Lansing smiled up at the cyborg.

Cyber-Lifter’s face contorted in a look of concentration and aggression that sent a chill down Lansing’s spine, followed by a fresh wave of arousal. Then it grabbed the edges of her suit jacket and ripped. A loud moan of pleasure escaped Lansing’s lips as the Cyborg ripped off not only her suit jacket, but the white blouse she wore underneath, leaving her in just a black, lace bra. Before Lansing could react, the Cyborg’s hands shot down to her skirt, grabbed it by the bottom hem, and ripped. She felt the garment rip free from her body and expose her ass in a small, lace thong that matched her bra. All Lansing could do was squeal in excitement and cross her hands over her chest.

“Oh yes…” She moaned. The cyborg was working perfectly.

“Oh god…” Lansing shivered, feeling her flesh raise. She couldn’t tell if it was from feeling the cool air on her bare skin or from finally experiencing what she had long fantasized about, but she didn’t care. All she knew was that she wanted this.

The Cyborg grabbed her again and spun her around, and before Lansing could react, it was twisting her arms behind her back and shoving her forward. Lansing stumbled, doing her best to keep her footing while the Cyborg manhandled her. She moaned and sighed as it pushed her across the office towards her desk. Cyber-Lifter’s robot hand grabbed Lansing by her ponytail and she let out a loud sigh of pleasure and shivered, and then the Cyborg slammed her down off of the desk.

Lansing gasped, but not of pleasure, the wind had genuinely been knocked out of her as the Cyborg bent over over the desk.

Hmm, I’ll have to do some modifications.

It was alright, every new technology has some bugs. From behind, she heard something ripping, like fabric or…

Her suit! The robot was ripping up her clothes!

Her first instinct was to order it to stop, but instead she just shrugged. It was easy enough to buy a new one, plus she was curious to see where this would go.

A second later, she felt the Cyborg’s hands lock around her wrists and yank them back, again, a little too rough, and Lansing let out a sharp cry. The Cyborg tied strips made from her discarded suit around her wrists, securing them tightly behind her back.

A little too tight, and Lansing once again cried out a how rough the Cyborg was being.

“Hey, ease up a little.” She ordered.

Instead, she felt the Cyborg finish securing her hands and then cross her ankles.

“Hey, I gave you an order!” She barked, but instead started to feel the Cyborg tying her ankles together.

Shit… It still clearly needed some work.

“Cease all activities.” Lansing ordered, uttering one of the phrases programmed into the Cyborg meant to get it to stop whenever sexual activity became too “rough”.

“Cease all activities, that’s an order!” Lansing barked again, all traces of her arousal evaporating like water in a desert.

The Cyborg finished securing her ankles together and stepped away. Lansing tested the bonds around her feet and hands but they were securely tied… too secure.

“Untie me.” Lansing ordered, wiggling her bound hands to accentuate her request. A moment passed and nothing happened.

“I said, untie me!” She barked, once again wiggling her bound hands. This time, she heard the Cyborg walk up behind her.

“Okay, now release me and I’ll-UMMMPH!” Her eyes widened and she stiffened in alarm as the Cyborg jammed a ripped off portion of her white blouse into her mouth.

“Mmmm! Ggmmm!” She cried. There was definitely something wrong with the programming. The Cyborg was too kinky!

“Mmmfff! Mmmm!” She moaned and tried to spit out the wad of cloth in her mouth, but the Cyborg pulled a length of ripped up fabric from her white blouse over her mouth and secured it at the back of her head.

“Mmmph! Mmm! Gmmmff!” She mumbled into her gag. Now the safe words were useless!

Still, she had planned for this, figuring (and hoping) that things would get kinky with the Cyborg. If ever she couldn’t talk, she was too blink three times in succession, and the Cyborg was programmed to cease all activities and release her.

Leslie twisted her head around to face the Cyborg, which was stepping back and staring down at its bound creator, and blinked her eyes three times. To her surprise, the Cyborg only cocked its head in confusion.

“Urrff ffrrr ggdds sfffkk!” Leslie grumbled, and blinked again three times.

The Cyborg didn’t react.

“Hmmm! Mmmm gggmmmff!” She cried.

“Oh what, is your little toy not working like you wanted it to?” A voice called out.

“Ummmf!” Leslie cried, and twisted around to see Stanley stepping off the elevator with a slimy smile on his face.

“Stttfffnnly!” She cried, her eyes widening in surprise.

The man continued to smile, his eyes magnified by his thick glasses as he approached his bound and gagged boss.

“Hrrrrp! Hummph! Ummm gggmm mmph!” She wiggled her bound hands and motioned with her head towards the Cyborg, which turned towards Stanley as he entered.

It stiffened as Stanley approached, and Leslie watched with wide, expectant eyes. Stanley’s bug eyes focused on Leslie’s thonged ass as he stood next to the Cyborg, and for the first time, she felt uncomfortable in his presence. Something about the way he was staring at her bare ass cheeks in those large glasses made her feel like she was under a microscope being studied.

“Mmmfff! Mmmoo!” She moaned and tried to hide her thonged buttocks with her bound hands. A futile gesture, but it was all she could think of doing in the moment.

Stanley laughed and patted the Cyborg on the shoulder.

“Good work.” He beamed up at the towering figure, who looked down at him with its red eye widening.

“Wummf!” Leslie moaned, balling her fists.

“You see,” Stanley stepped forward. “All I had to do was deactivate some safety measures, and voila!” He motioned from the Cyborg to Leslie.

“Grrrfff! Wrryy mmrrro! Ggggmmff! Ummm gggmm mmph!” Leslie barked into her gag, turning red with anger. She twisted and fought against her bonds, straining with every ounce of her strength and will.

Once she got free, she was going to tear him apart with her bare hands.

“See, I could reinstall those safety features, and tell the Cyborg to untie you, but I don’t work here anymore.” Stanley laughed and clasped one of Lansing buttocks with a rough hand that was a greasy as his hair looked.

“Mmmmrrrff!” She screamed into her gag and swatted at him with her tied hands.

“Oh, how I’ve always wondered what this ass felt like. It’s smoother and softer than I ever imagined.”

“Umm ggmmmf!” She wiggled and squirmed under his grasp.

“Oh yeah, I’ve always fantasized about you helpless and squirming under my touch.” He giggled.

“Mrrrruggh!” She spat.

Does he expect me to rehire him after this! She fumed. Once she got out of this and sorted out the Cyborg’s programming, she would watch as Cyber-Lifter manhandled Stanley and tore him limb from limb.

“Looks like these panties have gotten stuck up that tight ass of yours,” Stanley grabbed her thong by the waistband. “Let’s help you out with that.”

“Nnrrrrgg! Mmmooh!” She cried and tried to wiggle away as Stanley pulled down her thong, exposing her bare ass.

She bit down on the cloth filling her mouth and glared at the little man. No, she wasn’t going to have Cyber-Lifter destroy him, she was going to do it herself, with her own bare hands.

Stanleys’ greasy little hands clasped her now naked ass cheeks.

“What a nice little tush you have here.” He laughed and drummed on her ass, giggling at the sound of skin on skin.

“Urgggh gmmmf! Mmmm ggmmph!” She grumbled, glaring at him as he did.

Behind Stanley, Cyber-Lifter turned and walked towards the elevator, every step accompanied by the sound of hydraulics and whirs.

Stanley caught Lansing gazing at the Cyborg currently stalking out of the office and he turned towards it.

“Hey, where are you going?” He asked, but the Cyborg didn’t stop, or even acknowledge that it heard him.

“Hey, get back here!” Stanley barked at the Cyborg, but it pressed the button to call the elevator.

“I gave you an order!” He called after it and stepped away from his bound, gagged, and bare-assed boss.

Stanley ran over to the Cyborg and grabbed it by the robotic arm. Cyber-Lifter didn’t even turn to acknowledge him, instead just gave him a push with it’s metallic arm sent him crashing to the floor.

The elevator dinged and the doors opened as Stanley looked up at the Cyborg in shock, his glasses hanging low on his nose.

“What do you think you’re doing? I'm your new master and you listen to me!” He shot back to his feet and charged the Cyborg.

It spun to face him with alarming speed and caught him by the collar. Stanley squealed and tried to pull away, but it lifted him straight off his feet with one hand.

“Hey! Stop! Okay, I’m sorry!” He pleaded and swatted at the Cyborg which lifted him over its head like he weighed nothing.

“Put me down! Put me down!” His voice cracked as he kept hitting and kicking at Cyber-Lifter.

Like a pitcher winding up for a throw, the Cyborg heaved Stanley behind its back, still holding him with one hand, and then hurled him across the office like a fastball. Lansing watched, frozen and wide-eyed as Stanley flew across her office, connected with the large windows facing the city, and sailed clear through the glass. The wind howling through the massive hole in the glass cut off Stanley’s screams as he plummeted from the top floor to the cement dozens of stories below.

Lansing was so focused on Stanley crashing through the window that she didn’t even hear Cyber-Lifter get on the elevator until she heard the bell ding, and then she whipped her head around just in time to see the doors close. She supposed that she should be lucky that the Cyborg didn’t toss her out of a window like Stanley, but now Cyber-Lifter was escaping out into Chance City with its safety protocols disabled, and who knows what else Stanley had done to reprogram it.

Worse off, Leslie was still bound, gagged, and half naked. The last thing she needed was a police investigation of Stanley’s death and for the cops or her own employees to find her like this.

“Ummm…” She bit down into her gag, her mind already working at ways to fix this.

If she could have smiled under the gag she would have, a story already forming in her head. Stanley was a disgruntled ex-employee. Lansing had fired him because of poor performance, and then he had attacked her in her office and tied her up, but then came to his senses, realized what he had done, and jumped to his death to avoid facing consequences.

Yes, that would satisfy the authorities, but what about the sex crazed cyborg on the loose?

Lansing turned her head to face the TV screen on the fare well, which was still airing news coverage of Power Lifter’s heroics from earlier that day, and suddenly she knew where the cyborg was headed.

4.

Cassie’s biceps uncurled, slowly lowering the heavy barbell to reveal the veins popping in her muscular arms as she focused on the wall mounted TV on the other side of the gym. On the screen was an image of an athletic looking woman in sports bra and booty shorts revealing a gratuitous amount of her sweat coated ass cheeks as she did squats, then the image cut to a close shot of a tub of Lansing Industries Booty Builder just as the woman’s plump rear lowered into frame next to it.

Available from your local Lansing Partner! Read the text that appeared just below the woman’s glistening glutes.

Cassie turned her attention back to the barbell in her arms and curled it back up, realizing that she was gripping the bar so hard that if she had been wearing her power belt, she very well may have crushed it.

Looks like my late night workout isn’t helping with my stress management now. She though as she eased the barbell back down and took a long breath out.

Usually she enjoyed her late night work outs, they felt like the only time she could be herself. During normal gym hours, she was Cassie Caldwell, shy personal trainer that wore thick glasses and baggy clothes and never made eye contact, and during the evening she was Power Lifter, scantily clad super-heroine. At night though, after The Valkyrie Station had closed, she could relax and be herself. The shades had been pulled down on the front windows, which meant that she could work out in private and away from prying eyes.

After a few more reps, Cassie lowered the barbell and raised an arm to wipe the sweat from her brow, but paused to look at her reflection in the full length mirror that ran along the wall of the Valkyrie Station. One draw back to having a secret identity is that she had to hide a lot of herself, including her body, from people. There was no way she would ever let anyone see her dressed like she was now, in skin tight black workout shorts that barely came past her ass, and a black sports bra. Her massive breasts heaved up and down, both coated in sweat so that they glistened under the bright gym lights.

Maybe I should try some of that Booty builder, see if it gives me a super-powered ass. She giggled and turned, admiring her tight rear end in the mirror.

Or maybe it will go straight to my boobs and give me even bigger breasts! She smiled, not sure what she would do if she had giant, super-powered breasts. When she first decided to become a super-heroine and fight crime, she never in a million years imagined that she would be fighting two women whose superpower was an elastic ass, but times were changing. There were even rumors of another super-heroine running around Chance City, a dark skinned woman in a cloak that could apparently hypnotize men with her voice.

Maybe after all this is over I’ll look her up. Cassie smiled, and turned to admire her profile in the mirror. She could feel herself calming somewhat, but her dark mood from earlier still hung over her head like a storm cloud. Despite combing most of the area around the hotel for the Bum-Bum Bandits, as the media had dubbed them, she found no sign of the two women. Worse off, she knew that Leslie Lansing had to be involved somehow, but couldn’t prove it.

Lansing… The thought of that woman’s smug smile made Cassie blood boil again. She wanted nothing more than to smack that smirk right off her smug face, but she knew she couldn’t. If she was ever to take down Lansing Industries, it would be by collecting evidence and building a case, not through brute force. If she could prove that Lansing’s Booty Builder had driven those two women insane, then that would be a good start, but for now the Bum-Bum Bandits were the priority because they were still at large, and people were in danger while they were out there.

Maybe a few more bench presses will help calm me down. She thought and headed towards one of the weight machines. Yes, some chest exercises would definitely be the…

Cassie paused, focusing on a corner of the wall where one of the security cameras were mounted. The ever present red light on the bottom corner of the camera, indicating that it was on and recording, was off. She never turned any of the cameras off, ever. Not only was the Valkyrie Station her place of business, but it was where she kept her Power Lifter costume, and if anyone ever found that then it would be devastating. Security was a priority for her at The Valkyrie Station, and she had a state of the art camera and alarm system.

Cassie spun, taking in the other cameras through the gym, and now saw that they were all out, every single one. This was bad, very bad. Given the sensitive information that was on the security hard drive, Cassie was the only one who had access to the security room and passwords to log into the system. The only explanations could be that she had been hacked or…

Or someone broke in!

She turned and booked to the other side of the gym, fueled by a sudden burst of adrenaline, jumping over a weight bench like an olympic track and field star. Cassie cleared a few more weight benches and made it to a nondescript door on the opposite end of the room marked “Cassie Caldwell, owner and operator” and shouldered through the unlocked door. Not bothering to lock the door behind her, she ran past her computer and desk to a large, man sized safe on the far end of the room. If she had ever let anyone see her office, they would no doubt wonder why she had such a large safe, but no one went in and out of the office but her. Her hands clasped the combination lock and spun the dial with incredible speed. At this point, the combination and movements needed to open the safe were muscle memory to her, and she had the safe open in a second to reveal her Power Lifter costume sitting on a shelf, waiting for her. Given that time was of the essence, Cassie ignored everything except the Power Belt, which she snatched from the shelf and pulled across her waist.

For all she knew, whoever had disabled the cameras was right outside her door now and coming for her, and she wanted to be prepared. Cassie tightened her Power Belt around her waist and felt a surge of power build up from her hips and disperse throughout her entire body. Every time she put the belt on, she suddenly felt like she was 1000% power, like she could take on the world. Her muscles, previously relaxing from her workout, got a fresh pump from the surge of power, and her nipples went erect, poking against the thin fabric of the sports bra, but Cassie didn't’ have time to worry about her modesty, right now there was an intruder to deal with. She crossed her office again and opened the door, careful not to rip it off its hinges thanks to the surge of strength from her belt, and stepped back out into the gym.

Cassie’s mind raced, trying to determine who could be breaking into her private domicile. Could it be the Bum-Bum Bandits, having somehow followed her from the hotel? Or was it just prowlers? She stepped out into the gym, fists balled and ready for action, but then stopped, her jaw dropping.

Power Lifter stood in the middle of her gym, taking it all in with wide-eyed wonder.

Cassie felt her skin raise and her heart fluttering in her chest. How was this possible? Power Lifter, here, in her gym? She was Power Lifter!

Her confusion only increased the more she took in this strange intruder. While at first glance she thought that she was taking in a mirror image of herself, now that she studied this supposed “doppelganger.”, the more she realized how different it was.

The thing she was staring at was unfinished, crude, like a sculpture that the artist abandoned close the end. One of the thing’s arms and one leg was shiny, solid metal and wires, and same with one side of it’s face. It was like someone tried building their own, robotic Power Lifter but didn’t have all of the information needed to finish.

Or a cyborg! Cassie thought, gasping at the thought.

The Cyborg didn’t seem to notice her presence until it heard her gasp, but then turned towards her, and Cassie finally got a glimpse of its eyes. One eye was bright red, constantly dilating and shrinking, while the other was a watery blue, telling Cassie that whoever had made this… thing definitely didn’t have all of the information, seeing how her own eyes were hazel.

The thing, the Cyborg, stared at her with those mismatched eyes, seemingly scanning her, studying her. It cocked its head to the side, and Cassie got the distinct impression that whatever this thing was, it was newborn, still learning about itself and its surroundings.

Good, maybe I can reason with it. She thought and took a step toward it, her arms out to her side to show that she meant no harm. The Cyborg took a sudden step back when she did, its movements accompanied by a mechanical whir of servos.

“Hello,” Cassie began, keeping her voice soft. “How are you?”

The Cyborg’s eyes widened and it looked around, as if to see if there was anyone else she may have been addressing.

“My name is Cassie,” she continued. “Can I help you with anything?”

Cassie took another step towards the Cyborg, prompting it to take another cautious step back.

“Can I ask why you’re here?” Cassie continued to take one small step after another towards the Cyborg. It still seemed confused by her presence, maybe just as confused as she was. Still, she had to remain on guard, after all this thing had disabled her security system for a reason.

The Cyborg spun its head around, seemingly looking for an escape route or…

Then it froze, something catching its gaze on the other side of the room. Cassie stopped and looked to see what had caught the Cyborg’s attention.

The mirror, the large full length mirror than ran along the far wall of the gym. Cassie stopped and watched as the Cyborg cocked its head in confusion at its own reflection, staring deeply into its own red and blue eyes. She took another step forward, but the Cyborg didn’t react, just kept getting lost at its own reflection.

Its confused, doesn't understand what it is. Maybe she could diffuse this situation.

“Look, I think I can help you.” Cassie was growing closer to it with every step she took. The Cyborg still continued to stare at its reflection in wonder.

“Maybe we can find out where you came from and why you’re here.” She stopped, just a foot or so away from it, and turned to look at the mirror.

The Cyborg’s gaze shifted to her reflection, both eyes narrowing at her in confusion. Then it held up both of its mismatched hands and stared down at them. As she watched it, Cassie felt a pang of pity for this thing, whatever it was, seemingly brought into the world too soon and now looking for answers. Her emotions got the better of her in that moment, and she reached out to rub its arm in sympathy.

It was a mistake.

As soon as she extended her arm, the Cyborg’s head whipped towards it, the red eye narrowing, and with lightning fast reflexes, its robotic arm shot up and gripped Cassie’s by the wrist. She cried out as the Cyborg twisted her arm away with alarming strength, and she turned, planted her feet, and extended her other arm to pry the Cyborg’s arm loose. Her jaw dropped as the Cyborg caught her other arm by the wrist with its free hand and twisted. Cassie cried out again, more in shock than pain, and felt a surge of power from her belt and pulled, trying to wrench her arms free.

The Cyborg tightened its grip, narrowing both eyes at her. It wasn’t fazed, or even budging. Cassie’s jaw dropped and she felt herself pushed back slightly by the force of her Cyborg double. Knowing that she had to get a grip on herself, she planted her feet again and strained, grunting and pulling against the Cyborg’s power. She broke out into a sweat and every muscle in her body popped and strained as she grappled with this new foe. Her whole body felt like it was filled with electric energy from her Power Belt, but the Cyborg didn’t even seem to be breaking a sweat, if it could sweat.

Then the Cyborg started to pull her arms down, and despite all of her efforts, Cassie couldn’t resist as the doppelganger overpowered her. Her jaw dropped as she felt her powerful arms being forced down to her side.

No! There’s no way!

She gritted her teeth and grunted against her double, but she was being easily overpowered, and worse off, the Cyborg’s face was completely blank, as if this required no effort at all. Desperate, Cassie shot herself forward and slammed her head hard against the Cyborg’s nose.

It was another mistake. Her head bounced off of the Cyborg’s like it was titanium. There was a flash of white, blinding pain and Cassie staggered back, feeling her legs turn to rubber. The Cyborg still gripped her by the wrists and held her up, keeping her from collapsing at its feet, and Cassie’s head lulled as she blinked and tried to overcome the sharp pain in her skull.

Then she felt herself being lifted. Her feet left the floor as the Cyborg held her up by the wrists. Cassie blinked and groaned, kicking her feet as the Cyborg studied her like she was a specimen it had just caught. Part of Cassie wanted to marvel at how strong this thing was, but she could do that later, right now she had to escape.

Then the Cyborg threw her over its shoulder. Cassie cried out, kicked her feet, and started slamming her fists into its back, but all she succeeded in doing was flailing around helplessly in its grip.

What was this thing? Never during her time as a super-heroine had she met something that could overpower her, especially when she had her Power Belt on. She fought and kicked as her attacker kept her held in place, but she may as well have been caught without her belt at all for how helpless she felt. Then she felt the Cyborg’s hands each close around her buttocks and squeeze.

What? Her eyes went wide and she started swatting at it.

“Hey! Stop!” She protested, feeling its human hand and robot hand dig into her cheeks. Only a thin layer of workout shorts separated it from her bare skin.

The Cyborg realized this too, and then grabbed the waistband of her workout shorts and pulled.

“Hey! No!” She cried, feeling her thin shorts get yanked down to the top of her thighs, exposing her ass and the small, black thong panties she had on underneath.

Cassie was used to being exposed in public, since she wore a thong as part of her Power Lifter outfit, but this time was different, this time she was being exposed against her will by an attacker.

“No! Stop! Hey!” She screamed as the Cyborg clutched her ass cheeks. There was something disconcerting about one butt cheek being grabbed by a normal, human hand and another one by a skeletal, metal hand. What made it even stranger was that the attacker looked almost just like her.

Cassie closed her eyes, tightened her muscles, and summoned all of the strength she had, feeling the energy from the Power Belt surge within her, and then she balled her fists and slammed one into where the Cyborg’s spine should be, and then the other fist, and the other.

She gritted her teeth and cried out with every hit, channeling all of her strength into her fists as she pummeled the thing’s back, and started to feel its grip loosening on her ass. Cassie continued the assault, ignoring the pain building in her hands from how hard she was slamming the Cyborg’s metal spin.

The Cyborg’s grip on her loosened and she felt it totter under her weight. Cassie wrapped one fist around the other, let out a deep bellow, and slammed both fists right into the base of the Cyborg’s spine. It shuttered and fell to one knee, dropping Cassie as it did. She landed hard on the gym floor, her hands felt like rubber from how hard she had been hitting her attacker.

Run!

This was a foe beyond her, she knew it now. All she knew was that she had to get to safety and regroup, think of another way to take this thing down. With her shorts still down around her thighs, she crawled across the gym floor, hoping that she had weakened the Cyborg enough that she had a head start.

She hadn’t, and a second later its cold, metal hand grabbed her by the thong. Cassie cried out and pulled, scrambling across the gym floor as the Cyborg yanked her back towards her. Her hands scrapped the ground as she was pulled back towards it, and she used one hand to push her thong down, exposing her bare ass to the robotic attacker. Her feet kicked at it as she pushed her thong and shorts down, and the Cyborg, still reeling from her attack on its spine, stumbled back as her foot caught it in the jaw. One of its hands was still clutching her shorts, and with a final kick and heave, Cassie shuffled out of her workout shorts and thong and scrambled away, bare-assed, across the gym floor.

Cassie didn’t even care that she was half naked and scrambling for her life, never had an opponent overpowered her like this. All she cared about was survival now.

Then she heard the Cyborg’s feet stomping across the gym towards her. She grabbed onto one of the workout machines to pull herself up but then felt the Cyborg grab her by the ponytail and yank her back. Cassie cried out and spun around to face her attacker, angling her fist for a punch as well. Her fist connected, hitting it square in the face, but the Cyborg didn’t react, and Cassie’s fist, already weakened from the volley of hits against the Cyborg’s spine, exploded in pain.

She cried out and staggered, and once again the Cyborg grabbed her by the wrist and lifted her off her feet by one arm, her other arm, still throbbing after the punch, dangled uselessly at her side. The Cyborg held her above its head and studied her, the red eye moving up and down her half naked body before focusing on her waist.

Is it staring at my… She felt a fresh wave of anger well up inside of her, but then realized that it wasn’t staring at her waxed, smooth vagina, but instead was staring at her Power Belt. The red eye expanded and contracted as its studied the source of her power.

Oh no!

“No!” She cried, and her hand flew to her belt.

The Cyborg’s hand got there first, grabbing it by the buckle and pulling. There was a sound of twisting, breaking metal as the buckle broke in the Cyborg’s grasp.

“NO!” She cried, her hand swatting uselessly at the Cyborg’s as it ripped her Power Belt from her body. As soon as the belt came away from her waist, she felt the surge of energy and power stop, like a switch had been turned off.

The Cyborg tossed the belt across the room without a second look and then gazed up at the now powerless Power Lifter. Cassie glared down at the thing, doing her best to seem defiant despite her near nudity.

Soon to be full nudity, as the Cyborg focused now on her heaving, sweat covered breasts. Its red eye expanded, and somehow Cassie knew what was coming next.

“No!” She screamed again, and tried to wiggle away, but the Cyborg grabbed her sports bra and with one tug ripped it away from her body and tossed it away. Cassie’s breasts fell free and heaved up and down in anger as she glared at her identical attacker.

Then, with lightning fast speed, it spun her around, still holding her by one wrist, and slammed her, face down, against a weight bench. Cassie grunted as the wind was knocked out of her and her vision blurred. She tried to push herself up but every muscle in her body felt like it had turned to jelly, it was like she had spent all night doing the most intense workouts of her life.

Come on Cassie, get up! She pushed herself up and looked across the room to see her Power Belt lying discarded in a corner.

If I can just get to it! Even though the buckle was broken, she could still tie it around her waist and maybe use the burst of energy it gave her to get to safety.

Too late. She felt the Cyborg plant a knee between her shoulder blades and she cried out in alarm as it pulled her arms behind her back and wrapped something sticky around her wrists.

Tape, it was athletic tape! There were always rolls of it lying around the gym, and now it was being used to bind her. Cassie kicked and fought, but her body had been pushed to its limit by the super strong Cyborg, and soon it had her wrists securely taped behind her back. She twisted and pulled, but the sticky athletic tape held firm, and then the Cyborg gripped her bare legs and cross them at the ankle. The helpless, nude Cassie cried out and tried to wriggle away but to no avail, as her robotic attacker started to secure her ankles together with the same white athletic tape.

“Hey, what do you want?” Cassie turned her head and watched as the strange doppelganger. taped her ankles together with laser focus. She thought that maybe she could reason with it, or get it talking enough to stall it until she could think of a way out of this.

“Did someone send you?” She asked, but the Cyborg ignored her and finished it working binding her feet.

It rose up, and Cassie tested her bonds but both her hands and feet were securely taped. Her captor turned away and stalked to the other side of the gym.

“Listen to me, I think you may be confused…” Cassie began, but trailed off as she watched her captor stop by the pile of her discarded clothes.

All this time the Cyborg had been silent, focused, determined. She realized in that moment that there was probably no reasoning with this thing, especially since she knew so little about it. For all she knew, it could have been programmed to attack her and abduct her, or could be controlled by someone remotely, but to what end?

It was obvious, she realized. It looked just like her, though unfinished. Was someone’s plan to kidnap her and replace her with this double? She also realized that now she was too helpless to do anything about it. Could she call for help though? Maybe expose it in front of someone and scare it off. It was late at night, she didn’t know if there was anyone around that would hear her, but it was worth a shot.

“Help! Help!” She belted out. Her lungs burned from when she had been slammed down on the bench, but she mustered up what strength she had and screamed at the top of her lungs.

“Somebody help! I’m being kidnapped!” Cassie screamed, part of her hated that she had to resort to being a damsel in distress, but it was her only alternative at this moment.

The Cyborg bent over, giving Cassie a view of it’s perfect recreation of her muscular ass, and stood back up with something in its hand…

The thong panties that it had pulled off of her.

“Somebody help! He-ULLLLMMPH!” Her cries were cut off by the Cyborg shoving her worn, sweat soaked panties into her mouth.

Before she could spit the panties out, the Cyborg wrapped a length of athletic tape over her mouth, sealing her lips around her undergarment.

“Mmmph! Ummm ggmm!” She moaned and wriggled as the Cyborg wrapped layer after layer of tape around her mouth.

“Mmmmph ggggfff!”

After her mouth had been sufficiently sealed, the Cyborg ripped off the roll of tape and tossed it aside, staring down at its nude, gagged captive.

“Ulllumm ggummmf! Mmm ggmm!” Cassie looked up at her attacker and tried to reason with it through the layers of tape silencing her.

It’s mismatched eyes scanned her nude, writhing form and then stalked off into the gym.

“Ummm gummmff! Mmmurrggl!” Cassie moaned. Never had she been so helpless and humiliated!

“Urrggh!” She flexed her muscles, feeling a fresh surge of adrenaline, but the athletic tape held firm.

“Mmmmmph! Urrggh!” She grunted, straining every muscle in her impressive physique, but she was helpless, bound and gagged.

She heard a door open behind her and twisted her head to look. Had someone heard her cries?

“Mmmmph!” She cried, eyes widening in the hopes of potential rescue, but instead saw that it was the door to her office, opened by her Cyborg captor.

“Ummm mnnooo…” She grumbled, unable to see what The Cyborg was doing in her office, but she could hear it rummaging around, opening up desk drawers and from the sounds of it, dumping the contents out onto the floor.

“Hrry! Ummm ggmmmff!” She cried, feeling angry and violated at this invasion of her privacy. Not only was her identity being compromised, but it seemed that every semblance of her privacy was being violated by this thing.

What is this? Where did it come from? Who made it?

The rummaging stopped in her office, and she heard the familiar jingle of her car keys, and a moment later the Cyborg emerged, keys in hand.

“Urrrff…” She shuddered. Something told her that this thing didn’t break into her business, attack and bind and gag her just to steal her car.

The Cyborg stalked across the gym towards her, now focusing its gaze on her naked, bound and sweat soaked form. There was something beneath its seemingly blank gaze that made Cassie’s flesh crawl.

“Urrumm ggmmm! Mmmph! Ummm ggmmmff!” She cried and twisted and writhed, using this second wind to try and muscle out her bonds, but it was no use. The athletic tape held firm, and all she could do was struggle futilely.

Her keys in its metallic hand, the Cyborg strolled over to Cassie and picked up her struggling, nude form with its human arm and carried her across the gym, tucked under its arm like she was a package or something.

“Ummm! Gmm! Mmmmpph mmm!” She wriggled and squirmed but the Cyborg was too strong and didn’t seem fazed at all at her struggles.

Cassie kicked, struggled, and fought, but it did no good as The Cyborg calmly carried her across the gym and out a rear exit into the back alley where Cassie parked her car every day. Hers was the only vehicle out there at this time of night, and the Cyborg pressed the unlock button the key-fob and carried its naked captive towards the waiting car.

“Mmmph! Mmmm!” Cassie cried, trying to twist out of the Cyborg’s grip and make as much noise as she could to draw attention, but the alley was quiet and empty.

With Cassie still tucked under its arm, the Cyborg opened the driver door and released the trunk.

Oh no!

“Mmmnoo! Mmmm ggmmph! Umm!” She increased her struggles, knowing exactly where this was headed.

Come on! There has to be someone around! Most men would jump at the chance to come to the aid of a naked, bound and gagged woman, but not this time it seemed.

Leaving the keys on the front seat, The Cyborg left the driver’s side door open and carried Casie to the trunk, lifted it, and roughly deposited its naked prize inside.

“Urrfff!” Cassie grunted as she landed in the trunk, twisting her nude body to face up at her Cyborg captor.

It didn’t give her a second glance as it slammed the trunk closed, plunging Cassie into darkness.

“Umm! Mmmm ggnnf!” She kicked the trunk with her bound feet.

A moment later she heard the car engine roar to life and they were moving, all she could do was kick at the trunk and squirm as the robotic captor spirited her off to some new fate.

5.

Cassie had prepared herself to face the worst during her time as the super-heroine Power Lifter, and she had seen and experienced her share of strange things, but never had she expected to be in the position she was now: bound, gagged, naked, and stuffed in the trunk of her own car.

“Urrmmmph!” She kicked the trunk again in frustration. Her breath came out in ragged gasps through the layers of tape around her mouth, and her naked, muscular form was slick with sweat.

She had always assumed that with her Power Belt she would be able to overpower any attackers, but she also assumed that her physical strength would still be enough to fight off any attackers if she was caught without it. Tonight though she had been faced with an enemy that was stronger than she ever could have imagined. The Cyborg had easily overpowered her and now here she was, helpless at its mercy.

“Grrrmm…” She grumbled. Cassie hated being so helpless, so exposed.

Was this how Lori felt when I saved her? She wondered, thinking of how just earlier that day she had rescued her friend, who had been bound and gagged by female attackers.

Unlike Lori though, there was no one coming to Cassie’s rescue. The gym wasn’t set to open for several hours, and even then, she was owner and sole employee. It would probably be a day, at least, before anyone noticed that the Valkyrie Station wasn’t opening up, which meant that it would be a long time before anyone noticed she was missing.

The only person Cassie could rely on was herself, but right now all she could do was wriggle in darkness. Maybe she could formulate a better plan once she figured out where the Cyborg was taking her? Perhaps she would meet whoever was behind all this? Someone had to have created the Cyborg, and seeing how it looked just like her, wanted it to kidnap her and take her place, but who?

For a moment, she considered that Leslie Lansing could be behind this, but Lansing didn’t know that Power Lifter and Cassie Caldwell were the same person, did she? Furthermore, Lansing was just CEO of a supplements company, she didn’t have the technology to create a super strong Cyborg. Still, if the Cyborg’s purpose was to take her place, why keep her alive? Wouldn’t it be easier just to kill her? Did whoever was behind this need her alive for some reason?

She supposed she would find out soon enough. Something about that thought made her shudder though, and she realized that she didn’t know what was worse, that the kidnapper needed her alive, or that they could have just killed her.

Then Cassie felt the vehicle slowing and her heart fluttered against her chest. Could they be at their destination?

“Ummm… mmmm…” She moaned, lifting her head and straining to hear anything outside of the truck.

Cassie hoped to hear voices, or other vehicles, thinking that she could somehow get their attention, but all she heard was the engine slowing as the car came to a stop.

“Hlllp! Hrrruupp!” She called, kicking at the trunk again.

The engine shut off and she increased her kicks and struggles.

“Hrrry! Hhhlllpp mmfff! Mmmmph!” The car was shaking under her struggles as she delivered one thunderous kick after another to the trunk, hoping that she was drawing as much attention as she could to the parked vehicle.

A second later the trunk flew open, and the Cyborg was staring down at her, its red eye seeming all the more ominous in the dark evening.

“Urrggg ffrrr ggmmbbbbmm!” Cassie moaned and angled herself to kick her robotic kidnapper, but it caught her legs without breaking a sweat (if it even could sweat) and pulled her out of the trunk like she was nothing but old luggage.

“Urrrrf!” She cried, taken by surprise as she was pulled out of the trunk by her ankles.

Cassie stood for a moment on her taped feet and took in her surrounding, and her eyes widened in surprise.

“Urrrrp!” They were outside her apartment building!

Before she could process anymore, The Cyborg slung her naked body over its shoulder and made its way towards the front doors.

“Mmmph! Mmm! Lllpp mmfff ggrrroo!” She cried, kicking and struggling as she was carried across the parking lot.

Her apartment complex was located in the hills just on the edge of Chance City, giving her and the other residents a breathtaking view of the city’s skyline. Thankfully, running the Valkyrie Station was a lucrative business, which meant she could afford a rather sizable apartment in a luxury building. Most of her neighbors though were business people of some sort or another, which meant they most likely would be asleep by now, so it was a long shot if Cassie could get any of their attention.

One of the perks of her complex, and justifications for the absurdly high rent, was the high security. Tenets needed keys to enter the building, and no guests could get in without being admitted. Furthermore, there were security cameras everywhere.

Cassie ceased her struggling and looked over the Cyborg’s shoulder at the security camera hovering over the main entrance.

“Hlllp! Ummm ggmm!” She wiggled her naked ass and gave the camera a pleading look. To her knowledge, the Cyborg didn’t have her key, which meant it would have to force its way in. If the landlord found the main door to their luxury apartment complex destroyed, they would no doubt check the security camera footage and see the Cyborg hauling its naked captive inside.

“Mmmmrrmmm ggrrmm! Mmmmph!” She continued to moan and struggle, putting on a show for the security cameras.

The Cyborg stopped outside the locked double glass doors of the entrance and looked at the high tech monitor set into the wall next to them. If a guest pressed a button on the monitor, one of the tenants could pull up a video feed and communicate with the guest outside before pressing a button that would unlock the doors for them.

The Cyborg extended its metallic arm while using its other arm to hold Cassie in place. A human captor would be tiring by now from Cassie’s weight and struggles, but the Cyborg had unlimited stores of strength and energy it seemed.

One of the Cyborg’s metal fingers stopped directly at the monitor, and then the tip of the finger retracted and a slim, USB wire snaked out and connected to a port on the monitor.

“Mmmmeeep!” Cassie whined, her eyes bugging out of her skull.

The screen on the monitor flickered, seemingly flashing every color on the spectrum, and then went black. Cassie tilted her head up to the security camera to see that the telltale red light that indicated it was recording had gone black.

So this is how it disabled security at the gym! Her heart sank as the doors emitted a loud CLICK indicating that they were unlocked, and then the Cyborg was carrying her inside the building’s lobby. Cassie lifted her head and saw several cameras arranged around the lobby, all of them disabled.

“Mmmrruggh! Mmmph!” She increased her struggles, hoping to create as much noise as possible.

Part of Cassie detested how she had to play the damsel in this moment, but she was being held by an enemy much stronger than her that had also cut off every avenue she had to escape or summon help. Right now, being a damsel was all she had.

“Ummmp! Mmmph!” She cried, wiggling her naked body all over her captor’s shoulder and angling her head to see if there was anyone around.

Sadly, the building tenants all seemed to be tucked away in their apartments, sleeping, and The Cyborg was able to carry its naked captive into an elevator car without issue. The ride up to her floor felt like ages, and Cassie struggled and fought the entire time, all the while The Cyborg waited with inhuman patience, like this was just a normal elevator ride to it.

Why is it taking me to my apartment? Cassie wondered, stopping to take breath after a round of struggling. She assumed it would be taking her back to a hideout or something, but is it really just going to hold her in her own home? If so then that meant that this thing was going to take over every aspect of her life, not just her super-heroine side.

That thought sent a chill down Cassie’s spine, and she resumed her struggles again.

“Nnmm! Mmmm gmmmf!” She cried, just as the elevator dinged and the Cyborg carried her out into the hallway.

As they passed the doorways to other apartments, Cassie cried into her gag as loudly as she could.

“HRRRP! HLLUMMP! UMMMP!” She wiggled and kicked at her captor as she, but no one came out to her rescue, and the Cyborg showed no sign of fatigue.

They reached her apartment and The Cyborg quickly produced her keys, unlocked the door, and carried its naked captive inside, closing the door behind it. They were in darkness for only a moment, as the Cyborg switched on the living room light and carried Cassie across the room, switching on lights as they made their way towards…

The bedroom!

“Urrrmm…” Cassie shuddered, all of a sudden nervous at the prospect of The Cyborg immediately heading towards the bedroom.

What do you have to be nervous about? It’s a robot?

Still, there was something about this that had her on edge. Cassie had still hoped that whenever the Cyborg had reached its destination that it would remove her gag and she could reason with it or at least get some answers, but if it was going to keep her at her apartment then she would most likely remain gagged so that she wouldn’t be able to call for help.

The Cyborg carried the naked captive into the bedroom, switched on the light, and roughly deposited Cassie onto the neatly made, king-sized bed.

“Urrrmm mmmph! Mmm!” Cassie grunted, moaning and twisting her naked body. She turned and looked up at her captor to see The Cyborg cocking its head watching her naked body writhing on the bed.

If I didn’t know any better, I’d say it was enjoying this! She stopped her struggling and stared up at her captor. Its mismatched eyes danced over her naked body, and Cassie’s skin crawled and every muscle in her body stiffened.

After lingering on her for an uncomfortable period of time, the Cyborg turned away and paced around the bed, seemingly taking in the bedroom around it. She watched as The Cyborg then paced around the room, its mismatched eyes moving over every inch.

“Urrrggmm…. Mmmph!” Cassie moaned, once again flexing and straining against the tape securing her, but she froze again as The Cyborg paced back over towards her.

“Ulllmm…” She squealed, tensing with her eyes wide.

The Cyborg stalked past her though and made its way to the large, oak armoire that stood on her side of the bed. Cassie watched as it opened the set of double doors and started to study the clothing she had hanging inside.

“Hmmfff…” She grumbled, trying to figure out what was going through the machine’s mind, if anything. Was it in control of its actions, or was someone controlling it remotely?

The Cyborg reached into the armoire, removed a black skirt, eyed it up for a moment, and then carelessly tossed it over its shoulder.

“Hrryy!” Cassie protested. She loved that skirt. Sadly she never wore it, as to protect her secret identity, but she loved how it hugged her body and bared her thighs.

Next The Cyborg tossed out a shirt, and then a pair of jeans, and then a red evening dress.

“Mmmph! Mmmoo! Sttttp!” She cried, sitting up and watching with alarm at how The Cyborg emptied her closet, tossing one article of clothing after another over its shoulder and to the floor.

Cassie realized that most of the clothing that was being discarded were items she never wore, things she had given up when she had chosen a life of fighting crime.

When I get out of this, I’m wearing every single one of those things! She grumbled, watching as the cyborg imposter rifled through her things.

Then The Cyborg paused, something in the armoire catching its eye. It cocked its head, studying whatever had drawn its attention, and then pulled a small, black thong bikini on a hanger from the armoire and studied it like a biologist might study an insect under a microscope.

“Mmmrgg gggmm…” Cassie moaned, watching with wide eyes as The Cyborg inspected the bikini.

The bikini was another thing that Cassie was proud of but rarely wore. Occasionally, on sunny days, she would sneak up to the pool on the roof of her building and tan in the bikini, but only when she was sure that no one would be around to see her. At least once a year she told herself that she would take a vacation to an island somewhere and spend a week sunning on the beach in that bikini.

Another thing I’ll do once I get out of this! She thought bitterly.

After studying the bikini for another moment, The Cyborg turned towards its bound, gagged, and naked captive and held the bikini up before her almost like…

… Like she’s sizing me up! Cassie’s eyes went wide.

“Mmmooo! Mmmm! Gmmm!” She moaned, shaking her head as The Cyborg approached with the bikini held towards the naked captive.

“Mmmoo! Ummm gmmmph!” Cassie shook her head as The Cyborg tossed the bikini down on the bed in front of the bound captive.

Then the Cyborg moved to the front of the bed, grabbed the white top sheet, and tore it out from under Cassie.

“Hurrgg!” She groaned, pulled across the bed by the force of the Cyborg ripping the sheet before stopping herself and sitting up.

Owning a successful gym gave Cassie a… generous income, and she used that to spoil herself when she could, including purchasing exquisite, soft white sheets for her king-size bed, sheets that were now being torn into strips by her cybernetic captor.

“Ummm gmmmf!” She cried, watching in horror as The Cyborg tore up her extremely expensive luxury sheets. Given her current situation, it was not something she should be worried about, but she couldn’t help herself.

Once I get free, this thing and whoever made it is going to pay!

“Grrrmmff…” she glowered and glared at Cyborg, which had finished ripping her sheet into ragged strips.

The Cyborg threw the strips down on the bed, removed the bikini from the hanger, and once again looked down at its bound and gagged captive.

“Urrrmmm mmmoo…” Cassie grumbled.

The Cyborg reached out with its metal arm, grabbed her by her bound feet, and pulled her across the bed towards her. Cassie’s eyes went wide and she did her best to kick and struggle as she was manhandled by her captor.

“Mmmrrrff!” She cried, but it was no use resisting against the Cyborg, which pulled her across the bed towards it and then yanked her up into a standing position.

“Urrrmmm mmmmoo! Mmmrrro!” Cassie cried, and then was spun around. Before she could react, the Cyborg had her pressed against the now closed wooden armoire.

Then Cassie felt something she wasn’t expecting: the Cyborg’s hands pressed against her bare ass!

“Urrggmmllph!” She cried, feeling her skin flush in embarrassment and surprise at the sudden intrusion.

The sensation of one normal, flesh and blood hand and one made of cold metal digging into her buttocks and caressing them was a jarring one, to say the least. From behind her, the Cyborg pressed forward, clutching at her ass even tighter.

What is this thing, a sex-bot gone rogue? The idea that someone, somewhere, had created a sex-bot Power Lifter that somehow had decided to go after the real thing was…disturbing to say the least.

“Mmmrro! Gllmm bbmm!” Cassie cried, trying to wriggle out of her captor’s grasp, but the Cyborg pressed itself tighter against her and moved its hands from her ass to the front of her thighs.

“Mmmmff!” She stiffened.

Before Cassie could react, she felt the Cyborgs’ hands caressing the outside of her thighs. Despite its obvious strength, Cassie found herself surprised at how gentle its touch was. The amount of control that this thing had over itself was…inhuman. As its hands traced her thick, muscular thighs, Cassie felt herself stiffening, every muscle in her body tensing over what would come next.

“Grrggll bbmmff…” She sighed, feeling its gentle hands caress her hips and then up the small of her back. Despite her predicament, Cassie felt her naked skin break out in goosebumps.

Cassie flexed her arms as the Cyborg’s hands moved to her shoulders, and then felt its hands slide along her biceps. Her captor seemed to take its time with her, its fingers tracing every line and curve of her impressive physique.

“Urrrf!” She cried, flexing and straining again. This caused her captor to grasp her biceps, all trace of gentleness gone, replaced with that inhuman strength.

“Mmmmm!” Cassie cried as its firm hands clasped her flexing arms and it pressed its full weight against her from behind.

It lingered there for a moment with its powerful hands wrapped around Cassie’s biceps. The naked captive tried to struggle and twist free, but the Cyborg was able to hold her firmly in place. For all the work outs and exercises she did, Cassie’s strength was useless against this new enemy.

“Ummmff!” She cried as the Cyborg pulled her back and then wrapped its powerful hands around her gigantic breasts.

“Mmmmf!” She cried as it held her pressed against it and then gently massaged her naked breasts. Cassie looked down at the the metal arm digging into the flesh around her nipple and shivered at the strange sight.

“Ummm mmmff! Mmmoo!” She moaned, once again trying to twist out of the Cyborg’s grasp.

“Mmmmph!” The Cyborg’s groping continued, its gentle massaging turning faster and more intense, it was almost like…

Like it’s getting turned on!

“Mrrroo!” Cassie moaned, watching with wide-eyed helplessness as the Cyborg’s greedy hands traced every curve of her perfectly round breasts. As it felt her up, it kept her pressed tight against its body. From deep inside the Cyborg, Cassie felt a tremor, like something building up deep inside of its pelvic area. It pressed the naked captive closer against it as it clutched the underside of her breasts, the tremor growing more intense with every movement.

Then the thing let go of her breasts and once again pressed her forward against the armoire.

“Urrff!” She grunted as she was slammed against the hard wood.

One of the Cyborg’s hands pressed against her shoulders, pinning her up against the armoire, while the other gripped the tape around her wrists and pulled.

“Mmmmph!” Cassie cried as the sticky substance was ripped away from her wrists.

With one arm still pressing her against the armoire, the Cyborg bent over, grabbed at the tape around her ankles, and ripped it away as well.

“Grrrm!” Cassie grunted, and tested trying to pull away now that her hands and feet were free, but the Cyborg roughly pushed her back against the armoire to show her it was still in control.

Then the Cyborg grabbed her by the shoulder and yanked her back with such force that Cassie thought she was going to be lifted off her feet. Before she could even react, the Cyborg tossed her back on the bed.

“Mmmmff!” She grunted, landing roughly next to the torn up sheeting.

No sooner had she landed then she felt something riding up between her legs.

“Grrfff!” She raised her head to see the Cyborg sliding the thong bikini bottoms up between her legs.

“Urrrgg ffmm!” She moaned, and kicked at her captor. The Cyborg ignored her, and with a final tugged pulled the thong onto Cassie.

“Urrrggg!” She cried as the Cyborg yanked the thong a little too far up along her hips, lifting Cassie slightly off of the bed.

The Cyborg let go, and Cassie momentarily forgot how the bikini bottoms were yanked uncomfortably high up her ass, and instead used that opportunity to try and scramble away. It was a mistake.

“Mmrrrggg ggmm!” She cried and crawled along the bed, prompting the Cyborg to grab the waistband of her thong and give it a sharp tug.

“URRGGH!” She grunted as she was yanked up into a sitting position and then back against the Cyborg. Her shoulders slammed against the harsh metal of the Cyborg’s unfinished chest.

“Urrrff…” She grunted as the wind was knocked out of her, and the Cyborg took advantage of her momentary disorientation to pull the black bikini top over her head and down over her breasts.

“Ummm… mmmph…” She sighed and gasped into her gag, looking down to see that she was no longer naked but clad in the thong bikini that the Cyborg had picked out for her.

Though she still didn’t quite know what intentions her captor had, the fact that it had just felt her up and then dressed her in a sexy bikini gave her some ideas.

Just as she was regaining her breath, the Cyborg grabbed her arms and twisted them behind her back.

“Mmmph!” She cried, kicking and trying to pull away again, but the Cyborg crossed her wrists and held them in place with one hand while grabbing one of the ripped up sheets with the other.

“Urrrggg mmmm! Mmmm bbbmmf!” She cried and stamped her feet as the Cyborg secured her wrists behind her back with the length of sheet.

Once her hands were tied, it moved down the bed towards her bare feet.

“Nrrrggghh mmo!” She cried and squirmed away, kicking at the Cyborg, which was unfazed by her struggles. It caught her kicking feet with vice-like grips and crossed her ankles.

“Mmmrrruugh!” Cassie grunted at how roughly it held her by the ankles and then secured them together with a length of torn sheeting as well.

Once she was once again bound hand and foot, the Cyborg kneeled above her, both eyes staring down at the bikini clad captive. There was something different in how it was looking at her though, something behind those eyes beyond the normal cold and calculating demeanor of a machine…

Hunger and lust…

“Ummm mmmmm…” She whined and wiggled back across the bed as the Cyborg leaned over, sizing her up like a predator stalking its prey.

“Mmmmoo… mmm…” Cassie shook her head and broke out in a cold sweat.

The Cyborg stalked across the bed towards her on all fours.

“Mmmpph! Mmmm gggmm!” Cassie moaned, backing against the headboard.

She had never been in a position like this, naked, helpless, captive. Worse off, there was no one coming to save her, no superhero that would burst in. This thing had her all alone.

From a desk next to the armoire came a tell tale BING alerting her of a social media notification.

“Mmmph! Hlllp!” She turned wild eyed towards the computer and called. Cassie had no idea why, it was just wild panic, an instinct to call for help. Deep down inside, she knew it was futile.

But the sound had drawn the Cyborg’s attention, and its head jerked towards the computer. It sat on the bed on all fours, studying the laptop like it had never seen anything like it before. Cassie turned to follow the Cyborg’s gaze and saw the notification at the top of the screen.

@RealPowerLifter: You have 374 new followers and 2426 likes!

Time seemed to freeze as her captor stared at the computer and the social media notification, and Cassie realized that she had been holding her breath.

Stupid! Why would I leave the Power Lifter social media account up!

She started her Power Lifter page as a way of connecting with the people of Chance City and giving those who needed help a way of contacting her. While at first she was careful about logging out of it when she left home, lately she had been leaving the page up more since she never had visitors and was confident in her building security. One thing she hadn’t planned on was being kidnapped by a demented, sex-crazed cyborg.

The Cyborg rose from the bed, sauntered over to her desk, and sat down in front of her laptop.

“Mmooo! Mmm gggmmf!” Cassie protested and kicked her feet on the bed in an effort to distract the Cyborg from the laptop, but it was no use. It was laser focused on the computer now.

Cassie turned and watched as the Cyborg brought up the home page for her Power Lifter Instagram page and felt her heart fluttering in her chest. A thousand different possibilities ran through her head of what it would do now that it had her helpless and her social media up. Would it post a picture of her tied up and naked? Or would it broadcast her secret identity to to the world?

“Hrrrrmm…” Cassie shuddered, never taking her eyes off of the Cyborg doppelganger.

The Cyborg extended its metal hand to the side of the laptop next to one of the USB ports and the tip of one of its fingers popped open and a slim black wire snaked out and plugged into the port. Every exposed light along the Cyborg’s unfinished body shimmered, and then it went still, its vacant eyes starring off at the wall above the laptop. On the computer screen, the cursor began to move on its own and opened up Power Lifter’s Instagram story. Not only was the Cyborg plugged into the computer, it was plugged in! Literally inside of it, controlling it.

On the Instagram story, a blank page was brought up and typing began to appear on the screen despite the Cyborg never moving it’s fingers across the keyboard.

I AM CYBER LIFTER! Appeared on the screen.

I HAVE TIED UP THE REAL POWER LIFTER.

SHE IS HELPLESS.

I AM POWER LIFTER NOW.

ASK ME ANYTHING.

“Umm gmmm…” Cassie moaned, and watched as the cursor hovered over the “post” button and clicked on it.

“Mmmmph!” Cassie sat up. She had no idea why this cyborg, which was calling itself Cyber Lifter, was doing a Q&A on her social media, and she wasn’t in a position to ask.

Cassie sat up and watched as the responses and notifications came flooding in, and for a moment she felt a surge of hope well up inside of her. Were people concerned? Could they be trying to help, or maybe calling the police? It had never occurred to her until now that if someone was motivated enough, they could possibly hack the Power Lifter Instagram account, or trace the IP address. On any other day she would chide herself for being stupid and not thinking of that, but now she was grateful, it could be her savior. She leaned forward and squinted at the screen in order to read the notifications coming in from followers of Power Lifter.

“Wummmf!” She cried and bit down on her gag. The hope that she had felt welling up inside of her turned into red hot fury.

Hot!!! One user responded.

Can we see? Another asked.

What’s she wearing?

“Urrgg ggttt tmmf bbbmm gghhdding!” She mumbled. Here she was, kidnapped, and her kidnapper had just admitted that to the world, and her followers were turned on by it!

Can I help? Another asked.

Where do you have her?

What are you going to do with her?

As the responses came flooding in, so were the replies. The laptop keys moved by themselves with superhuman speed, and the Cyborg sent its responses out into the internet.

She is bound and gagged in a bikini on the bed. Her struggles are futile.

I will keep her as my love slave. Power Lifter belongs to me now.

There will be no photos.

“Urmmm grrrmm!” Cassie stiffened, watching the Cyborg’s replies.

Love slave!

I will use my Love probe 3000 on her! She will not be able to resist it.

“Mmmoo!” Cassie moaned. She had no idea what a “Love Probe” was, but she could take a few guesses, and didn’t like it.

What will it take for you to show us a picture of Power Lifer bound and gagged? Someone asked.

A naked Power Lifer helpless? So hot! Another responded.

Cassie bit into her gag and glared at the computer. If she could jump through that screen and thrash each and every one of these perverts she would. Here she was, a helpless captive, and they thought it was a game!

I was created to dominate Power Lifter. Responded the Cyborg.

After I break her, she will be my pet.

I am the new Power Lifter.

“Mmmm mmph! Mmm!” Cassie protested, twisting against her bonds, but they held tight.

Oil her up! Someone responded.

Hmm… this is a pleasurable idea. The Cyborg responded.

“Orrrgg ggmmff!” Cassie moaned and thrashed in frustration. She wasn’t about to let this thing put on a show for Power Lifter’s social media.

“Mmoo! Sttp! Urrrgg ggmm!” She pleaded at her captor, who didn’t react. In fact, The Cyborg hadn’t moved an inch since it had plugged into her computer.

Cassie let out a long breath and relaxed, focusing on the Cyborg’s mismatched eyes. Neither of them moved. It may as well be a statue for how still it was. Her attention was now fully fixed on The Cyborg and away from the sea of replies on Power Lifter’s social media feed.

Can it still see me? Or hear me?

If it did, it didn’t give any sign. Could being plugged into the computer be taking up all of its attention? If it was distracted, then this could be a good opportunity…

Cassie turned her head towards the open bedroom door. There was a short hallway, and then her kitchen and dining area. If she could make it to the kitchen then perhaps she could use a knife to cut herself free, or even defend herself?

Stupid, there’s no way a knife could work against this thing!

True, it would probably crush a knife in its hands. Escape was her best strategy, just get free and run. She didn’t even care that she was completely naked, right now just getting away from this thing was her top priority. Still, she had no idea what was going on in that cyborg brain. It could grab her as soon as she hopped to her feet.

I’ll have to risk it. She decided. Cassie didn’t know when she would get another opportunity like this, and didn’t want to waste it.

She gave one more look at the frozen Cyborg at her desk and hopped off the bed onto her bound feet.

“Urrff…” She grunted and then froze, staring wide-eyed at her captor.

It didn’t move, just sat, plugged into her laptop, staring at a blank wall.

Careful not to grunt into her gag for fear of alerting the Cyborg, Cassie hopped toward the door, her gigantic, pendulous breasts heaving up and down with every jump. She stopped about halfway and turned towards the Cyborg but it still hadn’t budged.

She hopped a few more times, her gigantic breasts bouncing with every movement, and Cassie became worried that her distracting breasts would alert her captor.

A few more hops, and the door was growing ever closer.

Another hop, still no reaction…

And another…

Then, with a final jump, she was across the threshold and out into her hallway. Cassie took a moment to let out a breath and looked over her shoulder into the room but there was no sign of movement. Maybe she was right, maybe the Cyborg couldn’t pay attention to both her and the computer at the same time.

“Ummff!” With a heave she hopped forward, and again, and again.

“Mmmfff…” She allowed herself low grunts of exertion into her gag as she made her way down the hall. The sound of skin on skin from her breasts bouncing up and down seemed deafening in the deathly quiet apartment. Still, there was no sound of the Cyborg pursuing her, or that it had become aware of her absence.

With a few more steps, Cassie was in her kitchen, and her eyes immediately fell on the knife block on the far counter. She would have to hop around the center kitchen island to get there.

“Ummm…” She grunted as she began her hop through the kitchen.

Just cut yourself free and run! Part of her was tempted to run back into the room after she got loose and start slicing through the Cyborg’s exposed components, but that was a recipe for disaster. For all she knew, that would just piss it off, leading to it recapturing her, or worse.

“Mmm!” Another hop, and the center island was just two hops in front of her now, and then a few more past that to the counter.

Then she heard it, thunderous, echoing footsteps coming from her bedroom. Her blood froze in her veins and a fresh coat of sweat broke out over her skin.

The Cyborg had noticed!

The apartment vibrated with every booming step it took, and Cassie was brought back to her childhood, that moment when her parents had discovered she had misbehaved in some way and came charging up the stairs towards her room. That was what she felt like now, a child caught misbehaving, about to be disciplined.

“Mmm!” She moaned and hopped forward again. Her mind was racing, every thought coming in shattered, panicked fragments.

If she could only get to the knives and cut herself free, then she could go. She just had to be faster than the Cyborg.

The rational part of her brain told her it was useless, there was no way she could get to the knives and get free in time, but that didn’t stop her.

“Mmmm!” She hopped forward, just in front of the island.

But she heard the Cyborg’s booming, metallic footsteps storm up the hallway and into the kitchen. Cassie took one more hop before it grabbed her at the base of her ponytail.

“Urrrmmm!” Cassie moaned as the Cyborg pulled her head head back and regarded her with an expressionless face.

Cassie glared at it, doing her best to be defiant despite how her heart was racing.

“Gmmm mmmff!” She spat into her gag.

The Cyborg’s eyes moved down over her bikini clad body, and once again Cassie thought that she saw a glimmer of something behind its one human eye, lust perhaps?

Just then, Cassie noticed something dangling on the Cyborg’s other hand. It looked like two black clothespins, connected by small chain. In the time it took for her to register what exactly her captor was holding, it was too late.

Where did she get nipple clamps? Cassie wondered a split second before the Cyborg pulled down her bikini top and clipped one of the clamps onto Cassie’s exposed left nipple.

“URRFFF!” She cried, biting down on her gag as her nipple exploded in sharp, stinging pain.

Cassie only had a split second before the Cyborg placed the other clamp on her right nipple, causing another sharp burst of pain in her breast.

“Ullmm ggmmm mmm!” She cried and looked down at her nipples, which were now being pulled taut by the clamps connected by the short length of chain.

Then the Cyborg moved behind Cassie and bent her forward over the island.

“Mmrrgh!” She grunted as her chest was pressed against the hard marble surface, sending a fresh sting through her clamped nipples and her ass stuck straight out.

It held her there for a moment, its metal hand still grabbing the base of her ponytail, and then Cassie felt its human hand grab the top of the thong, yank it down, and caress one of her bare ass cheeks.

“Mmmmph! Ummm mmp!” She protested and kicked and wiggled.

The Cyborg’s metal hand moved from her ponytail to her back, pressing directly between her muscular shoulder blades. Once again she couldn’t believe its strength and how it was able to keep her pinned with just one hand.

“Urrff fffmm! Mmmm ggrrggg! Ummm mmppph! Mmmmfffnn!” Cassie started muttering into her gag, wiggling and twisting as much as she could under the Cyborg’s overpowering touch.

If it was going to keep her helpless, then she was going to be as defiant as possible. She was going to annoy, frustrate, and resist it at every turn if she could.

“Mmmmnoo!” She grunted, feeling the Cyborg’s human hand still tracing the curve of her ass.

Cassie kicked out with her bound feet and wiggled and flexed, and the Cyborg sharply withdrew its hand.

Good!

“Hmmph!” She nodded in triumph.

The Cyborg looked at her with its cold eyes, and then scanned the island. After a moment, it locked its gaze on a bowl of fruit. Cassie lifted her head to follow the Cyborg’s eyes, but no sooner had she then the Cyborg once again grabbed her by the ponytail and tugged, hard.

“Ummph!” Cassie cried, her head pulled straight back by the Cyborg’s sharp tug. It reached forward with its other hand and grabbed a ripe banana from the bowl.

“Mmmo!” Cassie’s eyes went wide and she shook her head, all traces of defiance gone. She knew exactly what it was going to do with that banana.

“Mmmoo! Mmmo! Ummm gmmmf!” She moaned, wiggling and twisting, every muscle in her body tensing.

Cassie pressed her legs together as best she could, but felt the tip of the banana press between her thighs.

“MMMMEEEP!” She squealed, and felt as if her eyes were going to bulge right out of their sockets.

She had expected the Cyborg to penetrate her with the banana, but she wasn’t expecting to be penetrated up the ass.

“URRRMM! MMMFFF!” She cried, feeling as the Cyborg used its impressive strength to jam the banana firmly up her tight asshole.

The Cyborg stopped when it had the banana about halfway up her butt, and then let go of her ponytail. Cassie fell forward, and then wiggled her ass in a vain effort to dislodge the intruding banana.

“Urrrmm mmm!” She grunted, twisting and straining to eject the intruding fruit.

As she struggled, she felt the Cyborg’s human hand reach down and caress her ass cheek as she tried to wiggle the banana free.

6.

Cassie had been kidnapped, nipple-clamped, and had a banana shoved up her ass by a sex-crazed cyborg doppelganger, but of all the humiliations she had endured at the hands of this mysterious captor, the most unsettling part of it all was how quiet Cyber-Lifter, as it had referred to itself, was being during all of it.

“Ummm mmmoo! Mmm!” Cassie moaned as the Cyborg’s hands wrapped around her naked breasts from behind. Even now, as Cyber-Lifter felt up her bare chest, the robotic kidnapper was eerily silent. She had imagined that a human captor would be gloating or mocking her as they caressed her bare skin, but not this one.

“Mmmmph! Gmm!” Cassie grunted and tried to twist away from her perverted captor, but suddenly felt the Cyborg tighten its grip on her gigantic breasts and pull her back.

“Grrrrmmph!” Cassie grunted and twisted her head, catching a glimpse of the open laptop on the desk.

After stopping her escape attempt and shoving the banana up her rear end, Cyber-Lifter had carried Cassie back into the bedroom and dropped her on the bed. The impact of her ass hitting the mattress and the banana driving deeper up her anus was… not pleasant. Furthermore, with Power Lifter’s Instagram still up on the computer, it felt like they had an audience, despite her alter ego’s followers having no idea what was happening right now.

Feel them titties!

Can we see a pic of Power Lifter topless!

Please suck on those giant breasts of hers!

All were messages being sent some of Power Lifter’s millions of followers cheering on the sex-crazed Cyborg. Cassie could only watch the messages come in and sigh through her gag. Part of her knew that these fans only thought that the real Power Lifter was playing a game of some sort, but that didn’t make her feel any better about her followers or her situation. Originally she thought that her social media account would be a way of reaching out to those who needed help, and instead most of her followers were guys who just wanted to see Power Lifter naked.

Maybe once she got out of this she would consider a less skimpy costume.

From behind, Cyber-Lifter pulled the naked captive close against her warm body and continued to roughly manhandle Cassie’s breasts. The cyborg’s pelvis pressed up against the banana protruding from Cassie’s backside, and like before Cassie could feel something throbbing between the cyborg’s legs.

It mentioned something about a love probe… She shuddered at the thought, hoping she wouldn’t ever find out what the cyborg had meant by that. So far, the Q&A that Cyber-Lifter had done on her Instagram had been Cassie’s only insight into the mind of the cyborg and its intentions. Needless to say, she had plenty of questions, but the gag in her mouth prevented her from asking.

“Urrgg ffmmm…” She squirmed and twisted in Cyber-Lifter’s grasp. While one of its hands was normal human skin, the other was cold metal and the sensation of its skeletal fingers digging into the soft flesh of her breast was an unnerving feeling, to say the least.

“Ummm mmmo!” Cassie groaned and twisted under the grip of her groping robotic double.

All the while, she could feel the vibrating, pulsing between its legs getting more intense. There was a heat emanating from it too. It was like a furnace which was slowly warming by the minute. Cassie knew that the prospect of this machine possibly overheating was too good to be true but she could hope.

“Ummm mmph!” Cassie strained and flexed, but the Cyborg only pulled her tighter, its pelvis pressing up flat against the banana protruding from her ass.

“Mmmo!” Cassie grunted, and Cyber-Lifter tightened its grip on her breasts.

“GRRRROO!” She cried, biting into her gag.

There was a sharp pulse from Cyber-Lifter’s pelvis and she felt it thrust up against the banana. Was it getting turned on? Could it get turned on?

Who was she kidding, of course it could get turned on. The question was, who would program a robot to get turned on and then send it after her?

The throbbing between the cyborg’s legs was increasing in intensity as it held her pressed against it while continuing to grope her breasts.

“Umm mmoo… ggmmm…” Cassie moaned, shaking her head, then she felt the Cyborg’s hands clutch her breasts and pull her tight against its body.

“Mmmoo! Mmm ggmm!” She moaned and twisted. While at first Cyber-Lifter had done well to contain its impressive strength, this time it had dug its fingers too hard into her breasts, which now ached from a dull pain, no doubt from the nipple-clamps and the cyborg’s groping. Cyber-Lifter’s waist was pressed up against the banana up her ass and the deep throbbing was extending from the Cyborg’s legs and along the shaft of the fruit penetrating Cassie’s backside.

“Mmm… mmm… mmm…” She moaned, feeling the soft vibrating running up her anus.

Just as roughly as Cyber-Lifter had pulled her towards it, suddenly the cyborg pushed it’s captive forward.

“Ummmm!” Cassie cried as she was pushed facedown, ass up onto the mattress. There was a fresh wave of pain around her nipples from the clamps hitting off the bed.

This can’t be good. She thought, every muscle in her body tensing with anticipation.

“Ummm gmmm…” She tried to squirm across the bed like an eel, but then felt Cyber-Lifter’s gloved hand connect with her buttock with a loud SMACK.

“Urrggh!” She cried, and clenched her bare ass cheeks, anticipating another spank.

And she was right, and a second later felt the gloved hand connect on the same ass cheek.

“Muurrgh!” She cried. The sound of the cyborg’s hand on her ass seemed deafening in the small bed room.


Her ass was stinging from the force of Cyber-Lifter’s spanks, and she could feel the tanned skin turning red from the impacts.

TWAP! Another spank.

“Mmmmooo!”

TWAP!

She heaved forward, her ass still in the air, trying to scurry away from her robotic captor, but felt the metal hand grab her waist and pull her back.

“Mmrrrgggooo!” She grunted, and felt the gloved hand connect with her raw buttock again.

TWAP! This spank sent a tremor of pain up her spine, and she felt her legs wobble.

“Ggggg rrmm mmm!” She gurgled and crumbled onto the bed, turning so that her now tenderized ass would press against the soft sheets. Cassie knew that it would do nothing to soften the deep, penetrating stinging she felt, but it the soft fabric felt nice.

Surprisingly, Cyber-Lifter didn’t resist this. Instead, Cassie felt its metal arm push down on her other buttock, flattening her against the bed. Once again Cassie stiffened in anticipation of what the cyborg had in store next for her. She didn’t have to wait long, and a moment later felt Cyber-Lifter’s hand grab the banana that was still lodged up her ass, twist, and then tug it free from where it had been shoved between her buttocks.

“MMMMMPH!” She screamed into her gag as the banana was pulled free from her ass.

“Umm mm… mm…” She moaned, flattening herself against the bed, unable to even enjoy the relief of the banana being pulled out because now her ass cheek stung from the spanks.

Is it done? Is this over? She wondered as she gurgled into her gag. That’s what this thing had done to her, taken her from being a super-heroine to a gurgling mess.

Cassie also knew that this wasn’t over. She was human, and prone to exhaustion and pain. Cyber-Lifter was a machine, and machines didn’t feel any of those things. Her captor would never tire, and would never stop.

“Ummm hmmm ggmm…” She moaned, the implications of having an unstoppable, sex-crazed robot captor dawning on her. Cassie had always thought of herself as a tough, resilient person, but this thing, if this thing kept up at this pace, it would break her.

Break her…

Was that what it wanted? To make her a broken, shell of her former self? Then what?

Her train of thought was interrupted by the feeling of Cyber-Lifter’s hands sliding under her body and once again gripping her breasts and squeezing, causing a fresh burst of stinging pain from the nipple clamps.

“Mmmmph!” She moaned as her captor pulled her up into a sitting position, manhandling her like she was nothing but a doll. All of her muscles and all of her strength meant nothing against this thing.

“Ummm mmo! Gmmmf!” She shook her head as Cyber-Lifter held her pressed against its body and massaged the underside of her breasts while wrapping its powerful legs around her waist.

“Mmmuurgg ggmm!” Cassie shook her head, feeling the cyborg’s legs lock around her mid-section like a vice.

“Mmmo! Gmmmff!” She grunted, still trying to squirm out of the cyborg’s grasp, but it was no use, she was trapped.

Cyber-Lifter kept its gloved hand on her breast, gripping the underside, and raised the metallic one to Cassie’ gagged mouth. It gripped the tape that was sealing the naked super-heroines lips and pulled, yanking it down around her neck.

“Ummmff!” She screamed into the panties still filling her mouth. Cassie prepared to spit out the stuffing and call for help when she saw Cyber-Lifter’s metal hand reach down to the mattress and pick up the banana that had previously been up her ass.

“Ummm mmoo! Ummm mmmnoo!” She shook her head and closed her lips around the panties in her mouth, determined now to keep the gag in her mouth.

Cyber-Lifter’s other hand moved away from her breast and Cassie used that opportunity to try and wiggle out of the cyborg’s grip, but its legs tightened around her waist.

“Grrggg!” She moaned as the cyborg tightened its grip on her.

Cyber-Lifter was now peeling the banana, slowly, daintily, as if careful not to ruin it in away.

“Ummm mmmo! Mmmnoo!” Cassie pressed her lips shut around the panties and shook her head.

The Cyborg lifted the now peeled banana up and held it right in front of Cassie’s face. She kept her lips sealed around the panties and shook her head.

“Ummm hmmm! Mmmo! Gmm mmmph!” She twisted and wriggled, her eyes wide with fear.

Part of Cassie couldn’t believe that earlier she had been a strong, tough super-heroine that had fought off two super-powered attackers and saved a woman’s life. That seemed like years ago now. Would that old version of Cassie even recognize her now, bound and whimpering into a gag, refusing to eat a banana that had just been up her ass? This cyborg had done what so many of her previous enemies had wanted to do, it had broken her, rendered her helpless.

And the humiliation wasn’t over. Cassie got the sinking feeling it was just beginning.

Cyber-Lifter must have gotten the point that Cassie wasn’t going to cooperate with her plan, so the cyborg did the obvious, but devious thing, and pinched Cassie’s nostrils shut.

“Bmm!” She moaned, leaning her head back and twisting her neck in an effort to shake free from the cyborg’s grasp.

Cyber-Lifter exerted herself and held Cassie in place while keeping its finger clamped over her nose.

“Bmmm gmmm…” Cassie gasped through her blocked airways. She didn’t have time to take a breath before her captor squeezed her nose shut, and was already slightly winded from struggling earlier. It didn’t take long for her lungs to start burning and crying out for air.

“Ghhhmmm…” Her chest felt it was going to burst, and despite knowing that she shouldn’t open her mouth, instinct took over, the desire to take a gulp of air overriding all rational thought.

“Gaaah!” Cassie cried out and opened her mouth, spitting out the wadded panties that had been used as a gag. She only took in a few breaths of air before the banana was shoved between her lips.

“Ullmmm…” She gagged, choking on the fruit.

Cyber-Lifter removed its hand from her nostrils and gripped the base of her ponytail, pulling her neck back while shoving the banana down Cassie’s throat.

“Ugggh… gmmm…” Cassie gagged, forced to chew on the banana to keep from choking on it. It tasted like a regular banana, but the knowledge of where it had been made Cassie shudder and choke while she ate it.

Cyber-Lifter kept pushing, forcing Cassie to eat more and more of the fruit that until a moment ago had been up her ass. With no other choice, she chewed and swallowed every piece until it was nothing but an empty peel, which Cyber-Lifter tossed across the room. Cassie finished chewing and swallowing the banana, prompting a final shudder to go through her, and then stared up at her cybernetic captor. In its one human eye, Cassie could see lust and desire. It was embedded in the cyborg, programmed deep into its circuitry. As she stared into Cyber-Lifter’s eye, she realized that this thing existed for one reason and one reason only: to live out its every carnal desire upon her. Nothing would be too depraved or too far.

The real question was, who would create such a thing? An obsessed fan? A stalker she didn’t know she had? One of the perverted men online that were cheering on this thing?

Cassie didn’t have much time to ponder this though, as Cyber-Lifter leaned in while pulling Cassie’s head back by the ponytail.

“Ow! Hey!” She cried out, before being cut off by Cyber-Lifter planting its lips on hers in a tight kiss.

“Umm! Mmm!” Cassie grunted, taken by surprise by the forceful kiss. Despite knowing that it was a machine, Cyber-Lifter’s lips were warm and moist, almost like human lips.

Almost… they were almost too warm, almost like a computer running hot from overuse.

“Ummm mmm!” Cassie moaned and tried to pull away but the cyborg held her locked in place.

Then the cyborg’s tongue, as slick and wet as any human tongue, slid into her mouth.

“Gggmmmmm mmmo!” Cassie squealed and shivered again. There was something so… unnerving about this thing that wasn’t human but came so uncannily close to being human.

Every muscle in Cassie’s impressive physique stiffened and flexed as the cyborg’s tongue probed deeper into her mouth, and she couldn’t restrain herself from cringing and shivering at the intrusive organ that was pressing further and further…

And further…

“Wummm…” Cassie’s eyes widened and she froze, realizing that the tongue was reaching far deeper into her mouth than any normal human tongue would.

“Urrg ggggg…” She gagged, feeling the tongue snaking along the edge of her throat.

“Gcckk… acck…” Cassie tried to pull away, but the cyborg held her in place with both hands locked under her chin, and still the tongue kept extending.

“Uggg ggmmm…” Cassie tried to retreat back into the bed but Cyber-Lifter held her in place, all the while the serpentine tongue explored the edges of her throat.

The naked super-heroine stiffened, half expecting the never-ending tongue to slide all the way down her throat and then…

… and then what? She shivered at the thought, realizing that she had no idea what this machine was capable of nor what the full capacity of its abilities were. For all she knew this was just scratching the surface of all its gadgets.

Then the tongue retracted, like a cord being would back up around a spool. One minute it was probing deep into her mouth and then the next pulling back. In a second it was back in Cyber-Lifter’s mouth and Cassie pulled away and gasped, smacking her lips in a vain attempt to get the taste out of her mouth.

She looked back at Cyber-Lifter, who was crawling away from its naked captive. With her mouth now free, Cassie decided to let loose. Instead of using this opportunity to reason with the cyborg, call for help, or try and gleam some information, Cassie chose to let her captor have it.

“Ugh! I can’t believe you! Look, I don’t know what you are or where you came from, but you can’t hold me here forever and when I get free, you’ll regret all of this! They won’t even accept your parts for scrap when I’m done! Do you hear me?”

If it did, Cyber-Lifter gave no indication, and instead picked up two strips from the torn up sheet, wadding one into a ball.

“People will be looking for me! You can’t just kidnap a super-heroine! Or they’ll notice I’m missing at the gym! Do you really just think you can keep me here and not-UMMFF!” Her diatribe was cut off by Cyber-Lifter shoving the wadded up section of sheet in her mouth and then pulling another length of torn up sheet over it, securing the stuffing in place.

“Mmmmoo!” She cried.

Gagged again! Cassie cursed herself. Maybe if she would have controlled herself then it wouldn’t have gagged her and she could have found a way out of this mess.

Too late now, as Cyber-Lifer knotted the gag just below her ponytail, securing it around her mouth.

“Mmm… mmmfff!” Cassie grunted, frustrated at being silenced once again, and even more frustrated that she had her chance to talk and she blew it by venting at her captor. In the end, she supposed that she had no one to blame for being gagged again but herself.

Don’t think like that! She was probably going to gag you again anyway!

She, now she was thinking of the cyborg as a “she”, not an “it”.

It’s a machine, not a person! Remember that!

If she any doubts over Cyber-Lifter’s status as a machine or a human, they were wiped away in a moment when the cyborg shifted to the front of the bed and reared up like a snake about to strike. The woman/cyborg was on her knees with her back straight and cocking her head at the naked and bound super-heroine across from her, but it was what was between Cyber-Lifter’s legs that drew Cassie’s attention.

All she could do was stare, her mouth would be agape if not for the gag. A panel had opened directly between Cyber-Lifter’s legs where her thong was, and something was extending out, something long, large, and cylindrical.

It kept on extending, growing and growing like a great animal awaking from a long nap. Instinctively, Cassie backed away from the massive, silver python extending out from Cyber-Lifter’s crotch.

That’s the Love-probe!

She continued to watch in awe as the metallic phallic grew between the cyborg’s legs, emitting a deep, pulsing thrum as it did. A thousand thoughts flitted through Cassie’s mind at once like a flip book.

What kind of person would build a robot with such a thing?

Why would they build a cyborg with a love probe?

But lastly, all she could think what that if Cyber-Lifter was going to stick that probe in her, there was no way it was going to fit!

“Mmnoo…” She mumbled, shaking her head. That thing would destroy her, it would split her in half! It couldn’t fit!

“Mmoo!” She shook her head again and tried to scurry off the bed, but Cyber-Lifer reached out with lightning quick reflexed and caught her by the rope securing her feet together.

The Love-probe was now standing erect between the cyborg’s legs, pulsing and throbbing with an uncanny inner power.

“Urrg gmm mmmph!” Cassie moaned and twisted around on her stomach, trying to wriggle across the bed like a fish flopping around on land.

She had never been one to run. Her motto was always to stay and fight, but this thing…

Cassie had never seen anything like this thing.

“Mmmph! Ummm gmmf!” She cried, trying to twist free and get as far away from that thing as she could.

With inhuman force, the cyborg tugged her across the bed towards it, grabbed her ankles, and pulled them apart, ripping the fabric that bound them together as it did as well as the bikini bottoms that had been hanging around her ankles since they were pulled down earlier.

“Mmmpph!” Cassie cried at the sudden, jarring pain from her legs being spread and the binding around her ankles roughly tearing.

Then the cyborg was on top of her, pinning her shoulders down with its arms.

“Urrggh ggmmm! Mmmoh!” She cried, trying to twist away, but the cyborg was exerting all of its pressure on her, keeping her flat against the mattress.

Then she felt the tip of the probe just at the small of her back.

“Mmmeep!” She froze, her heart racing so fast it felt like the bed was shaking under her.

No, that wasn’t the bed, it was the probe!

It moved down, gliding between her ass cheeks, pulsing and throbbing as it did. There was something else too, it was… juicy?

Yes, she felt a vague moisture across the top of her buttocks, like the Love-probe was secreting a lubricant of some kind.

The tip of the probe continued to move down, stopping to hover just above her still sore anus. Cassie stiffened, anticipating the worst…

“Umm…” She felt the tip circle her asshole, tracing the edges and leaving a trail of moisture in its wake…

But then it moved lower and traced her outer lips. The constant vibrating sent small tingles of pleasure up through her pelvis.

“Ummff! Mmm ggmm!” She twisted involuntarily, biting down on her gag to distract her from the small charges of arousal coursing through her body from the cyborg’s probe.

No, I can’t let it know!

The probe slid up along her outer edges still, pulsing and throbbing with each movement, and with those a fresh tingle of sensation.

“Mmm ggmm…” She moaned, and realized that she was rubbing her pelvis against the sheet under her.

“Urrgg gmmmoo!” She grunted and bit down on her gag.

No, this couldn’t feel good!

Cyber-Lifter moved the probe down again, and with that, sent another jolt of white hot arousal through her body.

“Ummmph!” She grunted, burying her face in the mattress under her.

This Love-probe was like a swarm of a thousand tiny vibrators at once. With every little movement over her body, the pleasure threatened to be too much, but never crossed that line. It must have taken an inhuman amount of will and control to walk that line.

But that’s exactly what the cyborg was, it was inhuman. It could control the Love-probe down to the minutia, dictate every little movement and vibration, and probably knew her anatomy and what spots to hit just right.

In that moment, Cassie realized that she was done for. This thing had her, and would use this probe to finish her off.

“Urrggh…” She moaned as Cyber-Lifter pushed the tip of the probe just barely inside of her.

Even just barely penetrating her, she could feel the intense vibrating and lubrication from the Love-probe. Her entire lower body started quaking, like there was a mini-rock concert happening between her legs.

“Ullugg… glumm…” She bit her gag again and buried her face in the mattress. Cassie tried to exercise control over her body and control the intense quaking she felt emanating from her pelvis, but it was no use.

Then the probe pressed on deeper inside of her, sending massive jolts of electric arousal through her body.

“Ummm mmmph!” She cried, her ass cheeks vibrating like a tuning fork.

“Urggh gmmm umm!” Cassie moaned and shuddered again as Cyber-Lifter pushed deeper and deeper into her. The further the cyborg pressed into her, the more intense the vibrating got.

With the probe self lubricating, it slid through her perfectly. The discomfort she felt at the giant technological apparatus penetrating her was balanced out by the deep thunderous pleasure she felt from its constant vibrating.

“Mmmph….grmmm…”

Her tight vagina gave way beneath the intruding presence of the probe, which was like an excavator carving out a tunnel just for itself to rest in.

Then it stopped, resting there inside of her for a moment. Her whole body shook like a she was experiencing a thousand earthquakes at once.

“Mmmm… gmmm…” She wanted to resist, to wriggle away, but the probe’s constant movement left her completely helpless. Her body didn’t know if it wanted to cry out in pain from the giant probe carving out a path in her vagina or to orgasm from the constant vibrations.

From behind her, Cyber-Lifter pulled back and thrust forward with all of its inhuman strength, practically driving Cassie straight through the mattress to the floor.

“Urrgglumm…” She moaned, the thrust combined with the vibrating and discomfort created a unique cocktail of pain and pleasure between her legs.

It was one thrust, but it felt like Cyber-Lifter was using it to announce its intentions. The cyborg grabbed her hips and pulled her back up against its body, simultaneously driving the probe into Cassie again.

“Ummm gmmmmffff…” She cried, balling her bound hands into fists.

Then Cyber-Lifter thrust in and out, in and out, in and out…

“Ummfff… mmfff… mmm…” Cassie moaned with each thrust. It started easy, slowly, gliding back and forth.

Cassie realized that she was soaked between her legs, but wasn’t sure if it was from the lubricated love-probe, or her own arousal, and then realized it was both. As Cyber-Lifter moved back and forth, Cassie realized that she couldn’t recall the last time she had been this turned on.

“Urrggh gmmm…” She moaned again as Cyber-Lifter’s thrusts picked up speed. Despite her captor’s mechanical nature, the sound of her bare ass cheeks smacking off of Cyber-Lifter’s hips sounded like the all to normal sound of skin on skin.

“Mmmm ggff...mmm… umm…” She had never been fucked like this before, and she knew this was just the beginning. Cassie could feel every movement from the cyborg throughout her entire body. Her muscles had all turned to jelly, and her nipples were so hard that she thought they would cut holes in her mattress underneath her.

Cyber-Lifter’s thrusts picked up speed, moving back and forth inside of her with greater intensity. The vibrating was getting more intense, like the cyborg was slowly turning a dial.

“Urrgg ggmmfff… mmooo…” Cassie writhed, the arousal becoming almost overpowering.

And faster and faster Cyber-Lifter went, the clapping of Cassie’s ass against its pelvis sounding like a thunderous round of applause that would never end.

“Ummm mmphh! Mmm!” Cassie cried, suddenly being lifted off the mattress and slammed back down by the force of Cyber-Lifter’s thrusting. Somewhere in the back of her mind, a voice told her that an orgasm was near, but the constant barrage between her legs overrode that voice.

Faster… faster… Cassie was picked up, thrown face down on the mattress, picked up again, and forced face down…

“Ummm fffmmm…”

Cyber-Lifter’s pelvis was moving like a jackhammer like now, and Cassie could feel the skin on her ass turning red and stinging from the constant, inhumanly fast thrusting from behind.

TWAPTWATWAPTWAPTWAP!

The sound of skin on skin would have been deafening if not for the constant humming from the probe, which now coursed through her entire body. Her eardrums were pounding from the excessive vibrations. It was like she was at a concert standing inside of the speakers.

“Irrggg gggffmmm… mmmpph…”

TWAPTWAPTWAPTWAPTWAPTWAPTWAPTWAPTWAPTWAP!

The barrage continued, it was sensory overload between the discomfort of the giant, penetrating force causing both pain and pleasure between her legs and the growing, raw sensation of her ass slapping against Power Lifter’s statuesque frame. Buried beneath all of this was the desire to orgasm, fighting to break free. Her body didn’t know what to do, if it should collapse under the strain, ride the wave of pleasure, or climax. Cassie tried to focus on one of the feelings, any of them, and follow that thread to its conclusion, but so many thoughts and feelings rushed through her head at once, it was impossible to follow any of them.

Cyber-Lifter was now thrusting inhumanly fast, like the cyborg was on fast forward but Cassie was stuck proceeding at normal pace.

From deep inside, the orgasm continued to fight its way out. If the Love-probe was a jackhammer, then the orgasm was the diamond that it was digging out, clearing away all of the other thoughts and feelings, focusing on that one, singular object.

“Mmmm… mmmmmpphh…” Cassie moaned. Her gag was soaked now from her cries.

With every thrust, the orgasm became more and more distinct, more clear, a diamond glittering in the dark. She was getting closer to that beautiful, shimmering treasure, it was like Cyber-Lifter was behind her, pushing her towards it with gigantic, herculean strength.

“Urggg fmmm…. Mmmpph…” She was in darkness, but the diamond was shining more beautifully and brilliantly than ever.

“Mmmmph! Mmmm!” It was so close now that it was almost blinding, she could reach out, touch, bathe in it’s warmth…

Cassie closed her eyes and reached, feeling everything drop away from her, the constant pounding from behind, the deep, growing pain between her legs, and focused on that brilliant, shining diamond.

Cassie reached with both hands and clasped it, felt its glow and its warmth fill her, wash through her body, envelope her…

“MUURRGGH! GGURRFF MMMPH!” She cried, her body stiffening, loosening, and stiffening again as she came.

There was something else. The vibrating from the probe ceased and she felt it secret something inside of her.

“URRRGG FFMMM!” She cried, the feeling of the cyborg coming intertwining with her own orgasm.

Part of her wondered how a cyborg could come and what exactly came out of the probe, but that was a question for another time.

“Urrfff…” Cassie collapsed forward, head lulling to the side. Her naked, muscular body was slick with moisture and sweat, and everything from the waist down felt numb.

Then, like pulling out a splinter, Cyber-Lifter pulled out, the probe popping free from Cassie with slight resistance.

“Urrmmmff!” She cried, falling forward onto her stomach, suddenly feeling very empty without the massive probe inside of her.

It left something behind though, a strange feeling inside of her, like whatever it had ejaculated was… moving!

“Mmmm…” Her eyes opened.

Yes, like thousands upon thousands of tiny legs moving inside her.

“Urgg fmmm…” She moaned and pressed her legs together, rolling on her side as the feeling of tiny, insect like legs moving around in her became overwhelming. It was sensory overload on top of the passing tremors from her orgasm.

The tiny insects scurried around inside of her, working… mending? Cassie squeezed her legs and rolled on the bed, tugging at her bonds. Her instinct was to reach between her legs and ease the almost overwhelming tingling between her legs. At first she thought it felt like thousands of tiny insects but in reality it was more like… millions?

There was something else too, the dull, aching pain in her vagina left over after Cyber-Lifter’s probe was slowly ebbing. The more the tiny insects worked, the softer the pain went. It was almost like they were… healing?

“Ummmpp?” She rubbed her waist against the sheets. It felt almost like she was tightening up again?

Before Cassie could reflect on this any further, Cyber-Lifter grabbed her hips again and pulled her waist up so that her thick ass was angled up towards the cyborg.

“Urrgmmm mmph!” Cassie cried, swatting at the cyborg with her bound hands. All the while she could still feel the millions of tiny insects working between her legs.

Unlike her though, Cyber-Lifter was undaunted and still at full strength, and pulled her upturned rear end towards its still fully erect probe.

“Blllmmmph!” Cassie cried, momentarily forgetting about the strange tingling between her legs and focusing instead on the tip of the love-probe pressing against her asshole,

“Ummm mnnooo…” She whined, biting down into her gag. Suddenly she realized that the banana that had spent several hours wedged up her her backside was more than just a mere punishment.

It was to prepare her.

The probe pushed in deeper.

“Urggg gmmm bmmmm ffmm!” She cried, burying her face into the mattress. If the love probe up her vagina was uncomfortable, this was excruciating, there was no way her ass could ever prepare for something like this.

“Urrrgg fffrrmm… mmpph…” She moaned, feeling the probe pushing deeper and deeper, all the while continuing its ceaseless vibrating. After carving out a path for it in her front, now it was moving to her behind.

Was that all this was? Was the cyborg just preparing her body, molding her exclusively for its use? Just then she realized that the overwhelming tingling of millions of tiny feet inside of her vagina had ceased. Cassie’s attention momentarily shifted from the probe pushing into her rear end to the feeling of… rejuvenation between her legs. Gone was the soreness and aches from Cyber-Lifter’s destructive love-probe.

As she tried to take this in, she realized that the millions of tiny, healing insects hadn’t stopped, they just moved. Cassie could feel their tiny, scurrying legs moving along her thighs now and up…

“Ummmph!” Cassie’s attention was ripped away from the scurrying insects by Cyber-Lifter’s sharp thrusting. The feeling of the vibrating probe pushing back and forth inside of her was overpowering.

“Ummmm mmphh…. Mmmm! Ggmm!” She cried, clutching at the cyborg’s massive probe with her bound hands as it pushed back and forth inside of her backside.

She could feel its greedy hands clutching at her buttocks as it thrust back and forth inside of her. The sensation she was experiencing was indescribable. All rational thought had left her mind. Cassie was instinct now, just a thing for Cyber-Lifter to fuck.

“Ummmm mmp… mmmm… gggrrmm!” She cried with each movement and thrust. Pleasure and pain intertwined inside of her like exotic lovers, twisting and reversing too fast for her to focus on one sensation.

There was another feeling too… the tingling! The tiny insectoid feet, except this time they were scurrying around her anus!

“Mmmm ummmph bbmmmff!”

Yes, that was them? Like worker ants crawling around inside of her, mending the destruction being done to her body the by the probe.

“Urrrmmm mmmmrrumm ggmm!” She blubbered. If she wasn’t gagged then she probably would just be speaking nonsense. Her brain could only form half thoughts.

But still Cyber-Lifter continued thrusting and clutching with cold, mechanical movements. Its thrusts were timed perfectly. Cassie had been with men before, and no matter how patient or well of a lover they were, eventually they gave over to that animal part of them. They became clumsy and primitive, a slave to their desire. Cyber-Lifter had no such instinct. It could come at her with cold calculation as well as the deep, primal lust and balance both perfectly.

“Mmmph! Mmmm ggmmmfff!” Cassie moaned again, rearing her head back like an animal howling in the night.

The vibrating in her ass increased and there was a deep pulsing, and she knew Cyber-Lifter was going to come.

“Ummm ggmm…” She grunted, the pulsing sending dull, aching signals of pleasure through her body.

“Ulllmm… gmmm…” She continued to moan, the pulsing and the thrusting and the tingling all felt like a strange vortex of sensation inside of her.

Then Cyber-Lifter came, dumping a fresh load of whatever it was that came out of its probe into her ass.

“Ullllmmmph! Mmmp!” Cassie cried, suddenly jolted by the loss of the thrusting and throbbing between her buttocks. Now there was only the tingling of the microscopic feet, mending and tightening her ass like they did her vagina.

“Offf…” Cassie fell face forward into the mattress, the dull pain in her anus slowly being covered the by scurrying of the small insects.

Then with a fast, smooth motion, and no regard at all for its captive, Cyber-Lifter’s probe retracted like a tape measure rolling back up.

“UMMMPPH!” Cassie cried at the sudden feeling of the massive, vibrating probe pulling out of her ass.

A second later, she could feel the scurrying of tiny feet as the army of microscopic insects moved down the back of her thighs, along her legs, and onto the mattress..

“Urrggmm…” Lifting and moving her head took a herculean effort. Every muscle in her impressive physique felt like it had been liquified. The only sensation she could feel from the waist down was a dull tingling.

All Cassie wanted to do was lie there in bed and let her weary body recover from the fucking of a lifetime, but she couldn’t. She knew that she couldn’t rest, and couldn’t let her guard down.

Plus, she had to know.

Cassie turned her head and rested it on the bed while looking at Cyber-Lifter, all the while still keeping her ass arched up in the air. What she saw would have made her jaw drop if not for the gag.

Cyber-Lifter was kneeling on the other side of the bed, her love probe still somewhat erect and dangling out of its hatch, for lack of a better word, between its legs. At first Cassie thought that there was a glittery, silver liquid pooling around Cyber-Lifter’s knees, but the liquid was moving, flowing up. As she watched, the silver liquid shimmered and seemed to glide up Cyber-Lifter’s thigh.

“Um…” Cassie blinked and focused on the strange, silver substance.

As her version focused, she realized that the liquid wasn’t shimmering. What she thought was liquid was really thousands, no, millions of small, silver dots, all moving as one…

Insects!

These were the tiny feet she had felt moving inside of her!

“Gummf…” She cried, watching as the millions of silvery specs moved along Cyber-Lifter’s thighs to her hips, and then along the shaft of the now perfectly still Love-probe. There was a small, slit like opening at the very tip of the probe, and the silver specs all scurried into the slit like ants returning to an anthill.

Nanomites! That’s what they were! She had read up on the subject, small, almost microscopic robots that thought and moved as one, a hive-mind. Now here they were, all scurrying back into Cyber-Lifter’s love-probe.

Once again, she found herself wondering who had built such a thing, and to what purpose. There was no way that this thing had been built and developed just to fuck her, could it?

It was mesmerizing, watching the nanomites flow into Cyber-Lifter’s probe, almost like watching a river flowing in reverse. After a few moments, the last traces of the small, insect like machines had flowed back up into Cyber-Lifter’s love-probe, and then the probe retracted back up between the cyborg’s legs and the front of the panties lowered back down. Once again, the cyborg seemed almost human, with the exception of the exposed mechanical parts.

Does that mean it’s done? She wondered. If Cyber-Lifter had any more surprises up its sleeve, Cassie didn’t have the energy to resist.

She laid there, ass still arched up, staring at her mechanical doppelganger., which stared back at her with that blank look on its face. It felt like an eternity had passed with the both of them on the bed, staring at each other, but then Cyber-Lifter leaned forward and extended a hand towards its captive.

“Mmnnooo…” Cassie moaned, twisting and falling onto her side as the cyborg’s gloved hand reached out…

Then Cassie’s computer dinged, letting her and Cyber-Lifter know that she had a new social media notification. Cyber-Lifter froze, arm extended towards Cassie, and turned its head towards the computer. Cassie too craned her neck to see what had drawn the cyborg’s attention.

Power Lifter was tagged in a post by LadyLorifit88! Read the banner at the top of the laptop screen.

Lori!

“Mmnnoo! Mmmmph!” Cassie moaned, trying to get Cyber-Lifter’s attention, but the cyborg was already scurrying off the bed and towards the computer.

“Mmmm ggmmmff!” Cassie kicked weakly, but Cyber-Lifter was already off the bed and approaching the computer, ignoring the bound and naked captive.

Cyber-Lifter sat in front of her computer and clicked on the notification. A second later an image popped up of Lori taking a selfie, flashing the camera a brilliant smile. It looked the room she was in was dimly lit with candles, giving the photo a feeling of warm intimacy.

Not only that, but Lori herself seemed to be wearing a red, lacy bra. Behind her was a small table set for two with a bottle of wine and two glasses in the middle around a tall candle.

I’m still so grateful for @PowerLifter and the bravery she showed earlier today, so I’m inviting her to my apartment, tonight, for a private dinner to show my gratitude! Read the caption below the selfie.

“Uluggg gmm…” Cassie furrowed her brow. If this was any other occasion, she would be wondering if Lori was inviting Power Lifter over to seduce her.

Cyber-Lifter read over the post, and then rose from the chair and turned towards the door.

“Mmmmoo! Mmm ggmmm!” Cassie cried, twisting and squirming across the bed towards the cyborg. Was it going to take Lori up on her offer, posing as her?

Without giving its naked captive another look, Cyber-Lifter stalked out of the bedroom and down the hall.

“Mmmmoo! Sttpp! Mmmff!” Cassie moaned, wriggling to the edge of the bed.

She had to stop it! Or warn Lori somehow!

A second later though, she heard the front door to her apartment open and close, Cyber-Lifter leaving her alone, naked and bound and gagged in her own apartment.

Cassie stopped on the edge of the bed, already winded and sweating from the exertion. She still was exhausted from the pounding Cyber-Lifter had given her earlier, but she couldn’t rest, couldn’t stop. One way or another, she had to get free and stop this thing before it hurt Lori.

7.

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.

8.

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.

9.

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.

10.

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.
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“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.

9.

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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