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Author's note: All
characters depicted in this work of fiction are 18 years of age or
older.
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Part I: Beginner’s Hypnosis

 


 


“Hypnosis is an artform,
whereby the subject’s subconscious behavioral patterns are
transformed by the hypnotic practitioner. Such manipulation can be
performed over the long or short term. In hypnosis, the subject
enters an inductive state of consciousness in which the subject
apparently loses the power of voluntary action, and is thus highly
responsive to suggestion or direction. It allows for modification
of behavior by suggestion, and with a little practice, is easier to
perform than you may think.”

 


~ Hieronymus Bosch
Maxwell
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Chapter 1:

The Freshman

 


All of Stephanie’s possessions had
been unloaded into her dorm room, and the minute Stephanie’s
obnoxious boomer parents’ U-Haul Truck pulled away for their 1600
mile trip back to Connecticut, Stephanie shrieked in joy and spun
around to hug her best friend. “O M G, Krissy! We’re here and we’re
roommates! This is gonna be the best time ever! I can’t believe we
really did it, you and me in college, and living together. I
fucking love you, bitch!”

 


Krissy squeezed her best friend,
their bodies pressing against each other, ecstatic that they could
finally get away from their stupid small town and have a good time
at college together as BFFs. It was all just too amazing. Krissy
pulled her new iPhone out of the butt pocket in her jeans and held
it up between her and Stephanie. “Like, we’re totally doing an
Instagram right now.”

 


The two freshman girls centered
their faces within the screen and puckered their lips. Stephanie
was always a little self-conscious about how thin her lips were and
generally the lack of curves on her body, but she knew that she was
petite and cute, and a lot of guys liked that as long as she
maintained her femininity. What really made herself self-conscious
though, was taking selfies with Krissy who was over-endowed with
curves. Stephanie knew deeply within herself that she could be as
hot as Krissy when she wanted to be, but all the guys they hung out
with in high school wanted to, or did fuck Krissy.

 


Meanwhile, Stephanie was a
borderline virgin. Her life up until college had consisted of
detailed planning for her future as a nurse practitioner, an
absolute obsession with grades, resume building activities, and
pursuits of college scholarships. During the college admittance
process, she qualified for several scholarships at top
universities, but ultimately, she decided to go to BEU, the school
that gave her the largest scholarship as a percentage of tuition.
This choice was made easier by the fact that her best friend from
high school had also decided on going to BEU, the only half-decent
university that Krissy managed to get into.

 


Stephanie and Krissy ended their
selfie session and headed upstairs to their dorm room. As they
walked, Krissy tapped frantically on the screen of her cell phone.
“That looks great. Let’s like do this sparkly filter on it. And
then totes posting like now. Tagging you, obviously.”

 


They climbed into an elevator with
two freshman guys from their dorm building who both grinned
approvingly, mostly at Krissy. “Hello ladies. Welcome to BEU. We’re
on the 4th floor, and FYI, no big deal, but we’re like the
unofficial party ambassadors in this dorm. See you later?” He
asked, enticing a response.

 


Krissy casually looked over her
shoulder at the attractive young men as they exited the elevator,
“You can try to stop by later, we’ll see if I answer or not. Room
669.”

 


Upon entering their room, they were
giggling almost uncontrollably. Their dorm room was more like a
small apartment, which is unusual for freshmen in other schools,
but not here. BEU is not known for being the best university, but
it is known for the parties. Krissy and Steph had decided to both
apply here because Krissy liked the parties and Steph liked that
they had a good nursing program, with an extensive alumni base.
After school, she was likely to get a high paying job, well
respected job as a nurse practitioner. Sure, they had slightly
different priorities for the next 4 years of their life, but that
didn’t matter because the two women were into all the same
stuff.

 


“Like O M G, I’m totally blasting
the new Ariana Grande song on those dope as fuck speakers that your
boring, rich dad got us, and I don’t even give a fuck if we’re too
loud. Set that shit up, Steph! I’m working on our selfie photo
collage wall. Gonna be HOT!”

 


Stephanie was preoccupied
organizing all her clothes and school supplies, “Okay, Kriss. Just
let me get this stuff organized first, then we can do our
decorations.”

 


“Nah, I need those tunes, skank.”
Krissy started turning buttons on the speakers and trying to plug
wires into holes.

 


“Okay, okay! I’ll get it set up.
Just don’t break those things.” Stephanie took over and quickly had
the speakers connecting via Bluetooth to her friend’s laptop.
“Which song do we want?”

 


“God, Steph. You’re such a nerd,
but that’s why I keep your sexy bitch ass around. Now Blast the one
that is most played on my playlist.”

 


Loud, generic feminine pop music
began to resonate through the apartment. Krissy was swaying her
hips and dancing as she taped photos of her and Steph to a
wall.

 


When Steph was done unpacking and
organizing, she set up their other electronics before helping
Krissy with the decorations. Krissy had put herself in charge of
the décor, and the theme seemed to be ‘pink &
hearts’.

 


Someone knocked at their door.
Krissy eagerly danced her way to open it. Five other girls were
standing outside. “Hey! I’m Tammy, the upperclassman leader of your
hallway. I’ll be keeping you wild girls under control. Which by the
way, your music is pretty loud, but… Ariana Grande is also my fave
and it’s day numero uno. So, let’s all have a good time! These are
4 of your hall mates, Clarissa, Sasha, Marina, and Kaitlyn.” The
four girls smiled and waved at the mention of their
names.”

 


“I’m Krissy and this is Steph.
We’re actually kinda BFFs already.” The two posed together in a
side hug to illustrate their friendship to the group. “Do you
ladies want to come in and see our set up. I totally picked out the
decor because I’m a like a total interior design master. And
Steph’s Dad bought all the rest of our shit because he’s like rich
and boring, and Steph is spoiled cause she’s the golden child.
Also, Steph is like a half-nerd, even though she’s pretty cool
she’s also totally way overly smart and it’s like weird. She was
saladictorian in high school.” It was obvious that the furniture,
television, speakers, desks, lighting, kitchen accessories, and
more were brand new and extremely high end.

 


The new hall mates giggled, and
Stephanie defended herself, “Thanks, Krissy. But no, my family’s
not that rich. I have a scholarship. And I was salutatorian, I’ve
never been an appetizer.”

 


“Same difference,” Krissy
sneered.

 


“We’ve been BFFs since middle
school and she has never stopped embarrassing me since we met, but
I still keep her around cause she’s fun sometimes. I’m a Nursing
major, and I really really love animals. What are you girls
majoring in?”

 


The young ladies took turns with
their names, hometowns, and majors, as well as other trivial
personal details. After some time, the girls left and the whole
hallway had a meeting. There were 18 girls on the hallway in a
multistory dorm. 10 apartments per hall, with the 10th being a
single dorm for the Upperclassman supervisor, in this case,
Tammy.

 


Tammy laid out the expectations for
the year ahead and what would be required of the girls. They were
told that tomorrow there would be a meeting for the whole dorm
building. They were on the 6th floor of 7. It was a Co-Ed dorm and
the floors alternated by gender. The floor above and below Steph
and Krissy were men. Tammy seemed cool and didn’t want to get
involved in anybody’s business unless there was a big problem, or
someone was causing a scene.

 


The rest of the day went by
quickly, it was getting late and they were just finishing setting
everything up in their new home when they heard a knock on the
door. With her music still playing loudly, Krissy danced her way to
the door and swung it open. “O M G, Steph, we have boys here. What
should I do with them?” Steph walked cautiously towards the
entrance.

 


They were the guys that they met on
the elevator earlier that day. The taller and cleaner cut member of
the male duo offered, “We heard you playing that music and thought
you must be down to party. Am I right?”

 


Steph was about to introduce
herself and decline the invitation for the party when Krissy
interrupted flirtatiously, “Well, boys. What’s in it
us?”

 


“My name is Nick, this is my
roommate, Tristan. And this is our good friend, Jack Daniels.”
Tristan pulled a large bottle of Jack Daniels whiskey from a book
bag.

 


Krissy took the bottle approvingly.
“Well, considering you’re kind not that bad looking, and I’m
already familiar with your friend, Jack, I guess you could maybe
take us to a party. If you’re good boys.”

 


“Well, hell yeah. Tristan is a
legacy at Alpha Omega, so he pretty much has the keys to the
castle. And let me tell you ladies… the castle is fucking lit.
We’re headed out around 11:30. We’ll pick you up and walk you
there.”

 


As soon as the door closed, Steph
scolded her friend, “I need to be in bed by 11:30, we have a big
day ahead with orientation tomorrow. We can’t go to that
party.”

 


“Of course we can, you’re in
college now. Let’s live it up, girl!”

 


 



Chapter
2:

The Visionary

 


One week earlier…

 


“No. You don’t get it, Murphy. I’m
not exaggerating. People are actually very stupid and easy to
manipulate. They’re all puppets if you pull the right strings. All
of them. Women especially. Women are more like a hive mind. You
should really read that book ‘Female Behavioral Economics’ that I
gave you. You play too many video games and watch too much
television. I’d find you more interesting if you didn’t waste so
much time on useless shit.” He looked into his empty bourbon glass
and sighed.

 


Murphy couldn’t help slurring his
words. He had consumed a large quantity of bourbon this evening. He
had an important meeting the next morning, and his best friend had
a way of convincing him to drink even when he knew he shouldn’t be
drinking. “Fuck you, bro. I slam ten times more pussy than you and
you know it. Maybe if you weren’t such a dick all the time then
you’d get more ass,” he countered. “You know, you keep saying shit
like this. Like how you're some kind of crazy genius, and you know
fucking everything. Give me a break, bro! Like all this dumb shit
you talk about ‘mental mechanics’ and making people do whatever you
tell them, like a bullshit Jedi wizard or some shit. Because you
think you know hypnosis, or Neo Languistic Programming or whatever.
Then, there’s all that dumb shit about understanding women better
than they understand themselves, cause you’re a sex Houdini. Blah
blah blah. I don’t see you banging any chicks. We’ve been at this
fucking school 3 years and I ain’t see you hooking up with more
than like, maybe five sluts, tops. Your game is weak, Hary. Prove
it! It’s all talk until you prove it.”

 


Hary poured himself and his
companion another large portion of neat bourbon. Murphy
thoughtlessly accepted the libation. He took a moment while his
drunken mind precipitated thoughts. He swirled the brown liquor
contemplatively in is glass. “We’ve known each other since our
first day of Freshman year, but you don’t really know me. No one
does. It would be like trying to teach your dog algebra. Do you
know why people call me Hary, dear Murphy?”

 


“Cause that’s your fucking name,
bro? Wild guess.”

 


When Hary was drunk, it was
impossible to tell, except in the moments where he became
explosively angry over minor things. “It’s because my real name is
Hieronymus.” Out of nowhere, and in one action, he swigged several
ounces of the liquor and raised himself into a self-induced rage.
“And everyone is too fucking stupid to try to say it right! FUCK!”
He punctuated his outburst by slamming his empty glass on the table
in front of him, shattering it to pieces and leaving a small cut in
his hand.

 


Murphy was appropriately surprised.
“Jesus fucking Christ, dude? Who gives a shit about your faggy
name. Chill out, homie! That was whack!”

 


“Text one of the pledges to clean
this shit up.” Hary pressed firmly on his brow and wiped back his
short black hair. His hand transferred a thin streak of blood onto
his temple. With a penetrating stare, he quickly regained all
composure. “I will prove it to you. It won’t even be hard. I can
also make it very fun. We must bend a few moral boundaries. It will
cost a few thousand dollars. I think we can raise the cash quick if
we let a few brothers in on roughly what I’m planning. We’ll need
Flash and his contacts for all the best goodies: LSD, Ecstasy, DMT,
Estrodrone, Ketamine, Benzos, and maybe a few more treats.” He
applied pressure to the cut on his hand, final realizing that it
was bleeding.

 


Murphy took a big swig of his
bourbon and squinted curiously at his friend. Even though he
couldn’t admit it out loud, Hary clearly was some kind of mad
genius. He was pretty much always right, knew a range of things
that seemed impossible for one person to confidently understand,
and had some of the most creative, simple, and often devious ideas.
Over the years they had some wild adventures together. Hary
constantly acted like an arrogant jerk, but Murphy knew him well
enough to appreciate his style.

 


The two best friends had a special,
confidential connection that included many inside jokes. “What are
you getting at? Or should I say, ‘What are we going to do tonight,
Brain?’”

 


Hary grinned unnaturally, “Tonight,
Pinky. We’re going to take over the world!” The two had a good
laugh. “But for real, I have a plan. I don't know if it’s ever been
done before. Well, I bet the CIA and crazy assholes like them have
tried to do something like this. In fact, I can guarantee it, but
not exactly in the way that I’m going to do it. Which is a reason I
like you more than most of the sheep, Murphy. You talk conspiracy
shit, and supernatural shit with me, and you are open to
possibilities that most of these close-minded plebeians pretend are
not possible. Let me tell you, Murphy, I believe that not only is
near total mind control possible, but is in fact very
easy.”

 


“Okay, bro. You got me, just tell
me what it is. I’m on board. As long as we’re not digging up
corpses and building some Frankenstein shit. I ain’t causing no
zombie apocalypse, bro.”

 


“We are going to make a personal
whore. And as I desire it, a house whore. The first in my harem,
perhaps.” Hary pressed his hands together and starred past Murphy
in a revery. “I’m going to find some bookish, inexperienced, timid
freshman girl and I’m going to turn her into a plastic bimbo slut
that does whatever I say including getting whatever plastic surgery
I tell her to get, using her however and whenever I want, and the
best part is that she’ll be programmed to love all of it. In fact,
she will thank me for it.” Hary adjusted the enormous erection in
his pants. “And maybe I’ll let you and the brothers use her
sometimes too…”

 


Murphy smirked in agreement, “I bet
you can’t do it. But if I get you everything that you need, you
have to try. Because if there’s a chance it can work, then that’s
some Holy Grail level stuff. And if you can’t do it, you have to
admit that you’re not as smart as you think and I get to record it
and show it on a projector at all our major events, it will become
a new house meme. And you have to do it before graduation. If
you’re not fucking the fresh fake titties of a horny young
zombie-slut before our graduation party, you lose the
bet.”

 


“Deal. But if I win, then you have
to admit that I’m a genius and you have to give me your Boring
Company Flamethrower.”

 


“You have a deal,
homie.”

 


They shook hands. Hary leaned back
while looking directly into Murphy’s eyes. “How do you know that I
didn’t want to arrive at this agreement before we started this
conversation? Consider that you are here with me drinking copiously
because I convinced you to join me even though you initially
resisted staying up late to drink because you have an interview
tomorrow morning.”

 


A pledge scurried across the common
area with a dustpan and broom and started to sweep up the broken
shards of glass. Murphy tapped his iPhone, it was almost morning,
and he was very intoxicated. “Fuck. I’m going to bed, let’s
reconvene tomorrow. Don’t miss the pieces over there, pledge.” As
he stood up, he pointed at Hary’s forehead. “You got some blood on
your forehead.”

 


Hary ignored his friend’s remark.
“Oh, and Murphy. It wouldn’t hurt if, in the interest of world
domination, could you please say ‘Narf’ every once in a
while?”


Chapter
3:

The Subject

 


Back to
present…

 


Krissy and Stephanie were
more similar than they were different. Some of their differences
were substantial, but those differences complimented the two best
friends. Krissy wasn’t stupid, she just didn’t care about school
very much. She got good enough grades in high school to get into
college, but not nearly as good as Stephanie. Stephanie was an
obsessive worker with an organized schedule who studied excessively
to make sure she was prepared for everything. All of her schoolwork
for each month, and even her ten year plan for her life was
meticulously laid out for her, and she liked it that way. Krissy
did as little as she needed to get by in her classes. Both women
were very feminine and spent a lot of time on social media, but
Krissy was more addicted to her phone, more obsessed with reality
TV, more of a gossip, and more interested in appearing and acting
feminine all the time. Krissy was straightforward with her
sexuality. Stephanie, having grown up in a religious family, was
more timid and inexperienced in her sexuality. Her femininity was
feline-like. Her voice was slightly squeaky, subdued, and even
higher pitched like a whistle when she was uncertain of herself or
felt anxiety. She was anxious often. Her anxiety was a major factor
in her obsessive work habits and inability to relax. She liked
going to parties, but never with too many strangers, and never when
it was too crowded. Stephanie liked having her outgoing friend
accompanying her at social events, because Krissy helped her feel
comfortable and calm her anxiety. Sure, Stephanie was shy, but she
wanted to open up and act more sexy and confident like her best
friend.

 


Physically, Krissy was
taller than Stephanie. Krissy wasn’t tall, she was only tall by
comparison because Stephanie was on the shorter side. In addition
to being taller, Krissy was curvier and not as thin as Stephanie,
who was very thin. Stephanie had curves, but they were tighter. She
was flat chested, but she did have a great butt and she knew it.
Krissy was always encouraging her to wear tighter fitting shorts
and leggings to show off her ass. While Krissy had a large butt and
wide hips, it was not as round as it was wide and didn’t stick out
that much. Stephanie’s butt was tight and perky. Her other best
features were her crimson-blondish hair, delicately rounded facial
attributes, shimmering light blue eyes, skinny body, and tight
waist.

 


Being below average height
and having above average anxiety, Stephanie felt especially
uncertain of herself in crowds. Her social anxiety was not
terrible, but in large groups, she often felt like a cat among
lions. Stephanie didn’t like spending too much time alone, but she
did like to have peace and quiet sometimes. Krissy wanted constant
excitement and stimulation. Stephanie was a romantic, while Krissy
was a party girl. Partying with Krissy gave Stephanie a lens to
view the world through her best friend, who acted as a guide and
confidant in their social adventures.

 


The party that the two
best friends were headed to tonight was their first college party.
Krissy’s enthusiasm was contagious and infected her friend,
otherwise Stephanie would have stayed at their dorm to get ready
for orientation. There was no doubt that Krissy was the leader in
their relationship. She often got Stephanie to do things that she
would not otherwise do herself, but Stephanie seldom minded. As
much as she protested doing new and exciting things, she rarely
regretted doing them. The two boys that had picked them up to take
them to the Alpha Omega fraternity party were charming and
attractive. Stephanie was grateful that she had her best friend to
facilitate opportunities like this one. Unfortunately for
Stephanie, both of the boys seemed to be more interested in her
roommate.

 


…

 


Hary was crouching over his laptop
at the DJ booth in front of a large common area with about 40
people in it. The room was at the entrance to the frat house and
adjacent to the main party room. Murphy had his iPhone out so he
could see its screen as well as Hary’s laptop screen. They were
scrolling through the Facebook group for incoming BEU
freshmen.

 


Hary smiled wryly and gestured to
his companion. “Murphy, check out these two marks. They are
roommates and apparently best friends, which makes it easier to
manipulate them. You can play one or the other for their
weaknesses, or play them off one another, but they also essentially
act in manifest consciousness, that is to say, they are pretty much
one mind. Honestly, in most cases, the more bitches in one place,
the easier they are to predict and manipulate. The only difference
between pussy hat marches and the parades of women in 1938 Germany
giving enthusiastic Sieg Hiels, are the people who tell them what
to think.”

 


“That’s some dark shit, bro. Maybe
tone down the megalomania a notch.” Murphy put down his phone and
joined Hary inspecting the social media pictures of a Freshman girl
named Stephanie who had just entered the frat house with her
roommate Krissy.

 


“What do you think of
her?”

 


Murphy alternated his attention
between the short, skinny female specimen across the room and her
online photos. “I think she’s pretty boring looking. Wicked tight
little tight ass, no tits to speak of, slim and fit though. Nice
hair. Nice legs. Pretty, but nothing special. Definitely looks a
little out of place here. Probably never been to a college party
before. Looks nervous huddled up with her friends over there. Her
roommate is way hotter and less nervous looking. I’d way rather
bang her friend. She’s probably got Double D’s and pretty nice
hips, but ass isn’t as perky as I’d like. It’s kinda flat. Still,
she’s super blonde and clearly went all out with the makeup and
showing all that skin. She would be easier to do. I guess I’d
prefer her.”

 


“Oh, Murphy. You forget why we’re
here. Sure, this is mostly about my ego, but it’s also about the
science. This is an experiment. And if we want to prove that any
woman can be programmed to become a slutty bimbo sex doll, then we
need to start with a candidate who does not seem to embody those
characteristics to act as a control in our experiment. Plus,
wouldn’t it be way hotter to totally transform that little,
prudish, timid looking Stephanie girl into a horny plastic fucktoy,
rather than a girl who is already kind of skanky and
whorish.”

 


Murphy nodded in reverence,
“Narf...”

 


Hary stood up straight and puffed
out his chest, adjusting his clothing and demeanor. “I’m going in.
I don’t know anything about this girl other than her entire life
which I just read on social media. And watch me closely, pretend to
be doing DJ stuff, but survey the room and when I give you the
signal, come over and do a beer pong challenge play to isolate
those two bozos they’re with.”

 


…

 


Stephanie had no idea how Krissy
had convinced her to come to this party. She had been to parties in
high school and even drank a good amount at some of them, but they
were all very low key and never had more than a couple dozen
friends who struggled to get much alcohol. Now, here she was,
already tipsy from the shots she taken in her dorm room with their
new friends Nick and Tristan. It was surreal being at one of the
huge Greek houses with a DJ, a dance floor, party room, and a bar
with endless free alcohol. It felt like she was in a movie. She was
drowning in stimuli, still nervous, but starting to relax from the
Jack Daniels. How many shots did she do? She couldn’t remember. At
least two, but probably more. She hadn’t intended to have more than
one, but she wanted to fit in.

 


Both Nick and Tristan were trying
to talk to Krissy. Stephanie was just taking in the atmosphere,
when suddenly she noticed someone coming directly towards her. It
was an imposing figure, not for the body’s height or musculature,
which were above adequate, but for some intangible quality in the
way this person carried himself. Something like charisma,
mysteriously alluring.

 


The man stopped in front of their
group. He spoke to Stephanie as if he was addressing all four
members of the group, but somehow speaking only to her. Something
about the way that the emptiness in his gaze always landed upon
her. It made her feel special and wanted. But she didn’t know what
he wanted. He seemed so casual and dominant. Why wasn’t he ogling
over Krissy like the other two boys? She was having a hard time
focusing.

 


Hary continued his introduction,
aware of the intended affect he was having on his subject, “…and
the dance floor and bar are over that way. Help yourself to
whatever you want. If you don't know what to order, tell them
you’ll have the Alpha Omega special, and that should be an
invigorating experience…”

 


Hary continued talking as he placed
his left hand in his back pocket. Seeing the signal, his accomplice
approached. Twenty seconds later he was rudely cut off by Murphy
who stumbled over and grabbed Nick and Tristan by the shoulders,
loudly announcing, “The game is afoot gentlemen. You’ve been
challenged to beer pong. Let’s go! Unless you are total pussies!”
The freshman didn’t have any choice but to accept the challenge and
were guided off into the main party room, leaving Hary with his
targets.

 


“Can I get you ladies a drink? You
can have anything other than what you want.” Hary pulled out a
flask and took a large swig, handing it in turn to
Stephanie.

 


The girls giggled even though they
didn’t get the joke. They were flattered that someone cute and of
apparently high social status was courting them. Stephanie eyed the
flask questioningly, loosely aware that further alcohol would tip
her over the edge beyond self-control into total inebriation. But
Krissy wanted some and it seemed impolite not to receive the
libation. Stephanie took a gulp, and started coughing,
involuntarily spitting a very small number of droplets into her
scant cleavage. “What is that? Oh my gawww!”

 


Krissy took a big sip and choked it
down, “It’s booze, bitch!”

 


“Top shelf Bourbon.” Hary
maintained his stoicism. While it was true that the flask contained
top shelf bourbon, it also contained something else. Both women had
just been dosed with a not insignificant amount of ecstasy. “I’ll
check on you ladies later, I have some important things to do. I’m
trying to conquer the world.”

 


“A tiny bit more? For me, please?”
Krissy batted her eyebrows flirtatiously.

 


Hary took another swig and then
handed it to Stephanie, who did not ask for more alcohol, but again
felt compelled to participate in the ritual to bring the flask back
around the circle to Krissy. Coughing her way through the shot, she
passed the bottle to her eagerly awaiting roommate.

 


 



Chapter
4:

Lost Memories

 


 


Stephanie was elated to be done her
first week of classes. She didn’t have anything awfully hard this
semester, but that didn’t mean she could slack off and party like
her roommate had been doing. It was almost 1pm and Krissy was still
asleep. Her roommate had been out partying for “Thirsty Thursday”,
but Stephanie had resisted going to any more parties since she got
trashed and blacked out last weekend.

 


She could barely remember how they
even got back to their dorm. She vaguely remembered Hary walking
them home and making sure they were safe. And now that she was
thinking of it, Hary had also walked them into their dorm room and
urged her to drink water to prevent a severe hangover. It was weird
how she could barely remember it, like it was a bizarre dream she
was just remembering now. “What a great guy, that Hary. He really
wanted to take care of me. I should let him know how much I
appreciate him for doing all that,” she thought. Her heart beat
just a little faster thinking about him.

 


Stephanie had been having really
strange dreams the last week. The dreams started the night she got
trashed at that party and was hungover for her orientation session.
But it all seemed so very worth it, she had felt fantastic that
night. The music felt like it pulsed right through her body and out
into the universe. It was the combination of alcohol, vibes, and
music, she told herself. Everything had been soo beautiful and just
right.

 


She was feeling ashamed that she
had blacked out, not just because she had lost self-control and
subsequent memories, but also because it had been such a unique and
magical night that she wanted to remember. After feeling such deep
emotions, it was hard for her to recalibrate herself for Monday’s
classes and focus on what she was really there for, becoming a
nurse practitioner so she could help people, have a reliable
income, and live up to her family’s expectations.

 


Stephanie liked getting up early
and getting stuff done, so she had scheduled all her classes as
early as possible. She had only three classes on Friday and was
done by 11am. When she got back to her dorm, she had a quick lunch,
did most of her homework for the weekend, and then found herself
waiting for Krissy to wake up.

 


Feeling impatient, Stephanie turned
on some sexy pop music at medium volume, making sure it was loud
enough to wake up her friend, but not loud enough to make it
obvious that was her intention. “Ughhh! Pump up that music, bitch.”
Krissy called weakly from her bedroom. Stephanie’s alarm had
worked.

 


Krissy stumbled out of her room,
fixing her disheveled blond hair as best she could. “Pump up those
tunes, I’m gonna go get cleaned up, made-up, and then we’re getting
fucked up. Best way to take care of a hangover is more
booze.”

 


Stephanie followed her friend into
the bathroom as she took off her clothes and stepped into the
shower. “Kris, do you remember what happened last weekend at the
Alpha Omega party?”

 


Krissy spoke through the sounds of
the shower running and the mist accumulating in the bathroom,
“Yeah, I think so. You remember right?”

 


“Yeah, I remember,” Stephanie lied.
“But I was really drunk and I want to know what you remember, cause
I might of forgot something or not remembered it right.”

 


There was a delay while Krissy
applied product to her hair and rinsed it out, “Umm… Between me and
you, I totally fucked this upperclassman named Murphy. He was
pretty good, kinda cute, really tall, but like a party maniac just
like me. We had a quick, but very intense party in his room. A
little too much slapping, but I liked most of it. I know you’ve
only had sex with that one straight-edge Christian guy you were
camp counselors with last summer, so let me tell you from
experience, a man who knows how to choke a girl just right is a
real fucking man.”

 


A thought flashed through
Stephanie’s mind of Hary choking her while he used her body however
he desired. The thought was reminiscent of some of her recent,
highly vivid dreams. “You’re such a slut, Krissy,
gawww!”

 


“Hey, bitch! Talk about the pot
calling the kettle a slut.”

 


Stephanie was startled, had she
done something slutty last weekend? “What do you mean?”

 


“I mean, you were living it up and
you were just going crazy on that guy.”

 


Stephanie cringed, she was only
remembering little pieces of the events. For what could have been
revealed, she had been too scared to even bring this up before
today. Somehow she knew something important happened, like some
emotional connection rooted deep in her mind, but she couldn't
grasp it.

 


“You don’t remember? Like, girl!
You were like way hot.”

 


“I guess I don’t really remember, I
did something with Hary, but then I woke up back here. I think he
brought me back here. We just made out, right?”

 


Stephanie turned off the shower and
drew the curtain, revealing her curvy body and abundant breasts to
her friend. She wound her towel around herself, covering her tits.
With another smaller towel, she wrapped up her wet hair. “You
really don’t remember, do you? Well… you were just going crazy all
over that guy, whatever you said his name was? Hary? The guy who
walked us home. You were just eating his face like a fat kid
gobbling an ice cream cone. But you didn’t fuck him or anything. It
was just first base. While you were hooking up on the couch in that
common area, Murphy took me back to his room. We were there for a
while, and when we came out it was really late. You were passed out
on the couch and that guy was still sitting next to you with his
arm around you. The two of you were asleep together. Your head was
on his shoulder. It was actually really cute. I woke you up, then
Murphy and that Hary guy walked us back here. I don’t remember
anything after getting back here. Also, I don’t remember much about
last night, or Tuesday night either. I should post more Snapchat
videos.” She moved to her bedroom to get clothed.

 


Stephanie felt her soul light up.
The things that she had felt so intimately that night were true.
The boy she had met really was one of a kind and really did care
about her. She couldn’t wait to see him again and reveal more of
herself to him. She hoped he would appreciate her for what she
could offer, and being around a real dream man, maybe she could
offer a little more than she previously thought she had within
herself. She felt richer and more harmonious with her mind and
body. Channeling her state of mind from last weekend, and
projecting it forward, she envisioned the magical experiences she
would have tonight at her second college party. “Oh yeah, now I
remember that stuff,” She lied again. “What time are we supposed to
get to the party tonight?”

 


Krissy adjusted her boobs into her
push-up bra for maximum cleavage, “I don’t know, probably whenever
we want. I’ve been to all of Alpha Omega’s parties this week. I was
getting to know people while you were wasting time doing homework
and bullshit. I know like half the brothers there now, but I think
I only remember half of those half’s names. Damn you, rum &
coke!”

 


 



Chapter
5:

Second Procedure

 


Stephanie’s second party at Alpha
Omega played out similarly to the first one. She willingly dosed
herself with large quantities of alcohol, and without her knowing,
she was dosed with a variety of drugs. She drank bourbon mixed with
ecstasy early in the night, and then later, she consumed a cocktail
of codeine, morphine, benzodiazepines, and lysergic acid
diethylamide. All of it was mixed into her alcoholic beverages that
Hary and Murphy served her. When she was completely blacked out and
in a zombie like state of consciousness, she was escorted away from
the party and taken upstairs to Hary’s room. She had smiled and
giggled, her pupils wide with intoxication as she was lead to her
second brainwashing session. She had stumbled up the stairs,
needing to hold onto her escort’s hand as she climbed. Hary helped
her sit down in his office chair in front of his desk. A stack of
papers was sitting in front of her.

 


Hary handed the thoroughly
intoxicated woman a pen. “Sign right here,” he said. Stephanie
obeyed without question. She had no idea what she was doing. “And
also here,” she scribbled an ineligible signature on the second
form that she had not read and could not read in her current state
of mind. “Excellent, now we can begin. I’m glad you agreed to this.
Consent is important to me.”

 


“What?” Stephanie blabbered,
looking around the room carelessly.

 


“Don’t worry about it. Just
relax.”

 


“Okay, Hary,” she was starting to
close her eyes.

 


“That’s it, now sit back and let
all your thoughts go.” He picked up a VR headset that was attached
to a pair of noise cancelling headphones and strapped them to
Stephanie’s head. Next, he placed a pillow in her lap and adjusted
her limp arms, so they were folded in front of her and on top of
the pillow. “Good girl. Now drink this.” He shoved a straw into her
mouth, and she swallowed the mysterious liquid that contain a
potent cocktail of drugs.

 


Opening his laptop, he loaded a
program from his computer onto the VR headset and headphone
combination. He plugged a few cable into his laptop that were
connected to two devices. He attached the electroencephalograph
around her head and wrapped a blood pressure monitor around her
arm. A series of sinusoidal curves began to undulate on the screen
of her computer. This was to be the second procedure. If the
subject’s personality changes did not unfold as intended over the
coming weeks, then a third session would be needed. Tonight’s
procedure would take only a couple hours. After that, basic
neurolinguistic programming, hypnotic techniques, and
semi-voluntary drug administration were all that should be
needed.

 


He scratched some considerations
into his notepad and kept some other considerations as mental
notes. Then, after completing preparations for the procedure, Hary
heard someone suspiciously opening the door behind him. He dropped
his notepad on his desk and whirled around in his chair. “Murphy!
You are supposed to text first and then do the knock, then wait 60
seconds, then do the knock again, then after 60 more seconds you
may use the key.”

 


Murphy closed and locked the door
behind him, making sure to secure all 3 locks. He scratched his
head and gazed at the unusual setup of electronic devices attached
to Stephanie’s body. “We got a problem. That Krissy chick I’ve been
banging is looking for her friend.”

 


“Well why the fuck are you here,
Murphy? Where is that dumb cunt? This is the worst place you could
be right now. You better have a good explanation.”

 


Murphy strutted over to the
drugged, unconscious freshman and casually started running his hand
along her inner thigh, feeling the soft, smooth feminine flesh.
“Relax, bro. You think I’m a fucking idiot like these other clowns?
Krissy is taken care of for now, but we’re going to need a
different plan to get this fresh-meat back to her dorm.”

 


“Why are you burdening me by
busting in here talking about imminent problems that are taken care
of? What did you do with the roommate?”

 


As Murphy proudly told his story,
he ran his hands in a meandering line up the semi-unconscious
girls’ body, enjoying the helpless toy. “Well, first of all, Hary.
Your rules are dumb. So that’s why I ignored them. You gave me a
key and I used it. Second, I told a few brothers to tell Krissy
that they saw Stephanie go off to another party down the street at
Beta Zeta. I even told Josh to tell her that he was at the party
and saw Stephanie there.”

 


Carrying on with his experiment,
Hary continued to prepare, loading sound and visual programs on his
computer, and dialing in the final dose of hypnotic cocktail to be
administered via syringe. “I don’t like this plan so far, Murphy.
What if that bitch is on her way to that party and asks all the
Beta brothers if they’ve seen her?”

 


Murphy dragged his wandering hand
up Stephanie’s skinny torso, peeling back her top and exposing her
bra. Tucking his hands under her bra cups, he began to massage her
small breast. “She’s convinced that Stephanie is fine after talking
to the brothers she trusts. I gave her a strong long Island iced
tea, and now she’s passed out and snoring on my bed. I even got her
phone password and did ‘share location’ for both of us so we can
track her at all times. Murphy smirked and waited for the
half-hearted praise.

 


“Well, that’s not the most terrible
plan. The only problem with it is that you didn’t run it by me
before you executed the plan. If you had come to me, I would have
given you better options. I will not let you jeopardize this
experiment for me, Murphy. You will follow the protocols as I say
hence forth. Until this bitch is stuffed with plastic and
brainwashed beyond all recognition, I’m not taking any chances. We
do this my way. And take your hands off her!” He swatted Murphy’s
hand’s away from the unconscious woman’s breast. “If you disobey my
protocols again, you’ll be banned from using my toy when she’s
finished.”

 


Murphy sneered. “I have Krissy’s
phone and her password. And on her phone it has a spreadsheet with
all of her passwords… and Stephanie’s passwords. So if we have her
phone, then we have her life.”

 


Hary was satisfied with the mixture
and volume of drug he had waiting in the syringe, “While you’re
here, you can help me get her shorts off so I can inject this into
her ass cheek. And yes, that is some pretty good sleuthing, Murphy.
If this works out the way I expect, I’ll give you unlimited access
my bimbo.

 


“I know, I’m awesome.” Murphy
gloated. “But why the fuck are you injecting this into her ass and
not her arm?”

 


Hary glared at his lab partner,
“Because it hides the needle mark better. No more
questions.”

 


“Whatever, dude,” Murphy chuckled.
He grabbed at her small, firm ass, removing her cell phone from the
back pocket of her jeans. After cross-referencing the password
spreadsheet he had acquired, Murphy was quickly inside of
Stephanie’s phone. He placed it in her cleavage, supporting the
device with her bra like a stand while she sat upright. “See, you
can even text Krissy from here and say ‘I’m home safe, just sucked
Hary’s dick and his cum was sweeter than a pina
colada’.”

 


Hary checked the patients’ vitals.
Next, he lifted up the VR goggles and taped her eyelids open. “We
have two minutes until I start the direct hypnosis protocol. Leave
that phone between her useless, tiny tits, send me that password
list, and then get the fuck out of here and don’t let your skank
toy Krissy leave your bed until I have Stephanie properly adjusted
for the night. You did a great job distracting her last week while
I did the first treatment and I think these bitches saw exactly
what we wanted them to see. Let’s keep it that way. Tonight I’ll
need a lot more time than the first night. I’m also administering a
lot more drugs. I’m going way deeper into her
subconscious.”

 


Murphy headed for the exit. After
undoing all the locks, he said, “Aight, bro. You’re in charge of
this operation. Let me know if you need anything else. I’ll go keep
an eye on Krissy.”

 


When Murphy left, Hary double
checked the locks and then found himself staring down at his half
naked patient, wearing only a bra with her hacked cell phone held
in her cleavage. He turned the program on, and the VR goggles
started flashing bright images hypnotically in front of Stephanie’s
face. Speakers in the room were sending out an ultra-low frequency
pattern of sound that made everything vibrate. Hary started
speaking into a microphone that increased the frequency of his
spoken word and sent it directly to the subject’s headphones,
making his utterances seem disembodied and omnipotent. “Stephanie,
listen to me, relax, and let your thoughts disappear. I am you and
you are me. You listen to me. I tell you what you are. I control
you. This voice controls you. Relax and listen. You don’t need to
think anymore. Let your thoughts fade away. Fade away… Fade away…
Thinking is hard. You like to be happy and thinking makes you
unhappy. You just want to listen to this voice. It tells you what
to do and how to be happy. Let your thoughts go. Let them go…
Listen. You don’t like school. You don’t like to think. You just
like to do what this voice tells you. You are horny. You are always
horny. You feel it in your pussy right now. You want cock. You love
cock. You’d do anything for Hary’s cock. You’d do anything for Hary
without thinking about it. You don’t like to think hard. You like
to do as you’re told..”

 


He checked her vitals and
brainwaves. Her heartrate was extremely slow. Her brainwaves
indicated that her conscious mind was silent, and he was accessing
her deep subconscious. Hary smiled to himself, the treatment was
working perfectly. After tonight, he would be able to proceed with
the next phase of his master plan. Once Stephanie was dependent on
him, he would also make her dependent on a variety of drugs and
other habits, forcing her conscious mind into a series of
dopamine-loops that would send her into a downward
spiral.


Part II: Springs & Dampers



 


“In what I call ‘mental
mechanics’, a useful metaphor for what I’m doing now is vibrational
mechanics. I like to think of the subject’s mind, in this case
Stephanie, as a mass that needs to be moved. Masses, like minds,
have inertia, and other forms of resistance to their movements. I
am moving her mind in the desired direction using a variety of
tools. The intended mental changes occur in a direction, or the
displacement. The applied forces are my own actions and plots. The
springs and dampers that tune the displacement of her mind (or
mass), are the drugs that I am feeding her. Springs are like
stimulants, and dampers are like sedatives.”

 


~ Hieronymus Bosch
Maxwell
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Chapter
6:

Just Say No

 


Two months later…

 


“Here Steph, figure out how to open
this shit. We’re celebrating!” Krissy handed a bottle of cheap
champagne to her roommate. It was Friday night and they had just
finished their midterms. Krissy was excited because she hadn’t
failed any of her exams, and Steph was excited because she got four
A’s and one B, which she was still a little upset about. She was
used to getting straight A’s. Nevertheless, it was Friday and she
felt good to be done with it.

 


If only she hadn’t been partying so
much, Stephanie could have studied for calculus a little harder.
There were even a few weeknights that she had gone out drinking at
Alpha Omega with Krissy, but she usually managed to not drink too
much and still get up for her classes in the morning. When she
partied too much, she felt more tired throughout the week, and it
was harder to get the same amount of work done with consistent high
quality. In addition to the lethargy from alcohol consumption, she
was having weird experiences at night in between waking and
sleeping, and in her dreams. Her dreams seemed more vivid, and she
could remember them better. She had never had sex dreams before,
but she was having them regularly now. Most of the time, Hary was
fucking her roughly. In a few of the dreams, she was getting
double-teamed from both ends by strangers. The orgy dreams made her
uncomfortable. She told herself that she didn’t actually want
anything like that, and that dreams are just weird and random. She
reasoned that it had to just be the stress of going off to college.
The other weird thing that was happening to her were hypnopompic
and hypnogogic hallucinations. When they started happening, it was
very concerning to her, but after some reading online, she realized
that it is a common phenomenon. Sure, it was unusual to have waking
dreams almost every night, but again, she attributed it to stress
and being in a new environment.

 


Removing the foil and releasing the
cork, Stephanie allowed herself to relax, “Oh my gawww! I can’t
believe you got champagne, like where?”

 


POP! The cork shot into the air and
hit the ceiling. Both girls cheered excitedly. Krissy took the
bottle back and began pouring the beverage into red plastic cups
for the two of them. “Murphy got it for us. He also got us these.”
She opened a drawer in her desk and pulled out a small plastic bag
with two white pills in it. “It’s ecstasy, and Murphy says I can
trust it cause it’s really pure. We’re gonna take them tonight
before the party at Alpha Omega. It’s gonna be crazy!”

 


Stephanie looked uneasy and
confessed to her friend, “Kriss, I’m not going to take that. I’ve
never done any drugs before. I drink with you sometimes, not nearly
as much as you, but still. I just don’t feel comfortable doing
drugs, I don’t want to like, break my brain or something. I don’t
know.”

 


“Steph, you’re like soo
straight-edge. Live a little bit. You’re in college, you’re
supposed to live it up and have new experiences. You come to less
than half the parties I go to. I hear you, you don’t want to go out
on weeknights cause you want to study and shit. I don’t pressure
you too much on weeknights to come out with me, but the ecstasy
will be really amazing, and it’s like really hard to get, and when
else are you going to try something like this?”

 


Stephanie sipped her sparkling
beverage from the edge of her plastic cup and almost considered
saying ‘yes’, but she was too nervous. She had already been
slacking in her studies, she just got a B on a major exam for the
first time in her life, and it really seemed like her mind was
foggier and it was harder to remember things or focus, probably
from all the drinking. Her bizarre, vivid dreams were recurring,
and the weirdest thing of all was that she felt like there was a
voice whispering to her when she was tired at night. It concerned
her, but she just assumed it was the stress, alcohol, and new
atmosphere. Anyways, she couldn’t try drugs now. That would be
beyond irresponsible. “No. I can’t do it, sorry, Kriss. But now you
have two pills and can try it twice.”

 


Krissy seemed a little irritated.
She had been imagining how much fun they would have high together
tonight, but now she would either have to do it alone or not at
all. “It’s okay, Steph. I understand, I don’t want to pressure you.
I know you’re kinda a total prude,” she giggled.

 


“Am not! If I’m a prude, then
you’re a bimbo slut!” They both laughed.

 


“No, but for real. You said you
still haven’t had sex with Hary even though you spend the night at
Alpha Omega with him like a lot. You need to put out a little bit
if you want to keep him around. He’s like pretty hot and kind of a
catch. He’s also like pretty weird though, but that’s perfect for
you, cause you’re like also kinda like a weirdo.”

 


Stephanie sighed, “I know, I just
don’t want to feel used. He’s a senior and I don’t want to be just
some naive little freshman toy for him. I want it to be
special.”

 


“Just being honest, girl. Don’t
tell Murphy, but I hooked up with a guy from Delta Sigma Tau last
weekend. Didn’t fuck him, but I let him put his hand down my pants
and finger me on the dance floor. It was really crowded, so no one
saw.” She finished the contents of her cup and poured another
before Stephanie had made much progress on her first drink. “I’m
just saying, you gotta live in the moment and enjoy yourself a
little bit.”

 


“I’ll think about it. But
definitely not tonight. Right now, I’m bringing this champagne in
the shower, taking a long hot steamy one to relax, and then we’re
doing our hair and makeup together.”

 


“Yasss, queen!” Krissy cheered. “I
need to take like a lot of photos when we’re all dolled up. I’m
like totally way behind on all my social.”

 


…

 


The party was just starting. Kriss
and Steph had arrived at Alpha Omega a little early and met up with
Murphy and Hary. They shared a couple shots at the bar and now they
were in Hary’s room, which was right next to Murphy’s. Hary’s room
was extremely clean and obsessively organized. There were a lot of
interesting items in the room, such as his liquor cart full of top
shelf bourbon, a few stacks of books that went all the way to the
ceiling, a collection of replicas of hominid skills, a shelf full
of a collection of petroglyphs, and another shelf full of trilobite
and ammonite fossils, which appeared to the girls to just be a rock
collection. There was also a very large safe next to his desk. On
the desk were several pieces of scientific glass, apparently part
of some esoteric laboratory set up. From the collection of glass
instruments, Hary picked up what looked like a large Erlenmeyer
flask, which the girls quickly realized was in fact not a piece of
lab equipment, but a large bong.

 


Hary snatched a lighter and a
grinder from his desk and started casually packing the bowl of his
bong with intoxicating green flowers. He sat down on the bed next
to Stephanie while Murphy sat in a comfortable desk chair, and
Krissy sat on his lap. “Who wants the first hit?”

 


“Over here, bro.” Murphy reached
out his hand from behind Krissy and received the bong. He gave
Krissy the lighter and said, “Do you know how to light this? You
can do it for me.”

 


Krissy was pretty tipsy, “I can
try, I never smoked a bong before, only joints and
bowls.”

 


“It’s just like any other bowl,
light the edge of it and don’t cook the whole thing. Inhale for a
while, then take the bowl out and suck everything out that’s left
in the chamber. Let's do it.”

 


“Okay, I’ll try, don’t get mad at
me if I don’t do it right.” Murphy held the device while Krissy
waved the lighter over the marijuana, igniting a corner of the
bowl. After a few seconds of inhaling, he pulled the bowl out and
inhaled the remaining smoke. He breathed it out in a thick cloud
that quickly dispersed throughout the room. He gave one small cough
and passed the bong to Krissy. “Here, I’ll help you with the
lighter and the bowl, just worry about inhaling.”

 


Krissy sucked the top of the glass
tube and inhaled as much as she could, totally underestimating her
tolerance and lung capacity. Very quickly she found herself in a
coughing fit. Murphy and Hary started laughing, but Stephanie was
concerned for her friend. “Krissy are you okay? Is she going to be
okay? She’s choking. I think we should help her.”

 


The cough stopped after a minute
and Murphy said. “See, she’s fine, and probably super baked
now.”

 


Krissy’s eyes instantly became
squinted and bloodshot. She startled giggling maniacally, “Like oh
my god. I’m like floating.”

 


Murphy passed the bong to Hary who
expertly inhaled a large dose, exhaled through his nose, and then
closed his eyes meditatively. Turning to Stephanie, he offered,
“I’ll help you with it, it’s easy. Just like I did.” He wasn’t
giving her a choice, just expecting her to do as he said. When it
became clear she was uninterested, Hary persuaded her. “It will be
fine, it’s just pot. Totally safe, totally non-addictive. I’ll be
with you all night and I’ll make sure you don’t do anything crazy
or hurt yourself. Everyone smokes pot, and this is some of the best
stuff you will ever smoke. Murph and I grew it this summer, so you
know it’s clean and safe.”

 


The primary voice in Stephanie’s
head told her, “No this is not you, just say no.” But another, more
compelling voice from deep within herself was whispering very
convincingly, “It’s right to do as he says. Stop thinking and
listen.” The pressure was too much for her. She was already drunk
and did not want to disappoint Hary. “Okay, like this?” She bent
over, holding her long, straight hair back with one hand and gently
touching the pipe with her other hand. She began to
inhale.

 


Hary carefully ignited only a small
portion of the flower. The amount she inhaled was very little, but
it was her first time, and that amount was enough to send her to
another world. Stephanie exhaled the smoke and started giggling
like Krissy had done. Then, she started smiling and starring off
into nothingness. “It’s all so beautiful! Everything is so real,”
she opined absently.

 


Hary put a hand on her lower back
and started stroking gently. “See, pretty good, eh?” He then stood
up and moved to his liquor cart and started pouring bourbon into 4
glasses, handing one to everyone. “Cheers. To these two sexy little
dolls.” He gave the stoned girl next to him a long, favorable
glance.

 


“Oh, the pills. You girls haven’t
tried the pills yet, right?” Murphy inquired.

 


Krissy was really high, but had
managed to stop the uncontrollable giggling. “Like no, not yet. We
were gonna try tonight, but Steph wimped out. I wanted to do it,
but not alone.”

 


Murphy adjusted the girl on his lap
so he could get to the pocket in his jeans. He pulled out a plastic
bag with over a dozen white pills in it. He swallowed two of them
and tossed the bag over to Hary who counted out four pills and
washed them down with whiskey. He then pulled out two more pills
and divided them between Krissy and Steph.

 


This time, Stephanie didn’t
hesitate. In fact, she didn’t think about it at all, she was just
so happy and alive, and she completely trusted Hary. It must be
okay if he did it, and he took four of them. She swallowed the pill
and washed it down with bourbon just like Hary had done.

 


After that, Hary’s objectives for
the night were achieved. The plan was going swimmingly. He was
going to try out Stephanie’s pussy tonight, giving her a good test
drive for the first time. The effects of the brainwashing and
conditioning were already starting to show after just two months.
Seeds had been planted in the brainwashing sessions, and then
cultivated with Hary’s expert understanding of minds and
manipulation techniques. Stephanie was much easier to control now,
and it was clear she would follow any reasonable request that he
made of her. Now, he just had to keep pushing Stephanie’s mind to
its limits. He put his hand on Stephanie’s thigh and squeeze it,
they looked at each other and kissed passionately. Stephanie was
high, drunk, and happy. She grabbed her man and held his powerful
chest close to her, feeling their heartbeats together, absorbing
the warmth of his body, and appreciating the soothing feeling of
submitting to him.

 


 



Chapter
7:

A New Normal

 


It was very early in the morning
and the night before had gone exactly as planned. Hary was very
pleased with himself. He had fucked Stephanie for the first time,
and she let him be very rough. He didn’t know how far he would be
able to push her, but it ended up being as far as he wanted. He
fucked her missionary and doggy mostly, but also made her suck him
off a lot, which she was clearly very inexperienced at.
Disappointingly, she had zero deep throat ability, but that would
soon change. Hary tried to throat fuck her, which she had allowed
willingly, but kept gagging and coughing before he could get his
cock anywhere near full submersion into her head.

 


Although her oral performance was
weak, it was still impressive how hard she tried to satisfy him
even when it clearly made her uncomfortable. The tiny, 5’3” white
girl was easy to scoop up and toss around like a sex doll, which he
did aggressively. She seemed to enjoy the light choking when he
fucked her missionary, and even choked her rather hard at times.
She liked it even more when he grabbed her hair in a knot and
pulled her head back while fucking her doggy style.

 


Her last boyfriend, whom she was a
fellow camp counselor with at a Christian summer camp, had been a
virgin and didn’t know what he was doing when they had sex. The two
of them had only done it three or four times, and it had only
lasted a couple minutes. That was the opposite of sex with Hary. He
knew exactly what he wanted, made Stephanie do it even though she
was hesitant. She enjoyed every second of it, even when it seemed
like it was too much. Stephanie felt like she had experienced sex
with a ‘real man’. She never knew how good it could feel, and lots
of things were making more sense now. Also, her last boyfriend had
worn a condom. Hary never offered to wear a condom. She asked him
if he had one, but he simply said, “We’re not going to do that.
You’re on birth control so it doesn’t matter.” Her ex-boyfriend had
used a condom diligently.

 


She also asked him not to cum
inside her. Sex without a condom felt amazing, and when he was
inside of her, she was happy that she had overcome her initial
disapproval of bareback sex. Taking his naked, slippery member
inside her vagina was the greatest thing she had ever felt. Being
really high on pills and weed also intensified the experience. For
Stephanie, the combination of drugs, no protection, and Hary’s
sexual experience, made her feel completely blissful. She wanted to
do it again as soon as possible, but her pussy was too sore from
the hour of more of intense fucking to continue do anymore that
night.

 


It was true that she was on birth
control, but she was still worried about Hary ejaculating inside of
her without protection. She knew that if she got pregnant then her
Christian parents would probably send her to a nunnery. Hary
obliged her wishes, and instead, he pulled his cock out of her
pussy and sprayed his semen all over her face. Much of the
ejaculate ended up in her hair. In her drug induced ecstasy, she
moaned deeply as she received the hot, sticky reward on her pretty
little face.

 


She even listened to him without
hesitation when he told her to lick the cum off her lips and then
wipe her face with her fingers and suck the cum off her fingers.
She wanted to wipe her face off in the bathroom, but Hary told her
not to do that right away. He wanted to let it dry on her face and
in her hair. She clearly did not want to do that, but the important
thing was that she listened. She was completely exhausted mentally
and physically from a long night of drugs, alcohol, and hardcore
fucking. She passed out shortly after getting
splattered.

 


Admiring her sleeping on his bed,
Hary noticed a small red mark on the side of her upper right cheek.
It wasn’t too obvious, but now that he was inspecting her, it was
clearly there. He had almost forgotten! While he was fucking her
pussy and choking her, she had cried out “Ohhh yeah, fuck me hard,
Hary!” And in the heat of the moment he slapped her face rather
forcefully and declared, “I’ll fuck you however I want, slut!
You’re just here to take my dick. Now take it!” She had moaned
acceptingly at the command.

 


He smiled to himself as he recalled
the memory and his cock started to get hard again. “Wow,” he
thought to himself, “I really did push her last night and she took
all of it and liked it.”

 


Thinking about controlling her and
using her like a blow up doll was filling his cock with blood once
again. “Fucking hell. My testosterone levels must me through the
roof. I really could fuck her again. Hmmm…” He suddenly got an
idea. From the safe next to his desk, he fetched a syringe and a
vial of clear liquid. He filled up the syringe with the illegally
obtained drug and injected it into Stephanie’s limp arm. This would
guarantee that she would stay unconscious while he used her body
once more. “She’s not waking up for at least a six hours after
that,” he muttered to himself. He took his pants off and stroked
his erection. Dragging the tiny girl who probably weighed a little
over 100lbs to the edge of the bed, he adjusted her so that she was
flat on her back and her head was hanging over the edge of the
mattress.

 


Last night, Stephanie had told him,
“Do whatever you want with my body, please Hary!” He reasoned that
this was consent not just for last night, but also for what he
wanted to do right now.

 


Hary slowly inserted his penis into
her mouth and past the resistance offered by her throat. Her gag
reflex was greatly subdued from the medication while she was
unconscious. Nevertheless, there was a resistance, and she could be
heard involuntary choking and struggling to breathe as the long
thick member occupied her throat canal. Hary got all the way in and
gave it a few pumps. Holding either side of her head with his
hands, he fucked her head and watched her throat expand as his cock
slid in and out. When he was as deep as he could go, he took one
hand and rubbed the huge bulge in her throat. It was amazing. He
could stroke his cock through her neck while he was inside of her.
Excitedly, he took both hands and wrapped them around her neck,
using his thumbs to apply pressure to her throat, choking her while
also jacking his cock off as he pumped it inside.

 


“You’re my private slut now!” He
cried in pleasure as he prepared for his cock to explode. At the
last minute, he pulled it out of her throat. It was followed by a
waterfall of precum and saliva that drizzled from her mouth down
around her eyes and into her hair. He blew another huge load all
over her face the same way he had done a few hours ago, except this
time more of it went in her hair. He didn’t bother to clean her up
at all, but he did drag her back into position on the bed with her
head on a pillow. Then, he waited for the cum to dry on her face
and for her to eventually wake up. For posterity, he took a few
photos with his cell phone. He wanted to show Murphy
later.

 


…

 


When Stephanie woke up, she was
pleasantly surprised that she was not hungover. It must have been
the marijuana and ecstasy that kept her from drinking too much. She
had such an amazing night last night. As she lay there, she tried
to remember all the details. She remembered having sex with Hary
and the way he acted like a total alpha male, knowing exactly what
he wanted and making her do it. It just felt so right to obey him
and pleasure him. After having rough sex, she thought she would
feel like a skank, but she didn’t. She felt like a real woman. Her
submission somehow made her feel powerful.

 


She opened her eyes and saw Hary
sitting at his desk, doing something busily on his laptop. She
realized her pussy was incredibly sore, something she had never
experienced before. Also, it was hard to keep her eyes open. Her
facial muscles felt sticky and stiff, and there was something
crusty all over her face. She laughed to herself when she realized
what it was. She almost forgot that she had let Hary cum on her
face. “Gawww, that was soo slutty,” she thought to herself, but did
not regret it. She wiped at it and some flakes came off. It was
everywhere and now she was finding it in all in her hair. “It’s way
more than I remembered,” she thought.

 


“Hello my doll. Did you sleep
well?” Hary spun around in his chair to greet his
subject.

 


“Hary! Last night was crazy! Will
you come sit with me,” she motioned next to her on the bed. He
obliged and put a palm on her naked thigh affectionately. “Hary, I
hope I wasn’t too wild last night? I just wanted to have fun with
you and take care of you. Was I good for you?”

 


“Yes, doll.” He affirmed. “You were
just as you needed to be. Don't worry about anything, it was all
exceptional. You were a very good girl for me last night. I hope
your pussy isn’t too sore. We gave each other quite the workout. I
don’t think I’ll even need to hit the gym today, I already got my
cardio in for the weekend.”

 


She was very happy to hear his
words and giggled, “I’m so glad.” She looked into his mysterious.
brown eyes, trying to see into his soul and whispered, “I want to
be your doll. I want to make your fantasies come true. Hary, I love
you.”

 


Hary didn’t say anything for an
uncomfortably long time, but his expression also did not change
during that time. Finally, he responded, “Do you really want to
make my fantasies come true?”

 


“Yes, Hary. I think I’d do anything
for you to love me and be with me. You’re the deepest, smartest,
most spectacular person I’ve ever met. There’s no one like
you.”

 


Hary put a hand in her hand and
squeezed, “Stephanie. I’ve known you for two months now. I know we
have a deep connection. But I’ve been in other relationships that
have lasted much longer. I told some of those girls that I love
them, and now I don’t talk to any of them. It's not that I don’t
love you, it’s that I need to be certain before I can say that to
you. Do you understand?”

 


Stephanie looked away, clearly
saddened, but she did understand. Everything he said made sense. He
was so good with words and always made perfect sense. But still, it
hurt that he didn’t feel as deeply about their relationship as she
did. “Well, can I call you my boyfriend.”

 


Hary chuckled, “Sure, Stephanie.
You can do that, as long as I can call you my girlfriend.” He
squeezed her hand harder this time and then brought her lovely,
cum-covered face close to his and kissed her on the lips, careful
to avoid ingesting any of his own spent semen. “If you really mean
that you want to make my fantasies come true, then there is
something you can do for me.”

 


Sitting up straighter, she smiled,
her face beaming with an intense, feminine brightness. “What is it,
Hary? You can tell me. Whatever it is, you can tell me.”

 


“Well, it’s just a fantasy I have…
a fetish. And the last two girls I dated both did it for me. I have
a fetish for big lips. Especially big, puffy, fake lips. My last
girlfriends got lip injections and Botox for me.” He lied, having
never genuinely had a girlfriend before. “It was subtle, nothing
crazy. Just a little Juvéderm and Botox to brighten up their
visage. It gets rid of wrinkles, makes your face more doll-like,
and the Juvéderm puffs up your lips just a little bit. It’s all
totally safe and not permanent. And I would schedule the
appointment and pay for it and everything. I’d even drive you to
the appointment.”

 


Stephanie was surprised, she had
expected him to request a sex position, or her to wear a maid’s
outfit or something of that sort. She hardly expected him to ask
her to get work done on her face. But she did tell him she would do
anything, and she was desperate for his love and approval. Also, if
its temporary and totally safe, and it will be subtle enough that
it would be hard for her parents to notice, then there’s no reason
for her not to do it. Especially because Hary’s last girlfriends
had done it, she didn’t want to be the one who had refused. She
noted that the thing holding her back from immediately saying
‘yes’, was that she simply didn’t think of herself as the type of
girl who would get facial plastic surgery, no matter how minor. So
when it came down to it, she had no good reason to say ‘no’ and
every reason to say ‘yes’. “Yes, Hary! I believe I’d do anything
for you. You make me feel like a magical princess and you’re my
knight in shining armor. I’ll get the lip filler and Botox for
you.” Her shiny, cum-stained face contorted into a smile, resisting
the dried semen that acted like an adhesive. Behind her smeared
makeup and underneath her cum-crisped, reddish-blonde hair, a
brilliant energy radiated outwards from behind her light blue eyes.
Stephanie was finally finding purpose in her life, and it hadn’t
come from where she thought it would come from. She always thought
that she would find meaning in school and in pursuing a career,
like her family and teachers had always told her. Her radiant smile
and profound life energy that she was now harnessing was coming
from somewhere deep within herself, somewhere she had never known
existed. She wanted more of that feeling. She wanted more of Hary.
It gave her immense pleasure, meaning, and reward to satisfy this
man.

 


She wrapped her arms around him
dramatically and hugged him with all the intensity that she could
offer. She whispered passionately into his ear, “I mean it. I’d do
anything for you. Fucking anything, babe.”

 


 



Chapter
8:

Lip Service

 


Stephanie took a quick shower at
the frat house, but she didn’t have a change of clothes and there
was some cum stains on the dress she wore last night. Fortunately,
Hary had a car and dropped her off in front of her dorm, so she
didn’t have to do a walk of shame across campus. She made it into
her room unseen. Waiting on the couch nursing a hangover and
watching reality TV was Krissy who immediately took interest in
Stephanie’s situation. “You finally did it, didn’t you? You fucked
him? Good for you, girl. Was he good?”

 


Stephanie blushed bright red and
decided to confess her sins to her roommate. “He is such a man.
He’s sooo strong and knows exactly what he wants. His body is as
intoxicating as his mind. It was better than I could have ever
imagined. The pills we took definitely made everything way more
amazing, but it was all just like a spiritual experience. I think I
love him.”

 


“Well don’t tell him that, you
don’t want to scare him off,” her roommate instructed. Stephanie
cringed and her friend understood the meaning of the expression,
“You already told him?!”

 


“I was just soo happy and it was
soo amazing. I feel like it changed me. He didn’t say it, back, but
it’s okay because he explained why he couldn’t, and I trust him
with all my heart.”

 


Krissy came closer to her bestie
and quickly noticed the evidence of the previous night’s escapades.
“Well, that doesn't look like spilled beer on your dress.” She
giggled and Stephanie involuntarily moved her arms in front of her
to try and cover some of the cum stains. “You should wash that ASAP
so it doesn’t stain permanently. That’s a cute dress. It’s really
hard to get it out of that type of fabric if you let it sit too
long. Maybe I know from experience…” Then, she noticed the pink
patch on Stephanie’s cheek and the hickies on her neck. Giggling,
she said, “I can see you two got a little rough as
well?”

 


Stephanie blushed doubly as hard,
she was ashamed for wearing the signs of her sexual exploits on her
body for other people to witness, but she could trust her bestie.
“Yeah, a little bit. I didn’t think I’d like it, but I really did.
It’s like he knew exactly what I wanted even though I didn’t know I
wanted it. I don’t know, but it was kinda like he was reading my
mind, and controlling it at the same time. And I loved it,” She
sighed happily, thinking about her man. “This is really really
personal, Kriss, but…” She changed her tone to a whisper even
though no one else would be able to hear, “Does your vagina ever
get sore from sex?”

 


Krissy’s loud laughter lasted
several seconds before dissipating into giggles, “Yeah, it has
happened to me before. But Jeez, you must have really gone at
it.”

 


Stephanie immediately regretted
sharing that fact, yet confided another very personal detail,
“Also, I think his dick is really big. I haven’t seen many penises.
It was pretty long. He said it was 7 inches, but it also seemed
like really really thick. I could barely fit it in, I felt sooo
full. If it didn’t feel so amazing it would have felt crazy hard to
take.”

 


“Damnnnn… You lucky, girl. Let me
show you some pictures.” Krissy opened her laptop and entered a few
illicit terms in the search engine and up popped videos and
pictures of male genitalia. “Bigger than this one?”

 


“Yeah, about that big, but like a
lot thicker.”

 


Krissy laughed heartily once more,
“Well shit, babe. You got yourself a real bull to ride. I’m jealous
as fuck.”

 


“Can you look up something else?
Maybe you know something about it too? You know a lot about
cosmetics and beauty stuff. Can you look up some before and after
lip injection photos?”

 


Krissy was stunned. “What do you
mean? Are you thinking about getting lip injections?”

 


Stephanie explained to her bestie
exactly what had happened this morning and what she had agreed to
do for Hary. They spent awhile looking up before and after photos
and learning about Botox and Juvéderm. Afterwards, Stephanie took a
long hot shower, got dressed, put on makeup, and made herself some
lunch. While eating and scrolling through social media on her
phone, she got a text from Hary that read, “Great news, doll. They
have an opening on Monday afternoon at the clinic. I don’t think
you have any classes in the afternoon. I’ll pick you up at 1pm.
It’s not far away.”

 


Stephanie had agreed to get the
injections, but this was much sooner than she had expected. She
started to feel nervous, and part of her mind started thinking of
ways to get out of doing it. But she reminded herself that it was
important to do for her man.

 


…

 


Hary dropped Stephanie off in front
of the facial plastic surgery clinic and told her he didn’t have
time to come in. He had some errands to run and said to text him
when she was done. Afterwards, he would swing by and pick her up.
He also mentioned that everything had been paid for and she didn’t
need to think about anything. When she mentioned that she was still
nervous, he offered up his flask and encouraged her to take a few
sips of ‘bourbon’.

 


While it was true that the flask
contained bourbon, it also contained something else.

 


Seated in a comfortable chair
inside of Magnifique Facial Plastic Surgery, Stephanie was starting
to relax slightly. But when they called her from the waiting room,
she could feel her heart beating abnormally again. She felt like
she had consumed way too much caffeine, but it was just her nerves.
She was hoping for the alcohol to kick in soon. Alcohol was
something that she was increasingly reliant upon to decrease her
ever-present anxiety.

 


The doctor was very nice and
explained what he was going to do. Then, he checked his notes and
was slightly taken aback. He asked Stephanie, “It says here you
pre-paid for 8cc of Juvéderm. Is that right?”

 


Stephanie had no idea what a cubic
centimeter looked like in real life. She understood the volume in
math problems as a unit, but she had no concept of what 8 cubic
centimeters of expansion would look like in her lips. She hesitated
before replying, “Umm, like is that a lot?”

 


The doctor paused and looked
pensively at the ceiling. “Well, let’s put it this way… Most of my
patients only get one or two syringes, so in that respect it is a
lot. Additionally, that’s probably the maximum amount I can safely
inject in one session. Any more than that would certainly be
unsafe. Some clinics will not administer that much in one
treatment.”

 


She was finally starting to feel a
little tipsy. In addition to the drunkenness, there was something
else happening to her mind. She didn’t consciously notice what the
‘something else’ was, but it was affecting her mind regardless of
whether or not she was aware of it. An overwhelming sense of
calmness and vacancy was slowly taking hold of her. “Um, I didn’t
think I had to decide, it was supposed to be all be planned. Ummm…
that’s what is paid for, right? And you can do it?”

 


The doctor gave Stephanie a polite
stare, punctuated by a few lingering blinks. He had never done that
much filler in one session to a girl with lips as thin as her. It
would blow her lips up to obscene proportions. Not knowing her
situation, he didn’t want to seem over-bearing. This certainly
seemed like a unique situation. He wondered who had made this
appointment for thousands of dollars of cosmetic treatments for
this girl who couldn’t be more than 21 years old. Did she have a
sugar daddy? She didn’t even know how much filler she was getting.
“Yes, the account has been settled in advance. And yes, of course I
can do it. Do you want that much?”

 


Stephanie didn’t know what to do,
she was trying to cover up how uncertain she was. She felt totally
out of place. What was she getting herself into? Her thoughts
raced. Does Hary know how much he got me? Did he order too much?
Does he really want me to get that much filler? “Gawww… I need
another drink right now,” she thought to herself. She thought about
Friday night and how amazing it was. Then she thought about Hary
and how much she cared about him and wanted to make him happy.
Those thoughts seemed to greatly settle her mind and a that voice
deep within her whispered, “No more thinking. Too much thinking is
bad. Do it. Do it for him.” And with that she had made her
decision, “Yes, doctor. That’s correct. Whatever it says there is
the right amount.”

 


The doctor shrugged with his
eyebrows and put on a manufactured smile, “Well, then. Would you
like the Botox or the Juvéderm first?” He glanced down at his sheet
again and remarked, “Oh wow. That’s also quite a decent volume of
Botox as well.”


Chapter
9:

Good Vibrations

 


Throughout the session as
Stephanie’s face tightened and her mouth grew, she watched
speechlessly as her thin lips ballooned outwards. When she realized
how big they were getting, she was going to tell the doctor to
stop, but she couldn’t bring herself to do it. If she admitted her
ignorance, then she would expose herself. In addition, it was hard
to come up with the right words to slow the process down as her
face was transformed right in front of her. Her mind was cloudy,
she could barely think straight. Was it the alcohol? Was it the
nerves? Was it her desire to please her man that silenced her
objections?

 


The subconscious reprogramming and
the opioid-infused bourbon made her feel absent in her own body.
Her mind slowed to a crawl. Her awareness felt like a slow trickle
from a leaky faucet. Thoughts precipitated with great difficulty.
It was easier just to go along with everything. And now, the doctor
was holding up a mirror for Stephanie to see her new face. It was
more extreme that she ever could have ever imagined. The smoothness
of her face and the bloat of her lips were three times as big as
anything she had seen online when she had looked up the procedures
the other day with her roommate. She wanted to scream. The new
Stephanie was very different. Her face was incredibly tight and
smooth, and her lips were extremely fat. They were bruised,
ballooning outwards, and begging to have a cock stuffed past them.
She was speechless.

 


“Well, Stephanie. I hope you like
your new look. Your face will feel a little less tight in a few
days. You’ll have some bruising in your lips, and with such a large
quantity of Juvéderm, they’re probably going to feel very tight and
hurt for a while. Maybe over a week. They will be the most swollen
tonight and tomorrow, and then it will dissipate. The bruising
should also go away as the pain and tightness dissipate. Don’t
hesitate to call the office if you have any questions. I rarely
fill lips anywhere near this big, and never with someone starting
from the size you are now, but I don’t anticipate any major side
effects other than the swelling and bruising.”

 


She texted Hary to come get her.
While she was waiting outside, her mind started spinning. She had
nightmares before about waking up with a tattoo she didn’t remember
getting, and now she felt like she had just woken up with the words
“cock-sucker” tattooed on her face. How could she have done such a
crazy thing? What was she thinking? Was she even thinking, or did
she just react? How could she be so irresponsible? Everyone would
see what she had done to herself in her classes tomorrow. And her
family? What would her mom and dad say when they saw her? Her face
looked like an artificial cock-hole. She couldn’t remember seeing
any woman ever with lips as big as the ones now stuck to her face.
‘Unnatural’ was the primary word that came to mind when she saw her
lips in the mirror, and ‘plastic’ was the most obvious description
of what the Botox had done to her face.

 


She gently touched her fat bottom
lip cushion with a fingertip. It was stiff, swollen, and hurt
inside and outside. It was way more painful than she had expected.
She stuck out her tongue and licked her oversized cock-cushions.
What was she thinking when she went through with this? As she
thought about it, she realized that she really hadn’t been
thinking. She had just done it because Hary told her to do it. She
started to cry. Streams of tears rolled down her smooth, delicate
cheeks. She whimpered quietly into cupped hands, “What is happening
to me? What have I done to myself?”

 


By the time Hary pulled up, she had
stopped crying. As she calmed down, a part of her mind soothed her,
seemingly saying, “It’s okay. You don’t need to think. Everything
will be okay if you let go. Let go.” She tried to let
go.

 


Hary’s voice had an immediate
calming effect and she no longer felt like crying at all. She was
happy once again, and all the bad thoughts were pushed out of her
mind while she was in his presence. He was clearly very pleased
with her new lips and pleasing him was important, maybe even more
important than anything.

 


After Hary expressed his pleasure
for her new look, and complimented her courage for undergoing the
procedure, Stephanie couldn’t help thinking certain unwanted
things. She was compelled to ask, “Hary, when you paid for the
treatment, did you know 8cc would make them this big? I didn’t know
you wanted them so huge. I don’t know if I would have agreed if I
knew. You really like them, and I’m really glad, but is that
because you wanted them this big?”

 


Hary was driving, but they had
pulled up to a stop light and he turned to Stephanie with that same
deeply mysterious, pensive look he always seemed to have. Almost
like he was looking past her and through her, yet at the same time
seeing all of her, he replied, “I wasn’t going to say anything
because I love them so much and didn’t want you to think otherwise,
but I had no idea that 8cc… did you say? I had no idea that 8cc was
that much. I don’t know a god-damned thing about cosmetic shit, but
I wanted to schedule the appointment for you so I could pay and you
wouldn’t have to worry about anything. So, I did my own, admittedly
rather brief research. My past girlfriends scheduled it and paid
for it themselves, so I had no idea. My research told me how much
lip injections should cost, so I paid for that amount. It’s
probably the case that the injections are just much cheaper at this
clinic, or the price of Juvéderm has come down since my sources
were published. I’m impressed that you went through with getting
all eight CCs, and you should know that it makes me very pleased.
Those are the sexiest lips I’ve ever seen in my whole life. You did
a very good thing, doll.”

 


Hary’s words were like audible
ecstasy. The thoughts about what people would think about her in
class tomorrow and what her family would say about her new face all
faded away. Even the stiff pain in her overinflated lips fell out
of mind. Calmness set in. She was letting go of her doubts. She was
letting go of her worries. Letting go felt right. She found that
place in her mind that gave her comfort. She let it all go. “I’m
soo happy you like them. Do you want to touch them? They feel like
really weird. It’s like actually kinda hard to thhtalk cause
they’re so thick and swollen stiff.” She pronounced the word ‘talk’
incorrectly. Her stiff, injected lips got in the way of
themselves

 


“I can hear you’re kind of lisping.
I think the swelling goes down in a few days.” With his eyes still
on the road, he took a finger and put it on her bottom lip, gently
patting it. He took the same finger and poked it past her lips into
her mouth. “Suck,” he commanded.

 


Even though her huge new lips were
sore and bruised from being super-inflated, she wrapped them around
his finger and sucked it sensuously. She closed her eyes and
imagined it was Hary’s penis. Applying maximum suction, she dragged
her fake lips over his finger, making sure to get it extra sloppy
like a blowjob.

 


“Good doll. You’ve done well. In a
few days, we’re going to test those cock suckers out and see what
they can do.” From his pocket he withdrew the bourbon flask that
was, unknown to her, laced with opioids. “I can tell you’re still
anxious. This will help.” He handed the aluminum container to
her.

 


…

 


When Stephanie got back to her
dorm, Krissy was not home. Now that she was alone, the thoughts
about what people would think and say about her flooded back into
her awareness. She tried to take her mind off those things by
opening the gift that Hary gave her. She pulled a box out of the
gift bag and gazed curiously at the packaging. “What? Is this like
a dildo?”

 


She opened the box. It was indeed a
dildo, and one that came with a tube of warming lube. The large
pink dildo came with a charging port, a remote control for turning
on the vibration, and controls for adjusting the intensity and
rhythm of vibration. She turned the toy over in her hands, she had
never beheld such a device before. Of course she knew about dildos,
she just thought there would never be a reason for her to own one.
What was she supposed to do with it anyways? It seemed weird to
her. Just then, as if he knew exactly what she was doing and
thinking, she got a text from Hary saying, “Try out your new gift
tonight and think of me while you’re using it. If you try it, you
won’t regret it. Trust me.”

 


Stephanie had a lot of homework
left to do, but she really wanted to stop worrying and relax, so
after texting Hary some more, she decided to try out her new toy.
She felt bizarrely inebriated and mentally absent after having only
a few drinks. It was hard to focus on schoolwork. Naked, except for
her bra, she stacked some pillows on her bed and rested her back
against them. Then, she spread her legs wide. She applied the
lubrication to the pink plastic cock and wiped the extra goo on the
inside of her leg. With much uncertainty, she brought the fake cock
head to the lips of her vagina and began to press it inside. The
warming jelly was better than she had imagined, and although it was
uncomfortable at first, when she got it most of the way in, it felt
amazing. It wasn’t as big as Hary’s cock, but that was probably for
the best. She gave it a few pumps and moaned with terrific
pleasure.

 


She picked up the remote control
and turned the device on to setting one of ten. She didn’t really
know what to expect, and she was beyond pleased at the result.
Quickly, she increased it to setting level five. The toy vibrated
loudly, shaking her insides. Stephanie dropped the controller and
her eyes rolled back in her head. Her pussy stiffened around the
plastic toy and a warm bliss permeated her body, starting at her
very core. It was awesome! “Mmmm! So… fucking… good…” She moaned,
puckering her fat fake lips. The orgasm that was building within
her was so strong that it felt like she was going into a trance. It
was so intense, that she didn’t even hear her roommate entering the
dorm room with one of their hallmates.

 


Krissy entered the apartment with
Sasha, chatting about the stupid statistics group project they had
to work on. “I mean, like I still don’t understand what a standard
deviation is. When am I ever gonna need to know how this stuff
anyways? I hope you understand this shit, Sasha. Gonna be honest,
you’ll probably have to tell me what to do for most of it, cause I
don’t fucking know.”

 


Sasha smiled politely. She picked
Krissy as her project partner because she lived 10 feet away and
was her friend, not because she was a brainiac. “Yeah, it’s
actually really easy. I’ll pretty much just do it and you can put
your name on it. It will be faster that way. You can buy the pizza
for our study session, and we’ll call it even.” Sasha looked
around, simultaneously her and Krissy noticed odd sounds like a
sputtering fan coming from Stephanie’s bedroom. “Is Stephanie
here?”

 


“She had a doctor’s appointment
today, but she should be home by now, unless she’s over with her
new boyfriend.” The two of them moved towards Stephanie’s bedroom.
Suddenly and carelessly, Krissy threw open the unlocked bedroom
door, “You here, Steph?”

 


The scene in front of them on
Stephanie’s bed was like a perverted, pornography solo scene come
to life. Stephanie’s body was sprawled out with her legs spread
maximally open. She was stuffing a vibrating dildo into her pussy.
The loud vibrating noise had overridden her moans when the bedroom
door was closed. Now, they could hear her high-pitched whining as
the dildo rapidly massaged the inner walls of her cunt. Her eyes
were closed, and she seemed totally unaware of her visitors. Even
with her naked body, the vibrating dildo, and the incredibly slutty
self-indulgence taking place in front of their eyes, none of these
things was as obscene as Stephanie’s new face.

 


Sasha gasped and made a beeline for
the exit. Krissy said nothing, she just stood there frozen as
Stephanie finished climaxing. Now panting from physical exertion,
Stephanie slid the vibrating dildo out of her pussy. A loud
slurping sound burst forth, sounding like the last traces of water
circling a drain. Slowly, she came out of her trance as the sex toy
was removed from inside her body. Right when it popped out of her
pussy, she let out a high-pitched, muffled shriek. She didn’t have
time to turn off the vibrator before she realized her roommate was
watching and had probably seen everything. Breathing heavily,
Stephanie spoke with a lisp through her swollen new lips, “Oh!
Ummm…hey Kriss. I didn’t see you there. I was just trying out this
new toy that Hary got me. It works great.”

Krissy stood motionless, face
twisted in disbelief. The horny slut in front of her was still her
best friend Stephanie, but this was a different version of
Stephanie. “Oh my fucking god!”

 


 



Chapter
10:

Break Layer

 


When Stephanie woke up for her
Tuesday classes, all the bad thoughts she didn’t like were rushing
back. She never got around to doing her homework that was due
today. She had never missed a homework assignment, ever. What was
she thinking? Masturbating and passing out instead of being
responsible? She hadn’t even had anything to eat last night. She
didn’t want to think about all that, it was all too much, she just
wanted to feel good and not worry anymore. She looked over at her
dildo and wondered if she could play with it a little bit before
class. It had made everything disappear last night. Emotionally she
felt like frowning, but the huge amount of Botox crammed into her
facial muscles prevented her from such an expression. She touched
her lips gingerly with a pink-painted fingernail. They hurt just as
much as yesterday, but seemed even more swollen and bruised. How
could they have gotten bigger? It must have been the swelling. They
were already so unbelievable huge, and now they looked more
obscene. She thought about getting on her knees and praying for the
swelling to go down so she could go to class without drawing a
scene. But she knew that everything that had happened this weekend
was all on her. God was not going to help her. She needed to deal
with this herself.

 


She unplugged her cell phone from
its charger and opened the camera in selfie mode. She took a few
photos of herself at different angles, and some puckering her lips
outwards. They were truly enormous. Between her lips and her overly
smooth doll face, she looked like a living Barbie. The sausage-like
objects attached to her face were like cockpads, not lips. “I have
permanent duckface! Damnit, I look like a plastic Instagram whore,”
she bemoaned. But the whispering voice deep in her mind continued
to encourage her, “It’s fine. Stop thinking so hard. It doesn’t
matter. Nothing matters…”

 


As she was putting the thoughts
about what her family would think about her new look out of mind,
she got an idea. “My family, that’s it! Grandma!” She had only
about an hour before her first class and she needed to get these
emails off to her professors ASAP. At first she considered saying
she was sick, but then people might come check on her. She needed
an excuse to stay in her room for the week while her lips were
still madly swollen and bruised. She would deal with her classes
and people’s judgment next week. This week, she was going to kill
her grandma.

 


Still dressed in pajamas, she made
her way into the kitchen to make coffee. Laptop out on the kitchen
table, she pulled up her email. Before the Keurig machine finished
dispensing coffee, she was already drawing motivation from within
herself without the caffeine as a nootropic. Hammering away at the
keys on her MacBook Pro, she noticed that focusing on writing this
email took her mind off the pain in her fat lips and stiff face.
“Professor Thompson, I regret to inform you that my Grandmother on
my father’s side passed away last night. I thought I would be able
to make it to class today, but it is all too overwhelming. I will
be attending her funeral this weekend, but for now I need to
grieve. She was my hero and a role model growing up and I relied on
her for spiritual guidance throughout my life. I hope you can
understand why I will not be attending class this week. I will get
the assignments and lecture notes from my friends and submit them
online as usual. I intend to be back in class and getting A’s like
I have all semester on all your weekly quizzes. If you pray, then
please mention to the lord her name, Cynthia. Sincerely,
Stephanie.”

 


Stephanie congratulated herself on
the quality of her deception. “Damn, that’s actually really good.
No wonder my creative writing teacher loves me. That stuff about
God has got to be convincing.” Now, she just had to tweak the email
before sending it to all her professors. After that, she had two
hours to get her Physics homework done before the deadline. But she
was also still really stressed and all the thoughts swirling
through her head were really bothering her. If only she could just
use her toy a little bit more so those thoughts nagging would go
away and so she could finally relax. Then, maybe she could be
productive and get her homework done. “Yes, I have plenty of time.
I’ll just use my dildo a little bit and then I’ll be ready to bang
out my homework.”

 


She remembered to lock the door to
her room this time before lubing up the fake cock-toy and stuffing
it into her pussy. She enjoyed the way it stretched her out, almost
as much as Hary stretched her out. When it was nice and deep
inside, she turned on the vibrating function. Her goal was to get
the vibrator all the way to ten. She still hadn’t gone above five.
Could it really get more intense than it got last night? What would
that even feel like? How could perfect get even better? As the
vibrator whirred away stimulating her insides, she allowed herself
to fall back into a trance. No more thinking about other people
judging her, no more thinking about school, no more thinking about
her huge fake lips, no more thinking, just feeling. Tumbling
down…down… down into the rabbit hole in her mind. And then… a
portal opened up. There was a space in the back of her mind that
she had never entered. This space was something beyond herself, yet
a part of herself that called out to be recognized. “YES! Yes…” She
moaned. She was saying ‘yes’ to the pleasure. She was saying ‘yes’
to the voice that was calling her to go deeper within herself.
Deeper in her pussy… deeper in her mind… deeper into the portal…
into the rabbit hole… deeper… deeper into the self-induced trance.
The deeper she went, the more her anxieties faded away. The deeper
she went, the more everything felt perfect and at one with herself…
her true self. No worries. No anxiety, just self-love.

 


Her masturbation session went on
long enough that she never got to her homework. When she finally
came to from her trance, there wasn’t enough time for her to get
dressed and walk to class. She did, however, manage to get the
emails out to all of her professors, but that was all she managed
to do. She wondered if Krissy had heard her vibrating her pussy.
She put that thought out of mind because she didn’t want to care
what other people were thinking about her. The voice she had found
inside of the rabbit hole, inside of the portal in her mind, didn’t
want her to care. That was the voice she wanted to listen to from
now on. That voice coincided with Hary’s voice. More than anyone,
she cared what her boyfriend thought of her. She was obsessed with
what Hary thought of her. That’s why she had blown up her lips and
totally altered her face. It was all for Hary. Stephanie scrolled
through the selfie photos she took of herself earlier, and for the
first time, she was no longer thinking about how obscene and
unnatural they were, she starting thinking about how hot and
perfect they looked. “They make Hary soo happy, and I want that,”
she thought. “I want to be a good doll.” She couldn’t wait to
satisfy him in bed with them.

 


Like a wave, she felt things
disappearing behind her in time, and new perspectives appearing
before her in the present. The self-doubts and the anxiety were
vanishing like water left behind by the wave. What was in front of
her was her new self, and her true self. The portal in her mind had
swallowed something that she had thought was a permanent part of
herself. Like a black hole gorging on stars, various parts of
herself were being disappeared, willingly being absorbed into
nothingness, overtaken by the new, better thing that she had found
within her mind.

 


Stephanie’s magnificent blue eyes
twinkled with profound realization. Her heart pounded as she looked
at the selfies she had taken of herself. She didn’t feel like she
needed coffee anymore, but she sipped on it anyways. The photos she
had taken turned her on. A feeling from her gut, just above her
pussy, beckoned for attention. She wanted recognition for her sexy
new look. She wanted validation for what she had done to
herself.

 


Tapping on the sexiest of the
selfies she had taken of her new, plump lip toys, Stephanie sent a
picture message to Hary, who quickly responded with approval, which
made it all worth it.

 


…

 


The two frat boys relaxed in Hary’s
room on Tuesday night. A large lockable safe that contained a
multitude of drugs and tools stood next to the desk. The room was
dank with smoke. The two friends were puffing on cheap cigars. Hary
sat in his desk chair and Murphy sat on the bed. They were deep
into a discussion of mental mechanics.

 


“What should be happening now in
her mind is the first of what I call, a break layer. I’ve been
altering her deep subconscious, attempting to break her frontal
awareness and replace it with her new subconscious programming. But
you can’t do that right away. You must ease her into each phase
until her frontal awareness is locked in a cage in her deep
subconscious. I’m attempting to build layers, like a ladder for the
my orders in her subconscious to take over, while at the same time
breaking her frontal awareness. But you can’t do it immediately, it
takes time. The mind must adapt gradually to changes. I’ve been
playing with aspects of her personality that are easiest to
manipulate, with the drugs and a combination of other tools I have,
but her sense of self is very strong. When she totally altered her
face the other day and pumped up her lips to pornstar proportions,
it created a nexus of her old self and her new self, the
programmed-self, merging in an important way. She did exactly as I
told her without thinking about it. From now on, those huge cock
suckers will be the centerpiece of her face. Every time she looks
in the mirror they will be the most obvious thing about her. They
are obvious to anyone who glances at her. The feedback loop of her
self-perception and others’ perception of her will force her to
rationalize her decisions. And that, my friend, is one of the key
aspects here, forcing the subject to decide, not against her will,
but to trust her manufactured intuition instead of her frontal
awareness.”

 


He held up a picture that Stephanie
had texted him this morning to show Murphy. “No fucking way, dude!
Bro, you didn’t photoshop that? She did that to
herself?”

 


Hary scrolled through some more
selfies that Stephanie had sent him throughout the day. She was
seriously trying hard to get his attention. Murphy just sat there
shaking his head as he felt an erection building. Hary continued to
explain, “The old Stephanie would have never gotten all that work
done. The programming told her to go along with it, and when I
provided just the right type of stimuli at just the right time, we
forced a subconscious breakthrough, or a Break Layer. It’s like
this, okay... Break the mind, rebuild, repeat. Allow the mind to
settle into its new reality. Gradually make alterations, and then
induce a big alteration occasionally. So first she thinks, ‘look
what you’ve done, you’re not you anymore, you’ll never be you
again.’ But then, she wakes up the day afterwards and she’s still
herself. So then, she realizes that this must have been her all
along. Consciousness is a self-recognizing feedback cycle which
I’ve best heard defined as ‘recursive telesis’.”

 


“That was a lot to process, bro.
Still trying to process that bitch’s cockhole for a face. Fuck me!”
Murphy tried to ignore his erection and instead rubbed his head.
“Well I’ll be damned. You did it. You got her to turn her face into
a glory hole. Let’s drink to that.” They raised their glasses in
cheers to his accomplishment.

 


“This is just the beginning, old
sport,” he smirked deviously.

 


Continuing to explain the science
of his brainwashing process, Hary was showing Murphy how the
brainwave monitor worked when he was bombarded by a string of text
messages. The stream of buzzes in his pocket begged him to check
his phone. He knew it was Stephanie. She had been overly needy all
day, texting him increasingly often. The more he ignored her, the
more accentuated duckface selfies she sent him. When he checked the
messages, he expected more of the same and was surprised to see the
selfies had taken on a new theme. “Murphy, you won’t believe this.
I think the programming is working even better than I had
anticipated. Look at these…” He handed his phone over.

 


Grinning madly in approval, Murphy
nodded his head as he scrolled through Hary’s conversation with
Stephanie from today. She had started out with a few selfies.
Different angles of her face and some pouting became promiscuous
pouts, and in more recent messages she had a pen wedged in between
her bloated lips. In the most recent messages, there was of a pink
dildo wrapped tightly around her bruised lip pads. Then she sent an
image of her lower body with the same dildo sticking out of her
pussy. It was utterly pornographic. Murphy also browsed the things
she had been texting Hary including, “Skipped class. Feeling
useless. Do you know how to use me?”, “Bored and drinking vodka and
coke with Krissy and can tell she’s like totes jealous of my lips.
Tipsy much?”, and finally “Drunk in bed alone. Do I use the toy you
got me like this…?”

 


Hary took his phone back, saying,
“You can see she’s changing rapidly even through the course of the
day. Because this is her new reality, she must rationalize it and
be comfortable with it, which will just allow me to take over her
mind even more. This was the first but most important break layer
in her programming. Honestly, it’s working even better and faster
than I thought. I think I can accelerate the schedule, maybe even
by a lot.”

 


Murphy was impressed, “You’re a
wizard, Hary!”

 


Unamused and looking into space,
Hary suddenly clapped his hands thunderously and announced, “I’ve
got it. I know how to push her even further. FUCK! It’s hard to be
so brilliant. I have some preparations to make. Get me contact info
for brothers at Beta Zeta that we know we can trust. I’ll do the
rest and give you the details of the operation later. Everyone else
is on a need-to-know basis. I’m going all in for an early
checkmate.”

 


…

 


After she lied to get out of
classes for the week, Stephanie received sympathetic replies from
her teachers and most of them offered to exempt her from
assignments for the week, so she suddenly found herself with a lot
of time on her hands. She knew that she should make sure she was
keeping up with her work, but her lips hurt, she was embarrassed to
talk to anyone, and she felt like she just needed to relax and not
think so much. Fortunately, her bestie was there for her. She
confided in Krissy many of her reservations about her appearance,
yet retained some details for herself. She didn’t want anyone to
think she was forced into the procedures and that it hadn’t been
her choice, so she spun the story to sound more empowering to
herself. “I knew it was a lot, but I kinda don’t give a fuck. I’ll
look super-hot if I want to, right? I think Hary’s hard cock is
gonna shatter like glass before I can suck it off. These lips are
gonna own him. I wanted to be a fucking goddess, and now they’re
like a remote control for his libido. I just do this…” She puckered
her artificial duckface, “And then I get whatever I want out of my
boy. Hot right?”

 


The girls had decided to have a
private girl’s night, do their nails together, watch trashy
television, order takeout, and of course have a few drinks. But a
few drinks had quickly turned into a lot of drinks. The drunker
Stephanie got, the harder it was for her to resist begging for
Hary’s attention. At one point while Krissy was mixing more drinks,
Stephanie took a few selfies of herself with a pen in between her
lips semi-covertly, but Krissy saw her doing it and teased her
relentlessly. Krissy was also very drunk, but not in a state to
forget the embarrassing situation she had found Stephanie in
yesterday. “O M G, I saw you with that pen in your mouth, I know
what you’re up to. You should tag that photo ‘skipped class,
feeling useless, do you know how to use me?’”

 


This was probably the drunkest
Stephanie had been on a weeknight, she wasn’t feeling bad anymore,
and each drink helped put her more into a relaxed mindset. Krissy
had been super cool, even though she insisted on teasing Stephanie
all day. She had not told Stephanie she looked gross, that she
shouldn't have gotten all the facial work done, or anything like
that. In fact, Krissy was strangely excited by Stephanie's new face
and kept trying to take selfies together, but Steph would not allow
it. She was still too afraid that her family or someone would see
what she had done to herself.

 


Before she passed out in her bed
for the night, Stephanie wanted to send her man something special
to get his attention. Earlier, Krissy had told her not to text Hary
too much because she seemed to be doing it constantly and not
getting any replies. Stephanie resolved to send him something that
he could not possibly ignore. She took her phone’s camera, her new
dildo toy, and went to work sending Hary point-of-view pornographic
images of her vagina with a dildo stuffed into it.


Part III: Nexus of
Control



“In the same way that any
material enters a nexus of sensitivity, between liquid, solid, and
gas, as temperature and pressure fluctuate, the mind approaches
phase changes as certain external conditions are applied to it.
Similar to a La Grange point, the triple point in Mental Mechanics
is a nexus of control. In Mental Mechanics, the center of all phase
changes is the most malleable point of mind state. This equilibrium
is my goal for Stephanie.”

 


~ Hieronymus Bosch
Maxwell
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Chapter
11:

Beta Zeta

 


The two roommates had another girly
night on Wednesday, doing pretty much the same things they did the
day before: lots of liquor, lots of gossip, and lots of boy talk.
Krissy had mostly stopped teasing Steph about her lips because
Steph had started turning the game around on her by making fun of
how thin Krissy’s lips are, which was making her resign into
jealousy. Krissy did not have thin lips, but in comparison to
Stephanie’s super-enhanced mouth, Krissy’s lips were miniscule.
Steph was having a great time skipping classes and prioritizing
herself. She got her hair and nails done at the salon, went
shopping for new clothes, and did lots of cardio exercise. She
wished that all of college could just be this fun, but she knew
that she had a lot of work to make up and that after this week it
would be back to business as usual, so she really wanted to enjoy
her stay-at-home vacation.

 


By Thursday, her new lips were
still a little bit bruised even though the swelling had gone down.
The important part was that they were starting to feel more soft
and rubbery, and much less stiff and painful. They didn’t hurt
nearly as much as they did right after the injections. After
settling down to the new ‘normal’ size, they were still
sausage-sized and obscene. At the very least, it wasn’t obvious
that she had just had loads of plastic dumped into them just a few
days ago unless the observer knew Stephanie before the procedure.
However, the people whose opinions she cared most about were those
who she would have to interact with soon. There was no hiding what
she had done to herself. From now on, she would be the girl with
the plastic duckface. She knew she couldn’t hide in the apartment
forever, but as she confronted her anxieties, her confidence
increased. People would just have to get used to the new her, or so
she told herself. She was still the same person on the inside, or
so she told herself.

 


For another day in a row, Krissy
brought Stephanie back lunch from the food court area on their
campus. “Steph, you are going need to leave this room eventually.
You refuse to take selfies with me, even though we would get like
one hundred thousand likes with those kickass DSLs. You refuse to
go anywhere to get food and I have to get it for you. You don’t go
to class or go anywhere. Let’s do something. I’m like chilling with
you because you’re my bestie, but let’s get out of here and do
something tonight. I’m antsy. I want to party and I’m like totes
behind on my party quota for the week.”

 


After these comments, Stephanie
spent a moment in contemplation. She had received a text not an
hour earlier while Krissy was out picking them up lunch, but she
still wasn’t sure she had the initiative to attend a party tonight.
Thinking about all of this stuff was hard and she wanted to think a
lot less, so she pulled one of their bottles of liquor out of the
freezer and began to pour herself a drink. “Well… I’m thinking
about this thing that Hary invited us to tonight. I don’t know if
Murphy texted you yet, but we can go do a beer pong thing at Beta
Zeta.” She took a plastic disposable cup and filled it with ice,
then added several ounces of cheap rum and filled the rest with
Coke. “I’m down to party here again tonight just like this and I’d
prefer it that way. You know how uncomfortable I am about my lips.
I’m still getting used to it and trying to think of what I’m going
to say to everyone who asks about them. But, I really want to see
Hary, and he wants me to cheer him on in his beer pong match which
is important or something. It’s not going to be a real party,
mostly just brothers, so probably no one from class would see me or
anything. I’m thinking about it, but it’s only lunchtime and I need
to have a few more drinks before I’m ready to decide.”

 


Krissy poured her own drink. Seeing
the opportunity she began convincing her roommate, “Steph, let’s do
it! We can do all of it. Let’s you and me have some good girl time
right now. We’ll get really tipsy on the rum and Coke that Murphy
got us, then we’ll get all dolled up, dressed up, and ready to roll
to that shit nice and buzzed. Deal?”

 


“Hmmm… Okay. It’s supposed to be
really low key, like only brothers from Alpha Omega and Beta Zeta
and their girlfriends or ‘cheerleaders’. It’s at B.Z. and they’re
playing beer pong like super serious. It’s like a tournament or
something? Or like a beer pong league? I don’t really get it, but
apparently Murph and Hary really good at beer pong and they are the
representatives for Alpha playing the representatives from Beta,
and it’s like a very official league that all the brothers from all
the frats are like really serious about. So they’re playing that
and it’s the main event at 9:00, and then there are like lots of
other drinking games and things or something after the main thing.
I don’t really know, but Hary is really serious about beer pong
like it’s a real sport or something. He’s expecting me to
come.”

 


Krissy took a sip of her mixed
drink and realized there was not enough rum in it, so she added
more. “That’s like soo funny. Boys and their stupid games. It’s soo
funny how they like are so crazy, but it’s also like so cute. I’ll
be a cheerleader, but I don’t want to play. I’m an amazing
cheerleader. Sounds super fun! Let’s do it, bitch!”

 


“Okay, let’s do it! Just don’t let
me do anything stupid tonight. I’ve been like totes not myself
recently. Gotta not be too crazy.”

 


…

 


The basement party room at Beta
Zeta was dark, unfinished, and unclean. There was a bar near the
stairs that descended into the basement with several kegs of cheap
beer for drinking games and general consumption. There were four
beer pong tables in the room. Only one table was currently being
used for the main match between Beta Zeta and Alpha Omega. On one
side was Hary and Murphy, and on the other side were their
competitors whom Stephanie and Krissy did not know. Around the
table there were approximately 60 people, mostly brothers from
either house and a small number of attractive lady companions who
were for the most part acting as cheerleaders for either side of
the match.

 


The match was to last three rounds.
Hary and Murphy won the first round decisively with the other team
struggling to hit more than a few cups before they were defeated.
The second round came a little closer, but it seemed like when the
pressure was on that Hary performed even better. Cheering loudly
from the sidelines, Stephanie could not even remember Hary missing
a single cup. Before long the match was over, and the Beta brothers
shook hands with their conquerors and headed away in defeat. At
this point, all the Alpha brothers cheered and threw up their cups
in celebration.

 


Hary and Murphy cut off their focus
from the game and found their females. Hary grabbed his woman
around her waist and told her, “You are a top notch girlfriend, but
when it comes to cheerleading, you’re a little bit distracting in
some ways.” He gently swiped her bottom lip as he spoke.

 


Stephanie lit up in admiration,
“Did you hear me cheering? Everyone was cheering because you were
amazing, but I wanted you to win the most.”

 


Hary smiled and kissed Stephanie’s
fat lips energetically. Murphy also grabbed his woman, saying,
“both of you girls did a great job cheering us on. We’re the two
top players in Alpha Omega and this game is sort of an ancient
tradition amongst frats at this school. This was probably the
biggest match of the year beside the championship and you ladies
helped a lot. I think these girls should be our good luck charms at
all the future pong tournament events this year?”

 


The two ladies, being held
comfortably by their men beamed with affection, and accepted the
proposal. “Yes!” Steph exclaimed, “We have been working on our
cheer moves. I think that’s why you won. I mean, you were pretty
good with being all athletic and stuff, but I don’t think you
could’ve done it without our awesome cheering.”

 


After the match ended, the audience
from the two frats dissipated and many of the brothers started
playing informal matches against each other, often betting over
shots of alcohol and small amounts of money. The ladies continued
to look on and cheer. It was still a fun atmosphere even though it
wasn’t a legit party.

 


Seemingly out of nowhere, Hary
whipped out a fat joint and began to light it up, taking several
large puffs before passing it to Stephanie. She did not intend on
doing any drugs tonight, but she was too inebriated to make
reasonable decisions, and Hary was very convincing. She couldn’t
turn it down. She brought the tip of the odorous, smoldering joint
to her plump lips and with obvious inexperience, attempted to
inhale the smoke. She put on extra makeup tonight and her lips were
covered in bright red lipstick, making them further stand out. As
she tried to inhale, she realized it was more difficult than she
thought to seal her stiff lips around the small inlet of the joint
and had to put it further in her mouth than she intended to get it
to work. As she exhaled, she instantly became stoned and the world
around her started vibrating differently. She looked at her hand
which seemed weirdly further away. Her long, painted nails were a
vibrant red, matching her lips. Noticing the mess she had made of
Hary’s joint, she apologized through a brief coughing spell as she
passed joint on to Murphy and Krissy, “Achh! Achem! That’s really
strong. Achh! Ahem… Oh no! It’s all red now. I think I like… got my
lipstick all over it and it’s kinda wet. Sorry, Murphy, I hope it
still works okay.”

 


Hary craned his neck downwards and
kissed the tiny woman who was now clearly more stoned than she had
ever been before. He asked, “Is it hard to smoke that with those
big, sexy lips?”

 


Steph lit up with a stupidly large
grin that stretched the red sausages across her face, “Yeah,
they’re almost better. Getting used to it. Like, it’s
different and some things are hard. And like when I sleep, I drool
now cause they don’t fit together good. I know it’s not very sexy,
but it’s true.”

 


Murphy and Krissy helped finish the
joint and then started playing beer pong against another couple
while Steph and Hary found a couch in the corner of the basement
and began furiously making out. In between squeezing their bodies
together and mashing their lips together, Hary whispered, “Steph,
your lips are the most perfect lips I’ve ever sucked. I could just
forget about everything and be here forever.”

 


Stephanie smiled behind her plump,
bulky toys and reciprocated the compliment, “Well, your lips are
the best I’ve sucked also, but is there anything else that you need
sucked?” She inquired with a pucker, showing off her new look with
maximum duckface.

 


“I’d take you back to Alpha Omega,
but I’m too concerned that I’d bust a load in my pants before we
got back.” He looked around and spotted a utility closet in a
darkly lit corner of the basement. “Follow me.” Hary ushered his
toy to the closet, checked for anyone watching, and then they
slipped inside.

 


Hary found a light switch which
only activated one dim lightbulb overhead. The closet was filled
with hundreds of cases of cheap beer, liquor, and party supplies
such as cups and mixers. He swapped around a few of the cases of
beer and made himself a comfortable throne to rest on. From this
position, he snagged a handle of cheap tequila from a nearby shelf
and handed it to Steph. Then, he ripped open one of the beer cases
on the side of his throne, pulled out a can, popped it open, and
began to drink. “I haven’t had as much beer tonight as I intended,
I guess I won a little too big against those Betas. And, you’ve
probably not had enough to drink either.” He thrusted the bottle of
tequila in Stephanie’s direction.

 


“I can’t drink straight tequila. Do
you have a chaser?”

 


Hary took his pants off and
revealed his erect penis. Gesturing to it, he indicated, “You can
chase it by sucking on this. See how fast you can get the precum
flowing.”

 


Stephanie took the handle and put
it to her mouth. She tilted it back and swallowed as much as she
could, which wasn’t very much. She began coughing, at which point
Hary put his hand on the back of her head and guided her body into
kneeling position with her mouth enveloping his cock. The intense,
stinging character of cheap tequila began to leave her mouth as it
was replaced with the taste of warm, pulsing cock meat. Her lips
parted and gently massaged the circumference of Hary’s
penis.

 


She sucked long and hard and when
she was getting tired, she took a break for a quick breath. Hary
noticed her lack of effort and thrust the tequila at her again as
soon as she stopped sucking. She tossed her hair back, took another
big swig, and then felt his strong hand on the back of her neck
guiding her back onto his shaft as the ‘chaser’. His cock was
intoxicating, and pleasuring it was all she was thinking about. All
she could focus on was how best to use her body, how best to use
her new lips and face… to please her man.

 


Steph couldn’t tell how long she
had been sucking off her man. It had been almost an hour of
dream-like, stoned, and drunken face-fucking when they were
interrupted. It wasn’t anyone outside the storage room interrupting
them, instead it was Hary with an obligation. His phone had been
buzzing for a while and he had been ignoring it, in favor of
letting his plastic-lipped slut suck him off. Now, he was checking
his phone, even while his slut was continuing to suck him off. The
pleasure was enormous, and it was hard for him to speak in full
sentences as his fucktoy waxed his shaft with her face cunt,
“Steph. I just... got… a text.”

 


Stephanie continued to use her slut
lips to inundate the majority of his saliva-soaked shaft, taking
her lips away from his cock for only a second to teasingly reply,
“Is it another girl who has bigger lips and wants to suck you off
harder?”

 


Hary winced as Stephanie went back
to creating suction around his genitals. “Fuck! Steph! You’re…
You’re soo good. I need… I can’t…” He pushed her head off his cock.
He seemed to be getting honest now and Stephanie was concerned.
Hary continued, “We have a problem at the lab. Someone didn’t
follow my directions and the electron microscope is broken. You
probably don’t know what that is or why it’s important, but I need
to fix it. FUCK!” He glared into the abyss and held a hand to his
forehead.

 


Stephanie took another moment to
savor the taste of his penis before removing her mouth from his
shaft. “That’s okay, babe. You go do your thing. You’re soo smart
and amazing. But can you give me a load before you leave? Is that
too much for your toy to ask?”

 


Hary laid back on his throne of
beer cases, watching his personal slut-toy suck him off. His plan
was falling into place, and it made him feel godly. Watching those
thick, red, flesh pads bob up and down on his member had kept him
on the verge of intense orgasm. Stephanie felt the cock in her
mouth pulsating and locked her overstuffed lips as tightly as she
could around her man’s meat stick. Choking it down eagerly, she
swallowed almost all of it. The tiny bit that escaped trickled down
her chin as a viscous gob of drool. Just as she had been trained,
she caught the stream with her fingers and shoved it back into her
mouth. Hary gestured to his wet cock, “Now clean it up with your
tongue.” She obliged gleefully.

 


 



Chapter
12:

The Trap

 


As Hary was leaving the party, he
put Stephanie in charge of being a cheerleader for a casual beer
pong match between Alpha Omega’s brothers and Beta Zeta’s brothers.
Krissy and Murphy were still on a couch near the bar making out, so
Stephanie decided to have a good time rooting on her boys from AO.
She was the only girl on the AO side of the table and there were
three girls on the other side rooting for the BZ team. Stephanie
had never seen these BZ brothers before, but she recognized both AO
brothers. She didn’t remember the taller, morbidly obese Mexican
guy’s name, but she did remember the shorter skinny brother went by
the nickname Flash, and was a good friend of Hary’s.

 


Flash was clearly stoned. He
wreaked of marijuana and his pupils were absurdly dilated, perhaps
from ingestion of other substances besides just marijuana and
alcohol. Despite his intoxication, he seemed to be accurate with
the pong ball. Aside from his droopy eyes, short stature, and
complete aloofness, the most noticeable thing about him was his
seemingly inexhaustible supply of joints. As soon as he finished
smoking one joint, he whipped out another and lit it up. His
partner went by Chubbs as Stephanie soon learned. Flash was a man
of few words and fewer emotions, while Chubbs got angry or excited
at every event throughout the match.

 


Before Hary left, he told Flash,
“Looks like you gentlemen need a cheerleader. Lo and behold, I
provide the pinnacle of such. Stephanie will root you to victory,
provided you indulge her with drinks and some of that Flash stash.”
And they did take care of her. Whenever Stephanie was done with her
cocktail, Chubbs raised his hand and one of the Beta pledges
brought over another one. Flash inhaled most of the marijuana
himself, but occasionally shared it with Chubbs and some other
brothers that requested a hit. Flash seemed indifferent to her
presence, but Chubbs spent a lot of time looking in her direction
and often passed Stephanie the joint after taking his
hit.

 


The more drunk and stoned Stephanie
got, the less she cared about the way Chubbs ogled her and the way
the Beta boys and their women leered with jealousy or disgust at
her appearance. She felt like the more she consumed, the less
self-conscious she was, the more she was at peace with herself, and
the less those intrusive negative thoughts popped into her head. In
fact, she was feeling so blissful now that she seemed to be barely
thinking at all, just feeling, and acting. It was wonderful. “I
love the world and I love everyone,” she thought to herself. More
drugs and more partying seemed to be removing all of her
self-doubts and validating all of her recent life
decisions.

 


The two teams played several
matches, and each match the brothers were betting $20. During the
match, there were two $20 bills sitting in the middle of the table.
When the match started, the brothers put out, and when the match
was concluded, the winning party claimed their prize. All the
matches had been close, but Flash and Chubbs had pulled out the win
all three games. Stephanie had jumped and waved her arms and
screamed over the loud music booming through the basement, doing as
much as she could to encourage her boys.

 


The Beta boys seemed to be getting
frustrated with their failures. Even their three cheerleaders
seemed less enthusiastic, which only made Stephanie more excited.
As they were filling their cups with beer for another round,
instead of dropping another $20 on the table, one of the Beta boys
reached into his wallet and withdrew a large stack of cash,
proclaiming “Last Match, no fucking around this time. I’m putting
down $400. You in?”

 


Flash let off an uncharacteristic
smile and Chubbs bellowed, “You better bet we are, bitches!” The
pair then took out their wallets and counted out the proper bills
and placed them in the center of the table. “Losers first,
amigos!”

 


The larger, more imposing of the
two BZ players who had been checking out Stephanie all night moved
a ball in his hand contemplatively. He spoke loudly over the music,
“Let’s say we make this a little more interesting. In addition to
the cash,” He pointed at Stephanie, “If we win, that chick with
those huge plastic lips gives us blowjobs.”

 


Chubbs laughed, and Stephanie
laughed as well, assuming it was a joke. Chubbs answered, pointing
at one of BZ’s cheerleaders, “You got a deal. But if we lose, then
we get to play with those grande tetas on that chica’s chest.
”Chubbs pointed to one of the BZ brother’s large-breasted
cheerleaders.

 


The brothers agreed to the terms
and began their match. Stephanie thought the whole thing was very
funny. Everything was amusing now that she was super high and
drunk. She kind of even liked being noticed as the hot one, even
though it was totally objectifying. She was getting attention from
guys. She was the hot one now, not Krissy, and it was all thanks to
the work she had done on her face. But her heart ached. She wished
Hary was there to give her attention. Glancing around for the first
time in a while, she didn’t see Krissy or Murphy anymore. She
texted Krissy but never got any answer and went back to cheering on
her team. She had never formally participated in cheerleading as a
sport before, but she had done ballet and hip-hop dancing. In the
moment, she was intensely feeling the vibes in the room and
translating that emotion into motion in her body accompanied by
verbal encouragement. Stephanie didn’t know how she had become a
betting piece, but she didn’t really think about it. The energy in
the room was overwhelming, and she just had to assume they were
joking about the blowjob.

 


The final match lasted longer than
any previous match, but this time the outcome was different. As
soon as the Beta’s sunk their last cup and won the round, the whole
team on their side of the table screamed in celebration. On the
Alpha’s side, Chubbs and Flash did not seem angry or disappointed.
Flash took a moment to light another joint, take a few puffs, hand
it to Chubbs, and then they walked upstairs without another
word.

 


Stephanie’s heart sunk, she had
thought beer pong was just a stupid game, but after having such a
great time tonight, she realized that these silly sports the boys
got all wrapped up in could be incredibly fun to be a part of. She
stood around in the same spot finishing her drink and looking for
Krissy or Murphy who were still nowhere to be found. Without the
excitement of the drinking games, she was getting tired and wanted
to go home. As she was looking down at her phone to send Krissy
another text message, a guiding hand landed on her
shoulder.

 


It was one of the Beta guys who had
just won the match. He gripped her controllingly, hunching over to
speak into the petite young woman’s ear. He said, “Well I guess
it’s time to claim my prize.” The hand guided her across the room.
She followed unwittingly, not really thinking about it at all.
Maybe he was taking her to get another drink or something.
Something inside of her clawed at her mind like an animal trapped
in a cage; it was her intuition. She overwrote her intuition by
reminding herself that everything was in good fun. The bet about
her giving out blowjobs was a joke, it had to be. She giggled the
thought away. “Those silly boys… I must look really hot,” she
thought.

 


Stephanie realized too late that
the blowjob bet was in fact not a joke. As she was led across the
basement back into the storage closet where she had sucked off Hary
earlier in the night, the other Beta teammate followed close
behind. Before she could process what was happening, she was in the
dimly lit storage area surrounded by two large men who were taking
off their pants. She started to panic, still not yet fully
comprehending her situation. The hand on her shoulder squeezed and
then there was another hand from behind on her butt, squeezing her
tight ass cheek like a firm cushion.

 


The two men were on both sides of
her, preventing any retreat. When the guy in front of her had
removed his pants, there was a stiff erection reaching out
prominently from between his naked thighs. She started to say
something and even considered screaming, but before she could, two
strong hands on her shoulder and neck were forcing her into a
kneeling position down towards the stranger’s penis in front of
her. The voice from behind her commanded, “Suck it, ya plastic
faced cunt! And do it good, or else...”

 


Up until this point, Steph had been
in borderline blackout mode, but now she was starting to understand
the situation she had gotten herself into. She was entering a
carnal mindset. This was fight-or-flight mode. She started to tell
them not to, but she was quickly silenced by a cock being crammed
past her fat lips. “Hey guys, I think there’s a misunderst…
ACHHMMM!” Her words were drowned out by her own gags.

 


She was on her knees as the Betas
stood around her. The guy behind her grasped her upper body and her
head with either hand, forcibly thrusting her face down on his
friend’s pelvis. When the cock slid in her mouth, the guy holding
her from behind grabbed her arms and held them by the wrists behind
her back while the friend took over control of Stephanie, firmly
grasping her hair in a clump by the base of her skull with both
hands. From this position he could completely control Stephanie’s
head like an oral fuck puppet.

 


When she tried to resist by pushing
herself backwards, or trying to say something, the man behind her
would yank her arms upwards into an increasingly torturous
position, and the man in front of her would force her mouth down
further around his penis. Stephanie was in denial that this was
even happening, but the men were having a great time. The guy
jamming his cock in her mouth commanded, “Squeeze those freakish
slut lips around that dick. I want to feel those puffy cock suckers
squeeze it good. I’m gonna blow a huge load all over your stupid
plastic cunt face.”

 


Stephanie obeyed his instructions,
clamping her lips as tightly as she could around the hard cock
meat. Instead of choosing either fight or flight, she was choosing
detachment from reality. She was so intoxicated that it was hard to
think, but one thought that she could formulate was: “This is not
normal, this is not okay, do what they say because you are in
danger.” So, she tried to go along with their instructions for her
own safety.

 


The stranger crammed his shaft into
her throat as deep as he could. It wasn’t a particularly big penis,
maybe around five inches at most, but Stephanie could still not
deep throat at all, and the owner of the penis was trying to get
her lips all the way down to his balls. She gagged and coughed far
worse than when she was smoking pot earlier. At one point she
almost vomited all over the cock, but somehow resisted. She could
hear her abuser commentating as he fucked her face, “Was really
generous of this slut to let us use her. The bitch’s face cunt is
nice as fuck. Maybe the best I’ve ever fucked. But I thought for
such a plastic looking slut she would be better at deepthroat. She
can barely take it in there at all. Gotta really CRAM! CRAM! CRAM
it in there!” His exclamatory words lined up simultaneously with
his thrusts.

 


One of the thrusts into her throat
was particularly deep and she involuntarily tried to force her face
off of it, at which point she was forced down even harder onto the
man’s pelvis. Together, the partners held her in that pinned-down
position, forced prone, suffocating on cock. The penis in her mouth
pulsated and then sprayed loads of semen. The white fluid continued
to flow as the partner pulled her face off the cock. It slid out of
her head with a slurping sound as it continued to ejaculate all
over her face. Once the cock was done spurting, and her face was
totally bathed in sperm, she was abruptly and forcibly flipped
around 180 degrees to face the other way on her knees with a new
cock in front of her cum-covered face. As she was forced onto the
second cock, which was about the same size, maybe a little longer,
the owner of the cock commented to his partner, “Damn, bro! You got
her face real good. Hold her arms the same way that I did for you,
but I’m gonna hose her down even more. Gotta blast this dumb
plastic cunt’s face, lips, and everything. I’m gonna cover this
bitch in my seed. Get a good video of me too with the flash on. I
got you when we were the other way and I made sure to not get your
face in it, so don’t get mine either.”

 


Stephanie was too shocked to
process the comment about how the double-teaming was being filmed,
she was more preoccupied by the second cock sliding past her lips
and into her mouth. With only misunderstood consent, her head and
enlarged lips were being repeatedly crammed onto a stranger’s dick,
and with zero consent, there was a smartphone taking a video of her
engaging in forced fellatio. Her second face-fucking treatment
proceeded much like the first, but this time it ended in a more
explosive eruption of cum, just as the man had promised. Instead of
dumping his load mostly in her mouth, he pulled her head off his
dick and exploded all over face. She closed her eyes and winced as
the first streams hit. The cock spurted right in front of her eyes.
When she opened them to look at the oncoming streams, a big gob
landed in her eye. The second cum load landed more than just on her
face, it landed in her hair, on her neck, and stained her new cute
white top that she had just purchased. Her victimizer released her
head which he had been gripping tightly and grabbed a bundle of
Stephanie’s long, straight hair, using it as a rag to wipe the
saliva and cum off himself.

 


The two boys released the kneeling
slut’s cum-covered body and put their pants back on. Stephanie was
too fucked up and stunned to say or do anything, let alone get off
her knees. One of them tucked a twenty into the front of
Stephanie’s pants and laughed, “Good work, whore! Thanks for
volunteering for that.” The boys congratulated themselves, even
winding up for a big high five before leaving the storage closet.
On their way out, one of them poured some of his beer over her
head, saying, “There you go, to help wash off some of that cum.
You’re welcome, bitch.”

 


Stephanie took a while to gather
herself. She had not processed everything that had just happened to
her. It would take months to process what had just happened. Her
face and hair were covered in semen and her top was also stained.
Some of her hair was wet and she wreaked of cheap beer. There were
no paper towels or anything of the sort in the storage closet. She
listened to the sounds on the other side of the door and figured
that the party wasn’t just continuing, it was even busier than when
she had entered the blowjob closet.

 


Stephanie came to a decision in her
alcohol, drug, and cum-induced haze: she would try to make a run
for the exit and then walk back to her dorm, ideally without being
seen by too many people in this state. She opened the door and
quickly walked towards the stairs to get out of the basement with
her head down. She didn’t look up. Trying to hide the puddles of
ejaculate staining her upper body, she heard some girls laughing
and felt their derision. Somewhere, she instinctively felt a
smartphone camera recording her, but she had no choice but to press
on. She climbed the stairs and darted towards the exit. As soon as
she was outside, she breathed fresh air and was relieved for a
moment even though the air smelled like cum and beer, probably
because her nostrils were coated in the stuff. She used her hand to
bring her white crop top up and wipe some of the mess off her
smooth, Botoxed face. With the little amount of brainpower that she
had left in her stoned, drunk, and cum-flooded mind, she managed to
get her bearings straight and moved as quickly as she could in her
high heels back to her dorm.

 


 



Chapter
13:

Aftermath

 


When Stephanie got back to her
dorm, she was so exhausted that she passed out immediately on her
bed without showering, removing her clothes, or even getting under
the covers. But when she woke up, what she remembered from last
night came flooding in like repressed memories traumatically
resurfacing. The memories she wished to forget, were painted in
streams of sticky solidified semen stuck to her face, hair, and
top. Her shoulders were sore from being forced into that awkward
position. She even noticed that her jaw was feeling pain from the
rough face-fucking she received.

 


As she lay in bed piecing together
memories of the night, the event in the storage closet with the
Beta Zeta brothers overwhelmed her thoughts. “I was raped! They
raped me! …Or did I let it happen? They told me they’re we’re gonna
do it. Why didn’t I take them seriously? Fuck my life…” As she
realized the truth, she began to cry. She put her hand on her face
to cover the tears and felt the stupidly large, artificial
cock-sucking appendages on her face, which only made her weep
harder. Her tears lubricated the dried semen coating her thoroughly
Botoxed face, re-liquifying some of the cum and incorporating it
into the salty stream of tears flowing down her cheeks and onto her
pillow. She tried to wipe away the cum and tears as she wept, but
it only seemed to smear everything around with her makeup and make
a bigger mess. Stunned, she could barely worry about the smell of
stale beer, the crusty flakes in her hair, the mascara bleeding
into her pillow, or the disgusting stains on her crop top. It was
all evidence of the rape and it seemed like her life was
over.

 


“What the fuck happened last night?
I can’t believe I just let them do that. Why didn’t I stop them?
They raped me. They raped my face! Both of them, like I was fucking
nothing! LIKE I WAS A FUCKING USELESS SEX TOY!” A stream of tears
exploded like an uncorked champagne bottle and her emotions
ratcheted up to maximum. “What the fuck did I just do? What is
happening to me? I ruined my life! They ruined my life! I hate
myself! I hate them! What do I do now? What is happening to me?”
Another round of tears stronger than any before burst from her
eyes.

 


When she finally got the strength
to get out of bed and look at herself in the mirror, the image
looking back at her was even more filthy and depraved than she
could have ever envisioned. She wept again, “I look like a fucking
whore! My face is covered in cum like a goddamn whore. My hair! My
Clothes! I’m a fucking cum whore! I look fucking disgusting! What
the fuck did I do to myself, to my face, TO MY LIPS?!”

 


Her tears didn’t stop until she
managed to climb into a hot shower. More memories of the night
flashed through her mind, but some of those memories must have just
been dreams or nightmares, she told herself. Yet there was the one
absolute nightmare that she could not deny, and flashes of the
incident kept popping into her head, her arms being jacked up
tortuously, her head being forced into a stranger’s sweaty pelvis,
a dick uncomfortably crammed into her throat making her gag, semen
splattering her face with men laughing. Although she had willingly
gone into that closet knowing what the bet was, she decided that it
was rape. Stephanie knew it happened to women but never thought it
would happen to her. She used to be a good girl, and now she was
just another filthy skank. But with the cosmetic facial procedures,
was she asking for it? She had to ask herself.

 


She got out of the shower, trying
to ignore the mirror’s reflection of her plastic face. She got
dressed in some comfy pajamas and made some oatmeal for breakfast.
She tried not to think about how the oatmeal had the same runny
consistency of semen. She knew she didn’t have the mental fortitude
to do any of her schoolwork right now, so she turned on some
reality TV on Netflix and tried to drown her mind in cinematic
garbage. After an hour or so, she was beginning to stop thinking so
hard when she got a text from Hary.

 


It read, “Steph, got the electron
microscope fixed. Took me all night. Going to sleep most of the day
today. Will text party details for tonight. Going to be a
balls-to-the-wall rager. Expect to see you there, doll.”

 


Stephanie was desperate to see
Hary. He was the only good thing in her life right now. But she
couldn’t imagine going to another party tonight. She was completely
traumatized and felt dead inside. She was about to text back to say
she couldn’t come and maybe ask Hary if they could hang out
privately somewhere and talk, maybe get dinner somewhere like a
real date, and then Krissy finally got home.

 


Krissy spoke rapidly as she moved
around the dorm, “Hey Steph, spent the night at Murphy’s. Got way
trashed, still like crazy hungover. Sorry I didn’t text you back,
Murphy was being bad, and it was like impulsive, but we ran back to
his room at AO to hook up and I was probs blacked the fuck out.
Hope you had fun too. Tonight is supposed to be like way crazy,
maybe biggest party of the year so far. The brothers were already
setting everything up. Oh, almost forgot, got us something from
Murphy that will set the night on fire. Check these out, more
ecstasy. Apparently, it’s like super hard to get the good stuff.
Murphy just gave it to us for free, cause we’re
awesome.”

 


She dropped the bag of pills on the
table in front of Stephanie, suddenly realizing that her roommate
was uncommunicative and had her head in her hands, covering her
face. “You okay? Hungover much? I got a few pills, you can take one
right now and it’s supposed to cure the hangover, or like cover it
up… but same difference.”

 


Stephanie did not want to talk
about what had happened, so she played it off like she was just
hungover. She knew she couldn’t take the ecstasy; it was probably
all the drugs and alcohol she had been doing the past few months
got her into the situation she was now in. Despite her clear,
conscious objections, she wanted the bad thoughts to go away. Maybe
the ecstasy could help her get over the trauma and she could start
putting her life back together? She told herself that after this
weekend, she would have to go back to being herself, getting her
work done, cut out the drugs and stop partying so much. The MDMA
did make her feel spectacular last time, and maybe that was just
what she needed to cope with the trauma of being force face-fucked
by two strangers. How could her life get any worse than this? She
silenced the voice in her head telling her to resist, pulled a pill
from the small plastic dime bag and swallowed it with a swig of
orange juice.

 


“Thatta bitch! Woot woot! I’m
jumping in too, girl.” Krissy swallowed a pill and grabbed their
cheap vodka out of the freezer, taking a swig straight from the
bottle. Then, without asking, she poured a few ounces of vodka into
Stephanie’s glass of orange juice. “Fuck yeah, screwdriver, Bitch!
It’s the weekend!”

 


Krissy began to pick up the bag of
pills, but Stephanie’s hand stopped her. “I’m doing two this
time.”

 


“When did you get so fucking cool,
Steph?” Krissy giggled and opened the bag of drugs again. Steph
swallowed a second pill, gulping it down dutifully like it was
Advil.




…

 


“Now that the trap is sprung, and
the personality changes are for the most part permanent, I need
only issue my ultimatum. She will do exactly what I say without
question because she needs me. Besides her family, I am the only
remaining tether to her previous reality. I’ve severed almost all
the other threads. I’ll deal with her family soon enough and once
she is isolated from them, I’ll be her god. And that’s when the
real fun can start. But for now, we need to continue with the
brainwashing. We must also keep feeding her fuck tons of drugs, but
do it strategically to amplify parts of her mind at just the right
time, like hitting her resonant frequency and then carefully
retuning it. Although most of the work for this part of the
operation is done, tonight is a critical juncture,” Hary
said.

 


Also, in Hary’s room were Murphy
and Flash. Murphy spoke next, “Did you get the videos from the Beta
guys yet? They told me the job was done, but I’m dying to see
videos.”

 


Picking at his fingernails without
looking up, Flash grunted, “Group chat.”

 


“What?” Murphy asked, “What about
the group chat?”

 


Hary interjected, “He means the
videos are on the Alpha Omega group chat. The comments are
hilarious. Have you not been following that today?”

 


“No. People use it too much and I
get way too many messages, I can never keep up with it. I’ll take a
look now.” Murphy unlocked his smartphone and scrolled through the
conversation the brothers had been having throughout the
day.

 


Flash and Hary exchanged knowing
glances and waited for Murphy to process the information. Flash lit
up a joint and the room quickly turned into a hotbox. He passed the
drug to Hary who patiently partook. The sound from the video let
them know at which point Murphy was in viewing it: “Was really
generous of this slut to let us use her. This bitch’s face cunt is
fucking nice. Maybe the best I’ve ever fucked. But I thought for
such a plastic looking slut she would be better at deepthroat. She
can barely take it in her throat at all. Gotta really CRAM! CRAM!
CRAM it in there!”

 


Murphy starred, eyes wide open,
amazed, and sexually stimulated. He finished watching around the
same time his companions finished with their joint. “Well shit,
boys! If that isn’t the wildest thing I’ve ever seen? Fuck me! I’m
hard as a goddamn rock. We should try that shit out tonight, the
three of us, eh?” He continued scrolling the group chat, reading
the comments brothers made such as, “Never thought I’d be jealous
of a Beta”, “When do I get a turn?”, “Just came in my pants,” and,
“When did the Arts & Sciences School introduce the Felatio Arts
major?”

 


“Not yet, Murphy,” Hary objected.
“We need to take it slowly and go by the plan, my plan. She’s still
very hesitant and I need to totally break her mind. Imagine if I
can get her to the point where we don’t need to force her to do
anything. She’ll just beg us to do that shit to her. It can be
done, and I intend to do it.” Hary picked up one of the hominid
skull replicas from his shelf and began turning it over in his
hands contemplatively. “She’s dumber now. Well, not actually
dumber, but she might as well be. Her active thought patterns are
so suppressed that I could even see the difference on the
electroencephalograph when she was sleeping the other night. I’m
not sure, but she would probably even score lower on an IQ test.
It’s kind of like being drunk all the time, you’re not actually
dumber, you just can’t think with the same capacity.”

 


Flash leaned back in his chair and
grunted, “Plans?”

 


Still looking only at the skull,
Hary continued, “The plan for tonight is underway. Murphy gave
Krissy the ecstasy mixed with Benzodiazepine which should keep her
from having a mental breakdown and increase my control over her if
she takes it. I’m greatly confident she will do it on her own
accord. If not, then I have backup plans. For both the girls,
regardless of the situation, let’s keep them drunk, keep them
drugged, and keep Stephanie living in fantasy land. Most of it is
up to me. If all goes well, then after tonight, things should start
quickly falling into place.”

 


Murphy looked up from his
smartphone and grinned, “So, you’re definitely going to ask her to
get the surgery tonight?’

 


“Oh dearest, Murphy. You still
don’t understand. I will not be ‘asking’. There will be no choice
in the matter.” He put the skull back in its place between its
evolutionary cousins. “The mind is a universe in and of itself, and
I am become the master of her universe.”


Chapter
14:

The Pact

 


Stephanie and Krissy were so fucked
up at the party that they barely knew what was going on. They moved
to the music, mindlessly gyrating their bodies on the dance floor.
Earlier today, Stephanie thought she could never feel happy again,
but now she had let all that go somehow. She was living in the
moment, and nothing could have felt more right. It felt like she
was one with everything and that it would all be okay somehow. When
Hary grabbed her and removed her from the dance floor, she just
went along with it without a thought, letting her man do all the
thinking. She remembered going back to Hary’s room while the night
was still young. She vaguely recalled him pouring her a fizzy drink
and encouraging her to consume it. After that, her memory sputtered
to a stopped. She was fairly sure that she gave him a blowjob and
swallowed his cum, but she couldn’t be certain. Everything went
black and she figured she must have passed out on his bed. In her
slumber, she processed minute details of a strange dream with a
strobing light, fractal patterns, and a deep omnipotent
voice.

 


She woke up a few hours later
around 4am with a numbing headache and a soft ringing sound in her
ears. She was coming down from the ecstasy, but still felt
surprisingly good. It felt like she had been asleep for days
although it must have only been a few hours. The noise from the
party had stopped. Hary sat at his desk banging away methodically
at his laptop’s keyboard. When he heard her rustling, he swiveled
in his desk chair and faced Stephanie.

 


“Hi babe, I like don’t remember
very much. Is there still time to have some more drinks and mess
around a little. You’re cute.”

 


Hary had a serious look on his
face, and not his default serious look. This look was a stern,
penetrating glare. “Stephanie. We need to talk about
something.”

 


“Talk about what?” For a moment she
had actually forgotten the events of the night before at the Beta
Zeta party, but now she began to remember, and it hurt her
soul.

 


He sighed thoughtfully, “Stephanie,
I know what you did the other night. There is a video that’s
circulating amongst the frats on campus. After you passed out, I
went back to the party, and someone showed it to me.” Hary folded
his hands together and used them to prop up his chin. “At first, I
thought it must have been those guys taking advantage of you and it
made me want to go fucking stab them in the face with a goddamned
ice pick and dismember those fuckers, but then I overcame my
primate emotions and the more I thought about it, the less I could
accept that explanation. If those Beta brothers forced you to do
what I saw in that video, then how in the fuck did you manage to
come out tonight, partying and dancing like you had no cares in the
world? If that was rape, then why did you say nothing to me… to
anyone? If someone forced themselves on me like that, I’d need
years of counseling before ever coming back to a frat
party.”

 


“Hary, please! It’s not what you
think!”

 


“Please Stephanie, let me finish.”
He was talking to her, but he was no longer looking in her
direction. He spoke with stern indifference, “I’m not stupid,
Stephanie. To the contrary, I’m likely the smartest person you’ll
ever meet. I know what people say about me. I know they say I’m
crazy. I don’t care because they’re low IQ peasants. But I do care
if those peasants think I’m a cuck. I’m not a cuck. I am the alpha
male, and I will not be manipulated by an ingrateful, reckless
freshman. I pegged you to be an intelligent, innocent, idealistic,
borderline prudish young woman. But the more I consider the matter,
the more I realized how strongly you desired the rough sex I gave
you. You like being objectified. At the same time, you like
pretending to be an innocent little doll. And apparently you like
getting face-fucked by gangs of strangers in dark basements. I know
you think you have an explanation, but you do not know me. No one
knows me, my embodied spirit is doomed to suffer and enjoy in
solitude. I thought you could be the one who broke through, someone
I could really, truly share something genuine with. I’ve had more
than one woman tell me they loved me. Yet here I am, still alone on
my universe island. I won’t cry, I won’t regret, but I will learn.
And what I’ve learned from you simply reinforces the lessons I’ve
learned in my short life. I can assign a pledge to walk you home if
you wish, but please do not come back to this house.”

 


Tears streamed down Stephanie’s
cheeks, her chest tightened, and at her core she was burning with
emotion. “Hary! Hary! Please! I love you! I really can explain. I
can explain it all if you just let me. Everything is so fucked
right now. I can’t think straight, I can’t even… I just
can’t!”

 


Hary said nothing, he only stared,
confident and without sympathy.

 


Through the tears, the shame, and
the haze of intoxication, Stephanie tried to tell her side of the
story. She described the alcohol and marijuana clouding her mind,
all her friends leaving the party, the brothers using her as a
betting piece in their sick game, her inability to process her
danger, and then the horrible incident that precipitated in that
closet. She even told him about the morning after and how
disgusting and empty she had felt. Then there was the ecstasy,
which had made all that seem to go away for a while. She told him
about how she skipped class this week, her slipping work ethic, and
her insecurities about her new facial features. Finishing her long
rant, she lifted her eyes and looked at Hary. His expression had
changed from indifference to curiosity. She figured she had maybe
gotten through to him.

 


There was a long silence after her
rant before Hary spoke. “What you’re saying makes sense. But I
can’t know for sure. That sounds like something that Chubbs would
joke about, and some of those Betas are sick enough to take it
seriously. Still, you should have been more careful. However, it is
not entirely your experience that matters, but the optics of the
event to other people and their judgements. If what you say is all
true, I can’t just accept you back into my embrace like before. As
they say, ‘Caesar’s wife must be above suspicion’. My intuition
tells me that much of what you say is truthful. I don’t know how
much is genuine, because any good lie blossoms from a seed of
truth. I grant you that your story is more compelling than I could
have expected. And despite my apparent stoicism, you should know
that I care deeply for the version of Stephanie that I have come to
cherish.”

 


Stephanie was desperate. Everything
in her life was falling apart and Hary was currently the only thing
anchoring her to anything good in this world. Cutting off her
connection to him would be like cutting off her oxygen supply. She
begged him, “Please, Hary! I’ll do anything for you. Literally
fucking anything! I’d even get my lips bigger, I don’t care, I even
think I’m starting to really like them. I just need you. I neeeed
you.”

 


Hary cleared his throat and
flickered his brooding eyes. He slid his desk chair over to his
shelf and pulled out from his replica collection the skull of
Australopithecus Afarensis. Clutching the lifelike model, he
whispered to it, “Memento Mori.”

 


Stephanie was confused. “What? What
does that mean? Please say something, Hary. I really mean it, I
love you. Please! I’ll do anything!”

 


Hary eventually looked away from
the skull and addressed his guest. He was deadly serious. “There is
one thing that you can do. It is the only way. If you choose to
obey me, then I will embrace you. This the way.”

 


Stephanie’s tears stopped, her
heart beat quicker and her mind relaxed into controlled submission,
“I’ll do anything. Hary, look at my lips. Look at my Botoxed face.
I’ll do fucking anything for you. ANY THING!”

 


Hary’s uncanny green eyes gazed
into Stephanie’s irises, penetrating her mind like a neural probe.
“If you want me, you must do something for me. Something that you
would never do on your own, something that pleases me and marks you
as my own...” He paused for dramatic effect. “You will belong only
to me. You will not go to any parties outside of Alpha Omega. You
will spend most of your nights here with me, doing what I say. But
most importantly… above all else… you will get breast and buttocks
implants.”

 


Stephanie was taken aback. “You
want me to get a boob job? And butt implants?”

 


“Stephanie, I chose my words
carefully and you heard them correctly. That is what is required to
become mine again. I can help you scheduled the surgery, but I will
not pay for it like I did for your lips, that is the other layer of
your penance.”

 


She didn’t have a choice. If she
wanted to have Hary, then there was only one way forward. She
asked, “If I do that, then you’ll try to love me again? And you
will protect me? I want to be protected from that ever happening
again, the thing that happened on Thursday. You’ll tell people I’m
not a whore? You’ll tell them that you’re my man?”

 


Hary put the skull back on its
shelf and slid his swivel chair closer to Stephanie. He put his
hands on her knees, projecting positive energy he informed her,
“Yes, if you get breast and butt implants, the size and style that
I decide upon, then I will be your caretaker.”

 


“You’d really take me back? Even
after I let myself get taken advantage of by those
Betas?”

 


“If you do exactly as I say, then
you can be my doll.”

 


 



Chapter
15:

Back to School

 


Over the next few weeks, Stephanie
was trying to live her life renewed. She intended to get back on
top of her homework, refocus herself on classes, cut out the
excessive partying for a while, and limit the drugs and alcohol
that she was consuming to a minimum. That didn’t include ecstasy,
she got a large bag of it from Flash and took it every few days;
she considered it medicinal because it helped her cope with
everything that had happened. That rule also didn’t include
amphetamines.

 


Her surgery was scheduled to take
place as soon as the semester ended. She was planning on coming up
with an excuse to tell her family so she wouldn’t be expected to
come home for Christmas break. She needed time to heal after the
surgery and she still didn’t know how she would explain her
physical transformation to anyone, especially her parents. Her
current plan was to tell them that she got a unique opportunity to
work on a research project with one of her professors and couldn’t
come home over break. She didn’t like lying, but she figured it was
necessary. She would figure out what to say about the cosmetic
changes later. That was a problem for the distant future, and she
had immediate problems in her life that seemed more
pressing.

 


This Sunday had been incredibly
productive for her. She caught up on all the material she had
missed last week and knocked out the homework assignments as well.
Fortunately, she didn’t have any tests or major assignments to
worry about for another few weeks. On Sunday night, she was kind of
proud of herself for waking up early and working all day to get
everything done. The Adderall that Hary gave her was just what she
needed. She was feeling more like the hardworking, ambitious woman
she knew herself to be.

 


Stephanie was also thinking that a
lot of the propaganda she had internalized throughout her life
about drugs was kind of bullshit. Sure, she knew that stuff like
heroine, meth, cocaine, and fentanyl are really bad no matter what,
but using ecstasy or marijuana every so often seemed to boost her
awareness in certain aspects and make her feel more like true self.
She felt like she was becoming more okay with herself, her
sexuality, and her femininity. It was also easier to forget recent
traumatic memories. Hary had explained to her how certain drugs
used at certain times, along with self-reflection, can transform
you in beneficial ways so you can become a better version of
yourself. He told her a lot about his philosophy on life, many
things she thought were very thought-provoking, and other things
she thought were unbelievable, such as saying, “I have conquered
fear of death, I’m like a jedi now.”

 


When they had last seen each other,
he had given her a bottle of medication and told her, “Pretty much
everyone on campus uses these to study. These are Adderall. I much
prefer them to Vyvanse, which is good too. The Adderall you can
snort and it’s like taking a rocket to productivity
land.”

 


At first, Stephanie had been
hesitant to take the drug, but Hary had explained how safe it was
and she trusted him completely. Just as he had said, one pill early
in the morning, and she had the focus to work all day almost
non-stop. She didn’t even take a break to eat until her mind
started to get foggy and she realized she needed to put some
calories in her body. Hary told her that he barely ever went to
class and only did schoolwork one day a week, even though he had
two hard majors. She knew she couldn’t be as smart and eccentric as
Hary, but maybe every once in a while she could rely on her stash
of pills to help when she was behind on her work.

 


She had been grinding her teeth a
lot on Sunday night and it was hard to get to sleep, but she was
feeling confident.

 


Returning to classes after her week
off had been refreshing. Her lips didn’t hurt at all anymore and
all the bruising was gone. Checking herself out in the mirror
before class, she couldn’t help but think how hot she looked with
her smooth face and plump dick sucking lips. She barely needed any
makeup, but she put a good amount on anyways because that’s what
Hary likes. Her new overstuffed lips took a lot of getting used to.
She was still drooling at night, especially when she slept on her
side. It was also hard for her to get used to eating certain foods
and drinking out of certain glasses. And as she found out when she
returned to class, it was hard to get used to the way people
treated her.

 


Fortunately for Stephanie, most of
her classes were large lectures where everyone was facing forward,
and the class size was large enough that she could go unnoticed
most of the time. She made sure to never arrive early to class, sit
near the back, and keep her head down taking notes. Nevertheless,
she couldn’t help attracting some attention. The attention,
however, didn’t distress her as much as she thought it would. When
in doubt, Hary told her to repeat to herself, “they’ll be jealous,
wanting you, or wanting to be you”. Repeating this mantra to
herself helped her feel more confident.

 


Her first few days of class had
passed with nothing eventful other than the looks she got. When she
was eating lunch one day outside the library, she saw some boys
occasionally glancing at her and she distinctly overheard the
words, “blowjob, “slut”, and “face-fuck” but didn’t hear the
context. Later that day, right before lecture started, she saw a
boy near her lifting both his arms behind his back, pushing them
upwards in a stretching motion, then afterwards looking in her
direction. She felt paranoid, yet her paranoia was somewhat
justified, any one of these boys could have seen the video of her
being face-raped by those two Beta Zeta brothers. She expected to
get attention for her new face, but she didn’t realize how paranoid
she would be about relating that attention to the fact that some of
these strangers may have seen pornography of her.

 


Stephanie’s other project recently,
in addition to her schoolwork, was to get the money together for
her surgery. It was a lot more money than she had expected. Hary
had kindly offered to loan her the money and they could “figure out
a way” for her to pay him back. But Stephanie didn’t like the idea
of burdening him. Hary had seemed surprised that she would be able
to get all the money together. It wasn’t that hard. Stephanie had
always been good with money. She had some saved up, but not nearly
enough to pay for the surgeries. She had a bank account that her
parents deposited money into for monthly allowances and the tuition
fees that were not covered by her scholarship. Her plan was to use
the tuition money for next semester to pay for her implants, get
student loans for one semester, and then figure out how to pay off
that loan later. She felt deceptive doing this, but it seemed like
the only way forward.

 


The whole situation with the money,
the surgery, her classes, and the porn video of her out there
somewhere stressed her out and she resorted to coping mechanisms
like ecstasy. Additionally, she masturbated every day after class
to calm her mind. Usually, she would think about getting fucked by
Hary when she was using her vibrator. Sometimes she would think
about the way random boys had looked lustfully at her and her new
face. She kept her favorite toy clean and ready for her to use
every afternoon. It always made her feel more relaxed and quieted
nagging thoughts. Combining the ecstasy with either sex or
masturbation was even better. She wished she could spend more time
with Hary, but he seemed very busy recently and she didn’t want to
bother him. They met up a few times a week for parties and to hook
up.

 


One healthy habit she was
developing to relieve stress was to go the gym every day. Hary
encouraged her to tone up her body because he likes his women
skinny and fit, so they can look good and perform well in bed.
Also, her daily gym visits helped offset the alcohol she was
over-consuming.

 


Stephanie found that it helped if
she had a couple drinks every night while she studied or hung out
gossiping with Krissy. Sure, she was drinking every day, but it
wasn’t very much, so she told herself it was okay. Her roommate
helped take her mind off things as well, although Krissy didn’t
know about Stephanie’s scheduled breast and butt augmentation.
Krissy also had no idea about the events that had transpired during
and after the Beta Zeta beer pong party. Stephanie liked it that
way. She knew that out of all her secrets, one of them would soon
be self-evident. She would have to tell her roommate about the
surgery, but she was waiting for the right time.

 


This week, there was a big Alpha
Omega party on Friday, and before that, Stephanie only got to see
Hary once. On Wednesday, she stopped by the frat house and Hary
informed her of some finer details of the surgery. He told her what
type of implants she was getting and not to worry about how big
they would be, the doctor will do everything safely. She didn’t
really know anything about implant sizes and decided to just trust
her man. The conversation about her surgery didn’t last long, and
Stephanie was not encouraged to ask any questions. When it was
over, she gave her man a quick blowjob and swallowed his juices
greedily, not wasting a drop. She cleaned off his shaft and balls
graciously with her tongue and as soon as she was done, Hary asked
her to leave so he could get back to his ‘research’. Stephanie
would have liked to hang out, cuddle, talk, or have a drink, but
that was not what Hary wanted, and she had to obey her man. If Hary
wanted only to see her to tell her how big her new tits and ass
would become, fuck her face, and then abruptly ask her to leave
while she was still swallowing, then that was his entitlement as
her man.

 


…

 


It wasn’t until Thursday after her
Calculus class that she finally got some serious attention for her
new appearance. She wasn’t wearing anything spectacular, just some
leggings and a tight tank top, but she did have a good amount of
makeup on, and her hair was looking on point. As everyone was
packing up to leave, a boy whom she recognized but did not have a
name for approached her. Stephanie had spoken to the boy a few
times over the semester, he was usually asking her what certain
variables were that the professor had hastily scrawled on the
whiteboard during class.

 


“Stephanie, right?” Apparently, the
boy remembered her name.

 


“Yeah, that’s right. You have a
good memory. I’m sorry, I don’t remember getting your

name.”

 


The boy was tall and handsome with
wavy brown hair and a square manly jaw. He looked like an athlete.
He put his palm on Stephanie’s desk and leaned in casually. “That’s
okay, Stephanie. I forgive you. I’m Marcus. I’ll admit it’s
probably mostly my fault for not making as much of an impression on
you as you did on me. I ask dumb questions, and you take good
notes. You know what? You might even be psychic or something. I
don’t know how else you could possibly understand the variables
that Professor Carter scribbles up there.”

 


“You ask good questions. And yeah,
he totally does have confusing handwriting. It wasn’t easy, but I
figured out the weird way he writes some of the Greek
symbols.”

 


“Well Stephanie, I’m going to be
straight with you. You’re obviously way smart, and more
importantly, I think you’re cute and I want to take you a party
tomorrow night. I’m on the baseball team, it’s date night, so I
need to find a date for couples drinking games and other fun shit
at the baseball house.”

 


Stephanie suppressed a flattered
giggle. Stuff like this almost never happened to her. She knew the
answer she would have to give but decided to give the boy a good
tease. She took a moment to look like she was thinking about it,
pursing her lips outwards, and pretending not to know that her
plump red pads were something he desired. Her pout turned into a
frown, and she said, “I’m sorry, Marcus. I’m already going to a
party at Alpha Omega. Why don’t you let me know when there’s
another party?”

 


“Okay, that’s cool. I’d love to
take you to our next party. How about I get your
number?”

 


She wrote her cell phone number
down in her notebook, tore out the page, and handed it to
Marcus.

 


“Very cool. ‘Stephanie Calculus’.
That’s what you’re going in my phone as. I’m gonna call you that
from now on.”

 


The boy left in a state of
semi-disappointment. Stephanie realized she should have told him
that she has a boyfriend, but it was more fun for her to have him
chase her. There was something empowering to her about being
desired. It was what she wanted. It was funny to her that he was
going to call her Stephanie Calculus, because he was more likely to
be thinking about her as Stephanie DSL.

 


…

 


That Thursday night, after she
finished her homework, masturbated with her vibrating dildo, and
hit the gym, she was eager to have drinks and hang out with her
roommate as was now her normal routine. Tonight, Krissy had a
surprise for them. After they each had a few drinks, the roommates
went into Krissy’s room which smelled potently of marijuana.
Stephanie took a sip of her vodka coke and asked, “Were you smoking
in here? It’s like dank as fuck.”

 


Krissy reached under her bed and
produced a long glass tube and a glass jar filled with green
flowers. I bought a bong at a headshop because Murphy gave me an
ounce of Indica they just got from a hydrochronic farm or something
like that in Colorado. He said he would give me the pot for free if
I would start bringing over more girls that I know to AO parties.
They’re always trying to get more girls, you know. To get their
ratios up. Tomorrow night I invited Sasha and Marina and they are
down. We can get ready together and then walk over to the party
with them.”

 


“Shit! I almost forgot about Sasha.
Is she okay?”

 


“You mean like is she okay after
she walked in on you vibrating your vagina like a bitch in
heat?”

 


That had been just one of the
recent events that Stephanie was trying to forget. She blushed, “I
know. I should apologize.”

 


Krissy started packing her bong
with marijuana. “Sasha is fine. It’s your room, you can do whtever
the fuck you want in your room. I dun give Fuck.” She lit the bowl
and inhaled her dose of smoke, coughing slightly on the way out,
“Achem! And I can do whatever the fuck I want in my room. You’re
like horny all the time now, Steph. I don’t care, but it’s funny
cause you like pretend I can’t hear your vibrator clanking away at
your vag like thirty minutes a day as soon as you get back from
class. I’m bad at math, but I’m not retarded. I know what your
vibrator sounds like, and I hear you all squeaking and
groaning.”

 


Krissy passed the bong to Stephanie
insistently. Stephanie blushed even harder, “You can hear
that?”

 


“Of course I can hear it. I don’t
care, I just turn on music. Same as if you were having sex. You can
fuck whoever the fuck you want whenever you want, even yourself.
None of my business. Now hit that fucking bong like you inhale
Hary’s cock, you sexy fucking slut.”

 


Stephanie easily gave into the peer
pressure and prepared to take a hit. She had done this a few times
now and was getting used to it. She lit the bowl and inhaled but
didn’t have any idea how much smoke was being produced in the bong
or how thick the cloud was. Before she knew it, she was coughing
heavily and feeling incredibly lightheaded.

 


Krissy complimented her effort,
“Jeez, Steph. That was like a little much, but nice try. This shit
is supposed to be crazy high in THC. You’re gonna be baked as
fuck.”

 


“Everything is like moving all
weird. I’m like, really really high.” Stephanie giggled loudly as
her thoughts became simpler. She suddenly had the urge to brag that
a random guy had asked her to a party tomorrow. “Like some hot guy
invited me to like a date night party on Friday. I guess I’m just
hot, I don’t know. I like said no. Cause like, I got a hotter guy
to hook up with on that night.”

 


“That Botox and Juvéderm is getting
to your head, like literally!” They both laughed loudly.

 


…

 


On Friday morning when Stephanie
woke up, the first thing she realized was she had a blistering
hangover and had slept through her alarm, missing all her classes.
The next thing she noticed was that there was a dildo sticking
halfway out of her cunt. She reached between her thighs and winced
as she carefully pulled the toy from her hole. Her pussy was tight
and sore. She vaguely remembered trying to masturbate late last
night while drunk and stoned after Krissy had passed
out.

 


Since she had already missed class,
she figured she could masturbate a little bit more. She flicked the
switch on the vibrator, and nothing happened. She must have fallen
asleep with it on and the battery had died. She had passed out and
had it vibrating between her wide-spread legs for an unknown amount
of time while unconscious before it ran out of power.

 


Unable to silence her thought
processes with masturbation, she began to recall the series of bad
choices she had made the night before. Stumbling out of bed towards
the bathroom to take a shower, she saw the empty bottle of vodka
sitting nearby. Her and Krissy had finished the handle while
smoking large amounts of marijuana. They stayed up until after 3am
doing drugs, gossiping, and watching television.

 


She cursed herself for having been
so reckless. What was she thinking staying up and partying all
night? She told herself that she would be more responsible in the
future and that she wouldn’t let this happen ever again. As she
rinsed her body under the hot water, another memory came back to
her of what she had talked to Krissy about when they were both
plastered. She cringed thinking about it. She had told Krissy about
her upcoming procedures. She didn’t remember much from the
conversation, only that Krissy was bewildered. Stephanie remembered
her exclaiming in disbelief, “You’re getting what?! Fake tits and
ass too? For real? You’re going totally plastic?!”

 


She felt a little better from the
hot shower. After she got dressed, she went to the kitchen to get
some food and water to curb her hangover. Krissy was in the kitchen
watching television on her laptop and eating cereal. She hoped that
her roommate had been blacked out enough last night that she
wouldn’t remember the plastic surgery conversation. That was not
the case. As soon as Stephanie entered the kitchen, Krissy
exclaimed, “How are you paying for your implants? I was doing some
research and it looks way expensive!”


Part IV: Yield
Strength

 


 


“Yield Strength is material science
term used to describe the maximum stress a sample material can take
before it is permanently deformed. It’s represented as a point on a
curve in this graph. Before this point, we see ‘plastic behavior’
and ‘plastic deformation’. In this region, the sample attains new
properties, is more malleable, more manipulable, more plastic. With
Stephanie, we are well beyond that point. The final step for her,
just like in a material’s stress-to-strain curve, is the fracture
point.”

 


~ Hieronymus Bosch
Maxwell
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Chapter
16:

Xanax and Bourbon

 


Stephanie took the 700cc implants
and stuffed them under her shirt. The plastic surgeon wanted her to
get an understanding for how large and heavy her new boobs would
feel. They were more than twice as big as she had imagined. They
seemed to obstruct a large field of her vision and their
significant weight felt awkward. She glanced at Hary, who was
calmly sitting and watching, his expression commanded obedience.
When the surgeon asked her if the size felt right, she felt
compelled to answer in the way she knew would please her man, “Yes,
doctor. This size is good. Unless Hary wants something
different?”

 


“We want to go as big as we can in
this first surgery. If Stephanie wants to go bigger in the future,
perhaps a lot bigger, then we need the procedure to be done with
that in consideration. The same goes for her buttocks
implants.”

 


The surgeon gave his attention to
Hary, who was clearly in charge of the situation, not this naïve
young slut. “Usually, the largest I can go the first time on a
woman with 32A breasts like Stephanie is 700CCs. To go any larger,
I would need more breast tissue to work with. Also keep in mind
that she is rather small and thin, so any moderately sized implant
will appear quite large on her frame regardless of a few hundred CC
difference. Stephanie, would you mind removing your top and we can
see what we have to work with?”

 


Stephanie hesitated; she was
clearly a little out of it. Hary had fed her plenty of Xanax and a
few shots of bourbon to calm her down before the appointment. He
instructed her, “Stephanie, take your shirt and bra off. The doctor
needs to see your boobs so we can figure out how big we can inflate
them.”

 


She obeyed mindlessly. Placing her
clothes on the chair, she now stood bare chested, displaying her
perky and well-formed A-cup breasts. She wasn’t nervous anymore,
but also wasn’t fully comprehending what was happening. She was
feeling increasingly mentally vacant, as if she was dreaming and
none of this was real. She thrust her chest out and let the surgeon
knead her breast flesh.

 


“There’s about as much tissue here
as I expected. They’re spectacularly well-rounded. It will be a
pleasure to operate on them. I’m sure I can get a great result. The
nipples are well located, and the areolas are compact and
pronounced, so they should stretch out well after the implants. I
can fit at least 700CCs inside your breasts and maybe even 800CC or
more depending on how your skin stretches during the surgery and
some other factors. No promises.”

 


Hary asked, “And how large can we
go with the butt implants? If you can get over 1000CCs in each,
then I’d consider that to be ideal. But same situation here as with
the tits, we want to make her as large and fake looking as
possible.” He redirected his attention towards his girlfriend,
“Stephanie! Take your leggings off. Panties also.”

 


Stephanie obeyed, thoughtlessly
stripping, and revealing her naked body. The surgeon put a hand on
her hip and directed her to turn around so Hary could see what he
was doing. He squeezed her tight ass and pinched the flesh
probingly. “She’s rather perky and her skin is malleable, so that’s
good. Again, no guarantees, but I think I can go up to 1200cc. It
will be rather painful, but I don’t see any reason right now why we
can’t max out. Her butt is very perky and tight, and her hips
plenty wide enough. This is ideal for extra-large prosthetics. But
keep in mind, that they will look obviously synthetic. They’ll
bulge out just like this,” he waved a cupped hands around her
buttocks, demonstrating the projection. “You can put your clothes
back on now, Stephanie.”

 


She clumsily put her outfit back
on, remaining silent and letting her man do all the planning. Hary
addressed the surgeon. “Well, let’s go ahead and schedule the
surgeries for Saturday. Like we agreed, as big as possible. I was
wondering, what is the largest sample breast implant you have? I’d
like to look at it and give Stephanie an idea of how big we could
go in the future.”

 


He went into a closet and took out
two giant bags of saline and handed them to Hary. “These are
2500cc. There are larger implants on the market, but this is all I
have right here. Anything near this size or larger and I would
recommend tissue expanders.”

 


Hary hoisted the heavy saline bags,
feeling their weight in front of Stephanie. “So, Steph. You told me
you want to go at least this big in your next surgeries,
right?”

 


Stephanie had never said anything
like that, but in her intoxicated mind, she thought that maybe she
had said something like that. With all her heart, and what was left
of her mind, she trusted Hary. “Yeah, babe. Those boob implants
look like fucking awesome. Esssatly what I want,” she slurred her
words as she spoke. The Xanax and bourbon combination had left her
in a borderline hypnotic state, like a bimbo zombie. She wore her
intoxication on her face; her eyes were incredibly
dilated.

 


Hary handed the 2500cc breast
implants back to the plastic surgeon. “We will be back as soon as
her 1200cc implants heal up to boost her to this size, or as big as
we can go. I’d like it if you can get us more information on tissue
expanders. I doubt that she will want to stop at 2500cc. She has a
lot of ‘Boob Greed’, if you know what I mean?”

 


Stephanie did not think she had
‘Boob Greed’, but Hary said that she did, so for now, she allowed
that to be the case.

 


…

 


The day after the plastic surgery
appointment, Stephanie remembered almost nothing about what had
happened that whole day. She wanted to ask her roommate what had
happened, or to text Hary and ask what happened before and after
the appointment, but she was too embarrassed. She imagined how bad
it would look on her if she admitted that she had completely lost
half of a day. “Be careful with Xanax, that stuff is scary,” she
told herself. “I’m already doing way too many drugs right now. I
need to get my shit together.”

 


 



Chapter
17:

Fully Plastic

 


One whole week had passed since
Stephanie had 1000cc breast implants installed in her A-cup breasts
and 1200cc butt implants stuffed into her ass cheeks. She had
another two weeks of Christmas break to recover and reevaluate her
life before classes started up again. Earlier in the day, she went
to a checkup with her plastic surgeon. He was impressed with how
quickly she had recovered from the significant changes to her body.
The pain was mostly gone now, and all that remained was bruising
and a slightly uncomfortable sensation in her breasts and butt. But
the pain was never really an issue for her, she had plenty of
prescription drugs like Vicodin, and a variety of illegal drugs
which Hary provided to numb the pain as well as her mind. The real
issues she was having were psychological. She was burying serious
doubts of her recent life choices by self-medicating. Little did
she know, she wasn’t just burying her doubts, she was burying her
old self.

 


The foreign objects now permanently
inside of her body were something she was still getting used to
wielding. The space her body occupied, the added weight, the
projection of her curves, it was all difficult for her mind to
comprehend. That was why she was so glad to have Hary around. Hary
took her to her appointments and checked up on her every few days
to give her drugs and fuck her face, but she wished that he would
spend more time with her. She knew he was busy working on his
various projects and doing his genius things, but she felt lonely
in her dorm room alone all day every day. She was glad that her
roommate was gone for break so that she could relax, recover in
peace, and come up with a plan for what to tell everyone. But, the
apartment felt empty without her best friend, Krissy.

 


Hary came by for about an hour
every other day to check up on Stephanie and give her a variety of
drugs such as marijuana, Xanax, MDMA, and even more Vicodin. They
would get high together with Krissy’s bong and then Hary demanded
oral sex. Stephanie eagerly got down on her knees and fellated him
for most of the visitation time. Sometimes she would suck him off
for hours, at the end of which, her jaw was sore from the lengthy
effort. When she took his cock in her mouth, rubbing her fake,
plumped lips all over his shaft, she felt at home. When the semen
erupted down her throat, she felt right in her place. Taking her
man’s cum in her mouth and on her face made the entire plastic
surgery ordeal worthwhile.

 


When she wasn’t with Hary, she
passed the time by smoking pot, taking pills, watching television,
and masturbating. Her days were rather monotonous, but today was a
big day. She was waiting eagerly for Hary to come visit her,
because today was the day she was allowed to take off her bandages
and reveal her new tits and ass. She was even more excited than
Hary was. Her four implants still felt stiff and needed a few more
weeks to soften up, but she felt like she was ready for sex. In
fact, she was dying for sex. Sucking her man’s cock was rewarding,
and masturbating several times a day with her vibrator gave her
relief, but there was nothing anywhere close to as satisfying as
taking her man’s thick cock deep in her pussy.

 


The plan for the night was for Hary
to come over, help her take off the bandages, fuck her like a
plastic slut, and then take her out on a date. Like a gentleman, he
offered to take her to the mall for dinner and a shopping
expedition. She needed all new clothes. She had purchased some new
clothes already online, but not all of it fit. She found it very
difficult to find any clothing that matched her excessive
curvature. Most of the clothing items she purchased were from
websites that advertised to strippers and extremely busty women.
She already had an outfit picked out that she was going to wear for
Hary as soon as she revealed her new body. Most of her new clothes
were not what she would have picked out on her own. Hary had to
approve all of the purchase for her new wardrobe, and he didn’t
like anything that covered up her figure.

 


Stephanie was doing the finishing
touches to her heavy eyeshadow when Hary arrived. He had his own
key to her place and let himself in. “Doll,” he called out. “Where
are you?”

 


“I’m in here, I’ll be out in a
minute. I’m soo fucking excited to show you your doll’s new soft
parts.” She put the eyeshadow away, took a step back from the
mirror and admired herself. She did a quick spin, appreciating her
excessive, obviously enhanced curves. Satisfied, she puckered her
overfilled lips and blew herself a kiss. She was feeling ditzy and
delightful, a state of mind that opioids and cannabis predictably
brought her into.

 


She exited the bathroom and found
Hary sitting on the couch naked. “I’m ready for the show,” he
stated confidently.

 


Stephanie strutted forward
sensuously, swaying her hips, and letting her new bosom bounce
enticingly. She knelt forward and stroked the tip of her man’s
shaft to bring it to full mast. She loved having the control over
him to instantly bring him to an erection, it made her feel
feminine and powerful. “Are you ready?” She tugged at the bandages
around her chest. “Do you want to see the new fake ass or the new
fake tits first?”

 


Hary could tell that his bimbo was
high already from the way she spoke, the dilation of her pupils,
and her vacant demeanor. But ‘high’ wasn’t enough for what he
wanted to do to her tonight. “Here, swallow this.”

 


“What is it?” Stephanie asked,
taking the pink pill with gold sparkles.

 


“It doesn’t matter, just be a good
toy and swallow it. You’re very good at swallowing, aren’t you?” He
playfully brushed Stephanie’s bloated bottom lip. She giggled
loudly and swallowed the pill without any further questions. Hary
smiled knowingly and leaned back into the couch. “Ass. Ass first,
then tits. As you go, I’ll provide my commentary.”

 


The young plastic bimbo turned
around to show her man her newly implanted butt. She had already
removed all the bandages and now she was sliding off her shorts.
She threw the unnecessary clothing onto the couch next to her man
and adjusted her posture to maximize the projection of her rear.
“How do you like it, babe? I made it really big and fake just for
you. I’d do anything for you. This is proof. I never ever ever in
like all of history would have thought I’d ever get implants, but
now I do, because I fucking love you. Look at how fucking huge my
butt is. It used to be like really nice and tight and like people
said it was nice… and like now it’s like so fucking big and plastic
and like it couldn’t be more fake…” Stephanie was starting to feel
even more high than usual, and in a way that she was not used to.
She felt something stirring in her stomach that made her horny and
increasingly foggy in her mind. “Like just fucking look at it. Am I
like… am I like you know?.... Am I like a bimbo or a slut now or
something?”

 


Hary was pleased to see the way
Stephanie now thought of herself. He was also pleased that the
Estrodrone was kicking in faster than expected. “You’re both,
Stephanie. You’re a bimbo slut. Now bring that thing closer, I want
to feel it.”

 


Stephanie backed up her ass so it
was right above her man’s lap. She felt his hands grab both of her
ass cheeks and squeeze. Her butt was still very sensitive, perhaps
even more sensitive than before, but sensitive in a way that was
unusual. She could feel the saline bags inside of her butt
deforming as two manly hands groped her enhanced curves. “It’s like
so weird having a huge fake ass. I don’t even know why I did it. I
guess I did it cause you told me to…Unhhh…” She moaned in pleasure
as the hands squeezed her fake ass harder. She giggled stupidly. “I
like can’t believe I’m like so crazy that I went and inflated my
boobs and butt. I like didn’t even think about it, ya know? Like
maybe I don’t even like thinking? Like I don’t know, being dumb and
ditzy is kinda like fun. And like I love all the drugs and shit you
give me, but like I don’t know, is it too many drugs? Do I have a
drug problem?”

 


She was speaking quickly and with a
whiny high-pitched voice that sounded like a drawn out cat’s meow.
Occasionally slurring her words, she continued rambling with
surprising lucidity toward her situation. “Like I’m always high and
stuff like all the time, but it’s like good cause it feels good.
And you know I like fucking masturbate like all the time, like I
don’t know why I’m so addicted. Like was I always a slut? Oh yeah,
and my fake ass it like feels amazing. But like why did I make it
so stupid huge again?... Oh yeah… because you told me to, and I
love doing everything you tell me, you’re the fucking best, Hary.
You’re so smart and good, and I like think I’m even more addicted
to your cum than any drugs. Is that like too slutty? Am I crazy?
What if I’m like for real, like actually totally addicted to your
cum. You have no fucking idea… like no fucking idea how fucking
good it feels in my pussy, and I even love eating your cum. Hehe!
I’m a cumaholic. Bimbo cumaholic slut! Yay!” She cheered as her man
continued to fondle her brand new assets.

 


Hary was happy to let her ramble as
the effects of the drug came on. It was like watching her brain
melt in real time. He was also very amused at how close Stephanie
was coming to the truth of her situation. Some of the keywords she
was using to describe herself were directly from the audio part of
the neural reprogramming procedures. In her current mind state, she
seemed to be bridging her subconscious programming with her frontal
awareness. Hary always knew that with Stephanie’s well above
average intelligence, he wouldn’t be able to immediately drain her
brain. The plan all along was to allow Stephanie to rationalize her
situation to herself as if maybe it was her idea all along. It was
fascinating to listen to her thought process unfold in real time.
It was like listening to her deeper, rational self, arguing with
the ego that Hary had meticulously manufactured. The best part of
overhearing that argument, was hearing her come to the consensus
that everything was okay. Stephanie was truly happy looking like a
total slut. Hary prodded her encouragingly with his words and his
hands. He grabbed her rounded, heavy butt and began jiggling it and
slapping it lightly. “Tell me more about your new life as a bimbo
cumaholic slut with a huge plastic stripper ass and breast implants
so big and round that they look like they’re bolted on.”



Stephanie’s eyes were glazed over
like no one was home. She chirped excitedly and with a truly
idiotic level of surprise. “O M G! Like I almost forgot that I have
huge fake tits too! Hehehe!” Her giggles reached maximum
airheadedness. “Not like I forgot I have fake tits! Hehe! Or maybe
I did, I can’t remember. But like yeah, I need to take the bandages
off and stuff so you can see them. Like I haven’t even seen them
yet either. I’ve been like saving them for you so we can take them
out together. They’re like really fucking heavy and like I can’t
believe I got breast implants. Like what the fuck? Am I a slut or
something?” The airheaded giggling continued.

 


“You’re a bimbo cumaholic slut,
remember?” He gripped her hips firmly and spun her small body
around to face himself.

 


“Like, oh yeah! Bimbo cumaholic
slut! I love it! That like sounds hot, right? Does that sound
hot?”

 


“Yes, Stephanie. That’s very hot.
You like being called that. You love being a bimbo cumaholic slut.
And you love your new fake tits and ass. In fact, you want to get
even bigger implants as soon as possible. You’re dying to upgrade
them again. Remember?”

 


“Yeppp! I remember. Stephanie want
that.” Speaking in third person indicated that she was
disassociating. She struggled to take off her shirt. It was tight
enough to begin with, and now that she was so high on drugs, it was
even harder for her to remove it. Amidst the struggle, she felt the
top come off effortlessly. Hary had grabbed ahold and whisked the
garment off. Her absurdly protruding chest stood right in front of
his eyes, covered only by a thin layer of bandages. “Oh my god,
thanks! My boobs are just like so huge and awkward, ya
know?”

 


“You want to get even bigger breast
implants as soon as possible. Ass implants also. You want your
lips, your butt, and your boobs to be a lot bigger. You’re going to
schedule more surgeries as soon as possible to turn yourself into
the ultimate bimbo cumaholic slut.” His words came out flatly and
in an assuring tone.

 


Stephanie squinted her face in
confusion, somehow managing to look even more stupid than she
already appeared. “Stephanie want that sooo fucking bad.” Her
bottom lip folded inward as she sucked on it. Wrinkles appeared on
her forehead as if she was thinking hard. In reality, she was
hardly thinking. “I can’t believe how I’m like sooo crazy. Like
they’re already way way way too big.”

 


Hary grabbed the bandages at a
vulnerable point in between her considerable cleavage and pulled
decisively. The bandages ripped off and toppled around Stephanie’s
taut waist. “I don’t think they’re big enough either. In fact, the
size of your new boobs disappoints me. They’re small. We both want
to make them much bigger. You’ll do as I say if you want to be a
good doll for me. Bigger tits. Stephanie wants bigger, faker tits.”
This was the first thing he said upon seeing her freshly enhanced
boobs.

 


She gasped as her new breasts were
exposed for the first time. She felt the cool breeze from a distant
air conditioner trace its turbulent course over her super-sensitive
chest. Her nipples immediately became erect. Although her nipples
looked the same, her areolas were now stretched out from the
excessive augmentation to her bust. In her excitement, she became
even more hypnotically receptive to her handler’s words. “I… I want
to make them even bigger. Just for you, Hary. Bigger boobies for my
man.” She giggled at the thought of further breast augmentation,
and then frowned as she thought about how her current boobs were
too small. “Stephanie is sad that they’re not big enough for you.
Way way bigger. Way way faker, please.”

 


Hary grasped her unnatural,
bolted-on breasts and molested them greedily. He spoke in a
commanding whisper. “You want to make them as big as possible. You
want the biggest, fakest tits possible. You want gigantic porn star
tits. You want 3000cc implants or bigger. You want expandable
breast implants so we can pump as much saline into your boobs as
possible. You don’t care about the consequences. There are no
consequences, only pleasure. Your 1000cc implants you have now are
too small. You want them bigger. You want them sluttier. Stephanie
wants bigger, sluttier boobs or else her man will be disappointed.”
He was repeating his commands to make sure they were sinking deep
into her subconscious.

 


Hary hoisted her onto his lap,
dropping her naked pussy right up against his erection and letting
her fat ass pads rest against his thighs. As her labia rubbed
against his manhood, she let out an ecstatic shriek and repeated
his words mindlessly while committing their meaning to heart. “My
1000cc boob implants are too small. I want to make them bigger.
Stephanie wants to be a good doll. Bad dolls have small boobs. Good
dolls get huge boobs when they’re told to by their man. Bigger,
sluttier boobs, or else Hary will be disappointed. Stephanie want
to be a good doll. Big boobs…”

 


Hary pushed his cock inside
Stephanie’s dripping wet vagina, it slid its considerable length
into her with almost no resistance. Stephanie gasped, her eyes
rolled back into her head, and her tongue hung out of her mouth.
She had never experience so much pleasure so quickly in her
life.

 


Hary continued to instruct her,
“You want tissue expander implants so you can have the biggest
fucking tits ever.”

 


“I… I want… I want the biggest
fucking tits ever! Please, Hary! Please pump up my tits. Force me
to be a dumb slut with fucking stupid huge tits!” She rolled
rhythmically back and forth on his cock, her legs spread wide over
his, her plastic boobs bouncing in front of Hary’s face.

 


“Say it again! Beg me! Beg me to
make your tits bigger.” He spoke in a viciously commanding
growl.

 


“Please, Hary! Please make me get
fucking way huger fake tits. I want them to be so big for you.
Stephanie wanna be a good doll. I don’t even fucking care what
anyone says. I just want to have the biggest fucking tits ever for
you. I don’t care if I’m a bimbo cumaholic slut. I want it. I want
huge fucking expander tits. Please, Hary! Please pump up your bimbo
slut!”

 


Sitting next to Hary was his cell
phone. It had been sitting against the arm of the couch in a
position that would allow the device’s camera to film the
encounter. It was currently recording. He grabbed the device and
held if next to his head, making it obvious that he was now
filming. “Tell me again why you got all this plastic surgery. And
tell me all the other surgery you’re going to have done and
why.”

 


Hary was doing very little work
other than providing a hard cock as Stephanie bounced off his waist
like a fuck bunny. She was impaling her pussy on his shaft, getting
the workout of her life. She was beginning to sweat, but 90% of the
moisture coming from her body was flowing from her vagina to
lubricate the fanatical fucking. In between pants and moans, she
told her man what he wanted to hear. “I got the biggest fucking tit
and ass implants put into my stupid slut body because I’m a
cumaholic bimbo slut. I love having my boobs and ass stuffed with
these fucking huge implants. I filled my lips up to suck cock and
get more cum. I FUCKING LOVE CUM!” She opened her eyes wide in
excitement having just had a legitimate epiphany over how much she
loved semen. She realized Hary was filming her, but she was too far
gone to understand the implications of the pornography she was now
complicit in filming.

 


Hary was confident that the drugs
had kicked in enough that he could say and do whatever he wanted.
The goal was to get Stephanie to barely remember anything that
happened for the rest of the night, but still to commit his lessons
to her subconscious, artificially constructed ego. “Good girl,
Stephanie. Tell the camera what you’re going to do to your bimbo
body next. Are you going to film a porno like a whore?”

 


Her mind couldn’t register the
nuance of this trick question. She was already filming pornography.
She didn’t want the amazing sex to stop, her pussy was in heaven,
so she had to respond by consenting to being filmed while fucking
topless with her brand new breast implants bouncing around. “I’m
filming fucking porn right now.”

 


Carefully timing her bounces, Hary
counter-thrust his erection into her as she came down, maximizing
her pleasure and minimizing her remaining conscious control.
“Because you’re a trashy plastic whore who thinks with her vagina?
And that’s why you’re turning yourself into a porn
whore?”

 


“I’m a dumb plastic porn whore… so
dumb and sexy… FUCK!” A well-timed counter-thrust found its way
maximally inside her. Stephanie spoke breathlessly as if she was
about to pass out from pleasure. “I’m gonna get way way bigger fake
boobs and way way bigger fake butt. And I want lips so fucking huge
that all this slut is good for is sucking cocks. I wanna botox the
fuck out of my face. I wanna laser all the hair off my pussy like a
fucking doll. I want all the fucking cum all the fucking time cause
I’m a slutty cumaholic fucking slutty porn whore!”

 


Hary tilted the camera so his
personal whore’s plastic body was in full view, and then zoomed in
on her eagerly puckered lips that looked like they were begging to
have a cock shoved past them. “And your ass?” He grabbed her butt,
firmly holding the 1200cc saline sex toys under her
skin.

 


“Way bigger! Way bigger ass so I
can be a better whore and get more fucking cum! I FUCKING LOVE
CUM!”

 


“Admit that you sucked off those
Beta Zeta brothers in the closet and asked them to film you to
start your porn career.”

 


Stephanie had not forgotten about
the oral double-teaming she had received involuntarily that night.
She could never forget, but memories are malleable, and the context
of memories can be altered by a sophisticated hypnotist, especially
a genius manipulator who had been drugging and brainwashing his
subject for months. Between the pleasure, the drugs, and the
disbelief of what she was saying about her own self, Stephanie
entered a hypnotic state where she was entirely suggestible. The
words that came out of her mouth were her words, and the story was
true. It wasn’t true in reality, but it was true to her right now
as she made up the story, which for all intents and purposes made
the fabricated story she was about to tell true in her reality.
“Fuck yes! I just got my lips pumped up like crazy so I could be a
crazy fucking cock-sucking slut.”

 


An element of this story was also
empowering. Rationally, Stephanie reasoned that she would much
rather be an empowered and willing slut face-fucking frat boys
consensually, rather than a helpless, pathetic little girl who was
taken advantage of in a basement closet. Her new, programmed egoic
mind begged to her to recontextualize those events whether she
believed the context or not. “I was like ‘Boys! Cum and get it!’
and then I grabbed their cocks and made them face fuck the shit out
of me. And then… like I was like, ‘Fucking film me so everyone
knows I’m a porn whore and I don’t even care what everyone thinks.’
Cause like I don’t even fucking care and I wanna be a trashy porn
whore and like suck cocks cause like, duh! Of course I wanna suck
cock like a porn slut cause like why the fuck did I pump up my lips
so fucking huge? For sucking cocks! I LOVE SUCKING COCKS! I LOVE
CUM!”

 


Hary slid his hand into his back
pocket to withdraw his wallet. Stephanie was slamming herself so
hard against him, that he had to grab her and slow her down so he
could reach into the pocket. Inside the wallet were a variety of
pills. He took out an off-brand Viagra and swallowed it
expectantly. It was going to be a long night. They were not going
to make it to the mall for shopping and dinner. Hary didn’t like
his bimbo eating out too much anyways. She could settle for his
semen for dinner. After all, she was a self-described cumaholic. He
was going to see how many loads he could squeeze into his
brainwashed slut before either her pussy gave out, or maybe her
brain.


Chapter
18:

The Vote

 


All 50 of the brothers at Alpha
Omega were assembled for their monthly meeting. Beers were being
passed around in buckets filled with ice. The smell of marijuana
and tobacco was heavy in the air despite the room being large and
well ventilated. As was customary, chairs and couches were brought
in from adjacent rooms so all the brothers could sit and relax for
the duration of the meeting. A projector screen had been rolled
down so everyone could see what was being presented.

 


Luke, the president of the
fraternity, was finishing up thanking their recruitment chair for
his update on this semester’s pledges. “Thanks, Nathan! Let’s all
put our hands together for that rundown.” Sporadic applause
followed. “Good work recruiting that batch of fresh meat. I know we
all like Tristan, but let’s try not to go too hard on him during
hell week. His dad is one of our biggest donors, and if he ends up
in the hospital then we’re fucked. All the rest of those pussies,
you boys are welcome to throw through the gauntlet.” Luke paused
and looked at his notes. “For our next order of business, we need
to pick our annual, honorary frat sister. As you all know, the
honorary Alpha Omega sister is a title and privilege we provide to
a lucky slut every other year. The AO sister is both allowed and
expected to be present at all of our important events, except for
our monthly meetings, and our biannual secret society
meeting.”

 


A montage of photos flashed on the
projector screen. A very attractive young brunette girl was at the
center of all the photos, seen partying with the Alpha Omega
brothers. Luke continued his speech, “It goes without saying that
Tanya will be greatly missed. She will be remembered by all of us
for her well-toned gym bod, and the amazing way she wore short
shorts that could never fully contain her fat ass. Tanya will also
be remembered by several of us for her sloppy, drunken, and
enthusiastic blow jobs. God bless you and your fat ass,
Tanya.”

 


Several of the brothers shouted in
agreement, “Amen!”

 


Luke held his hand up somberly. “I
know. I know. But hear me brothers. Time moves on and we must say
goodbye to that amazing… truly amazing ass.” The photos on the
projector screen were now focused entirely on Tanya’s firm, natural
booty. “Does anyone know what Tanya is doing
post-graduation?”

 


“She’s bartending in Brooklyn!” One
of the brothers shouted out from the crowd.

 


“Well, she was never very good at
Communications. Whatever the hell that major even means? It’s good
to hear she’s still doing what she loves: boozing and slutting it
up. But I digress, Gentlemen. As I said, time moves on. And
although we are unlikely to ever have an honorary sister with an
ass as fine, and blowjob technique as refined as Tanya, we must
choose a new honorary sister. I now turn over the podium to our
senior brother, Murphy, whom we have all agreed shall compile a
list of potential sluts to be voted on tonight. Let’s hear it for
Murphy!”

 


“Booooo!” and, “Fuck you, Murphy!”
Were yelled out from the audience.

 


Murphy approached the front of the
room, bounding forward gracefully with his tall, lanky figure. He
set his beer down at the podium and waited for the sarcastic boos
to stop. He pointed accusatorily at the brothers who booed him.
“Fuck you! Fuck you! And Fuck you! And you too, fuck you! So… Who
wants to vote on this year’s crop of skanks? Tonight, we crown the
alpha skank!”

 


His audience responded with cheers.
“Show us the skanks, Murph!”

 


“The list has been narrowed down to
five sluts. I mean… women. How dare I speak that way about our
fellow classmates? The list has been narrowed down to five
upstanding young women. Please refrain from commentary until after
the presentation. Many visuals will be provided. We’re gonna have a
brief, open discussion afterwards, and then there’s gonna be a
vote.” The projector was now showing images of Krissy. In her
typical fashion, Krissy was dressed in tight clothes showing off
plenty of cleavage. All of the photos were taken over the last
semester at parties and events. Krissy was visibly drunk in all of
the photos. “First up we have Krissy. Full disclosure, I’m fucking
her. That’s why she’s first. Krissy is at all of our parties, she
knows just about everyone here, and most importantly… blonde hair,
big boobs. I rest my case.”

 


Murphy continued to present three
other women as candidates. One was the girlfriend of the vice
president of the fraternity. The second was the social chair from
one of the sororities they regularly partied with. The third woman
was part of the university’s cheerleading squad. Before presenting
the fifth and final candidate, there seemed to be an unspoken
agreement from all the brothers that Krissy was the top candidate.
The projector screen changed from showing the cheerleader, to
showing photos of Stephanie.

 


“Last, but not least, we have
Stephanie. Stephanie is a freshman. Her parents are rich. She had a
4.0 GPA in high school. She comes to most of our parties. She’s
currently having her brains fucked out practically every day by our
senior brother, Hary. And I’m sure it’s obvious to everyone, but
I’ll say it anyways… Hary convinced this skinny little 19 year old
girl to pump her lips up with an absurd amount of plastic to the
point that her mouth looks like a billboard that says ‘Insert Cock
Here’. If anyone has seen lips like that outside of porn, then I
envy you. I also envy my good friend Hary and his cock.
Additionally… Stephanie is famous here for a certain video that was
circulating last semester. I won’t show it here because we are all
gentlemen who are too tasteful to watch pornography.”

 


Suddenly, the slideshow stopped.
The screen turned blank. Flash ran up to the podium and whispered
something to Murphy who then continued talking, “I’ve just received
an important update on our fifth candidate. The pictures of
Stephanie that have been showing behind me are out of date.
Stephanie had a little work done over Christmas Break. We are now
going to play a new video that was taken this week, courtesy of
senior brother Hary. Those averse to pornography, please cover your
eyes and ears in shame.”

 


Everyone watched intently. The vast
room was completely silent except for the sounds of the video. All
of the brothers starred in reverence at the incredible
transformation Stephanie had undergone. The video showed her taking
off her clothes and proudly presenting her new fake ass and tits.
As it continued, it showed her getting fucked from Hary’s point of
view. She screamed ecstatically, “I’m gonna get way way bigger fake
boobs and way way bigger fake butt. And I want lips so fucking huge
that all this slut is good for is sucking cocks. I wanna botox the
fuck out of my face. I wanna laser all the hair off my pussy like a
fucking doll. I want all the fucking cum all the fucking time cause
I’m a slutty cumaholic fucking slutty porn whore!” And then, the
video stopped. All of the brothers began applauding and screaming
their approval.

 


“Fuck yes!”

 


“No fucking way!”

 


“She turned herself into a real
pornstar!”

 




Oh my bejesus, look at those fake tits!”

 


“Her ass is even bigger and better
than Tanya’s!”

 


The vote that proceeded was
decisive. No one voted for anyone else besides Stephanie. The
fraternity’s vice president didn’t even bother to vote for his own
girlfriend. The choice was obvious. Stephanie had become the
ultimate slut.

 





Chapter
19:

New Habits

 


Stephanie had less than 48 hours
before classes began again, and three hours before her roommate
Krissy got back to their dorm room. That gave her just enough time
for one of her lengthy dildo sessions. She withdrew her prized
possession from her sock drawer, the pink vibrating dildo that Hary
had gifted her. On her nightstand above the sock drawer were
bottles of pills. There were only two pills of Vicodin left, she
swallowed both. Her bottle of Xanax was half-full. She took one of
those. After today, she was going to begin taking less drugs, or so
she told herself. She knew how cloudy her mind had been the last
month. There were even a couple days in a row that she had no
memory of whatsoever. Next, she found her Ziploc bag that
previously held her ecstasy pills. She swore because she had been
so fucked up this week that she forgot she was out of her favorite
drug. “Fuck! I’m all out. I hope Hary can get me more soon, playing
with my pussy feels soo much better with them.”

 


Today was a good day to go all out
and pleasure herself as much as possible before she had to go back
to regular college life. She knew it would be weird to reengage
with her studies now that she looked completely different, which
was why she felt like she needed to release all her tension today
before she tried to find her old, hard-working self again. In place
of the ecstasy, she took a hit of Sativa from Krissy’s bong. The
smoking implement was starting to get rather dirty from regular
use. Stephanie had meant to clean it before Krissy got back, but
just like the required reading for her English class this semester,
she hadn’t bothered to get around to it yet.

 


Completely stoned and waiting for
the opiates to kick in, she wandered into the bathroom, dildo in
hand, and grabbed a towel. She carefully spread the towel out on
the couch where she planned to sit. Turning on the smart TV, she
opened the folder with her collection of pornography. Hary had told
her there was certain porn that she should masturbate to while
thinking about herself as the woman getting fucked. One of Hary’s
favorite porn stars, who Stephanie was trying to be more like, was
Danielle Derek. She had way bigger breasts than Stephanie, which
made her jealous, but Stephanie’s butt was a little bit bigger,
which made her feel proud.

 


“One day, we’re going to buy you
boobs even bigger than Danielle Derek’s.” Hary had told her more
than once. She was happy to have a man who wanted the best for
her.

 


The 70 inch television screen began
playing the video of the extremely busty pornstar getting
double-teamed. Stephanie was way too high to realize how loud the
volume was. And once she had the vibrating dildo inserted in her
pussy, she was too distracted to realize how much time had passed
in her masturbation session. Her entire consciousness was centered
in her clitoris. Occasionally, she would look down at her own
breasts and appreciate their tremendous size, but also feel
inadequate. Although she knew she had disproportionately large fake
boobs, watching this type of porn made her feel like she had more
work to do on her body to become adequate for her lover. She could
see her pussy and the dildo rubbing against it, framed between the
valley created by her two plastic melons. She tried to imagine what
it would be like to be Danielle Derek, with boobs so big they would
be the only things she could see if she looked down.

 


“FUCK! I need to make my boobs
bigger. I wish I had boobs like that… or fucking bigger.” Stephanie
was lost in thought, hypnotized by the stimulation, unaware she was
saying her thoughts out loud, and similarly unaware of where her
thoughts were coming from.

 


An hour passed of
hyper-stimulation. She kept the dildo on a low setting to avoid
cumming before she wanted to. Two hours passed and she was running
out of pornography material to watch. She texted Hary to send her
more big titty porn. The shapes and words on her phone looked
blurry. Her text to Hary was full of typos, but she didn’t notice.
Her message read: “Hey babe , plsse send mor e off hb ig b titt vid
i watch em all.” She stood up from her seat and almost passed out
as blood rushed into her heard. She stabilized herself on the
armrest of the couch and wandered her way into the kitchen for a
glass of water. She felt incredibly dehydrated. Although she hadn’t
eaten all day, she wasn’t hungry. All the drugs seemed to suppress
her appetite. Stephanie liked it that way because her man told her
that he likes her fit, but also very skinny. It upset her that she
wouldn’t be able to go the gym for a while, so she had to get her
workouts in through sex.

 


She stumbled her way back to the
couch, took another hit out of Krissy’s bong, and got ready to
masturbate again. She checked her phone and failed to notice the
time. Hary had not texted her back, so she decided to find some
videos on her own. She was surprised to find that there were tons
of free videos online of girls with enormous fake breasts getting
fucked like total sluts. She hit play on one of the videos, took
another hit from the bong, and got back to work on her pussy. After
another hour, she came. She didn’t realize how loud she was
screaming until after the orgasm faded. Panting and bleary-eyed,
her post orgasm mind was momentarily aware that there were other
things she should be doing besides spending her whole life cumming
her brains out.

 


Semi-aware and semi-paranoid, she
looked around the apartment to see if Krissy had come in without
her noticing. “I’m soo fuckin’ high,” she muttered aloud. Checking
her phone and still failing to notice the time, she only had one
new message. It was from her mom, and it read, “Sorry you couldn’t
come home for Christmas this year darling. Everyone at the annual
holiday party missed you and people asked about you. We told them
that you’re working hard at school. I know you’re busy with that
research project and its okay. We hope to see you soon. We’re proud
of you. Love, mom.”

 


Stephanie groaned, “I know it’s
you, mom! Jeez! Why do boomers always gotta sign their names after
texts. Like, I have you as a contact. What an idiot!” She proceeded
to ignore the message, repacked the bong, took another hit, and
then got back to masturbating.

 


As she played with herself, she
would instinctively say some of the things that Hary had been
making her repeat back to him while they were having sex. Such as:
“I love being a plastic slut,” “I’ll make my boobs as big as you
want,” and, “I turned myself into a bimbo cumdump for you.” The
words slipped out of her mouth quietly between moans. She was
mostly unaware that she was saying these things out
loud.

 


Ten minutes later, the battery ran
out on her vibrator. “Fuckin’ shit. Stupid dildo,” she groaned. In
spite of her intoxication, her will to keep masturbating won out as
she managed to have a good idea. She found the vibrators charging
cable, plugged it to the outlet, turned it back on, and got back to
playing with herself. “I’m fucking smart,” she mumbled to
herself.

 


She was so fucked up that she
didn’t realize she was no longer sitting on the towel that she had
been using to soak up her pussy juices. Entranced by the porn film
that was playing, she used her right hand to operate the dildo. Her
left hand was clutching one of her new breasts. She was cupping it
so she could play with the nipple while also lightly squeezing her
whole implant. Without changing her position, another hour passed.
The time slipped by and she barely noticed.

 


At 3:30pm, her roommate got home.
Before she opened the front door, Krissy could hear the television
in their apartment clearly. Anyone walking by would have heard the
sounds of hard pornography emanating from their speaker system.
When she opened the door, with the couch facing away from her,
Krissy didn’t immediately see Stephanie, but she did see the
television screen. “Like what the fuck, Steph! Are you kidding?
Becoming a slut, much?”

 


Stephanie was startled, she dropped
the vibrator on the floor. It continued vibrating, but louder than
before as it thudded against the hard tile. Her heart rate spiked.
She was stoned and embarrassed, and completely forgot that she was
naked. She stood up quickly and whirled around to see her roommate
in the doorway. “Oh my gawww! You’re early!”

 


In reality, her roommate was over
an hour late. Stephanie had not been spending much time in reality
recently. Krissy did not bother to correct her friend, she was too
shocked. “HOLY FUCKING SHIT! Steph! You did turn yourself into a
slut! Fuck me!”

 


Stephanie grabbed the towel to
cover herself up, suddenly becoming aware that she had not been
sitting on it. The couch was completely soaked in her vaginal
fluids. She couldn’t find the remote control for the television, so
she rushed over to turn it off manually. Her breasts were covered
by the towel, but it wasn’t big enough to cover most of the rest of
her. This gave Krissy an excellent opportunity to view Stephanie’s
big, round new butt as it wiggled its way towards the television.
She turned the screen off, but the television stayed on. The audio
portion of the video she had been watching was still playing in the
background. The sounds of a woman gagging while sucking cock
continued to pour loudly from the speakers. A male voice could be
heard commenting on the spectacular effort by which the woman
performed felatio. “Take that fucking cock ya dumb plastic slut.”
This, and other variation of this compliment were common refrains
heard over the gagging sounds.

 


In a frantic effort, Stephanie got
to her knees and turned off the speakers manually. Next, she
unplugged her vibrator, scooped it off the floor, and hid it with
her new breasts under the towel. Her face was bright red from both
embarrassment and hours of self-stimulation. “Shit! I’m so sorry. I
didn’t mean to…”

 


Krissy didn’t let her friend
finish. “You didn’t mean to what?! Give me a fucking heart attack!”
She was indeed breathing heavily. “You didn’t tell me you were
going that big! I mean… I never thought you’d… you know…?” The
question did not need to be finished.

 


“I know, I know. I should have told
you. I never thought I’d go this big either. I guess I just kinda
got a little over-excited. And I’m really sorry about the porn
thing. I like, lost track of time.” She scurried over to her
bedroom to put on some clothes.

 


Krissy followed her into the
bedroom, not acknowledging Stephanie’s desire for privacy. “Like,
first it was the lips, and now this. It’s a lot, especially for
you. I mean the new bod is hot, but isn’t it a little
much?”

 


Stephanie put on some underwear and
then managed to slide an old set of leggings over her freshly
pumped-up buttocks. They were very tight. Similarly tight was her
new 32E bra. There were only a few bras left in her bra drawer. She
had thrown out all the rest. Just like her bras, she only had a few
tops left that fit. She picked one of the less slutty ones. But by
the standard of her new wardrobe, ‘less slutty’ was still very
revealing. Hary had personally approved, or disapproved of all the
tops in Stephanie’s new wardrobe. “What do you mean by ‘a little
much’?” She asked. As she spoke, she adjusted the cleavage window
in her constricting top.

 


“You’re fucking tits, Steph! And
the whole thing! Do you even see yourself? Those are like the
biggest, fakest tits I’ve ever seen, and you barely weigh 100
pounds. They just totally dominate your body. They literally
couldn’t be any rounder and faker. And then the fucking dumptruck
ass? It’s soo fucking obvious that you got butt implants, they’re
so fucking big and unnatural. Not to mention the lips…” Until now,
her attention had been mostly focused on Stephanie’s body. When
Krissy looked at her lips, she paused and blinked her eyes
feverishly. “Fuck! Did you make your lips even bigger too? They
look bigger.”

 


It was true, she had gotten further
lip injections, as well as more Botox. Stephanie had almost
forgotten about that. She quickly searched her memory for fragments
of her trip last week back to her facial plastic surgery clinic. It
was probably one of those days that she had almost no memory. Most
of those days she had been with Hary. She had been over-excited and
mixed too many pills with too much alcohol. One thing she
definitely remembered was telling the woman at the clinic exactly
the same words she had repeated to Hary every time she had sucked
him off recently, which was: “I want to go as big as possible with
my lips.” She also remembered she had charged the whole, rather
expensive treatment to her credit card without a good plan yet of
how to pay it off.

 


Stephanie finished adjusting her
cumbersome breasts before moving her hand to her mouth. Gingerly
touching her bloated bottom lip, she said, “Oh yeah. I just really
loved the Botox and Juvéderm last time, so I decided to get a
little more.”

 


Krissy groaned and dragged an open
palm down the side of her face. “Stephanie, that’s more than a
‘little more’. No wonder the brothers at Alpha Omega picked you
over me.”

 


“What are you talking about,
Kriss?”

 


“AO picked you to be the honorary
sister. I’ve been to all their parties, and you’ve been to half of
them, but they still picked you. Now it’s obvious. I was sure they
were going to pick me. Jeez! They probably knew about your new look
before me.”

 


Stephanie was confused, she had
heard of the honorary sister title before, but didn’t really care
about it. She felt bad that she had taken this position away from
her best friend who did care. “I’m sorry. I didn’t mean
to.”

 


“You’ll find out about it soon.
It’s okay. I don’t blame them. Hell, I’m kind of jealous of you.
You’re going to get a lot of attention looking like that. Like,
what are you going to say to your parents?”

 


There was a quiet voice, a trace of
a thought somewhere in the back of Stephanie’s mind that flashed
only briefly into her awareness before being suppressed. During
that momentarily flash, her heart fluttered and the core of her
being sank downwards. It was a very serious question that her
friend had just asked, yet asked in a half-joking manor. That quiet
voice that surfaced only in that moment where her heart skipped a
beat had whispered, “What the fuck am I going to tell my parents?
Did I fuck up? Did I fuck up my life?”

 


The voice that quickly took back
control stemmed from her newly programmed, predominant thought
patterns. That voice said what actually came out of Stephanie’s
mouth next, “Fuck my parents.”

 


“Well fuck ‘em, I guess,” Krissy
burst out laughing, which made Stephanie laugh as well. “You’re
fucking crazy, Steph. When did you become such a bad bitch! Like, I
can’t even believe it. I love you even if you’re fucking crazy.
You’re also crazy hot. Boys are going to go mad over you. You’re
going to be able to get whatever you want. You could probably
dropout of school and just like become an Instagram model or rich
sugar baby looking like that.”

 


“Did I really overdo it that much?”
Stephanie looked down into the vast valley of towel-wrapped
cleavage that obscured the view of her lower body.

 


Krissy laughed, “I love how you
pretend you don’t know.”

 


Stephanie laughed nervously, she
wasn’t pretending to not realize how much she had drastically
altered the course of her life, she genuinely hadn’t thought about
it very much. She tried not to think about it. She was getting
better and better at not thinking about it. The “thinking about it”
voice was the quiet voice that she rarely ever heard from anymore.
The voice that told her to “do whatever you want to make you feel
good, and not think about the consequences,” that voice was the one
she listened to more and more. Although the most obvious of
Stephanie’s recent changes was with her body, the most important
thing that had changed was invisible. Her mind had changed. She had
become impulsive, lacking foresight, completely driven by her
desire for both sexual pleasure and pleasuring Hary. These two
pleasures increasingly went together. She was becoming addicted to
Hary, and addicted to sex. Along the way, she had developed a
dependency on drugs. The drugs helped increase her pleasure and
quiet her mind. It had been months since she had a sober day.
Behavior like this was becoming normal to her. Hary encouraged it.
Anything to please Hary.

 


From behind plasticized face and
pupils wide from intoxication, Stephanie’s eye’s sparkled as she
thought about Hary. She smiled, remembering she would see Hary
tonight. “Hey, you know there’s a big party tonight at AO because
everyone is back for the semester?”

 


“Of course I know. Always knowing
stuff like this is why I should have been the honorary sister.
Let’s start drinking! I just drove all day and then almost had a
heart attack. It’s boozin’ time! You gotta tell me all about the
surgeries and shit, like why you went so fucking big.”

 


They walked to the kitchen to pour
drinks. On their way, they past the living room. Krissy noticed the
bottles of pills on the table, the used bong, and the stain on the
couch. “Well, fuck! Steph! Is that your pussy juice all over the
couch?” She bent down to inspect it. “It sure smells like it.
Gross! That’s going to be your spot on the couch from now on. Like,
put a blanket down or something next time.” She also inspected the
pill bottles.

 


“I dunno,” Steph blushed. Her
reddened face gave away her guilt.

 


In the kitchen, Krissy began
pouring liquor over ice. She spoke in a slightly concerned tone,
“Are you on those pills right now? Are you sure you should be
drinking?”

 


Stephanie was dismissive. “It’s
fine. I know what I’m doing. Pour me a drink, bitch.” She
giggled.

 


 



Chapter
20:

Priorities

 


As the semester progressed,
Stephanie quickly came to understand what it meant to get lots of
attention and have boys go mad over her, as her roommate had
predicted. The constant attention was getting to her head, and she
was starting to develop a bit of an ego about her looks. “Why
shouldn’t I be proud of my looks?” She thought. “I guess I do
deserve all this attention.” She was starting to really enjoy the
social advantages that her body offered.

 


Helping inflate her ego (and
depress her doubts), was all of the attention she was getting on
social media. She stopped posting on her old accounts that her
friends and family could see, and started a new Instagram account
that was blowing up with thousands of new followers every week.
With Hary’s help, she was starting to realize that the sluttier she
acted on Instagram, the more ‘likes’ she could get. Most of her
videos consisted of her dancing to a pop song, spinning around, and
letting her body jiggle as she danced. Sometimes she would show
herself putting on makeup, especially putting lipstick on her new
cockpads. She tried to avoid doing drugs in her videos, but she
figured that it was okay to smoke pot, which got her lots of
‘likes’ every time and was another way to show off her lips.
Sometimes, she would talk to her followers and ask them if they
liked her new clothes, twirling to show off every angle. Stephanie
loved her newfound popularity. It validated her new
lifestyle.

 


She also became very popular at
college parties, and she partied a lot. She was drinking, taking
drugs, and partying almost every single night. Some weeks, she was
partying harder and more regularly than Krissy. In order to party
so much, she was no longer going to classes consistently. She
missed all of her classes at least two days a week, usually because
she was hungover from drinking heavily all night.

 


She told Hary about how she
struggled to go to class and get her work done. Hary had a
solution. The fraternity brothers stored all of their old homework,
quizzes, and tests in their library. For most of the answers to her
assignments, she could just cheat and copy the answers. She wasn’t
learning anything that way, and it would make the tests she had to
take without the answers really hard, but she didn’t think about
those long term consequences right now. In two of her classes,
there were Alpha Omega brothers working as Teachers Assistants.
Hary convinced them to just giver her A’s on everything, and she
didn’t need to do any work at all in those classes. She didn’t even
need to bother to show up for attendance. This further freed her up
to party, often starting early in the day. Being the honorary
sister, she was expected to come to all the Alpha Omega parties.
She liked the expectation, and she loved her newfound popularity.
There were endless free drugs, free drinks, much of her work was
for her, and men fawning over her. With most of her work done for
her, and endless opportunities to party, she found herself going to
class less and less often and caring about school less and
less.

 


She also got lots of sex with her
lover. She slept with Hary almost every night. Sometimes he would
fuck her and send her home because he didn’t feel like spending the
rest of the night with her. In those cases, Stephanie wouldn’t ask
questions, she would just do as she was told. She had to walk all
the way across campus, drunk and high, stumbling in her heels, her
oversized breast and butt jiggling unnaturally in her tight
clothes. Occasionally, Hary would send her home at 4am, well after
the party ended, as soon as he was done using her. Stephanie would
obediently take his load, put her heels back on, and head home, her
pussy still dripping with Hary’s excess semen. She much preferred
to spend the night with him and then go back home in the morning,
but she understood that it was best to do what her man said and not
talk back.

 


Something that Hary had talked to
her about a lot recently was the need for her to get bigger breast
implants, and have more work done on her face. Hary wanted her to
get a lot more lip injections, botox in her face, and some minor
facial surgery that would, as Hary put it, “Make you more
doll-like”. Stephanie was hesitant about making any more changes to
her appearance. She was more hesitant to get bigger breasts than
she was to have more work done on her face. She had already gone
pretty crazy with changing her face and body, but her breasts were
about as big as she could imagine they could become without
creating burdens on her everyday life. Things as simple as using
the treadmill at the gym were difficult, instead, she had to use
the elliptical to limit the stressful impact on her new
chest.

 


The new boobs that Hary wanted her
to get were called tissue expanders. He explained that the
expanders let a woman fill their breast implants with saline by
hooking up a syringe to a fill port on the outside of their breast.
Stephanie thought that sounded crazy the first time he brought it
up, but the idea sounded less and less crazy the more he talked
about it. He would always bring up the tissue expanders while she
was high, and they were having sex. He would whisper it in her ear
while his cock was buried between her thighs, and tell her
commandingly that she was going to much larger breasts as she
approached orgasm. Without her knowledge, Hary had been
conditioning her to associate the extreme pleasure of orgasm with a
desire to further enhance her bust. For further conditioning, he
would make her repeat back certain phrases while they were fucking.
Instead of just telling her to get bigger breasts, he would command
her to say it. “Please Hary, please make me get bigger boobs,” she
would moan repeatedly. The repetition of these phrases was like
hypnotic mantras that buried their way into her mind.

 


Along with the popularity and sex
symbol status, Stephanie had certain responsibilities. She felt the
need to get her hair done all the time, and to constantly make sure
her makeup was on point. One of the most recent beautification
treatments that she had decided to undergo was to get all of her
body hair lasered off. She couldn’t remember exactly where the
inception of the idea to get the laser treatments had come from. It
was probably Hary who had encouraged her to do it. Now that she was
undergoing the treatments and beginning to see the results, she
enjoyed the way it made her feel and continuing to undergo the
laser hair removal treatments seemed like her own idea. She went
every other week for her treatments at a clinic that was close
enough for her to walk to from campus. It was very expensive to get
the whole body treatment, but Stephanie felt like it was worth it.
It was an investment in herself. She didn’t have any money left,
and she was starting to go into debt, but the hair removal
treatment was only $5000, and she was already $20,000 in debt from
her breast implants, butt implants, facial Botox, lip injections,
and new clothes. Another 5 on top of the 20 barely made any
difference. It was totally worth it to her. She was just as excited
as Hary to make her pussy, her legs, and her whole body perfectly
smooth like a living doll.

 


Becoming a real life doll was
increasingly becoming Stephanie’s main goal in life. She was
spending less time thinking about her future career as a nurse
practitioner, and more time thinking about her beautification
aspirations. She wanted to improve herself for Hary in exactly the
ways that he wanted. She barely ever thought about the costs of
turning herself into a doll for her man. Those were thoughts she
did her best to suppress. When she did think about the costs, she
rationalized them away. For instance, when a thought bubbled up
from her lower consciousness about how she shouldn’t be taking out
student loans to pay for extensive plastic surgery, she told
herself, “It’s an investment in myself. Everyone treats me
differently now, and it’s better. It’s an investment in my
confidence, in my womanhood, in my future, and in my relationship
with Hary. Student loans are pretty much the same
thing.”

 


Sometimes she would catch herself
worrying about what her family would say when they inevitably found
out what she had done to herself since she went off to college.
They certainly would not be as accepting as her best friend Krissy
was being. Those were some of the worst thoughts for her. Thoughts
like these were quickly countered. She told herself, “My family is
just going to have to understand, like Krissy. I’m an adult and I
can make choices for myself. My family is so prude anyways. I don’t
even care. Fuck them if they aren’t cool with the real me. It’s my
body, they’re my tits. I’ll do whatever the fuck I want with my
life and my body.”

 


Another pattern of bad thoughts she
was getting better at suppressing, were her doubts about her
ability to get passing grades this semester. Although she was
automatically going to get an A’s in two of her classes because the
teachers assistants were Alpha Omegas, she currently had C’s in her
other three classes. And, she only had grades that high in those
three classes because she had all the answers to the homework and
quizzes. She would very likely not have the answers to her midterms
and final exams for those classes, which were worth a large
percentage of her overall grade for the semester. In other words,
she was keeping her head above water in those classes, but not for
long, and only because she was cheating. Even if she made it
through this semester without failing a class, it was difficult to
imagine how she could keep up this extreme level of apathy towards
her schoolwork and still graduate in three years with a decent GPA.
Even if she managed to turn everything around next semester and
start getting straight A’s again, she would still look like an
over-inflated, plastified bimbo. Would a hospital actually hire
someone who looked like Stephanie? When her thoughts went in that
direction, she told herself, “Anyone would hire you who’s straight
and has a cock. I could get hired for anything because I’m so hot.
I’m also really smart, I just need to get back to work. I’ve been
having a little too much fun recently, but I’ll get back to my old
self soon. I’m good at school. So what if I got plastic surgery?
Who cares if people think I’m the campus slut? I’m still super
smart, and probably smarter than all those nasty girls who don’t
like my look. But… if I didn’t want to go to school anymore… I
wouldn’t have to. I’m so hot now that I could be a model or some
shit. I can just shake my boobs on Instagram and get money, just
like Hary tells me. I’m so hot now that everything can be easy if I
want it. I can do whatever I want. I was limited before in my
thinking. I feel free now.”

 


Hary had assigned Stephanie an
important assignment for the semester. Unlike her classes, she was
keeping up with her schedule to learn how to deepthroat. Hary
bought her some more dildos, including a couple very long ones. He
referred her to some videos on how to deepthroat, and told her she
had until the end of the month to learn how to deep throat. He was
disappointed in her lack of ability to take his cock all the way
down her throat without gagging uncontrollably. She practiced
deepthroating her dildos every day, usually after masturbating. She
was surprised with her own progress. Hary had planned a “deepthroat
final exam” coming up soon. He was going to thoroughly test out
Stephanie’s ability take his cock down her throat and hold it
there. Afterwards, he was going to give her a grade and then tell
her what parts of her blow job performance she needed to work
on.

 


Getting used to all of the changes
she had undergone recently was easier than she had anticipated. The
drugs helped. Although she had mostly quit the Vicodin and Xanax,
her entire waking life still had a persistent dream-like quality to
it, like she was never fully waking up in the morning. It was like
her mind wasn’t operating at full capacity, or maybe parts of her
brain were simply not activating anymore? She had liked taking
benzos and sedatives, but Hary told her to stop doing that and
instead take the shiny pink pills he gave her. Stephanie wouldn’t
have stopped taking the relaxants if it were not for her supply
being cut off. After a few weeks of only taking the pink pills, she
felt happier than she had ever felt her whole life, but still
mentally vacant. She continued smoking pot and drinking all day, as
well as swallowing whatever random medication Hary shoved past her
fat lips without question, but she wasn’t taking those crazy
prescription drugs much anymore. The pink pills looked like MDMA,
but Stephanie wasn’t sure. The feeling they provided her was just
like MDMA, but she never bothered to ask Hary what it was called.
She just trusted him, and then enjoyed the high. She also had a
bottle of blue pills that were definitely ecstasy that she took
every day as needed. Stephanie’s memory was better than it had been
recently, but everything still felt like a dream. It was a good
dream.

 


In addition to cannabis, alcohol,
MDMA, and the unknown pills her boyfriend was giving her, Stephanie
was taking lots of Adderall. She used to take it to help her focus
in order to get her work done. Now, she was doing it to stay awake
and keep partying. Partying practically all day everyday was
tiring. She would get tired from alcohol and marijuana consumption,
then stimulants would wake her up so she could keep partying.
Stephanie had grown fond of snorting Adderall, a method of
consumption that was more intense, and more addictive. The second
thing that Adderall did, was give her the energy to go to the gym.
In a typical morning, she would wake up hungover, swallow and/or
snort a couple Adderall, swallow a similar amount of ecstasy, eat a
low calorie granola bar, and then hit the gym. If it was a weekday,
she would usually prioritize the gym over classes. Today,
Stephanie’s morning began exactly that way.

 


It was Friday, the biggest party
day of the week. Stephanie had stayed out all night Thursday
partying. She slept in and missed most of her Friday classes.
Instead of rushing to make her afternoon classes, she decided to
skip them all and get a long workout. She had attended half of her
classes this week, which was more than normal. Taking off Friday
was her reward for actually making it to some of her classes this
week. Her trips to the gym always put her in a good mood and helped
wash away any hangover. She loved the attention she received. Men
were always trying to give her pointers on how to lift weights and
asking to spot her. She could get a free personal training session
from a hot guy whenever she wanted. Although she was sure these men
wanted to fuck her, she would never do it. She just liked teasing
them. Besides, she was addicted to Hary, his presence, and his
cock. Her extreme cosmetic treatments and her trips to the gym,
they were mostly for Hary. Stephanie felt incredibly lucky to have
found a man that she loved so much and who had guided her towards
becoming her true self.

 


After the gym, she smoked some pot,
masturbated, showered, and got herself dolled up. She made sure to
put on lots of makeup and one of her tops that revealed plenty of
cleavage. She also put on a short skirt, which was a garment that
fit her unique proportions and looked sexy on her oversized bubble
butt. This was the type of clothing that Hary told her to wear. It
was still the early afternoon by the time she was ready to party.
It was 3pm and Krissy wasn’t going to be back from her last class
until 4pm. Stephanie used the time to take some more pills and pour
herself a drink. When Krissy got home, she kept drinking with her
friend and smoked some more pot. As soon as Krissy was ready, they
set out for the beer pong pre-game party at Alpha Omega.

 


 



Chapter
21:

Cocaine is Bad

 


After the pre-game, Steph and
Krissy were pretty tipsy. Many games of both beer pong and flip cup
were played. The girls didn’t usually play beer pong, but they did
like to play flip cup. Even though they weren’t good at it, it was
still a fun team activity that got them fucked up quickly. The
pre-game parties were mostly brothers and their dates. Although
Steph and Krissy were uncoordinated with drinking games, the
brothers still liked playing with them. Both Steph and Krissy spent
a lot of time every week hanging out around Alpha Omega and knew
all of the brothers. Everyone knew Stephanie was terrible at beer
pong, yet she was still a very popular pick for partner in doubles
matches. She caught on pretty quickly to the fact that the brothers
liked seeing her ass and tits jiggle while she threw the ball, and
where the ball went after the throw was not important.

 


After the games, Steph, Krissy,
Hary, and Murphy hung out in Hary’s room smoking a bowl before the
real party began. Steph was sitting in Hary’s lap. Krissy was
sitting next to Murphy on the bed. The room was hazy with smoke and
pungent with skunky aroma. Steph had taken the last hit from the
bong and still had the lighter in her hand.

 


It was winter and there was a
window open to ventilate the room. Stephanie was cold and the drugs
made her feel extra sensitive. She began to put on her jacket. Hary
stopped her. “I’ll wrap my arms around you if your cold. You’re not
going to cover up those big, beautiful breasts. I have the best
view from over your shoulder of that amazing cleavage.”

 


“Okay, babe.” She dropped the
jacket so it covered her lap. “Oooh!” She moaned as Hary’s arms not
only crossed around her, but also grabbed her breasts from
underneath, testing their firmness through the 32E bra. “They’re
still soo sensitive, babe.”

 


“Feels good, though, right? You
like it.”

 


“Yeah, babe. Feels good when you
massage them like that.” They were whispering to each other so that
Krissy and Murphy wouldn’t hear.

 


“Yeah…” She moaned quietly. “You’re
soo good at playing with my huge fake tits.”

 


“Tell me you want them
bigger.”

 


“I want… I want them…” Between the
suppressed moans and the attempt to whisper, it was hard to get the
words out. Finally she managed to say, “I want you to make my tits
bigger for you… Please…”

 


Stephanie had moaned too loudly by
accident, which got the attention of her friends across the room.
Murphy and Krissy had been occupying themselves on the bed making
out.

 


Krissy spoke jokingly, “Oh my god!
Get a room you two. As if he doesn’t get to play with your boobs
enough.”

 


“This is his room!” Stephanie
retorted. “Get off my man’s bed, how about that?”

 


“Why, because the bed is totally
fucking stained with your pussy juices like you did to the
couch?”

 


“Skank!” Stephanie held up the
lighter and threw it at Krissy in faux rage. It missed and hit a
pillow on the bed.

 


“Nice throw! Just about as good as
your beer pong skills,” Krissy jested.

 


Stephanie leaned back, draping her
head and neck over her man’s shoulder so she could whisper directly
in his ear. “She’s right, isn’t she? I can’t help it, babe. I’m
always getting my pussy juices all over you cause I’m such a slut
for your cock.” She breathed the words into his ear, her plump lips
tickling his earlobe teasingly as she whispered. Her language and
her method of seduction had been learned and reinforced my Hary’s
conditioning.

 


Stephanie’s owner continued to
grope his bimbo’s extra-large breasts. “You have other talents,” he
winked.

 


“I swear!” Krissy continued,
addressing all four friends in the room. “There’s a spot on the
couch in our dorm that wreaks of her pussy juices. Cause she like
masturbates to all this weird porn with these girls with crazy huge
boobs for like hours, and she just gets everything soaked. I don’t
even want to think about what has happened on this bed. Don’t tell
me! I don’t want to sit on the floor.”

 


Stephanie lifted her head from her
man’s shoulder and addressed her friend mockingly. “It’s too late,
Krissy! You’re already covered in my pussy juices just sitting
there.” She handed the bong to her friend. “Now hit this,
bitch.”

 


Krissy took the bong and collected
the lighter that was thrown at her. She took a hit, coughed once,
and responded to her roommate, “That’s how you take a fucking hit.”
It was true that Krissy had just inhaled an impressive amount of
smoke during her last hit without going into a coughing spasm. “You
can barely take a hit Steph. You’re so fucking skinny, you have no
lungs.”

 


Murphy took the bong from Krissy.
Before taking his turn, he offered his perspective. “Maybe it’s all
the weight on her chest. Probably hard to inhale all the way with
all that plastic up top.”

 


Krissy and Murphy giggled in each
other’s arms. They were both incredibly stoned. “She sucked at
smoking before her new boobs just the same,” Krissy said. “And do
you absolutely need to keep playing with them right in front of us?
Like could you lay off those things for 10 minutes so we can smoke
in peace?”

 


“I feel at peace when my man
massages my body. I like when he plays with them. He gets to do
whatever he wants with me because I’m his doll. I think you’re
jealous.” Stephanie was partly joking, and partly serious. She was
feeling euphoric, nothing bothered her. Her commentary was all in
good fun, but there was also an element of truth to all of
it.

 


“So are you really going to make
them even bigger?” Krissy asked.

 


“What do you mean?”

 


“I mean, while Hary was fondling
your melons, I heard you say that you want to make your tits
bigger. Is that just a hot bedroom thing you guys do, or are you
for real? You have to tell me. You owe me. I’ll find out anyways.
After your last surgery, Alpha brothers were finding out before me.
I’m your best friend. You have to let me know if you’re going to
get anymore work done. BFF privileges are sacred. I’m entitled to
know, Steph!”

 


“You can tell her…” Hary whispered
to his doll.

 


“I’ve decided that I’m going to get
bigger breast implants. Also, probably butt injections so my ass is
bigger, and also doesn’t feel as hard as it does right now. And
Hary really likes the lips and botox, and it’s not that expensive,
so probably going to do more of that too.”

 


“Damn, Steph!” Krissy was
impressed. “You are really going all out. Do you know how much
money you could make if you were more public about
this?”

 


Stephanie responded hesitantly. “I
know. I really like it, and it’s really me. I feel like become more
feminine and getting more plastic surgery is kinda my thing now.
Hary has been telling me the same thing. If I want to, I could
probably just make money modeling or being an influencer or
something like that. I’m thinking about it a lot. Hary is helping
me figure out what I should do. Isn’t that right babe?”

 


“Stephanie had some ideas in her
head that other people had put there. Her parents and guidance
counselors, and other societal pressures had been pushing her into
a box that she didn’t belong in. She has been stressed out trying
to get good grades. She has been questioning her own deepest
desires instead of embracing them.” He looked directly into her
eyes. “Stephanie, you are finally figuring out who you really are,
and you love it, don’t you?” He squeezed her chest prosthetics
encouragingly.

 


She moaned agreeably, unable to do
anything except answer affirmatively. “I’m your toy. I love it.”
She closed her eyes and allowed herself to go limp in her man’s
lap.

 


The group of friends were suddenly
interrupted by loud knocking on the door. The door handle jiggled.
Someone on the outside didn’t want to want to wait for an answer to
the knocking. Hary yelled out, “Chill, dude! This isn’t a common
area.” He bounced Stephanie out of his lap and made his way to the
door. He opened it partway and addressed the people outside, “The
fuck you guys want?”

 


There were two people in the
hallway, the vice president of the fraternity, and his girlfriend.
The male visitor held up a plastic bag full of white powder with
one hand, lifted the other hand off his girlfriend’s shoulder to
touch one side of his nose and made a snorting sound.

 


Hary swung the door open completely
to allow the two additional guests into his room. He locked it
behind them. “You girls know Josh, the VP of AO. This is his
girlfriend, Dana. Be careful of her, she’s on steroids.”

 


Dana was not on steroids, and she
was not angry, but she knew Hary and his sense of humor well and
she felt the need to respond indignantly. “I’m not on fucking
steroids, Hary, and you know it. You’re such a dick,” Dana said.
“You do every type of drug ever, and you accuse me of taking
steroids? I just workout a lot because I got a scholarship for
field hockey. I’m just tall and have a dope bod. I look hot and you
know it. Fuck you, Hary.” “

 


With his arm wrapped around his
girlfriend’s waist, Josh, who was six feet tall and half an inch
taller than Dana, interjected, “You are hot as fuck, babe. I’d like
to grind you up and snort your body.”

 


“I only do the good drugs, Dana,”
Hary said.

 


Dana turned to her boyfriend, “Back
me up, Josh. Tell Hary’s he’s a dick. He’s also crazy”

 


“He likes it when you call him a
dick. He also likes it when you call him crazy. Trust me, Hary
doesn’t give a fuck,” Josh said.

 


“My fucks are unidirectional. They
only go this way…” Hary squeezed Stephanie around the waist and
kissed her neck.

 


Dana starred at the woman on Hary’s
lap. This was the first time that they had formally met. “This
chick is something else. Where’d you find her, Hary? The strip
club?”

 


Stephanie let her man talk. Hary
responded, “This is my girlfriend, Stephanie. You would have seen
her around if you weren’t too busy doing coke and steroids and
playing that weird field hockey bullshit that no one cares
about.”

 


“I have a scholarship for field
hockey. It’s serious,” Dana said.

 


“Stephanie has a real scholarship.
It’s for academic achievement, unlike your fake scholarship,” Hary
challenged her.

 


Stephanie was high, but she wanted
to make friends and end the pseudo-conflict. “Hi, Dana. Nice to
meet you. I’m Stephanie. I know your boyfriend Josh
already.”

 


“It’s a pleasure,” she emphasized
the word ‘pleasure’, Dana was focusing all her attention on
Stephanie’s body, starring directly at her cleavage and not at
Stephanie’s face. “In that case, let’s all get fucked up together.
You got the stuff, Joshy boy?”

 


“Cocaine. Pure as fuck.” Josh
dumped a large amount of powder on Hary’s desk and began cutting it
up into lines with a credit cart. As he did so, he handed a straw
to his girlfriend. Dana snorted up the first line that had been
prepared. She blinked her eyes and shook her head as her mind
digested the influx of stimulation. Josh took the straw from her
and hit the second line. His line was much larger, and he took it
more easily than his girlfriend had done. He did one more line
before asking, ‘Who’s next?” He held the straw up in front of the
group.

 


Krissy and Murphy both did a line.
Then, they passed the straw to Steph. Still sitting in Hary’s lap,
she looked back at him, and then at her friends questioningly. She
had just stopped taking opioids and benzos, and was still
constantly on a lot of drugs. Was it a good idea to start snorting
cocaine? But at the same time, what was the difference between coke
and Adderall? She had already been snorting Adderall. She reasoned
that it was pretty much the same thing, and that if everyone else
was doing it, then it was probably fine. She inhaled a thick line
through her nose. It was easier to take it than she thought. She
felt great and decided to go ahead and take another. And then
another. After her third line, she sat back in her boy’s lap and
let her mind float off into space.

 


“Three in a row, that’s a hat
trick!” Josh exclaimed.

 


Josh’s girlfriend was even more
impressed. “Geez! She parties as hard as she is plastic. For real,
I don’t know if I’m more impressed by those boobs, or that
next-level frozen duckface she’s rocking?” Dana asked Hary. “Can I
snort a line off her tits?” Josh preferred Dana’s company because
of her passion for cocaine, as well as her bisexuality.

 


“I know she looks gone, but she’s
just giving herself a moment. Ask her.” Still groping one of her
breasts with his hand, Hary lightly slapped Stephanie’s cheek.
“Come to it, doll.”

 


“Steph,” Dana asked. “Can I do a
line off the top of your boobs?” Dana was fit from playing varsity
field hockey, and used to being able to handle smaller girls
commandingly.

 


Stephanie blinked her eyes, the
spell that cocaine put her under was nothing like she had
experienced before. Or maybe it was the unique mix of drugs she had
consumed tonight? Either way, she was feeling suggestible. After
her pupils rolled back into her eye sockets, she said, “Cool. Yeah,
fucking do it.”

 


Hary helped Dana move a line from
the desk onto the shelf of breast flesh that made up Stephanie’s
cleavage. Hary pulled her boobs out of her bra somewhat to create
an even larger, more expansive shelf of boob. He was careful not to
expose the nipples.

 


“Is it cool if I touch them?” Dana
didn’t wait for an answer. She grabbed one of Stephanie’s breasts
firmly, controlling the straw with her other hand in order to snort
the drugs off the busty bimbo’s chest. “You’re boobs are fucking
huge on you. It’s fucking hot.” Dana laughed excitedly. “I don’t
know if I’ve ever seen tits this big and fake. And you’re so tiny.
How much were they?”

 


Stephanie suppressed a surprised
gasp as Dana grabbed her chest. “OH! Thanks, I know. They were like
really expensive. My butt was like really expensive too. But
totally worth it.”

 


“Do you want to do a line off your
own boobs?”

 


“Fuck yeah.”

 


Hary helped Dana pour another line
in the same spot across Stephanie’s cleavage. She then used the
straw to snort more cocaine off her own chest, sending her heart
racing and her mind into fairy land. Hary and his guests watched,
mesmerized. When she was done snorting, she gave the straw to Hary.
“Do you want to do a line off my tits?”

 


Hary held up his hand and raised
his eyebrows. “I don’t do coke. Cocaine is bad for you.” Instead,
he reached for his glass of bourbon and downed the rest of its
contents.

 


Stephanie wished she had heeded
Hary’s words. She ended up acting crazier that night than she could
ever remember. It was both possible, and likely, that she had acted
crazier on other nights, but she couldn’t remember those nights.
The cocaine provided her a unique type of stimulation where she
remembered most of what happened during the night, but still felt
like she had no control over what had happened. Unlike other nights
where she had done stupid stuff and remembered only fragments of
the incident, this particular Friday night she remembered most of
the night’s events. Even though she had slowed down consuming
alcohol in favor of snorting loads of cocaine, her intoxication led
her to acting in ways she would never have acted while sober. In
recent months, she was forgetting who her sober self even was; it
was a part of herself that she no longer needed.

 


…

 


Stephanie woke up the next day in
her own bed. It was Saturday afternoon. Her mind was spinning,
doing its best to develop a clear picture of what had happened the
last night. She remembered the beer pong pre-game, the marijuana
and cocaine in Hary’s room, doing a line of coke off her off her
own breasts, and Hary telling her that cocaine is bad for you. She
even remembered going downstairs when the party started. She had
taken shots at the bar, and then allowed multiple strangers to
snort cocaine off her cleavage the same way that Dana had
done.

 


Stephanie’s head hurt, but the
memories were quickly falling into place. She had been the life of
the party. Almost a dozen people had snorted lines off her tits,
and she had laughed and cheered them on. And then to show off, she
would lick her breasts clean of the white powder in front of
everyone. It was her new party trick. At one point while hoisting
her breasts back into place in her tight top, one of her nipples
had popped out. People had laughed and cheered. The morning after,
she tried to remember how many people had seen her do that, and how
many brothers had done lines off her tits, but she couldn’t
remember. It was too many. She had been up very late last night.
Alcohol, cocaine, marijuana, she had continued taking these drugs
until she passed out. Fuzzy memories floated in and out of her
awareness.

 


The final complete memory that
Stephanie had of last night was getting fingered on the dance
floor. The tall, fit girl named Dana had encouraged her to do more
and more cocaine. She remembered Dana being very cool, very sexy,
very good at dancing, but also very demanding. Dana and her
boyfriend, Josh, were doing tons of coke, and she somehow ended up
following them around all night. She didn’t remember Hary being on
the dance floor at the party, but she did remember dancing with
Dana. Hary was not big on dancing. He preferred to drink bourbon
and watch. Everything before the party began was one set of
memories, and everything after she started taking this new drug was
another, less vivid set of memories.

 


She only remembered seeing Hary
sporadically throughout the party, but she did remember fucking him
afterwards. The more she thought about it, the more her memories
began to cohere. She had been dancing with Dana, grinding up on her
and rubbing her big fake ass against Dana’s waist. Dana laughed and
slapped Stephanie’s butt repeatedly as she twerked. Brothers
cheered them on. Stephanie did her best to twerk her new butt to
impress her audience. Brothers starting calling out for the two
women to kiss. The two girls gave the men what they wanted. She
made out with Dana on the dance floor in front of everyone. Dana’s
boyfriend, and many other brothers watched them, cheering it on.
Dana groped Stephanie’s breasts and butt, and kissed her swollen
lips zealously. Everyone was fucked up and the music was blasting.
Dana was grinding back up on Stephanie, enticing more cheers from
the brothers. Dana was using her height and musculature to handle
Stephanie’s small, slender curvaceous body. She was 8 inches taller
than Stephanie and much more fit.

 


Some of the brothers starting
calling for Dana to, “Take her tits out! Let’s see those
melons!”

 


Dana reached her long arms around
Stephanie and grabbed her top and bra from inside her cleavage. In
one quick yank, she pulled the heavy melons free of their
constraints. Embarrassed, Stephanie tried to put her breasts back
into her top, but Dana stopped her and yanked her top down even
further.

 


The men at the party were pleased.
“Fuck yeah! Look at those puppies! Fucking huge!”

 


“Finger her pussy!” Someone yelled
out over the booming music. It was probably her boyfriend,
Josh.

 


Without pausing after exposing
Stephanie’s breasts, Dana reached a hand under Stephanie’s skirt,
lifted it up, and slid her panties aside, exposing the intoxicated
bimbo’s vagina to the cheering crowd. Dana gave the pussy a quick
rub, and then abruptly inserted a finger into her dance partner’s
hole. She held Stephanie from behind, intentionally displaying her
to the audience while simultaneously groping a fat tit and
fingering pussy. She pumped her finger rapidly in and out of
Steph’s cunt until it was dripping wet.

 


Stephanie tried weakly and only
once to pull her skirt back down, but Dana wouldn’t allow it. As
soon as the finger went into her pussy, her mind began to shut off.
She could feel Dana’s body against hers, and she could hear the
brother’s cheering, but everything seemed distant like she was
outside of her own body. The pleasure was all she could think
about.

 


With her breasts exposed, her skirt
lifted up and underwear pushed aside, Stephanie’s moans from the
public fingering could only be heard by Dana. The music on the
dance floor was too loud for other people to hear. She was
delirious with intoxication, becoming increasingly unaware of the
scene that she was causing. The crowd of people surrounding the two
women continued to build. They gathered round to watched Dana
sexually humiliate the young, dumb bimbo with obscenely large fake
breasts. Dana licked Steph’s neck and face as she continued to
fondle and finger her cunt.

 


It had been a crazy night. “Cocaine
is a crazy drug,” Stephanie thought to herself as she lifted
herself out of bed. She had a splitting headache. She wondered,
“Did I even eat anything yesterday, or just drink and do
drugs?”

 


Scenes from the night before
continued to play out in her head as she made herself a cup of
coffee. The public nudity and sex show had lasted ten to twenty
minutes. Stephanie remembered orgasming in front of the crowd.
Everyone had cheered. It had been obvious when she came. She
buckled at her knees and moaned. She probably would have fallen to
the floor if Dana hadn’t caught her. After the orgasm, she had
become more aware of her situation and the number of people who had
seen her nudity. She had quickly stuffed her boobs back into her
top and adjusted her skirt and panties back into place. Her face
had been flushed red from both the heat and the
humiliation.

 


Other people had tried to dance
with her immediately after the lewd display, but Hary showed up at
just the right time. He grabbed her by the arm and took her
upstairs. “That was slutty as fuck, Stephanie. Now I’m going to
take you back to my room and you’re going to show me your
deepthroat progress like a good toy.”

 


Before Stephanie sipped her coffee,
she put her hand on her jaw and pulled it down to stretch it out.
Her whole lower jaw was sore. As on the dance floor, she had
totally lost track of time and her sense of self while high and
performing deepthroating. She must have been sucking and throat
fucking him for over an hour. After that, he had used her pussy for
another hour before finally cumming on her breasts. She got home
early in the morning and slept into the afternoon.

 


She sipped her hot beverage and
wondered how much of the public exposure her friend Krissy had
seen. It had been more than just brothers at the party. It was
possible there were people in her classes that were at the party
watching her act like a total slut. If, before yesterday, people
didn’t think that she was a total slut because of all the plastic
surgery, then certainly everyone would be thinking that now. “Oh my
god. How did I get soo carried away last night?” She wondered, her
hand rubbing her forehead to soothe the headache.

 


She sat down on a hard wooden chair
in their kitchen, her fat butt spread out, covering the surface of
the chair, flaring out her hips. “What’s this?” On the kitchen
table next to her keys and purse there was a small plastic tube
that could unscrew on one end. “Oh yeah,” she remembered suddenly.
“I forgot that Dana and Josh gave me a bunch of coke. I bet that
will help with my hangover.” She opened her purse, rolled up a
twenty dollar bill, dumped some white powder from the tube, and
snorted up a big line. It did help with her hangover. She was ready
to start her Saturday. The pregame for the next party started in a
few hours.

 



Part V: Carpe Augmentum



“A standard breast implant
is simply a plastic sac that contains a volume of saline or
silicone. Different shaped implants can be installed by a
professional plastic surgeon in various configurations inside of a
woman’s breast. The tissue expander allows a woman to continue to
fill her breast implants as much as desired after the surgery. A
fill port located on the outside of the implant allows the lucky
recipient of the tissue expander to experience real life, in the
moment breast expansion. You can literally inflate her tits with
saline right in front of her.”

 


~ Hieronymus Bosch
Maxwell
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Chapter 22:

Inflatable Girlfriend

 


“She really did it?
2000ccs?”

 


“Bigger. She’s at 2250ccs right
now. She got the 2000ccs installed two weeks ago, and then just
added 250cc extra today. That’s why she hasn’t been at parties.
She’s recovering from the breast augmentation and a fuck ton of
butt injections.”

 


“Has she even been going to class?
Does she even care about classes anymore?”

 


Hary sipped at his bourbon and
smiled deviously. “No to both.”

 


“Seriously? She used to freak out
when she missed a single class or got anything other than an A+ on
any of her assignments. Now you’re telling me that she hasn’t been
to class in over two weeks, she doesn’t care, and on top of all
that, she has over a gallon of saline pumped into her
chest?”

 


“Why are you so surprised, Murphy?
I told you what was going to happen.”

 


“Yeah, I know. But now it’s real.
2250cc is like crazy. On a girl that small, they must look fucking
enormous. I can’t believe she really did it. Have you seen them
yet?”

 


“Of course, I was there today when
she filled them up. It was the greatest thing ever. Real life
breast expansion, in real time. She literally turned herself into a
blow up doll. And the best part of it all, is that she loves it.
She was giggling with joy as her tits got pumped up with fluid. She
fucking loved it, dude. I’m telling you.”

 


“You fuck those new funbags yet?
I’m jealous.”

 


“Of course. I fucked them right
after she got them filled. She is incredibly proud of her titty
fucking skills. Deep throat too. And her new, way bigger butt is
softer and way more fuckable. Fucking her from behind is almost as
good as fucking her from the front. Either direction you get to see
her artificial enhancements bouncing around. I prefer the tits
obviously, they’re almost twice the size of her ass, and totally
dominate her torso. Nobody would ever mistake her for anything
other than a stripper or a pornstar. And she acts that way too. You
should hear the things I make her say about herself while I’m
railing her pussy. She’s straight up filthy. The things I tell her
during sex, I make her repeat back, it’s like a form of
hypnosis.”

 


“Is she even going to pass her
classes this semester?”

 


“Maybe. If she does then it will be
really close. We got brothers as T.A.s in two of her classes. The
other three classes I found out who the T.A.s were, and was able to
make a deal with two of them. The fifth class is super easy and
although she hasn’t been going to class, I have a pledge turning in
her homework and doing quizzes for her. She can fail the final exam
and still probably pass. All in all, she’s mostly going to get C’s
this semester. Unless, she stops putting in any effort whatsoever.
In that case, she’s going to fail stuff and lose her scholarship. I
think the second scenario is more likely. I don’t care either
way.”

 


“What kind of deal did you make
with the other T.A.s?”

 


“A blowjob deal.”

 


Murphy was sipping at his drink,
the alcohol almost came back out of his nose. He coughed. “Achem!
What? Are you serious? You’re literally having her whore herself
out for favors?”

 


“No, not yet. But she will. That is
the next step. It’s the final step. That is the fracture point.
It’s coming soon, I have a plan. After the fracture point, I’ll be
able to do whatever I want with her. I’m pretty much already doing
whatever I want with her. But I’m talking about ANYTHING.” He
pronounced the last word loudly and precisely.

 


“When do I get to see her? I hardly
believe it. I know you’re for real, but I need to see it to really
believe it.”

 


“She’s on her way over here right
now. If you stick around, she’ll be here any minute. It’s Friday
night, the pre-game for the party starts in a couple hours. Steph
and I are going to get started early. I’m going to get her high on
all the usual stuff: Cannabis, MDMA, Adderall, a dash of LSD, a
splash of Xanax, all the good stuff. Then, I’m going to literally
fuck her brains out. I have cameras in every corner of the room to
film it for posterity. I’m going to fuck her big fat tits, cum all
over them, tell her she’s a filthy slut, she’s going to agree, and
then I’m going to initiate the final phase of the plan. Operation
fracture point is a go.”

 


“Cameras? Where? You’re not
recording right now, are you?” Murphy looked around
schizophrenically. He didn’t see any cameras

 


“No. You’re not interesting enough
to film. I just tap a button on my phone, and it records. You don’t
see them because hidden cameras need to be hidden. There’s one
right there, one right there, two over there…” He pointed out the
location of the concealed camera lenses oriented around the
room.

 


“So what’s the plan? You gotta let
me in. I know I doubted you up until now. I see now that anything
is fucking possible. What’s next?”

 


Hary glared at Murphy’s glass, he
hadn’t taken a sip out of it in a while. Murphy implicitly
understood the signal and chugged the remainder of his glass of
liquor. Hary began pouring them each a new glass of bourbon as he
spoke. “I’m going to keep filling her tits up. She’s going to keep
going to her laser hair removal appointments. I’m going to make her
get even more Botox and lip injections until her face is frozen and
her lips touch her nose. She’s going to get used to acting and
looking like a slut. She’s going to get used to being filmed while
having sex. She’s going to get used to showing off her body in
public. She’s going to get makeup tattooed on. I’m also deciding
whether or not I want her to get a real tattoo. A tramp stamp would
be hot. I need to figure out whether I want her to do that or not.
She’s making her hair more and more blonde. All of her time she’s
not partying, I make her hit the gym.”

 


“But like, are you actually going
to turn her into a whore?”

 


Hary sniffed the contents of his
glass. “You’ll see. Sooner than you think. Everything is going as
planned. Her gigantic plastic boobs are a permanent reminder that
she’s so dumb that her pussy makes all of her life decisions for
her. The weight on her upper body, the reflection she sees in the
mirror, the way people treat her now, all of these factors are
conditioning her for a new life. The fake tits and ass are her
whole personality now because that’s all anyone sees when they look
at her. Everyone treats her differently now, and the way she
experiences life now has altered her mind. Mind and reality are a
feedback cycle. She is becoming what people think of her. She’s
settling into her new self. She is beginning to act like she is
perceived: as a set of jugs. Her new body has branded herself as a
cock sleeve and she has no choice but to love it. I literally have
her programmed so that she can’t think about anything too
complicated or else it makes her head hurt. I’m planning on giving
her an IQ test soon. At the beginning of the year, she was highly
intelligent. Nowhere near as intelligent as me, but still, very
intelligent for an average person. She was around a 120-125 on the
Stanford-Binet. With all the mental activity I’ve suppressed
through the conditioning, I’d be surprised if she scored above
100.”

 


“You’re telling me that you
literally made her dumber? Like her IQ? How is that even
possible?”

 


“You know it’s possible. You’ve
talked to her. She’s not just fucked up high all the time, her
brain is fucked up. I scrambled her mind and replaced it with the
personality I desired. By encouraging her to be dumb, she acts more
dumb. I give her positive feedback when she acts dumber, which
classically conditions her to be dumber. People treat her like
she’s a bimbo fucktard, so she acts like a bimbo fucktard. She is
becoming what I and other people expect from her. It’s basic
brainwashing tactics. Implicitly, she is beginning to understand
that she has no value beyond her looks.”

 


“Will you please let me touch her
new tits? I mean, will you tell her to let me do it. I’m fucking
dying here, bro.”

 


“Sure, why not. She just got here.
The bitch can’t help texting me about fucking everything.” Hary
held up his phone for Murphy to see.

 


His text chat showed Stephanie
puckering her enormous lips happily. The photo also included some
of her upper body. Her expansive cleavage was in full view. Below
the photo message from Stephanie there was a text that read: “Just
got here, sooo fuckin excited to chill wid you. Already lik superr
high #hornydoll”.

 


Murphy shifted in his seat eagerly.
“Is it cool if I stay, or are you going to fuck her right
now?”

 


“You can stay. I want you to see
the changes. I know you’re going to ogle over the physical changes.
More importantly, I want you to appreciate the mental changes.
You’ll see. But also, I’ll need you to leave after. I’ll give you
the signal in that case.”

 


“Narf…” Murphy muttered. “Is she on
her way up?”

 


There was a knock at the door. “Let
her in, give her a hug.” Hary instructed.

 


Murphy sprang to his feet and threw
open the door. “Steph! Haven’t seen you in forever. You’re looking
hot! Come in! Come in.” He beckoned.

 


Stephanie jiggled her way into the
room, her boobs leading the way. “Hey Hary! Hey Murph! How are you
boys? Long time no see, Murph. I’ve been really busy with some
personal stuff. Sorry I haven’t been around. Are you boys excited
for the party tonight?” She continued to stand upright in plain
view of the boys.

 


Murphy extended his arms, showing
his desire for a hug. “We just started drinking. Good to see you
too, Steph.” The two friends hugged. Stephanie’s gigantic breasts
prevented them from bringing their bodies close to each other.
“Hugging you is a little bit different now,” Murphy
commented.

 


Steph giggled and looked down at
her cleavage. “Haha! Yeah! That’s because I got like way fucking
bigger boobs now. Aren’t they hot? They’re like 2500cc or
something. They’re like way big. I don’t know. Hary, how big are my
boobs now? I just got them filled today.”

 


“Your boobs are 2250cc each,
Stephanie.”

 


“Haha! Oh yeah! That’s right.
2250cc each. Fucking hot, right?. They’re like these crazy fucking
huge, weird saline balloons. I can’t even believe how big they are.
I have to like, work out all the time to support them. Ya know?
Tons of back exercises like every day. But I absolutely love them.”
She made a heart symbol with her hands in front of her cleavage and
smiled.

 


Murphy couldn’t take his eyes off
Stephanie’s breasts. The top she was wearing left nothing to the
imagination. Her tits were hanging out of the tight top and barely
covering her nipples. Considerable side boob was also in view. Her
melons were perfectly spherical and looked bolted onto her chest.
The sides of her breasts stuck out beyond her arms, clearly visible
from every angle. “Your… butt looks bigger too?” Murphy said
slowly.

 


Stephanie spun around to give him a
better view of her newly enhanced buttocks. “Like yeah, I just got
like a fuck ton of injections. I wanted it to be bigger and
jigglier too. You’ve probably seen me dancing at parties, my butt
implants were kinda stiff and they were hard to twerk. All the new
injections really soften it up so it’s jigglier and stuff. Also,
like it sticks straight out way more like my tits. Hot
right?”

 


Murphy gulped, he could feel an
erection forming in his pants. “Yes. Very… impressive.”

 


Hary beckoned for Stephanie to come
sit on his lap, like a conductor conducting an orchestra. She
strutted her way over to him, carefully balancing her top heavy
body over her high-heeled shoes. Spinning around when she got to
Hary, she plopped her fat butt on his lap. “Good doll,” he
whispered. “Why don’t you show your new boobs to Murphy? Maybe give
him a feel?”

 


“Like take them out and let him
play with them a little bit?” She asked stupidly and
inquisitively.

 


“Yes, doll. Take your new boobs out
and let your friend Murphy have a feel. I’m telling you to do it.
Do it now.”

 


“Okies!” She cheered. In one swift
motion, she lifted her top over her breasts. She wasn’t wearing a
bra, the top was the only thing covering her chest. She had
outgrown all her old bras and didn’t have time to get new ones yet.
Not that she even needed bras anymore, her new breasts were so firm
that they hung prominently on her chest without moving very
much.

 


Murphy’s eyes practically popped
out of his head. “FUCK ME! Those are the best tits I’ve ever seen.
Including everything I’ve seen on the internet. You must have the
best tits on the whole fucking planet, Steph!”

 


“Thanks, Murphy. I love them too.
I’m soo happy that Hary encouraged me to go bigger. I feel so
confident and sexy now. Do you want to touch them?”

 


Murphy slowly extended his arms.
Stephanie was sitting on Hary’s lap, sticking her chest out in a
tantalizing fashion. He rested his hands on the underside of her
bulging breasts, cupping them firmly. He sighed, “They’re fucking
incredible. So warm and soft. And so fucking heavy.”

 


“Thanks, Murph! Yeah, they’re like
really fucking heavy. That’s the hardest thing about having boobs
this big, carrying them around. Also, finding clothes that
fit.”

 


“Put your top back on, doll.” Hary
commanded. She obeyed instantly. “I’m going to fuck her now. She’s
a horny doll. We’ll see you at the party later, Murphy.”

 


“Oh… okay.” He was practically
speechless. Stephanie’s transformation was more thorough and
extreme than he thought was possible. “Later guys.”

 


As soon as Murphy left, Stephanie
stood up and whirled around. “Fuck! I’ve been waiting for this for
hours. I’m so addicted to your cock babe.” Frantically, she pawed
at Hary’s fly, trying to pull his cock out. Hary could tell she was
already intoxicated by her lack of coordination. When she finally
got his pants off with his help, her cheeks were flushed red in
excitement as her man’s penis slid past her swollen bimbo
lips.

 


Before she got into her sucking
rhythm, Hary grabbed her hair and yanked her off his dick. He
handed her a pink pill without saying anything. Stephanie didn’t
ask what it was, she was too well trained to ask. She swallowed the
pill in one gulp. Hary released her hair, and her head sprang back
into place between his legs. The blowjob continued, loud and
sloppy.

 


“Now take your top off and fuck me
with those new plastic boobs.”

 


She obeyed, plopping her melons
onto his lap, carefully inserting his erection into her expansive
cleavage. “This good, babe?”

 


“Spit all over them. You know how I
like to see that dumb look on your face while you drool all over
your tits… And squeeze them tighter than that.”

 


A long string of saliva drizzled
its way off her upper lip and into her cleavage, lubricating the
titty fucking. “Oh my god, I’m such a dumb bimbo slut!” She
puckered her lips and made an appropriately dumb facial
expression.

 


“Good doll, now tell me what a good
slut you are for me?”

 


She continued to titty fuck him,
squeezing her chest melons tightly around his lubricated shaft;
cheerfully, she began reciting some of the things that Hary liked
to hear from her while they fucked, “I got fucking gigantic plastic
boobs and a super huge fake ass just for you. I got lips so fucking
big just to give better blow jobs. I turned myself into a blowup
doll just for you. I’m a total fucking slut now. All I care about
is fucking and looking hot. I’m soo fucking addicted to cock and
filling my tits.”

 


“We’re going to make your boobs
even bigger, aren’t we?”

 


“So fucking big. I want to keep
filling them bigger and bigger and bigger. At least twice this big.
I want the biggest fucking sluttiest tits ever. I want to be your
private slut, babe! Please turn me into your private slut!” She
begged in her most feminine bimbo voice.

 


“You don’t care about anything
other than becoming a better slut for me. Being a fuckdoll is your
whole life now.”

 


She repeated his words as she
always did while they were fucking. “I don’t care about anything
other than becoming a better slut for you. I’m a fuckdoll. That’s
my whole life now.”

 


“You don’t care what anyone else
thinks. You only listen to me.”

 


She spoke enthusiastically as she
bounced her breasts off Hary’s waist. “I don’t give a fuck what
anyone else thinks. I only listen to you, Hary. You tell me what’s
good for me.”

 


“You want bigger tits. Beg
me.”

 


“Please! Please! Please make me get
bigger tits! Please, Hary! Please fill up my huge fake boobies with
more saline. I need it soo fucking bad. I need you to fill my tits
again so fucking bad. I really really need it. You train me soo
good.”

 


“You’ll do anything I say because
you’re my whore. You like your bimbo training.”

 


“Anything! I’ll do anything you
say. I’m your whore. Please train me to be a good doll.”

 


“Now take my load all over your
slutty plastic body.” His cock began spewing fluid. Much of it got
trapped between Stephanie’s breasts, the rest landed on her chin
and neck. There was a considerable amount.

 


Stephanie finished stroking him off
between her boobs and sighed. She was enjoying the fruits of her
labor. She touched a long fingernail between her breasts, using it
like a tiny shovel to scoop up a glob of semen. Sticking the finger
in her mouth, she sucked at the treat greedily, just as she had
been trained. “Thank you so much for the tasty load, Hary. Your
bimbo slut loves your cum soo much. I’m addicted to cum and
becoming more plastic. Thank you for teaching me to be a good
doll.”

 


She began to put her top back on.
Hary stopped her. He reached into a drawer next to his bed and
pulled out another shirt that was similar to the one she had just
taken off. “Wear this instead. Also, don’t wipe the cum off. You
know how I like it to stay on you throughout the day, so everyone
knows what you’ve been up to. I don’t want anyone mistaking you for
anything other than a slutty fuckdoll surgically designed to take
cock.”

 


Stephanie put the new shirt on. It
fit the same as the last one, tight, and showing absurd amounts of
cleavage. This shirt was not just a flat pink one like her other
top, it also had big white letters across the bust that read, “ALL
BOOBS, NO BRAINS”.

 


Stephanie giggled loudly when she
saw herself in the mirror. “That’s silly! I like it. Thanks,
babe.”

 


“Good, I’m glad. I’m going to be
updating your wardrobe with more clothes like this. You are going
to wear this one to the party tonight. And one more thing… How do
you feel about getting a tattoo?”

 


 



Chapter
23:

The Stripper

 


“You must be Stephanie.” A burly
man with a thick beard and bald head addressed the petite young
girl with boobs almost twice the size of her head.

 


“Yeppp!” She smiled and stuck her
chest out the way she was supposed to.

 


“Quite the body you have there,
Stephanie. I don’t think I’ve seen tits like that since I worked in
Vegas. And on frame like you have, it’s something else. Do a twirl
for me.” Stephanie did two spins so the man could appreciate her
body. “And that ass! My lord, woman. You really went all out with
whole plastic bimbo look didn’t you? You look like the perfect
little doll. You suck a lot of dick with those things on your
face?”

 


She puckered her lips. “Oh yeah!
I’m like super-duper good at sucking and stuff. I practice a whole
lot.”

 


“Not that you need experience, but
have you ever done any dancing before?”

 


“Nope. This is like my first time.
I don’t really, like, know how to, you know… be a stripper. But I
was told it would be easy and I could make a lot of money. All of
my surgeries cost a lot, so I need money.”

 


“How old are you, girl?”

 


“Nineteen. Almost
twenty.”

 


“Well, I’ll need to see an I.D. to
be sure, but I believe you. Where are you working right now?
Onlyfans?”

 


Stephanie chortled, an idiotic
giggle. “No. I’m in college. I’m a Nursing major.”

 


The burly man began laughing loudly
from the gut. He was laughing so hard that he had to hold his
sides. “Hahaha! Oh god! That’s rich. You have a sense of humor,
don’t you? You just wait ‘til you meet the other girls. Krystal is
doing her PhD in Computer Science and Luna is just finishing law
school.”

 


“Really?” She squinted her eyes,
she wasn’t sure what was funny about what she had just said. It
didn’t help that her mind felt fuzzy. She was starting to wonder if
she had taken too many intoxicants before arriving at the strip
club for her job interview.

 


He looked down at her like she was
a moron. “No. Not really. They’re sex workers. Are you okay? Your
eyes look pretty dilated, and you seem kind of out of it. I notice
these type of things because I was a bouncer for 20 years. Here at
Double Diamonds, you’re free to do whatever you want. Just do it
backstage and don’t get too fucked up. A couple drinks here and
there is cool. Drinks are free for the girls. But if you get too
fucked up and hurt yourself or some shit, then we’re not cool. You
seem like a good girl, so as long as you’re not a sloppy drunk or a
pill head?”

 


“I like to party, but I promise not
to be too crazy.”

 


“Good. That’s what I like to hear.
The girls like to have fun. This isn’t like working at fuckin’
Walmart. We have fun here. I’m sure you’ll fit in, I can tell
already. Obviously. I mean, clearly you got all that it takes. You
could probably even be the top earning girl at Double Diamonds
pretty soon. No one here has tits even close to your size. Alicia’s
ass is bigger than yours, but not by much. Cassandra is just as
addicted to the lip and face injection shit as you are, but I don’t
think her lips are as overfilled as yours. The customers are going
to go crazy for you.”

 


“Oh my gawww! That sounds great!
Thank you soo much. I really need money right now.” She twirled a
tuft of her freshly dyed blonde hair. She had skipped classes again
today in order to get her makeup done professionally and have her
hair dyed platinum blonde for the job interview. This made the
third week in a row she had skipped all her classes and
assignments.

 


“I’ll need to tell the other girls
to be nice to you. I doubt you’ll have a problem, but you know how
bitches get. I’m sure some of them will be jealous of you,
especially after you get a hang of it and the cash starts rolling
in. But we here at Double Diamonds try to maintain a sense of
comradery. Just remember, if any of those sluts refuse to show you
the ropes, tell them that Big Tony needs you to learn to strip. And
if they still give you a hard time after that, come straight to me.
Got it?”

 


“Yeppp. I think I got it. So do I
have the job?”

 


Tony chuckled. “You are a strange
one, aren’t you? Stephanie, of course you got the job. Just look at
yourself. I’ve never seen a woman more artificially sculpted to be
a stripper in my life. Hell, you could probably make at least ten
times the money if you went into mainstream porn. Have you thought
about that?”

 


Stephanie giggled nervously and
blushed. “My boyfriend tells me I should drop out of school to just
do porn all the time, but I want to finish college. Sometimes we
film our own porn, and he shows it to me. I think maybe I’ll do it
one day. But I need to focus on school right now. I’ve been getting
really behind on my work with all the plastic surgeries and also
partying too much, ya know?”

 


Big Tony’s eyes grew wide. He
laughed again. His laughter was booming and forceful. “Ha! You’re
for real then? Hahaha! It’s true that you’re in college. Well I’ll
be damned. You must be at that BEU party school right nearby. You
really are something, aren’t you, Stephanie? No offense, but you
don’t strike me as the college type. It’s not just your whole look
with the huge fucking tits and ass, and the skin hanging out of
your clothes everywhere, it’s also kinda your whole… you know? You
don’t strike me as the sharpest tool in the shed. Again… no
offense.”

 


People were often referring to
Stephanie, both behind her back and to her face as a ‘dumb slut’ or
a ‘stupid bimbo’, but she always found those terms kind of
endearing. She was confident and knew who she really was; she knew
that she was smart. Labels like that were sexy and amusing to her.
It was, however, off-putting for her to be called out so directly
for her lack of intellect. She cocked her head to the side and
puckered her lips into a sexy frown. “I’m not doing good at school
right now. But I’m gonna change that soon. I’m like
smart.”

 


“Sure you are, Stephanie. Sure you
are…” He trailed off sarcastically. “Well, we’ll see how long your
goals of finishing college hang around after you see how much money
you can make here.” He eyed Stephanie up and down once again,
reappraising this unique specimen. “You do know what type of club
we are here, right? I mean, like our reputation?”

 


“Yeppp! Double Diamonds is for
super busty girls. Like me!”

 


“Yes, that’s true,” he said
patiently. “But I’m talking more about the services we offer here.
Including the ‘under the table’ services.” He made quotation marks
in the air with his fingers.

 


“Umm… like lap dances and
stuff?”

 


Big Tony sighed and put a hand
comfortingly on his new stripper’s dainty, exposed shoulder. “I’m
just trying to look out for you here, Stephanie. I guess you’re
going to make me spell it out. It’s an open secret anyways. Double
Diamonds has a reputation for offering additional services. Most of
the girls here are hooking on the side. You keep most of the cash
and management looks the other way. That’s why we have all these
private areas. The girls here are more than just strippers, they’re
hookers. I thought that’s why you were here? You make a lot more
money that way. It’s what we’re known for. If you’re really a
college student, maybe you want to rethink this whole thing. With
your look, I don’t see how you could do anything else other than
sex work, but what the hell do I know? I’m a strip club owner who
dropped out of high school.”

 


The expectation that she would be
working as a hooker in addition to a stripper was news to
Stephanie. Hary had not told her about this when he set up the job
interview. What he did tell her was to make sure she got the job by
agreeing with everything that Big Tony said, or asked her to do.
She knew she couldn’t have sex for money, that would be crazy. Not
to mention, Hary probably didn’t want her fucking other guys. But
her mind was cloudy, and it was hard to put more than a short
string of thoughts together. She wasn’t used to making hard
decisions anymore. All of the important decisions in her life of
recent had been made by Hary. She felt compelled to go along with
everything that Big Tony was saying. Being agreeable was now
imbedded deep in her personality. It was easier to just say yes.
Besides, that was what Hary had told her to do. On top of that, she
really needed the money. She was over $40,000 in debt from all the
plastic surgery and accompanying expenses. She had taken out two
fraudulent student loans and was paying off credit cards with other
credit cards. Most of these types of thoughts did not enter her
conscious mind, but they were still there, brewing in the
background. After a moment of hesitation, she decided it was
easiest to just go along with Big Tony. She was aware of how high
she was and figured she could think about it more later when she
had sobered up. Surely, she didn’t need to start doing sex work
right away. She could even accept the job now and then not show up
later.

 


“Ummm… Like I think so. My
boyfriend didn’t say… like you know… like that I’d have to do
that.”

 


“Your boyfriend is
Hary?”

 


‘Yeppp!”

 


“I talked to Hary yesterday when he
set up this meeting. I’m sure he knows. If you’re worried about
what he will say, then I can tell you for certain that he’s okay
with it. He also said that he’s going to be taking 50 percent of
all your tips, as a ‘life coaching’ fee or something like that.
Seems like a weird relationship. But who am I to judge?”

 


“Ohhh… Okay.” Stephanie was having
trouble processing more than one thing at a time. The fact that
Hary was going to be siphoning money from her earnings slipped by
her mind, she was more focused on the fact that Hary was okay with
her doing hardcore sex work. It was easier now that she knew. She
could keep going along agreeably saying yes. As she tried
ineffectually to think, she cleared her right nostril. Sniffing
like that had become a habit ever since she started snorting coke
every day. It seriously irritated her nostrils, but she enjoyed it
too much to stop.

 


“You like the powder then, don’t
ya? No need to play dumb with me. I’ve been around the block more
than once.”

 


Stephanie shrugged. Her heavy chest
jiggled as she lifted and lowered her shoulders. “Yeah. It’s like
really fun. I like lots of stuff like that.”

 


“I can tell. You smell like pot
also. I can tell you smoked right before coming here.”

 


Stephanie blushed and shrugged
again. Her breasts jiggled. “I like really like pot. I was like
super nervous cause I did too much coke and had to interview, so I
smoked like a lot of pot. I’m sorry.”

 


“It’s fine, sweetheart. Nobody
cares. Like I said. It’s laissez-faire here. Live and let live.
Just don’t get too fucked up and cause a scene. We have some
sophisticated clientele here. Like I said, this is sex work. It’s
not fuckin’ Walmart.” Big Tony grinned and took a step back from
his trainee. “I enjoy a few lines now and then myself. Care to join
me in my office? I get it straight from Colombia, no
bullshit.”

 


“Okay,” she agreed. She wasn’t
allowed to say no.

 


Big Tony led her into his office.
It wreaked of cigar smoke. The office was spacious. There were two
large couches, a desk, a table with chairs around it, and the walls
of the room were decorated with pornography film posters. Big Tony
gestured to the seat in front of his desk. Stephanie sat down
unquestioningly. And then, instead of sitting down across from her
in his own chair, he hovered over her as he leaned against his
desk. There was a tray on the desk with a lid. Big Tony lifted the
lid off the tray and pushed it closer to Stephanie. On the tray
there were a dozen pre-prepared lines of cocaine along with two
rolled up 100 dollar bills. He bent over and inhaled two lines
before handing a tubular bill to Stephanie. “Help
yourself.”

 


“Thank you, Big Tony.”

 


After the first line, Stephanie’s
heart started racing. This cocaine was much stronger than she was
used to. But she was also used to doing several lines at a time,
even though these were extra-large lines. She snorted two more
lines before falling back in her chair.

 


“Jeez. That was impressive. I
didn’t know you liked coke that much. That shit is like really
pure, like I said. I hope you can handle it. You good?”

 


Stephanie had been closing her eyes
after the third hit, she opened them and blinked. Everything was
blurry and she felt that all of her senses were heightened. She
blinked rapidly and grinned, her bloated lips deforming as she
smiled clumsily. “Feels like really good. Thank you.”

 


The burly middle-aged man who
wreaked of cigar smoke carefully placed one of his hands on his
belt buckle, his thick fingers slid inside of his pants. “Now that
you feel good. We should move onto the last part of this
interview.”

 


“I didn’t like, get the job
yet?”

 


He unbuckled his belt and dropped
the leather garment on his desk next to an overflowing ashtray.
“You got the job, darling. Don’t worry. Relax. This part is just a
formality. You got the looks and the attitude to be successful at
Double Diamonds. I want to see where you are with your skills. That
way I can see how much you still need to learn.
Comprende?”

 


Squinting her eyes through the
visual blur and mental haze, she asked stupidly, “Comprende?
What?”

 


Big Tony seemed a little bit
frustrated, which made Stephanie feel the need to be more compliant
to his wishes. “Comprende. It’s Spanish. It means ‘do you
understand?’ Holy fuck you are a dumb one. That college shit sure
is hilarious. You are a queer one, ya know that, Stephanie? But I
like you. It’s not just your gigantic knockers that are way too big
for that thin little toy of a body you have. I like your whole
style. You’re like a perfect, plastic fucktard. It’s hot as
fuck.”

 


Stephanie’s mind was spinning. It
wasn’t a torrent of thoughts, the spinning was more like water
circling and emptying into a drain. She registered Big Tony’s tone,
but not his words. “Thanks, Tony. You’re cool,” was her response to
being called a “plastic fucktard”. The cocaine had sent her to
another level, but she was still loving it. She pointed to the tray
that still held several more lines of potent, illegal substance.
“Can I have some more?”

 


Her new boss chuckled boisterously
in his signature, hearty manor. “Have as much as you fucking want,
slut. Just don’t have a fucking seizure. I know how girls like you
like to get their slutty little brains ‘lubricated’ before getting
their pussies lubricated. I knew it. You’re going to fit in here
just fine.”

 


Stephanie liked being told she was
doing a good job. Parents and teachers used to tell her she was
doing a good job. She received praise from her teachers and
confirmation of that praise in her report cards. The new Stephanie
sought only approval from the men who controlled her. She snorted
two more lines consecutively and then began giggling
uncontrollably. “You’re funny, Big Tony! Hehehe! And you’re like
soo nice. Thank you for the coke. Like why… why do they call you
Big Tony?”

 


Big Tony was average height, stout,
and muscular. Most people assumed he was called Big Tony because of
his gym body, but that wasn’t the reason. He explained his nickname
thusly, “Eight and a half inches.” He unfastened the top button of
his khakis and began unzipping his fly.

 


“Oh my gawww! Like your cock?” She
giggled and starred at his pelvis as he unzipped himself right in
front of her face.

 


“Yup. I have the biggest fucking
cock you’ve ever seen in your life. I did porn myself back in the
day, but it wasn’t enough to make me wealthy. The extra cash helped
me save up to buy my own titty bar. Now my life is a porno.” He
finished unzipping his pants and presented his enormous erection to
Stephanie. “Do you like taking it up the ass?”

 


With a huge, thick cock dangling in
front of her face, she knew that she was expected to suck on it.
She also knew that she needed to respond to his question. She had
never done anal sex, but she also had her instructions to be
agreeable and say yes to everything her new boss asked of her. She
responded, “Yes. I fucking love getting fucked in my ass.” Gently,
she moistened his shaft by lowering her inflated lips onto it.
Then, in one quick move she managed to take the entire eight and a
half inches down her throat. It was big, but not as big as some of
the dildos that she trained with. After bobbing her head straight
to the base a few times, she came up for air. She looked up at Big
Tony, her eyes sparkling. “I also love deepthroat. I’m like super
good at it.”

 


“GOD DAMN! You weren’t kidding.
That’s some of the best deepthroat I’ve ever seen. You must
practice that shit.”

 


“I do practice!” She exclaimed
proudly. His affirmation gave her the same feeling she got when she
received A’s on her exams.

 


“One more time to lubricate it, and
then I’m going to fuck you in the ass.”

 


Stephanie lowered her mouth back
onto the unusually large penis, wrapped her lips firmly around the
tip, and pumped her face on and off the cock all the way to the
base several times. When she let up, she knew she did a good job
because Big Tony was grinning and panting.

 


“Good girl. Now stand up and bend
over my desk. I’m going to take this monster that you lubed up in
your mouth and jam it into your ass. I want to feel those huge
fucking ass implants and all that plastic jiggling around on me.”
He pointed to his desk.

 


Obediently, she stood up and bent
herself over the desk. Big Tony pulled her shorts down to her
ankles. Next, he took her top off. She wasn’t wearing a bra because
she didn’t have any that fit, so her massive boobs were quickly
exposed. She grunted as the man’s penis entered her. It was
surprising how quickly he crammed it inside of her. She had never
done anal sex before, and it was different than she had expected.
Stephanie groaned loudly. Her groans were part pleasure and part
discomfort. She suppressed her thoughts that told her it wasn’t
comfortable. Tony was enjoying it, so she tried to enjoy it as
well.

 


“Fucking take it in your ass, you
dumb plastic whore!” He screamed at her.

 


Stephanie’s body was on fire.
Between the cocaine and other drugs, the brutal fucking, and the
way she was being treated, she was enjoying herself in ways she
never thought possible. She squeaked encouragingly, “Fuck me like
your big titty whore! I need it! Fuck my fat ass!”

 


Big Tony put his left hand on one
of Stephanie’s naked melons. His right hand was controlling her
head by grasping a tuft of freshly dyed blonde hair, “Fucking take
it, ya dumb slut! I’m gonna cum in your ass. He pushed her face
into the tray of cocaine. His grip on her hair forced her nose
right where he wanted it. Using his strength, he forced her down
into the piles of powder. As she breathed, she couldn’t help but
inhaling more white powder. Even after she made a mess of the even
lines, he continued to force her head against the surface as he
fucked her ass. Her nose and bloated lips were smushed against the
cold metal tray.



Again, Stephanie was in no mood
other than to agree. “Please please please fill up my ass with your
hot cum. I need to get fucked by big cocks all the time. I’m a dumb
plastic whore. Fuck me! Please!” She felt like she was doing
perfectly during this job interview. She needed approval and she
was getting it.

 


When the semen finally filled her
hole up, she knew she had aced the interview. Big Tony panted,
squeezed her huge boob firmly, and slapped her plastic ass cheek.
He breathed heavily from the effort of ejaculating in his new
whore. “So, I gotta know. How big are they?” He squeezed
Stephanie’s right boob.

 


She sighed casually as semen
dripped down her inner thigh. “I get them filled like every week.
They’re expanders. They’re 2500cc right now. Do you like
them?”

 


“I love them. I’m sure everyone
does.” He pulled his dripping erection out of Stephanie’s ass and
allowed her to stand up. Streams of white fluid poured forth and
trickled down her thigh. “You’re going to fit right in here. You
did amazing today. Just make sure to do as I say. Lap dances are
$100, Blowjobs are $500, your pussy costs $1,000, and your ass
costs the same as your pussy. I’ll write it down for you. I doubt
you’ll remember it. Come ask me anytime if you have any questions.
I’m going to set you up with Krystal to teach you the ropes of the
place. If you give half of what I’ve seen tonight to your
customers, then you’re going to be rolling in cash very
soon.”

 


Big Tony’s new whore stood up,
semen dripping down her leg. She turned to face him and tried to
give him a hug. Her boobs got in the way. Her boobs prevented her
from hugging anyone properly ever again. It was like a metaphor for
her new life. All of the plastic stuffed into her body prevented
anyone from getting close to her ever again. Between her and the
world, there would always be her huge fake breasts. “Thank you, Big
Tony! I’m soo happy to work here. I’m soo happy you’re helping me.
I’ll do whatever you say to be a good girl. I like to be a good
girl.”

 


Stephanie truly did want to be a
“good girl”. It’s just that her concept of a “good girl” was not
the same things as it used to be. “Good girl” used to mean getting
good grades and doing what her academic elders told her to do with
her life. Now, “good girl” meant doing what the authoritative men
in her life told her to do. It meant obedience. It meant pleasure.
It meant not thinking. She desperately wanted to be a “good girl”.
More than she ever wanted to be a good student with a promising
career, Stephanie wanted to be a “good girl” in its new
connotation. Twelve pounds of saline strapped to her chest
undeniably confirmed her desire to turn herself into a “good
gir

 


 



Chapter
24:

More than a Slut

 


“Please, Hary. I don’t want to do
this anymore. It’s taking like forever. I hate doing work. Can’t we
just fuck? You didn’t even let me take any drugs today. I feel like
sober, and I hate it. I just want to get fucked-up and screw you
right now. Please? I don’t get it, why do I have to do
this?”

 


Stephanie was in Hary’s room
sitting at his desk. He was spread out on his bed reading a book
called ‘Dark Psychology and Manipulation’. She was taking an online
quiz on Mensa.org. Hary put down his book and starred at his bimbo
patiently. “Because I said so, that’s why. Now be a good doll and
finish the test. Take it seriously too. It’s important to me. So
get back to work. It’s timed and your wasting time.”

 


Tossing her shiny blonde hair
around impatiently so that her extra-large hoop earrings clamored
about, Stephanie made a pouty face in Hary’s direction. She made
sure to stick out her heavy chest as she spoke to be more
convincing. “But Hary! You said I wouldn’t have to do any more
stupid class work stuff this semester if I made my boobies fucking
huge. PLEASE! I just want to fuck! I’m so horny, babe.”

 


“No! That’s a bad doll. Do what I
say. There will be plenty of sex and partying afterwards.
Obey.”

 


Her mind snapped into place, she
wanted to obey. She didn’t want to be a bad doll. She wanted to be
a good doll. Refocusing her attention on the screen, Stephanie
strained her limited mind in an attempt to recognize numerical and
geometric patterns. She answered a few more questions and then
groaned out loud. “Ughhh! So hard…” She distracted herself by
sliding her left hand under her shorts. She wasn’t wearing panties
which gave her easier access to her ultra-soft pussy. Careful not
to poke her sensitive clit with her unwieldy fingernails, she began
casually stimulating herself.

 


“I see you doing that, Stephanie.
Bad doll!”

 


“Awww… But I can do both at the
same time. My pussy needs it.”

 


Hary sighed and put down his book
once again. Acting swiftly, he hopped out of bed, grabbed a vial
from a drawer, and stepped towards his bimbo. He held the vial over
the desk and carefully tapped out some white powder in a line.
“Here, it’s Adderall. Do it quick and then get back to work. Also,
I’ll let you have one of these. You get more when you finish the
test, okay?” He handed her a straw and a pink pill.

 


“Thank you, Hary!” She swallowed
the pill greedily and then gobbled up the line of Adderall with her
nose. The synthetic chemicals were enough of a mental boost for
Stephanie to power her way through the last 20 minutes of the test.
When she was done, she announced her progress proudly. “All done!
Time to fuck!”

 


Hary marked the page in his book
and set it on his nightstand. He handed Stephanie a variety of
pills. She swallowed them all at the same time without taking even
a moment to see what they were. Scrutinizing the test results, he
nodded his head. As he starred at the screen, he felt two soft,
heavy pillows pushing against his crotch. Stephanie was trying to
entice him to fuck her by rubbing her boobs against him. He ignored
her for the moment. “It’s even lower than I suspected,” he
muttered. “Stephanie. Did you try as hard as you could on this
test?”

 


She continued to rub all the weight
of her soft, burdensome chest against her man’s genital region.
“Yeppers. You told me I had to if I wanna fuck.”

 


“You scored the lowest possible
score. Which means it’s actually probably lower than that. That’s
freakin’ crazy.”

 


“What do you mean? Did I do
bad?”

 


He rubbed her smooth, botoxed cheek
in a gesture intended to comfort her. “No, doll. You can’t do good
or bad on this test. I just needed to see something for an
experiment. Don’t worry about it. Don’t even think about it. That’s
an order.”

 


“Okey dokey. Doll won’t think about
it… Can we fuck now?”

 


Hary was still looking at the
screen in disbelief. He took a screenshot of the webpage to show
Murphy later. Rubbing his chin, he pondered the implications of
Stephanie’s drastically reduced IQ. The bimbofication brainwashing
protocols had been even more successful than expected. And now he
had quantitative proof, as if Stephanie’s bra size wasn’t proof
enough. He blinked slowly, then ran his hands through his hair
thoughtfully.

 


“Okay, doll. It’s time to fuck.” He
stood up straight and looked down at his certifiably stupid sex
toy.

 


“Can you please fuck my tits and my
face first? And then do whatever you want to my pussy. I’m like so
fucking horny. I can’t even.” Stephanie pawed at her man’s cock and
began to unzip his pants.

 


“I have something else in mind. I
talked to Big Tony today. He said you did a great job at your
interview last night. He thinks that you can become one of the
highest earning girls at the club. Does that sound good to
you?”

 


She was about to stick his cock in
her mouth when all of a sudden she felt panic overcome her. She had
almost forgot about last night. She wondered if Hary knew that she
had let Big Tony fuck her in the ass. She didn’t want to tell him,
but she had to do it. Her obedience to Hary required it. She leaned
back away from the hard cock and batted her long eyelashes
innocently. “I need to tell you something. About the club. They
want me to… do stuff. Not just stripping.”

 


Hary put his hand on the back of
Stephanie’s head, guiding her back towards his erection. She began
to suck, caressing his member with her facial cock-cushions. “I
know. They want you to fuck the customers. I’m going to allow you
to do it. In fact, that’s an order. You will fuck as many people as
possible like a sex-addicted whore from now on. You’re not a woman
anymore. You’re a living fleshlight, a cumdumpster. And besides,
whoring is good for you, I know you need money, and I know how much
you love getting fucked like a total slut. I’m going to require you
to fuck as many people as you can. I’m going to fuck other girls
too if I want. But I still own you. You are my personal fucktoy and
you are still going to do whatever I tell you to do,
okay?”

 


“Mmmhmmm,” she moaned in approval,
unable to actually speak due to the thick shaft halfway down her
throat.

 


“You’re not just a slut now,
Stephanie. You’re a whore.”

 


“Achhh Mhmm,” she gagged softly and
then moaned.

 


“Now say it back to me. You are a
whore.” He helped her respond by yanking on her hair, forcing her
mouth off his cock.

 


Stephanie gasped for air. Saliva
poured off her bloated bottom lip and pooled in her cleavage. As
soon as she regained her breathe, she replied, “I’m a fucking
whore!”

 


Hary gripped her hair even more
firmly and shook her head playfully. “Again! Say it again. You’re a
fucking stupid whore. Say it!”

 


She responded as loudly as she
could, practically screaming in her whiny bimbo voice. “I’M A
FUCKING STUPID WHORE!”

 


“You’re a dumb plastic whore and
you fucking love it!”

 


“I’M A DUMB PLASTIC WHORE! I
FUCKING LOVE BEING A DUMB PLASTIC WHORE!” She yelled so loudly that
anyone in the hallway or adjacent rooms would have heard her
through the walls.

 


Hary spit in his hand and wiped the
fluid on Stephanie’s face. Some of her makeup smeared. “Again! Tell
me what a filthy slut you’ve turned yourself into.”

 


“I LOVE BEING A WHORE! I got fucked
in the ass last night so I can be a stripper. I’m gonna fuck tons
of guys all the time for money cause I love it. I’m addicted to
cock. Addicted to cum. I can’t help it!”

 


“Tell me what you did to your
body.”

 


“I spent tons and tons and tons of
money making myself plastic. I got the biggest fucking tits ever.
I’m gonna pump them bigger and bigger. I want everyone to just see
me as fake tits. I fucking love my huge, heavy fuckbags. So fucking
heavy on my chest. It’s hard to even do anything or wear anything
anymore cause I pumped my tits up soo fucking big. I did it to my
butt too. I wanted a huge fuckable fake ass, so I got tons of
injections and implants to be a good fuck doll.”

 


“And your lips.” With an open palm,
Hary slapped the side of Stephanie’s face. The impact was forceful
on her cheek. It wasn’t enough to bruise her, but it was enough to
rattle her brain. “Tell me about your face, whore!”

 


Her words trickled out between
moans of pleasure. Not only were the drugs starting to kick in, she
also just loved being treated like a useless tramp. “I keep pumping
and pumping my lips. I told them I wanted the biggest, stupidest
lips cause I wanna be a cock-sucking machine. I want my face to
look like a doll. I want to be a doll, a blow-up doll. I fucking
need cock all the time!”

 


As Hary relaxed his grip on her
hair, her lips automatically made their way back to his penis. She
sucked on it aggressively, bobbing her head back and forth like her
life depended on it. As she sucked, she squeezed his balls like the
cum was inside them and she was trying to milk it out. The frantic
blowjob highlighted her extreme deepthroat abilities. With each bob
of her head, she took her man’s cock straight down her throat
without gagging. She made quiet gurgling sounds to suppress the gag
at the moment where the cock mostly deeply penetrated her
throat.



“Tits out!” Hary
demanded.

 


Without ceasing her blowjob rhythm
for a moment, Stephanie yanked her top down to expose her massive,
2500cc boobs. As she sucked, her fat melons bounced gently on her
upper body, framed, and lifted by her lowered tank top.

 


‘You want my cum, don’t you?
Because you’re a stupid cum whore.”

 


“Mmmhmmm!” Stephanie found his
words motivating. She began to suck even harder and faster, which
made her saline fuckbags bounce more frantically.

 


Just before his orgasm began, Hary
pulled his dick out of her mouth. Stephanie attempted to keep her
lips clamped around it, so he grabbed her by the base of her hair
and yanked her back. The first stream of many was blasted down her
throat. The second stream hit her directly in the face, obscuring
both of her eyes, the third and fourth stream landed where Hary
mostly wanted to aim, on her boobs. As the orgasm faded and only a
trickle of fluid dripped from the tip of his member, he took a
moment to appreciate the wonderful mess he had made.

 


Stephanie tried to open her eyes,
but thick streams of jizz were hanging off her fake eyelashes. She
licked at her thick lips, swallowing the trace amounts she could
scoop up with her tongue. She glanced down at her naked breasts
which appeared to her as two round, expansive mounds that glittered
in certain spots from the streaks of cock juice. Catching her
breathe from the difficult throat workout, she giggled, and then
hiccupped. The hiccup was from chugging the first blast of cum. She
panted and continued to lick her lips, savoring the taste of her
man’s ejaculate. “Yes… Fuck yes… I’m a fucking whore. I fucking
love it. Thank you! Thank you, Hary.”

 


“Good slut.” He rubbed her cheek
gently in the same place he has slapped her just moments ago. “I
know you’re still horny. So I prepared something just for you. It’s
very special and you’re going to love it.”

 


“Oh my gawww! Thank you! I can’t
wait!”

 


Hary stepped away and grabbed a few
things from his dresser. One of the drawers contained some of
Stephanie’s new clothes because she spent most nights at his place.
He threw a towel at her and instructed, “Wipe off all that cum. You
know I like you to wear it all night, but tonight I’ve got big
plans for you. We need you looking good. So put on this top.” He
tossed a small piece of fabric at her. The top was one of Hary’s
favorites. It stated in large, bold text ‘ASK ME ABOUT MY
BLOWJOBS’. Her boobs were even bigger now than when she got the
top. They hung out of every conceivable angle, the thin fabric
struggling to cling to her melons.

 


“Anything you say, Hary. I can’t
wait to be a good sex doll,” she chirped excitedly as she stretched
the tight fabric over her monstrous saline implants.

 



Chapter
25:

Pledge of Allegiance

 


 


“I’m in charge of your pledge
activity for today. Your pledge master, Nathan, has given me full
authority over you. The semester is almost over. In a few weeks,
you’re all going to be brothers. Today’s challenge will require
physical stamina, brotherly bonding, misogyny, objectification of
women, and teamwork. These are all important values here at Alpha
Omega. Today’s activity will be much easier than anything we put
you through during hell week. By comparison, today’s activity is a
reward. I encourage you to enjoy the activity as much as possible,
and do your best to exemplify the masculine values of our sacred
fraternal order. We will begin by drawing numbers. The order you
draw from the hat doesn’t matter. Everyone come up and pick a slip
of paper.”

 


Eight young men lined up to draw a
folded piece of paper from a baseball cap. Hary held the cap above
their heads so no one could peak at their number. His speech had
gotten all of the pledges excited. None of them knew what they were
in for, but they knew of Hary’s legendary reputation in the
fraternity as psychotic genius and owner of a plastic bimbo. When
they were done drawing numbers, they chatted amongst
themselves.

 


“I got 8, I think that means I’m
last. Last at whatever. I don’t know if that’s good or
bad.”

 


“I got 5, that’s kind of in the
middle. I’ll take it.”

 


“I’m number 1! That’s gotta be the
best. Unless this is squid game or some shit?”

 


“I’m number 7. And fuck you,
Tristan. Nathan has been going easy on you all semester. I hope
this is squid game.”

 


Hary held up his hand, signaling
the need for silence. “Boys! Boys! Chill out. Do you want me to
explain the activity or not?”

 


“Hell yeah. Come on, Hary. Whatta
we got today? Tell us.” The pledges responded
obsequiously.

 


“Okay, boys. Today’s activity is
simple. There are two parts. The first part is called “Kill this
handle of Jameson by the time I finish explaining the second part,
otherwise you’re banned from this fraternity forever for being
pussies.” He unscrewed the cap and handed Tristan the handle of
liquor. “The order you drink doesn’t matter. Just get it fucking
done.”

 


The boys began chugging the
intoxicating beverage as fast as they could. One pledge drank as
much as they could and then passed it to another pledge who was
waiting for his chance to do his part. The bottle passed quickly
between the young men.

 


“And for every drop you spill,
you’re doing 20 pushups. I’m watching.” The boys had done this
activity several times a week. It was a typical thing to do before
their real pledge activity. They were experienced at chugging
liquor enough now that none of them were going to spill a drop.
Hary knew this, but he still had to make his threats sound
legitimate. He scanned the room as the pledges drown themselves
with 1.75 liters of Jameson.

 


“You will all be taking turns in
this game. Number one will go first. Followed by number two, and so
on. You will all be wearing these.” Hary held up small pieces of
black fabric with elastic bands attached to them.

 


“Blindfolds?” One of the pledges
asked.

 


“No. And shut the fuck up, Todd.
I’m talking here. No more questions. Your face hole is for chugging
booze right now. These are masks, like they wear in ‘Eyes Wide
Shut’. Which brings me to the next item. This is a camera. The
masks are to conceal your identity with plausible deniability.
Nothing we are going to do tonight is illegal, except for underage
drinking. The camera is to film the activity. It’s part of the fun.
That way you boys can watch it again and again and remember how
much fun you had tonight. The second to last thing we will need is
this…” Hary held up some large syringes and plastic tubing. “These
contain medical grade saline. We keep them around the house for
rehydration purposes in case one of the brothers has an
incapacitating hangover. That shit works like magic. But tonight,
we’re using the saline for another purpose. The third thing we will
need is this dildo with a suction cup on it, so it stands up
straight on this chair… like this.” He planted the dildo on the
chair, so it pointed at the ceiling like a rocket ship. “The last
thing we are going to need is a young, dumb, plastic slut with
inflatable boobs.”

 


Stephanie had been waiting outside
the room waiting for her que. As soon as she heard it, she strutted
into the room. With careful strides, she bounced her way over to
the men, clopping across the tile floor in her high-heels. As she
walked, she swayed her hips enticingly and allowed her huge fake
tits to bounce freely in her top that advertised her most important
skillset and summed up her favorite hobby: ‘ASK ME ABOUT MY
BLOWJOBS’, the top read.

 


“You all know Stephanie, our
honorary house sister. You haven’t seen her in a few weeks. She may
look a little different now. Stephanie has been recovering from her
latest breast augmentation and butt injections. She now has tissue
expander breast implants, which means she can now fill up her
breasts with saline as big as she wants. Do we think that her boobs
are big enough right now? They’re only 2500ccs.”

 


“No sir!” Several of the pledges
called out. They were almost done chugging the bottle of
Jameson.

 


“Stephanie doesn’t think they’re
big enough either, do you?”

 


“No, Hary. I like really need
another fill. I’m like fucking dying for it.” She winked at the
other freshmen and tossed her hair over her shoulder, it had been
sitting in her cleavage and obstructing their view.

 


The pledges chattered excitedly at
the sight of Stephanie. Tristan had the most enlightening
commentary. “I remember when she was flat as fuck at the beginning
of the year. I went to my first college party right here with her
not that long ago.”

 


“You guys remember that party where
Dana finger fucked her topless in front of everyone. Soo
hot.”

 


Two other pledges chimed into the
conversation. “She was in our calculus class. I remember when she
first showed up with the lips. And now it’s the tits and the ass.
She hasn’t been in class for like all semester.”

 


“I hear talking. You better be done
with that bottle!” Hary bellowed.

 


“Yes sir!” A pledges held up the
empty bottle of Jameson.

 


Hary continued, “Good! Now that
everything is in place, let us begin our activity. You are all
going to fuck Stephanie’s face. You are all going to cum in her
mouth. She will swallow it as best she can. You needn’t worry
whether she can take it or not, that isn’t your job. Your job is to
treat her like a filthy whore. Commentary is encouraged. The camera
will be running. You will take turns starting with number one. When
number one finishes fucking her face, then number two will
immediately step in and continue where his brother left off. All
eight of you will cum in her mouth. In addition to being recorded,
you will all be timed. The pledge that cums the quickest will be
rewarded by not having to participate in any of this weekend’s
activities. Stephanie will be sitting here.” He pointed at the
chair with the dildo. “I will be doing two things. First, I will be
supervising and making sure you treat her like the whore that she
has become. Second, I will be hooking up her expander implants to
these syringes full of saline. You are all going to rape her stupid
plastic face while I pump saline into her breasts. At the end of
our activity, Stephanie will have 3000cc boobs, a stomach full of
jizz, and you will all have a nice souvenir provided by that camera
over there. Sound like a good idea?”

 


“YES SIR!” The pledges were eager
to begin.

 


“Good! Now Stephanie, please take a
seat.”

 


She took her shorts off and exposed
her artificially smooth pussy. Feverishly stroking the lips of her
vagina to prepare herself to take the dildo. Gingerly, she lowered
herself onto the plastic shaft. When she touched the base of it,
her plastic-stuffed ass cheeks flared out in every direction like
water balloons deforming under pressure. She moaned as the dildo
slid all the way inside of her cunt. “Yesss…”

 


Hary approached her from the left
side. Her fill port was on the side of her breast. It could be
accessed without having her take off her top. He located the port,
sterilized it, and hooked up a fill line. With a box full of saline
syringes nearby, he could dump the contents of a syringe into her
breast, unscrew it, screw in another one, and keep going until her
left breast hit 3000cc.

 


With her first boob hooked up
properly, Hary polled the pledges, “Who’s ready? It looks like
Stephanie is hungry.”

 


Tristan had drawn number one. He
stepped up to the right side of Stephanie who was puckering her
lips invitingly like an android blowjob machine. Drugged out of her
mind, the vacant expression on her face made it clear that she
could feel nothing but pleasure.

 


“I’m first,” Tristan announced. He
dropped his pants dramatically. “You want this cock, slut? Are you
gonna suck me off like a good bitch?”

 


“YES! PLEASE! I’m a good slutty
bitch. I need to get my face fucked soo bad…”

 


Tristan slowly inserted his
genitals into Stephanie’s mouth. He had received plenty of blow
jobs at college, but as soon as his cock touch her lips, he fully
comprehended why her lips were designed the way they were. Her face
was a cock hole, and her lips were cock cushions. Everything about
her face was designed to have ejaculate pumped into it. Tristan
sighed wholeheartedly. He was wondering whether or not fucking this
slut’s face was better than any pussy he’d ever fucked. “Her lips
are soft and warm as fuck, boys! She sucks like a god-damned
industrial vacuum cleaner. Let’s see how deep we can
go.”

 


Although Stephanie was totally
fucked-up on several types of drugs, she was still very prepared
for what she loved most in life… fucking. When she heard Tristan
say he wanted to go deep, she opened her throat and allowed his
cock to slide all the way inside. “Achhhh…” was the only sound she
made. The noise was quiet and emanated from her throat. Her deep
throating technique was well-practiced. She had spent more time
this semester practicing deep throat maneuvers than she had doing
work for all of her classes combined.

 


“Holy fuck, boys! I’m balls deep in
this bitch! I’m not gonna last much longer. She’s got me like a
vice grip.”

 


His fellow pledges encouraged him,
“Cram it down there, Tristan!”

 


“Fuck that slut’s face like a
boss!”

 


“Grab her fat tit,
Tristan!”

 


Hary was enjoying the nights
activity. His balls were already drained, but he was still enjoying
the show that he had orchestrated. Stephanie’s left breast was
ready to get pumped full of more saline. He compressed the syringe
and fluid began rushing into the implant. The syringe contained
100cc of saline. After only a few minutes of squeezing, the syringe
was empty. He unscrewed it and replaced it with another one. A few
seconds later, he was pumping another 100cc syringe of saline into
her breast. He gave the left breast a light squeeze to test its
firmness as he continued pumping. Tristan was watching what Hary
was doing as he fucked Stephanie’s face.

 


“Can I squeeze her other boob?”
Tristan asked.

 


“Squeeze away, just don’t move it
so it fucks with the one that I’m filling. Got it?”

 


“Yessir.” Tristan groped her right
breast from every angle. It was softer and more malleable than he
had expected. It felt incredible in his hand. Stephanie was
enjoying the attention being paid to both of her boobs and her
mouth. Most of her attention was directed at sucking Tristan’s cock
as good as possible. Right as the second syringe finished pumping
saline into her left breast, Tristan began dumping his load into
Stephanie’s throat. “Fucking coming. It’s too good!”

 


The house bimbo began lightly
bouncing on the dildo as she swallowed to maximize her own
stimulation. She choked down Tristan’s semen as best she could.
Much of it ended up in her stomach, but a large portion ended up on
her chin, neck, clothes, and breasts. Hary handed Tristan a hand
towel. “Wipe it off her tits, but leave it on her face. I need to
keep access to the fill ports sterilized.”

 


Doing as he was told, Tristan
cleaned his semen off of Stephanie’s inflated boobs. He was careful
to make sure he kept it away from the fill port on her left breast.
His fellow pledges cheered him on. Stephanie licked her lips and
moaned. She was feeling more stimulated than ever. Between all of
the drugs, the dildo, the sensation of her boob being stretched,
the attention she was getting from Hary and all his friends, the
cum she got to eat, and the praise she was receiving from everyone,
she felt like a perfect fuck doll princess. She felt
fulfilled.

 


Hary hooked up another syringe and
began to squeeze its contents into her breast. For a short moment,
his bimbo didn’t have a cock in her mouth, he took the time to ask
her, “How does it feel to get your implant filled?”

 


Delirious with pleasure, she
responded, “Soo fucking good. Like amazing getting my boob
stretched out and filled. It’s soo fucking tight and hard now.” To
emphasize her point, she started again, bouncing up and down on the
dildo that was lodged in her pussy. Without a cock in her mouth,
she needed more stimulation. The pledges looked on as the whore
extracted as much pleasure as she possible from the sex toy she was
sitting on.

 


“Good girl.” Hary said soothingly.
“Who’s next?”

 


Eric was the lucky pledge who had
drawn number two. He waited for Stephanie to finish licking her
lips and swallowing all of his classmate’s cum. He didn’t like the
idea of putting his cock in the same hole his friend’s cock had
just ejaculated into, but he was too horny to perseverate on it.
Eric grabbed the bimbo’s right breast just like his friend had
done, fondling it covetously. He groaned euphorically as she milked
his cock with her lips and throat, treating her mouth like a pussy.
“It’s even better than I thought, boys! This boob feels fucking
incredible. Fucking huge and soft as fuck. I can see the other one
getting bigger. I’m gonna cum any second if she keeps sucking it
this way.”

 


Eric only lasted a few more
seconds. She began sucking even harder when she heard he was about
to finish. Stephanie was greedy for cock juice. The second boy
finished just after Hary finished pumping the third syringe into
her left breast implant.

 


With a thick, white stream of fluid
dripping from her lips, to her chin, Stephanie tried to talk. She
was feeling increasingly light-headed, and her left breast was
getting sore. After having 300cc of saline stuffed into her
implant, it was feeling tight and slightly uncomfortable. She felt
the need to say something before Hary starting pumping more saline
into it and there was another cock crammed into her face. “Hary.
It’s getting really stiff. I think that might be enough for now.
Like, my boob is really really full.”

 


She was right, the tissue that
thinly coated her left breast implant was stretched to the max. Her
veins were clearly visibly as blue streaks arching around the
plastic bag installed inside of her. Her blood vessels were doing
their best to provide blood to her expansive, breast. With the
amount of room temperature saline that had just been injected, her
left breast felt noticeable colder than the right one.

 


Hary gave the breast a squeeze. It
was incredibly firm. Nevertheless, there was a goal that they both
needed to achieve. Regardless of her discomfort, they were going to
get her boobs inflated to 3000cc tonight. “Be a good slut,” he told
her. “Just two more. You love it. The firmness and stretching feels
good to you.”

 


“I love it. It feels soo good and
firm. I love having it get stretched out.” Listening to his
commands, her frame of mine shifted. She still felt the same
feelings in her expanded left breast, but she interpreted them
differently. It had been scary and uncomfortable to feel that much
pressure in her boob, but now she found herself enjoying
it.

 


Hary loaded up a fourth syringe.
“Number three! Let’s keep this train rolling”

 


Number three finished the same way
as Eric and Tristan had. He took a little bit longer, but the
result was the same. Stephanie chugged all the cum she could, and
then her sex partner wiped the cum off her breasts and
neck

 


Number four was getting ready for
his turn when Hary finished with the fifth syringe. His wrist was
getting sore from applying the necessary pressure to cram all of
that saline into her tit. The first syringe had been easy. The
fifth one was a workout. He knew how much pressure Stephanie must
be feeling right now in her chest. It turned him on. Although his
cock was sore and his balls were drained from fucking earlier, he
felt his own erection building. “Number four!”

 


Stephanie burped. Small droplets of
white fluid ejected from her mouth. She had never taken this much
cum so quickly. It was overwhelming. In addition to all the boy
juice she had to swallowed, her left breast felt like it was about
to explode. But, she knew better than to complain. Remembering
Hary’s words, she appreciated the stretching feeling in her chest
as a blessing and told herself how good it felt.

 


Pledge number four stepped up to
Stephanie’s left side. Hary had finished with that breast, bandaged
it, and moved onto the right side. Her right implant was already
hooked up and ready to go. He started the first syringe as soon as
the fourth pledge began fucking her face.

 


“Look how huge the left one is
compared to the right one,” one of the spectators
commented.

 


“I know. It feels different too. I
squeezed both of them.”

 


“It’s like kind of purple-red.
Maybe Hary filled it too much.”

 


“She fucking loves it, dudes. Look
at her sucking that cock while her tits fill up. You ever seen
anything that slutty ever. Stephanie is the biggest whore of all
time.”

 


“I can’t wait for my turn, I’m
number eight. Her tits are gonna be 3000cc and hard as rocks when
it’s my turn.”

 


The boys continued talking amongst
themselves, enjoying the surreal scene unfolding in front of them.
The fifth, sixth, and seventh pledge took their turns railing
Stephanie’s face as her right breast got blown up in real time.
Hary finished with the last syringe just as she finished swallowing
the seventh load. It was getting harder for her to swallow more
cum. The fluid the boys had been wiping of her was only being wiped
off the top of her breasts. Her chin, lips, inner cleavage, and
even her stomach were covered in cum. Her cleavage provided a
channel like a gutter that filtered all of the spent sperm towards
her vagina. A good amount of the fluid ejaculated from seven
different cocks had slid between her pillowy bosom, down her tight
stomach, past her pussy, and onto the chair. The dildo she was
sitting on was equally as wet with her pussy juices as it was with
the pledges’ cock juices. There was a small puddle of filthy liquid
on the chair under her. When she bounced on the dildo, the puddle
splashed slightly. It was unclear how many times Stephanie had
brought herself to orgasm. Although she was somewhat uncomfortable,
she also clearly enjoyed being used like this.

 


Hary could tell she was getting
tired. He had given her more drugs than normal, and clearly not
enough stimulants. She had been ruthlessly sucking dick for an hour
and a half while bouncing on the dildo and allowing her tits to be
inflated. Her pussy was probably feeling almost as stretched out as
her breasts. Before allowing the eighth boy to take a turn, he
inspected the condition of his bimbo whore. Squeezing both of her
chest melons, he noted how unbelievably firm they were. Next, he
grabbed her hair and turned her face towards him. “Can you take one
more load like a good plastic whore? You want to be a good doll
don’t you?”

 


Stephanie’s eyes rolled around in
her skull like the window on a magic eight ball. Gradually she
managed to focus her attention on Hary. She was beyond fucked up.
She barely knew what was happening to her. A mixture of saliva and
semen formed a direct trail from her bottom lip down to the dildo
that was lodged in her vagina. She tried to come up with words that
would form a full sentence, but she was unable to do so. “My…
fucking… My fucking… Soo tight….” She rolled her head back and
slouched in the chair like she was passing out. She probably would
have slid forward and right out of the chair if the dildo wasn’t
impaling her and holding her ass in place.

 


Grasping her hair at the base of
her skull, Hary forced Stephanie to look at him. “One more face
fuck, okay?”

 


She licked her lips agreeable. He
took that as a signal for consent. “Number eight! Step on
up!”

 


The final pledge approached
Stephanie from the side. He looked uncertain. “Are you sure about
this? She looks kinda out of it. And I think we filled her tits up
a little too much. They look like they’re gonna pop, for real. Is
she okay?”

 


“PLEDGE!” Hary screamed. You will
fuck this slut’s face right now or you will never be welcome in
this fraternity house ever again. Do you understand?”

 


“Yes sir.” The eighth pledge shrank
backwards. His erection was stifled, but not so much that he
couldn’t cram in into Stephanie’s mouth.

 


“I’m going to do one more syringe
in each breast. If you cum before I finish filling her, then you
are chugging a fifth of Jameson alone. Do you
understand?”

 


“A sixth one?” He was surprised.
The plan was to go to 3000cc. Hary was now planning on pushing them
to 3100cc. He couldn’t help being surprised, but then he caught
himself and corrected his error. Obediently he said, “Never mind,
sir. Sorry, sir. Understood.”

 


The sixth syringe was more work
than Hary had anticipated. He had to hold the arm with the syringe
close to his chest in order to generate enough leverage while he
pushed the fluid in with his other arm. He felt like he was blowing
air into a tire that was at the limits of how far it could stretch.
The truth of the situation was that Stephanie’s expander implants
were at their very limits. The coloration of her skin obviously
indicated that she shouldn’t be filled up anymore. However, pushing
limits was in Hary’s nature. Stephanie was along for the ride
whether or not she liked it.

 


“She’s totally out of it, Hary.”
Although he maintained his erection, the eighth pledge was still
concerned. “She’s barely sucking on it anymore. She was going crazy
on everyone else, but now she’s practically passed out. I think we
overdid it.”



Hary unplugged the setup from
Stephanie’s right breast. Standing up to reveal that he was several
inches taller than the pledge, Hary asserted his dominance. “Are
you a pledge?” He asked nonchalantly.

 


“Yes sir.”

 


“Do you want to be a part of this
fraternity?”

 


‘Yes sir.”

 


“Do you do what I tell
you?”

 


“Yes sir.”

 


‘THEN FUCKING DO WHAT I FUCKING
TELL YOU, YA RETARDED FRESHMAN PIECE OF SHIT!” Hary’s face was red.
His fury created palpable tension in the room. “Fuck her face.
Right now! Do what I fucking say or you’re history like
Herodotus. Do you understand,
pledge?”

 


“No sir. I don’t know who that
is.”

 


Hary calmed himself down. He was
known throughout the fraternity for his calm demeanor with the
rare, occasional outburst of pure rage. As he walked to the other
side of Stephanie’s chair, he grabbed his glass of bourbon and
finished it in one swig. The warm liquor seemed to calm him down.
He began hooking up the pumping apparatus back into the fill port
on his bimbo’s fill left breast. Only 100cc more was needed in that
implant in order to bring both of her boobs up to
3100cc.

 


It was clear to all of the pledges
involved that Hary was unconcerned with the wellbeing of their
house slut. They all knew that Hary was kind of crazy, but everyone
also respected him because no one understood where the crazy met
the brilliant. In order to turn a prude girl like Stephanie into a
filthy whore, a certain type of brilliance need be involved.
However, in order to fill a woman’s expandable breast implant from
2500cc to 3100cc even while she complained about the pressure, and
then passed out from getting her face-fucked all night, Hary needed
to be a particular type of crazy. The pledges were coming to a
collective realization that perhaps, what they were involved in
something that was headed in a dark direction.

 


With his muscular, well-formed
biceps, Hary crammed the last 100cc into Stephanie’s left breast.
She was not conscious enough to feel the last few milliliters of
fluid enter her chest cavity. When he was done, he finally
addressed the pledge who still had his partially limp cock in
Stephanie’s mouth. “You don’t know shit, do you,
pledge?”

 


“I suppose that I don’t know shit,
sir.”

 


“Good answer. Now fucking use her
face to cum. Grab it and do whatever you want. Squeeze her boobs
and shit. Whatever you need.”

 


“Yes sir. Fucking her face like a
whore, sir.” He grabbed Stephanie’s hair and crammed her head into
his semi-erect cock. She was totally unconscious, fucking her face
did not feel consensual. Using both hands, he gripped either side
of the slut’s head and crammed his flaccid erection into her mouth.
To get himself erect, he talked himself into it. “Take that cock.
You’re a fucking dumb whore. I don’t give a fuck if you’re
unconscious. You’re just a whore. A fucking dumb whore.”

 


“I’m starting to like you, pledge.
What’s your name?”

 


“Doug. My name is Doug,
sir.”

 


“Fuck her face and teach her a
lesson, Doug. Do you see these tits? Have you ever seen a bitch a
willing as this? Stephanie is the dumbest, most plastic fuck toy
you will ever meet in your life. Together, we are making her a
literal cumdump.” Hary took another sip of his bourbon and
drunkenly groped Stephanie’s boobs. This girl is useless for
anything else except fucking. She’s a literal god-damned cum dump.
Just look at her. Now dump your fucking cum in her face right the
fuck now.”

 


The eighth pledge needed only to
glance down at the unconscious girl’s chest in order to gain the
momentum to finalize his orgasm. The imagery of two unnecessarily
inflated breasts, pumped to the max, strapped to a passed-out pet
bimbo, was enough to bring the last pledge to a screaming orgasm.
“CUMMING!” Like his other brothers, he gripped Stephanie by the
base of her hair. Everything in the moment was about pleasure and
not consequences.

 


 



Chapter
26:

Genuine Concern

 


“Oh my gawww, I’m soo fucking
excited.” Stephanie was excited for five reasons. The first reason
was because she was blitzed on drugs. The second reason was that
she was going to start her new job tonight at Double Diamonds
making lots of money as a stripper so she could pay off the debts
from her plastic surgery. The third reason was her massive 3100cc
boobs. She loved having huge tits and getting whatever she wanted.
Other than some mean women, just about everyone was nice to her and
wanted to fuck her. The fourth reason was that she just got a
tattoo on her lower back. The tattoo was sure to bring her even
more attention. The fifth and final reason for her extreme level of
happiness was that she had found her new favorite song.

 


It was early in the afternoon, and
she had just finished masturbating to some of her favorite big
titty porn. She was proud of herself that her boobs were bigger
than most of the pornstars she watched. She had skipped classes
again this week, but she didn’t care about classes anymore. Her
first shift at the strip club started in a couple hours. She was
getting ready by doing her makeup and picking out the right outfit.
She still didn’t have any bras that fit, but she didn’t feel like
wearing a bra anyways. It felt great to have her nipples sticking
out, clearly visible under the thin fabric of her top. Her favorite
top that read, “ALL BOOBS NO BRAINS” was in the wash. It had gotten
totally covered in cum yesterday when she visited Hary for a
tittyfucking session. The top she was wearing right now left even
less to the imagination, and the text spread across her boobs was
even sluttier. She figured it was perfect for her first day at
Double Diamonds. It read: ‘WET PUSSY’ and had a picture of a rose
opening that looked exactly like a vagina. The text was large and
easy to read although it was stretched out across her obscenely
enlarged chest. It didn’t have as much top and side cleavage as he
other tops, but it did show off a lot of underboob. If she wasn’t
careful, sticking her arms above her head would cause her fuckbags
to spill out completely. Along with the top, she was wearing a pink
thong that lined the top of her butt implants above her shorts. The
booty shorts were way too small on her fake ass. Her
plastic-enhanced flesh was spilling out of the top and bottom of
the stretchy fabric.

 


She had newly purchased,
extra-long, high-heeled boots that looked exactly like something a
stripper would wear. She didn’t need to be wearing shoes yet, but
she wanted to; they made her feel sexy, and she was getting used to
walking in extra tall heels while carrying around fourteen pounds
of saline on her chest.

 


A new accessory she had taken to
wearing were thick choker collars. She had a half dozen of them in
her new wardrobe. This one was particularly thick, made of
synthetic leather, and had a ring on the front that allowed a leash
to be attached.

 


Music blasted from speakers in the
other room, filling the apartment with sound. As she applied
mascara, she admired herself in the mirror and sang along to her
new favorite song, the lyrics to which she had memorized. “Hi, I’m
a slut. Do what I want, I don’t give a fuck. Doesn’t matter if your
dick’s cut. Always swallow, I heard it’s good luck.” She swayed to
the rhythm and bounced casually, allowing her breasts to wiggle
along with her body. When she bounced too much, her boobs began to
pop out of the bottom of her top. She was constantly adjusting it
to contain her bust.

 


The song she had fallen in love
with was called “Hi, I’m a Slut” by Lil Mariko.

 


Her cell phone was next to her on
the edge of the sink. She had been using it to film Tik Tok’s and
Instagram videos of herself while she sang, danced, and got ready
for the night. Her social media following was really blowing up.
The comments she got on her posts provided her constant amusement.
Some people commented nasty things, which made her laugh. Other
people commented encouraging things, which boosted her
confidence.

 


She finished with the mascara and
began applying an excessive amount of bright pink lipstick to her
cock pillows, pausing the application when she needed to sing
along. “Hi, I’m a giant whore. Got boys and girls always at my
door. Fuck everyone ‘til I’m sore. Threesome, foursome, or more.”
The song was extremely relevant to her life and
worldview.

 


Krissy entered the apartment, she
had just finished her classes for the day. “Steph! Do you like,
just listen to this song on repeat all day? Where you at, slut?”
She noticed three different dildos laying around the living room.
“Ugh… Please stop leaving your sex toys everywhere.”

 


Stephanie dropped her lipstick and
stepped out of the bathroom. She continued to sing and dance as she
walked to the kitchen to pour drinks. She sang loudly so that
Krissy could hear. “Yeah, I’m a world-class hoe. Get dicked down
everywhere I go. I like it fast, like it slow. And I always got
that post-nut glow. One, Two, Three, Four, I wanna be a
whore.”

 


Krissy turned down the volume on
the speakers. “Steph. I know you wanna be a whore. But you don’t
need to be so obvious about it. You like already got the biggest
fucking boobs on the planet. You’re more plastic than a literal
barbie. And holy fucking shit, Steph…” She was finally seeing her
roommate’s outfit. “Are you for real? ‘Wet Pussy’? Over the top
much? If I didn’t know any better, I’d think you’re on the way to a
porn shoot.”

 


A bottle of vodka in hand,
Stephanie poured two drinks over ice on the kitchen table. “Good
guess! That’s soo close to where I’m going tonight. It’s my first
day at work as a stripper. Let’s have some drinks.”

 


Krissy took her drink and sipped
incredulously. “For real? You don’t sound like you’re joking. And
after everything you’ve done recently, I wouldn’t be that
surprised.

 


“Yeppp! I’m gonna be a stripper.
And I’m gonna be the best stripper ever.”

 


“Holy fucking shit, Steph. You
really are a slut now.”

 


She blew a kiss to her roommate
with puckered lips and shook her plastic body obnoxiously.
Stephanie took the remote control from Krissy and turned the volume
up on the speakers back to maximum. The lyrics to the song provided
the perfect opportunity for a rebuttal. She sang along, “Aw, you
think I’m a slut? Thank you! Oh my gawww! I’m sooo honored. That’s
sooo sweet of you. I’m trying to be the biggest fucking slut in the
world. But not with you.”

 


“Very funny, Steph. This song is
like your new life anthem.”

 


“I know, right?”

 


Krissy took the remote control back
and turned the volume down again. The song stopped and then
restarted. Stephanie had been listening to it on repeat. “I gotta
be real for a second. I’m worried about you. Like for real. Are you
okay?”

 


“Like what? Why? I’m amazing. Look
at me.” Stephanie had already finished her first drink and was
pouring another one.

 


“That’s exactly what I’m talking
about, Steph. I love you. You’re my bestie. For real. But look at
yourself. Is this what you want?”

 


“Whatchu talking ‘bout,
ho?”

 


Krissy was growing frustrated. “Are
you high right now?’

 


Stephanie giggled. “High as
fuck!”

 


“What are you on,
Steph?”

 


“I dunno. Like ecstasy, some coke,
some more coke, some more ecstasy, smoked a joint, took one of them
pink pills Hary gave me. Half a Xanie. And one more thing…” She
contorted her face idiotically. “… I don’t remember. But like
nothing more than normal.”

 


“That’s exactly what I mean. This
is your new normal. It’s not normal. No one does that. Or at least,
no one who’s for real.”

 


Pulling her sausage-sized lips
downward, Stephanie contorted her face into a frown. “I’m for real.
I’m like for real for real. I like finally know who I am. I’m
happy.”

 


“And I’m happy for you, Steph. I
know how much you like all the cosmetic surgeries and shit. You
tell me all the time. But you just keep going more and more
extreme. Are you ever going to stop? It seems like every time I see
you, your boobs are even bigger. They look like fucking balloons.
They are balloons! Are you ever going to stop injecting saline into
those crazy things? Everyone on campus knows who you are. They all
talk about you. They call you ‘the plastic slut’, ‘monster boobs’,
‘tits on a stick’, and other shit like that. There’s zero chance
you’re going to be a nurse anymore. Do you really think you can get
any normal job looking like this? I see the porn you watch. Your
life has become porn. You’re the campus pornstar. I mean… I can’t
even… Are you really going to be a stripper?”

 


After pouring a double dose of
vodka into her drink, Stephanie giggled and spoke informally. “Fuck
yeah. Why not? I’m a stripper now. Who gives a fuck? So what if I
like drugs. It’s fun. And I don’t give a fuck what people think
about me. Porn is awesome. Maybe I wanna do porn. I’d like, make a
ton of money. Everyone keeps telling me that. I’m crazy hot now.
Everyone wants to fuck me.”

 


“That’s what you want? Really? I
know you, Steph. Or at least, I used to know you. I barely know who
you are anymore. You used to be my smart friend. You were going
places. I was the slutty one. I was the dumb one. It was fun. And
now… now you’re sluttier than anyone ever. You were literally
listening to a song on repeat about being a whore. That song is
funny to most people, it’s not real. It shouldn’t be real. Do you
really want to be a fucking prostitute?”

 


Stephanie shrugged and sipped at
her drink. It wasn’t strong enough, so she added more
vodka.

 


Krissy was speaking rapidly,
stringing together thoughts at an exhausting pace. She continued
her rant. “I hear these crazy stories about you from people.
They’re hard to believe, but anything is possible with you now. I
would barely be surprised if you made your boobs so big that you
couldn’t walk and got lips so big you couldn’t even talk and wore a
shirt that says ‘Only $100 To Fuck Me’ and just sucked cock all day
long. You’re halfway there already.”

 


“Oh that’s hot. Thanks for the
idea, Kriss.”

 


“How did this happen to you? You
used to be so normal. That used to be you,” Krissy pointed to the
collage of photos on the wall of the two of them. Stephanie looked
like a completely different person. “I’m legit worried about you. I
thought it was cool and stuff at first when you started all this
shit, but now it’s gone off the rails. You never go to class
anymore. I don’t think you’ve been to a single class since your
second surgery where you turned your breasts into literal balloons
like a fucking human blowup doll. All you do anymore is social
media shit, masturbate with your huge collection of dildos, and
take drugs all day. You’re going to fail out of college. I wanted
to be your roommate for the next three years, but they’re going to
kick you out of school. I’m surprised they haven’t expelled you
already for the way you dress around campus. And it’s not just me,
everyone is concerned about you. Our hallmates, your family; your
parents have been trying to contact you for weeks. You keep
ignoring them. They called me. They still don’t know what you did
to your body, I didn’t have the heart to tell them.”

 


“Jeez, Krissy. Like don’t pop a
tit. I’ve changed? You used to be chill.”

 


“YOU’RE THE ONE WITH BALLOON TITS,
NOT ME!”

 


Stephanie giggled idiotically and
looked down at the cavern of cleavage that dominated her entire
perspective of the world. “Oh yeah, I forgot,” she said
jokingly.

 


“This is serious. I’m
serious!”

 


“Smoke some pot and take a chill
pill. Like it’s totes not serious, nothing is serious. Everything
should just be fun and feel good.”

 


“No! That’s not what life is about.
You need to be real, Steph. I can’t stand by and let you throw your
life away. Is any of this getting through to you, or did you have
your brain removed and replaced with saline? I don’t know if it’s
the insane amount of drugs you’re doing or what, but it feels like
you’re not even there anymore. Like you think everything is a video
game or something. I don’t know.”

 


“You can do whatever you want,
Kriss. My life is gonna be about my boobs, my butt, getting fucked
by hot guys, and chugging cum,” she posed with maximum duckface to
emphasize her point.

 


Stephanie turned away from Krissy
to get more ice from the freezer. Krissy watched her roommate’s
protruding, injected, and implanted butt bouncing and noticed the
tattoo right above her ass cheeks for the first time. “STEPH! You
got a tramp stamp? What the actual fuck?”

 


“Oh yeah! Do you like
it?”

 


Krissy had been wrong, she was
still capable of being surprised by Stephanie’s increasingly slutty
decisions. “It says ‘Cum Dumpster’! How could you do that to
yourself?”

 


“Fucking hot, right? Gonna get tons
more dick now.”

 


Krissy shrieked manically, “AHHH!
WHAT THE ACTUAL FUCK IS HAPPENING!?”

 


Stephanie raised her eyebrows,
revealing her dilated pupils. She was mostly unperturbed by
Krissy’s outburst. “Whoa. That wasn’t chill. Let’s smoke some
weed.”

 


Breathing heavily from the effort
of screaming at the top of her lungs, Krissy starred at her best
friend in disbelief. She had nothing left to say.

 


“I got some Xanies too. They chill
you out like super hard. Want one?”

 


“NO! I DON’T WANT TO GET FUCKED UP
ON PRESCRIPTION PILLS WITH YOU! YOU’RE CRAZY!”

 


“Oh okay. That, like makes sense.
Screaming totes makes you seem like the sane one.”

 


“Grawwwwrrr! Give me that fucking
vodka. I think you just gave me a fucking brain
aneurysm.”


Part VI: Abyss
Limit

 


 


“There’s absolutely no going
back for Stephanie. The changes to her mind and body are complete.
She is down the rabbit hole. Her subconscious mind is totally
over-ridden. I call this point of her conditioning ‘the abyss’.
Imagine an asymptotic curve that dives straight down to zero. Sure,
like in Zeno’s paradox, you never actually get to zero, but you can
get so close that you call it zero. It’s just like a limit in
calculus. Stephanie’s old self isn’t totally gone, it can never be
gone, but at this point she is so far gone that we might as well
call it zero.”

 


~ Hieronymus Bosch
Maxwell
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Chapter
27:

Double Diamonds

 


Stephanie’s first day at work was
more fun than she anticipated. It didn’t even feel like work. Sure,
it was tiring, but she didn’t feel tired until the shift was over.
The endless supply of cocaine in the changing room provided to the
girls by Big Tony assured that they didn’t need to get tired. “Oh
my gawww… I like, get all the free coke I want at work? Is there
any better job ever?” She asked in amazement when she was first
taken to the changing room. The room was also a lounge where the
girls could chill out and do whatever they wanted.

 


Big Tony had gone all out with the
amenities in the girl’s lounge. “This isn’t fuckin’ working at
Walmart,” He told Stephanie.

 


All of the other strippers were
excited to meet Stephanie. They asked her all sorts of questions
about her plastic surgeries. They wanted to know how big her
implants were, where and when she had gotten them done, how hard it
was to carry all that weight around on her tiny body, and similar
questions. They also wanted to touch her huge boobs, which she
allowed. Just like Big Tony had been in disbelief that Stephanie
was a college student, the girls at Double Diamonds were similarly
confused.

 


“So like, you’re a genius slut?
That’s soo cool.” Krystal had asked. Krystal had been at the club
the longest and was the de facto matriarch of the Double Diamonds
crew, she was assigned to be Stephanie’s mentor. After the other
strippers left to go work, the two of them were hanging out
together and getting to know each other.

 


“Like, yeah. I guess so. In high
school people told me all the time I’m super-duper smart and stuff.
I got straight A’s. I was salutatorian of my class last year,”
Stephanie told her new friend while holding a straw she was about
to use to snort amphetamines.

 


“Like holy shit, girl. You like are
smart. I don’t even know what that is.” Krystal said.

 


“What? Salutatorian?”

 


“Yeah. What’s that? You’re like
smart that you even know what that is.”

 


“You know the
valedictorian?”

 


“Yeah. They got the best
grades.”

 


“I was one below that. I had like
second best grades. That’s salutatorian. I got like a huge
scholarship to go to school here. But I think they’re gonna take it
away after this semester,” Stephanie said.

 


“Really? Like why?”

 


“Cause I don’t like going to
classes anymore. It’s no fun. So I’m probs not gonna get passing
grades in a lot of stuff. But like, I don’t even care, ya know?
Being a slut is wayyy more fun. Maybe I’m like soo smart that I
know being a slut is better than taking stupid classes that I don’t
give a fuck about. Cause like, maybe I was stupid before and now I
know better. I thought drugs weren’t fun, and being a slut was bad,
and that I needed to go to school to get money and have people like
me. But I’m gonna make way more money doing stripper stuff and I
don’t even give a fuck what people think about me anymore. And guys
like go crazy over me.”

 


“Oh my god! Maybe I’m smart too. I
didn’t go to college cause I didn’t like school either. I make way
more money than my sister who went to college. She calls me a slut
and tries to make me feel bad and stuff sometimes. But I just count
the bills in my Chanel handbag and laugh while wearing a $1500
designer dress.”

 


The two strippers giggled together.
They were both incredibly high. “You’re like soo cool, Krystal. If
you were my sister, I’d still call you a slut, but it would be like
a compliment cause you’re awesome.”

 


“You’re awesome too Steph. You’re
gonna make tons and tons of money here. Everyone is gonna be like
totally obsessed with your boobs.”

 


“How big are your boobs,
Krystal?”

 


“I just got them done again last
year. They’re 1800cc. They were some of the biggest in the club.
Not anymore! I’ve been thinking about going bigger. I have this
client who like said he’d pay for it if he got to be the first to
titty-fuck them after my surgery. But, I like already make tons of
money and I don’t want my back to be sore. Does that happen to
you?”

 


“I just got them. So it’s okay
right now. I just pumped them to 3100cc from 2500cc this week.
They’re expanders. I dunno if I said that already. That’s why
they’re soo stiff right now and look kinda like they’re gonna pop.”
She pointed to her cleavage, the skin was clearly strained. Thin
green lines arched their way across her orbs. The lines were veins
struggling to supply her stretched out breast tissue with blood. “I
go to the gym all the time and I do lots of back and shoulder
exercise. But yeah, they’re super super heavy. But ya know, the
easiest way to get over it when my back is sore from dancing all
night is this…” Stephanie inhaled a long line of white powder into
her nostril.

 


“Hahaha! Oh my god, Stephanie!
You’re crazy!”

 


“Wanna hear something even more
crazy?”

 


“Crazier than that tattoo? I still
can’t believe you got that. It’s probably the sluttiest thing I’ve
ever seen, and I’m a hooker. What could be crazier?”

 


“I’m gonna keep filling my tits up.
Like a lot more. I want them to be totally fucking huge. Like, I
just want to be all tits. Is that crazy?”

 


“That is crazy, girl. You’re crazy,
Stephanie. Do you do OnlyFans?”

 


“I’m working on my social right
now. I don’t make porn yet. Maybe you could help me set it up or
give me tips. Everyone keeps telling me I’d be really good at it
and make tons of money. I love to fuck and be a slut, so porn is
perfect. I look like a pornstar anyways.”

 


“Yeah sure, babe. I’ll totally help
you if you want. But it’s like super easy. You just turn on a
camera and like fuck, or stick a dildo in your pussy and act like a
slut. Then you upload it just like Instagram or TikTok. I’m like a
total airhead and even I think it’s easy.”

 


“Thanks, Krystal! Maybe I’ll make a
video this weekend. For now, can you show me some moves. Big Tony
told me you could teach me how to do lap dances and stripping moves
and stuff.”

 


“Of course, girl. I’ll teach you.
It’ll take a few weeks to get good at it. There’s some techniques
and stuff to get good at dancing. But you don’t need to be a really
good dancer right now. For now, you can just shake your tits and
twerk your ass and the guys will love that. And then you can just
go around the club and give blowjobs and stuff. Sound good? Your
body is fake, but you’re a natural slut.

 


They both giggled. “That’s funny,
Krystal. You are smart. I’ll let you teach me as long as I don’t
have to do homework.”

 


…

 


Less than thirty minutes after
taking drugs and talking with her new friend Krystal, Stephanie was
on her knees in one of the private rooms adjacent to the main area
of the club. The door was locked, and she had a stranger’s penis
firmly lodged in her esophagus. She didn’t remember his name, he
was kind of old and wasn’t very attractive, but he did have lots of
cash. Money was all that was necessary to get a whore like
Stephanie to show off her deep throat abilities and swallow a load
of some random guy’s spunk. She worked her magic, rapidly pumping
her face on and off of his pelvis, making sure to smush her pink
cock pillows against his shaft every time she face-pumped. She had
her hands on his legs in order to stabilize herself as she worked.
It was hard work to keep up this pace, but Stephanie was coked out
of her mind and was eager to receive a hot load. It was after 9pm,
and other than with her dildo, she hadn’t fucked all day. She was
as horny as she was high. The patron had only paid for a blowjob,
which disappointed her, she really wanted to get her pussy filled
up.

 


The owner of the penis in
Stephanie’s throat was amazed at both how hard the prostitute was
working, and how absurdly slutty she was. His moans bordered on
screams, the pleasure was overwhelming. He had never gotten head
like this in his whole life, and he fucked a lot of prostitutes.
Gripping the arms of the chair he was sitting in tightly, he leaned
back and held on like he was getting ready to take off in a
spaceship. “Ahh! Fuck! Fuck! Fuck! Suck that shit! Keep it up,
bitch! Just like that!”

 


Although she enjoyed the
commentary, the prostitute didn’t need any encouragement. She could
tell from the rigidity of his shaft and the precum that was
drizzling out of the top that she was doing a good job. She had
learned a variety of techniques from all the porn she watched and
from practicing on her dildo as well as Hary’s penis. She knew from
experience that men liked it sloppy, and they also liked women that
objectified themselves. Allowing as much saliva to pour forth from
her suckhole as possible, a mess of pre-cum and spit pooled on
Stephanie’s chin, on her naked breasts, and on the man’s lap. She
needed a quick break to catch some air, which gave her the
opportunity to show off how filthy she could be.

 


Lifting up her head and starring
into the patron’s eyes, she panted heavily. “I love being calld a
bitch. I’m your filthy slutty bitch. I turned my whole face into a
nasty slutty hole for cocks. Did I do a good job? Or do you think I
need bigger lips to suck better?” To emphasize her point of how
filthy she was, Stephanie grabbed the man’s genitals starting at
the balls, dragged her hands up to the tip, and slurped all of the
fluid off that she had collected. She then lowered her face and
licked at his lap for what she had missed. Sitting up more straight
on her knees, she looked down at the soft, heavy orbs that were so
stretched out from plastic surgery that they could barely be called
breasts. They were fuckbags now. She gave her upper body the same
treatment she had just given the man’s cock, collecting the saliva
in her fingers and palms, and then greedily gulping it down, making
a big show of how she swallowed it. When she was done, she stuck
out her dick sucking lips in a wet pout and let another round of
saliva slowly pour forth, splattering all over the top of her
fuckbags. She was careful to release the thick liquid slowly so
that it created a long, waterfall-like line that connected her
bottom lip to her breasts. She paused and fluttered her thick, fake
eyelashes, starring at her patron and trying to look as airheaded
as possible.

 


“Bitch, you’re plastic face
couldn’t be any better of a fuckhole. But hell, I wouldn’t mind
feeling those lips with a little more plastic in them. They’re
already crazy big. You probably have a hard time closing them. They
almost touch your nose. But bigger is always better. I love the
extreme duckface look.”

 


Stephanie was repeating the
technique where she scooped all the fluid off her fuckbags, slurped
it off her long fingernails greedily, and then covered them with
saliva again. When she was done, she asked the man, “So do you
wanna fuck my stupid plastic face more and cum like straight down
my throat and tell me I’m your bitch, or do you wanna stick that
fat cock between my giant bimbo boobs and tittyfuck the shit out of
them?”

 


“The tits! Lemme fuck those fat,
fake utters you got. I’ve never seen anything like those things.
Please!”

 


“Yay!” She cheered and eagerly
plopped her 3100cc expandable boobs onto the stranger’s lap,
eagerly shoving his member into her warm cleavage. “I love to titty
fuck!”

 


“I bet you do. I can’t think of
what else those ridiculous things are good for. You’re a tiny
little thing. I can’t imagine how much effort it takes to haul
those things around all day. You’re an impressive slut.”

 


Squeezing her fuckbags around the
man’s cock, she bounced her inflatable sex toys off his lap, making
sure to squeeze them as tightly as possible so it felt to her
client like there was a warm pussy on her chest. “Thanks! I’m super
proud of them. I used to have like no tits. I couldn’t even titty
fuck at all. It was like really sad. And then I was like, ‘wouldn’t
it be hot if I got tons of surgery and stretched out my tiny
useless boobs with giant fucking implants designed for tittyfucking
lots of cocks?’ And then I was like, ‘Yeah, Imma do that so
everyone knows I’m a slut.’ And that’s how I like got my new
boobs.”

 


The client had his hands on either
side of the bimbo’s boobs bouncing on his lap, helping her squeeze
them tightly around his shaft. He was enjoying the prostitute’s
enthusiasm and over-the-top objectification of herself. “Bitch.
That’s the best story I’ve ever heard. How’d you get that tramp
stamp?”

 


“Oh my gawww! Like thanks for
asking. I just got it. I was like thinkin’, ‘How can I be the
biggest slut ever?’ I wanted to fill up my boobs with more saline,
but I have to wait cause they’re like stiff and too stretched right
now from my last fill. So I was like, ‘I could just tattoo that I’m
a slut on my body so everyone knows.’ And then I was like, ‘What’s
the sluttiest thing I could permanently ink on my fuckdoll body?’ I
asked this guy who fucks me all the time what it should say, and
he’s like super smart, and he told me I’m just a cum dumpster now.
Ya know… I didn’t even have to pay for my tat, unless you call
getting my pussy filled up with cum paying. That’s how I became a
cum dumpster.”

 


The man chuckled emphatically, “You
really are a next level whore, aren’t you?”

 


“Yeppp! I’m soo happy to have huge
boobs and take cum all the time. I dun’ even care if I make my
boobs so fucking big that I have back problems. I’m soo fucking
addicted to taking cum in my wet holes and pumping saline into my
plastic parts.”

 


“Keep bouncing those things just
like that,” He guided her efforts, so she was bouncing at his
desired pace. “I got an idea for you to be more slutty.”

 


“Oh my gawww… thank you.
What?”

 


“How about you get a tattoo on your
face from cheek to cheek that says ‘Cock-Hole’.” He wasn’t sure if
he was joking or not.

 


“Wow! What a great idea! It’s true!
My face is a cock-hole! I love it!”

 


As she bounced, he watched the tip
of his cock peak up over her breasts at the bottom of each bounce.
“Hey bitch, can you suck the tip while you titty-fuck?”

 


Without a word, Stephanie lowered
her face and cockpads downwards, into her own cleavage. With her
lips fixed at the point his dick poked through, she sucked as hard
as she could when it popped up. Pausing every few bounces, she held
her boobs against his lap and sucked greedily at the exposed
tip.

 


“That’s it! Just like that! I’m
gonna cum! Suck it out, bitch!”

 


She stumbled out of the private
room and into the club. She was excited to have made $500, which
meant she was now a professional ho. Beaming with pride and flushed
red cheeks, her face glowed from smeared makeup and slowly drying
semen. She felt light-headed and was stumbling a little bit as she
clopped across the club in her high heeled stripper boots. One of
the other employees saw her and grabbed her by the arm. “Stephanie!
You were in there a long time. And oh my gosh, look at you. You’re
a mess. We need to get you to the back to get cleaned
up.”

 


The girl guided her to the changing
area. Stephanie didn’t remember the other stripper’s name. “Thank
you. That was like super fun. I love cock,” she moaned
deliriously.

 


“Okay, girl. Let’s get all that
stuff cleaned off and touch up your makeup. You worked really hard
today. You can take your money and go home if you want. I’ll tell
Big Tony.”

 


It’s true that Stephanie was a
mess. There were sprinkles of semen in her hair, her body glistened
with the stuff, and her makeup was smeared. Her clothes had been
spared because she had taken them off as soon as she entered the
private room. There were showers in the changing room. She rinsed
off, playfully rubbing down her hyper-feminized body.

 


After a couple pills, some shots of
liquor, a few lines of cocaine, and a reapplication of makeup, she
was back out on the floor looking for another customer. She really
wanted to get her pussy railed and hoped they didn’t just want a
blow job.

 


Big Tony approached her. “You doing
okay, Stephanie? Amber told me you gave an all-out marathon
servicing to a customer.”

 


“Stephanie is like super good,” she
said of herself in the third person.

 


Big Tony raised an eyebrow. He
could tell that she was pretty out of it. “If you say so… Are you
going to service another customer? That last fellow was a regular.
His name’s Dave. I just talked to him. He said you gave the best
blowjob he’s ever had. That means a lot coming from him. He comes
in all the time. I’m not sure what you did, but it was clearly
impressive. Keep up the good work and let me know if you need
anything, okay?”

 


“Okie dokie… Hicc!” Stephanie
hiccupped. A dribble of white fluid escaped her mouth, adorning her
lower cock pad. She wiped it away with her acrylic fingernail and
put it back in her mouth.

 


Moments later, another stranger
approached her. “Stephanie, right?” He inquired. This man was
taller, younger, and better looking than her last
client.

 


“Yeppp! Dats me.”

 


“My name is Michael. I just talked
to my buddy Dave. He said you give him the best blowjob of all
time. It looks like you’re all cleaned up. Are you ready for
another round?”

 


She was disappointed that he wanted
a blowjob and not vaginal penetration. As her mind grew more foggy,
she was becoming increasingly horny. Responding cheerfully, she did
her best to not show her disappointment. “Of course, stud. Let’s
see what you got?” She reached for his cock, sliding some of her
long fingernails into the front of his pants.

 


“Whoa! You are a feisty one. Why am
I not surprised? Let’s get that cum dumpster of a body into a back
room before I bust a nut in my pants.”

 


Two minutes later, Stephanie’s head
was buried in another stranger’s lap. Although her mind was dulled,
some of her senses seemed heightened. The musk of the strangers
sweat was intoxicating. Every drop of pre-cum she received was
appreciated for its unique, salty, delicious flavor.

 


Thirty minutes later, she was
stumbling out of the private room behind Michael. After that, she
was back in the changing room cleaning herself up again. One more
pill, three more lines of white powder, a shot, and then back to
the main area of the club.

 


Ten minutes after that, she had her
head buried in another stranger’s lap.

 


An hour after taking the third load
in her mouth, she was getting ready to take a fourth load. The
relentless face fucking with four different strangers was causing
the experiences to blend together. She couldn’t remember any of
their names. Vaguely, she could recall each separate experience by
the smell of the men’s sweaty genitals.

 


An hour after her fourth load, she
was finally getting her pussy railed. She remembered bouncing on a
man’s lap, cramming his penis into her vagina as hard as she could,
over and over again while he played with her heavy plastic boobs.
She remembered having a screaming orgasming. The built up sexual
tension from not getting her pussy railed but having to suck off a
parade of guys had built her up for a mind-bending orgasm. She woke
up alone in the private room. She had blacked out from the orgasm.
Struggling to get to her feet, she looked for her clothes and
wondered what happened to her client. There was money on a table
nearby and she could feel hot cum leaking from her cunt.

 


The door to the lounge opened up.
She was surprised because it was supposed to be locked.
Frantically, she tried to cram her boobs back into her ‘WET PUSSY’
top. When the door opened, she was relieved to see that it was Big
Tony.

 


“Stephanie! There you are. You’ve
been working like a slut on a mission. I’ve never seen anything
like this. Normally the girls dance for a few hours, then service
one client, maybe two. I hear you skipped the lap dances and went
straight to hooking and then took 5 private customers already
tonight. Is that true?”

 


It all blended together. She tried
to count how many cocks she’d taken but couldn’t remember anymore.
“Like… I think so.”

 


“That’s got to be a record. Well,
let’s get you cleaned up and on your way home. That was a hell of a
night for you. You must be exhausted. You’re the hardest working
whore I’ve ever heard of.”

 


Pouting her lips and batting her
eyelashes, the club’s new whore responded with disappointment. “But
like… it’s still early. I think I can fuck a couple more guys
before I go home. My pussy still wants it.”

 


“Unreal!” Big Tony laughed
boomingly and slapped his knee. “You’re still trying to fuck? You
really are a cum dumpster, aren’t you? I don’t want you to get
burned out. I need you back here on Saturday night.”

 


She put her booty shorts back on,
struggling slightly to pull them over her implant-enhanced cheeks.
“I feel like great. I just love cock sooo fucking much.”

 


“Okay. Well it’s up to you. If you
think you can keep using your body this way without breaking that
pussy or draining that slutty brain, more power to ya. And more
cash in both our pockets.”

 


“Yeppp. Stephanie need more cum,”
she cheered.

 


After making over $6,000 in cash,
Stephanie got a ride back to her dorm room, arriving around 4am.
She didn’t remember how she got home that night. The next morning,
she vaguely recalled one of her fellow strippers driving her back.
The hangover she had was bad, but not even the worst one she had so
far that week. In addition to the hangover, all of her holes were
aching. Her pussy felt beaten up, and her jaw was sore from
deepthroat. Her asshole felt uncomfortable as well. She didn’t even
remember doing anal. She figured the buttfucking must have taken
place later when she was blacked-out. Every single one of her holes
were affected, even her nostrils; the relentless sniffing of drugs
into her nose made them feel dry and irritated. She clutched her
head and tried to sit up straight. The weight on her chest made it
difficult, so she rolled out of bed instead. She opened a drawer in
her desk that she called her ‘drug drawer’. Pretty soon, most of
the hangover and pain in her holes was either gone, or masked by
intoxication.

 



Chapter
28:

Two Gallons

 


“What are we gonna do after you
graduate, and I get kicked out of college? I don’t know what to do
with myself if I don’t have you telling me what to do.”

 


Hary was busying himself
sterilizing a fill port on one of Stephanie’s tissue expanders.
“Don’t worry about it. I’m thinking about starting a business in
town. I’ll still be around to fuck you sometimes and tell you what
to do. I’m thinking about making a few more girls like you and
having a harem of sluts that I rent out. Do you think that Krissy
would make a good whore?”

 


Stephanie was holding her left arm
in the air to give Hary better access to her left breast. Her right
hand was on her right breast, feeling it’s firmness and added
weight. “No. She doesn’t want to be a whore like me. She’s like
always getting angry at me for doin’ fun stuff that I
like.”

 


“Do you want her to be a bimbo like
you?”

 


She sighed happily with the
familiar feeling of saline rushing into her chest. “Mmm… I’d like
that.”

 


“Do you think she’d be happier as a
bimbo slut? You’re happier now aren’t you?”

 


“Yeppp! I’m soo fucking happy now.
I think she’d like it. She just doesn’t know how great it is to not
give a fuck and get all the dick you want.”

 


“Well, then. I need you to do
something for me. I want you to put a little bit of this powder in
whatever Krissy drinks for the next week up until graduation. I’ll
remind you, but on the night of our last big party, right after
graduation, you need to give her a lot of the magic powder. It’s
like fairy dusty. It’s magic. Be a good girl and do that,
okay?”

 


“Okies. Stephanie will be a good
girl and give Krissy the magic powder.”

 


“Without her knowing. Secretly,
okay?”

 


“Okies. I’m a good
girl.”

 


“Good girl,” he reaffirmed. Hary
was pleased at the further mental changes that were taking place in
his bimbo’s practically braindead mind. She was regularly referring
to herself in the third person, which was something that further
distanced herself from her humanity and sense of self, and created
a sense within herself of complete objectification. “If you get
kicked out of your dorm, I’ll set you up somewhere nearby. You’re
making lots of money now working at that club. I’ll help you pay
bills and stuff. I know how much you hate doing any real work that
isn’t stripping and whoring. For now, I want you to keep being as
slutty as you can, working at that club, and having fun at campus
parties.”

 


Starring down sadly at her
mountains of boob meat, disappointed, she asked, “Is that all? They
don’t seem much bigger.”

 


“They’re a lot bigger. I just added
550cc to each. They’re each 4200cc now. That’s well over a gallon
of saline in each of your boobs. They’re about ten pounds each. You
were a little bit over one hundred pounds before the surgeries. So
that would mean that with 20 pounds of saline in your tits, you’re
now around 15% breast implant by body weight. That’s very
impressive. You still have more to go, so make sure you’re doing
your exercises every day.”

 


“They won’t let me wear the outfits
I like at the school gym. Makes me so mad,” Stephanie did her best
to show anger. Her face was frozen from Botox, so she mostly
frowned with her eyes.

 


“I’ll sign you up at a different
gym nearby and let you know the cost. We need to keep your back and
shoulder muscles strong as we keep adding more saline.” He began
packing up the breast expansion supplies.

 


“Awww… is that all? I think I can
take some more.”

 


“Wait til next week. Be patient and
do as you’re told.”

 


“Can we fuck again? I’m still
horny.”

 


“No. I’m spent. And I have
something to work on. I’m sending you home. Make sure to give this
powder to Krissy. If you run out, I’ll give you more.”

 


“Can you just play with my boobs a
little bit. Maybe I can suck on your cock while you’re working. I
don’t care if it’s not hard. I just want it in my mouth. If it’s
not hard I can put the whole thing with your balls in my mouth and
just suck on it for fun. Please!”

 


“No, Stephanie. Bad doll. Do as
your told. I’m done with you for the day.”

 


“But I’m soo fucking horny! There
are no parties at AO tonight and I don’t have work at Double
Diamonds.”

 


“Go home and masturbate with that
huge collection of dildos you have, fuck someone downstairs in the
lounge, or find another party. I don’t give a fuck. I just can’t
have you bothering me right now. I have important, man things to
work on.”

 


Hary helped her to her feet, she
wobbled slightly under the added weight before finding her balance.
He slapped her ass sharply, indicating that he was finished with
her. “Now get the fuck out of her ya dumb cunt.”

 


The freshly pumped up bimbo waddled
her way downstairs to the fraternity’s main lounge area. There were
no brothers in sight. She sighed and headed back to her
apartment.

 


Walking back through campus, she
got the typical reactions from students. Everyone starred and
commented on her appearance. Some people surreptitiously took
photos and videos. Stephanie was used to the attention. She liked
it. She overheard the whispers and smiled to herself, making sure
to hold her shoulders back and sway her hips temptingly.

 


“There’s that plastic slut,”
someone nearby whispered.

 


“Does she really go
here?...”

 


“I hear she’ll fuck
anyone….”

 


“Look at those
balloons…”

 


“Look at her tattoo…”

 


“Look at those clothes…”

 


Shocking people in public with her
appearance was Stephanie’s new hobby. She continued walking through
the center of campus, her boobs hanging out of her top from every
angle. Pausing in front of one of the buildings, she remembered
that she had a class in the main lecture hall that was taking place
right now. She hadn’t attended any of her classes in months. She
would be coming in near the end of class, but that would be enough
time to get some attention and find a guy that would either fuck
her or invite her to a party so she could get fucked.

 


Before she entered the lecture
hall, she adjusted her clothing. Her booty shorts barely covered
any of her butt and looked more like underwear. The top she had
chosen for the day had one of her famous slogans printed across the
front. It was black with red letters. It read: “SEX
ADDICT”.

 


It took only a few seconds after
she swung open the double doors in the rear of the lecture hall for
all 75 freshman students to turn their heads and begin gossiping.
First a few heads turned, then a few more, and pretty soon everyone
was looking at her. Some people were muttering and whispering,
other people were commenting on her appearance loudly.

 


“It’s that girl with the boobs,” a
boy nearby said.

 


“Her bazookas are even bigger than
I thought…”

 


“She’s a student?...”

 


“No way dude, no way…”

 


The professor was the last to turn
around. He stopped scribbling on the whiteboard and addressed
Stephanie over the microphone. “Excuse me, miss. Can I help you?
Are you lost?”

 


“Ummm… I’m in this class,” she
twirled her hair and slouched with a hand on one hip.

 


The professor squinted his eyes and
rubbed his chin in confusion. He wondered if this was a prank.
“This is physics 105, I don’t think I’ve ever seen you before… I
think I’d remember.”

 


“Yeppp! Physics 105. That’s
me!”

 


Almost everyone in the class
giggled at the professor’s comment. Clearly this girl did not
belong in a physics class. The only students who didn’t giggle were
a few girls with angry expressions and a few boys who were trying
not to cum in their pants at the sight of her.

 


He continued his line of
questioning, “Are you sure? You don’t have anything to take notes
with. You don’t exactly look like you’re ready to
learn.”

 


The class laughed again.

 


“I’m a good listener!” She located
an empty seat near the back next to a boy who looked familiar.
Everyone watched as she made her way there. Aware that she was
seating herself, some of the boys looked on eagerly, hoping she
would sit next to them. She pushed herself past three guys in a row
to get to the seat, allowing her big plastic butt to get within
inches of their faces. She plopped her fat ass down; several
seconds later, her breasts stopped jiggling and settled in place,
high and firm protruding straight out from her upper
body.

 


Looking at his watch
contemplatively, the professor took a long moment to figure out
what he was going to do next. There was 7 minutes left in class and
he was pretty much done the lesson. Everyone was distracted. It was
easier to call it a day than it was to either continue to address
the girl, or try to ignore the situation. Most of the class was
still starring. There was a cacophony of whispers. “Okay, class.
That’s enough excitement for today. Check the syllabus for your
homework assignment and let me know if you have any questions. My
office hours are open from now until 5pm.”

 


The students began packing up their
things and standing up to exit. The boy Stephanie had chosen to sit
next to was indeed someone she had met before. He sat practically
motionless. He addressed her, stuttering, “…Stephanie
Calculus?”

 


“Oh my gawww… I like thought I
remembered you!” Stephanie said excitedly.

 


“Marcus.” He stuck out his hand for
her to shake.

 


She starred at his hand vacantly
and batted her lashes as if she didn’t know what a handshake was.
“Ohh…” Extending her hand to meet his, she slowly brought his hand
closer to her face. Holding him by the wrist, she guided it so some
of his fingers went into her mouth. She pushed her lips outwards
and sucked, allowing him to feel the soft firmness of her
cockpads.

 


Marcus let out a guttural moan.
“St…Stephanie. You look… different.”

 


“Thanks! I got giant fucking fake
tits, and bigger DSLs, and a new butt and stuff. You
like?”

 


“Yes. You look… good.” The class
streamed past them towards the exit. Several girls sneered meanly.
Boys looked on, jealous of Marcus.

 


She smiled, winked, and shot Marcus
one of her signature lip puckers. “What are you up to tonight,
Marcus?”

 


“Umm… I’m uhhh,” he was doing his
best to play it cool. “We’ve got a party at the baseball house
tonight. I was gonna head over there after class. Do you wanna
come?”

 


She bent forward so that one of her
spectacular breasts was touching his arm. She craned her neck,
indicating she wanted to whisper something in his ear. He lowered
his head towards her. Her swollen lips were close enough to his ear
that he could feel the hot moisture on her breathe. “I’ll come with
you. If you cum in me.”

 


Marcus gulped audibly. Stephanie
could hear the gulp and see the way his Adam’s apple slid down his
neck and back up again. In one swift motion he swept his stuff on
the desk, dumped it recklessly into his backpack, grabbed Stephanie
by the arm, and lead her out of the lecture hall.

 


 



Chapter
29:

Baseball Teamed

 


“This is Dirk. He’s the team
captain. That’s Philo and Seamus over there. My roommate Tim is
over there by the kegs…” Marcus was leading Stephanie around the
backyard of the baseball team’s main house, pointing out his fellow
teammates and introducing them to Stephanie. The backyard had some
tables out to play drinking games like beer pong. There was a game
of ladder ball and another game of cornhole being played. The smell
of barbequing meat emanated from the house’s patio where speakers
were set up that were pumping out rock music. The party was just
getting started and it wasn’t very busy yet. Nevertheless,
Stephanie was getting plenty of attention.

 


All the boys that Stephanie met
reacted similarly, stuttering, or struggling to maintain their
composure. She loved melting away the confidence of big, strong
boys with her looks. Marcus had calmed down a lot. He was back to
acting confident. The two had just finished fucking in a room
upstairs. He hadn’t lasted long before orgasming the first time,
filling up Stephanie’s pussy as she begged for his load. For the
first time in his life, Marcus experienced multiple orgasms without
his cock going flaccid between efforts. The second load went down
Stephanie’s throat. He lasted a lot longer before the second
orgasm, but her deepthroat abilities forced a conclusion of the sex
session quicker than either of them wanted. “You can fuck me again
later, okay?” She had said. She loved being so hot that she could
squeeze unbelievable amounts of jizz out of men.

 


Marcus had his arm around
Stephanie, his forearm was rubbing the underside of her breast. His
bare skin touched her naked breast at the point where it spilled
out of the bottom of her ‘SEX ADDICT’ shirt. It made him feel manly
and important to be able to bring the horniest, sluttiest girl
around to the party with his boys. Stephanie lifted her leg
slightly to wipe away some cum that had leaked out of her pussy.
Casually, she wiped it on her shorts.

 


“Let’s go get ourselves a drink.
What do you like? Do you smoke pot?” he asked.

 


“I’ll drink anything and smoke
anything,” she giggled.

 


“Here you go, it’s jungle juice. Be
careful though, we make it really strong.” He handed her a beverage
in a large red plastic cup.

 


“Thanks, Marcus. You’re sweet.” She
leaned closer to him so her balloonish breast pressed against his
side. She whispered, “And you have a fucking big fat cock
too.”

 


That comment caused him to
momentarily lose his composure again. He quickly collected himself.
“And you’re the dirtiest slut I’ve ever met in my life. I can’t
believe you love being a slut. The stuff that you said while we
were fucking, it almost broke my dick. What made you want to do all
this? Are you even still going to classes? I haven’t seen you
around.”

 


“I got a job as a stripper. Now
that I know how much money I can make, I’m dropping out of college.
It’s like a lot of money and like tons of fun. Just living it up at
parties right now until the end of the semester. Then I’m moving
off campus and bigger butt implants, some thigh injections, and
some other stuff. I have some more surgeries in a couple weeks. You
got my number. You should come by and fuck the shit out of me
whenever. You can try out my super huge fake new dumptruck ass and
better doll legs. I wanna have some guys that fucked before I redo
my bottom that will fuck me afterwards and tell me what they
think.”

 


“You… You’re serious. About the
butt stuff?” He asked skeptically.

 


“Soo… fucking… big…” she
whispered.

 


“I shouldn’t have asked. Of course
your serious. You have expandable breast implants the size of
basketballs and a tattoo that says ‘Cum Dumpster’ above your fake
ass. I shouldn’t be surprised if you said you’re gonna get pussy
implants. You are next level slutty. Like beyond beyond
slutty.”

 


She kissed him on the cheek,
leaving behind a red splotched shaped like her lips. “Thanks,
Marcus! You’re so sweet. And like how did you know I want a fat
pussy? But, I like can’t find a doctor to do pussy implants, but
I’m gonna get some injections to make it really big and soft.
That’s in a few months. It’s gonna be dope as fuck. I’ve already
got most of the hair lasered off, so it’s gonna be super soft and
super-duper fat too. Perfect for taking cocks. It’s gonna be soo
hot and soo slutty. Like, can you imagine what my camel toe is
gonna look like after I get my pussy pumped?”

 


“That’s a real thing? Pussy
enhancements? You can do that?”

 


“Fuck yeah! I gotta do it if I
wanna be one hundred percent plastic.” She patted the front of her
shorts where her vagina was saddled. She tried to look down to see
it, but saw only endless breast flesh.

 


“Can I try out your new pussy too
after you get it pumped up?”

 


“Of course, hon. I love your cock.
Come fuck my pussy anytime. And next time I don’t want you to hold
back on being rough and dirty talking me.”

 


“What do you mean?”

 


“You know,” she smiled seductively.
“Call me like a ‘dumb whore’ and tell me shit like about how my
tits are too big, and how I’m useless for anything but getting
fucked and taking cock. Kay?”

 


“Ummm… Okay. If that’s what you
want.”

 


Stephanie and Marcus had a few more
drinks. He was surprised by the tiny woman’s alcohol tolerance.
They smoked a blunt with some of the other people at the party. All
of the girlfriends of the baseball players gave Stephanie nasty
looks, tried to ignore her, or steered their boyfriends away from
her. Stephanie told Marcus that she was really good at beer pong,
so they did that for a while. Evidently, she was lousy at beer
pong, but no one cared. The boys at the party enjoyed watching her
body shake as she threw the ball. She became even more popular at
the party for her method of distracting the opposing team during
critical points of the game. Her method of distraction was very
effective. Right as they were shooting the ball, she would lift her
top up and expose her gargantuan saline orbs. Much of what was
going on at the periphery of the party ceased as Stephanie became
the center of attention.

 


They were in the middle of a game.
Marcus had just shot. The crowd watched as Stepanie threw the ball,
sending her plastic parts. He was recalling the story of how he met
up with his date earlier in the day. “And then she just walked
right into physics class looking just like that.” He was addressing
his roommate Tim who was standing to his other side. “You should
have seen the look on everyone’s faces. I think Professor Gordan
shat himself. He ended class like ten minute early. It was
spectacular.”

 


It was getting dark, and everyone
was hammered. The party began to move inside.

 


When they were back in the house,
Stephanie and Marcus looked at each other hungrily. The nonverbal
communication with their mutual body language was more than enough,
they were going to fuck again.

 


Their absence was noticed at the
party. Tim was one of the most drunken party attendees. Stephanie’s
presence had overwhelmed him. He was also jealous of his friend. He
was so drunk that he didn’t make the connection between Marcus
leaving the party with Stephanie, and the obvious fact that they
were upstairs fucking. He started up the stairs to the bedroom that
he shared with his roommate to jerk off and then pass
out.

 


…

 


Stephanie was laying on Marcus’
bed, her legs spread wide. He was fucking her fiercely, making her
naked boobs bounce all over the place. “Fuck me so my tits hit my
face! Harder!” She cried out in her most desperate slut
voice.

 


“Like this? You like that? Fucking
take my cock, you dumb whore. You’re good for nothing but taking
cocks. You’re the dumbest slut ever! You’re nothing but tits!
That’s all you are, a giant pair of boobs. Giant boobs and slutty
wet fuck holes!”

 


“Yes, PLEASE! Tell me how dumb and
slutty I am. Fuck me harder… Oufff!” She grunted as one of her
breasts smacked her in the face. “Just like that!” She did nothing
to restrain her heavy globes as they swung in wild circles around
her upper body. The thin layer of tissue that had made up her
previously A-Cup breasts was now stretched tenuously around her
gallon-sized implants. The thin fleshy layer strained to contain
her fuckbags as they slid around erratically inside of her body.
Marcus watched in awe. The perfectly spherical shape of her breasts
made it obvious where the implant started, and the rest of her body
began. He admired the irregular movements of her breasts, the way
they bounced off each other with a loud clapping noise as he laid
into her, and the desperate feminine energy that Stephanie
radiated. The bed was getting wet under her with pussy juices and
Marcus could smell the fragrance of her wet cunt mixed with her
perfume.

 


They had been fucking furiously for
fifteen minutes. Marcus was impressed with himself that he had
lasted this long without finishing. He was fit and had the stamina
to keep going, but he needed a quick break so that he didn’t bust a
nut quite yet. “Whew! Just give me a sec.” He kept his erection
inside of Stephanie without pumping and grabbed her chest melons.
He pawed at them and ran his fingers over every inch, occasionally
tweaking her nipples and making her squeal. “So fucking huge… And
your areolas are stretched out a lot. They must be crazy heavy for
you to carry around all day, and they must feel different, and all
stretched out inside your tits. I remember when you looked normal
and had small breasts. These things are ludicrous. They’re so
fucking full and firm and pumped up to the max.”

 


“It’s the best. I fucking love it.
Making myself all plastic and blowing up my plastic parts as big as
possible is my whole life. I live for the feeling of having my tits
stretched out with saline. I fill them all the time. As soon as
they don’t feel so tight that they’re gonna pop, I pump even more
saline into them. I did the same with my lips, and gonna do it to
my ass too. I love being stretched out. I don’t even give a fuck
about anything else. I just want bigger and bigger boobs, and more
and more cock.”

 


“You’re gonna make me bust just
holding it in you if you keep talking like that.” He kept his hands
on her breasts and looked around the room, still breathing heavily.
His eyes landed on the desk next to the bed. “I got an idea.” He
leaned forward on top of Stephanie so her boobs smushed into him.
He grabbed at something on the desk and then reasserted himself
back into position over top of her and between her legs. “How big
are your boobs?”

 


“4200cc each. Why?”

 


“And how big can you make them?” He
had a sharpie in his hand that he had just uncapped.

 


“I dunno. Like as big as I want.
Probs like 10,000cc or more. I’m gonna keep going bigger until it
becomes hard to do anything except fuck. Hey, what are you doing?”
She felt something tickling the underside of her breast, but she
couldn’t see what he was doing. All she could see was her boobs and
the head of her sex partner beyond them.

 


Marcus took the thick black sharpie
and started drawing on one of the breast balloons, just above where
her implant met her ribcage. When he was done, he wrote the same
thing on the same place on her other breast. “You wanna see? Can I
take a pic?” He asked.

 


“Sure, I just started doing porn. I
don’t give a fuck.”

 


He took a photograph of his
perspective with his smartphone and showed it to Stephanie. In the
picture, Stephanie’s stomach was visible, leading up to breasts
that ballooned off her chest, and some of her face was visible
between her breasts. Stephanie loved the picture and the sharpie
marks on her boobs. “O M G. That’s awesome.” He had written on each
breast above the feint line of her surgery scars in neat lettering:
‘Max Fill: 10,000cc’. She giggled stupidly, “Hehe! You’re funny.
Now do my face. Someone told me I should get a tattoo on the sides
of my lips that says ‘Cock Hole’. Can you write that?”

 


“You can cover up the writing on
your chest, but not on your face. Are you sure? It’s a thick
sharpie. It might take a few days to get it off. That’s the only
thing possibly sluttier than having that tattoo on your
back.”

 


“Fucking do it, please,” she
begged.

 


She tried not to smile or giggle as
he wrote the word ‘Cock’ on one cheek, and then ‘Hole’ on the other
cheek. “All done.”

 


“How do I look?”

 


He took another photo and showed
her. She giggled with approval.

 


“How about I bend you over and fuck
you on the desk facing the mirror so you can see
yourself?”

 


He pulled out of her, and they
changed positions. The desk was a good height for her to bend over
and hold onto. As he fucked her, her boobs were even more free to
move than they had been laying down. They swung around her chest,
clapped together, and occasionally smacking into the top surface of
the desk. Stephanie watched herself getting fucked in the mirror.
She puckered her lips to emphasize the message on her
face.

 


Next to the mirror they were using
to watch themselves fuck was the door to the room. With the loud
music playing downstairs, neither of them heard Tim coming up the
stairs. When he entered his room, he expected it to be
empty.

 


The couple stopped fucking and
starred at Tim. He starred back, frozen.

 


“Oh Hey, Tim.” Marcus said. “I’m
just fucking Stephanie here and giving her the full slut
treatment.”

 


Tim said nothing, he just
starred.

 


Stephanie was even less surprised
than Marcus. She saw opportunity in Tim. She saw another cock.
“Well come on in and fuck my cock hole. It’s not being used right
now.” She pushed out her face cockpads invitingly. They were so big
that they made an ‘O’ shape and left a tiny gap between them, the
entryway for a hard dick.

 


Marcus encouraged his roommate,
“Sure, why the fuck not. Come fuck this dumb slut’s face, buddy.
She can take it all the way down her throat like a pro. We’ll share
her. Trust me, you won’t believe how good she is at deepthroat.
It’s legendary. Step right up.”

 


Ten seconds later Tim was without
pants and standing in front of Stephanie. The two roommates
double-teamed her from both ends, taking turns playing with her
boobs. The hard-core sex party lasted until all three of them were
spent.

 


Marcus ended up being correct, it
would take a couple days before the sharpie came off of her
face.

 


 



Chapter
30:

Consequences

 


Krissy began frantically sending
multiple text messages to her soon to be ex-roomate. “What the
fuck! Pick up your freakin’ phone, Steph!” The seventh call in a
row failed to go through. She was jogging across an open field on
the totally opposite side of campus, trying to text as she jogged.
A serious situation was brewing. It was the confluence of
everything Krissy had warned Stephanie about, but worse. She was
the only person that could stop it, or at least lessen the
impending impact, but she was nowhere near their dorm. She had been
attending the graduation ceremony for the senior class. “Why me?
Why right now? Ughhh!”

 


A text came back, but it wasn’t
Stephanie. It was another message from Sasha, their next door
neighbor at the dorm room. The message said, “Tammy knows what
she’s doing. I didn’t tell her, I promise. I don’t want to have
anything to do with it. I think she’s calling campus
security.”

 


“This just keeps getting worse and
worse.” She picked up her pace. She couldn’t type at this speed,
but she could use the speech to text feature on her phone. She
wheezed. She had gained a few pounds since going to college and was
not used to any cardio exercise other than dancing. “You need to
call me right now. Get out of the dorm room.” She sent the message
to Steph.

 


And then, another message came in.
This time it was from Stephanie’s father, it read: “We’re pulling
onto campus. Stephanie won’t answer our messages. Are you at the
dorm with her?” She decided to ignore that message for now. The
frantic scramble across campus had begun when Krissy checked her
phone during the graduation ceremony and saw that Stephanie’s
parents had notified her that they were showing up early
unannounced to pick up their daughter. They were worried about her
after she hadn’t been home all year, and had been ignoring her
parents’ texts and calls. The messages to Krissy made it clear that
they suspected something was going on. Stephanie had been using
social media under new accounts, and the evidence of her new life
was public. Sure, they were boomers and might not know anything
about what their daughter had been up to, but it wouldn’t have
taken a private eye to figure out that Stephanie was a slut
now.

 


“FUCK MY LIFE!” She shrieked,
immediately regretting using that energy on complaining instead of
running. The main area of campus was coming into view, and right
past that was their dorm room. She put her phone in her pocket and
broke into a full out sprint. Her significant, natural bosom
flopped around in her bra uncomfortably.

 


She gave herself ten seconds when
she got to the dorm to rest before running up six flights of
stairs. As she paused outside of the building, she saw a van
winding its way up the hill in front of the dorm. It was
Stephanie’s Dad’s van. “Grawr!” Inhaling sharply, she sprinted her
way up staircase after staircase until she got to the sixth floor.
Down the hallway she ran, removing her key from her back pocket as
she went. When she got to room 669, she found it to be
unlocked.

 


“Steph! Steph!” She yelled. And
then she noticed the two strangers sitting on her couch. “You two!
I know what you’re here for, get the hell out of my
apartment!”

 


The two men looked at each other.
They were terribly confused. One of them asked, “What? Why? Steph
invited us?”

 


Krissy realized she shouldn’t
scream this part in case someone overheard. She spoke softly and
forcefully, pronouncing each word with strict importance. “Because
it’s illegal to do prostitution in the dorm rooms. Now get the fuck
out right now.”

 


The men glanced at each other. This
girl had a point. Stephanie had told them that everyone would be at
graduation, and no one would bother them, but that apparently was
not the case. They were indeed there to pay Stephanie for sex. And
although it would be hard to prove that was why they were there,
they didn’t want to get arrested, so they stood up to leave
quietly.

 


“Faster. Faster,” Krissy demanded.
They complied. As they scurried out the door, Krissy grabbed the
last one by the collar of his shirt and glared at him. “How
many?”

 


He looked at the door, eager to
leave. “Uh, what? How many what?”

 


“How many guys did she sell herself
to today?”

 


“Dude, I dunno. Since I’ve been
here like three or four. But she’s been doing this all day, so
definitely like a lot more than that. The bitch posted that she was
available for discount rates on her Instagram profile.”

 


Krissy released his collar and
shoved him away from her. He sprinted down the hall with all haste.
She sighed in relief. At least that part was taken care of, but the
other elements of the looming disaster were still impending. She
knocked on Stephanie’s door. No answer. Listened against it and
heard the sounds of two people having sex. “That fucking whore.”
She knocked again louder. “STEPH! You’re parents are here and
you’re whoring yourself in our dorm room! OPEN UP!”

 


After a long pause, Stephanie
appeared in the doorway to her bedroom. She was naked, her immense,
cartoonish breasts swayed gently in place. They were now 4800cc
each. “Jeez, Kriss. You like got zero chill anymore. He just needed
to finish real quick.” She pawed at her puffy lips with her pink
fingernails. Semen was dripping down her chin. Several large
streaks of the stuff coated her neck and the tops of her breasts.
“It was like hard for him to finish in my mouth cause you were all
being crazy and shit. I had to give him a big discount.”

 


“I told you that you’re not allowed
to whore yourself out in our dorm room. What were you
thinking?”

 


Stephanie looked at her friend
blankly. “I was thinking you weren’t gonna be around, so I was
gonna get some dick and make some cash.” The jizz was fresh and the
largest streams were still dripping down her body. Long white
streaks traced their way over her smooth orbs like heavy raindrops
on windshield. The fluid was reaching the bottom of her breasts and
falling in trickles onto the floor in front of her with a gentle
pattering sound. Stephanie was unconcerned with covering herself or
cleaning the mess off her body.

 


Krissy stuck her head in the room.
The John had just finished dressing and was dropping a stack of
bills on the bed. There were bottles of pills and lines of cocaine
on Stephanie’s desk that she had once used for doing homework. “We
need to get this cleaned up right now. You!” She gestured angrily
at the John, “OUT!”

 


The college hooker licked her fake
lips and scowled, “What? Why? Are my other clients
gone?”



The man pushed his way past the two
girls, slapping Stephanie’s fat plastic ass on the way out,
“Thanks, Steph. Catch ya next time,” he said.

 


“I kicked them out. Your parents
are here, right now. I saw your Dad’s van.”

 


“Why do I care? They can suck on my
fat tits.”

 


“We need to get you out of here and
get this placed cleaned up or they’re gonna have a heart attack.
And on top of all that, Marissa found out you are whoring yourself
out in here, which is illegal. Campus security is on their way
right now. Now please, I’m begging you, get some clothes
on.”

 


“Whatever. If it’ll stop you from
poppin’ a tit, then I’ll get dressed, kay?”

 


Krissy sighed. She was still mostly
out of breathe from the run across campus. There was no time to
waste. She opened the top drawer on Stephanie’s dresser and heaped
all of the illicit things into it that she could find. There were
absurd quantities of pill bottles, dildos, lube tubes, stacks of
cash, bags of cocaine, bags of marijuana, and bags of other
mysterious drugs. There was even a penis pump and some used condoms
on the floor. Her room was halfway between a pharmacy and a sex
shop. There was so much shit that Krissy needed to utilize all of
the drawers in the dresser to hide it all. She grabbed a sheet and
covered the bed, which was stained with mysterious liquids. She
opened every window in the apartment and ran around with a can of
air freshener to cover up the smell of cannabis smoke.

 


Stephanie finished dressing and
jiggled her way into the living room. She giggled at how frantic
her friend was acting. “Krissy who gives a fuck? Chill
out.”

 


“Oh no! Not that! Don’t you have
anything normal to wear? Like a sweatshirt to cover up a little
bit? Anything but the ‘FUCKTARD’ shirt. That’s like literally the
most pornographic one you have. It’s got a picture of a dick
spraying cum on the letters. Do you have a jacket and pants to
cover yourself up? Anything?”

 


“Nope. Got rid of all that. I wanna
wear this. It makes me feel sexy.”

 


“We need to get you out of here,
right now. I don’t know where we’re going or how we’re going to
deal with this, but it can’t happen like this. I feel partly
responsible. I shouldn’t have let it get this far.” She grabbed her
friend’s hand and yanked her towards the front door. Before they
could open it, they heard a loud knock. Krissy peered through the
wide-angle lens and sighed with relief. It was a security guard,
not Stephanie’s parents. And, it was only one guard which made it
seem less serious than she had expected. “Steph, hide in the
bathroom,” She whispered.

 


Krissy straightened her hair and
adjusted her sweaty top. “Just a second,” she called out. After two
deep breathes, she unlocked the door. “Hiya! Oh, security? What’s
going on?

 


“Ma’am. We’ve received some
interesting reports about this residence. Do you mind if I take a
quick look inside?”

 


“Umm… Is everything okay? I’m
fine.” She continued blocking the entrance.

 


“And your name is?”

 


“Krissy.”

 


“Are you the only person here,
Krissy?”

 


“Actually not sure. I just got
home, I think my roommate might be taking a nap or something. If
she is, then I don’t want to wake her.”

 


He peered past her into the
apartment. His nostril lifted slightly. He could very likely smell
the marijuana over the Glade air freshener spray. “There are no
boys in there?”

 


“Oh no, definitely not.”

 


“We’ve received reports that one of
the students, Stephanie, is selling sexual services to men and has
been doing so all day. I can check the camera footage in the
hallway if I need to.”

 


Krissy did her best to seem
surprised. “HAHA! Oh my god, that’s soo funny. Yeah, right. That’s
the craziest thing I’ve ever heard. Is this like a prank or
something?”

 


“Ma’am, I’m campus security. We
don’t do pranks. And now if you don’t mind, I’m going to come
inside. I’m aware that it’s far-fetched, and this is probably a
false alarm, but I need to come in because it could be something
else and the report was filed by the upperclassman resident of your
hallway. I’m required to investigate even if they reported an alien
abduction.”

 


“Oh, okay. Everything’s fine. So
yeah, you can come in. Do you want like a glass of water or
something? It’s hot outside. I was just at graduation.”

 


“No thanks,” He strode in and
looked around as if he were an actual detective and not a poorly
paid campus security guard. “Why did you leave
graduation?”

 


“I got bored, and it was
hot.”

 


“You seem nervous, Krissy. And I
can surmise why. You’ve been smoking marijuana in here.”

 


Krissy’s heart began racing.
Everything was all going to unravel, she knew it.
“Ummm…”

 


“It’s not a big deal, I know what
you kids are like in college. I smell it all over campus every day,
but when it gets reported, I have to do something about it. Now I
can tell that there is clearly no brothel being operated in this
dorm room. I didn’t think there was. That would be almost as crazy
as an alien abduction. I’ve been doing this job a long time, and
I’ve been around the block. I have a couple daughters your age and
I know how you girls get. I suspect that either you or your
roommate, Stephanie, were smoking pot, which made one of the other
girls in your hallway upset. Maybe Stephanie stole another girl’s
boyfriend or something. I know how that stuff gets rather nasty at
your age. Something like that happened, and they wanted to get you
in trouble for the pot and also humiliate you with this crazy stuff
about a brothel. Well, I’m not here to humiliate you, but I do have
to ticket you for the marijuana. Since it’s legal in this state,
but not allowed in the dorm rooms, there’s just going to be a small
fine and then you’re going to need to attend a drug education
seminar on a Saturday next semester. Fair enough?”

 


“Oh yes. It’s…” She realized that
she was about to sound overly grateful for getting in trouble, so
she slowed herself down. “It’s fair, sir. I know I shouldn’t have
been smoking in here. I’m sorry.”

 


He finished scribbling on a ticket
and handed it to Krissy. “Info is on the ticket, ma’am. Have a good
day. And next time maybe use some incense instead of aerosol spray.
It covers up the smell better.”

 


Krissy locked the door, leaned her
back against it, and slid down until her butt hit the floor. “That
was fucking close. Okay, it’s not over yet. I need to get Steph out
of here. Her parents will be here any second.”

 


Right outside the door she heard
footsteps and voices. “Oh, hello. Campus security? Were you just in
that room?”

 


“Yes, sir. Nothing to be concerned
about. Just college kids doing college kid stuff.”

 


“Oh. That’s our daughter’s room,” a
male voice who wasn’t security said.

 


The security person asked, “Krissy,
or the other one… Stephanie?”

 


“I’m Stephanie’s father, Mr.
Sexton. We’re a little worried about her. Could you tell us what
happened?”

 


Krissy froze as she listened to the
conversation. There was nothing she could do except wait for it to
end.

 


The security guard continued in a
pleasant, yet arrogant tone. “Just a little bit of marijuana.
They’re all doing it. It’s legal in this state, but they’re not
allowed to smoke in the dorms. So, I just had to hand out a little
slap on the wrist. Nothing serious.”

 


A female voice now addressed the
officer. “Oh, that Krissy,” she said angrily. “I told you she was
bad news, honey. If she’s got Stephanie using marijuana, then
they’re never living together again. Can you believe that? Drugs!
We send our baby girl off to college and she gets exposed to
drugs!”

 


“Now now, honey. I doubt Stephanie
is using marijuana. It’s probably just Krissy.” There was a pause.
And then Mr. Sexton asked, “Was it just Krissy, or Stephanie
too?”

 


The guard responded, “It was
Krissy. Stephanie may be in there too, apparently taking a nap. But
also maybe hiding from me. I didn’t look around. Like I said, it’s
not something I like to waste my time on.”

 


“That’s why you were called, the
marijuana?” Her dad was asking.

 


“It’s actually a funny story. These
girls, you know how they are. The hormones and everything. I was
investigating because someone called in that there was a que of men
out the door of this dorm room, paying to have sex with a female
student named Stephanie.” Another pause, and then some uneasy
chuckles. “I know? Yeah right,” he said sarcastically. “But I had
to investigate. And as you can see, no brothel. These girls can be
nasty sometimes, I have two of my own.”

 


“Yes. That’s quite far-fetched.
Frankly, I’m surprised about the marijuana. We’re going to have a
long talk with Stephanie, I assure you of it, whether she was
involved or not,” Mrs. Sexton said sternly.

 


Mr. Sexton addressed his wife,
“Honey, don’t be too sharp with Stephanie. She’s a good girl. And
like I said, it’s probably just Krissy. We don’t want to upset her.
She has barely been answering any of our texts and phone calls all
semester. And your right, officer, these young women can be a
little bit ‘hormonal’, as you put it. I assume that’s what’s going
on with her. She’s also been very busy with her schoolwork. She was
the salutatorian at her high school.”

 


The security guard responded, “Oh,
congratulations! My advice, having had two just go through the
system, let them do their thing and figure it out on their own.
Every time I tried to intervene, it made things harder for
everyone. My wife told me that, but I didn’t listen. Everything is
fine now with my girls, but I wish I had listened to my wife
earlier and I’d have saved us all a lot of grief. The younger
generations are just finding out who they are, and they’re all
smoking marijuana. It’s not cocaine or anything, right?”

 


Krissy was sitting with her head in
her hands, pulling on her hair. “Fuck my life,” she uttered quietly
to herself. She was racking her brain to figure out what to say to
Steph’s parents to get them to leave so she could get Stephanie out
of there and then figure out what to do with her friend’s drug,
sex, and plastic surgery addiction later. Not to mention the loss
of her scholarship and dropping out of college to become a stripper
and prostitute. “Why me?... I should’ve tried harder to stop all
this. Fuck…”

 


The conversation was dying down
outside. She stood up and walked around the apartment, looking for
anything she may have missed. A 12 inch dildo was still sitting on
the couch. Krissy stuffed the device under a cushion. She went back
into Stephanie’s room. There was some white powder she had missed
in the frantic cleanup. As she brushed it into a pile, there was a
set of knocks at the door. It was the parents. “Just a
minute!”

 


She finished cleaning up the
powder. Before letting her parents in, she would have to tell
Stephanie to keep hiding. Krissy figured that it was better for
Steph to hide in Krissy’s room rather than her own room or the
bathroom, in case her parents needed to use the bathroom, or wanted
to see inside Stephanie’s room. The knock happened again, louder.
“One sec!” She stepped out into the living room. “Steph! What the
fuck are you doing?”

 


Stephanie was out of the bathroom
wearing her slut uniform. She was bent back slightly in order to
support the extreme weight of her breasts, which spilled out of her
tight, ‘FUCKTARD’ top like bread that was baked in a tray too small
to hold the doughy expansion. To make matters worse, she had just
lit a joint and was actively smoking it. “That security dork is
gone, right. Thanks for taking care of that. I owe you one,”
Stephanie said between puffs.

 


There was a third set of knocks,
this time more energetic. Krissy looked at her roommate, she saw
the dilation in her eyes, the total blankness in her expression.
She didn’t know what drugs that Stephanie had been taking today,
but it was certainly a lot. She wondered how much Steph could
comprehend what was going on. Often times when she mixed pills with
other drugs, she blacked out and didn’t remember anything. Did she
remember being told that her parents were on campus? The bathroom
was next to the front entrance. All Stephanie had to do to expose
the situation was to reach out and turn the handle. Krissy
whispered loudly, “Steph, put that out. Right now.”

 


“He’s gone. It’s all clear. I think
that’s one of my clients. Chill out. I won’t do that again. I’ll
tell him to go away.”

 


Krissy froze. She saw how glazed
over her prostitute roommate’s expression was. Did she comprehend
anything that was going on? “Steph. You need to do what I say
and…”

 


Finally, a fourth set of knocks.
Stephane put her hand on the door handle. “One sec, Kriss. Just let
me deal wid dis guy.”

 


“Steph, NO!”

 


She swung open the door, mid puff
of her joint. Her vacant expression barely changed when she saw her
parents. “Oh hey, Mom. Hey, Dad. Now’s not a good time. I’m busy
with some shit.”

 


Krissy couldn’t see the parents
from where she was standing. She heard a woman shriek. There was a
thud, the sound of something heavy hitting the floor, and then she
heard Mr. Sexton cry out in a dying, crackly voice,
“Stephanieeeee…Youuuuuu…”

 


Krissy ran to the door to see what
had happened. Stephanie’s mother was passed out cold. She had
apparently fainted. Her Dad was laying on the ground clutching his
chest. Their daughter seemed unfazed. She took another hit of her
joint and looked down at her incapacitated parents, asking
casually, “What the fuck is their problem?”

 


Krissy dialed 9-1-1. “I think he’s
having a heart attack! You literally gave your Dad a fucking heart
attack!”

 



Part VII:
Final Thoughts

 


“What I did to Stephanie was
inevitable. I am inevitable. I represent the voice that lurks in
the back of every woman’s mind. Buried in the hypothalamus, and
deeper in the brain stem, the voice beckons. In Stephanie, I merely
amplified that voice. Mental Mechanics is a science. And now, I
present my Three Laws of Bimbofication… (It’s like Asimov’s Laws of
Robotics, but for bimbos).”

 


~ Hieronymus Bosch
Maxwell

[image: tmp_4304e92182595d399fcad056938811ef_c2S043_html_62e1b319.gif]


 



Chapter 31:

Around Two Years Later:
Recap

 


25 Months Later…

 


Stephanie’s parents were both okay.
Mrs. Sexton had hit her head when she fainted, but it was only a
mild concussion. Mr. Sexton’s heart attack wasn’t cataclysmic, but
he had to modify his exercise and lifestyle forever afterwards. He
would be on medication for the rest of his life to help with blood
pressure and stress, and needed to avoid strenuous exercise. For
the rest of her life, Stephanie Sexton remained distant from
everyone in her family. It was too overwhelming for them to think
about, let alone see what had happened to their beloved, previously
intelligent, promising, and shy Stephanie. Whenever someone would
ask Mr. Sexton about his daughter, he would excuse himself from the
conversation and take one of the pills he carried around in his
wallet to slow down his heart rate.

 


In regards to everything that
transpired that day, and throughout that year at college, Stephanie
reflected thusly: “Why should I give a fuck. That’s not my problem.
I’m just doing me.”

 


She certainly didn’t give a fuck
when she got an email saying that she had lost her scholarship, or
the email asking if she was coming back to college, or the email
saying her student email was being deactivated. She never even
bothered to check that email address. She was too busy with her
social media accounts and her new career as a porn star. The money
she brought in every year totaled millions of dollars. It didn’t go
into her bank account, instead, it went into an LLC started by a
young entrepreneur named Hieronymus Maxwell, who had a special way
with women. His company was called ‘Metamorphosis Productions’. The
enterprise was responsible for the production, release, and
licensing of pornographic content featuring women who had undergone
extreme plastic surgeries. These women had exclusive contracts with
Metamorphosis Productions. The production company’s starlets
included such popular names as Stephanie Sexton, Krissy Kummings,
and Krystal Jewel.

 


Stephanie Sexton had undergone the
most extreme plastic surgery of all of the models. Her breasts were
7600cc in volume. Not coincidentally, this volume is almost exactly
two gallons per breast, and the approximate volume of a standard
NBA basketball. Between her two breasts, the total weight of her
saline implants was 36 pounds. Not to be overlooked, and in fact
impossible to overlook, was her 3600cc butt implants. In addition
to the saline filled plastic bags crammed into her ass cheeks, her
lower body had been modified with countless rounds of butt
injections and thigh injections.

 


Aside from her primary feature
which was obviously her breasts, an enhancement that she was
similarly famous for was her vagina. Stephanie had the unique honor
of possessing the fattest vagina in the world. Through three rounds
of surgical enhancement, her cunt was stuffed so that it bulged
outwards and visibly protruded from every outfit that she wore. Men
who had sex with her described the experience of entering her
enhanced vagina as “totally unreal’”, “like fucking a real life sex
toy”, and “an instrument of pure pleasure”. When asked why she had
pumped up her cunt to such excessive proportions, she answered: “To
be totally fucking plastic. And to make it look like the cockpads
on my face, duhhh.”

 


The cockpads on her face she was
talking about were her lips, which she pumped up continuously, and
seemingly with no end. Her lips stuck out well past her nose,
touching the base of her nostrils on top, and skimming her chin on
the bottom. Her whole face and body were totally smooth from Botox
and laser hair removal treatments.

 


Her final signature enhancement,
which she wore on her lower back, was a tattoo that read ‘Dumb Cum
Dumpster’. This label became her nickname, and was included in the
title of three of her bestselling films, including: ‘Dum Cum
Dumpster: More Cock Please’, ‘Dum Cum Dumpster 2: The Fuckening,
and ‘Dum Cum Cumpster 3: Rape Me Harder Please’. She was often
asked about her one and only tattoo. During a conversation at the
Adult Film Awards, she told the interviewer, “It used to just same
‘Cum Dumpster’, and then one day I got it fixed so it says it like
it does now. I don’t remember why. I was really high. I think
someone told me to do it.”

 


Her fame extended beyond her
pornographic career. She was also famous for her drug usage, of
which there are endless, bizarre stories from her friends,
acquaintances, and fellow coworkers. She has been arrested several
times for prostitution, possessing schedule-1 narcotics, and public
indecency. The team of lawyers working for Metamorphosis
Productions has never had any problems getting the charges dropped.
Tabloids have speculated that Metamorphosis Productions uses their
porn starlets to seduce judges and other public figures where
necessary. According to Snopes.com, there is no evidence of these
conspiratorial practices.

 


Of all the things that Stephanie
Sexton is famous for, her endless sex drive comes foremost to mind.
She possesses an unbiased willingness to have sex with just about
anyone at any time. In one of the many cell phone created sex
tapes, filmed during a free and apparently impromptu sex session
with one of her fans, the fan notably states after the video that
was posted to PornHub: “She plays a slutty whore in her videos,
because she is a slutty whore in real life. I met her at a club and
then me and my buddy were double teaming her in the bathroom five
minutes later. She really is that slutty and horny. It’s not just a
character she plays. She’s the real deal, a real-life sex
doll.”

 


Some have speculated that these
instances are staged. Ms. Sexton has responded to critics, “I’m a
dumb whore. What more do you want? To suck your cock? Okay. Put a
cock in front of me and I’ll suck it. Do it right the fuck now and
I’ll show you. Like, duhhh. Just look at me.”

 


With somewhat legendary origins,
Ms. Sexton is known for attending college for one year before
failing out and deciding to go into pornography. Many photos and
videos exist of her time in college before her astonishing plastic
surgery transformation. Publications have paid lots of money for
this pre-transformation media that chronicles her journey from
normal girl to the world’s sluttiest fucktoy. It is confirmed that
without a doubt, she attended university for one year as a Nursing
major before starting a career as a stripper, and then a pornstar.
Of her journey to controversial fame, Stephanie recently described
her transformation like this: “I just wanted to be a whore, so I
did. It’s fucking easy. Just don’t give a fuck and like pump up
your tits and suck lots of cock.”

 


One of the other top stars as
Metamorphasis Productions is Krissy Kummings. Both starlets are
only 21 years old, yet they have known each other for more than 6
years. They became best friends in middle school and have coincided
their life decisions with each other ever since. Although she is
still known for the size of her breasts, Krissy has directed her
attention more towards her butt. In a collaborative decision
between her, her best friend, and the CEO of Metamorphosis
Productions, it was concluded that it would be an appropriate
synergy if Krissy and Stephanie had balancing ‘assets’. Krissy is
most well known for having one of the largest butts in the world.
Unlike the other women who are known for having one of the largest
bottoms in the world, Krissy has maintained a slim physique. In
addition to all of the butt injections, Krissy has 7,600cc butt
implants, the same volume as Stephanie’s breasts. Krissy likes to
joke with her best friend, “I have your boob implants in my butt,
and you have my butt implants in your boobs. We’re matching ass and
titty twins!” Krissy sometimes refers to herself as “Ass Girl” and
Stephanie as “Boob Girl”.

 


Krissy has expandable breast
implants which are currently at a volume of 3600cc each, which is
the size of Stephanie’s butt. She intends to make her breasts
bigger in the near future, but for right now, she has “other
procedures” planned. Krissy has declined to comment on what those
“other procedures” may be. Her fans have wildly speculated
everything from eye widening surgery, all the way to a theoretical
and controversial procedure that will allow her to have
remote-controlled vibrating lips that can be inductively charged.
Unconfirmed, leaked emails from an address associated with Ms.
Kummings, detail a radical new procedure that would install a
vibrating, rechargeable mesh inside of her extremely large
lips.

 


The fans of Ms. Kummings and Ms.
Sexton have often debated who is sluttier and who is more plastic.
The answer up to this point has been decisive. Stephanie Sexton has
been producing filthier, sluttier, and more extreme content with
her filthier, sluttier, and more extreme body both in private, for
public consumption, and for a longer period of time than her friend
and coworker has been doing. When asked about the gap in their
mutual journeys to plastic perfection, Ms. Kummings commented,
“Well, Steph got the head start, but I’m catching up quick. I got
some big things planned. I mean REALLY big.”

 


Little is known about the CEO of
Metamorphosis Productions, Mr. Hieronymus Maxwell, other than his
status as the boss and confidant of Krissy, Stephanie, and the rest
of the Metamorphosis girls. The company is now worth tens of
millions of dollars, with its value doubling every quarter for the
last year. They now have fourteen exclusive models, all of them
extremely plastic and enhanced. Rumors have circulated of the use
of hard drugs, and strange manipulative practices by the male
executives at Metamorphosis. All of these allegations have been
denied by Mr. Maxwell and his associates. In one of his rare public
appearances, the CEO told a reporter, “I only hire very special
girls. I have a keen eye for talent. Stephanie was my first
acquisition, and she will likely remain my favorite. Every day she
proves herself to be very special. Expect even bigger things from
her in the future.”

 


When asked whether or not he
personally has sexual relations with his models, the CEO declined
to comment.

 



Chapter 32:

Happy Ending

 


“Happy Birthday, Murphy.” Hary
handed his friend a small remote control. “It also has an app, but
the remote feels good in your hand. It’s all about the
ergonomics.”

 


“It’s not my birthday. I don’t
think you even know when my birthday is. What’s this for?” He
turned the small black object with three buttons over in his hand
curiously.

 


“True. You’ve told me your birth
date before, and I instantly forgot because I don’t care. Birthdays
are stupid. I figured there was a 1 in 26 chance that it was your
birthday either this last week or the next coming week. Odds aren’t
bad. I took a shot at it.”

 


“Whatever, dude. But you don’t need
to get me anything. You pay me more than I deserve, and I fuck
horny porn sluts every single day. What’s the thingy
for?”

 


“I admit it, it’s not really for
you. It’s for Krissy. You just get to try it out first. You see,
I’ve been thinking about how I could get even more control over a
woman’s mind and body. Kind of like in ‘The Stepford Wives’. I want
to have remote control level power over my sluts. And since
NeuraLink hasn’t perfected the brain chip yet, I’ve come up with
something else. I was reading a paper on a subdermal, nanoscopic
stimulating mesh being used in research settings for various
therapeutic applications, and I thought to myself, ‘Hey, wouldn’t
that be perfect for cosmetic applications.’ I knew it would work.
So, I found a plastic surgeon in Qatar willing to perform the
procedure.”

 


“Holy shit. What did you do this
time, Hary?”

 


“Krissy! Tow that fat dumptruck ass
in here, slut!” Hary called out.

 


Krissy appeared. She was now the
new Krissy, with a new last name, Krissy Kummings. She jiggled her
way across Hary’s office, grinning stupidly with her plasticized
face. The sides of her absurdly oversized ass were clearly visible
from the front as she walked towards the men. Her ass cheeks had a
way of slapping off each other and wiggling ridiculously as she
walked. She smiled behind her newly enhanced lips and said, “Hey,
boys! You gonna try me out?”

 


“Krissy, suck Murphy’s cock. Now,”
he instructed.

 


She obeyed, plopping down in front
of him and delicately unzipping his pants to reveal the prize.
Murphy looked like a toddler on Christmas day about to open a
colorful, plastic toy. “Her lips. They’re even bigger. I think
they’re as big as Steph’s now.”

 


Krissy licked her new cockpads
standoffishly, and then eagerly inserted Murphy’s growing shaft
into her face fuckhole. “Mmpphhh...” She moaned, looking up at
Murphy with her smooth, make-up covered face. Her hands massaged
his balls.

 


“Now hit the remote,” Hary
said.

 


“Which button?” Murphy
asked.

 


“Just look at the symbols on the
buttons. Isn’t it obvious by now what the surprise is?”

 


“I think so, I just can’t believe
it.” Murphy grunted as the bimbo slut vacuumed his shaft, “Ohh
yeah, nice and deep, just like that. Ohh yeah. Ummm… I think it’s
this button?”

 


As soon as he hit the button,
Krissy squealed like a dildo had just been shoved completely up her
ass without her knowing that it was about to happen.

 


Murphy whimpered with pleasure.
“Un-fucking-real, dude! You turned her lips into a cock ring. She’s
like a fucking bionic bimbo cyborg now. I can’t believe this shit!
It feels like nothing I’ve ever felt.” He looked down at the slut
milking his dick and asked her, “How does it feel to be a living
fleshlight?”

 


Krissy let the cock flop out of her
mouth, stroking it with her fingers in the absence of her suckhole
being utilized. “Vrrriiitt Flllzzzz Ssssszzz
Gzzzzddd...”

 


“You need to turn off the vibrator
so she can talk.”

 


“Oh, yeah. That makes sense.”
Murphy clicked the off button. “How’s it feel, bitch?”

 


“It feels soo good. Thank you for
my new fleshlight lips, boys! I just wanna be a good girl.” She
went back to sucking.

 


Murphy turned her vibrating lips
back on and grinned from ear to ear. “Works great to shut a bitch
up too. You think about that, Hary?”

 


“No, Murph. I keep you around for
innovative ideas like that.”

 


“I’m gonna turn it up to max
vibration.” He clicked a button a few times. “Oh hell, yeah! Feels
like my dick is going numb. I can literally see her lips quivering
from the vibration. You can hear it too, it’s kind of loud at max
setting just like a real vibrator. I’m gonna turn it
down.”

 


“The other button is a pulse
setting.”

 


He clicked the other setting.
“That’s nice too!”

 


“I have one more thing to show
you,” Hary announced. “Steph! Time to fuck!”

 


Stephanie appeared in the office.
She eagerly whipped off her top to expose her basketball-sized
boobs. They still stood high and firm on her rib cage although they
weighed 36 pounds. They were perfectly orbed shaped, seemingly
defying gravity with their roundness. With her 7600cc implants, she
looked like she was more breast than woman. The bimbo slut greeted
her owners, “Hey boys! I’ve been waiting. Is it finally time for me
to get like totally fucked already? Fuckdoll is horny.”

 


“Get to work, slut.” Hary was
leaning against his desk. He dropped his pants so that a kneeling
Stephanie could begin sucking him off. Her breasts were so
cumbersome that she needed to adjust her blowjob technique to
accommodate them. Everything in her life now revolved around her
plastic chest melons. Unable to get close enough to his cock, she
had to press her boobs up against Hary’s thighs and crane her neck
over top of them. She reached her arms up and around her side boob,
which expanded well out past either of her shoulders. With her
hands squeezing Hary’s butt, she stabilized herself against the
weight mounted to her chest that threatened to drag her to the
ground.

 


“Did you do it to Steph
also?”

 


“No. Not yet,” Hary
replied.

 


“Her nipples look
bigger.”

 


“Watch this…” He had another,
larger remote control in hand.

 


“The fuck?”

 


A whirring sound began behind
Hary’s desk. A huge projector screen rolled down from the ceiling.
Lights flashed and a movie began playing. The Headline of the film
was ‘Dum Cum Cumpster 3: Rape Me Harder Please’. The pornographic
film was the first that starred Stephanie Sexton and Krissy
Kummings together on screen.

 


Hary smirked, “Just kidding. I
didn’t do anything like that to Stephanie yet. She’s our biggest
money maker. I didn’t want to fuck up her lips with an experimental
surgery like that and have her out of commission for a year while
she got fixed. Krissy was the test subject. Now that I know it
works, I’m going to book her appointment. But she does have one new
improvement.” Hary grabbed the greedy bimbo’s shiny blonde hair and
yanked her off himself. “Stephanie, stop sucking and stand up.
We’re going to show Murphy your new talent.”

 


Murphy was enjoying the vibrating
lips as they trembled predictably along his cock. Ignoring Krissy,
other than the pleasure she was providing him, he watched Hary
change positions with Stephanie. The CEO of Metamorphosis
Productions was behind his desk, in front of the projector screen,
with his top whore laying on her back on top of his desk. He was
fucking her standing missionary style, using both hands to spread
her artificially thickened thighs. Stephanie’s boobs were crushing
her onto the desk. He was massaging her nipples between her
fingers. Stephanie couldn’t even see her nipples from this
position. She could pretty much only see the tops of her boobs, but
she definitely felt what was happening.

 


“I pumped up her nipples with some
of the same shit I had injected into her face, lips, and vagina to
fatten them up and smooth them out. They are permanently erect now.
That way they tent the fabric on everything she wears, even if
she’s got a bra on. So now she looks even more horny and ready for
sex all the time.”

 


“That’s dope, dude. We should do
that to Krissy and all the other whores we own too.”

 


“Maybe. We’ll see. But that’s not
it. Get ready for it…”

 


He continued to massage her
extended nipples, tweaking them, and pulling them away from her
breasts as he did so. Stephanie was moaning louder and louder. And
then, all of a sudden, fluid began spraying from her nipples. Every
time he tweaked her teats, more fluid burst forth from her
mammaries. When he squeezed harder, the jets of fluid shot up
straight in the air about 10 inches above her breasts. The
fountains of breast milk rained back down on Stephanie’s
multi-gallon boobs, splattered on her face, and covered Hary’s
arms.

 


Murphy was impressed. “Yeah, dude!
Milk the fuck out of her! That’s almost as dope as a vibrating
mouth pussy. I thought something looked different about her boobs.
It’s ‘cause her milk ducts are full. How’d you manage
that?”

 


He kept tweaking them as Stephanie
moaned contentedly, milk still spurting forth as he spoke, “It was
simple. I should have thought of it earlier. Drugs. There are drugs
that women go on in order to lactate. With her tits this fucking
huge and stretched out, she can produce a lot of milk. I’m thinking
her next film is going to be called, ‘Hucow Milk Truck Slut’. The
Hucow stuff is big right now, and Stephanie has the biggest boobs
of all our stars.”

 


“Brilliant, bro. Totally
brilliant.” Murphy grimaced, “I don’t think I can take this any
longer. I’m gonna bust a nut.”

 


Hary stopped tweaking his whore’s
nipples. The fountains of milk were dying down. “That’s cool. I
just wanted you to try her out. You can use her anytime you want,
obviously. We got to get back to work anyways. We have that
conference call with SexFlix about licensing ‘Full-Frat Face-Fuck’.
Let’s finish up here. Beers and bimbos to celebrate after we close
the deal. I’m not gonna cum right now. Fucking without finishing
gives me stamina and mental fortitude for important negotiations.”
He pulled his cock out of Stephanie’s cunt and stepped away. There
was a stack of fresh towels to one side of his desk. He wiped the
pussy juices off his cock and the milk off his arms, and then
dropped the towel between Stephanie’s boobs. “Clean yourself off,
fucktard.”

 


Stephanie was let down, she had
wanted to get her pussy filled up with hot spunk. Her face covered
in her own milk, she protested, “Hary, please fill me up! I really
need it.”

 


“No, Stephanie. That’s a bad bimbo.
You and Krissy can fuck each other when Murphy is done with
her.”

 


She wasn’t done complaining. “But
Krissy gets cum and I get nothing?” She was trying to look Hary in
the eyes, but from her position, she could barely see his face
beyond the saline mountains overtaking her field of vision. It was
doubly hard to not get cum because the projector screen behind Hary
was showing porn of herself taking load after load of semen into
all of her holes.

 


Hary did not like it when one of
his bimbos disobeyed him or talked back. He took one step closer to
her and gave one of her basketball-sized, milk-soaked boobs a rough
slap. Whack! The flesh rippled for several seconds.

 


“Stephanie! That’s a bad bimbo. Do
as I say and leave the men who own you in peace so we can continue
to take care of you. If you did what you wanted with your life
without meeting me, then you’d still be a boring, flat-chested
normie who never got any cock, and no one would want to fuck you.
Doing exactly what I say, when I say it is how you became a perfect
woman who feels only pleasure all the time.”

 


She struggled to stand up. The
weight of her implants made it so that she had to roll over on top
of them and then back her ass up to get off the desk. “Sorry, Hary.
I should listen to you. I just get soo fucking horny and need all
that cum.”

 


“You need to do what I say,
fuckdoll.”

 


Murphy had Krissy’s vibrating lips
turned up to maximum. He had just finished orgasming in her mouth.
The cum she couldn’t swallow that ended up on her lips spewed off
in micro-droplets from the intense vibrational energy emanating
forth from her cockpads. Murphy turned her lips off and pulled his
dick out of her head. “You want the remote back, Hary?”

 


“No, you keep that one. I have my
own. I’m going to let you borrow it, Stephanie. That way Krissy can
vibrate your pussy with her new lips and make you cum.”

 


“Thank you! Thank you soo much,
Hary! You’re the best! Thank you for everything! I’m soo glad that
I’m a hot slut now and not a boring flat-chested bitch.” She had
managed to bring herself to a standing position. Leaning backwards
to see as much of her expansive bosom as possible, she used the
towel to wipe the breast milk off her body.

 


The two bimbos wiggled their way
out of Hary’s office, their voluptuous, saline-inflated bodies
swaying abnormally and erotically.

 


Reaching into his desk drawer, Hary
withdrew two Cuban cigars, clipped the ends, and tossed one to
Murphy. Hanging on the wall was the Boring Company Flamethrower he
had won from Murphy. He took it off its holder and activated the
flame. “Badass,” he said, and then dipped the tip of the cigar into
the flame to light it. He tossed Murphy a lighter and laughed, “You
get to use this. The flamethrower is just for me.” He expelled a
cloud of smoke into the air.

 


“You win, Hary.”

 


“Am I a genius, or
what?”

 


Murphy shook his head in defeat as
he lit his cigar. “You’re a genius, Hary. But you’re no
hero.”

 


“As long as I’m a genius, then I’m
okay with being the villain. Villains have more fun,” he said. One
of his phones started ringing. “I’m getting a call. Weird… I don’t
remember giving them this number, but I think it’s SexFlix from the
area code. They’re early…. Hello?”

 


He tapped the speaker option on the
cell phone. The voice on the other side did not sound like a
representative from SexFlix. It was a cheerful female’s voice. “Hi!
This is Danielle. I’m calling from B.E.U. to talk to Stephanie. I
have her listed at this contact info. We’re doing a pledge drive to
match a major donor’s contribution. Is she available?”

 


Hary responded tersely before
hanging up. “Stephanie? She’s no alumni. She’s a dropout. I am her
boss. I own this phone number now. I own her too. Don’t call back.
Stephanie is my slut now.”

 


The End
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