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Introduction

This story serves as a non-canonical sequel to the ending of the Wasteland Bombshell series. Watertown has been saved by Jenny’s Bombshell heroics, and she is a mother of tadpoles. She lives in a bunker with her girthsome green lover Roggo.

My Patron wanted something that put Jenny on the road again and distanced her from her bullfrog beau. Something based loosely on the Journey to the West, the Chinese novel that has been adapted countless times. Probably most famously for Americans as the Wizard of Oz.

What better to cause a parting of ways than a deadly illness befalling Roggo? With the frog waterbed-ridden, Jenny embarks on a nigh-impossible journey through a strange wasteland to the east of Watertown. It’s a direction that was not explored much in the original series. A landscape as likely to fester into mutant jungles as dusty wasteland.

On their way to the “Seedy Sea” in “Atlantis,” Jenny and her faithful pet mutant ant Kraa meet a menagerie of hybrid heroes, each with a lot of lust. They will face monsters and motor mayhem and spend hot, sweaty, gooey nights together.

I had a lot of fun with this story and even if it’s non-canonical I consider it a pretty accurate spiritual sequel to the original Wasteland Bombshell. I hope you enjoy!

XOXOXO

Amanda Clover

2026
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The Domesticated Bombshell

The nursery was underground. In the darkness of the bunker, a warm pool had been created with water pumped and filtered from beneath the sunbaked wasteland earth. Only a single light, its bulb covered in blue glass, provided illumination in the nursery pool.

There, in the dark waters, hand-sized tadpoles squirmed beneath the water’s surface. They bore a striking resemblance to their father when he was their age. But Roggo had assured their mother that they would eventually take on more prominent aspects of her appearance.

“My sweet, slimy little piglets,” murmured Jenny Drake.

The infamous Wasteland Bombshell sat beside the pool, her feet dangling in the water as the tadpoles nuzzled against her and nibbled at her toes. The curvy, dark-haired beauty sat with her coveralls peeled down to her waist and her huge breasts cradled by the harness of the milking machine.

She sighed softly as the mechanical pumps worked the suction of the cups attached to her breasts and sent her plentiful mother’s milk gushing into the rubber hoses. Each spurt of her cream was another meal for her little ones squirming in the pool.

But Jenny’s mind was elsewhere, worried about Roggo, the huge frog mutant she had married. Many of her companions had been bewildered when the daring Wasteland Bombshell, savior of Watertown, had submitted to the bloated water dealer as a mate. Even her closest friends had grown more distant from her in the months since the birthing of her first batch of tadpoles.

It hurt her that her friends couldn’t accept the choices she had made, but she was deeply in love with Roggo and even felt a thrill at the thought that he had tattooed his mark upon her bottom as if he owned her. Yes, she loved Roggo, but he had not been well lately.

She finished her pumping and switched off the machines, releasing the cups from her breasts with soft pops and leaving behind red rings that surrounded her areolas. Her plump nipples, glistening with residual milk, were swollen and red from being sucked. The machinery, devised by Roggo himself, would store the milk in a naturally cooled reservoir and gradually provide it to the tadpoles through a series of rubbery nipples hidden beneath the water. The little creatures were big enough to begin eating meat, but their diet was still mostly nourishment from their mother.

Jenny had ended her pumping early so that she kept a little extra milk for her husband. He liked the taste of it almost as much as the squirming tadpoles and he had been so sick lately. Even her healing powers, no matter how hard she tried, had not been able to overcome his ill health. She was worried and hoped a taste of her warm cream would lift his spirits.

She took a brief, cool shower, reminding herself beneath the flowing waters that her curves had only grown during these months she had spent sequestered in the bunker with her husband. Her skin had grown pale, and she rarely left except to visit the market or Hogan’s Garage, where the old man was working on the junker she hoped might one day replace her dearly departed Death Dozer.

“I love you Roggo,” she murmured, running her fingers over her sensitive nipples, “but a girl needs to feel the road beneath her tires again. When you’re better, I’ll convince you to let me return to the scav life.”

Of course, if he refused her, she would accept it. That was part of the thrill of letting him be more than her husband. Her hand stroked the debt tattoo on her bottom, still remembering the painful day she had been forced to accept Roggo’s mark and indentured servitude. Their relationship, always twisted, had evolved into something strange and kinky, but she wouldn’t have it any other way.

She shut off the shower and stepped out, toweling off her curvy body and dressing in a robe of white chiffon. She padded into Roggo’s bedroom, where the lights were low and red and the musty smell of sickness hung in the air. She could see his immense bulk stirring atop the bed, half-hidden by the veils of the curtains. She switched on the fans and propped the door open to circulate more fresh air into the room.

Roggo groaned and sat up in bed as the curtains parted in the rush of air. His usual deep mossy green color had gone pallid and pasty with his ill health. His bulging frog eyes, usually flecked with gold, were swollen and red, with a weeping rim of goop. His mouth hung open in a grimace and even his huge belly, usually wobbling and taut, seemed somehow deflated like a rotting fruit.

“Oh, my love,” said Jenny, hurrying to his side. “You’re getting worse. Let me feel your head!”

She climbed onto the bed with him, pressing one hand to his flabby forehead and feeling the heat of fever radiating from his clammy flesh. Roggo’s body temperature was naturally lower than her own, being a mutant amphibian, so fevers were very worrying with the huge frog man. He had gone through several phases of the fevers in the last two weeks.

“Roooooark,” croaked Roggo, smiling. “I will be fine soon. Getting better by the hour. Just need… some of that sweet, delicious milk.”

He pawed weakly at her chiffon robe with one webbed hand.

“Oh, my love, you can have every drop,” she said, parting the front of her robe, “but I don’t think my milk is going to be enough for this sickness.”

She freed the soft heaviness of her breasts and let them fall against his slimy face. The huge line of his mouth opened so wide that he could have swallowed both of her breasts up and sucked them at the same time. Instead, his huge tongue, looking very pale and feeling a bit dry, dragged over her raw nipples.

Jenny gasped at the sensation and watched as her milk spurted out in twin rivulets down his tongue and into his mouth. His tongue rolled and rippled against her, teasing out spurt after spurt, until finally Roggo groaned with need, pulling her into his arms and slurping her entire left breast into his mouth.

“Ohhhhhh, Roggo, does that have you feeling better?” moaned Jenny, feeling his hungry suckling as his slimy hands caressed beneath her chiffon robe. She let it drop away from her body completely and pressed herself against him. As he feasted upon her remaining milk, she slid one hand beneath the wobbling expanse of his gut and over the familiar slit of his amphibian genitals.

His pink cock was stirring, rising tentatively from its inner sheath and presenting the flared tip to her caress. Jenny was not being merely amorous as her fingers began to stroke Roggo’s rising cock. The brunette beauty possessed a so-called Bombshell power, a rare treasure or curse of the wasteland depending upon who was asked. Each Bombshell held a different power and Jenny’s gave her fantastic healing properties, including the ability to sense injury and sickness and to cure it with sexual connection.

“Mmmmm… Jenny… please,” moaned Roggo, his webbed hands cradling her plump bottom and squeezing her lustily as he sucked her milk. “My sickness… I know… mmmm…”

“Later, my love,” said Jenny, pumping her hand faster upon his cock and leaning down to kiss his heated forehead. “Let me give you some of my strength.”

“Grrroooark,” he croaked weakly, the sound vibrating around her right breast as he continued to slurp and tongue her laden flesh.

Jenny climbed atop the fat frog’s feverish flesh, saddling herself astride his flabby loins as she grasped his cock tightly and guided the tip to her sopping entrance. Sickly fat frog mutant and Bombshell beauty moaned in unison as Jenny eased her cunt down onto his hardness. She felt each swollen ridge and slimy bulge as his cock stretched and filled her. Though his penis had not shrunk in size, it was not so virile as when he was healthy and did not swell in quite such a satisfying way.

“Ohhhhh, yesssss, Roggo,” moaned Jenny, enjoying him all the same. “Your mighty cock… filling me up… is exactly… ohhhhhh… what I need.”

“Crrrroooark,” he croaked, his head falling back onto the pillows as she rose above him, bouncing upon his pink cock. His flesh wobbled and shook beneath her and his watery eyes rolled with pleasure.

Riding him, faster and faster, clutching around him, she let her mind and awareness reach out into his flesh. She could feel his organs straining against the sickness, the fever in his blood, the heat in his head, and the danger to his heart. Roggo’s flesh was reaching a breaking point, and she did not know how to stop it.

Even as their bodies united in the rhythm of her ride atop his cock, even as she reached out with all her healing power, she could feel the infection eluding her. Slipping away like a loose gear in a shifter.

“Roggo,” she gasped, tits bouncing and slapping against him as she bucked atop his flabby body. “Ohhhh… Roggoooo! I want to help! I can’t… can’t lose you! OHHHH!”

He croaked helplessly. She road harder and reached an incandescent climax, her body faintly glowing in her desperation to heal him as waves of pleasure rippled out from her core.

“CROOOAAAAARK!” Roggo surged upwards, thrusting into her with every trace of his strength and erupting in a pumping geyser of his seed. Spurt after spurt painted her inner walls and drenched Jenny’s womb.

She gave him some strength. Some little bit of life force. But it was not enough to even begin curing the sickness. She collapsed atop him, gasping, her cunt clutching at him with aftershocks.

He wrapped her in his slimy arms, his soft, webbed hands cradling her. She kissed him breathlessly and their tongues met in a slow, intimate dance.

“Roooaark,” croaked Roggo softly. “You did not let me tell you. I have… figured out what this sickness is… sent blood to Doctor Melker. She says… it’s Plaga Mutantem.”

“The mutant killer?” Jenny’s blood ran cold.

“The very same,” said Roggo, caressing Jenny’s cheek with one hand as his cock slowly retreated from her creamy cunt. “Nnnnn… it is… always fatal. Engineered to kill off the mutants by some of the madmen who survived the war. Long gone now. No cure. No treatment. My days are numbered, my desert flower.”

“No,” said Jenny. “No, I won’t let you go, Roggo. I can’t.”

“Yet you must,” said Roggo, croaking softly.

She did not argue with him. She put her head on his chest and wept softly as he held her in his huge, flabby arms. Slowly, his breathing became regular, and she realized he had fallen asleep.

Jenny eased out from under his arms and covered him with blankets. She made sure his spray bottle, to moisten amphibian flesh, and drink bottle were close at hand and then left him in his bed.

Jenny was not going to give up so easily. She knew of one man who might have some answers for her.

A New Hope

“Armstrong! Get your ass out here, space boy! I need your help!”

Jenny shouted past the intake desk at the Watertown militia station. The scraggly rat mutant at the desk covered his head in his hands as she kept shouting. He knew better than to get in the way of Jenny Drake.

“Armmmmstrong! It’s Jenny! Get out here!”

Recruits were waking up in the bunkhouse. Mutants and humans peering out and wondering why the sexy human in the jean shorts was shouting. Jenny gave one last echoing shout up the stairs and finally heard a door slam open.

“Goddammit, Jenny! I’m coming!” Armstrong had shed his clean-cut image in the months since the battle for Watertown and had settled into a grizzled life as the commander of the city’s militia. His blond hair was overgrown, and he had three or four days of stubble on his face. “Why are you in my base shouting in the middle of the night?”

She let it all out to him in his office. Roggo’s sickness, the Plaga Mutantem, and how she couldn’t heal her amphibian husband. Armstrong listened with concern, but when Jenny finished he could only place a comforting hand on her shoulder.

“I feel for you, Jenny, but there’s nothing I can do,” said Armstrong. “And Doctor Melker can’t cure it? Why did you come to me?”

“Because you remember before the war,” said Jenny. “And I saw in a book, a long, long time ago, a place called the Disease Control Center.”

“The Center for Disease Control,” corrected Armstrong. “Yeah, bunch of scientists who tracked diseases and came up with cures. I think they were in Atlanta, Georgia. But what do you—”

“Show me on the map,” she said, taking out an ancient, yellowed copy of a scav map. This was an original map, not based on any pre-war document that no longer applied. “Where is this Atlantis?”

“Atlanta,” said Armstrong. “Well, I think it’s right about… here…”

He pointed to a spot on the map over a thousand miles across the central radiation belt, through the Bayou Buglands and Green Hell, above the Cannibal Peninsula and nearly in the Forbidden Mountains.

“That far east?” Jenny felt her heart shudder with fear. “That’s further east than anyone has ever gone and returned.”

“Atlanta was probably blown up, Jenny. There’s probably nothing left of it.”

“No,” said Jenny. “It’s there. I know it. Those prewar fuckers were smart about this stuff. They would’ve built a bunker and labs underground. Someone is there in Atlantis, and they have cures for every disease.”

“But even if you could get there, you said it yourself, no one has gone that far east and come back.”

“Well, I’m gonna fucking do it,” said Jenny, tucking the map into her backpack, the strap separating the more than ample swell of her breasts in her tank top. “I left instructions with Melker to check on Roggo and give him vitamin shots. She’ll keep him going as long as I would have. I need you to make sure no scavs try to creep down in his bunker, so put some of your soldier boys on guard duty. And if he needs anything else, you tell that little slut Clarabelle to take care of his cock if he needs some loving.

“Jesus Christ,” muttered Armstrong. “You’re an unsentimental bitch.”

“Oh, I’m very sentimental, but when shit needs to get done, like saving you from a crashed satellite or saving Watertown from the Harvesters, well, a bitch has to get unsentimental in a hurry.”

Jenny had one last stop to make.

Hogan was waiting for her at the garage. The hulking red 2000-horsepower, 4x4 van she had been working on with him for months was sitting in the drive. It was covered in armored plates, had a remote-operated machine gun, quad-stack exhaust that could lay a cloud of black smoke a mile long, a sleeper, solar-charged water purifier, and an incredible sound system salvaged from a recently excavated party bus.

Death Van, as she had dubbed it, was ready for duty.

“Death Van ain’t ready for duty, gorgeous,” said Hogan.

His assistant, J2, a cloned doppelganger of Jenny, emerged from the back of the truck. The gorgeous clone was slender compared to Jenny, thanks to not pumping out tadpoles for Roggo, but other than lacking a few pounds and an inch or two of curves, she was identical. Which was why Jenny had insisted that her duplicate shave half her head. The swept, punk haircut made the doppelganger even sexier and made Jenny want to copy the hairstyle herself.

“J2,” said Jenny, giving the clone a terse nod.

“J1,” replied the duplicate. “If you get killed out there on the road, am I allowed to grow my hair back?”

“Sure, you can be just Jenny,” said Jenny with a shrug. “But trust me, hot stuff, a lot of problems come with the full title.”

“The alternator is from an old halftrack,” rasped Hogan, sliding an arm around J2’s slender waist and pulling her hip against his side. “It’s barely working. You can expect battery problems if you rely too much on electricity. I tossed a backup alternator in the storage rack, but good luck getting that installed and working in a jungle.”

“You know me, old man,” said Jenny, wrapping her arms around Hogan. “No matter what, I always make it work.”

She planted a big, sloppy kiss on her old mentor’s lips, even slipping him a little tongue, and then winking at the jealous glare on J2’s face as she stepped away.

“The three of us can have a party together when I get back,” she said and gave J2 a swat on the bottom.

Then, with a roar of 2,000 horses and a plume of dust, Death Van drove away from Watertown and Jenny was on the road again.
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A Curious Encounter

The trackless wasteland stretched out before the dust-spattered armored windshield of Death Van. The landscape was dotted here and there with rocky mounds or the skeletons of lonely buildings. At first, Jenny had come across wrecked cars on her journey east, but the endless, baking hot desert had swallowed up the roads and few travelers ventured this far east unless they were desperate. Or crazy.

Jenny was both. Desperate to reach Atlantis and find a cure for the Plaga Mutantem and crazy enough to do anything to save her beloved Roggo. A huge plume of dust rose behind Death Van as the all-terrain armored vehicle roared through the wastes. The heat-washed distances shimmered ahead of her like water. A mirage.

She wet her dry lips at the thought of a shower with Roggo and a sip of the cool, deep water he kept in his bunker. She reached for her bottle of water and unscrewed the top just enough for a lukewarm gulp. She looked up at the way ahead of her again and for a second thought she was seeing another mirage.

A lone figure, silhouetted against the white dust and the hard blue of the sky, running away from the last bones of a ruined building as though Jenny were pursuing them.

“What the fuck?” she muttered. “Who is that?”

It was the first living thing she had seen in over 100 miles.

She veered the van in their direction and accelerated. Whoever they were, they were one hell of a runner. They were racing across the dusty wasteland on their way to reach a large, low structure that might have been a shopping mall before it was blasted open and almost completely swallowed up by the irradiated desert. Jenny cursed, realizing they were going to reach it before her no matter how hard she pushed Death Van.

“But if you think I’m just going to give up, you got another thing coming,” muttered Jenny, clenching her jaw with determination. She was annoyed knowing that she might have caught up to the figure in her dearly departed Death Dozer, but Death Van was heavy and boxy and lacked that last measure of power. She skidded to a halt outside the ruined entrance of the shopping mall.

The Vista Heights Arboretum. The words on the huge sign had been blasted away, but the darker after-image of each word was still legible. Jenny had spent her life seeing ruins and trying to picture the world before the war. She couldn’t really imagine a shopping mall. They seemed like factories or train stations, but people used to congregate just to buy things in them.

The massive doors, once covered in panes of glass, had been torn open and then piled up with junk, leaving only a narrow passage into the mall’s interior. Jenny picked a pump action shotgun off the wall of the van and climbed down. She locked Death Van up tightly into shelter mode. The hidden flamethrower nozzles would give a bad surprise to anyone who was stupid enough to tamper with her ride. She racked the shotgun and headed into the mall.

Wind howled through the openings torn in the walls. Drifts of dust, illuminated by spears of light from the shattered roof, covered pretty much everything. Some shops looked eerily intact, their inventory of course long ago looted, while others were burned out or crushed under collapsed portions of the structure. Creepy sounds of metal swinging in the wind echoed through the dead structure, keeping Jenny’s senses on edge. She panned the barrel of the shotgun back and forth, searching for a target.

“Come on out,” she shouted. “Show yourself. I’m not gonna hurt you. I just want to talk.”

No answer. Not that she expected one. She advanced into a large, wide-open part of the mall. The floor was completely covered in drifts of white dust. She felt vulnerable submerged almost to her knees in the stuff.

There was a sudden snapping sound off to her left and a sharp TWANG. Jenny turned just in time to see something big and dark coming right at her. She brought up the shotgun and fired, blasting uselessly at a heavy weight that slammed into her and sent her sprawling to the floor.

“Ooof! Fuck!”

She sputtered amid the dust and fought to get out from under what felt like Roggo’s weight. She realized it was some sort of plastic sack filled with compressed sand. A punching bag and it had just swung on a chain and slammed into her. A trap?

She shoved the punching bag aside and reached for her gun just as a hairy hand grabbed it and yanked it away from her.

“Gotcha! I gotcha pretty lady! Ohhhhh hee hee! Got YOU!” A furry figure danced around her. He seemed to be covered in hair from head to toe and wearing a mask. It took Jenny a moment to realize the mask, hairless despite the surrounding fur, was his face. He had large brown eyes, a small nose, and a wide mouth that spread into a huge grin with fanged canines.

“A fucking monkey?” she moaned. “I haven’t seen a monkey in years.”

“A chimpanzee,” he said, slinging the shotgun onto one shoulder and circling around her. “There’s a difference. Those monkey mutants are small and weak. But I could rip your head off.”

She looked him over again. He was wearing dusty, patched-up khaki pants and a loose-fitting yellow Hawaiian shirt with a scarf around his neck. There were tinted goggles on his forehead. He didn’t look like he could rip a tab off a beer can. Jenny sat up slowly and the chimp stopped circling and aimed the shotgun at her.

“You’re on my turf now,” he said. “Why shouldn’t I blast you and take that sweet ride?”

“How often do you get visitors?” she asked, acting disinterested in the gun aimed at her chest as she slowly rose to her feet. “No, let me rephrase that, how often do you get visitors like me?”

The chimp’s gaze traveled over Jenny’s more than ample curves on display beneath her leather jacket. Huge, milk-heavy tits straining at her white tank. Long, powerful legs barely contained by denim cutoffs, socks, and boots. Dark hair pulled back from a face that looked angelic despite the goggle rings and road tan.

“Never,” admitted the chimp, lowering the shotgun’s aim. He was staring at her tits, probably picturing what he wanted to do with them.

Jenny was fast. She grabbed the barrel, twisted, and wrenched the gun out of his grasp. He screeched in surprise, and she reversed the gun in her hands and aimed it at his face.

“How have you kept from getting killed so long, dummy?” she asked, lowering her aim slightly to show him she wasn’t a threat. “You see one pair of tits and your brain just melts out of your big ears. What do you call yourself?”

“George,” he said. “Who are you, lady?”

She laughed at that. “I’m no ‘lady,’ but you can call me Jenny.”

“Why did you follow me here?” he asked. “You have that big truck outside. You could have gone right past and left me here.”

“I’m going somewhere far away, but it ain’t gonna be easy. I figure the locals might know a safe way through, say, these rad wastes.”

“I might know,” said George. “Might. How far are you going?”

She reached for her map and took it out slowly, handing it to him as she said, “All the way, George. I’m going to Atlantis.”

“Atlantis?” His eyes widened. “I know it. I’m from it.”

“You? All the way out here?”

“My father was born there,” said George. “Or maybe it was my grandfather. I never knew either. Descended from the lab chimps there.”

“From the Center for Disease Control?” Jenny could hardly believe her good fortune at finding this mutant.

George nodded. “The Seedy Sea. They made their way west long before I was born, but… times have been tough. I’m the last left in my family as far as I know. But they say for a while there was a whole tribe there in Atlantis living out of the ruins of the Seedy Sea. There’s a bunker deep down under the water. It’s dangerous, but it’s full of treasure.”

“Pre-war stuff?” asked Jenny, taking her map from him.

George nodded again. “Yeah. I could help you through these rad wastes, you know? I used to scav all the way to the central radiation belt back when I had wheels. And you… you could use someone watching your back. Take me with you, Jenny.”

She had already made up her mind to do exactly that as soon as she found out he was from Atlantis. But she didn’t want him to think she was a pushover.

“I don’t know,” said Jenny. “Are you any good with a wrench? A gun?”

He shook his head to both.

“What good are you then?” she demanded.

“I know maps,” he said. “And… and I’m good for morale. I’ll keep your spirits up. You know, singing, dancing, jokes, massages, kisses—”

“Whoa there, Georgie boy, what makes you think I would want a kiss?”

“No kisses. Fine. Take those off the table. But massages, right? You get tense? Sore? I can loosen you up. Take away those aches and pains.”

He showed off his big, flexible hands. Jenny could picture them caressing her body. She felt a little twinge of desire. It had been a long while since she’d been with anyone other than Roggo. Maybe having a fuck monkey along would be useful.

“Hmmmmm, maybe,” said Jenny, chewing her bottom lip and slinging the shotgun over her shoulder. “Show me what you’ve got.”

“You mean, like equipment? I have a stash of some tools and books and musical instruments back…”

His words trailed off as Jenny stepped closer and curled a finger into the waistband of his pants. She tugged slightly, stretching it out and catching a glimpse of the thick root of his cock.

“No, silly,” she said. “I want to see your cock to know you’re worth taking with me.”

“My… my cock? Oh!” He broke into a grin again. “Sure! Yeah!”

His simian fingers worked the button of his pants and he quickly dragged them down from his scrawny hips. His thick brown cock dropped free. And seemed to keep dropping. It was huge, nearly ten inches, by Jenny’s estimation, and still mostly flaccid judging by the drooping foreskin covering the pink of his tip. She grasped it with her free hand and George sucked in a surprised breath.

“Oh… holy shit… you’re serious, huh?”

“As serious as a blown engine line,” she chuckled, wrapping her hand tighter around his shaft and giving him a slow, deliberate stroke from his furry root up to the head of his cock. She worked her hand back down again, gently peeling back the foreskin from his quite narrow pink tip. It was a lighter shade than a human cock and the way it tapered so much to his cockhead reminded Jenny of a dipped candle.

She pumped her hand slowly, marveling at how quickly he became fully erect, his cock reddening and beginning to leak musky clear precum.

“Can’t believe… I almost killed you,” gasped George, watching Jenny pumping her hand faster on his cock.

She chuckled at the thought that this chimp could kill her. She leaned over and kissed him, letting her tongue slip into his fanged mouth and tasting whatever bitter alcohol he had been drinking.

George’s big simian hands reached out to her hips, drawing her closer so that his cock rubbed against her tank and pushed it up as her hand worked along his cock. His precum smeared her soft abdomen. A little chubbiness from all her egg laying for Roggo.

His hands groped her ass. Squeezing and massaging her cheeks and revealing that he had been telling the truth. His hands were incredibly strong.

“Are you going to let me stroke it until you cum?” asked Jenny, whispering against the chimp’s mouth. “Or are you going to fuck me with it?”

That was enough to give George the impetus to take charge. He pushed Jenny back onto the dusty floor, stripping down her shorts and panties. He made a soft monkey “Ooooo” sound of excitement at the sight of her glistening, dark-thatched cunt. He went in for a taste, licking Jenny from her straining bud, her hot folds, and down to her little pink clench. She crooned with pleasure, bucking her hips and kicking off her shorts and panties. Her big boots above her in the air as George licked and slurped at her folds.

She was surprised by his skill with his fingers and tongue. Rubbing, licking, sucking, like a man, or at least a chimpanzee mutant, who had been dreaming of this moment fore years. Savoring her but never slacking with his intensity. She found herself cumming hard, spilling her nectar into his mouth and making him moan as she threaded fingers into his thick pelt of fur and pulled his face to her cunt.

That was only the start. George took off Jenny’s tank, admiring and squeezing her breasts until milk trickled out of her plump nipples. He leaned down for a taste, then turned her over and positioned her on all fours atop the dusty ground. Her swollen breasts hung heavily beneath her as droplets of milk pattered onto the white sand.

“You ready, boss lady?” he asked, rubbing his cock at her slit.

Jenny glanced back over her shoulder, her dark hair falling across one eye. "Yessss, hurry up, chimp boy! Fuck that—AH!”

George rammed his cock forward, easily penetrating her with the slender tip, but stretching her down to his thick root. His strong hands gripped her hips as he began to pound into her. Each powerful thrust rocked her forward, sending her milk-heavy breasts swinging wildly beneath her.

“Fuck yes! Pound that pussy!"

His hands tightened on her shapely hips. His furry body beat against her jiggling ass.

Jenny felt the pressure building within her, a wave gathering force. When it crashed through her, she screamed his name, her inner walls clenching around him as pleasure rippled through her body. Her arms gave out, face pressing into the powdery sand as aftershocks shook her body.

With a simian hoot, George hilted his simian spunkwand deep in her squeezing fuckpit. He screeched and rutted into her savagely, his cock bottoming out each time and his furry balls beating against her clit. His hot spunk surged from his throbbing dick, basting her clutching walls and drenching Jenny’s womb.

He collapsed atop her back, pressing her down harder into the dust.

“Get off me, you furry ogre,” she moaned, squeezing his slowly deflating cock with her inner muscles.

“Sorry, boss,” he said, slowly easing his cock out of her creampied pussy. She heard a soft, shameful gurgle and felt his copious load dripping out of her pussy.

This was going to be an interesting partnership. She just hoped George wasn’t feeding her a line about his family and the Seedy Sea.

“Get your shit, George,” she said, rising slowly upright on her knees as the cum continued to drip out. “We leave in five minutes.”

Not even four minutes later, George’s bongos, guitar, and meager provisions were loaded into the back of Death Van. He sat beside her, his gaze wandering over Jenny’s body as she settled into the driver’s seat.

“Ready when you are, Boss Lady,” he said with a fanged grin.

Jenny threw Death Van into reverse, peeling out in a great fountain of dust and throwing George sideways out of the passenger seat and into the back of the van. As she straightened out, he picked himself up and climbed back into the seat. This time, he had the sense to buckle up.

“You’re the navigator,” said Jenny, handing him her map. “Follow the map, use the compass, and watch the horizon. Keep us out of the rad storms.”

“You got it, captain,” he said, unfurling the map. “Now, if we can just avoid the sand worms… and the goblin raiders…”

“The what and the what?” Jenny gave him a sidelong glance. George didn’t seem to be joking.
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The Goblin Town

There was an ominous, dust-stripped sign along the vanishing highway welcoming travelers to “The Last Resort.” The fading art of a palm tree on the sign seemed a bit out of place in the middle of a landscape swallowed by dust and shaped by scouring winds. But Death Van needed to be refueled, and the town seemed quiet enough.

Seemed being the operative word.

Stopping for gas was proving to be complicated. Jenny should have known better than to stop when those busty cow girls waved a flag out of the window of one of the ramshackle houses and led them to a decrepit old dairy barn. But she needed fuel if she was going to make it all the way to Atlantis. That meant dealing with the locals.

“Please, you gotta help us,” said Betty, one of the largest and most voluptuous of the hucow mutants. “It’s goblins, ma’am. They’ve been occupying our village for almost a week. They’re stealing all our dang milk and threatening us with that machinegun. They keep the bulls locked up and they fuck the women all night and day.”

“Doesn’t sound so bad to me,” said George, his simian face partially hidden by a dusty pair of sunglasses.

“You would be locked up with the bulls while the goblins are fucking the women, dumbass,” said Jenny, elbowing George and making him double over. She turned back to the incredibly busty hucow woman who seemed to be the leader of the group of frightened mutants. “Look, ladies, I’m trying not to get involved. I have a very important mission and I need to complete it as quickly as possible.”

“Please,” mooed the dozen or so hucows crowding closer inside the barn. “Moooo! Please! Moooo!”

“You’re one of us almost,” said Betty, the voluptuous blonde leader of the group as she looked down at Jenny’s huge tits jiggling beneath her taut tank top.

Jenny followed her gaze downward and realized that her proximity to all these milky cow girl mutants had caused her own breasts to spring twin leaks that were soaking through her top.

Jenny sighed. The cow girls blinked with wide-eyed anticipation.

“Alright,” said Jenny, to whispered cheers of delight. “If I help you, I need something in return. Diesel for my van. 40 gallons.”

This large number caused a commotion, but the leader calmed down the other cow girls and after a short conference, they agreed. “That’s almost all the diesel we have left and it’s being held in the tanks near the old schoolhouse. That’s where the goblins set up their base.”

“Someone’s coming,” whispered the cow girl on lookout. “It’s Fielder and the others.”

“Fielder is the big goblin that runs the farm. It’s milking time,” warned Betty. “You’d better hide out in the loft until it’s finished. Then you can go.”

Betty pointed to the ladder up to the hayloft. The cow girls were already hurrying to separate and return to their various stalls. George scrambled up the ladder with ease and plopped himself down atop a pile of loose hay with a good vantage point of the open-topped stalls below.

Jenny muttered under her breath and followed him up top. She had been through the milking routine before with some dirty old country frog mutants. She knew how good it felt to get milked and she had a feeling the cow girls enjoyed it too, even if it was goblins instead of the town’s bulls doing the milking.

“Lie down right here, boss,” whispered George, gesturing to the edge of the hayloft. “You can see everything.”

Still muttering, Jenny stretched out on her tummy, her tits resting in the straw between her elbows and her round ass swallowing up the wedge of her denim shorts. George stole a glance at her body and she glared murder back at him.

But the overgrown ape was right. They did have a great vantage point of the barn from up here. The girls below were already taking down the apron-like dresses they were wearing and freeing their huge, milky tits. Some of them were first generation mutants, meaning they had cow ears and horns and tails and even some fur on their legs. Others were second or third generation, mingled with human stocks, which made them seem almost human with just little nibs of horns or tiny tails.

One thing was certain: they all had very large breasts and thick nipples that suggested frequent milking.

The door to the barn was pulled open and a dozen green-skinned goblins sauntered in. Two of them held shotguns, the others carried buckets. Jenny had never encountered a goblin before, but she’d read of them in books. She’d never been able to figure out if they were fantastical creatures or real ones before the war, but these six looked real enough. They were more human in appearance than scrags, but similarly all bald, long-eared, very short, and skinny, except for their leader who had a pronounced gut hanging through his ratty vest and over his belt.

“That must be Fielder,” whispered Jenny.

“Alright, big titty lady,” he said with a scratchy voice as he looked over the topless cow girls. “We need milk. You got milk. Big titty out and no trouble.”

“MoooOOOooo,” lowed one of the cow girls from her stall.

“Good, good,” said Fielder. “It’s time for milking!”

The goblins cheered and scrambled into the stalls with their buckets. The cow girls were already on their hands and knees waiting, their laden tits dangling heavily and only their bottoms covered with shorts, pants, or loose skirts.

Jenny had a perfect view of the milking that followed. This wasn’t like the machine milking that she had endured in the dairy, this was wild, messy, and sloppy hands-on work from the goblins. They cackled with delight and groped and spanked the cow girls. Some of them flipped their buckets over and climbed atop them to begin rutting into the mutant women. The cow girls lowed, their tits swinging and beginning to drip as the goblins, dwarfed by the size of the curvaceous women, clung to plush bottoms and humped furiously.

More industrious goblins stood beside the obedient cow girls and shoved their buckets beneath the dangling tits of the women. These goblins began squeezing the huge milky tits and roughly tugging at the plump pink nipples. Spurt by spurt, their buckets began to fill.

The hardworking goblins were in the minority. Many more of the goblins were distracted by their lust and soon the barn was filled with the sounds of slapping flesh and squealing goblin delight. Jenny and George were trapped in the hayloft as the barn filled with screeches of goblins in full rut and the smells of spilled milk and churning seed.

Jenny was getting a bit uncomfortable with all the raunchy exhibition playing out beneath her. She was entranced by the swaying udders of the beautiful mutants, the soft curves dimpling beneath the squeezing hands of the goblins, and the randy little runts plunging their green and purple cocks deep into the quivering cunts of the bovine beauties.

She squirmed face down atop the straw pile, peering through the cracks in the hayloft boards beneath her. Jenny’s breathing grew heavier. Her cunt burned hotter. Her milk began to well sympathetically in her tank top, soaking the fabric and trickling into the straw pile.

Her attention was so focused on the lewd sight of the cow girls being ravished that she didn’t notice George moving behind her. The monkey man deftly curled his fingers into her shorts and before Jenny could stop him he had shucked them down her powerful thighs all the way to her knees. He bared her cunt and the luscious roundness of Jenny’s ass. Her pussy was slick with desire.

She glared at him over her shoulder, angry enough to smack him, but more worried about staying quiet than avoiding being groped.

George took full advantage of the situation. The curious ape man crouched over the backs of Jenny’s thighs, his cock bulging in his patched trousers as he ran a hand between her legs.

His fingers brushed her cunt and Jenny bit her lip to stay quiet. This only emboldened George. While the goblins were cackling and rutting beneath them, George began fingering Jenny’s cunt. He squeezed two fingers into her plump pussy and then three as her nectar spread over his digits. He worked his fingers in and out of her down to the last knuckle to match the loudest rhythm of the rutting goblins.

She was fighting the urge to push back against his fingers, trying not to make any sound at all, when something dropped from the hayloft and landed directly on the shoulder of the goblin beneath her. A moment later it happened again. Then it hit the goblin’s bald head. A white splatter of Jenny’s drooling milk. The goblin was so focused on fucking the cow girl that he didn’t notice milk was raining through the rafters.

But Jenny saw it. She bit her lip to keep quiet and kicked out at George. He grunted and moved back, giving her room to roll over onto her back. Straw clung to her milk-saturated tank and her abdomen.

George wasn’t done with her. Before she could object, he pulled off her shorts entirely and climbed between her legs. She shook her head, brow furrowed with fury, but George had already assumed her rolling over was permission to fuck.

There was nothing she could do except try to remain quiet as the randy ape drove his cock into her quivering cunt. His strokes were deep and intense, bouncing her milky tits and causing the hayloft to spill dust onto the goblins and cow girls. Jenny clamped a hand over George’s mouth to keep him from making any other noise.

The heat built as he pounded into her pussy. Her legs back and her shorts dangling from one ankle. Her pussy stuffed full of ape cock as she tried to keep George quiet. They were lucky that the goblins were getting louder and rowdier below, drinking milk and trading cow girls as they filled and drenched the milky beauties with their spunk.

George was getting close to doing exactly that. Jenny kept her hand clamped over the ape man’s mouth as he bottomed out in her tight pussy with every thrust. Her feet bounced in the air and she bit her lip almost hard enough to draw blood.

She was going to cum.

With the goblins whooping with glee and pumping out their little loads of spunk, Jenny gave in to the pleasure of being pounded by the apeman. She felt him stiffen inside her channel and his face furrowed with simian pleasure. A moment and a thrust later and she felt the first hot pump of George’s chimp sauce. Her inner muscles tensed and her pussy milked George’s spurting spear for all she was worth.

Unfortunately, while George was cumming, and managing to stifle his simian delight, he also pounded harder and harder into Jenny. Too hard. He plunged into her, blasting his load against the Bombshell’s backwalls as one of the floorboards of the hayloft broke loose and swung down into the barn.

He was still pumping Jenny full as the alerted goblins came scrambling up the ladder.

“We have visitor!” they declared. “Ape man and pretty humie! We take them!”

Jenny reached for her gun, but George had stripped off her gun belt with her shorts. George was so stupid, or so out of control, that he kept fucking her right up until the last second. Then the goblins were yanking him away, his big ape cock parting from Jenny’s creamy pussy with a slurp.

“Sorry, Jenny,” cried George as he was hauled down from the hayloft by a platoon of naked, angry goblins. The rest surrounded Jenny, practically drooling as they looked her over. It was hard to do much to preserve her dignity when she was basically naked and leaking monkey spunk out of her cunt.

“Alright,” she said, holding up her hands as the goblins closed in on her. “I surrender.”

“You not surrender,” laughed the potbellied leader of the goblins, reaching down to roughly fondle Jenny’s breasts. “We captured! No chance to fight! You our prisoner!”

The goblins cheered triumphantly, and Jenny was bundled down from the hayloft and carried through the village on the groping, grabbing hands of a dozen goblins. They hardly seemed to care that ape man spunk was drizzling out of her freshly fucked folds. As they bore her through the dusty street, squirming and being squeezed and pinched, more goblins emerged from the other buildings.

Jenny resembled the main float in a parade of little green men by the time she arrived at the brick school building. The goblins’ machinegun was perched on the roof and swung to point directly at Jenny. Countless goblins stared down at her from the rooftop, through the barricaded windows, and from the doorways of the school.

“Boss Gubgub!” shouted the potbellied leader of the milkers. “We got new girl! She a pureblood humie!”

“And she’s milky,” squawked one of the goblins carrying her as he reached up and roughly squeezed her breasts, producing twin streams of her milk.

The doors to the school burst open and a mob of goblins came rushing out. They joined the goblins already carrying Jenny and helped to hoist her up as they squeezed and spanked and poked at her naked body.

An immensely fat goblin came trundling out of the school, seeming as wide as he was tall and bulging out of a leather vest and a tattered pair of trousers. His oversized human boots were unlaced and flopped awkwardly as he approached Jenny. Boss Gubgub had a beard, braided and festooned with beads, which seemed unusual based on the hairless faces of all the other goblins. He looked up at her with beady yellow eyes and motioned for the mob to lower her.

“Where you find this new girl?” The fat little boss grumbled as he stroked his beard.

“She in dairy barn,” said the boss of the milkers. “Watching us do our milk-milk and getting plugged by ape man.”

Boss Gubgub sniffed at Jenny. He prodded her dusty, milk-tracked mounds. He gripped one fat nipple and tugged, chuckling with satisfaction when her milk gushed out and wet his fingers. He grabbed a handful of Jenny’s dark, straw-tangled hair and yanked her head back. He leaned down and pressed a kiss to her lips, thrusting the fat slug of his tongue into her mouth. She moaned angrily as he climbed his blubbery bulk atop her.

Before she even realized what was happening, Boss Gubgub had his trousers down and his pitiful little green cock out. He shoved it into her, burying it in the hot, molten cove of her cunt and kissing her even more fervently.

The other goblins cheered as their leader rutted into her, groping and kissing her as he rubbed his little mushroom cap barely past her folds. He let out a squeal of pleasure and threw back his head, saliva connecting his mouth to hers as he buried all two inches or so inside Jenny and unleashed a hot, sputtering load into her depths.

“Wow, you’re so good at that,” said Jenny with a roll of her eyes.

But the goblin boss wasn’t listening to her. He hopped up from between her legs, yanking up his trousers as he looked at his kin.

“Take her to the humpin’ room! Everybody gets a turn! We breed this one!”

Jenny rolled her eyes again. It turned out that goblins were just like most of the mutants in the wasteland: they saw a pureblood human and they wanted to breed that pureness out of her.

Well, it would take more than a couple pumps of a goblin cock. She could feel the goblin boss’s weak sperm bouncing off the well-protected walls of her Bombshell womb like raindrops spattering on a windshield.

She was hoisted back off the ground and carried into what she assumed used to be the cafeteria. The raunchy stench of goblin sex hung in the air of this large room. Three long, metal-framed tables had been covered in unwashed pillows and blankets. Each of these had ropes wrapped around the legs.

Two of the tables were vacant. On the third, a red-headed cow girl had been tied down on her back and repeatedly plastered with goblin spunk. Her hair was a matted mess, her face and breasts spattered and stained, and her hips and thighs marked with scratches and bruises from her goblin lovers. She lifted her head slightly to watch Jenny being brought in.

Jenny was unceremoniously tossed down on the table next to the redhead. There was a brief argument about whether to leave her face down or roll her over onto her back. They decided, like the cow girl, they wanted to see her tits. They rolled her over and tied her spreadeagled to the table.

“Commence fuck-fuck!” bellowed Boss Gubgub, much to the delight of the horde of goblins.

They needed no further encouragement. A tide of scrawny green lovers assailed Jenny. They groped at her and squeezed at her naked body, just like they had while carrying her, but now they were wielding their little purple and green cocks as well.

One goblin, apparently the toughest of the bunch, fought his way between Jenny’s legs and sheathed his cock inside her. He thrust with an animal fury, pounding into her creamed cove and smacking her ass with his little balls.

“Not much to excite a girl,” said Jenny, although this goblin was more endowed than Gubgub.

He snarled and gnashed his pointed teeth and she felt his cock throb and baste her womb with a hot load of gobbo goo. His swimmers were plinking off her Bombshell protection by the time the next goblin climbed atop her. Some others began rubbing their cocks on her breasts, her arms, or thrusting them into her mouth.

Jenny lost track of which goblin was doing what to her naked, helpless body. Goblin cum began to rain down on her, spattering her face, gushing onto her tits and abdomen, and filling her cunt with load after load.

The salvos of goblin sperm hit her Bombshell protection. A dozen loads. Twenty. Fifty? She was delirious and sore, fucked full of churning jizz globs by the goblins. They were still cheering and enjoying themselves.

She was getting royally pissed off.

And a little worried. Although her powers easily protected her from each individual load of goblin spunk, the numbers were adding up. She could feel her protection weakening. Her womb was in danger of being made vulnerable. How much longer could she last?

Boss Gubgub came waddling back for another turn. He barked commands to his underlings and they wiped Jenny’s heaving breasts, and cum-smothered face with rags to clean her up. She felt foaming spunk being wiped from between her legs. Then the boss slowly climbed atop her, grunting with the effort of clambering back onto the table.

“Now,” he growled, looking down at her as he rubbed his stiff little cock against her cunt. “Now I show you how boss fucks!”

With that, he rutted into her. She had to admit, his little cock was reaching deeper than before. Maybe he had taken some potion to stiffen his prick more than usual. Or maybe her defenses were finally down.

Maybe she was truly about to be bred by a fat, ugly goblin. While the boss grunted and thrust into her, dripping sweat on her bouncing breasts, the other goblins crowded in on all sides, stroking their cocks and eager for another turn.

What the fuck am I gonna do?

Jenny wondered as the fat goblin’s flesh slapped atop hers and made her milky tits heave with every thrust. Roggo was waiting for the cure back in Watertown. She didn’t have time to be a goblin breeder.
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The Goblin Getaway

A wasteland fly crawled across Jenny’s sweaty forehead. Another landed on her sunburned bottom and caused her to jerk awake.

She moaned, the weight of soreness falling on her like a lead blanket. She was on her feet, bent over, with her arms and neck locked tightly in a wooden stockade. The morning sun was beating down on her brutally enough to fry a normal human in a few hours, but Jenny’s Bombshell powers were keeping her skin from crisping up.

For now.

Why was she outside? She searched through a memory overcrowded with goblin faces and goblin squeals of pleasure.

She remembered, vaguely, biting a goblin’s tongue until part of it came off and then spitting the bloody thing back in the goblin’s face. That was why they had moved her outside. That was why she was locked in the stockade.

“Unnnnnhhhhh,” she moaned as she felt something beneath her.

Her breasts were bare and dangling and something had just nuzzled against them. She couldn’t see what it was, but a warm wetness engulfed one of her nipples. Whatever it was began suckling her and making contented moaning sounds as it drank Jenny’s plentiful milk.

Her cunt and anus, though healed thanks to her powers, were very sore indeed after the countless loads of goblin goo that had been forcibly pumped into her tender holes. Her throat was sore and her stomach felt sick with the weight of goblin gunk. Her powers were being pushed to their limit by these little green sex fiends.

Huh, thought Jenny, blinking sweat from her eyes as she lifted her head as much as the stocks would allow. So this might be where it ends for me. In this goblin dairy town.

She looked around the dusty village square. It was still early and most of the goblins were sleeping in after their long night of drinking and celebrating with Jenny and that redheaded woman.

“What happened to her?” wondered Jenny aloud.

“Kraaaa?” There was a wet pop from beneath her as whatever had been sucking at her nipple released her sensitive teat from its mouth. It scurried out from beneath her and she saw, to her surprise, that it was not a goblin at all.

The creature that crawled out from under Jenny’s dangling teats was somewhere between an overgrown dog and an ant. It was a rare, wild mutant insect. Most of these had become a part of the Harvester collective, but this one was something else. It was the size of a mastiff but with a plump, segmented body, six legs, eyes hidden beneath a black armored head that was topped with a pair of rather expressive antennae.

It cocked its head and looked up at her, milk dripping from its fleshy mandibles.

The wasteland had clearly evolved this creature into something else, but how far had it evolved? Could she communicate with it?

“Hey there little fella, do you think you could help me out?”

“Kraaa?” The ant cocked its head to the side again, flicking its antennae towards her.

“Those big chompers of yours look like they could chew through this wood. I’m stuck here, so how about you get me out? Come on, be a good boy. I’ll give you a treat.”

“Kraaa?”

“Yes, more milk if that’s what you want,” she said, shaking in the stockade and making milk drip from her aching tits.

“Kraaa,” countered the overgrown insect.

“Really? You want to do that with me?” Jenny blushed at the thought. “I mean, I’m flattered, but I don’t know if we’re compatible.”

“Kraaa!” insisted the ant, rolling over onto its back and revealing a reddish, ridged penis poking out from its armored underbelly. It was about the thickness of Jenny’s thumb, but quite long and with a wicked curve that looked like it might reach interesting places.

Jenny was smart enough to know not to argue with a horny bug that might be able to save her.

“Okay, Kraaa, we have a deal,” she said. “Get me out of here and help me rescue my friend and I’ll let you… uh… do whatever you want with that thing.”

“Kraaa!” The ant rolled excitedly back onto its six legs and scampered beside Jenny. It reached up, climbing partially atop the stockade as its mandibles snapped into the wood. It began snapping and chewing, tearing free chunks of wood until nails began to pop loose from the crude stocks.

“Hey! Humie is tryna escape!” A goblin voice shouted from one of the nearby buildings. “She got a big bug on her!”

Goblins were stirring from their slumber and scampering out into the dusty town square. Some of them were still drunk, but a few seemed to understand that they were in danger of losing their new prize. Goblins were still flooding out into the square when the doors to the old schoolhouse suddenly burst open and Boss Gubgub came waddling out.

“What this!?” He bellowed with goblin rage, trundling towards the stocks where they had left Jenny just before dawn. “Get away bug! Shoo!’

He brandished a metal pole with a club on one end that Jenny knew from reading old Pre-War magazines was something called a golfclub used for beating a tiny white orb around a green field. Gubgub was just a second or so late, as Kraaa finally chomped through the stockade and it broke into halves.

As Jenny stood and Gubgub took a swing, Kraaa turned his head and caught the golfclub in his mandibles and bit through the slender metal pole. Gubgub, suddenly without his weapon, lost his balance mid-swing and flopped heavily on his big belly.

Jenny was upright and ready for revenge, but now was not the time or place to pay back the goblins. There were too many of them. She had to retreat before she could advance.

She still got to knock a couple of the little bastards on their backs with some well-placed kicks and punches. It felt liberating to be swinging and kicking completely naked and her size advantage meant that every blow that connected sent a goblin flying.

“Come on, boy,” shouted Jenny. “Gotta get out of here! Back to the van!”

She could see her precious Death Van parked nearby with several lazy goblins passed out inside and on the ground next to it. If they pissed in her van nothing would stop her from killing them.

With Kraaa’s help, she battled her way back to her vehicle and gave the lounging goblins a rude awakening. By the time she had clubbed them out of her vehicle and tossed their trash after them, she could hear Gubgub in the square behind her rallying his gobbos for war. Two were climbing on top of the school to blast her to bits with the machinegun.

“Oh, no, I’m not getting ventilated by some wasteland wimps,” growled Jenny. “Come on, Kraaa, get in the van.”

“Kraaa!” agreed the bulldog ant, scurrying in behind her as she slammed the door and fired up the big, boxy vehicle.

The dangerous rumble of the 2000-horsepower engine was like chicken soup for Jenny’s soul after a goblin gangbang. She felt her body connecting with the armored van. The engine was her heart, the fuel lines her veins. She knew Death Van could take a lot of punishment, but she doubted it could withstand that heavy machinegun on the school’s roof for long.

“Kraaa!” urged the ant.

“I know, I know, but my friend is in town somewhere,” said Jenny. “I can’t just drive away and leave him.”

“Kraaa,” argued the ant.

“Well, sometimes discretion is the better part of valor, but in this case I need that stupid ape,” said Jenny. “George knows how to get to Atlantis and how to get into the Seedy Sea. If I’m going to save Roggo, I’m going to—”

The first ripping thunder of the machinegun interrupted Jenny’s one-sided conversation with the bulldog ant. Shells whistled past Death Van and a few banged against the armor as she threw the huge vehicle into gear and floored the accelerator.

Dust plumed behind the van and Jenny swerved and accelerated through the town square, scattering goblins, smashing through the remains of the stockade, and dodging heavy machinegun rounds as best she could. One did spang into an unarmored spot on Death Van, creating a smoking hole and sending sparks rattling around the back.

“Kraaa,” whimpered the ant, folding his antennae against his head and ducking low in the seat beside Jenny.

There was no stopping Jenny once she was locked into the driver’s seat and Death Van was in motion. She weaved through the sprays of machinegun fire and smashed through a hasty barricade, sending goblins screeching and fleeing in every direction.

“These things are definitely worse than Scrags,” she said, bouncing over one of the goblins that was a little slow and feeling it crunch under the tires of Death Van.

“Kraaa,” agreed the ant.

They disappeared into the desert, circling away in plumes of dust until they reached the shelter of a rock formation. Jenny parked the van and went through the back. The goblins had looted her gear but had never found her cleverly concealed smuggler’s hold. She donned a fresh pair of shorts and a tank and pulled out her scoped, bolt-action rifle. She only had a dozen high-caliber rounds, so she would need to use them wisely.

“Do you want to stay with the van and guard it?” she asked Kraaa.

“KRAAA!” The ant bounced excitedly, its antennae’ flopping as the van jostled under its weight.

“Okay, boy, but keep quiet,” she said. “And I haven’t forgotten that reward I promised. Trust me. You’re gonna get it.”

“Kraaa,” he agreed, nuzzling at her hand.

They took the long way back to the goblin village, avoiding the enraged goblin patrols and the revving motorcycles of scouts looking for the van’s tracks. Too bad for them that Death Van was equipped with a drag curtain to obscure tire tracks. It would take them days to find her ride and by then she planned to be long gone.

They reached the dairy, where things were unusually quiet after the punishing fucking from the goblins. The girls were mostly in their stalls resting, although a few were gathered in the main barn discussing what was happening in the village. Jenny and Kraaa crept up on them to eavesdrop on the cow girls’ conversation.

“I knew we couldn’t trust that wasteland woman,” said a heifer as she rubbed soothing ointment into her huge, raw tits and thick reddened nipples. “She claimed she could help us with Boss Gubgub, but she ran off and only made things worse. They’re gonna up the milk quota and force us to play harem slave to the boss twice as often.”

“Oh, shut it, Rita,” said Betty, one of the most buxom of the cow girls and the one Jenny had dealt with before. “She tried to help us, but there’s just so dang many goblins that she couldn’t make a difference.”

“She made a difference,” sulked Rita.

“Well, I say she’s a hero,” said Cornflower, a young blonde cow girl with a more bestial face than most of the other humanlike girls. “She was getting humped on by all those gobbos and the boss and she still managed to escape.”

“And left us high and dry,” said Louisa, a stout brunette cow girl with her massive milkers balance in both hands.

“I didn’t leave anyone,” said Jenny, stepping out from behind a bale of hay.

“It’s her!” cried Rita.

“I need your help still,” said Jenny. “I need to know where my friend, George, is being held by the goblins. I need to rescue him.”

“You came back,” said Betty with excitement. “Oh, but you’re gonna get us in a mess of trouble if they find us… AHHHH! It’s a milk sucker!”

“Kraaa!” squeaked the ant, his antennae going rigid as he began scurrying around in terror behind Jenny.

“Kill it!” shouted Rita.

“Hit it with a shovel!” screamed Louisa.

“MoooOOOOooo!”

“Tackle it and kick it to death!” shouted Betty.

“No! He’s friendly! He listens to what I tell him to do!” Jenny tried to get herself between the cow girls and the frightened ant. “He rescued me from the stockade!”

Jenny pushed several girls back and surprised them with the desperate way she was protecting the ant. Kraaa was backed into a corner, but Jenny wasn’t moving aside to let them get their hands on him.

“Did you hear me? He saved me!” She shouted again and finally the cow girls reluctantly pulled back.

“Those things creep into the barn when we’re being milked and latch onto our tits,” snarled Rita. “Leave horrible bite marks and we’ll lose a whole day’s milkin’ and get in big trouble with them gobbos!”

“Well, not this one,” said Jenny. “He’ll do whatever I tell him.

“Prove it,” demanded Rita.

“I’m afraid she’s right, wastelander,” said Betty. “We can’t trust that thing around us unless you can somehow prove it obeys commands.”

“Uh, alright,” said Jenny. “Okay. Just take a couple steps back and I can prove it.”

The cow girls took a step back, some murmuring angrily and a few those brandishing pitchforks and shovels. She knew this was a gamble. Kraaa had listened to her so far, but he was all wound up because of the angry cow girls.

She knew one thing he wanted so much that even fear might not deter him.

Jenny gave Betty a last glance, begging for patience with the look in her eyes, then she eased down her shorts and bare the creamy peach of her bottom. She sunk down to her knees in front of the gathered cow girls and looked back over her shoulder at the cringing, clicking giant ant.

“Alright, Kraaa,” she said. “Don’t mind those mean girls. Come here boy. Mama needs some lovin’.”

Kraaa’s antennae lifted and he cocked his head, looking from the angry mob of cow girls to Jenny’s bare bottom and dripping cunt.

“That’s right,” she said, swinging her round hips slowly back and forth. “I know what you need, Kraaa. Give me that buggy red rocket.”

The cow girls muttered in disbelief that Jenny would offer herself up to a creature they considered to be a bothersome pest. They were outraged, but not so much that they didn’t want to see what would happen next. Some of them leaned closer for a better look as Kraaa began to cautiously approach Jenny’s bare hindquarters.

Jenny gasped as she felt the ant’s antennae tickle against the backs of her thighs. A moment later she felt a warm sniffing between her legs and over the crack of her ass. Her legs quivered slightly as she felt a hot pulse of anticipation.

“KRAAA!” The ant struck suddenly, causing Jenny and most of the cow girls to cry out in shock.

He mounted Jenny unceremoniously, hooking his forelimbs over her hips and pulling her plush bottom back against the brownish underside of his body. She felt the warm, slimy tip of his cock at her entrance and, an instant later, it was pushing inside her. Lumpy and swollen, flared like a canine cock and knotted at the base. She gasped as his first thrust buried the full length of his cock inside her.

“Ohhhhh fuckkkk,” she gasped, fingers digging into the straw covering the floor. “Oh wow, that’s deep!”

“Kraaa!” exclaimed the overgrown insect. He was lighter than she had expected, probably only weighing about 80 pounds even though he was almost as big as her, but he was incredibly strong. And very excited. He rutted into her with the abdominal thrusts of a wild beast, plunging his cock, knot and all, in and out of her slick cunny.

“I’ve never seen a milk sucker do that before,” admitted Rita.

“Does that actually… feel good?” asked Betty.

“Ohhhh my god,” gasped Jenny, her tits swinging beneath her and her ass clapping with each plunge of Kraaa’s cock. “So good. It’s incredible. One of the best… cocks… ohhhhhh! FUCK! Cumming!”

She couldn’t hold back and she pushed herself onto Kraaa’s jackhammering jizz prod. She felt the flattened tip smearing her womb with insect slime as her inner walls tensed around him and gripped his thrusting cock with her spasms of ecstasy. She bucked furiously, taking him down to the pussy-stretching knot, meeting those beastly bug thrusts with her wanton lust.

“Kraaa! Kraaa!” The overgrown ant suddenly clamped his fleshy mandibles onto the back of Jenny’s neck, pinning her head down and her ass up. His exoskeleton arched atop her and he drove deep. His inner gonads pulsated and pumped and his cum jetted into Jenny’s hot, thirst pussy.

“Oh, wow! He’s cumming inside her!” cried one cow girl.

“I wonder if a milk sucker can knock a woman up,” cried Rita.

“No way,” said Betty. “But look at all that cum! Even with the big bug’s knot it’s pouring out of her!”

Jenny could feel that it was true. Her face burned with shame at being mounted and mated by Kraaa, but she couldn’t stop herself. She milked his goo for every spurt, squeezing him again and again with her inner muscles. It feels so warm and nice inside her.

She almost regretted how much was pouring of her pussy, particularly when Kraaa finally pulled back and his knot popped free. A gush of his cum spilled out of Jenny’s gaped cunny and she whimpered with shameful pleasure, feeling the bug cum spill onto the straw.

“Alright,” declared Rita, admiring the puddle of cum. “We won’t kill your bug.”

“And we’ll help you get your friend back,” said Betty. “They’re keeping him in the old movie theater in town and they’re using him for target practice.”

“It’s gonna take an army to get in there,” warned Louisa.

Jenny stood up and gave Kraaa an affectionate pat on his head. She looked around the barn at the cow girls still staring at her with a mixture of awe and revulsion.

“Lucky for me, I have an army,” she said, winking at Betty.

The goblins had no idea what was coming for them.

Jenny, Kraaa, and the cow girls attacked the movie theater just after dark. They waited for most of the goblins to gather at the barn and begin angrily searching for the missing milkers.

When most of the town was occupied with the hunt for the cow girls, Death Van came roaring out of the mountains and smashed through the dusty brick wall of the movie theater. Goblins scattered and were met with a posse of gun-toting, big-boobied cow girls rushing out of the van’s side door. Most of the goblins promptly surrendered, but a few had to be roughly convinced to give up.

“Take care of these green creeps,” said Jenny to Betty and Rita. “I’m going to track down George.”

She found poor George tied to a giant dartboard in the basement of the theater. His fur was matted with blood, and he hung limp from ropes atop the patterns of the dartboard painted on the wall. The goblins had fired arrows and thrown knives at him and he seemed to be dead.

“George, are you still with me?” she asked.

“Ooo ooo eeee,” murmured George, slowly opening his eyes. “Jenny… is that you? Or am I dreaming?”

She could see that his condition was bad. She ran her hand over his clumpy fur and felt the depth of his wounds with her Bombshell Powers. Infection was already beginning to set in and he probably wouldn’t last another night.

Not without Jenny’s help.

“Just try to relax, George,” she said, unzipping his bloodstained pants.

“What are you… doing to… ohhhhhhh…”

Jenny wrapped her lips around George’s curious cock and began to suck. Giving a blowjob to a dying ape might have seemed like an odd thing to do to the cow girls that followed her down to the basement.

But when George began to hoot with pleasure and started pumping her mouth full of his cum, well, that was when Jenny’s magic started. She gulped George’s last spurts and let her healing light reach out to him. His wounds closed and the infection was burned away by Jenny’s Bombshell Powers.

By the time his deflated cock had slipped from Jenny’s mouth, George was almost back to normal.

“How did you do that?” wondered Rita.

“Are you like an angel?” asked Betty.

“She is,” said George as Jenny helped him down from the ropes looped around his arms and legs. He looked over warily at Kraaa. “Oh, and what is that thing? Where did you find it?”

“Kraaa,” explained Kraaa.

“That’s right,” said Jenny, patting the ant’s head. “He’s a good boy. He’s going to be coming with us.”

“Okay,” said George, tucking his cock into his trousers. “Just promise me no more unnecessary detours to help cow girls rise up against goblins.”

“Hey, we’re taking over this town because of her,” said Rita. She turned to the other armed cow girls and shouted, “Come on, ladies! Let’s get Gubgub out of that school house.”

“Yeah, stop by next time you’re in these parts,” said Betty. “We’ll give you a nice cool glass of milk.”

“I prefer it warm and from the source,” said Jenny with a wink. “Sorry I can’t stick around and help with your revolution, but we’d better get going. We have a lot of miles to cover before we reach Atlantis.”

“We’ll take those green bullies,” said Betty. “Thanks to the guns and ammo you gave us.”

Ten minutes later, Death Van was on the road again with Jenny driving and George in the passenger seat. Kraaa was sleeping in the back, still clearly proud of himself for having the chance to mount a beauty like Jenny.

They turned off the main highway and followed the ancient map east. Storm clouds gathered on the distant horizon promising rain. They passed a rusty sign with a painted marker: Bayou Buglands 150 miles.
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Gator Bait and Turtle Power

“Fuck!” growled Jenny.

Another mosquito the size of a motorcycle came buzzing out of the dense bayou mangroves and flew directly into the path of Death Van. Jenny swerved hard to avoid it slamming into the windshield. Even with the armored slats, she wasn’t sure the van could withstand the impact from a 500-pound skeeter. And even if it did, she wouldn’t want the task of squeegeeing off the bug guts.

The mosquito went buzzing obliviously past the van and into the darkness behind them. George peeked out through his hairy fingers and then lowered his hands from his simian face.

“Why do they keep doing that?” he asked.

“Kraaa,” suggested the giant friendly ant cuddled up between Jenny and George’s seats.

“Yeah, I think you’re right,” said Jenny. “It’s the headlights. They’re attracted to the light or the heat from the lamps or something. I’m going to need to drive in the dark.”

“You can drive without lights?” asked George, giving the beautiful, buxom Bombshell a doubting look.

“Yeah, no problem, monkeyman,” said Jenny. “I connect to the van. I can feel the road beneath the tires. I don’t need to have headlights to see.”

She smirked at George and switched off the headlights. What she had told George was true, she felt the van like it was an extension of her body. Despite her bravado, it turned out driving without the headlights was no easier because of her Bombshell powers. It was like running in the dark. After about thirty seconds she felt the road give way and let out a yelp as they plunged over an embankment.

The front end of Death Van collided with the murky swamp water with a crash, a wave of filthy liquid spraying up the windshield. She threw the van in reverse, backing out of the bayou in a spray of mud and plants. She managed to get the van on level ground but couldn’t back up any further as the front wheels dug into the muck.

The shock of being linked to the vehicle caused her to gasp like she was being pushed face down into mud. The van shut off and her mind disconnected from the vehicle. She activated the armored van’s parking brake.

“No problem, huh?” George said, sitting up straight.

“Kraaa,” agreed the giant ant, using one of his segmented legs to rub his bent left antenna back into shape.

“I’m just not used to this terrain,” said Jenny, rolling her neck to make sure nothing was broken. “Ugh. You boys stay put in the van. I’m going to get out and check on the damage.”

Jenny stepped out into the hot, humid air, her body and white tank almost instantly drenched in sweat. Her boots squelched on the muddy bank of the bayou, and she soon realized that the wheels of Death Van were caught in the mud. The front end was slowly beginning to tilt downward, which she stopped by chocking it with some pieces of wood from a nearby log, but those would only hold so long.

“If I don’t get this thing out of the mud in the next hour or two it’s going to sink to the bottom of the bayou.” If that happened, she doubted there were any friendly mechanics with winches ready to help her get the van back out.

She squinted into the dark swampland. Glowbugs as big as her fist were winking on and off among the trees. Bigger creatures moved in the bayou, their bodies visible only as dark lumps, but their passage producing wakes in the water.

Jenny was so fixed on the movement in the distance that she failed to notice what was happening in the bayou only inches from her boots. The dark shape surged out of the water, snapping her boot in huge jaws. She cried as dagger-sized teeth pierced her foot and then screamed as she was dragged by her leg into the warm, dark waters of the bayou.

“What the fuck… damn it… aAAAAH!” She managed to kick whatever was dragging her underwater. It released her from its jaws only to grab her around her waist in brawny, scale arms. By the light of a nearby glowbug, she saw it. A huge, mossy, humanoid alligator.

“Jus’ go sweet, little meat,” crooned the alligator in a heavily accented voice. “You jus’ come on down where it’s nice an’ quiet with old uncle Patrice.”

“Fuck you, lizard man!”

“A lizard? Oh no, cher, I’m a proper gator man,” chuckled the hulking gator with the long, fang-filled snout and the bulky, brawny, algae-furred body. “Been a long time since I seen a regular human. And that one wasn’t as sweet as you, cher. Body like yours is gonna make a fine dinner.”

His hands had stubby fingers, but they proved incredibly powerful as the claws tore through Jenny’s wet tank top and raked at her flesh. She cried out, twisting in the gator’s grasp. Her plump tits spilled free, milk gushing from one nipple and coloring the muddy bayou water like cream in coffee.

“Ho ho, you is even better than I thought,” laughed the gator, dragging Jenny’s lower half into the water and chomping on her tits. She winced, his teeth piercing her in a few places, but not deep enough to do any real damage as the gator man slurped on her breasts. Both of them nearly fit in his huge mouth, overflowing his jaws and spurting her cream against his tongue as he dragged her completely under the bayou’s waters.

“MMMMMM!” cried Jenny, kicking and struggling. Warm, filthy water filled her nose and lungs. Her head swam with the pain of drowning, yet Jenny couldn’t drown. Her Bombshell powers kept her constantly healed. The wounds caused by the gator man’s teeth closed just as quickly.

He looked at her with confusion, bubbles escaping from his nostrils. He turned her weightless, submerged body over and shucked off her shorts. He took hold of her from behind, pulling her against his scaly underbelly. It was then that she felt the gator man’s huge cock rubbing at her cunt. Her immortal nature had just turned the death roll into the fuck roll.

“Mmmmmmmmmgggmmgmgg!” She protested, trapped bubbles escaping her mouth in a rush as the gator man thrust his cock inside her.

Despite the initial surprise and terror, his slimy cock felt incredible thrusting deep into her cunt and beating against her backwalls. His penis was wedge shaped and reminded her a bit of Roggo’s, but slenderer and slightly longer. The gator man rolled and spun in the muck, sending mutant catfish squirming away as he rutted into Jenny’s warm human cunny.

“Mmmmmggggmm,” she moaned, lungs burning and healing with pulses of her power.

He pressed down into the soft sludge at the bottom of the bayou, old leaves and sticks and dead things churned up by the tail-swinging rut of the gator man. Her milk pulsed out, clouding into the tannin-dark water around her.

Despite a situation that would have been fatal to any human minutes earlier, Jenny began to enjoy the submerged fuck. She moved and slid her ass back against the rutting gator. This caused him to gurgle and intensify his rut.

Before she knew what was happening, he had spun her on his cock and trapped her on her back beneath his belly. His jaws locked around her head for leverage and he thrust harder and harder into her cunt. Her belly bulged. Her cunt gripped. She felt the thick, slimy rush of his cum pumping into her depths. A flood of seed that floated out of her folds in between gripping pulses of pleasure. Her orgasm, so intense that she almost blacked out, seemed to calm the gator man.

He let her slip free, his eyes rolling with blissful pleasure, which allowed Jenny to wriggle out of his embrace and swim to the surface.

Her rut with the gator man had carried them far from the shore. She could just make out Death Van still stuck in the mud in the distance. She turned slowly, seeing the bayou mapped out in flashes of green and yellow glowbug light. There, in the distance, was a more persistent glow. A lantern or fire burning inside a hut of some kind.

She reckoned the gator man was between her and Death Van. Though sated, he might still decide to try to make a meal of Jenny. She could heal most injuries, but she didn’t want to lose an arm or a leg or, worse, get swallowed whole by the gator. She decided to swim towards the light. George and Kraa would have to fend for themselves a little longer.

She could feel the gator cum squeezing out of her pussy as she kicked and swam and finally pulled herself ashore. She was dripping wet, wearing nothing but her boots and socks as she clomped dripping onto the muddy bank.

The burning in her tortured lungs subsided. She arose slowly, her strength returning with the warmth of the Bombshell powers within her. She staggered towards the shack made of old war-scorched metal and pieces of boats and cars. Smoke issued from a chimney. She was about to knock when she heard a groan from within.

“Hello?” she called, leaning her wet body against the doorframe. “Is someone in there?”

“Hellllp,” came a muffled reply. “Help meeee.”

“Help?” The very idea of calling out for help in a place like this seemed strange, but Jenny considered it an invitation to enter the shack.

She yanked twice to force open the door made from some old refrigerator machine. It groaned in protest and she stepped inside, surprised to find the light was from an old battery-powered lantern hanging from a hook on the ceiling.

The shack looked like something had exploded inside a garage. It was heaped with junk. A great mound of parts and scrap and wires occupied most of the space. There was a work bench, and some tools, but the junk pile filled the shack.

“Hello? Who is in here?” asked Jenny, nudging the scrap with her boot.

“Please,” came the reply from the junk pile. “I was… fixing the generator… and something tipped… oh bother… I’m stuck in here. Please. Can you get me out?”

Jenny grinned. Like Hogan always said, a friend in need was a friend about to owe you big time.

“Yeah, I can get you out,” said Jenny. “Can you help me get my van out?”

“I have a winch, but it’s down here with me,” came the feeble reply. “You have to pull me out. Then I’ll help you.”

“Alright,” said Jenny. “Sounds fair.”

She dug through the junk piled up and worked an axel into the junk. Using that as a lever, she began to shift the heap of metal. She grunted and strained, her muscles bulging in her arms and shoulders and her bare breasts jiggling with each slippage of the axel. Finally, she managed to lever the huge pile upwards enough for a dark shape to crawl out.

He was a turtle man. Distinct from a tortoise man, which she had seen once or twice in the desert, this one had a friendlier face, oddly blue eyes, and a smooth shell that seemed more manageable than the armored boxes of the tortoise men she had encountered. He had a beaked nose and mouth and big, webbed hands that ended in claws not unlike the gator man. Perhaps strangest of all, he was wearing a giant T-shirt, ripped almost in rags, over the top half of his body.

“You’re human,” said the turtle man, his eyes slowly widening as he looked Jenny over. “And you’re naked. Like, uh, extremely naked.”

“Jenny is the name,” she said, leaning on the upright axel and extending her free hand to the turtle man.

“Botticelli,” said the turtle man, shaking her hand. “Bott for short. What… how… what are you doing here?”

“Just passing through the bayou on my way to Atlantis. Your friendly neighborhood alligator man tried to eat me and ripped off my clothes.”

“Gator Jim,” said the turtle. “He has tried to eat me several times but I’m too big and tough for his mouth. I’m surprised he didn’t manage to eat you.”

“Well, he did get me a bit worked up rolling around under water,” said Jenny, blushing slightly at the memory of what Gator Jim had done to her. “I mean… I’m not picky. My boyfriend is a frog.”

“Oh, wow, really?”

“Actually, yeah, and he’s real sick, that why I’m headed to Atlantis. I don’t suppose you could help me get out of the bayou?” Jenny stepped closer and squeezed her soft curves against the hard underside of Bott’s shell. “I mean… if you could… I’d be real grateful.”

“Ahhhh… I might know a way out,” said Bott, watching Jenny’s breasts squish against his plastron. “You mean… ohhhhh…”

Jenny’s fingers found the root of Bott’s tail and felt a glistening warmth beginning to slide out from under it and upwards onto his belly. Pink. Thick. Growing longer by the second.

“That’s my… you’re touching my… my gadget,” said Bott, leaning his shell’s back against the wall of the shack and watching Jenny’s fingers wrap around his somewhat prehensile pink cock. It had a wide flattened head and a slender shaft that made the head swing back and forth like a throbbing pink hammer.

“Gadget? That’s funny,” giggled Jenny, dropping to a crouch in front of Bott. “Well, if you can help me winch my van out of the muck and show me the way to Atlantis, you deserve a little something special.”

“What sort of someth—OH! You mean thaaaaaAHHHT! Ahhhh!”

She’d already been gunked by a gator in the bayou. She figured she might as well slurp down some hot turtle soup.

The turtle man’s head dropped back on his long neck as Jenny stuffed her mouth full of fresh, slippery, hammer-headed turtle cock. His wide cockhead was surprisingly soft and spongy, allowing her to work the whole thing past her lips as she began to suck him. She wondered how long it had been since Bott had been with a woman. She slurped and sucked and caressed him. For several minutes.

His cock remained hard, leaking precum, but he had not exploded like she had been expecting. With effort, she popped her lips free.

“Is something wrong with it? I can usually make a guy cum in three minutes flat.”

“Oh, well, um, I do things at my own pace, being a turtle and all,” said Bott. “It might help if we, um, did it the other way.”

There were a lot of other ways to do it, but Jenny picked one by turning around, bending over, and reaching back to guide Bott’s cock into her hot, slick cunt. She was still dripping gator jizz, which proved helpful in forcing Bott’s hammer head of cock into her pussy. She moaned as it spread her wide and rubbed inside her as she began to work her hips.

Bott grabbed hold of her and began to rut almost like he was trying to climb over her back. His plastron pressed against her butt and his cock jerked and twitched as he worked it in and out of her pussy. His technique drove her wild. The rubbing inside her, the hot, slimy throbbing, and even the agonizing slowness of it. All incredible.

She came the first time bouncing her butt off his plastron. She came again on her back as he climbed over her and rubbed his ridged abdomen against her body. She came a third time as she rode atop him, working her hips and bouncing her plush butt onto his midsection.

“You’ve gotta… cum… soon,” she gasped, tits bouncing wildly. “Or my van’s… gonna be parked… at the bottom… mmmmm… of the bayou.”

Bott’s claws gripped her hips tightly. His cock pulsed and jerked inside her.

“OOOOOOOoooooooOOOO,” he groaned, squinting as he slowly bucked under her. No matter how fast or hard she rode him, his thrusts remained slow.

Finally, she felt his cock pulsing. This was followed by the hot spurts of his mutant cum deep into her pussy. Spurts that continued intermittently for several minutes as wave after wave of orgasmic pleasure seemed to compel Bott’s motions. Each time he stopped moving and she thought he was done, he would start up again, thrusting upwards and spurting more of his warm goo into her cunt.

“Sorry,” he rasped. “Even that takes a long time.”

“It’s okay,” panted Jenny, sweaty and exhausted from riding him. “I’ll keep going…”

She told herself that this had better be worth it. This slow motion fuckfest had better get her van out of the muck and on the way to Atlantis.

Then she stopped feeling annoyed as another orgasm rippled through her depths. She rode on, moaning his name as she squeezed and milked the mutant turtle’s spurting cock.
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Piggy Surprise

The last thing Jenny was expecting to block her path to Atlantis was a giant iron gate. It spanned all four lanes of crumbling highway and hung from two towers of haphazard stone built from piles of old concrete barriers. The terrain to either side of the road was impassable jungle, making the gate effective at stopping traffic. She could see small encampments of mutants on either side and smoke from a cook fire.

Death Van idled beside her as she stood at the open door, peering out over the rise through binoculars. Many mutants had beastly features like dog heads or lizard bodies, but a few were this hulking, grayish-green type she had never seen before. They were all enormously muscular and had hairless heads and pointed ears, beady red eyes and tusks.

“What are those things?” wondered Jenny. “Some sort of super mutant?”

Bott, who had decided to join Jenny on her quest, leaned his long, leathery neck out of the van’s open side door. “Those are called ‘orcs.’ Nasty things. They sometimes come into the bayou on fan boats and hunt for gators and turtles to cook up for meat. That’s what happened to my cousin.”

“Filthy cannibals,” muttered George.

Cannibals were unfortunately not uncommon in the wasteland, even among pure humans.

“Okay, so what are they doing out here blocking the highway?” Jenny looked at the raised embankments and swampy landscape that channeled all traffic down the road. There was no easy way of going around this roadblock.

“Maybe they eat travelers too?” suggested George, sitting in the front passenger seat.

“Kraa,” added the mutant ant, wiggling his antennae in agreement.

“I’ve dealt with my share of cannibals,” said Jenny, reaching down to stroke her sidearm. “I’m good at convincing them to look elsewhere for dinner. But that’s a lot of these so-called ‘orcs’ and I don’t want them getting their hands on Death Van.”

“Kraa,” added Kraa, reaching up from the back seat to rest one insect paw on Jenny’s leg.

“Don’t worry, boy, I won’t let them make a meal out of you either,” said Jenny. “But there has to be a way through this gate that doesn’t involve submitting to those big greenies.”

She pulled off the road and into a dip in the jungle that enclosed the highway. She shut off the engine and looked from George to Kraa and Bott in the back.

“What’s the plan, Jenny? Want me to scout around?” asked George.

“I’d rather stay here,” said Bott, sniffing slightly. “Don’t want to end up as turtle soup.”

“All of you are staying here,” said Jenny. “I’m leaving… Kraa in charge. You’re the boss, Kraa, you keep George and Bott in line and protect the van.”

“Kraa!” The giant ant snapped to attention and saluted with one black claw.

“Where are you going?”  asked George.

“Into that encampment,” said Jenny. “There has to be a mutant down there who knows another way through or around the gate.”

Jenny swung open the driver’s door and stepped out of the van, her boots squelching loudly on the damp jungle floor. George and Bott started to object, but Kraa put them in their place with a fierce growl of, “Kraa!”

“Keep ‘em in line,” said Jenny, blowing Kraa a kiss before setting off into the jungle parallel to the road.

She drew her revolver as she approached the mutant encampment. She could see straight away that things were not pleasant for the mutants living there. Many of them looked malnourished or sick. Refugees from some wasteland conflict so horrible that cowering in the shadow of this gate was preferrable.

There were a few groups of mutants that looked like the sort of rough types she might have seen in Watertown. Bikers and raiders and tough scavengers. These groups of outlaws and their ramshackle vehicles were hanging around a pair of fuel pumps, one on each end of the gate, being manned and guarded by heavily armed orcs.

In addition to the raiders, there were the usual sorts of peddlers and prostitutes hanging around these groups trying to sell trinkets or ammo or sex for a little bit of whatever passed for water tokens around the gate.

The orcs towered over the outlaws and clearly barely tolerated them. While Jenny watched, more than once, the outlaws got rowdy and an orc brandished a weapon, usually some sort of axe or shotgun, and the outlaws went running.

The third time this happened, the outlaws didn’t quiet down or run fast enough, and the huge orc impaled a mutant jackrabbit on an all-metal spear and lifted him off the ground as blood poured down the mutant’s kicking legs. The other muties stared in shock for a moment, then ran for their vehicles and sped away.

Jenny was beginning to understand just how much she did not want to fuck with these gray-green brutes with the bald heads, pointed ears, and slabs of muscle. She approached the part of the settlement furthest from the orcs guarding the gate, drawn by the scent of stew. She crept cautiously closer to a large tent lit from within by lanterns. A patrol of orc warriors suddenly rounded the corner and she turned and walked the other one.

“You,” growled one of the orcs. “Small girl. You come here.”

Jenny broke and ran, ignoring the shouts from the orcs as they set off in pursuit. She used the tangled nature of the settlement to conceal herself as she ran among the shacks and tents. She grabbed an old blanket forgotten on an old drying line and wrapped it around herself. There was more shouting and she sensed multiple groups of orcs converging on her position.

She hadn’t done anything to earn their anger, but she had also noticed there were no other non-mutants in the settlement. That suggested she was in real trouble if the orcs got their green hands on her.

As they closed in from every direction, she dove into a shack built from a tent and the front end of a truck. Her body crashed into something soft, warm, and blubbery and she heard a distinct, “Oof!”

Jenny’s hands seemed to sink into a huge cushion as she managed to push herself up from the softness beneath her. She found herself face-to-face with a big-faced mutant with eyes wide with fear. He started to squeal with surprise and she clamped a hand over his snout.

“Shhhhhhh,” she hissed. “Shut up, or I’m going to shut you up.”

“We find you, humie! We smell your cunt!” shouted one of the orcs. She could hear them coming closer and starting to search inside tents. She had to think of something fast.

“Hide me,” she whispered to the pig mutant. “I’ll pay you for it.”

She uncovered his mouth just enough that he could speak.

“Where can I hide you?” he asked, looking around his little improvised shelter. “Even if I wanted to, there’s nowhere to hide.”

Jenny looked the big pig man over by the light breaking through gaps in the tarp being used as a tent. He was almost as fat as Roggo and wearing an ill-fitting T-shirt and shorts. His entire body had the pinkish coloration of a pig, but his hands and feet seemed to be human. Then a hiding place occurred to her. Not a moment too soon.

Seconds later, the orcs yanked open the tarp and one held a torch inside.

“Where are you, girl?” demanded one of the orcs.

“I can’t smell her,” sniffed another. “Just this fat pig.”

“Disgusting,” said a third, prodding the pig man with the barrel of a shotgun. “Maybe we roast him up for supper.”

“Please, no, I’m a rock trader,” said the pig. “Do you want to see my rocks?”

“Shut up!” snarled the orc, smashing the pig in his snout.

Jenny heard it all and was nearly crushed under the pig as he sat atop her. She figured that since Roggo had smothered her with his fat body countless times she could withstand a few minutes under this pig. It was only barely true. She could feel her ribs and hip bones straining under his big, sweaty bulk.

But her ruse worked. The pig never gave her up, although the barrel of her gun pressed into his back was certainly a good motivation to stay quiet. The orcs, disgusted by the pig, left the tent. She waited a few seconds, listening to them move away and disturb others.

“You did good,” she wheezed, pushing at his flabby back. “Now get the hell off me.”

“Unnh, sorry,” said the pig, rolling off of her and into and awkward kneeling position. “Now, please, go away. I’m scared.”

“What’s your name, piggy?” she asked.

“It’s just ‘Piggy’,” he sighed.

“Really? I guessed it?”

He nodded sadly, adjusting a pair of spectacles perched atop his snout. “It’s all anyone has ever called me. Usually before they beat me up or take my rocks or bugs.”

“Bugs and rocks? That’s what you sell?” She looked over at the cases filled with polished stones and the jars containing buzzing mutant insects.

“Yeah, I go out in the jungle to collect them,” he said. “But not far. Not out past where it’s safe.”

“Well, my name is Jenny,” she said, offering Piggy her hand. “I need to get through this gate, and I bet you know a way around it.”

“Maybe,” admitted Piggy.

“I’m trying to get to Atlantis and the Seedy Sea.”

“The CDC? No, you don’t want to go there.” Piggy looked at her seriously. “That’s where the monsters lives.”

“The monsters?” Jenny, who had been preparing to make her getaway, sat back down beside the blubbery pig. “Have you looked around you? There are monsters everywhere.”

“Not like these,” he said. “It’s like a factory for monsters there. That’s why I ran away a long time ago.”

“So you know the way to get back from here,” she said, excitedly grabbing Piggy by his T-shirt. “You can take us there!”

“No, I’m… I’m afraid, Jenny. It’s terrible there.” He shrunk away from her, somehow managing to look small even though he was over twice her bulk.

“Look, Piggy,” she said, pulling him back towards her. “If you can get us in there and you know you’re way around then you are taking us. You need to find your courage. Be brave.”

“Brave? Me? B-but, I’m just a little Piggy.”

“Little?” Jenny scoffed, shoving the blubbery scaredy-cat back onto the sweat-damp pillow he was using to prop himself up. “There’s nothing little about you. In fact, you’re one of the biggest men I’ve ever met. I bet you can take on an orc.”

“Take on… me!? No! No, I can’t. Please. I’m not brave. I’ll never be brave… I’ll never…”

She draped herself over his belly, her tits against his flabby chest as she teased his snout with a fingertip. “You won’t be brave, even for me?”

“For you, Jenny? I don’t know you. But… but you mean… ohhhh!”

His eyes widened as her hand caressed the bulge beneath his belly. Her fingertips kneaded the lump as it began to stiffen and reveal its twisty outline against his shorts.

“There are rewards for brave piggies,” she gasped, rubbing her body against him as her hand worked up and down his shaft through his shorts. “Will you get us past the gate? And lead us down into the Seedy Sea?”

“But I’m scared,” he whined. “Skrrrronk.”

“Shhhhh,” she said, shucking off her top and letting her soft tits drop free. “Be brave, Piggy. You can come along with us. You can show us the way.”

She took his hands and brought them to her breasts. She squeezed his fingers into her ample mounds and milk sprayed out from her nipples and darkened the front of his shirt.

“Milk?” he gasped in surprise.

“That’s right,” she said, hefting a breast towards his snout. “Do you like… milk?”

She pushed and his lips parted. Her nipple and most of her areola pressed into his mouth and her milk sprayed Piggy’s tongue. He moaned, his eyes rolling fearfully, but his lusty instincts taking over. He grabbed hold of Jenny’s tits, crushing them against his face as he began to loudly slurp at her spurting nipples.

“Oh! That’s right! Don’t be afraid! Be brave! Be my big, brave Piggy! Ohhhhh! Yessss! Suck those tits!”

“Mmmmmm skkkrrrroommmmk!” His snorts and oinks were muffled in the hot valley of her cleavage as he devoured her tits with sudden enthusiasm.

She had turned the pig loose at the trough and all his instincts took over. He surged against her, his hands groping her body as he planted snuffling kisses and licks all over her tits until his snout arrived at her mouth.

He looked at her uncertainly for a moment, then gave a decisive “SKRONK!” and kissed her. His thick tongue thrust into her mouth as he climbed atop her.

“Mmmmm that’s right mmmmm, be a big brave Piggy,” she moaned, spreading her legs and working down her shorts. “Show me what a big Piggy you are.”

He practically tore off his own shorts and grabbed his cock, guiding it awkwardly towards the hot seam of her cunt. She gasped as his twisty tip nudged her folds. Her slickness mingling with his dripping precum.

“You’d let me fuck you more?” He asked. “If I show the way?”

“Every day, Piggy,” she said. “Whatever it takes to give you the courage. Until I have what I need.”

“Al-alright! I’ll do it! SKRREEE-ONNNK!” He squealed with delight as he thrust his twisting pink prick deep into Jenny’s cunt. The fat pig’s cock was huge. As long as her forearm, but not as thick as she had been expecting.

But it felt incredible.

Hot, throbbing, and slippery. Piggy put his full weight behind each thrust, hunching over Jenny, his flabby flesh against hers as he screwed his piggy cock against her backwalls. Each thrust sent a tremor of pleasure through her body. Her feet in the air to either side of him as he mashed another wet kiss to her lips and his slimy tongue pushed into her mouth.

Piggy’s massive hog balls slapped against her ass, tightening with each thrust like a drawstring was cinching them against the root of his cock.

“Ohhhh, fuck, you’re going to make me cum, big boy,” she moaned, feeling her core tighten with ecstasy. “Yessssss. That cock is so good. Give it to me, Piggy. Tickle my womb with that corkscrew. Show me how good you’re gonna fuck me… every day… ohhhhh yessss!”

She was struck with an orgasm so intense that it curled her toes and made her see sparks in her vision. Wave after wave of orgasmic pleasure gripped the fat, pig-man’s cock.

“Oh, Roggo,” she moaned against his snout, kissing him back and cumming all over his cock as she forgot who she was with.

“SKRRRREEEEONK! CUMMING IN JENNY!” Piggy let out an oink of pleasure as his cock throbbed and his hot cum erupted deep inside her pussy. Waves of Piggy’s sperm washed her womb. A tidal wave of potent pig sperm that she could feel splashing against the guarded gates of her fertile womb.

But Jenny’s pleasure was so intense, riding atop a second orgasm triggered by the pig man’s release, that she let her defenses slip. In the molten, spurting heat of his orgasm, she felt Piggy’s sperm spilling into her womb. His gushing release finding her core.

His sperm claiming her egg.

Her whole body shook with the electrifying ecstasy of the moment. A cry of pleasure that tore through the night of the encampment. Her thighs clenched tight and her body arched beneath Piggy’s smothering bulk.

A third orgasm burst, fire-hot, inside her, as Jenny Drake was impregnated by the pig man. Her pussy gripped him and milked out every drop of his cum until it was running down the crack of her ass. She tried to tell him, to admit what had just happened, but his kiss invaded her mouth once more and she simply embraced him tightly.

She felt the warm glow of pleasure suffusing her body. A satisfaction that she had only ever felt once before.
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Temple of the Snake

“Is this going to make me braver?” asked Piggy.

The big pig mutant knelt in front of Jenny, his pants unbuttoned and unzipped, one meaty hand wrapped around his root. He stared down as Jenny lay back on the dusty old tarp. Her feet were in the air, knees almost to her tits as she reached between her thighs to grab for Piggy’s twisted pink cock.

“Yeah, it totally will,” said Jenny, her fingers gliding up and down the length of Piggy’s cock. “The more you have sex with me, the more confidence it will give you, the easier it will be for you to act brave.”

“I… I guess that makes sense,” said Piggy, thrusting slightly through her stroking fingers so that the head of his cock brushed against her slick pink folds and smeared his pre in her dark triangle of hair.

“Shouldn’t he be telling us which way to drive?” asked George, peering back through the curtain dividing the front of the van from the back. The ape man was behind the wheel, and Bott was sitting next to him in the passenger seat.

“We’re past all those nasty orcs. Just focus on the road,” said Jenny, stroking Piggy’s cock and thumping it against her straining clit. Each wet slap sent a jolt of pleasure down into her core.

“Kraaaa,” objected Kraa, curled up in his crate near Jenny’s head as she lay atop the tarp.

“You shut up too,” warned Jenny. “Or I’ll make you ride on the roof.”

“Kraa,” he replied, sounding sad, his antennae drooping.

Jenny didn’t care if Kraa was sulking. She didn’t care about Bott or George being forced to listen to her fuck Piggy in the back. Ever since she’d fucked Piggy, she had been craving more of his incredible, twisty porker prick.

She wasn’t sure if it was something about his anatomy, the pot-bellied pig’s more than passing resemblance to her beloved Roggo, or the fact that she had unintentionally but thrillingly left her defenses down when he ejaculated inside her. She wouldn’t be fully certain for a few more days, but the intensity of her orgasm when he came inside her had convinced her that Piggy had knocked her up.

“Now,” she gasped, stroking him against her slick cuntlips, “put that ham steak in me.”

Piggy might have been a coward when faced with orcs or loud noises, but when presented with Jenny’s glistening, inviting heat, he was a warrior.

“Skreeee-ONKKK!” He grunted and shoved his hips forward. The corkscrew shape of his thick pink cock twisted as it breached Jenny’s slick entrance. The sensation was incredible. She’d been with pig mutants before, but never one as perfectly endowed as Piggy. She let out a long gasp and her toes curled with pleasure.

“Oh, fuck, Piggy,” she moaned, her head falling back against the rumbling floor of the van. “That’s it. Be a brave boy. Claim your prize. Let me feel those big piggy balls hit my ass.”

Piggy oinked softly, his hands kneading Jenny’s soft thighs as he began to pump. He wasn’t a graceful lover. He was heavy, sweaty, and frantic, but the sheer enthusiasm of his thrusts hit all the right spots.

Jenny wrapped her legs around his blubbery waist, pulling him deeper, feeling the strange, pleasurable friction of his twisty tip rubbing against her cervix. Her breasts jiggled violently with the motion of the van and Piggy’s thrusts, milk leaking from her nipples to soak her straining tank top.

“I feel… I feel stronger!” Piggy announced between grunts, sweat dripping from his snout onto Jenny’s belly.

“That’s it,” Jenny panted, reaching down to fondle his heavy, swinging balls. “That’s bravery, Piggy. Be the big, bad wolf… er, pig.”

From the front seat, George let out a sigh. “If he gets any braver, he’s going to try and drive, and then we’re all dead.”

“Let them have their fun,” said Bott, his voice slow and contemplative. “Maybe the pig needs to empty his sack to clear his mind. I know I always think better after a good shell-polishing.”

Jenny ignored them, lost in the spiraling rhythm of the pig mutant. She felt the pressure building, that familiar molten heat in her womb where Piggy’s previous donation was already settling in. She bucked upwards to meet his thrusts, gripping him tightly with her powerful legs as she impaled her clutching cunt on each thrust of his plunging porker.

“Fuuuuuck! Ohhhhh, Piggy! AHHH!” She climaxed with a sharp cry, her inner muscles milking the pig’s cock, which triggered Piggy instantly. He squealed, burying his snout in her cleavage and tonguing her tits as he poured another massive load of thick, potent mutant semen into her.

These final thrusts were so intense and distracting that George nearly lost control of Death Van and drove off the highway. He recovered as Jenny caught his eye in the rearview mirror, her face flushed and sweat-damp, her breasts heaving against the heavy weight of Piggy lying atop her.

“if you wreck my van, I’m gonna kill you,” she gasped.

“S-sorry, boss,” said George, quickly returning his full attention to the road.

She stayed there with Piggy for a while, panting, his cock still drilled deep inside her and his portly body wedged between her toned thighs. The smell of sex and musk was heavy in the air of Death Van.

“Okay,” Jenny said finally, patting Piggy’s sweaty flank. “Zip up, hero. I need to take the wheel.”

“R-right,” said Piggy with a bashful smile. He grunted and slid his cock from her creamy cunt.

She felt a warm flow of his spunk down the crack of her ass and quickly reached for a rag to clean up. It did the job, but she left the deep fullness inside her as a reminder of Piggy’s newfound bravery. She crawled into the front passenger seat, displacing Bott to the back with the others.

“Alright, monkey man,” Jenny said, propping her boots on the dash. “Where the hell are we?”

George pointed through the armored windshield. They were still trapped in the ravenous swampland. If anything, the jungle had grown even bigger and more aggressive. Massive trees with purple leaves clawed at the sky, and vines as thick as pythons draped over the ruins of the old highway. This was the Green Hell, the dense jungle belt that surrounded the ruins of the Deep South.

“According to the map, and my family legends,” George said, adjusting his goggles, “we’re entering the Delta. If we want to get into the Seedy Sea shelter, we need a keycard. The old lockdown protocols might still be active.”

“So how do we get a keycard?” asked Jenny.

“That’s trickier,” said George. “I’ve heard of keycards being found in Atlantis, but we could spend weeks finding one in the ruins. And that was a long time ago.”

Bott leaned into the font.

“I always heard this human named Kawalski, who designed the security systems, took the master key to his personal bunker before the bombs fell. The humans at the Seedy Sea were always mad about him.”

“So where is this bunker?” Jenny asked, eyeing a carnivorous flower by the roadside that snapped its jaws at the van’s tires.

“I don’t know, exactly,” said Bott. “I know Kawalski was an eccentric billionaire type. Built a replica of some ancient temple. I remember it was called the Pyramid.”

“The Pyramid? I know where that is!” George pointed to an ominous skull symbol on Jenny’s map.

“A pyramid in a deadly jungle sounds like a trap,” said Jenny.

“It’s definitely a trap,” said Bott. “To lure scavs looking for loot. My people tell stories of the Pyramid. They say a Snake Witch lives there. She eats men who wander too close.”

“Well, luckily I’m a woman,” Jenny said, checking the load in her shotgun. “And I’ve got a van full of brave, strong mutants to back me up. Right, Piggy?”

Piggy, who was currently trying to zip his pants over his semi-hard cock, looked up and swallowed nervously. “R-right. Brave. I’m brave.”

“You know the way, George?”

“I think so,” he said, studying the map. “I just take this turn in two miles and then we should be able to see it through the jungle.”

The Pyramid was impossible to miss. It rose out of the jungle canopy like a jagged tooth, a massive structure of black glass and steel that had somehow survived the war mostly intact.

The Catfish Pro Shop Temple. The sign was streaked with rust and climbed by creepers, but still visible. Vines strangled the Pyramid’s base, and the parking lot was a graveyard of rusty, jungle-eaten wrecks. At the entrance, a junk-built, giant, gaping serpent’s mouth, was clear.

Jenny parked Death Van on a patch of vine-tangled concrete near the entrance. “Lock it up tight,” she told the van, rubbing the dash and reaching out with her Bombshell connection to make sure the van wouldn’t start for anyone but her. She turned to her crew. “We’re all going inside on this one. George, you check for traps. Bott, you’re heavy support. Piggy… you guard our rear. Kraa, stay with the van and bite anyone who isn't us.”

“Kraa!” the ant saluted, looking relieved to not be going into the snake mouth.

They approached through the rusty, overgrown jaws of the snake head and moved into the darkness of the Pyramid. The air inside was cool and smelled of damp earth and incense. The interior was a vast, hollow space, originally a shopping center or hotel, now converted into a shrine. Roughly-assembled statues of snakes lined the atrium, their eyes replaced with glowing gemstones of radioactive slag that cast a pulsating green light.

“Don’t go near those,” advised Jenny, all too familiar with the pain of handling glowing radioactive sludge.

“I don’t like this,” Piggy whispered, his trotters clicking on the grimy marble floor. “It’s too quiet.”

“Quiet is good,” George whispered back, his eyes darting around. “Quiet means we haven’t tripped the… OH SHIT.”

George stepped on a floor tile that sank with a heavy clunk.

Suddenly, the shadows at the far end of the atrium seemed to coalesce. A slithering sound, like dry leaves on pavement, echoed around them. A large figure slid out from the darkness.

She was magnificent and terrifying. From the waist up, she was a woman of stunning, exotic beauty, with skin a creamy lilac mottled with purple and long, purple-black hair that cascaded down her back like an ube waterfall. Her eyes were wide and reptilian, gold with vertical slits.

From the waist down, she was a massive serpent, her scales shimmering in iridescent shades of purple and black. Her tail was at least thirty feet long, coiling around pillars and statues as she glided toward them.

“Visitors,” she hissed, her voice sounding like it was coming from inside Jenny’s own head. “It has been… sssso long since we had a visit from… fresh meat.”

“We’re not here for trouble,” Jenny said, stepping forward and puffing out her chest. “We just need the key to the Atlantis lab. Then we’ll be out of your scales.”

The Lamia Queen laughed, a dry, rattling sound. She slithered closer, towering over Jenny. “The Key? You seek the Key of the Creators? Many have come for it. None have left with it in their possession. In fact… none have left at all.”

She circled them, her massive tail effectively walling them in. Piggy let out a high-pitched squeak and hid behind Bott. Bott retreated into his shell. George tried to look casual but was shaking.

“You are… different,” the Lamia said, lowering her face until she was inches from Jenny. Her forked tongue flicked out, tasting the air around Jenny’s neck. “You smell of milk… and life… and potent seed. You appear untouched, but I smell different. You are a Bombshell.”

The Lamia’s lips broke into a fanged smile.

“I am a Bombshell too.”

Jenny held her ground, though the sheer size of the snake woman was intimidating. “I’m a mother. And a wife. And I’m in a hurry. I need the keycard and I will take it if you won’t trade me.”

“Such fire,” the Lamia purred. Her golden eyes widened, beginning to pulse with a rhythmic light. “I like fire. But you have nothing to trade that I want. Except your flessssh.”

Jenny tried to look away, but the Lamia’s gaze was magnetic. The golden pulses seemed to sync with Jenny’s heartbeat. She felt a wave of dizziness wash over her.

“Look at me, little mammal,” the Lamia commanded. Her voice was no longer a hiss, but a sultry melody. “You are tired. The jungle is hot. My coils are cool.”

“Jenny, look out!” George shouted, but his voice sounded miles away.

Jenny felt her arms drop to her sides. The shotgun slipped from her fingers and clattered to the floor. The Lamia’s eyes were the only thing in the world. Deep, golden pools of pulsating relaxation.

“That’s it,” the Lamia whispered. She wrapped a section of her thick, muscular tail around Jenny’s waist, lifting her effortlessly into the air. “Your friends are noisy. Useless males. They do not understand the power of the female. The sacred bond of the womb.”

The Lamia brought Jenny face-to-face with her. Up close, her dark hair tumbled forward, brushing softly against Jenny’s skin like silk. The Queen’s skin was flawless and her upper body and large, bare breasts were indeed cool against Jenny’s exposed skin.

“You are beautiful,” the Lamia murmured. “So soft. So full.”

She pulled Jenny into a kiss. Jenny meant to bite her, to scream, to fight, but as the Lamia’s lips touched hers, a jolt of bewitching pleasure trickled down to her core. The Lamia’s tongue, long and forked, slid into Jenny’s mouth, exploring her with a dexterity no human could match. It tickled her tonsils, danced against her own tongue, and sent waves of mesmerizing pheromones straight to Jenny’s brain.

Jenny moaned, her body going limp in the coils. She felt her nipples hardening, leaking milk against the constricting pressure of the snake tail.

“Yes,” the Lamia hissed, breaking the kiss but keeping her forehead pressed to Jenny’s. “Give in. My venom is not for killing… it is for pleasure. For submission.”

The Lamia slithered backward, carrying Jenny with her toward a massive pile of silk cushions and furs atop a raised dais. The mutant men tried to charge, but with a flick of her tail, the Lamia sent George and Piggy flying into a wall and knocked Bott onto his back, where he rocked helplessly like a capsized boat.

“Stay there, little boys,” the Lamia laughed. “You are guests in my temple. Wait your turn and I promise you will be entertained.”

She lowered Jenny onto the cushions. Jenny’s mind was fogged with warmth. She watched, entranced, as the Lamia reared up. The snake woman used the tip of her tail to deftly slice through Jenny’s tank top and shorts, stripping her naked in seconds.

“Delicious,” the Lamia hissed, looking at Jenny’s heavy, milk-laden breasts and her slightly soft, freshly fertilized abdomen.

The Lamia draped herself over Jenny. She didn’t have legs to spread, but she had a slit located where her human torso met her serpentine lower body. A scent of musk, heavy and intoxicating like forbidden spices, filled the air.

“Let me taste you,” the Lamia commanded.

She didn’t wait for permission. The Lamia buried her face in Jenny’s cleavage. She groaned with delight as she discovered the milk, suckling greedily. Her forked tongue lashed at Jenny’s nipples, swirling around the sensitive tip, tickling and flicking at them, before the beautiful snake girl’s wide mouth drew out the cream with powerful suction.

“Ohhhh… fuck…” Jenny gasped, her hands tangling in the Lamia’s silky dark hair. Each time the giant mouth sucked, Jenny felt the hardness of the lamia’s oversized fangs pressing against the soft mounds of her suckled breasts.

The Lamia sucked and drank, gulping the warm cream of Jenny’s bosom. She finally released Jenny’s breasts and slid down Jenny’s body, her scales rubbing cool and smooth against Jenny’s heated skin. She parted Jenny’s legs with her hands, her golden eyes locking onto Jenny’s pussy, which was already dripping with entranced arousal.

“So wet,” the Lamia purred. “And filled with male scum. I will clean you out.”

The Lamia’s face descended to the steamy mound between Jenny’s thighs. Her forked tongue darted out, flicking the rosebud of Jenny’s clitoris with reptilian speed.

“Ohhhhhhh fuuuuuck,” groaned Jenny, bucking her hips upwards to meet that incredible tongue.

It felt like she was riding against a two-stroke engine. She arched her back, screaming as the pleasure buzzed through her button straight to her clutching depths. The Lamia’s tongue dove inside her, the two forks spreading out to tickle the walls of her tender cunt, tasting the remnants of Piggy’s seed as the lamia slurped it up.

Jenny was lost. The hypnotic gaze and venomous tongue-tangling, combined with the incredible skill of the snake woman, broke her mind. She came hard, her hips bucking off the cushions, body arching, milk misting into the air.

“OHHHHHH! GODDDD! Your tongue is so… so fucking deep!” Jenny cried, bucking furiously against the Lamia’s oversized face as she rode out her ecstasy. The snake girl seemed content to pleasure Jenny, drinking in the raunchy nectar flowing from the Bombshell.

“Yesssss,” the Lamia hissed, looking up with a predator’s grin, her chin slick with Jenny’s juices. “You taste of life. Sweet, delicious life. I want all of it!”

The Lamia’s expression changed. The lust in her eyes darkened into hunger.

Not sexual hunger.

Hunger hunger.

“Oh… ohhh fuck,” moaned Jenny, too overcome with pleasure to do much more than lift her head.

“You are too sweet to leave behind,” the Lamia said, a cruel smile playing on her human lips. "But my lower half is even hungrier than I am."

The Lamia shifted her hips, her long tail coiling tighter. The scales on her serpent abdomen, just below where her human navel ended, began to glisten. With a wet, sucking sound, a vertical slit opened in her scales. A slimy, pulsating maw hidden within the sleek armor of her serpent form. The lips of this abdominal orifice parted, revealing a dark, wet interior lined with pink ridges of muscle.

“I think I will keep you… inside,” the Lamia whispered, positioning the dripping, hungry slit directly over Jenny’s head.

Jenny blinked, the hypnosis faltering slightly at the horrifying sight of the unnatural opening. “Wait… what?”

The Lamia didn't answer. She grabbed Jenny by the shoulders and shoved.

She forced Jenny headfirst into the abdominal maw. It was warm, slimy, and incredibly tight. The wet lips of the opening sucked around Jenny’s face and hair, sealing with a squelch. Jenny tried to scream, but the sound was muffled by the thick, muscular walls of the snake woman’s inner cavity. She felt herself being squeezed, compressed, as the Lamia began to push her deeper into her serpent body.

Darkness closed in. The smell of musk and digestive acids filled Jenny’s nose. She felt the powerful peristaltic muscles gripping her breasts, squeezing them, forcing her deeper. The Lamia’s serpent body expanded to accommodate her meal, while her human upper body remained upright, looking down at the bulge of Jenny moving into her gut with sadistic glee.

Inside, Jenny was trapped in a warm, crushing prison. Her body coated with slime. Barely able to breathe as tingling goo began to coat her flesh.

Outside, the injured mutants watched in horror.

“She’s eating her!” George shouted, scrambling to his feet. “She’s slurping up the boss with that snake mouth thing!”

Piggy was trembling so hard his fat was rippling. “Oh god, oh god, oh god. It's… it's swallowing her whole!”

The Lamia had swallowed Jenny down to her waist. Jenny’s legs kicked wildly in the air, her boots drumming against the Lamia’s armored scales. The snake woman looked euphoric, her human eyes rolled back in her head as she worked Jenny down her abdominal gullet, her human hands rubbing the bulge in her serpent body that was Jenny’s head and torso.

“We have to do something!” Bott yelled, finally managing to rock himself upright. “She’s going to digest Jenny!”

“Piggy!” George shouted, slapping the pig mutant on the back. “Remember the van! Remember how she made you feel? You’re brave! She made you a warrior!”

Piggy looked at the Lamia, who was now swallowing Jenny’s hips. A massive bulge was moving down the snake woman’s serpent length, stretching her scales taut.

“I… I…” Piggy looked at Jenny’s kicking boots. He thought about her warm mouth, her soft tits, the way she had made him feel like a king.

A spark ignited in his porky heart.

“SSKRREEeeoonKKKKK! LET HER GO!” Piggy roared. It was a mighty squeal, a war cry of the barnyard.

Piggy lowered his head and charged. He didn’t have tusks, but he had three hundred plus pounds of momentum. He slammed into the Lamia’s coiled tail just as the wet lips of her abdominal mouth closed over Jenny’s boots with a final slurp.

The impact knocked the Lamia sideways. She hissed, her human mouth free to scream in anger while her belly was full. She thrashed, her tail whipping around to crush the pig, but Piggy stood his ground, grabbing the tail and biting down hard on the scales.

“George! Distract the head!” Bott shouted.

George, realizing that the Lamia was distracted by the digestive process and the angry pig attached to her tail, sprinted forward. He leaped, using Piggy’s back as a springboard, and landed on the Lamia’s shoulders, right behind her human torso.

The Lamia reached up to grab him, but her movements were sluggish, weighed down by the meal in her stomach. Jenny was visibly struggling in the snake woman’s midsection. Her hands pushed out from inside, stretching the scaly length of the lamia.

George went for the hair. He grabbed two handfuls of her long, purple-black tresses and yanked her oversized human head back hard, practically folding her over backward with his knees braced in her back. The Lamia shrieked in pain as her neck was wrenched.

“Bott! The shell!” George yelled, jumping clear as the Lamia flailed.

Botticelli retreated into his shell again, but this time with a purpose. He used his legs to kick off and spun himself on the smooth marble floor, picking up speed like a bowling ball heading for a strike. He launched himself at the Lamia’s distended stomach where the abdominal mouth had just sealed shut.

THWACK.

The hard shell impacted the soft, stretched bulge of the Lamia’s serpentine length right where Jenny was struggling.

The Lamia’s eyes bulged. She gagged violently. Her body convulsed, the muscles reversing their flow. The massive hidden mouth in her abdomen split open again with a wet snap.

With a disgusting SPLORRCH sound, Jenny was ejected.

She slid out of the serpent mouth headfirst, covered in thick, clear mucus, and skidded across the marble floor. She came to a halt at Piggy’s feet, gasping for air, her body coated in snake slime.

“Gross,” Jenny coughed, wiping slime from her eyes. “That was… way too tight.”

The Lamia slumped back, exhausted and heaving. Regurgitating a full-grown curvaceous woman took a lot out of a girl. She glared at them, rubbing her sore neck where George had yanked her hair.

“You… ruined… my meal,” she wheezed.

“Nobody eats Jenny Drake,” Piggy said, puffing out his chest and standing over Jenny protectively. “Not while Piggy is here!”

Jenny looked up at the pig mutant, seeing the fire in his eyes. She smiled, despite the slime. “My hero.”

She stood up, slicking her hair back. She marched over to the exhausted Lamia, who flinched.

“The key,” Jenny demanded, holding out a slime-covered hand. “Now. Before I let the boys turn you into twenty or thirty pairs of snakeskin boots.”

The Lamia’s scowl bared her fangs. Her golden eyes flashed as if she might try to entrance them all, but Piggy cocked Jenny’s shotgun and aimed it up at the giant snake woman. With a heavy sigh, the Queen of the Pyramid reached under one of the many cushions and pulled out a heavy, triangular keycard made of gold plastic. She tossed it onto the floor.

“Take it,” the Lamia hissed. “I hear that lab is cursed anyway. You know, the Director made me what I am today. He’ll have fun with you. Or feed you to his other experiments.”

Jenny resisted the urge to try interrogating the Lamia. The big snake girl was beaten, but those eyes of hers remained dangerous. Jenny snatched the key and collected her discarded clothing.

“I’ll take my chances.”

She turned to her crew. George was wiping snake venom off his hands. Bott was checking his shell for cracks. Piggy was looking at Jenny over his quivering snout with adoration.

“Let’s get the hell out of here,” Jenny said. “And Piggy?”

“Yes, Jenny?”

“When we get back to the van,” she said, running a slimy hand down his chest, “you’re getting a reward. A hero’s reward.”

Piggy’s curly tail wagged with springy excitement.
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The Seedy Sea

The broken, irradiated skyline of Atlantis, or Atlanta as the old signs called it, rose from the Green Hell of jungle giants like the jagged emerald teeth of some giga-predator trying to swallow the world. The bones of skyscrapers were draped in vines as thick as Death Van, acid spitting flowers drooped from girders, fungus puffed deadly spores, and bioluminescent green moss pulsed with a rhythmic, radioactive green light from within the skeletal towers of a past age.

“Look at the size of those… things,” whispered Piggy, pressing his snout against the armored glass of Death Van.

On the overgrown remnants of the interstate, a creature that looked uncomfortably like a featherless, lumpy chicken the size of a house was pecking at the crushed remains of a bus. Smaller, scuttling things, somewhere between lobsters and men with too many limbs, watched the van roll by from the shadows of the overpass, their unblinking eyes reflecting the headlights.

“Keep your eyes on the road, George,” Jenny warned, though she was just as mesmerized by the neon-green glow emanating from the city center. “We don’t want to end up as bird feed.”

“I’m trying, Boss,” George said, wrestling with the wheel. “But the asphalt here is… soft. Like it’s slipping out from under the tires. It feels hollow.”

“Kraaa!” Kraa barked from the back, pacing nervously in his crate. The ant-dog’s antennae were vibrating so hard they made a humming sound.

“He senses something,” said Bott, his head retracted slightly into his shell.

“Maybe I should take over driving,” Jenny muttered, setting aside the shotgun she had been gripping and reaching for the wheel. “George you get up and scoot over here and I’ll slide into the driver’s seat without—”

CRACK.

Before Jenny could take the wheel, the rad-blasted, jungle-eaten concrete gave up a century after the apocalypse. The highway beneath Death Van disintegrated. The world tilted violently. Jenny’s stomach lurched into her throat as the front grill of the van pitched forward into darkness.

“Hold on!” she screamed, grabbing the dash.

They fell. It was a terrifying, weightless plunge into the belly of the city. The green glow fading as the darkness swallowed the headlights, and the screams of the mutants echoed in the cabin.

Death Van slammed into something, slid, crunched through a layer of old pipes, and finally came to a halt with a bone-jarring thud that knocked the wind out of everyone. The only bit of luck was that it landed tires-down and with a view back up to the surface visible through a rain of debris.

Chunks of concrete and broken pipes thumped on the armored roof. The engine sputtered and died.

“Everyone okay?” Jenny coughed, pushing herself off the dash and rolling back into the passenger seat.

“I think I bit my tongue,” George whined from the driver’s side footwell.

“My shell held,” Bott rumbled.

“I… I didn’t pee myself!” Piggy announced proudly from the back, clutching the seatbelt.

“Kraaaaa,” moaned Kraa, his antennae drooping with pain.

Jenny kicked her door open. It groaned but gave way in a shower of dust and a splat into muck. She stepped out into the subterranean gloom, her hand hovering over her holster. They had landed in a massive storm drain or subway tunnel, the air thick with the smell of nasty, stale water.

“Great,” Jenny sighed, looking up at the jagged hole far above them. “We’re underground. No way Death Van is climbing out here without a crane. We’ll have to find some other route out of here.”

“Kraaa!”

Kraa’s crate in the back burst open. Kraa came scrambling out, ignoring Jenny, and scurried down the dark tunnel. He stopped at a junction, looked back, and chirped.

“Looks like the bug knows where he’s going,” George said, hopping out of the van and adjusting his goggles. “See? Look at the walls.”

Jenny squinted. Along the curved walls of the tunnel, ancient solar panels that must have once been on the surface caught the illumination from the hole in the ceiling and light emitters began to glow. They were faint, but visible. A warm, pulsating gold. A line of tiny, micro-power golden lamps stretched out into the darkness, marking a path through the gloom.

“Follow the yellow… er, the golden lights,” George muttered.

“This feels right,” Jenny said. A strange sensation washed over her, almost like a flaring of her Bombshell powers when she was healing or connecting with a machine. It reminded her of Roggo and how he was suffering back in the bunker in Watertown. Her Bombshell physiology was reacting to something down here. Guiding her. “The cure is this way. I can feel it.”

They grabbed their weapons and gear. Jenny patted the hood of Death Van.

“I’ll come back for you, baby,” she promised.

They followed Kraa and the golden lights. The tunnel sloped downward, deeper into the earth. The air grew colder, and the walls changed from crumbling concrete to time-etched metal. Rust and mildew darkening chrome. The golden lights pulsed faster the further they went.

After an hour of walking, the tunnel opened into a cavernous space that took Jenny’s breath away.

It was a facility the size of a city block, buried beneath the earth. The door that required the keycard they had risked so much to retrieve stood wide open. A massive sign over the yawning blast doors caught the beam of her flashlight. It read: C.D.C. – CENTER FOR DISEASE CONTROL – SOUTHEAST HUB.

But the locals had clearly renamed it. Graffiti scrawled in glowing paint over the blast doors read: THE SEEDY SEA.

“Welcome, visitors!” A voice boomed from hidden speakers, echoing through the cavern. It was a smooth, cultured voice that nevertheless put Jenny on edge. “We don’t get many walk-ins. Do you have an appointment? Of course not! We haven’t had appointments in over a century!”

“Who is that?” Piggy squeaked, hiding behind Jenny.

“Director Diggs, at your service!” the voice cackled. “And you… oh my… sensors are going wild. Is that… a Bombshell? A pure-strain, biological miracle walking right into my Southeast Hub?”

“You don’t even know why we’re here,” said Jenny. “We need to get to…”

Lights flared green, fully illuminating the cavern full of equipment from a past age. Abandoned, seemingly, yet in good condition.

“Come in, come in!” Diggs urged. “Zone Zero is waiting. The cure for the Plaga Mutantem is waiting. Don’t look so surprised that I know! It’s what everyone wants, but nobody gets. But you, my dear, you are special. Everything you desire… is right this way.”

Jenny shared a look with her crew. “Stay sharp,” she whispered. “I don’t trust this guy.”

They stepped into a high-tech labyrinth of glass hallways and vats of viscous green fluid. They tensed as something trundled into their path. A boxy robot with a rust-spotted chassis rolled by on tracks, ignoring them. The path through the cavern was truly a maze, but a glowing map appeared on a wall as they approached.

“Zone Zero is here,” said Jenny, pointing at a throbbing point of light marking their destination.

“Look at the bottom down there,” said George, pointing to small, flashing red text at the edge of the screen. “It says ‘Contamination Protocol Initiated.’”

“They’re locking the whole system down on us,” said Jenny.

“Oh, don’t be boring,” Diggs’ voice sneered over the intercom. “Every surface scummer needs to be put through their paces. Even a Bombshell. I need to see what you’re made of. Make sure you aren’t tracking in any mud on my operation. Let’s separate the wheat from the chaff, shall we?”

Suddenly, the floor beneath Jenny dropped away.

“Jenny!” George lunged for her, but a sheet of reinforced glass slammed down from the ceiling, separating them.

Jenny tumbled down a chute, sliding on slick metal, until she was deposited onto a cold, padded table in a circular room filled with robotic arms and monitors. Before she could sit up or draw her revolver, metal cuffs snapped around her wrists and ankles, pinning her spreadeagled.

“Let me go, you psycho!” Jenny shouted, pulling against the restraints.

“Fascinating,” Diggs’ voice murmured, now coming from right above her. A large monitor descended from the ceiling, showing a waveform of her heartbeat. “Your physiology is adapting to the stress instantly. But to reach you, your companions must prove they are worthy. And while they work… I need to run some… mmmmm… diagnostics on my new specimen. Don’t look alarmed. They’re simple… intake protocols.”

The Test of the Mind

“Just hang on! I’ll get you out!” George shouted at the glass partition.

Similar partitions had dropped behind him and to the side, effectively cutting him off from Bott and Piggy. The only remaining path for him was a door marked with a simplified diagram of a human brain.

“Try the door!” shouted Jenny.

She didn’t know what it meant, but maybe he could find a way back to her.

“I can get you out of there! I’ll find a way!” He pressed a hand to the glass partition. “Hang on, Boss!”

He burst into the room marked with the brain, but Jenny’s attention was ripped away as a panel in the ceiling above her slid open.

“Security Override Required,” an androgynous voice announced. “Subject: Activated Human. Status: Secretion Sampling.”

A robotic arm descended. It didn't end in a claw, but in a thick, chrome phallus that glistened with synthetic lubricant. It hummed with a low, powerful vibration that made Jenny’s thighs tense as though it was already pressed against her.

“Get away from me!” She thrashed her hips. But the restraints held her fast, lifting her pelvis slightly.

“Relax, my dear,” Diggs purred over the speakers. “The Specimen Collector Mark IV needs deep secretions. I assure you the process was designed for maximum subject… comfort.”

Lasers sizzled and cut Jenny’s shorts away. Tiny claws pulled the scraps from her dark-thatched cunt and firm, round buttocks. She bucked and fought, but there was no escaping the restraints. The glistening phallus lined up with her pink folds and thrust forward. Jenny gasped, her head falling back as the cold, vibrating metal invaded her tight channel. It stretched her like a cock and began to buzz with rhythmic pulses.

“Oh! Fuck!” she cried out, the sensation excruciatingly pleasurable. The metal was smooth, the vibration targeting pleasure points with mechanical precision.

“George!” Jenny screamed, her voice husky. “Hurry up! This thing is… oh god… it’s fucking me!”

Through the glass, she could see George frantically typing on some sort of Pre-War computer. Whatever he was doing didn’t seem to change the machine pleasuring her. It pistonned in and out of her slick folds, picking up speed, occasionally sucking at her inner walls as if gathering the honey of cunt.

The sound was a repeated, muffled, wet buzzing.

THWAAZZZZZ!! THWAAAAZZZZ!

“Oh fuck, oh fuck,” Jenny moaned, rolling her head. Lasers flashed at her shoulders and clamps yanked her tank top away, freeing her huge, milk-heavy breasts to bounce and dribble from her fat nipples. “It feels so good! George, if you don’t stop this soon, I’m gonna cum!”

The vibration ramped up to a punishing frequency. Jenny’s toes curled. Her pussy clamped down on the metal intruder, milking it as if it were flesh.

“Hurry! I’m close! I’m gonna… oh! OH! FUCK ME!”

Jenny shrieked as a powerful orgasm ripped through her. She bucked wildly against the restraints, her inner walls spasming around the chrome cock. Just as she hit her peak, her juices being slurped into the vibrating cock wand, George slammed the final key.

OVERRIDE CONFIRMED, said the androgynous voice.

The chrome phallus shuddered and withdrew with a wet pop. Jenny lay panting, flushed and trembling, her juices coating the metal shaft as it retracted into the ceiling.

George yelled. “Got it! Did… did you like it, Boss?”

“Shut up and keep moving,” Jenny panted, her milky tits heaving with exertion, a sinful smile on her lips.

“Very good,” said Diggs. “I’ve had subjects expire from the pleasure of that first test. But your friends will have to continue to prove themselves if they want to save you from my next examination.”

“Wait, what are you doing?” gasped Jenny, lifting her head from the table and looking up at the mechanical tendrils.

“Why, I simply need to extract some of those delicious mammary fluids… and test your cardiovascular endurance.”

The Test of the Heart

George hammered on the partition, watching helplessly as Director Diggs’ new examination began. Fortunately for Jenny, she had other helpers. Bott watched through his own partition like a customer at a Parch peep booth.

“I’ll… I’ll save you,” said Bott. Like George, he was enclosed by three partitions but had a single door which offered a way out. His was marked with a simplified diagram of a human heart that pulsed with faint red light. He turned away from Jenny’s predicament and lumbered toward the door.

“Subject Status: Elevated Arousal,” the computer droned. “Initiating Phase Two: Nutrient Fluid Extraction and Oral Analysis.”

Bott disappeared into a mist-filled corridor, but Jenny’s ordeal wasn't over. Two new machines descended. One set of arms attached clear, pulsating suction cups to Jenny’s heavy breasts. The pumps roared to life, tugging at her nipples.

“Ohhhh! Not milkers!” Jenny groaned, but her nipples were already swelling, over-engorged by the suction. They were drawn outwards slightly with each pump of suction. Milk sprayed generously, filling the clear bulbs with creamy white fluid. This was slurped into the attached hoses, and another suck-slurp cycle began an instant later. Milk released and pleasure pulsed to her clit with each thump of suction.

The second machine that descended into the chamber was even more diabolical. A flexible, ribbed tube ending in a soft, synthetic mouth descended over her face. It clamped onto her lips, forcing her mouth open, and a synthetic tongue began to thrust and swirl in and out of her oral cavity. It wasn’t like being kissed, it was like having her mouth forcibly fucked by a machine-warmed tongue.

“Mmmph! Mmmmgh!” Jenny gagged, her eyes rolling back. She was being milked and face-fucked by a tongue simultaneously. It was sensory overload.

Through the glass, she saw Bott staring at a puppy in a cage, blocking a lever that would deactivate the current test. The poor, whimpering little animal was immobilized and surrounded by spinning saw blades. It would take great sacrifice to reach in and suffer the pain of the saws to save that poor doggy. Bott was paralyzed with fear and indecision.

Jenny wondered, What sort of maniac would device a test like that?

“Mmmph! Bott!” she tried to scream around the tongue probe. Her thoughts were a haze of lust.

God, look at me. Tied down and used like a dairy cow. Sucking and pumping. It’s too much. I should’ve just stayed in the goblin village and been a goblin milk cow.

“Bott!” she managed to moan as the tongue probe hit the back of her throat. “Do it! Save the puppy! I’m… oh god… Mmmmmmphhmm… I’m gonna cum again! Look at how much milk I’m making!”

Her breasts felt heavy and hot, the relief of the suction sending waves of pleasure down her torso to her clit. She squirmed, grinding her wet pussy against the table.

Bott roared and thrust his armored arm into the case trapping the puppy. Saw blades screamed against his forearm carapace, biting into the shell. He grabbed the whimpering dog and yanked it out. Once it was clear of the case, it was revealed to be a featureless stuffed animal onto which the realistic dog had been projected.

“Hey, it was just a trick,” laughed Bott, flopping the fake dog around. Black blood dripped from the gouges in his shell, and he groaned and sagged against the wall.

But Jenny was too occupied by the synthetic tongue halfway down her throat and the suckling cups on her bursting tits to worry about the dog.

“MMMMMMMMMPHHMMMMM!”

Jenny’s body arched off the table. She screamed into the probe as a second, milk-drenched orgasm hit her. Her breasts emptied in powerful spurts, fountaining into the collection bulbs. She was going to lose her mind from the pleasure.

Her heart strained in her chest. Each beat accompanied by ecstasy and pain. Another hot spurt of milk from her dwindling supply.

Just as Jenny felt herself slipping away, Bott rallied and reached back into the blades and slammed down the deactivation lever. The suction was released and the bulbs lifted from her raw, red nipples with a hiss. The oral probe withdrew, leaving her gasping for air, saliva and milk trailing down her softened chest.

Her heartbeat slowly returned from a dangerous precipice. She found herself able to breathe again.

“That’s my boy, Bott!” she wheezed, her chest heaving, her body flushed with the afterglow. The turtle mutant gave her a weak, clawed thumbs up, black mutant blood still dripping down from his sawed forearm.

The Test of Courage

“That leaves you, fatty,” Diggs’ voice dropped an octave, darker and more excited. “And for the final stage… I need to test the reproductive capabilities of this Bombshell. I’ve analyzed her healing factor. It’s… perfect. She can birth one hybrid experiment after another. She’ll be my perfect incubator.”

“No!” Piggy slammed his fists against his own glass partition. His partition overlooked the sunken room and afforded him the best view of anyone. “No! Jenny, I won’t let him! I’ll get you out of there.”

“The door,” she gasped. “Behind you, Piggy.”

“Subject Status: Highly Fertile,” the androgynous voice announced. “Deploying Ovunid.”

The ceiling opened wider this time. Something massive descended on hydraulic cables. It wasn't a robot arm. It was a creature. A monstrous, pale-fleshed spider the size of a car held tightly in clamps. Eight red eyes focused on Jenny as it slowly descended.

“No!” Jenny cried, pulling at her cuffs. “What is that thing?!”

“The Ovunid,” Diggs explained. “Artificial insemination used to be my method, but I found it cold and tedious. The Ovunid has been engineered for efficiency and, you will be happy to hear, pleasure. It will act as a surrogate, injecting whatever test brood I desire into your immaculate Bombshell womb. With your powers, gestation might only take an hour or so. I can alter the genetic payload of each and every spurt to create a menagerie of experimental hybrids! Oh, the serums I will derive from their stem cells!”

The spider landed on the table, still trailing a thick leash of cables up into the cavity in the ceiling as it straddled Jenny. Its mandibles clicked, dripping thick, translucent venom. Instead of biting, it spun around. From its spinnerets, thick, sticky silk shot out, wrapping around Jenny’s wrists, ankles, and torso.

“Let me go!” Jenny screamed, but the silk was stronger than steel. It tightened as it dried, binding her in a cocoon of erotic confinement. The webs pressed into her flesh, squeezing her breasts until more milk leaked out, welling through the white silk.

The Ovunid positioned itself. From its underbelly, a horrifying, pulsating ovipositor emerged. It was essentially a massive, ridged spider-cock dripping with genetic slime. Her mind went to the tiny Piggy already potentially gestating in her womb. She had to protect it!

“Piggy!” Jenny screamed, her voice cracking with genuine fear mixed with the Bombshell’s biological imperative to breed. “This creature is gonna fill me up! Help!”

The spider thrust. The ovipositor slid into Jenny’s pussy, stretching her wider than the robot cock ever had. The ovipositor was hot, organic, and throbbing with mutant life.

“AAAAH! OH GOD!” Jenny cried out, her head thrashing in the webs. “It’s huge! It’s so deep! It’s touching my womb! Ohhhhh, Piggy, it feels so fucking good! HNNNnnnn!”

“I can’t look!” Piggy squealed.

“Look at me! Don’t be a wimp!” Jenny yelled, her hips involuntarily rising to meet the spider’s thrusts. “It’s breeding me! If you don’t stop it, I’m gonna be pumping out specimens for this maniac! GET DOWN HERE!”

“How?” whimpered Piggy.

“One of the partitions can be lowered,” said George, tapping away at the computer. “I think it’s yours, Piggy. But you’re going to need to fight that thing!.”

“I-I hate spiders,” moaned Piggy, pressing his snout against the partition and fogging up the glass.

Piggy swallowed hard, but watching Jenny being violated, begging for his help, he shut down his fears and gave George a determined nod. A moment later, the magnetic locks in the partition separating him from the room containing Jenny disengaged. The partition slid upwards into the ceiling. Piggy brandished the shotgun and charged into the arena.

The Ovunid hissed, its fleshy legs gripping Jenny tighter as it continued to rut into her quivering cunt. The sound was wet and heavy. Jenny’s tummy bulged visibly with each thrust of the huge, glistening ovipositor.

“Get off her!” Piggy screamed, aiming the shotgun at the monstrous breeder. But he didn’t dare fire. It could hit Jenny.

The spider screeched but didn't stop. It was close to climax. Jenny could feel the pressure building at her cervix.

“Piggy! It’s cumming! Don’t let it finish!” Jenny moaned, her eyes rolling back. The pleasure of being filled so completely was overriding her fear. “Oh fuck, it feels so good! Piggy, kill it! KILL IT!”

“I might hit you!” he squealed with dismay.

“Do it! I’ll live! It’s my power, remember?” She screamed desperately, feeling her ecstasy surging as the ovipositor began to throb.

Piggy squealed with frustration, but he couldn’t bring himself to pull the trigger. He reversed his grip with the shotgun to use it as club and scrambled up onto the examination table. The Ovunid hissed with fury and lashed out at Piggy. He battered back one of the spider’s slashing limbs and jumped onto the side of the huge mutant spider. He narrowly avoided a stab from a sharp claw that tore his shirt. He clambered onto the creature’s back and started bashing its head and eyes.

The Ovunid shuddered violently. It let out a gurgling his of injured fury.

“You’re too late!” Diggs laughed.

The spider clamped its legs around the table. Jenny screamed as the creature erupted inside her. Gallons of hot, thick, potent spider-cum gushed against her womb.

Her Bombshell powers kept the arachnid payload from fully invading her body, but it was also depositing eggs against her womb. A rubbery mass that gathered in her depths with each spurt. Warm enough to shock the breath from her and flooding into her with rapid pumps at high pressure.

“NOOOO! YESSSS!” Jenny cried out, torn between horror and ecstasy as the massive load coated her insides. She came hard enough to see starbursts in her vision, her body milking the giant Ovunid’s cock.

Piggy roared and drove the barrel of the shotgun into the back of the spider’s arachnid exoskeleton. At this angle there was no chance of hitting Jenny. He pulled the trigger and with a deafening boom the shotgun ripped off most of the spider’s head and blasted it onto the wall across the room. The creature spasmed one final time and then went limp, collapsing on top of Jenny, its gripping legs releasing her and hanging heavily over the sides of the table.

“Get it off me!” Jenny wheezed, crushed under the weight of her monstrous lover and Piggy.

Piggy heaved the carcass off her. George, who had managed to open the other partitions into the room, cut the webs pinning her in place by yanking down one of the laser cutter arms from the panel in the ceiling.

Jenny sat up, gasping. Her belly was swollen, round and firm with the arachnid clutch. She looked down at herself, covered in web, milk, and slime.

“Oh god,” she panted. “It’s full. I’m full.”

She closed her eyes and focused. Her Bombshell powers flared. She clenched her inner muscles, her body rejecting the foreign DNA. With a wet shhh-luck sound, she pushed.

A torrent of slime and Ovunid eggs rushed out of her pussy, splattering onto the floor. Her belly deflated as her healing factor purged the intrusion.

Piggy stared at the mess, then up at Jenny. He looked traumatized but also strangely aroused.

“Jenny…” Piggy whispered. “Did you… did you cum from that thing?”

Jenny wiped a strand of web from her face. She looked at the dead spider, then at Piggy. A dark, dirty smile spread across her face.

“Yeah, Piggy,” she admitted, her voice husky. “I came so hard I saw stars. You don’t think that’s the first time I got railed by a giant bug, do you?”

“Kraaaa,” said Kraa, nudging against Jenny’s leg.

Piggy blanched at the thought.

Zone Zero

The dividers lifted and the way was once again open through the maze. The team helped Jenny out of the examination room. She was a mess, but she held her head high, using her sticky hands to reload the shotgun she reclaimed from Piggy.

“A touching display of camaraderie,” Diggs’ voice boomed. “But this examination isn’t over. Come to Zone Zero. Let’s meet face to face. Then we can discuss the cure.”

A narrow tunnel, brightly illuminated with white light and stinking of cleaning chemicals, connected the maze to a massive, spherical chamber. Double doors hissed open as they approached and Jenny led her companions inside.

In the center of the echoing room, Director Diggs was waiting for them. He was a lean man with harsh features, parted dark hair, pale skin that resembled the underground dwellers of Deep Heaven. Jenny guessed he was about fifty. He was wearing a lab coat over a suit and standing in what Jenny assumed was an armored glass booth, looking down at them.

“You rejected all my friendly offers,” Diggs sighed. “A lifetime of pleasure, of being milked, and of breeding with my lab creations. I would have kept you comfortable. You would have enjoyed the work of saving lives.”

“Saving them?” Jenny growled. “You’re a fucking lunatic, Diggs. You can’t mix living things like cocktails and incubate them in my body.”

“A Bombshell like you could have done so much good for the world with your body, but you decided to be selfish. Pity. But I have other subjects.”

“Just give me the cure,” said Jenny. “Plaga Mutantem. I know you have it here in Zone Zero.”

“Ah, yes, the scourge of mutants,” said Diggs. “Unfortunately, low transmission rates, but almost always fatal. Of course, I’ve studied it, my dear. But why should I give it to you, my selfish Bombshell slut?”

“Because if you don’t, I’m going to come up there and kick your ass inside out,” said Jenny, starting towards the tower beneath the booth.

“Oh, we shall see about that, my lovely wasteland flower,” laughed Diggs. He pressed a button on a control console and something began to rumble ominously.
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The Director’s Cut

The ominous rumble shaking Zone Zero didn’t stop. It deepened and seemed to vibrate through the very marrow of Jenny’s bones, rattling the teeth in her head and sending dust drifting down from the high, hemispherical ceiling of the chamber.

“What did you do?” Jenny shouted at the glass booth high above them.

Director Diggs answered her with a cruel smile, his handsome face ghastly in the sickly green glow of the monitors. The tower beneath it wobbled visibly, but Director Diggs, perched atop it in his glass chamber, seemed unconcerned. He seemed to savor the moment, Jenny’s fear and outrage, before pressing a final, flashing red key on his console.

The floor shook violently for an instant, nearly toppling Jenny and all her companions. In that instant, sheets of transparent, high-tensile polymer shot up from the ground with the speed and violence of guillotines. It was only by luck that none of them was cut in half or lost a limb. The entire architecture of the room had been violently rearranged into a series of cells beneath the director’s observation point.

“Not this again,” moaned Bott.

“Jenny!” George shouted, lunging for her, his monkey agility usually enough to get him out of any scrape.

He was too late. A wall of glass, thick enough to stop a tank round, slammed up between them, inches from his nose. He skidded to a halt, banging his fists against the barrier.

“George! Piggy!” Jenny pounded on the transparent wall, her reflection staring back at her wild-eyed and desperate.

She was trapped in the central cell, isolated in a pillar of glass that rose all the way to the ceiling supports. Her friends George, Piggy, Bott, and Kraa were cut off in the outer ring of the room, separated from her and from each other by pie-slice dividers that had risen simultaneously. It was a similar situation to what had trapped them in the maze, but the chambers were smaller and they could look up and see Director Diggs watching from above.

“Divide and conquer, my dear,” Diggs’ voice echoed over the speakers, excitement evident in his tone. “You and your friends passed my first round of examinations, however rudely, but now it is time to get serious.”

This wasn’t the ranting of a wasteland warlord, it was the glee of a mad scientist finally able to undertake his long-fantasized maze trial experiment.

“Fuck you,” shouted Jenny and she fired the shotgun up from her cell. The buckshot sparked off the glass bubble surrounding Director Diggs, leaving little more than a few scuffs.

“Temper, temper, my dear,” laughed Diggs. “You are helping my research. Variables must be isolated to be properly controlled. Group dynamics breed chaos and contaminate the results. Isolation allows for pure data.”

“You let them go!” Jenny screamed, raising her shotgun at the booth. She fired another round, this time aimed at the wall of her own cell. The boom left her ears ringing. The buckshot sparked against the polymer walls of her prison, leaving only more smudges of powder and lead.

“Oh, futile ballistics,” Diggs sighed, his voice sounding bored. “But don't worry about your friends. They have their own entertainment to attend to.”

Perimeter doors in the outer ring, hidden in the shadows of the machinery, hissed open. A foul stench, like rotting meat and chemical waste, wafted into the room, thick enough to taste even through the air filtration.

Shuffling out of the darkness came the Director’s “failed experiments.”

These were nightmares of flesh, the rejects of Diggs’ quest for perfection. There were mutants with limbs grafted on backwards, dragging knuckles on the ground. Creatures that were more tumor than man, dripping with caustic yellow slime. Beasts with multiple heads that snapped at each other in mindless rage.

“Kraaa!” Kraa barked, backing up as a mutant with a mouth vertically bisecting its stomach shambled toward him, drool pooling on the floor.

“Boys!” Jenny yelled helplessly as the brawl began.

Bott was swinging his armored fists, cracking the jaw of a multi-armed horror. George was wielding his wrench like a club, leaping off the walls to avoid the grasping claws of a slime-man. And poor Piggy was squealing and swinging and kicking wildly, panicked, but he was kicking a melty-faced, goblin-like creature repeatedly with his booted trotter.

“They won’t last long against my failures,” Diggs’ voice cut through the noise of the fight, intimate and taunting, bypassing the mayhem to speak directly to Jenny. “But you can save them, my dear. You can even get the cure you want. But you have to come and get it. Alone.”

A pneumatic hiss sounded behind Jenny. In the center of her glass prison, a section of the floor retracted, and a tube descended from the ceiling to connect with it. This was some sort of pneumatic transport pod, a clear cylinder humming with suction, waiting to slurp her up into the heart of the tower.

“Come to my sanctum, Jenny,” Diggs purred, the audio panning so it sounded like he was standing right behind her. “Come to the Source. Come and claim what you think you deserve. You’re a big girl. A Bombshell. You don’t need these strays you’ve collected.”

Jenny looked at her friends fighting for their lives. Bott was being swarmed by human-faced crustaceans. George was being strangled by a droopy-breasted hag with tentacles for arms. Piggy was cornered by the melty goblin. Kraa was desperately fighting to keep from being swallowed whole.

There was no other way out.

She looked up again at Diggs. She loathed the man, but she knew his pitiless ilk. He would let her friends die and then force whatever he desired upon her. She had to act now and save her friends.

“Alright!” She shouted. “Do you hear me, Diggs? Stop this attack and let them go! I’ll do what you want!”

“Good, good, my dear,” he said his voiced amplified on unseen speakers to be heard over the roar of the huge pneumatic tube. “Put down the shotgun and step into tube. I will activate the control devices on my specimens to keep your companions safe.”

She set the shotgun down at her feet and stepped into rushing air of the giant suction tube. Her hair lifted from her shoulders, and she felt her toes leaving the ground. The suction intensified, stealing her breath, and she was pulled upwards into the tube. Her curves smacked and squeaked against the polymer passage as she was drawn upwards at high velocity. She grunted as she flew into the room atop the tower and came tumbling out in a rush of air.

The tube had deposited her onto a plush, red carpet. She stumbled out of the rushing air, expecting a lab. Expecting cold steel, sterile lights, and an operating table.

She was in a luxurious suite the likes of which she hadn’t seen since her visit to Deep Heaven.

Set back from the glass curve of the observation bubble, Diggs’ private office was a nest of luxury at the very apex of the tower. Dark mahogany walls lined with books, velvet drapes choking out the harsh light of the laboratory, and armored windows that afforded them a panoramic view of the slagged landscape of Atlantis.

No. Not possible. They weren’t armored windows. It was a trick, Jenny realized. They were still underground, but it was using some sort of magic to capture the view of the city and project it onto panels framed by the dark wood.

One panel, unlike the others, was showing views from the laboratory below in high definition. Her friends were still fighting for their lives.

He hadn’t yet held up his end of the bargain. She would make him do it if she had to crush his throat with her bare hands.

There was a double door that led to some inner chamber. He had to be waiting behind it.

“End of the line, Diggs!” she shouted, kicking open the double doors to the inner sanctum. “Give me the—”

The words died in her throat.

Director Diggs was not cowering behind a desk. He wasn’t wearing a mech suit. He wasn’t even looking at her.

He was in the center of a luxurious bedroom, on a massive, circular bed covered in black silk sheets.

And he wasn’t alone.

“Welcome to my most intimate laboratory,” Diggs grunted. “Few specimens are privileged to see it.”

He was naked. His body was lean, wiry, and corded with muscle that belied his age, his skin pale but flushed with exertion. He was on his knees, driving his hips with piston-like rhythm into a woman bent over a pile of gold pillows.

She was a mutant, but she was a masterpiece of erotic gene-splicing. She had long, soft white rabbit ears twitching on her head and a fluffy cotton tail bobbing above her jiggling, voluptuous human ass. Her skin was flushed and flawless, her curves exaggerated to an almost cartoonish degree of fertility. She was squealing with delight, her fingers twisting the silk sheets as Diggs pounded into her.

“Look at her, Jenny,” Diggs commanded, not even pausing his rhythm. He locked eyes with Jenny across the room, his gaze cold and dissecting even in the throes of passion. “Observe the neuromuscular and vascular response. This is Subject 89. A triumph of my splicing. A ninth-generation lab-grown bunny girl.”

Jenny stood frozen. The sexual pheromones in this room were so thick she could taste them like smoke on her tongue.

“See how she takes it?” Diggs taunted, thrusting harder and driving his lean hips against the rabbit girl’s plush ass. The sound of his flesh slapping against the bunny mutant’s butt echoed in the silent room. “I designed her buttocks for maximum impact absorption. Bred for softness. Bred for capacity. But she lacks… complexity.”

The bunny mutant moaned, a high-pitched, mindless sound of pleasure. “Yes, Director! Please! Use me! Breed me!”

“Quiet, 89,” Diggs snapped, slapping her ass hard enough to leave a red handprint on the pristine white flesh. “I’m talking to a superior, wild-caught specimen.”

He looked at Jenny, his eyes burning with a cold, analytical fire. He was fully erect, burying a thick, vein-roped cock deep inside the bunny girl with every thrust. The sight of it, the sheer, throbbing reality of his phallus driving into Subject 89, hit Jenny’s Bombshell brain like a road mine. That perfect human cock was the centerpiece of the room, a totem of terror, a missile of moaning malevolence.

“Ah, I know that look! Pre-insemination spasms! Does your womb twitch like hers, Jenny?” Diggs asked, his voice dropping to a hungry growl. “I know you can feel the subsonic frequencies and hormonal mist in this room. I know your cervix is already dilating. Your ovum eager to be swarmed by my virile sperm. It’s a biological imperative. When a female sees the Alpha mating, she prepares herself to be next.”

“I…” Jenny tried to raise the gun. Her arms shook. Her breathing was ragged. “I’m going to kill you.”

“You don’t want to kill me,” Diggs scoffed, leaning forward to grind his hips against the bunny, hitting a spot that made the girl shriek and arch her back. “You want to replace her. You’re standing there, dripping down those lovely thighs, wondering if my intellect matches my stamina. Wondering if I can stretch you just as wide as I’m stretching Subject 89.”

“Shut up!” Jenny yelled. Her body felt heavy, like iron magnetized to the bed. Every instinct screamed at her to drop to her knees and crawl onto that bed. “My friends…”

“Your concern for your inferior comrades is endearing,” chuckled Diggs. “Do not fear for their lives. They are only being subdued for further experimentation. I promise you, none of them will die or be seriously injured. Until they have outlived their usefulness.”

“Can’t… trust you,” said Jenny, even as she took a halting step towards the bed.

“No, but you have little choice in the matter,” said Diggs, still taking Subject 89 with deep, intense strokes. “But I want you to understand, because you are not like this little toy kneeling before me. I am the architect of the new world, Jenny. I built the creatures that nearly broke you. That are breaking your friends. I will build more. With your help, I will even repopulate the wasteland with hearty, intelligent, superior organisms.”

“Isane,” gasped Jenny, staggering another step towards the bed.

“My intellect demands your submission. You feel it, don't you? The desire to surrender to a superior organism. To let me… mmmmm… personally examine that… lovely wild body.”

Jenny gasped, clutching her stomach with one hand. Her womb, already primed by his tests, physically ached. She tried to center her senses on the tiny embryo created from her union with Piggy. Instead, the pheromones were rewriting her priorities, replacing all other thoughts with a desperate need for this man, right now.

“That’s it,” Diggs whispered. “Come closer. Join us.”

On the bed, the bunny mutant convulsed and cried out in a breathy voice, “Director! Director! I’m cumming! I’m cumming!”

“Permission granted,” Diggs sneered. He drove into her hard, three final, brutal thrusts that made the girl sob with ecstasy. Her ears stiffened and her cottony tail twitched. He didn't cum, but he wrung every drop of pleasure out of her before pulling his glistening red cock out of her fluttering fucksleeve. His withdrawal made a wet pop that echoed in the room and left the bunny’s pink cunny gaping.

He grabbed the bunny by her long ears and tossed her aside like a used towel. She tumbled off the bed and landed in a heap on the floor, panting and dazed, plump breasts heaving.

Diggs turned on the bed, sitting back on his heels. His cock stood straight out from his pallid body, glistening with the bunny’s juices, twitching with his heartbeat. It was a menacing shade of purple-red, veined and heavy. He looked at Jenny with the arrogance of a god waiting for an offering.

“Approach,” he commanded, curling a single finger.

Jenny took a step. Then another. She moved as if an invisible lasso was tied around her waist. She hated him. She hated his arrogance, his cruelty, and even his voice. But her body recognized him as the apex predator. Her hips swayed involuntarily as she walked toward the bed.

“Let us test your capacity,” Diggs purred as she stopped at the edge of the bed, her thighs trembling. “I’ve already run the simulations, Jenny. Mental arithmetic. The probability of you resisting my injection is zero. I am going to rewrite your biological code with my cock. I am going to fill the variables in your womb with my constants.”

“You’re… just… a fucking loony,” Jenny whispered, her hands trembling as they moved ran up her hips and cradled her heavy tits. She squeezed and milk flowed from her fat nipples and trickled over her fingers. She tried to summon a defiant look, but it was betrayed by her every action. “Not that… smart.”

“I am that smart,” Diggs corrected. “I have modified myself with chemical injections and genetic therapy. Your pathetic resistance is so statistically inconsequential it amounts to a rounding error. You are mine. We will procreate. We will flourish. Now, bring me those heavy udders. Show me the equipment I’m going to requisition.”

She stood naked before him, her body glowing in the dim light, breasts crushed in her hands and heaving with each breath. Dark hair between her legs glistening with arousal.

“Magnificent,” Diggs murmured, his eyes tracking the blue veins beneath her pale skin. “Look at the vascularity. The hip-to-waist ratio. Pure breeding perfection. Your body was created for that purpose, you know. A wild, random confluence of perfection, coming here, for me, for this moment.”

He reached out and grabbed her wrist. His grip was iron. He pulled her onto the bed. Jenny didn’t fight. She crawled toward him, the silk cool against her knees, the heat radiating from his body as she was drawn against him. She could smell the sex on him, the scent of the bunny girl mixed with his own musk. It was only adding to her state of intoxication.

“Please,” she whimpered, the word escaping before she could stop it. “The cure… the Plaga Mutantem… you said you had the cure…”

“We can discuss the cure later,” Diggs said, grabbing her wide, child-bearing hips and positioning her over him. “First, I require firsthand data.”

He didn't kiss her. He didn't offer any foreplay. He lined himself up with her dripping snatch, the head of his cock brushing against her swollen, wet lips. Hands guiding her hips as she knelt over his slender body.

“Open for the Director,” he whispered.

And then he pulled her down. Impaling her, dragging her down to his root as his magnificent cock filled her completely.

Jenny’s wail was a sound of pure sensation. Diggs’ cock was not mutant huge, but it was perfectly, painfully human huge. He stretched her hot cunt as he brought her cuntlips down to his root to kiss his dark pubes. The fat head of his cock rubbed against the deepest parts of her and stirred the unwanted ache of pleasure. She rode up and down again, guided by his hands, and it felt as if his cock was reaching into her soul.

“Yes,” Diggs hissed as she slid all the way down to his root, impaling herself on him again and again. “Accept it. Forget those mutant miscreants! Accept the cock of refined and pure humanity!”

He began to move too. It wasn’t the frantic thrusting of all too many of her lovers, nor was it the overbearing dominance of Roggo in full rut. It was precise. Calculated. He hit her pleasure centers with the accuracy of someone who had thoroughly researched female anatomy.

“Magnificent! So much, luscious data, Jenny,” Diggs whispered, his hands gripping her ass, fingers digging into the soft flesh to spread her wider. “The statistics simply don’t encompass your perfection. You seem warmer than most test subjects, but of course I will need to do thermal analysis. Your secretions are at a very high level. Your lactation… mmmm… delicious. Oh, squeezing me already? Can you feel it? Can you feel my genius stretching you out?”

“Oh god… Diggs… Director!” Jenny moaned, her hands clutching his shoulders, her nails digging into his skin. She rode him harder, her huge, laden tits slapping against her ribcage and flinging milk from her swollen nipples. Her plush bottom bouncing with the rhythm of her ride.

Jenny’s mind went blank, replaced by a white haze of submissive bliss. “It’s so deep! You’re so deep!”

“Your vagina is the optimal depth,” Diggs noted clinically, though his breath was hitching. “Endorphin release is spiking. Your pleasure is apparent in the capillary dilation. You love being a specimen for a superior mind. You love knowing that I’m smarter than you, stronger than you, and taking full control of you.”

“Yes! Yes, I love it!” Jenny cried, abandoning all dignity.

“That’s it,” he taunted, picking up the pace, bucking his hips with a force that nearly unseated her from his cock. “Forget your friends being mauled in their cells. Forget your pathetic patient rotting back home. There is only the Director. There is only me. I am your reality now.”

She couldn’t find the words to deny him.

Jenny bounced on his lap, her tits slapping against his chest, milk spraying across his face and chest in rhythmic spurts matched to her contractions. He licked the cream off his lips with a cruel smile.

“High caloric content,” he noted, tasting her offering. “Excellent viscosity. You are a dairy factory, Jenny. You will quench my thirst daily.”

He drove into her harder, faster. Jenny felt the pressure building. Her womb, though already occupied, was screaming to be seeded.

“Please! Please give it to me!” she begged, her head rolling, sweat matting her dark hair. “Give me your seed! Fill me up! I need it!”

“Beg for it,” Diggs snarled, fingers tightening on her ass, his cool demeanor finally cracking to reveal the beast underneath. “Beg for the upgrade.”

“I want it! I want your cock! I want your genius inside me! Breed me, Director! Breed my wild wasteland cunt!”

Diggs roared so loudly that the bunny girl, watching sullenly from beside the bed, whimpered and pulled her legs against her chest. He slammed his hips up, burying himself to the hilt and holding Jenny there, pinning her against his chest.

“BREEDING SUBJECT 1-0-1!” he shouted.

He erupted inside her. Spurt after hot spurt gushed against her womb, coating her walls, pouring into her depths and claiming her with the very first spurt. She clutched around him, milking each pump of hot seed, her eyes rolling back in her head as she convulsed in an orgasm that went on and on. Her ecstasy was fueled by the pheromones and the sheer intensity of his release.

Even as his spurts dwindled, she was still cumming. Still riding that incredible cock. Breasts bouncing and dripping with milk. Pussy wringing out every last drop of his load.

She felt the surge of his potent sperm within her. Her Bombshell defenses down. Her womb exposed to his enhanced semen. With a white-out pulse of pure pleasure that throbbed in her core and buzzed from her nipples to her clit, she felt what might have been another moment of conception.

Bred? Had she somehow been bred by the Director even though she was already pregnant? How could such a thing even be possible?

No, something else. Something, in its way, even more profound. He had changed her. He had rewritten her desires.

She collapsed onto his chest, her breasts splatting against his hairy torso. She was panting, almost kissing him, her heart hammering against his ribs. She felt heavy. Full. Claimed in a way she had not felt since Roggo put his mark on her ass. Her mind was floating in a fuzzy cloud.

“Good girl,” Diggs whispered, stroking her hair with a proprietary touch. “Successful insemination. But your ability to purge your body of the Ovunid’s insemination and oviposition was impressive. We will need to conduct several more insemination procedures to be sure you accept my injection.”

He let her lie there for a moment, basking in the afterglow, his cock still twitching inside her trembling walls. With a final, satisfied groan, he withdrew slowly. His departing cock left her feeling achingly empty and yet stuffed full. He snapped his fingers.

“Subject 89. Sanitation.”

The bunny mutant, who had been watching from the floor with wide, jealous eyes, scrambled onto the bed. She crawled over to Jenny, her cotton tail twitching.

“Clean her,” Diggs commanded, leaning back against the headboard to watch.

The bunny girl lowered her head and began to lick the sweat from Jenny’s face. Her tongue was soft and eager. It lapped at Jenny’s cheek and across her lips. They kissed for a moment, tongue-to-tongue, Jenny still breathless and exhausted. Then Subject 89 moved down, lapping at the milk trickling from Jenny’s nipples, suckling gently, nursing from the Bombshell.

“Mmmm,” Jenny murmured, dazed, her eyes half-closed, enjoying the soft ministrations. “Roggo… the cure…”

The bunny moved lower, crawling between Jenny’s spread legs. She began to lick Jenny’s creamy, swollen pussy, cleaning up the mess of her breeding. The bunny tongue flicked and fluttered, it chased the trickle of Diggs’ seed that was leaking out of Jenny and running down her thigh, lapping it up obediently, ensuring not a drop of the Director’s genius went to waste.

While Jenny floated in this sensory haze, being nursed and cleaned by the mutant, Diggs leaned down. His lips brushed her ear, sending a shiver down her spine.

“You asked for some meaningless cure,” he whispered, his voice dripping with malice. “And I gave you… something better.”

Jenny blinked, trying to focus on his face through the fog. “You said… you have the cure…”

“Oh, my poor, beautiful Bombshell. Your patient is irrelevant,” Diggs sneered. “Of course I have the cure. I created the Plaga Mutantem. It was designed to cull the weak, to wipe the slate clean of inferior genetic mistakes. Why would I give you a cure for something I engineered to succeed?”

Jenny stared at him, her mind reeling. “You… you made it?”

“Of course I did. I am the architect of the new world,” Diggs said, stroking her hair. “And the serum I just pumped into your womb? It’s a catalyst to bind you to me and cast the dice for that new and better world.”

Jenny’s eyes widened. The horror began to bleed through the pleasure haze. She tried to sit up, but her muscles felt like jelly. “What… what did you do?”

“It locks your biology to my genetic signature,” Diggs explained calmly. “You need a booster shot, specifically, a fresh injection of my seed, every 72-hours. Without it, your precious Bombshell DNA will begin to unravel. You will devolve into a mindless, pulsating lump of flesh. You can’t leave me now. You physically can’t.”

“I don’t… don’t believe you,” gasped Jenny.

“It doesn’t matter whether you believe me or not. You will learn the truth if you try to deny what your body requires.”

Diggs stood up, shoving the bunny girl aside and effortlessly lifting Jenny off the bed and letting her flop back onto the messy sheets. He began to button his trousers, walking toward the wall of monitors in the adjoining room with a casual stride.

“As for your little entourage,” Diggs said, gesturing to the screens.

Jenny struggled to sit up, the bunny mutant crawling back to resume licking her inner thighs, effectively trapping Jenny on the bed. She looked at the screens. The battle in the pit had stopped. The failed experiments were retreating. But something worse was happening.

Thick, green fog was flooding the chamber below. It obscured the floor, rising up around the knees of her friends.

“I have no use for variables,” Diggs said, adjusting his glasses. “I’ve just activated the purgation fumes in the lower levels. It’s a broad-spectrum de-evolutionary agent. It will only take about ten minutes to reduce your companions to primordial cell cultures.”

“Noooo,” moaned Jenny, her head falling back as the bunny girl giggled and began to lick the sensitive divot of Jenny’s asshole.
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Jenny melted beneath the bunny girl’s flicking, swirling tongue. 

Subject 89 worked the sensitive rim of Jenny’s asshole. Her tongue a warm, sweeping pleasure that sent puckering pulses of pure bliss straight up Jenny’s spine. No matter how good the naughty tongue bath felt, her eyes were fixed on the wall of monitors beyond the bedroom door. She could see what was happening to her companions.

On the screen, the green "purgation fumes” of the director’s devolutionary fog were rising. George was on his knees, clutching his throat, his chimp face contorted in panic. Piggy was backing into a corner, squealing silently as the mist licked at his trotters. Bott had retreated fully into his shell, but the fog was curling into the cracks, seeking the soft flesh inside.

“Stop it!” Jenny screamed, her voice cracking. She tried to push the bunny girl away, but her limbs felt like they were made of lead. “Director Diggs! You told me you wouldn’t hurt them! Please! You’re killing them!”

Director Diggs didn’t turn around. He stood by the monitors, buttoning his cuffs with precise, calm movements. “They’re not dying. Just devolving to primordial raw material that will be more useful in my experiments.”

Subject 89’s devilish bunny tongue prodded at Jenny’s clenched asshole, slowly working its way inside to tongue-fuck Jenny’s back passage. Jenny wailed, grabbing the bunny girl’s ears.

“They’re my friends! Please! I’ll do anything!” Jenny cried out, the desperation tearing from her throat.

Diggs paused. He turned slowly, his eyes gleaming behind his wire-rimmed spectacles. “I already own you. I’ve conditioned your body to require my seed. But… I do prefer a fully willing specimen. Will you really do anything?”

“Anything,” Jenny moaned. She rolled over onto her hands and knees and forced herself to look at him, to let the artificial lust he had engineered in her veins take the wheel, because his lust was the only lever she had left. “I’ll be good. I promise. I’ll be your good slut. Your breeder. You can run every test, every splice, every injection you want. Bring back another one of those horrible spiders. I won’t fight. I won’t run.”

The bunny girl was still lapping furiously at Jenny’s asshole and tickling her creamy crack with those whiskers. Jenny struggled to concentrate, rolling her hips and pushing her ass back into the bunny girl’s face.

“Don’t waste them,” Jenny panted, her chest heaving, heavy udders swaying and dripping with the motion. “Keep them. Use them as… as control groups. Live subjects are better for stress testing, right? Just keep them alive! As they are.”

Diggs stared at her, seeming to weigh the bargain. He looked at the monitors, then back at Jenny, sprawled and defeated on his bed, a bunny tongue up her ass and bunny fingers stroking her clit from behind. Jenny was offering him total surrender.

“It has been my experience,” Diggs mused, a cruel smile spreading across his face, “that longitudinal studies can be every bit as rewarding as cultivating totipotent cells.”

He tapped a command on his wrist computer. Fans activated with a loud whoosh audible even though the screens were muted.

On the monitors, massive vents spiraled open in the floor of the pit. With the force of a hurricane, the green fog was sucked downwards, vanishing into the filtration systems in seconds.

George collapsed on the floor, coughing violently. Piggy slumped against a wall, wheezing. After a moment, Bott poked his beaked face out of his shell. They were alive.

Jenny’s face and breasts dropped to the cushions, her ass in the air, relief well in her heart even as the bunny girl’s assault on her pussy and ass continued. “Thank you… thank you…”

“Don’t thank me yet,” Diggs sneered, walking back toward the bed. “Fear ruins the meat, Jenny. Cortisol spoils the data. We need to tenderize them before the next phase of the experiment.”

“W-what are you going to do to them now?” she moaned.

“I gave them the stick. Now I’ll give them the carrot.” He tapped his wrist again. “Initiating Guest Protocols.”

On the screen, panels in the walls of the pit slid open. But instead of monsters or gas, soft pink lights illuminated the gloom. Strange, bio-mechanical shapes emerged from the shadows..

“Let them enjoy the hospitality of the C-D-C,” Diggs said, shedding his trousers once more. “While we celebrate our new arrangement. The wild Bombshell needs a cock up her little pink asshole.”

Jenny didn’t hesitate. She couldn’t. She put her head down and her ass up, which only encourage Subject 89 to squeak, spreading Jenny’s cheeks wide and continuing to vigorously lick Jenny’s little rim.

“Good girl,” Diggs purred. He climbed onto the bed behind her, his erection already glistening, heavy with the promise of more of his addicting cum. He snapped his fingers at Subject 89. “The Sandwich Protocol.”

The bunny mutant’s eyes lit up. She squirmed under Jenny, lying flat on her back beneath Jenny’s suspended torso. She reached up, her soft hands grabbing Jenny’s heavy breasts, kneading them like dough and causing spurts of milk to splash against her body.

“Oh fuck,” Jenny moaned as Diggs lined himself up behind her.

“And now, you prove to me that you are mine,” Diggs whispered, and thrust into Jenny’s dripping cunt.

Diggs pounded his cock into her freshly-cleaned cunt. He held her hips tightly and slammed against her ass with every stroke. His thick cock and bulging, pulsating veins massaged her inner walls.

At the same time, the lusty bunny girl squirmed until she was in a 69 position beneath Jenny and leaned her head between Jenny’s thighs. She attacked Jenny’s clit, her cock-stretched folds. She whimpered and moved her tongue to meet the motion above her, lapping at Diggs and his swinging balls and thrusting cock just as much.  

“Your pussy is hungry for another injection of my seed,” laughed Diggs, reaching down to rub two fingers into Jenny’s crack.  She whimpered as he strummed her spit-slicked asshole. It made her feel so dirty.

It made her feel so hot.

He was right about how hungry her body felt for more of his cum. Her inner walls clutched around him each time he bottomed out inside her. Below her, the bunny girl’s tongue was a frantic instrument of worship, lapping at her clit, catching the juices that leaked from her pussy, humming wantonly against her bud.

“Yes… yes, Director,” Jenny gasped, her head hanging down, her hair brushing the bunny’s fuzzy mound beneath her. The serum was singing in her blood, turning her thoughts into a pink, fuzzy haze. “You’re a genius… oh god, you’re so smart… fuck me…”

“That’s it,” Diggs grunted, grabbing her hips to pull her harder onto him. “Validate my theory. Tell me I’m the Alpha.”

“You are! You’re the Alpha!” Jenny cried, her eyes rolling back. This guy was worse than a mutant wolf showing off to his pack, but for some reason it wasn’t bothering her. She felt as if she might float away into some cloudy afterlife of bliss. Only the cock plundering her and the tongue flicking at her clit kept her moored to physical reality.

“You’re doing so well, Bombshell,” the bunny whispered. “He likes it when you throw your butt back. Make him happy.”

“Yessss… oh god, it’s so good! I want to cum on him!”

“Not yet!” Diggs withdrew suddenly, leaving Jenny gasping at the loss of fullness.

“Roll over and let me see those laden tits of yours! It’s time for a mammary inspection!”

Jenny whimpered with disappointment, but obeyed Diggs’ command, crawling off Subject 89 and flopping over onto her back on the bed. Diggs smiled wickedly and grabbed her massive, milk-heavy tits, pressing them together. Fresh cream gushed from her raw-sucked red nipples and he chuckled and directed the aim at his twitching cock.

“Ohhhhh, yes, fuck them, please,” moaned Jenny, looking up at him and squirming with need as he mauled her tits with both hands.

He forced his hard cock into the soft, warm squeeze of her cleavage. His fingers pressing in on her laden glands kept the milk flowing, filling the valley between her tits and lubricating his thrusting cock.

“Ohhhh, so productive. I could use you as dairy animal,” Diggs taunted, slapping his cock against her nipples. “Look at this wasted potential. Nothing but fat and lactation.”

“Yes… just a cow… use my tits,” Jenny moaned, her hands holding her own breasts together to service him.

“Assistance,” Diggs barked.

Subject 89 crawled over Jenny’s face and pressed her own soft, perky breasts against Jenny’s massive ones, creating a wall of four tits. A hot, milk-soaked tunnel of flesh.

“Now this is something new,” Diggs groaned.

He fucked the channel of soft titflesh. He slid his cock between Jenny and the bunny, groaning at the sheer volume of soft tissue engulfing him. It was a wall of warmth and each thrust sent shockwaves jiggling through the squeezing tits. Jenny couldn’t see it with Subject 89 leaning over her face, but she could feel each stroke jabbing up through her cleavage.

“So much softness,” Diggs muttered, thrusting harder. “Maximum… cushioning.”

He pulled his cock from between the squeezing tunnel of titflesh and thrust his cock balls-deep down the bunny girl’s throat. She gurgled appreciatively.

“That’s right, nice and wet,” he groaned. “Lubricate me properly. There we are.”

He pulled his cock back out and plowed it back into the tunnel of crushing cleavage. Jenny moaned as the tip of his cock collided with her chin. She opened her mouth, extending her tongue, and catching the gliding tip of Diggs’ cock with each thrust. The head of his phallus was swollen, the slit weeping pre-cum that mixed with the milk. He groaned, hips bucking wildly, and the eruption began.

“Lick it… taste it,” he groaned. “Taste my precious semen.”

“Mmmmnnnn… yes… oh please, yes, give it to me,” moaned Jenny, wantonly licking each time his thrust through her cleavage brought his cock to her tongue.

Diggs squeezed their tits with his clutching hands and thrust hard through Jenny and Subject 89’s combined cleavage. The first heavy shot of his cum spurted directly across Jenny’s tongue and into her mouth. The hot glob of spunk basting her throat with such sudden force that she gagged despite her eagerness. He pulled back and thrust again, spurting repeated, thick gushes of cum all over Jenny’s face and into the valley of her cleavage. Hot, slippery spunk smeared between her tits as the salty flavor of Diggs’ load filled her mouth.

, heavy rope of semen that arced through the air, landing with a hot splat on Jenny's cheek. The next spurt hit her collarbone, a dense, pearly glob of bio-hacked genetic material. He groaned, his body seizing as he pumped rope after rope, coating Jenny’s chest and the bunny’s face in a sticky, white glaze. The cum was incredibly thick, almost like condensed milk, designed for maximum retention and potency.

Subject 89 lifted from above Jenny and finished the last pumps of Diggs’ orgasm in her eager mouth. Jenny sputtered, still recovering. Before she could wipe the glaze of cum away, the bunny girl was there. She lapped up the Director’s seed, her pink tongue chasing the rivulets of cum down Jenny's neck.

Then, with her mouth full of Diggs’ cum, she crawled up and kissed Jenny.

It was a sloppy, degrading, cummy kiss. Jenny tasted the salty tang of the Director’s "genius" passed from the mutant’s mouth to hers. She didn't pull away. She moaned into the kiss, her tongue tangling with the bunny’s and sharing the load.

Diggs stroked the last drops from his cock, watching the two beauties share his load. He had won and he was savoring his triumph. He sat back on his knees, and Jenny and the bunny girl crawled to him. They licked and caressed his cock. Jenny pressed warm kisses to his shaft as Subject 89 tongued his spent balls.

“More?” Jenny moaned, looking up hopefully.

“Of course,” laughed Diggs. “I still haven’t claimed your pretty pink asshole, wild one. Would you like that? Would you like me to pump your ass full of this seed?”

“Thisssss,” moaned Jenny, licking his balls. “Oh, please. Fill my ass up.”

“Mine too, Director,” moaned Subject 89.

He glared at the bunny girls. “Yours later. The wild Bombshell needs my attention first. Now… suck it. Make me ready again.”

Jenny and the bunny girl descended upon his cock with devoted lust. Licking and sucking him, giggling softly as their tongues warred over his tip and their hands caressed his spit-soaked shaft. For all of the bunny girl’s engineered lustiness, she was no matched for Jenny’s Bombshell hunger. Jenny took over Diggs’ cock, sucking it stiff and then looking up at him eagerly as she took his cock down her throat.

She knew she should hate him. She could faintly hear her friends pleading for help from the monitors in the other room. But at that moment, all that mattered was sucking his cock.

But that wasn’t what the director wanted.

“Enough,” he growled, tangling his fingers in Jenny’s dark hair and yanking her head away. She moaned as his cock parted from her lips with a lewd slurp.

“I own each and every one of your holes now,” he reminded her, stroking his red, saliva-drenched cock with one hand. “You will beg for regular injections of my semen. Now, roll over. I intend to inject this does rectally”

She turned around eagerly again, face down, wagging butt offered up to him. The bunny girl was waiting, spitting a mouthful of warm saliva into0 Jenny’s crack and smearing it over her twitching asshole.

“Lube applied, sir,” the bunny chirped.

Diggs didn't hesitate. He lined up with her winking clench and shoved into her tight pucker. Jenny cried out, burying her face in the pillows as Director Diggs stretched her ass open.

“Well kept,” Diggs groaned, the veins on his neck bulging as he began to hip-spank her ass with the rhythm of his thrusts. “Not quite virgin territory. But… underutilized.”

Jenny was so aroused that her ass yielded eagerly to Diggs’ brutal thrusts. She knew she should hate him. That she should resent every hilting stroke as he buried his cock deep and pressed his tight balls against her dripping snatch. As his fingers squeezed her hips painfully. But at that moment, she didn’t care about his vile behavior. Her mind narrowed to the exquisite sensation of his veiny cock plundering her pink pucker and the throbbing, oozing promise of another dose of his semen.

“Yes, yes,” he groaned, intensifying his thrusts and leaning over her back. “I will savor every inch of your lovely body, Bombshell. I will feed you and seed you and pump you full. Oh, my wild Bombshell, what a world you will help me create!”

“Yessss,” hissed Jenny, bouncing her ass back against him. Skewering her aching ass on his pre-slicked cock. “Cum for me, Director! Fill my naughty wasteland ass with your cum!”

He couldn’t last long between those jiggling cheeks, his cock wrapped in the hot furnace of her ass. He came with a chest shaking groan, sweaty and red-faced as he began to spurt into the depths of Jenny’s bowels.

“Ooohhhhhh I feel it!” she cried, her body already trained to feel a flush of pleasure with each hot pump of the Director’s cum. It was an overdose of the very concoction he had forced her to crave. The pleasure, intense and pulsing through her with each fresh gush, a confirmation of his claim on her body.

As he pulled out, leaving her gaping and spent, the bunny girl dove in. She buried her face in Jenny’s ass, rimming her, cleaning the frothy ooze of cum.

The sensation of having her ass eaten out from behind while full of cum pushed Jenny over the edge. This was not some phantom climax caused by her new addiction to Diggs’ seed. It was a real, howling pleasure that left her shaking and clawing at the sheets. At last, she collapsed forward, gasping for breath and twitching with aftershocks.
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The Getaway

Silence fell over the bedroom suite, broken only by the heavy breathing of the Director and the soft lapping sounds of the bunny girl cleaning up.

Diggs sprawled out on the silk sheets, arms spread wide. Jenny lay next to him, face down, limbs tangled, seemingly broken.

“I never could have imagined such perfection from a wild-caught specimen,” Diggs murmured, staring at the ceiling.  “Tomorrow. Tomorrow we start the splicing. I’ll begin analyzing your DNA for suitable combinations. I’ll need to fast-grow another Ovunid as well.”

Jenny lay still, her eyes closed. She was floating in the pink haze, satiation keeping her docile for the moment. Subject 89’s tongue relaxing her with gentle licks.

“You know, there is a cure for the Plaga Mutantem,” Diggs chuckled to himself. “Right there in the cryo-safe behind my desk. The disease is brilliant, stable when needed, but prone to rampant mutation when under attack by antibodies. No doctor could ever create a cure, but there is a sort of self-destruct mechanism. A simple injection which I keep well-stocked.”

He laughed softly. “Of course, the cure is only a safeguard in case it mutated to threaten human DNA. I would never waste it on a mutant. What was it? A pig? A coyote?”

“Frog,” said Jenny softly, rolling onto her back and looking up at the director.

“Ah, how loathsome,” chuckled the Director. “A friend?”

“My… mate,” she said, feeling welling up through the haze of pleasure.

“Oh? How curious. I was given to believe that humans and amphibian strain mutants rarely interbred. Yet clearly you have given birth in the recent past.” He tapped his chin with one hand while idly fondling a milky breast with the other. “Perhaps I should have sanitized you better before exposing myself to your germs. Ah, well, nothing ventured, nothing gained.”

He gave her breast a rough squeeze and milk spurted upwards, making Subject 89 squeal with delight and lean forward to catch the spray in her open mouth.

“Did your mate have a name?” asked Director Diggs, continuing to squeeze and milk her breast seemingly for his amusement.

Jenny’s mind struggled with his question for a moment, but when that name came to her, she felt an unexpected and intense welling of emotion.

“Roggo,” she gasped, her gaze snapping into focus as she looked up at Diggs. The lingering power of his seed seemed to whisper that she needed Diggs, that she belonged to him. He said something about Roggo’s name being disgusting, but Jenny was no longer listening.

His disease, the one Diggs made in this lab, is going to kill Roggo.

She slowly shifted her arm. Her muscles screamed in protest. Her body felt heavy, satiated, and drugged.

Diggs closed his eyes, smiling. “Subject 89, clean me up.”

The bunny girl turned her attention to Diggs, distracting him with her eager mouth and mischievous tongue. He leaned back with a groan, taking hold of Subject 89’s fuzzy ears and using them like a handle as she began to bob on his flaccid cock.

Jenny lifted her head. She searched the room for something. Anything.

On the nightstand, next to the decanter, was a heavy, bronze bust of Director Diggs. A monument to his own ego.

She gritted her teeth. She focused on the image of Roggo’s glistening green face in healthier times. A croaking smile. A webbed hand caressing her hip. She summoned every ounce of Bombshell strength she had left.

With a roar that was half-scream, half-sob, Jenny lunged.

She grabbed the bust and swung it down with both hands. Diggs looked up from the bunny girl pleasuring him and registered only a split second of understanding as the bronze bust of his own face descended towards him.

CRACK.

The bronze nose of the statue connected with the real nose of the Director. Diggs didn't even have time to look surprised. His eyes rolled back, and he slumped into the pillows, blood pouring out as he lost consciousness.

Subject 89 shrieked, backing away, hands covering her mouth. “Director! Director!”

She looked at Jenny, trembling. But she didn't attack. She was trained for pleasure, not combat. She was docile.

Jenny panted, dropping the bloody bust. She scrambled off the bed, her legs wobbling. She grabbed the heavy silk sash from the velvet drapes.

“Sorry, honey,” Jenny muttered to the bunny girl.

She bound Diggs’ hands and feet together, tying them with knots she had learned in her side career as a bounty hunter. She grabbed Diggs’ discarded underwear from the floor and shoved them into his mouth as a gag.

She turned to the bunny girl. “Come here, cotton-tail.”

The bunny obeyed, crawling over. Jenny tied her to the bedpost with the other curtain sash. She patted the mutant on the head.

“Stay. Be a good girl.”

She marched to the wall where a crude oil painting of Director Diggs in a heroic pose hung. He probably painted it himself, or created the artist who did. She tore it off the wall, smashing the frame.

Behind it was a sleek, silver safe.

“Biometric,” Jenny hissed.

She ran back to the bed. She grabbed Diggs’ limp hand.

“This is gonna hurt you a lot more than it hurts me, Director,” said Jenny. She broke and twisted and ripped off Diggs’ thumb. The bunny girl screamed in horror. Somehow, Diggs didn’t wake up.

She pressed his thumb against the scanner. There was a beep of acknowledgement followed by a green LED lighting up.

The safe hissed open. Inside, bathed in cold blue light, was a rack of vials of blue liquid. The cure for the Plaga Mutantem.

Jenny grabbed it. She held it up to the light for a second, her heart hammering. She stuffed the vials into a briefcase she found next to Diggs’ desk.

She turned to the wall of monitors. She saw her friends below. They were lying in puddles of their own pleasure-fluids, looking dazed and happy, surrounded by fleshy abominations purpose-built for pleasure. Creatures that were breasts and sucking mouths and hungry, eager cunts, but perhaps possessing only instinctual intelligence. Monstrosities created by Diggs for sample collection or breeding or simply his amusement.

She found the control console. Her fingers flew across the keys.

“Security Override… Containment Protocols…”

She saw green and red indicators suggesting dozens of specimens alive and being contained on the lower levels of the CDC facility. She had no idea what they all were, but she a feeling the last thing Diggs would want was to se them all free.

“So that’s what I’m going to do,” she said with a wicked grin.

She found the master switch.

“Let’s see how you handle these variables, Director,” she muttered and opened every door, releasing all specimens from containment. Every cell in the facility. Every cage. Every failed experiment. Every perfect pure strain or grotesque mutant.

CLICK.

Red lights began to flash. Sirens began to wail.

Jenny reversed the pneumatic suction of the tunnel, the satchel containing the cure clutched tightly in her hands. She tumbled out of the tunnel and returned to where she had left her shotgun.

With all the doors open and barriers down, there was no longer much of a maze to navigate. The pleasure constructs were slinking and flopping away, satisfied, leaving her companions to slowly come to their senses. George was lying on his back, eyes wide, drooling. Piggy was asleep, covered in what looked like chocolate. Bott was slowly emerging from his shell, looking more relaxed than she had ever seen before. Kraa, who had been hiding somewhere, emerged and let out a relieved, “Kraaa!”

“Wake up, boys! Party’s over!”

George blinked, shaking his head. “Boss? I… I feel amazing. What happened to you? You’re naked!”

“We’re leaving! Now!”

The facility erupted around them. Chaos and lust and fury boiling up from the lower levels as the monstrosities Diggs had created broke free. The blast doors to the lower levels swung open. The "failed experiments" poured out, roaring in confusion and rage. Prewar androids, cyborg mutants, and constructs built for violence or pleasure, all charged madly into the open. Jenny wasn’t sure if they were just trying to escape or they were after revenge.

“Run!” Jenny shouted.

They sprinted for the tunnel where they had left Death Van. It was a gauntlet of horrors.

A three-headed dog, spitting acid, lunged at them from a side corridor. Bott slammed into it, his shell deflecting the acid, knocking the beast aside.

“Move! Move!”

A slime-monster, dissolving the floor as it moved, oozed toward Piggy. Piggy squealed, diving through what passed for its legs, skipping like a stone, and scrambling up the debris.

They reached the crash site. Death Van was there, battered and dusty, but looking like the most beautiful thing in the world.

Jenny pressed her hand to the hood, reaching out and touching the van with her Bombshell powers. The engine roared to life.

“Get in!”

George leapt behind the wheel. Piggy and Bott threw themselves into the back. Kraa scrambled onto the roof. Jenny dove into the passenger seat, slamming the door just as an octopus-headed thing grabbed at the door and began shrieking with rage.

“Punch it, George!”

George slammed the gas. Death Van surged forward. There was no road up, but there was a collapsed ramp of rubble leading toward a ventilation shaft. Maybe, if they were lucky, it wouldn’t be blocked by a giant fan blade.

“Hold on!” George screamed.

He drove the van up the rubble. The tires spun, caught traction, and launched them. They smashed through a grate, bouncing into a massive concrete pipe. George floored it, driving up the incline, engine screaming.

Behind them, an explosion rocked the facility. Flames rushed up the tunnel, licking at their rear bumper.

They burst out of the ground, smashing through a layer of old asphalt and vines, catching air. Death Van slammed down onto the overgrown surface streets of Atlanta, armor rattling, suspension groaning but holding.

Sunlight streamed through the cracked armored slats.

She had the cure. She could only pray to the gods of the wasteland that Roggo was somehow still alive.
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There’s No Place Like Home

Jenny was all out of changes of clothes, but she managed to find one of Hogan’s dusty work shirts crammed under the passenger seat of Death Van. It smelled like the old man’s sweat. After what she had just endured, the familiar funk of her old mentor was a welcome aroma. She wore Hogan’s oversized shirt half-buttoned over her filthy body and sat in the passenger seat of Death Van. The roar of the engine comforting her as the green ruins of Atlanta receded in the rearview mirror.

She was a mess, her speed blown hair matted and her skin tight with the drying, tacky mixture of her milk, her sweat, and the filth acquired during her brief stay at the CDC. Beneath the grime, she was elated. She had escaped the intoxicating cum of Director Diggs and she had liberated the cure to the Plaga Mutantem.

Even better, all of her companions had made it out alive. George was behind the wheel, Bott and Piggy were in the back, and even Kraa, the giant mutant ant, still clinging to the van’s roof, had come scurrying out of the pandemonium as they escaped the underground facility.

Had Director Diggs survived? How many of his creations had made it out alive? Those were concerns for another time. Jenny’s focus was on getting home and getting the cure to Roggo.

But it was a long road home. Along the way, whether she realized it or not, Jenny knew she would probably have to bid farewell to the companions she had made along her way to Atlanta. She was not going to just wave as she dropped them by the roadside and peeled out in Death Van.

She was going to thank them for all they had done.

George the mutant chimp was the first to part ways with Jenny.

They pulled into a derelict gas station on the outskirts of the ruins of Augusta just as the sun dipped below the horizon. The sky was a bruised purple shot through with dusky red. It had rained and the air here was heavy with the scent of wet asphalt and the cloying, over-sweet perfume of mutant flora blooming in the cracks of the forecourt. A smell so intense it felt like it was sticking to the back of Jenny’s throat.

George hopped out to help Jenny siphon the last of the fuel from a rusted tanker. His movements were twitchy, his eyes darting toward the tree line.

"I can't do it, Jenny," he muttered, his voice a dry rasp. "I can’t go back to the desert. I don’t want to be alone out there, waiting for it to be my turn to draw a joker.”

“You’ll have friends in Watertown,” she said. “You’ll have me, George.”

He shook his head, sadness welling in his brown eyes.

“I can’t change your mind?” she asked, chewing her lower lip.

He shook his head again. “No. I’m staying here.”

Jenny looked at his wiry, simian frame and felt a pang of genuine loss. He’d been with her almost since the beginning and she would miss him most of all. She glanced over at Death Van. It was empty at the moment, with Piggy and Kraa out scrounging for food and Bott soaking his huge turtle shell in a lagoon of relatively clean rainwater. Now was her chance to give George a proper sendoff.

Without a word, she took his hand and led him into the back of the van, onto the stained mattress that had seen so much use during her journey east.

“What’s back here, Jenny?” asked George. “I told ya, I gotta go.”

“You can spare a few minutes to say goodbye,” she purred, pressing her curves against him and running her hand down his fuzzy body to the bulge in his pants.

George got the message.

She kissed him hot and hungry. She was grateful after all George had done for her and she was eager to show it. Jenny thrust her tongue into his ape mouth with total abandon. They fell together on the dingy mattress in the back of the van and she had his beastly cock in her hand in moments.

They grappled and fondled and shifted into a 69 position. While she was slurping, George was struggling to get her out of her borrowed work shirt. He pulled the shirt up her back, baring her creamy cheeks, gently layering swats on their jiggling roundness as she sucked his chimp cock. He leaned up and she felt the heat of his tongue slide over and into the groove of her cunt.

“Ohhhhh, George,” she moaned around his straining cock. “I’m going to miss that tongue of yours. Ohhhhh….”

His tongue drove her wild, making it hard to concentrate on sucking his beastly cock. She bucked her ass in his face, riding her cunt on his tongue. George didn’t seem to mind he was missing out on her sucking skills. He was licking furiously at Jenny’s pussy, her ass, and her straining clit.

She arched her body atop him, milk spurting from her heavy hanging breasts and the plump pink nozzles of her nipples. Her nectar burst on George’s tongue and the chimp mutant furiously devoured her gushing honey. Sucking. Tonguing deep into her tender folds. Hold her ass with both hands.

“Oh, George, yesssss. That’s it. Now… now please… fuck me…”

He moved over her killer Bombshell curves like a climber ascending a mountain he feared would crumble beneath him. Jenny rolled over and wrapped her heavy thighs around his furry waist, pulling his hardness into the hot, spit-soaked softness of her cunt.

“Oooooo! OOOOOO! So tight!” George thrust into her with vigorous strokes, his monkey milk balls bouncing off her ass and his ape cock plunging her pussy. His attention was divided between her luscious lips and her heaving, milky tits. He kissed her, sucked her, and kissed her again, all without slowing his rampant rut.

It only intensified when he turned her over and focused his full frenzy on pounding her from behind. His big hands gripping her hips and his balls battering her clit with each hilting thrust. His thrusts were rapid-fire, accompanied by a series of sharp squeaks and chattered breaths that echoed off the metal walls.

Jenny arched her back, her breasts swinging heavily with the force of his rut, the weight of them causing a deep, pulling ache in her chest.

When the end came for George, it was sudden and screeching. He erupted in a succession of hot, powerful jets that seemed to fire with the velocity of a pressurized piston. The ape spunk drenched her womb and overflowed his pumping cock to drip down her inner thighs.

“Fill me, Georgie! Empty those balls in my scav snatch!”

She threw her hips back and her pussy devoured his gushing cock. His entire wiry frame vibrated against her, his muscles locking tight as the final, frantic surges left him breathless and spent, his internal rhythm finally slowing from a blur to a dull, rhythmic throb that pulsed against her womb.

Afterwards, Jenny watched, naked and well-fucked, as George stood at the edge of the swampy jungle, gave a final, somber salute, and vanished. By the time the others returned, George was long gone.

Jenny took over the driving duties, glad to be back behind the wheel. Kraa moved into the van to stay, sleeping in the space between the front seats as if he couldn’t stand to be far from Jenny.

Piggy was the next to go.

The second day of their return trip was a grueling trek through mud-slicked backroads. They stopped by a bloated riverbank to cool the van's overheated radiator. Piggy had been whimpering softly for hours.

“What’s wrong, big boy?” asked Jenny, revving Death Van’s engine to keep it moving and prevent it from getting mired in the mud.

"It's gone," he wheezed, his porcine features sagging. "My heart. I… when we were in Atlantis, I felt so brave. Even when we were in the Seedy Sea. I felt like I’d finally found my heart.”

“You didn’t just feel brave, you were so brave,” said Jenny, reaching across to stroke Piggy’s shoulder.”

“But… but ever since we left,” he sniffled. “I feel like I’m getting weak again. Like I can’t be brave. But there… I want to go back there. To find things in the city. To make a life for myself.”

“You mean you want to be a scav,” said Jenny. “A brave scav, looting Atlantis?”

“Yeah,” he nodded, smiling earnestly beneath his snout. “Do you think… would you like to do that with me? We could be scavs together.”

“You know I have to go back to Watertown, Piggy,” she said. “Roggo is counting on me. You should come with me to Watertown. Maybe we could scav together.”

Piggy couldn’t agree with what she was saying, but he couldn’t come up with an argument against it either. He shifted uncomfortably, his ragged t-shirt pulling up partway over his belly.

“Let’s get a little fresh air,” she said, killing Death Van’s engine. “C’mon. Bott, Kraa, keep an eye on the van. I’m going for a walk with Piggy.”

She and Piggy walked away from Death Van in silence. She sat him down in the soft mud by the water's edge, the gray light of the overcast sky making his pale skin look like wet marble.

"I can help," she whispered, stroking Piggy’s shoulder. “I know it’s not quite the same. But come here.”

She shed her work shirt, exposing her breasts, which were painfully engorged and heavy with her milk.

Piggy “skrrreeeonked” almost like a sigh and buried his face in her cleavage, his mouth wide, tongue seeking as he drank greedily from her. Jenny let him take what he needed, her hands kneading his soft, heavy flesh, feeling the way his skin dimpled and folded under her touch. His soft oinking grew more excited the more he drank. She fell back onto the grass, drawing him atop her.

She could feel the pulsing in her womb. It remembered. It knew the gift she had received from Piggy before they reached Atlanta. He didn’t know it, she barely knew it, but she could feel the tightness in her womb. He had impregnated her. Now she craved another dose of his hot piggy cum.

“Fuck me, Piggy,” she whispered as he suckled from her milky breasts.

“Y-yes,” he said, lifting his face from her cleavage and wiping his chin. He kissed her then, his tongue fat and thrusting past her lips. His hands on her hips as he guided his reddening cock to her dark-thatched cunt.

He was massive, a rolling tide of weight that pressed Jenny deep into the cooling mud. His corkscrew cock nudged open her folds and plunged into her hot depths. Jenny felt every inch of his slick, heavy girth filling her to her backwalls, the mud squelching beneath them as she hooked her legs over his broad back. Piggy’s weight was immense, a suffocating heat that seemed to envelop her entire lower half.

“That’s it,” gasped Jenny, barely able to draw in a breath under Piggy’s bulk. “Ohhhhh you’re so deep inside me. Your cock… screwing right into my womb. Feels… so good.”

“Oh, Jenny, you’re so beautiful,” moaned Piggy, his snout descending to her breasts to have another taste of her cream. He kissed her again, his tongue milky and sweet, hot and thrusting into her moaning mouth.

She stroked his bristled shoulders, her feet in the air behind his flabby back as he hilted inside her again and again. His massive balls swung against her ass with each stroke. Tightening. Throbbing like his cock with his building release.

Jenny was a step ahead of Piggy. That corkscrew cock of his was moving inside her with the weight of his thrusts behind it. She could feel her core welling with pleasure, her clit screwed by his twisted shaft, and her womb throbbing as if eager for another load of Piggy’s cum.

She wanted to tell him. To blurt it out. You made me pregnant! But she couldn’t bring herself to pin him down with those words.

This was no rough pig biker. Piggy was making love to her, kissing her passionately, and she couldn’t hold back from that sort of devotion.

“Mmmmmmmm!” She moaned into his kiss, bucking beneath him. “Mmmmm! Cumming!”

Her body gripped him in the clenching fury of her climax. Waves of pleasure rippling through her and squeezing around that hot, magnificent corkscrew plunging into her cunt.

“SKREEEE-onk! Jenny!” Piggy reached his limit, his climax an endless, creamy torrent. It was a thick, white river that surged into her with hot gushes as his fat body flexed and thrust atop her.

Piggy’s cum leaked out from her cuntlips to mix with the cooling river mud beneath her ass. The sheer mass of the release was like trickling glue. Heavy, sweet-smelling glue that left Jenny feeling as though she were being spackled to the spot by his essence. It coated her thighs, her buttocks, and the riverbank itself in a pale slick that shone under the gray sky.

Piggy let out a long, wet wheeze, his entire mountain of soft flesh collapsing onto her as the last of the vast, hot reservoir drained out of him, leaving them both drenched and heavy in the aftermath of his gluttonous satisfaction. It took him a long while to roll off her. Their sweaty bodies separated with a lewd slurp as his cock pulled free of her creamy cunt.

"I’m going back," Piggy grunted as he sat beside her and watched the river. "I’m going to be brave, Jenny"

“You might find George,” she suggested. “You could work together.”

“No,” he oinked softly. “I have to do this alone. But maybe… maybe after I’ve proved to myself I can be brave, I will come back and find you. In Watertown.”

Jenny gave his shoulder a squeeze. She could still feel his semen pooling heavily in her depths. She rose slowly, kissing his cheek, and then walked away without looking back.

“I’ll be waiting for you, Piggy,” she said.

Jenny climbed into the van alone, her heart heavy, the interior of the vehicle now feeling empty after Piggy’s departure. She looked at Bott and Kraa and smiled weakly.

Death Van’s engine started on the first try.

By the third night, they had reached the high ground overlooking the distant desert approach to Watertown. From a lookout peak, she peered through the binoculars and could just make out the lights of the settlement’s outer walls. Lanterns winking as they were blown on their lanyards. She could almost smell roasted rat skewers in the market, the spilled beer and piss of the bars, and the cool mustiness of Roggo’s bunker.

“There’s no place like home,” she said.

She lowered the binoculars, offering them to Bott. The burly turtle man waved them away.

“Kraaa,” said Kraa, twitching his antennae.

“I’m not going with you, Jenny,” said Bott.

“What? C’mon, Bott, we’re like half a day’s drive away. You can meet Roggo and Hogan and, oh, you’ll love Clarabelle. She’s sort of hooked up with a lizard by the name of…”

Her words trailed off as she saw the distant expression on Bott’s beaked face. She sat down next to him on the edge of the outcropping where she had parked Death Van for a better view.

“I know places like that,” he said, nodding slightly towards Watertown. “Big towns. Lots of people, always moving. I am too slow for your world. Always have been and now, I am an old mutant. I want the quiet.”

“Quiet is dangerous in the wasteland,” said Jenny. “If you’re out there by yourself, if you’re not on guard at all times, you just become someone else’s salvage.”

“I heard Parch is rebuilding,” said Bott. “I’ve got a cousin out there. Maybe I could set up a little repair shop or something.”

“Yeah? I could come visit?”

“If you get out that far west,” said Bott.

“Well, okay, Bott,” said Jenny. “You want a ride to Parch?”

“No,” said Bott, shaking his head. “Better I just go on my way.”

He stood and grunted with effort, dusting off his carapace. Jenny looked up at him and smiled sweetly.

“You’re not going anywhere without a proper goodbye,” she said, holding out her hand to get a hand up. Bott took it and lifted the curvy Bombshell into his arms.

“What did you have in mind?” he asked.

She undressed for him in the desert night, unbuttoning and slipping the work shirt from her shoulders. Dropping it like a shed skin. The untanned parts of her curves looking almost blue in the moonlight and her tanned flesh darkening. Her nipples stood out against the wind that stirred her dark hair and milk welled in her plump nipples. She crushed her tits in her hands and aimed the streams of her milk into Bott’s open mouth. His tongue flicking and tasting the milk that overflowed his beaked mouth.

When he moved over her, Jenny felt as if she were being pinned by a mountain. His skin was cool and smooth, his plastron shell hard, a stark contrast to the feverish heat George had brought or the damp, sweaty softness of Piggy. His cock was incredible thick at its root and he entered her with a rhythmic motion that stretched her wide as if only her Bombshell powers were keeping her from splitting open.

“Ohhhh, yesssss, Bott,” moaned Jenny, caressing his scaly face. “I will miss that big cock.”

Jenny arched beneath him, her massive breasts flattened under his weight, her breath coming with effort. Every slow, deliberate thrust felt like it was shifting the very alignment of her hips. As he climbed towards his peak, the pressure inside her became almost unbearable.

“I’m going to cum,” he rasped. “Cum inside you. Beautiful Jenny. Ohhhhh…”

He began to fill her with a hot, spurting load that felt almost like he was sealing her shut. Plugging her womb and stuffing her cunt. It radiated with passionate warmth that made Jenny’s vision swim. He was a stone atop her and his cum was turning her to molten flesh. Lik she was oozing out through the cracks.

Bott’s body didn’t move during the release, but his hands held tight to her hips and his cock pulsed powerfully inside her. His stony chest pressing her flat as the tectonic shuddering of his eruption finally subsided.

She leaned up and kissed him. He parted his hard mutant lips and their tongues met in a hot, languorous dance. He stayed inside her until the sun began to peek over the ridge, then he simply stood, nodded once, and began the long, shuffling walk down the rocky outcropping and west towards the deep wasteland.

Jenny watched him go for a while, standing naked as the red flush of the sun broke across the sky. Then she upended the last of the drinking water over her curves and used it to clean between her legs.

“Looks like it’s just me and you, little guy,” she said to Kraa.

“Kraaaaa,” the giant ant agreed, nudging at her hand.

Death Van reached the outer checkpoints of Watertown as the morning sun was beginning to cook the desert. She stopped the van fifty yards from the gate and looked up at the roof.

As the van rolled through the gates, the mutant coyote guards, part of Armstrong’s militia, stared in stunned silence. It was as if they never expected to see her return.

Morons. Jenny was used to being underestimated.

She felt a tingle of excitement as she spotted the water tower with its bulging bladders of water and winking red lights. Gravel clattered against the underside of Death Van as she skidded to a halt outside the bunker. She hurried to the hatch, punched in her code, and swung open the door with the cure cradled in its satchel under one arm.

She found Roggo in the dark, humid sanctuary of the deep bunker. Electric heaters were blowing warm air in from the hallway and the room felt like a hothouse, thick with moisture. The legendary mutant frog man lay across a reinforced bed that groaned under his massive girth. He looked terrible. His once-vibrant, green skin was a sickly, pale gray, sagging in heavy folds of fever-ravaged fat.

Bulla, the hucow mutant, was tending to him. She was a vision of milky excess, her presence even more exceptional than Jenny’s. Her breasts were monumental, heavy and pendulous, straining the seams of a thin medical apron. She had been trying to keep Roggo hydrated with her own milk, but the infection was winning.

"He's fading," Bulla whispered, her large, soulful eyes wet with tears. “Doc Melker thinks just a few hours.”

“I didn’t go through all that to stand around and watch him die,” growled Jenny, pushing past Bulla. “I have the cure!”

Jenny didn't hesitate. She produced a blue vial from the hard case. The cure for the deadly Plaga Mutantem. She prayed to Ford, Chrysler, and all the General Gods of Motor City that it wasn’t too late.

She knelt by the massive frog man’s head and opened a vial to extra an eyedropper’s measure of the liquid. His mouth hung open, giant tongue gray and lolling. She lowered the dropper to his lips and squeezed, spurting the fluid across his tongue.

Nothing happened. She was only guessing at the dose. Maybe he needed more. She reached for the vial again.

“RrrrrroooooAAAAAAARKKK!!”

Roggo’s flabby hillock of a body arched. His skin rippled as if a storm was passing beneath the surface. The cure was fighting the infection, but the process was consuming every scrap of energy he had left.

"He needs fuel," Jenny commanded. "Now."

Bulla took one side of Roggo’s wide torso, Jenny took the other. They both bared their heavy, leaking breasts, presenting their nipples to his wide, parched lips. Roggo’s golden eyes flared with recognition. They rolled in his head as he engulfed both breasts at once, one from each woman, and drank with a desperate, instinctual thirst. His strength returning in surges as the combined milk of the two buxom beauties fueled his recovery.

The sound of his frantic swallowing filled the room, a rhythmic gulping that synchronized with the two women’s heavy breathing.

To fully stabilize the transition, the hormones needed a final jumpstart. Roggo’s pink wedge of cock was sliding from its sheath as he drank. The two women popped their tits from his drooling mouth and moved lower. Jenny pressed from one side and Bulla from the other, their massive tits engulfing his cock in a warm, soft passage of flesh.

Together, the two mutant beauties serviced his colossal, rejuvenated member with an urgent intensity. Roggo groaned and croaked and began to thrust his hips and fuck the quartet of creamy titflesh.

“RRRRROOOOAARRK! Jennnnnny!”

Roggo erupted with a geyser of hot, glistening goo. His massive, green frame convulsing as he released a colossal torrent of spunk that rained down on the two women and their squeezing tits. He pumped again and again as they gasped and closed their eyes against the gooey downpour.

When it was finished, Roggo slowly sat forward.

"I feel better already," he rumbled, his voice a deep bass that shook the room. He reached out, his massive, webbed hands pulling both Jenny and Bulla into the soft, warm expanse of his giant chest, their three bodies a tangle of post-ritual exhaustion and triumph.

An hour of cuddling and Roggo had fallen into a healthy, deep sleep, his breathing rhythmic and strong. Bulla gave Jenny a weary, respectful nod and left to attend to other thirsty patients around Watertown.

Jenny sat alone in the corner of the room, finally safe, finally home. She had done it. She had succeeded in bringing a cure to an incurable disease and she had saved her mate. She should be elated.

But as the silence settled, the humming in her blood didn't stop. It intensified. A painful ache began to throb in her womb, and a dry, desperate craving tickled the back of her throat.

She remembered Diggs’ smug, oily smile as he gloated about infecting her with an addiction to his seed. She thought she had broken that addiction, but as she sat alone in the quiet room it returned like a fever.

In the quiet, her body was screaming for his seed, a biological dependency injected into her anatomy no matter her Bombshell resiliency.

Jenny clutched her stomach, her mouth watering with a craving so intense it felt like she might pass out. She had saved Roggo, and she had saved herself and her companions from the Seedy Sea, but as she stared at her trembling hands, she knew the Director had not lost entirely.

She would never truly be free of him.

Unless she went back to Atlantis exorcise that demon…

[image: ]

OEBPS/image_rsrc1EG.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1EF.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1EE.jpg
AMANDA.CLOVER





OEBPS/nav.xhtml

Table of contents

		A Cross-Country Wasteland Odyssey		Introduction

		Chapter One: The Domesticated Bombshell

		Chapter Two: A Curious Encounter

		Chapter Three: The Goblin Town

		Chapter Four: The Goblin Getaway

		Chapter Five: Gator Bait and Turtle Power

		Chapter Six: Piggy Surprise

		Chapter Seven: Temple of the Snake

		Chapter Eight: The Seedy Sea

		Chapter Nine: The Director’s Cut

		Chapter Ten: Diggs the Great and Powerful

		Chapter Eleven: The Getaway

		Chapter Twelve: There’s No Place Like Home








Guide

		Cover

		Beginning

		Table of Contents




		1

		2

		3

		4

		5

		6

		7

		8

		9

		10

		11

		12

		13

		14

		15

		16

		17

		18

		19

		20

		21

		22

		23

		24

		25

		26

		27

		28

		29

		30

		31

		32

		33

		34

		35

		36

		37

		38

		39

		40

		41

		42

		43

		44

		45

		46

		47

		48

		49

		50

		51

		52

		53

		54

		55

		56

		57

		58

		59

		60

		61

		62

		63

		64

		65

		66

		67

		68

		69

		70

		71

		72

		73

		74

		75

		76

		77

		78

		79

		80

		81

		82

		83

		84

		85

		86

		87

		88

		89

		90

		91

		92

		93

		94

		95

		96

		97

		98

		99

		100

		101

		102

		103

		104

		105

		106

		107

		108

		109

		110

		111

		112

		113

		114

		115

		116

		117

		118

		119

		120

		121

		122

		123

		124

		125

		126

		127

		128

		129

		130

		131

		132

		133

		134

		135

		136

		137

		138

		139

		140

		141

		142

		143

		144

		145

		146

		147

		148

		149

		150

		151

		152

		153

		154

		155

		156

		157

		158






