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Hi, my little one-handed readers, ready for another literary experience that will require a free hand to do naughty things? Me too! Lots of kinky things have been going on at Stallion’s Adult Store since the events of Transformations: Witnesses. Sugar Tits and Ray are really into customer service - they’re going to make sure every patron has a wonderful time… whether they want to or not!

As always, this novel is for adult audiences. So, if you aren’t legally old enough to read our naughty story, don’t.

This is a work of fantasy. Nothing in the pages that follow is real. There isn’t an evil organization that takes unwilling soccer moms and turns them into perverted sex machines. No, really. I’m not even an actual nun - but, I think I’m pretty hot, don’t you?

Naughtily,

Sister Asmodea


Stacie Dowd fingered herself through her thick sweatpants as she drove. She felt ridiculous, driving through west Ithaca diddling herself like an adolescent. Was this what it was like for teen boys? They used to say boys peaked sexually in their teens while women peaked in their thirties.

That made sense, because, at thirty-eight, she was having stronger and stronger urges. Urges she couldn’t satisfy now that she was alone.

Her husband had left her with two teenagers a year before.

He was a prick. Just walked out the door one day and called from the road. He needed to find himself, he had said.

Two weeks later, he had ‘found’ himself in a twenty-something’s cooch.

Stacie took it all: the suburban house, the bank account, the minivan which she guided onto the interstate.

The one thing she didn’t have was the prick’s… prick. Asshole that he was, he did have a knack for finding all the spots that made her cream.

So, she was thirty-eight, peaking, with two teenagers that made it impossible to date, and zero experience at how to make herself cum. As a teen, she had been more into romance than sex – as an adult, she had always had sex, so there was no reason to masturbate. She felt like a student driver placed behind the wheel of a Ferrari.

She couldn’t stop thinking about sex, and not the white cotton sheets, everlasting love kind of sex. She wanted hot, raw, latex-y, leather-y, gooey fucking.

It was high time to take matters into her own hand: Stacie needed a vibrator.

She was too embarrassed to order one from Amazon. And, besides that, the choices were confusing. Clitoral stimulators? She knew what her clit was – she was strumming it rhythmically as she drove further away from town. But, did she need a vibrator with a clitoral stimulator?

Last night, as she tried to rub one out with minimal success, she vowed to go and find one.

This morning, she dropped off her kids at school and drove off in search of an adult store. She had seen them on the highway, and she was pretty sure there was a big one a few miles outside Ithaca just off the interstate.

She could be home with something thick and veiny by lunchtime and have the entire afternoon to explore her overcharged libido.

Stallion’s Adult Novelties was a large building on top of a hill a few miles from Ithaca.

Far enough away that nobody will know me, Stacie thought as she pulled into the lot. The building was new – a tan block building with large mirrored windows. The sign was neon and blinked in the bright sun: an electric blue neon horse rearing up beside pink glass that spelled out ‘Stallion’s’. Signs on the building announced, ‘Adults Only!’, ‘Video Booths!’, and ‘Adult Novelties at DISCOUNT PRICES!’.

Stacie sighed. Her will faltered. Dirty old men came to stores like this, not soccer moms in the PTA. As if on cue, a heavy man wearing biker clothes and carrying his wallet on a chain got out of an idling semi and walked in the tinted front door.

“Oh, hell no,” Stacie whispered. She wasn’t going in there. Forget it.

But, her puss had other ideas. Her puss was wet and purring. “Aww, fuck it.”

***

Ben Kincaid walked stiff legged into Stallion’s after leaving his semi in the parking lot. He knew from experience to park far enough from the door – Ray, the owner of Stallion’s, was damned persnickety when it came to taking up too much space in the parking lot.

Bimbot Rita, the artificial hooker, sat behind a small receptionist’s desk in the alcove.

Ben knew she was a robot, but normal folks walking in would just think she was some weird, skanky cosplayer with a part time job at the smut store. She had long flowing electric pink hair. Her ‘skin’ was plastic and segmented and you could see the dim outline of wires under the gaps in her outfit.

Best cosplay outfit ever.

Only Ben knew it was 100% real. The best part was that most of the brain inside had been extracted from a stuck-up little college girl who had played around with the wrong sex toy from Stallion’s.

“Hiya, Bimbot.”

The sex doll that had once been Rita Gaia Blotchley looked up at him with cold glassy eyes. “You’re late,” she said in her freaky modulated voice.

He sat down on the edge of the desk. “Aww, come on, baby – didn’t you miss me?”

“No. You disgust me. All of you perverts disgust me.”

Her face was expressionless, as was her voice.

“Hey, tell me something, Robo-Skank: were you a frumpy little stuck up dyke before they stuffed your brain into that Barbie body?”

“Fuck you.” Emotionless, but the meaning was still there. “Dyke is a derogatory term for a perfectly beautiful way of life. You are a fat, egotistical, chauvinist. And, you smell.”

“Yeah, but I got a big dick, don’t I, sweet cheeks?” Ben laughed. He loved using her milking machine of a pussy. Not only did it suck his balls dry, he knew that the real Rita inside the submissive android head hated every thrusting second of it.

What made it even better was knowing she could rip his heart out through his rib cage if she wanted, but her programming made her incapable of doing so. All she could do was bitch, which seriously got him hard.

“Ray is waiting.” The inner door buzzed and unlocked.

Ben sighed. “Don’t worry, I’ll make sure we have some special alone time before I have to make another run.”

He winked.

She just stared.

Ben laughed as he went into the porn shop.

“Where the fuck you been?” Ray growled.

Somebody else who could rip his heart out if he wanted – and there was no programming to stop him.

Ben looked at the floor.

Ray towered over him. The Church of Morpheus had made him into a Whoremaster – almost seven feet tall with muscles to put Mr. Universe to shame. Somebody told him Ray had been a short, fat sixty-year-old until the Church got hold of him. Now he was a towering Adonis with a mean streak.

“Well?” Ray asked.

“Lot of traffic and construction coming out of Manhattan this morning.”

“Whatever,” Ray said. He stalked away toward the back of the store. “I’ll open the security gate. Back the rig in.”

Ben turned to go back outside.

“Through the back, shithead. You’re bad for business,” the giant said without turning around.

Ben skulked along behind Ray.

“Hi, Ben,” a sweet voice said. Sugar Tits was coming into the store from the office.

Ben stopped and tried not to stare. There was a lot to stare at.

The redheaded bombshell slinked like a cat as she walked in the stiletto healed boots.

She wore her bright white latex halter and micro miniskirt that barely contained the H cup breasts and round ass.

But, Ben willed himself not to stare.

Staring at a white witch, a Church of Morpheus perverter, was a very bad idea. She might take it the wrong way, slip inside your mind and make… changes. She could render him a babbling idiot with a single thought.

Or, worse. He had seen worse. Worse was kept in the basement.

“Hi, Sugar Tits,” Ben said politely.

She looked amused at his fear. “It’s okay, Ben. I like ya – I know all that tough act is just for show. From when you was in prison, right?” She was talking like an Ithaca girl. If that changed, bad things happened.

Ben looked at her, eyes wide. “Yeah,” he laughed a little. “You know me pretty good.” All he wanted to do was run.

Sugar Tits smiled.

His body went numb. He looked down at his chest. His shirt popped open to reveal a pair of jugs even bigger than Sugar’s.

Ben squeaked a little. Not real, he thought. She’s just fucking with you!

He felt his testicles crawl up into his stomach along with his limp cock.

This time he screamed.

Ray spun around. “Sugar! Quit playing with him. He’s late enough as it is.”

The vision in Ben’s head evaporated. No tits, no disappearing twig and berries.

Sugar Tits giggled. “Geez, Ray. Can’t a girl have a little fun? He needs to get in touch with his feminine side, don’t ya, Benita?”

Ben stumbled past Ray into the back of the store.

He could still hear Sugar Tits laughing in his head.

***

Stacie got out of the van and locked it. She had a momentary instant of panic that she had left her keys in the car – then realized they were in her hand. That would have been embarrassing. “Thanks for coming, officer. I was going in to buy a thick vibrator and accidentally locked my keys in the car.” And, that, would be the worst day of my life.

Unless the cop was hot… and got off on finding a stranded MILF in a porn store parking lot.

She shook her head to clear the erotic thoughts from her head. Damn, she really needed a vibrator.

Stacie walked through the front door into an air-conditioned alcove.

A young woman sat behind the desk, her electric pink hair flowing over small shoulders.

Her motions seemed… stiff.

Her skin was pink and… shiny? She was like a living doll, plastic looking skin without a single freckle or blemish. It took Stacie a moment to realize the girl was wearing some kind of robot costume complete with gaps in the joints of her elbows and shoulders. Jesus, if the girl is inside a costume that small, she must be nothing but skin and bones, Stacie thought.

She wore a pink and blue top that was too small for her big breasts.

Her Stallion’s nametag read: Bimbot Rita.

“Driver’s license, please,” she said with a tight-lipped smile. Her voice sounded fake, like it was coming from a speaker in her throat.

“Um, why do you need my license?”

“Adults only,” Bimbot Rita said.

Stacie was nervous to show her license, but flattered this girl would think she wasn’t an adult.

She showed her license.

Something whirred and clicked. It made Stacie jump.

“What was…”

The inner door buzzed and unlocked.

“Welcome to Stallion’s,” Bimbot Rita said sweetly.

Stacie took hold of the door, and was troubled because she hadn’t seen Rita so much as touch a button. The girl looked at the license and the door opened.

“Don’t get the Bimbonix Harvester… the 5000 is okay, but stay away from the Harvester,” Rita’s funny, fake voice advised behind her.

Stacie looked at her for a moment wanting to ask her what she had said, but the girl was staring straight ahead at the front door.

***

The heavy steel gate at the back of the store rolled open, and Ben backed the long trailer into the concrete tunnel behind Stallion’s.

Ray stared at the trailer as it backed toward him.

He had never been much of a feminist, but ‘jailbird Ben’ as he called him was getting on his nerves. Rita might have been made out of circuits, wires, and plastic, but she belonged to Ray, same as Sugar Tits and the rest of the coven in the basement levels.

Disrespecting Rita was the same as disrespecting him – and he wouldn’t put up with that shit anymore. He could punch through concrete if he wanted, jailbird’s face was only skin and bone.

It was strange. Before they juiced Ray up and turned him into a whoremaster, a woman’s feelings wouldn’t have mattered squat to him. They were just cum dumps.

But now? The whores and the other whoremasters were his family. Ben wasn’t a part of that.

One day, he would grind the fucker into paste – or let Sugar Tits do something even worse.

The trailer stopped just short of the loading dock.

Ben climbed down from the cab, all smiles.

Ray opened the trailer doors. The inside of the trailer was spotless and white with powerful LED lights in the ceiling. It looked like a hospital room, which it basically was. Inside, eight women lay strapped down to gurneys.

Several of them moaned, their voices obscured by penis gags inserted in their mouths. They were naked, and a few had vibrators strapped to their crotches – some that buzzed against their clits, while others had machines pneumatically thrusting in and out of their cunts or assholes.

Most looked dazed or drugged, but a few were wide awake and they stared at Ray with horrified expressions.

“I met my quota,” Ben said as he leaned against the open trailer doorway.

Ray nodded. “Yeah, I suppose…”

“Ray! Get back here and help me!” A woman’s voice called from the back of the trailer.

Sister Asmodea of the Church of Morpheus, dressed in her black latex nun’s habit, camisole, and thigh boots was doing chest compressions on a girl with dirty blonde hair.

“She’s flat lined and I can’t get her back!”

***

The store wasn’t what Stacie was expecting. The room was big and bright, the interior cool. It smelled like expensive perfume. The merchandise, and there was a ton of it, was placed neatly on the white wire racks.

At the back of the store, a sign announced ‘Stallion’s Video Booths’ above a darkened hallway.

“Hi, hun, what can I do you for today?”

She turned and had to look up into the eyes of a redheaded sex goddess.

The woman was wearing a white latex mini-skirt with matching stiletto go-go boots that reached mid-thigh. Her huge, melon sized tits were at Stacie’s eye level, and Stacie found herself staring directly into her cleavage. The funbags were held in check by a skin-tight, white latex halter.

To her embarrassment, Stacie realized she was drooling. What the fuck? She thought. I’m not into girls!

A nametag above the woman’s left breast said: Sugar Tits.

Sugar Tits giggled. “My eyes are up here, babe.”

Stacie blinked and looked up in a hurry, licking the spit away from the corner of her mouth. “God, I’m so sorry! I… you’re so tall, and you really surprised me.”

The redhead’s whole face seemed to smile. Her eyes twinkled. Stacie felt warm and happy, and she had no idea why.

A silver inverted pentagram was attached to the top of the redhead’s halter.

“Oh, that’s okay, honey! I’m used to people looking at me, you know?” She held out her hand and Stacie took it. “You should see the guys when they come in here. You’d think they’d never seen a bimbo before.”

Stacie was having trouble concentrating. Sugar Tits’s warm, soft hand felt so good in hers. She had the strangest urge to kiss the woman’s hand, maybe even lick the fingers.

What? She blinked again.

Sugar Tits released her hand and took a step back. “Hmm, soccer mom, huh?”

“What? How did you know?”

Sugar Tits giggled. “It says Ithaca High Soccer… your t-shirt, honey. You’re either the coach or a soccer mom. I’m betting mom.”

“Oh! Yeah, of course… I’m a little nervous.”

Sugar Tits put an arm around her shoulder and hugged her. “First time in a porn shop, huh?”

God, the arm felt so good. “Yes, I need…”

“New clothes?” Sugar Tits asked.

“Huh? No…”

“Of course you do, honey. I mean you got a rocking body under all that cotton. You need something to show off those MILF curves.”

“No, no! I need a…” She just couldn’t say it.

“Nice thick hips, respectable rack, hmm,” Sugar Tits said as she appraised Stacie’s body. “I’d say you’re a size ten, right? Breasts about 36 D?”

“Wow, how did you know that?” Stacie asked. Suddenly, the thought of this bimbo picking out clothes for her seemed wonderful.

“That’s my job, girl! I find out exactly what a woman needs, and I make sure she gets it,” Sugar Tits whispered.

The double entendre wasn’t lost on Stacie, and she almost protested.

But, Sugar Tits just hugged her tighter and her anxiety disappeared.

With her free hand, the tall woman sorted through a rack. She pulled out a metallic gold pair of latex booty shorts and a matching bikini top. “Perfect!”

“Oh… my God! No! I couldn’t possibly wear something like that!”

“These shorts should fit that curvy ass of yours and the top is 36 D - you’ll look hot in them.” Sugar Tits was ushering her toward a row of changing rooms.

“But…”

The redhead laid her fingertips on Stacie’s temple. “Now, my love, you will go into the changing room and strip off those rags you’re wearing, including the panties and bra. Drop them in the waste bin. Then, you put on your sexy new clothes. They’re going to make you feel more turned on than you’ve ever felt in your life. When you come out, you’re going to be happy… but you’ll giggle and ask me for a matching pair of heels. You’ll say, in a very high-pitched voice, ‘Ooo, Sugar Tits, can you get me some gold come fuck me pumps!’ Do you understand?”

“Yesss,” Stacie whispered. That sounded like such a good idea! She wondered where this woman had been all her life? It felt so good to have Sugar Tits tell her what to do!

“When I take my fingers away, you’re not going to remember what I just told you, but you will do exactly what I said. Okay?”

“Yesss!”

Sugar Tits smiled and nodded, pulling her fingers away from Stacie’s head.

Stacie blinked and staggered. What just happened?

“You okay?”

“I… I don’t know.”

“Sexual frustration – it’s bad for ya, sweetie. Girl’s gotta cum.”

Stacie looked at the beautiful outfit as Sugar Tits handed it to her. So slick and shiny! She felt her crotch melting inside the frumpy old sweats. God, her own clothes were disgusting. She stepped into the dressing room and started stripping before the door even clicked shut.

“Oh, sweetie? Don’t wear your granny panties – nobody wants to see VPL under latex,” Sugar Tits said from outside the changing room.

Stacie blinked. Something was wrong with all of this, everything. But, she really wanted to do what Sugar Tits told her. “VPL?”

“Visible panty lines, honey. I mean, some guys like seeing panty lines, but more are going to be turned on by knowing you’re bare under there, ya know?”

Of course! That made perfect sense. She held up her old cotton panties and dropped them in the trash along with her sweatpants and t-shirt.

She pulled up the latex booty shorts first. They were so tight! She turned and looked in the full-length mirror. Her butt looked like the latex had been sprayed on! The bottom of her ass cheeks peaked out of the stretched rubber.

Stacie turned around. The front was low, maybe coming an inch above her clit. And camel toe! They were so tight she could make out the swell of her throbbing clit.

She turned her back to the mirror again. She bent at the waist and spread her legs. The rubber pulled into her wet crotch. The image in the mirror was amazing! Her big hanging breasts, and her inviting, fat ass! Men were going to want to fuck her!

She turned and stuffed her big jugs into the bikini top.

Stacie felt like crying. She looked so beautiful!

She opened the door.

Sugar Tits smiled at her with a hand on her cocked hip.

“You like it?” Stacie asked.

“Damn, babe! I’d do you!”

Stacie felt her quim quiver at the suggestion. God, she was so turned on!

“Is it missing anything?” Sugar Tits asked with a sly smile.

Stacie’s eyes glazed over. Missing anything? Of course! “Ooo, Sugar Tits, can you get me some gold come fuck me pumps!” She shocked herself with the high-pitched squeakiness of her own voice and the explicit nature of her request.

Sugar Tits laughed. “That’s what the outfit needs – exactly!” She held up some gold strappy heels. “Size eight, right?”

Stacie lit up with happiness. “Yesss!” She took the shoes and slipped them on.

***

Back in Ithaca, Hank checked himself out in his bedroom mirror. Not bad, he wasn’t built like his friend Jimmy, but he wasn’t chopped liver either. Still, he knew that if they scored tonight, he would have Jimmy’s sloppy seconds, as usual.

His life hadn’t always been like this: living for the evening when he rode with his friends out to the boonies and Stallion’s Adult Store. He had been ‘normal’ once. They were working at Melanie’s Pizza like normal teens, but that all changed the night Angela drove up to the back of the store in her UPS van. Only, the redheaded bimbo inside wasn’t exactly Angela anymore - she was Sugar Tits, a brainwashed Church of Morpheus whore.

Hank and his friends had a mind-blowing orgy in the back of her van that night. Literally, mind blowing. They had all drank breast milk from her, and life had been a dizzying rollercoaster ride of debauchery ever since.

Jimmy was her favorite - Sugar Tits let him fuck her more than anybody else. But she provided all of them with all the pussy they could take. Stallion’s wasn’t just some smut store off the interstate - it was an abduction center and whore creation laboratory. And, because they had helped Sugar Tits at the beginning, she rewarded them with free access to the abductees.

Hank and Jimmy were going to hell, but they were enjoying the ride.

Hank unzipped his pants and pulled out his long, thin cock. Not bad. The length got the girl’s attention, though he longed for some girth. Not that the girls needed convincing. A simple look from Sugar Tits put them in heat.

Jimmy had always had the biggest cock of his friends, but being Sugar’s favorite, the lab had altered him, giving him eleven inches of hard cock to pump into the sluts.

He and Sugar Tits had promised to modify the other boys, but so far Hank hadn’t been given any ‘gifts’ other than the girls themselves.

The only stipulation was total loyalty to the Church and no talking about Stallion’s. You didn’t cross the Church, they made the mafia look like schoolchildren. Be true to the Church and they would see to your needs for eternity.

Hank stuffed his dick back in his jeans and zipped up.

He walked into the hall.

His guardian, Gina was waiting for him. “Where you going?”

“Out.”

“Hank, what are you and Jimmy doing? You’re gone most of the night. Is it drugs?” Gina asked.

“Gina, Jesus! I don’t do drugs, you know that,” Hank said. He kissed her cheek. “We just hang out, ya know?” Gina had looked after him since his mother’s death.

Gina was still a good-looking woman at forty-four with her black hair and eyes. She was Italian by way of Brooklyn, and she had thought that taking her ward upstate would keep him out of the trouble young men get into.

“I don’t like Jimmy, Hank. He’s a bad boy. He’s going to get you into trouble.”

“Gina, come on! It’s Jimmy, we been friends since middle school. He’s my best friend.”

Gina shook her head. “I don’t like the way he looks at me. He has perverted eyes, Hank.”

Hank burst into laughter. “Gina, Jesus!”

Gina shook her finger at him. “Stop blaspheming! I taught you better than that. Apologize to God.”

He turned his eyes heavenward. “Forgive me, Father, for taking your son’s name in vain, but my guardian is nuts.”

Gina sighed.

He took her in his arms and kissed her forehead. ‘There’s nothing to worry about.”

Gina hugged him. “You’re my responsibility. There’s always something to worry about.”

***

“I said no junkies, you asshole!” Ray growled.

Ben shrank back.

“I’m sorry, Ray. He just insisted we take her so he could make his goddamned quota. We were already on the road before I saw the needle tracks. I’m so sorry.” Sister Asmodea was apologizing as she worked on the girl’s chest.

Fucking waste, Ray thought. The girl had, at some point, been pretty. Her dirty blonde hair was matted against her head. She looked like she hadn’t eaten in a week, and her skin was paper white.

The doors to the loading dock opened and a doctor wearing a pink uniform with the skirt just an inch below her ass cheeks came running toward them. She shoved Ben out of the way. “Get the fuck out of my way, cocksucker!”

Doctor Demona leaned over the unconscious girl. It was hard to concentrate when Demona bent over. She had a steel butt plug gleaming between her ass cheeks and big silver rings piercing her pussy lips. Ray shook his head and focused on the girl on the gurney.

“I thought we said no junkies?” Demona gently eased Asmodea out of the way and went to work on the dying girl.

“Blame dickhead,” Ray growled. He gave a threatening look back over his shoulder at Ben, who cowered like a beaten dog.

“I told you it’s my fault,” Asmodea whispered. She looked up at him with her soft, baby face and sobbed.

He hugged her. How this girl ended up in the religious caste was beyond him – if there was ever a girl that belonged in a brothel, this was the one. She would make a corpse hard. “Shh, enough of that. You kept her alive.” He leaned close and whispered. “Now, stop crying – you’re the religious liaison here. I’m supposed to be taking orders from you, not consoling you.” He smiled down at her and winked.

She smiled back, snuggled against him for a moment and then composed herself. “Doctor Demona, can you save her?”

“Wanna give me a minute, penguin puss? I just got here.” Asmodea put her stethoscope against the girl’s frail chest. “Yeah, we got a beat. Nothin’ you can dance to, but it’s got potential.”

Asmodea sighed in relief. “Good.”

“Question is, do you want her to survive? I mean, we said no junkies. She’s gonna need a complete brain wipe from Sugar Tits and a lot of TLC from yours truly,” Demona said. She idly ran her hands over the girl’s small tits. “Lot of trouble for this skinny skank.”

Asmodea looked up at Ray, her eyes questioning.

Ray shook his head and pointed at her. It’s your decision, he mouthed.

Asmodea nodded and licked her lips. “Yes, Doctor. I want this woman brain wiped and slutified. Ready for transport back to Havana on the next run.”

Ray smiled and winked. That’s my girl.

She smiled back before taking on the stern expression of a Sister of Morpheus. She stood taller in her habit.

“Yeah, okay, your ladyship. Now, get out of my way so I can get this cunt down to my laboratory before she flat lines again,” Demona said.

Asmodea moved aside as Demona pushed the girl past her.

She stopped and smiled at Asmodea. “Nice work, rubber nun. You penguins can be useful after all.”

Asmodea turned red and Demona pushed the girl toward the loading dock.

Ray turned and glared at Ben.

“Hey!” Ben stammered as he backed away. “You people want me to make my quota, sometimes we have to compromise.”

“Get your ass moving and take the rest of these gurneys down to receiving.”

***

Ray walked back into the store to find Sugar Tits standing outside one of the changing rooms. He could hear giggles and murmurs coming from the little booth.

“Who’s in there?” Ray asked. He wrapped his arms around Sugar’s waist and nuzzled her soft red hair.

Sugar Tits giggled. “Gee, remember when we dumped a few hundred gallons of Ambrosia into the Ithaca water system?”

“Yeah, and we found out that refrigerator water filters and boiling removed the Ambrosia, so nobody got horny?”

Sugar Tits nodded. “Well, if I hadda guess? I would say my little soccer mom I just tarted up in latex booty shorts must take really long baths. She’s horny as fuck.”

Ray laughed and nibbled Sugar’s ear. “Do tell.”

Sugar Tits giggled. “Mmm, you’re gonna like this one: late thirties, fat little ass, natural D cups… long, silky brown hair and gray eyes…”

“MILF, huh?”

“Fucking A, love of my life.”

“And, I’ll just bet you have all sorts of nasty ideas for her?”

“Yes! First off, I put a little block in her brain so she can’t cum no matter what.”

“Evil bitch.” Ray reached around and fondled her bare pussy under her latex skirt.

“Yes, darling. Now, I’m going to make her think it’s perfectly natural and appropriate to become a total whore. She’s in the changing room right now with a makeup kit. I can’t wait to see her when she comes out.”

Ray pulled Sugar against him, and she wiggled against his growing erection. “Well, in between turning her into a total whore, I need you to go down to the lab. Jailbird brought in a junkie. Asmodea is going to try to salvage her. She needs a brain wipe and a new personality.”

“I just love Asmodea. She’s got an evil side that only comes out in bed, you know?”

“Yes, I know. I still have the teeth marks,” Ray said as he nuzzled her neck.

“Hey! Wait, I thought we said no more junkies?”

“Fucking jailbird wasn’t going to meet his quota, so he grabbed some smack addict off the street. She died in the trailer, the girls brought her back. One day I’m going to kill that fucker.”

“Now, now, he’s useful. I find him as distasteful as you do, but we’re taking over the world. We’re going to have to deal with scum on occasion.” She turned and stroked the cock that throbbed down the left inseam of his pants. “You get back to your office – soccer mom comes out here and sees a man with a two foot python getting hard in his khakis, she might run away screaming. Or, pass out from excitement. Either way, you’ll disturb my work.”

***

“What do you think?” Stacie asked as she stepped out of the changing room. She had tried to be subdued, but by the time she was done, she had a combination of smoky eyes and something feline with a lot of blush and red, glossy lipstick that looked like latex.

“Wow! You look beautiful!” Sugar Tits said.

“You really think so?” She posed in the mirror, checking out the curve of her ass and the depth of her cleavage.

“You look like a total bimbo,” Sugar Tits said.

Stacie blinked and stared at herself. “Wait… no. This is wrong…” Run! The thought echoed through her brain from somewhere deep inside.

Sugar Tits frowned. “No, Stacie, there’s nothing wrong. Everything is fine.”

Stacie shook her head. “No… no… I’m not supposed to look like a bimbo.”

Sugar Tits smiled and stepped toward her. She held out her hands to touch Stacie’s temples.

The woman burst into tears. “No! Please. I don’t want this.” Tears welled in her eyes.

Sugar Tits shook her head. “Oh, honey. You were doomed the moment you walked in the door. We’re demons here.”

Stacie tried to push her away, but she might have well have pushed on a granite wall - Sugar Tits was unnaturally strong and unmovable.

Sugar Tits brushed her hands away easily and laid her fingers on Stacie’s temples. “I know this is frightening to you. I’m doing horrible things to your mind, and soon I will do even worse things to your body. But, you have to understand: this is going to happen to everyone eventually. This is the end of personal will, of freedom. The Church owns you, and eventually it will own everyone. There are far worse things that could happen to you than to be turned into one of our sex toys, Stacie. Believe me. I’ve seen horrible things. I am actually giving you a gift.”

She drew the trembling woman’s face to hers and kissed her lightly on her glossy red lips.

“Now, no more sad tears - only happy tears for all eternity. Did I tell you that you’re going to live forever?”

Stacie stared at her uncomprehending.

“Very soon, we’re going to give you something special to drink. It’s going to stop you from aging. We’re going to make you beautiful and desirable - every woman wants that, don’t they?”

She shook her head slowly. “Home. Want to go home…”

Sugar Tits closed her eyes.

Stacie cried out and her own eyes rolled back.

“Silly slut,” Sugar Tits whispered. “You are home.”

***

Stacie blinked awake to see Sugar Tits smiling at her.

“Are you okay, dear?” Sugar Tits asked.

Stacie giggled and turned back to the mirror. “Are you sure guys like sluts?”

Sugar Tits hugged her from behind. “Everybody loves sluts. You should see guys falling all over themselves to touch me… and girls as well.”

“Sugar! Are you gay?”

Sugar Tits laughed and kissed the back of her neck. “I don’t like labels. I love cock one day, pussy the next. Some days I love both at the same time.” She licked the back of Stacie’s neck and the woman shivered. “Today? I’m definitely into girls.”

Stacie turned red. “I… um… I don’t know. I think I’m strictly heterosexual.”

Sugar Tits whispered in her ear. “We’ll see. It’ll be up to me in the end anyway.”

“Oh, really?” Stacie said with a smirk.

Sugar laughed. “No, silly. I can’t make you do anything you don’t want, can I?”

“No. Of course not.”

“Back to the subject: you look fucking hot. I don’t know why you don’t believe me.”

Stacie hefted her big tits in the bikini top. “It’s just so slutty.”

“It turns you on, doesn’t it?”

“Well, yes…”

“Then what makes you think men won’t feel the same way?”

Stacie stared at her reflection. “I guess.”

***

The front door opened.

Sugar Tits saw Ben walk in. He was looking nervously from left to right. Obviously, he was trying to avoid Ray. He was heading toward the video booths, hoping to lose himself in a porn stall until Ray’s anger subsided.

That was smart.

“Oh, Ben, could you come here a second?” Sugar Tits called.

He stopped and stared at her like a deer in headlights. “I’m in kind of a hurry…”

“I need you to come here, now. You don’t want me to get cross, do you, Ben?” She didn’t need mind control to make Ben do as he was told. Terror worked wonders.

Stacie looked self-conscious. She crossed her arms over her boobs.

Sugar Tits pulled her wrists down. “Don’t you dare hide those beautiful breasts.”

Ben stood nervously in front of them.

“Ben, don’t you find Stacie incredibly arousing?”

“Sugar Tits!” Stacie cried as she turned beet red.

Ben looked frightened, but slowly he began to leer at the scantily dressed soccer mom. He took her in from the heels to the booty shorts to the bikini top to the slutty makeup. He nodded slowly.

Stacie looked at her toes.

Sugar Tits leaned down beside her and tilted her face up slightly so she was looking at Ben’s crotch. The lump there was huge and growing. “Look what you’re doing to him, Stacie,” she whispered. “I’ve seen what he’s got down there. I’ll bet he could make you cum.”

Stacie wrinkled her nose. “He’s not my type,” she whispered back.

“He has a cock, trust me. He’s your type. Do you want to cum or not?”

Stacie sighed. “I really shouldn’t do this.”

“Ben, Stacie here really needs a date. Her love life has been pretty bad recently - you think you could take her out to your truck and entertain her?”

Ben looked at Sugar Tits in utter fear. “Really?”

Sugar Tits smiled. “Or, you could wait in here for Ray to get back - your choice.”

Ben gulped and stared at Stacie. “Yeah. Yeah I’d love to show her a good time.”

Sugar Tits touched Stacie’s temple. “Sleep.”

Stacie’s head fell to the side and she slept standing up.

Sugar Tits frowned at Ben. “Show some enthusiasm. She’s got a nice, tight pussy and I’m loaning her to you to break her in.”

“Thank… Thank you, Sugar Tits.”

“Hmm,” Sugar Tits glared at him. She caressed the back of Stacie’s thighs. “Do whatever you want to her, treat her like a whore. It’s what she needs.” Her eyes flashed in anger. “But, so help me, if she comes in here with a mark on her or bleeding, I will turn you inside out. Understood?”

Ben nodded hurriedly. “Yes… yes, Sugar Tits. Thank you.”

She leaned over and whispered in Stacie’s ear. “Now, darling. Ben is going to take you out to his truck. He’s going to use you - that’s what you want. Sex is love, Stacie. Fucking is tenderness. Perversion is bliss.”

“…bliss,” Stacie whispered in her sleep.

“Yes, darling. You must do anything he wants. You’re a good slut, and good sluts love to be used.”

“...used. Yesss, I need to be used.” She was smiling.

“He’s going to use you the way a man should use a whore. You’re going to love it. It will be the best fuck of your life… but, no matter how close you get, you won’t be able to cum.”

“Not… cum?” Stacie whined.

“No, darling. You cannot cum, not until I let you. You’re going to leave his truck much, much happier than when you went in, but you’re going to need to cum so bad it hurts. Do you understand.”

“Going to hurt,” Stacie sobbed.

Sugar Tits rubbed the woman’s buttocks. “I know, pet. I wish it could be different, but I have plans for you. I need you frustrated. Now wake up and go play.”

Sugar Tits backed away as Stacie opened her eyes.

Stacie reached out and eagerly took Ben’s hand. “Ready, Sexy?”

He swallowed and nodded, staring at the MILF he had just been given as a gift.

***

Sugar Tits rubbed her clit under her latex skirt as she rode the freight elevator down to the facility under Stallion’s. The block building on the surface was tiny in comparison to the cavernous sub levels below. In all, the church had spent ten billion dollars on the excavation and construction. There were ten levels, each the size of four football fields.

Stacie seriously turned her on - corruption often had that effect. It was something that had been done to her sometime earlier in a farmhouse to the south. She had been soaked in pure evil in that basement. Now, the mere thought of bending a non-consenting person to her will made her leak down her thighs.

Stacie was probably in the back of Ben’s truck learning to deep throat ten inches of cock. Soon, Sugar Tits would wipe away all memory of her family. Her children would cry for their missing mother over the next few months.

Sugar Tits closed her eyes as the elevator passed level 9. The maximum security level, 180 feet below the surface. This was where they kept the experiments that failed, things with minds and bodies so twisted they could never be released, but were too interesting to the Church to incinerate.

This was the level controlled by Demonica. She had been Sugar Tits’s friend in a past life, before that upstate New York farmhouse. Now she was a demonic amazon ruling over a tiny slice of hell.

She never left her lair where she did experiments of her own.

If you listened in the elevator shaft sometimes you could hear screams of anguish, perhaps of ecstasy.

Sugar Tits never went there. She left that to Ray and Bimbot Rita.

The elevator dinged as she reached level 10. The doors opened on a sterile white hallway.

A few feet in, a thick glass wall held back the waters of a salt water aquarium fifty yards on a side.

She paused to stare into the dark, murky cell. Nothing moved.

Sugar Tits walked toward the lab at the end of the hall.

Something thumped against the glass behind her.

She turned in time to see something shoot away into the darkness. It was man sized and fast, cruising through the inky water faster than an Olympic swimmer.

“Fuck, I hate that thing.”

She opened the door to the lab.

A blonde girl with stringy hair was fighting against her restraints and screaming.

“Motherfucker! Let me go, you fucking circus side show freak! When my pimp gets his hands on you, he’ll cut you a new cunt!”

Doctor Demona looked up from a microscope on one of the lab benches. She had noise canceling headphones on. She pulled them off her ears and turned toward Sugar Tits.

Her sexy purple doctor outfit was stained yellow with what had to be vomit.

“About fucking time,” Demona growled. “This cunt puked all over me and hasn’t shut up since I revived her.”

Sugar Tits wrinkled her nose. “Oh, my God. What is that smell?”

“Junkie projectile vomit. Christ, I think the whore is possessed.”

The girl on the gurney glared at Sugar Tits and spat. “Come here, slut. I’ll bite your fucking tits off!”

“I thought they said she almost died.”

“Yeah, well the loud-mouthed bitch found her second wind.”

“Why didn’t you sedate her or something?”

“Gee, I don’t know, Doctor Sugar Tits,” she said with a smirk. “Maybe because it took me an hour to get this skank’s blood pressure up into the survivable range. Depressives might, I don’t know, kill her nasty ass.”

Sugar Tits nodded. “I’m sorry.”

“Hey!” The junkie yelled. “Bring your slut ass closer and I’ll piss on you again. I think you liked it the first time, nasty whore.”

Doctor Demona nodded. “Yeah, that’s right. Bitch peed on me. Goddamn it. I’m not into watersports.”

“I know,” Sugar Tits said.

“What about you, Sugar Twat, or whatever your name is? You want some piss on that pretty uniform?” The girl licked her lips and spat.

Demona smiled. “Let me cut out her voice box, please? Whores don’t need to talk.” She picked up a scalpel and walked toward the gurney.

The blonde grinned. “Come on, cunt! I’ll shove that razor up your ass!”

The goth doctor’s eyes flashed.

“Demona, it’s okay,” Sugar Tits said. She smiled at the woman strapped to the gurney. “You shut up. No talking unless spoken to. And, keep your teeth and bodily fluids to yourself.”

“Fuck…” Her voice trailed off and her eyes grew wide.

“Goddamn, I love white witches,” Demona said with a sigh. She turned back to her microscope.

Sugar Tits walked to the naked girl on the gurney. “Age?”

The girl looked from side to side in terror.

“I asked you a question, whore.”

“22.” The woman looked at her in terror.

“What? I told you I would only let you talk when I spoke to you,” Sugar Tits said. “Name?”

“Karen De…”

“You have no last name, bitch. First will do. Were you trying to kill yourself with the overdose?”

The woman’s jaw muscles clenched - part of her was fighting hard not to answer. “Yes,” she said through gritted teeth.

“Good. You’re going to get your wish.” Sugar Tits stood just beyond the woman’s reach as she tried to scratch her with her ragged nails. Needle tracks, some old and some new stood out on her arms. “Disgusting. You call us circus freaks when you debase yourself like that? I have to admit, sometimes I feel a twinge of guilt when I wipe a mind clean and create a new personality in its place, but you? You are a waste of space.”

The girl stared at her. A moment later, she broke down and the tears began to flow.

“There. That’s better. You can’t move, not a single muscle.”

The girl’s eyes moved in gyrating circles from sheer terror.

“Now, let’s see what made you like this,” Sugar Tits whispered. She placed her hands on the girl’s temples.

Sugar Tits began to shake. She stumbled backward.

Demona jumped over and grabbed her before she could fall. “Hey, babe, you okay?”

Sugar Tits smiled and composed herself. “Oh, Demona. This is a mercy killing.”

The girl’s tears flowed like rivers from her terrified eyes.

“We are dark and twisted things,” Sugar Tits whispered. “But, these normal humans, they can be even darker.”

***

Stacie had never been so turned on in her life. She walked in front of the truck driver, consciously swaying her ass in the booty shorts. He was looking, and it made her feel sooo good.

The truck was sitting in the parking lot without the trailer.

“Climb on up baby,” Ben said.

She winked over her shoulder at him. “Stand close behind, ‘kay? I might fall in these heels.”

“Don’t you worry, baby. I ain’t lettin’ that pretty ass hit the ground.”

She took a step up.

His warm, sweaty hand took hold of her crotch and boosted her up. “Mmm, that road is definitely slick.”

She giggled and ground her crotch against his hand. She opened the door and climbed in, arching her back so he got a good, long look.

He climbed up behind her and grabbed her waist, pushing her into the cab.

“Slide on back into the sleeper, honey,” Ben said as he climbed in and shut the door. He slapped her rubber clad ass.

She burst into girlish giggles and lay on her back on the thin mattress. She spread her legs open wide and smiled as she saw her pussy had completely swallowed the narrow band of the crotch.

That was all the invitation Ben needed. He reached out and hooked two fingers in the rubber and pulled it aside, exposing her glistening cunt.

She had always kept it shaved even though she wasn’t married anymore. Old habits and all. She was very happy she had kept up the practice.

“That’s the way a slut is supposed to look: wet and bare.”

“Ben, can I tell you a secret?” She said. Her face had taken on an expression of innocence.

“Sure, baby. Tell me anything.”

“I’ve only made love to three guys in total, one of them was my husband. I’m a little scared.” She bit her lower lip.

“That’s okay, baby. I fucked a lot of whores. I’ll teach you.” He pointed up to the ceiling of the sleeper. It was covered in pictures of naked women - photos taken in the cab. Most were smiling, some were crying. Some were passed out.

“You going to take my picture too, Ben?”

He smiled and held up a digital camera. “If you leave an impression.”

She nodded and smiled. “I will!”

He climbed onto the mattress and leaned back. “You know how to suck cock?”

She giggled and nodded. Stacie crawled up his body. She winked and kissed the big bulge in his jeans. “Ooo, wet spot!” She licked the circle of precum. “Mmm, salty. I like it.”

He nodded. “Good girl.” He unzipped his jeans and unbuttoned them.

He wasn’t wearing underwear and his thick cock sprang up.

“Wow! That’s twice the size of any I ever had,” she said. She was shaking her head.

“Yeah, working for the Church has its perks. They gave me six inches more than I had to start with. Fuckers can do anything,” Ben said as he grabbed her by the back of the head and guided her red lips down to his hardening prick.

She opened her mouth wide and tried to lick, but Ben didn’t pause for a lick - the cockhead passed into her mouth and was probing at the back of her throat.

She tried to get it into her throat, but she gagged. She waved her arms and struggled. Something moved in her stomach and was headed north into her throat.

He growled in frustration and yanked her off his dick. “Fuck. Hang on. I got what you need, bitch.”

Stacie sniffled and fought down her gorge. She had failed. Failure as a wife, failure as a slut. She wanted to crawl off and die.

He stared at her as he dug in a drawer beside the bed. “Don’t cry, baby. Not every piece of ass is born to deepthroat like a porn star. But, the Church, they got ways to fix that.” He held up a spray bottle. It looked like breath freshener. “Open wide.”

Stacie shook her head. “It won’t help…”

He grabbed her jaw. “I ain’t askin’.”

She gulped and opened wide.

He sprayed cherry tasting stuff in her mouth. It burned the back of her throat.

Stacie went into a fit of coughing. “What was that?”

“Gag No More. Your gag reflex is gone.” He grabbed the back of her head and pulled her back onto his throbbing dick. “Now, you take it like a pro, baby.”

The thick head hit the back of her mouth.

And, it just kept going!

She opened her eyes in amazement as his dick pushed into her throat.

Ben nodded. “That’s right, baby girl. You got skills now, slut.

He pulled her slowly off his cock. “Fuck, baby! That’s one tight throat.”

She smiled as his spit coated head slipped from her lips. “I did it! I did it, Ben!”

“Yeah, you did. Keep your mind on your breathing so you don’t pass out, okay?”

She nodded enthusiastically. “Just use me, baby. Push that big, hard dick down my throat.” She couldn’t believe the words coming out of her mouth! She had never been vocal during sex. She licked and sucked the head, tasting his precum. “Mmm, how long will it keep me from gagging?”

“Gag No More? Slut, you don’t understand. That shit is permanent. You just got chemically altered to become a cock sucking queen.” He smiled down at her.

“Huh? Permanent?!”

“Yeah, baby. It’s permanent, just like that latex lipstick they gave you. It’s bonded to your skin. Eye liner too.”

She stared at him unbelieving.

He shook his head and laughed. “Baby, they’re doing that Morpheus voodoo on your ass. You ain’t never going to be the same.” He took her by the hair and guided her down. “Now, deepthroat me like a good slut and stop worrying about shit that’s out of your control.”

***

Sugar Tits stood with Dr. Demona and whispered. “That girl has been through the wringer. I mean, there’s dark shit in her head. It’s like hell.”

Demona looked at the girl who lay paralyzed on the gurney. “Fuck. Now I feel like shit.”

“Not your fault. I mean, she’s like a rabid dog.”

“You going to wipe her?”

“Yes, it’s not humane to leave her like that. It’s either wipe her or put her out of her misery.”

She walked to the girl’s side.

Her eyes continued to dart back and forth.

Sugar Tits laid her hand on the girl’s temples. “Shh, be still now. No more pain, not for you, not ever.”

Tears were streaming down both their faces.

Demona turned away and found something else to do.

Sugar Tits smiled. The doctor was the most stone cold evil bitch Sugar Tits knew, but even she had a soul.

“You don’t have to die,” Sugar Tits whispered. “I know it was too much for you before, and that’s why you put that poison in your veins. I’m going to show you a better way.” She kissed the girl’s thin lips.

“Those horrible things that happened to you? It wasn’t you, that was someone else. Someone in a book you read about. Someone named Karen.” She kissed the girl’s forehead. “You’re not Karen, your name is Courtney. You grew up in a nice house in suburbia. You have a mother named…”

An idea came to Sugar Tits. It was a dark idea, as all her ideas were since the farmhouse. But, this would not be an idea that would hurt Karen, now Courtney. This was an idea that would twist the girl and pervert her, but not send her to a life requiring needles in her arm and subservience to blood sucking pimps.

“You have a mother named Stacie. You love her very much. And, you’re going to see her soon.”

Demona looked up at the monitors over the girl’s bed. “Jesus, Sugar. What the hell are you doing to her?”

“Hmm?”

“Her heart rate dropped into the 60s, normal rhythm. It’s been going like a rabbit all day. And, her blood pressure is dead on 110/70.”

Sugar Tits kissed the sleeping girl’s forehead. “How would you feel if you were having the worlds worst nightmare, and somebody woke you up and told you that it was all just a dream?”

Demona sniffled and turned away. “Christ, Sugar. I don’t cry…”

Sugar Tits laughed. “Aww, go stick somebody with a needle, you pussy. You’ll feel better.”

“Fuck you, bitch.” Demona was laughing as she sobbed.

“Yeah, fuck you too, baby.” Sugar Tits sighed and stroked the girl’s A cup tits. “You should never ever have read that awful book about that poor girl Karen. It made you cry and cry. You burned that book, and you forgot the title so you’d never have to read it again. Karen is gone.”

Sugar Tits pinched the girl’s left nipple gently. “Now, baby, here comes the wicked part.”

“And, here I thought you had gone soft,” Demona laughed.

“Never,” Sugar Tits giggled and then leaned in close to Courtney. “You are a little princess. You never do anything wrong. You are Mommy’s very good girl, just eighteen years old and never even kissed a boy - you can move now, but stay asleep.”

Courtney wiggled on the bed.

Sugar Tits unbound the girl’s wrists and ankles, leaving only the strap across her emaciated belly. “Oh, such a good girl. Honor roll. But, you have a secret, don’t you Courtney?”

The girl bit her lip in her sleep.

“You’re very horny all the time.”

Courtney giggled.

“You love to look at porn on your computer. You love big, thick cocks and, oh my, you love little juicy pussies too, don’t you?”

“Yesss,” Courtney whispered.

“Being bi is wonderful, isn’t it? Best of both worlds.”

Courtney giggled again.

“At night, under the covers, you play with your juicy little pussy, don’t you?”

“Yesss, I dooo.”

“Show me, Courtney! Show Auntie Sugar how you play with that little bad girl pussy.”

Courtney moaned and reached across her tattooed belly. The girl was covered in tattoos, many cheap, jailhouse tatts complete with misspellings. A crudely drawn penis was on her pubis with the dick pointed at her swollen clit.

“You don’t want to know how many STDs this kid had,” Demona whispered. “She’s clean now, but condoms must have been a four letter word to her.”

“Shh! She’s masturbating,” Sugar Tits scolded with a wink.

Courtney rubbed her clit with two fingertips in gentle circles.

“Mmm, feels good, doesn’t it, Courtney?”

“Yes, Auntie Sugar.” She licked her thin lips.

“Hmm, guess that name’s gonna stick,” she kissed the girl’s cheek. “Suits me. You poor thing. You never had a vibrator, so sometimes you just used the handle of your hair brush, remember.”

She giggled mischievously. “How did you know?” she whispered.

“Oh, Auntie Sugar knows lots of things, you skinny slut.” She turned to Demona. “Hand me a dildo.”

“How big?”

“Elephant size,” she said and crossed her eyes. “Normal size! The kind an inexperienced woman might buy, not some tattooed, pierced sleaze ball like you.”

“Fuck you, tramp.” She handed Sugar Tits a thin pink vibe.

“You know I love you, bitch.” She took the vibe and put it in the girl’s hand. “Here. Here’s a real dildo. Show me what you did with your hairbrush, honey.”

Eyes closed, she brought the rubber phallus to her lips and slid it in.

“Very nice.”

Demona sat cross legged on her lab stool letting her skirt ride up. Her pale, pink pussy was exposed. A tattooed pentagram was drawn on her pubis in meticulous lines. Her pussy lips were pierced with half inch steel grommets. She rubbed her thick clit as she watched Sugar Tits indoctrinate Courtney into her new life.

“Damn, bitch, first you’re crying, next you’re trying to rub one out watching my protégé,” Sugar Tits whispered.

Demona flipped her off. Then she grinned, turned her hand upside down and began fucking herself with the extended middle finger.

Sugar Tits blew her a kiss. “That’s okay, you deserve it.”

She kissed Courtney’s sunken stomach.

Courtney held up the vibrator dripping with her saliva.

“Fuck yourself, Courtney. Cum over and over again. Cum till you fall asleep. I love you. Everybody here loves you.”

Courtney slipped the vibe inside her pussy and began pumping it in and out while she rubbed her clit.

Sugar Tits stood up. “There. That will hold our little slut for awhile.”

Demona was frigging herself and breathing hard. “You are amazing, Sugar.”

“Shh,” Sugar Tits knelt in front of the goth doctor’s lab stool. “Let Auntie Sugar make you cum.”

Demona tilted her head back and laughed. “Oh, am I going to be Auntie Sugar’s good girl too?”

“Of course not,” Sugar Tits said with a wink. “You’re my bad, slutty, whore of a niece. Auntie knows exactly what her goth girl needs.” She pulled Demona’s fingers out of her pussy and replaced them with her tongue.

“Oh, fuck, Auntie Sugar! You’re going to make me squirt!” She opened her eyes.

Courtney was staring at them as she fucked herself.

Demona tapped Sugar Tits on the shoulder and pointed at Courtney.

Sugar Tits turned her head to the side and smiled at Courtney. “It’s okay, honey. You’re having a wonderful dream. Just enjoy it.”

Courtney smiled and fucked herself harder.

Sugar Tits winked again and devoured Demona’s pussy.

***

Stacie was lying on her back on the sleeper mattress, her head hanging down.

Ben knelt between the front seats and fucked her throat with his raging erection. “Fuck, bitch! So fucking good!” He twisted and pulled Stacie’s big nipples while he thrust in and out.

And, Stacie was in heaven. She was a slut! Men loved sluts, especially sluts who could deepthroat, and she was porn star good! She had never been so proud.

She controlled her breathing and worked her tongue, maximizing his pleasure. This was about him after all. No man would ever leave her for some other slut again! She was fucking incredible.

She fingered herself. Stacie was so close - she was so turned on, she knew she would cum soon!

“Unnh, baby! Goddamn, bitch, I’m going to nut in your hot throat! Fuck, you are the best whore I ever had!”

Stacie stopped fingering herself. She reached up with her right hand and slipped her fingers past his balls.

She stuck out her middle finger and caressed his asshole. She had read once a man’s butt hole was super sensitive.

“Yeah, finger me, cunt!” And, he blew. He was halfway down her throat and his cock throbbed as he pumped cream into her gullet.

She had no idea how much had flowed into her tummy. He slowly went soft, and he was still thrusting.

A few minutes later he slipped out and collapsed between the seats.

She licked her lips and then her fingers.

Stacie smiled at him upside down. “Was I a good slut, Ben? Was I really the best whore you ever had?”

“Fucking A, Stacie. You’re hot as hell.” He was panting and smiling.

“Uh, I didn’t cum yet,” Stacie whispered.

He laughed. “Oh, yeah? That my problem, is it?”

She pouted. “No, but… can I just play with myself and look at your pretty cock?”

He shook his head. “Naah, I ain’t done with you yet. Sugar Tits said to use you, and by fuck, I’m going to.”

She rolled onto her stomach. “You just came a gallon in me! You can’t possibly get it up. No man could.”

He laughed and pulled a thermos out of a cooler between the seats. “Watch and learn, slut.”

She watched as he opened the thermos and took several long gulps. “What is that?”

“They call it Ambrosia. Nectar of the gods.”

“And, it will make you…”

He smiled and pumped his cock. It rose and thickened.

Her eyes grew wide.

He got back up on his knees. “Get on your back, whore. I’m gonna fuck your brains out.”

She giggled and lay back. She spread her legs as wide as she could.

“Yeah, good girl. I need you nice and open for this.” He slapped his hard cock against her thigh.

He leaned down and tongued her cunt, lapping it like an animal.

“Oh, my God!” She screamed. Her husband was the only one who ever did that for her, and he just made little licks mostly at her clit. Ben was engulfing her with his lips, sucking her whole pussy into his mouth and fucking it with his tongue.

Her body was alive with electricity.

And, still she couldn’t cum! She screamed in frustration.

“Yeah, scream, cunt. I like it when bitches scream.” He leaned down further and tongued her butt.

“Oh! No, Ben! Not there! It’s dirty!”

His laughter filled the sleeper cab. “Dirty is what makes it good, you stupid slut.” He tongued it hard again and his tongue slid inside.

“Oh, Ben! What are you doing? Nobody ever did that to me!”

He laughed between her legs and slid his tongue out. “Nobody with a big dick is going to be able to squeeze in that ass cunt. Too tight. They got something for that too.”

Her eyes grew wide. “No! Ben! Don’t squirt stuff on there! I can’t be open all the time!”

He rolled his eyes and opened a drawer. He held up an object made of stainless steel. It had a tapered teardrop shape with a wide base. “Know what this is?”

She shook her head.

He held up the base. There was a red pentagram engraved in the five sided base. “This is a butt plug. They use these to train sluts like you.”

She shook her head. “Please don’t put that in my little butt, Ben!”

He laughed. “Ain’t gonna be a little butt for much longer.”

Stacie whined.

“Now, Sugar told me to use you right. I ain’t sending you back to her without proper training. Suck this.” He held the teardrop part to her lips.

She squeezed her lips shut and shook her head. My God, had it been in somebody’s ass?

“Open up. Don’t make me force you. Sugar Tits told you to be my slut, you want to make Sugar mad?”

Her eyes opened wide. Sugar Tits? She was her friend. She couldn’t make Sugar Tits mad, not after all she had done for her. The pretty clothes and the good advice?

“Ben, has that been in anybody’s butt?”

Ben smiled. “Yes. But, I cleaned it. Now suck on it like a good slut.” He rubbed it across her lips.

She opened her lips slowly and Ben slipped it in. “Careful of your teeth. Sugar will have my balls if you chip a tooth. Coat it real good with spit so it’ll slip up your butt.”

It wasn’t so bad. The taste was metallic and not unpleasant. She willed the spit into her mouth and felt her saliva coating it.

“Your mouth will warm it too. That makes it easier for your little pucker to take it.”

She nodded and sucked on the butt plug.

The pentagram began to glow with red light.

Ben smiled. “This is from the Church as well. They call it a Satan Plug.” He eased it out of her mouth.

“It’s glowing,” she whispered.

“That means it’s ready for your hole, girl.”

She watched wide eyed as he slowly traced it down her pussy lips. “Ready?”

She nodded quickly and closed her eyes.

Stacie felt the slender tip poke at her backside. “No! No, I’m afraid.”

“Shh, you can do it. I got your butt wet with my spit as well.”

She felt herself opening as Ben wedged it inside. “Oh, God! Oh, fuck!”

She was stretching and still it wasn’t going in. It felt as big as a beer can.

“Please, Ben. Stop. It won’t fit.”

“Shh, almost there.”

“Ben. No.” And, then it seemed to rush forward. Her hole widened to the point she thought it would tear, and then it slid in.

Her tortured hole closed around the base.

Ben laughed. “See, baby? You got a Satan Plug in your ass.”

She reached down and felt the pentagram base squeezed tight against her asshole. She giggled. It felt hard and heavy in her butt.

Ben looked down at her plug and smiled. “You ready?”

“For what?” It was starting to feel good.

He shook his head. “It’s mechanical, baby.”

Something whirred and clicked.

The Satan Plug vibrated and grew!

“Aighh!” Stacie threw her head back and screamed.

“There now. It just doubled in size. In an hour, it’ll double again. And, one more time an hour after that.”

“No! Ben! Take it out!”

“Yeah, that ain’t happening, baby. That sucker stays in until it’s time to come out on its own. When you’re nice and loose and gaped. You can’t feel it, but it’s pumping some kind of drug into your hole. When it’s done, your asshole will be the same shape as your pussy, a pretty little slit. It’ll even have a clit. But, don’t worry, it’ll close down tight when you need it to. But, when a man needs you open? You’ll be able to take my fist.”

She looked at him in terror.

But.

It was starting to feel good again.

He nodded. “Yeah, it’s turning that ass cunt into a pussy. You like it now?”

She bit her lip. Her face was red with embarrassment. She nodded. “Yes, Ben. I… I do like it.”

“That’s my good girl.” He kissed her.

It was the first time he kissed her, and she moaned into it, taking his love from him, as much as she could take.

His hands closed on her thighs.

She felt the thick head of his cock pushing at her pussy. She leaned her head back. “Ben, do you have a condom?”

He laughed and shook his head. “Stacie, you are hysterical.” He shoved his hips forward and six inches of his cock bottomed out in her pussy.

“God! Oh, fuck!”

“Your wish is my command, baby.” He pumped in and out slowly.

“So big! You can’t even get it all in, can you?” She locked her legs around the small of his back. Each powerful thrust made the Satan Plug throb in her ass.

“Not yet. They’ll fix that too.”

Fix that? Oh, Jesus, what was going on here? She couldn’t think. This was all wrong, but she couldn’t stop. She wasn’t even attracted to this man. But, his cock was so big and he just… took ownership of her.

Was this what she needed? Did she need to submit to a man? All of modern society said this was wrong, but she wanted it, craved it. She wanted to be owned. She wanted to be property.

He pounded into her and she raked her long nails across his back, drawing blood.

He just laughed and fucked her harder, each thrust pushing him up against her cervix.

“You… have to… pull out… don’t cum.”

“No way, bitch. Your cunt belongs to me until I’m done.” As if to punctuate the point, he fucked her harder and faster.

“I… I think I might be ovulating. You have to pull out.”

“Babies are your problem. But, I’ll be happy as fuck to put one in you,” he grinned at her with an evil smile.

She should have been horrified.

Instead, she arched her back and ground against him. He owned her, she was his to breed. “Breed me, you fucking stud.”

He laughed and then screamed, pumping jizz into her pussy.

***

Sugar Tits stood up between Demona’s thighs and kissed her. Usually, sex with Demona was hard and rough. She liked to bite.

But, this was making love. Demona moaned into the kiss and pressed her body against Sugar Tits.

When the kiss ended, Sugar Tits leaned back and caressed the doctor’s pale white face. “I love you, Demona.”

“I love you too, Sugar.” She teared up again. “Don’t ever tell anybody I cried. Okay?”

“Tough bitch like you? You never cry,” she winked at her and stepped to the side. She looked at the sleeping girl lying on the gurney with the vibrator hanging out of her leaking pussy. “Did you weigh her?”

Demona sighed. “Five foot eight, eighty-five pounds.”

“Christ, you have work to do.”

Demona nodded. “Don’t I know it. What are we making her into? She’d make a nice Cheerleader Whore.”

“Nope, she’s a special. I’m making a whole set.”

“Really?”

“Yep. Fatten her up, 120 pounds at least. Give her some fucking tits, D cups, and Jesus, that flat ass… she looks like a boy. Curve her up.”

“Standard internals? Slutifier and egg freeze?”

“No, harvest her eggs and put Empty Preggers in their place.”

“Preggo Slut? You want her a Preggo?”

“Just do it, Demona.”

“She doesn’t have the hips for it!”

Sugar Tits laughed as she walked to the door. “You’re a smart girl, figure it out. Now, I got a quick appointment across town followed by a date with a new slut.”

***

Gina sat in the kitchen and worried. Ever since her ward, Hank, came home the night before Melanie, the owner of the pizza parlor, and one of her employees disappeared without a trace, he had seemed distant. She knew something was going on with him.

And, God forgive her, she was afraid it had something to do with the disappearances. There seemed to be more and more people going missing every day from Ithaca, mostly from the college. Once, an entire cheerleading squad disappeared on their way back from a game.

Jimmy. That boy was bad. Had he gotten Hank involved in something?

News about the disappearances was becoming sparse. More were happening, but the police were saying nothing. The press was ignoring it.

There were only whispered comments at the market. “Did you hear about the girl?”

If Hank was involved, Gina would kill herself. Please, don’t let him be involved.

She was running the vacuum cleaner when the doorbell rang.

Gina opened the door. An immensely tall redhead was standing in the door. Behind her were workmen with boxes.

“Gina Rossini?” the tall woman asked. She was wearing a white rubber raincoat.

“Yes. Can I help you?”

“Hank’s guardian?” The woman smiled sweetly.

“I’m sorry, who are you?”

“My name is Sugar Tits,” she said with a smile. The raincoat fell open, revealing a curvaceous body in white bondage attire.

“What?”

The workmen pushed past them into the house.

The woman laid her warm palms on Gina’s temples, and everything was fine. It was just fine.

***

The sun was setting when Stacie climbed down from the cab. Ben was asleep in a pool of his jizz and her lube.

She dropped down to the asphalt and almost broke a heel.

It was late.

Home! She needed to go home! The kids would be home from school and the house was empty!

Ben’s cum was running down her leg.

She looked down at the slutty outfit she was wearing. She looked like a truck stop whore. Reaching into her bikini top, she realized that was exactly what she was.

Before he fell asleep, Ben had taken a sweaty twenty dollar bill out of his pocket and slid it into her cleavage. “You’re a good fuck, bitch.” Those were the last words he said before he started snoring.

She stared at the sweaty twenty in her palm.

Oh, my God, she thought. What the fuck was going on?

Why had she done all this?! She blinked and shook her head, trying to clear the cotton candy cloud that engulfed her brain.

She had fucked a man, a stranger, let him cum in her unprotected vagina! She felt drugged. Had they drugged her?

Something hummed and clicked.

The Satan Plug buzzed and doubled in size.

She fell to her knees on the asphalt, her sphincter stretching beyond any sane limit.

She struggled back to her feet as the pleasant sensations returned.

Stacie saw her van still sitting where she had parked it that morning.

Run! The voice that had been screaming in her head returned, and this time she listened.

She ran as fast as she could to the van. Stacie had a spare key hidden in a magnetic box under the driver’s side wheel well. She felt for it, found it!

She dropped the magnetic box as she grabbed the key.

She unlocked the door and climbed in. Her latex covered rump squeaked as she slid into the leather seat. A glob of cum leaked out.

“Oh, God! What did they do to me?”

She put the key in the ignition.

Something tapped on the driver’s side glass.

Stacie shrieked as she turned and looked.

The pink haired robot girl was staring in at her.

The window rolled down! Stacie fought with the button, but the glass slid down on its own.

The girl reached in and took the key from Stacie’s hand. She bent it in half between her thumb and fingers.

“Sorry. If it was up to me, I’d let you go,” her tinny voice said. “Heck, I’d go with you. But, you can’t escape these people. They’re everywhere, and once they have you? Game over.”

“Please, Rita. Please, let me go,” Stacie whispered.

Rita blinked her eyes and tears ran down her rubber cheeks. “Come on, Stacie. It’s fate. You can’t fight it. I hate them, but it isn’t that bad, not really. You’ll see. Get out of the car.”

“No! I want to go home!”

Rita pulled the door and it came off the hinges. “I’m sorry. Don’t make me hurt you. I don’t want to.”

Stacie sobbed as she stepped out of the van.

Rita’s eyebrows furrowed. She almost looked human. “Did he cum in you?”

Stacie cried out loud. “Yes!” She collapsed against the Bimbot.

“Lift your leg.”

“What?”

“Your leg, lift it.”

Stacie did as she was told. Obedience was becoming a habit.

The Bimbot reached down and pulled the wet crotch of her booty shorts to the side.

Stacie drew in a sharp breath as the girl’s rubber middle finger snaked inside her pussy.

Liquid gushed inside her, sprayed from the tip of the robot girl’s finger. It ran down her thigh and formed a pool around her foot.

Stacie stared at the liquid pool.

“Sterilized, for your protection,” Bimbot Rita said. She held her hand and led her back into Stallion’s.

***

Sugar Tits was just taking her raincoat off as Rita led the sobbing Stacie back into the store. Rita held Stacie's hand gently.

Stacie's crying eyes were turned to the floor as she walked in on the gold heels. She looked up at the redheaded Amazon through red rimmed eyes and shook.

"That will be all, Bimbot," Sugar Tits said without taking her eyes off the sniveling Stacie. She handed her raincoat to Rita.

Bimbot Rita turned her glassy stare on Sugar Tits as she took the coat. "I hope you all burn in hell."

"No doubt," Sugar Tits said without emotion.

Rita let go of Stacie's hand and returned to her desk in the entrance.

"Please," Stacie whispered. "I don't know what you did to me. I don't want to know. I won't tell anyone. I'll forget I ever came here. Just let me go home."

Sugar Tits pondered for a second. Then she looked directly into Stacie's eyes. "No."

Stacie broke down in sobs and Sugar Tits caught her before she could fall. "Stacie, come with me." She put an arm under the woman's shoulders and supported her as they went to the back room.

Stacie screamed.

"Be still," Sugar Tits growled. "You can't make a sound."

Stacie's eyes grew wide as she realized she could no longer speak.

They went into the back office and Sugar Tits closed the door. She sat Stacie on the couch and then sat down beside her.

The room was covered in posters for X-Rated films.

"Did you know some of the oldest cave paintings ever found were pornographic drawings?" Sugar Tits asked in a friendly, sweet voice.

Stacie blinked and mouthed the word "What?"

Sugar Tits stared at her and then laughed. "Oops, sorry! You can talk again but watch your volume and no screaming."

"Wh... what are you talking about?"

"Pornography - fucking. As a species, we're obsessed. If we weren't, we never would have made it. You don't fuck, you don't reproduce. Not enough of you to go around and you die off."

"What does any of this..."

"Just listen. We are the smartest creatures to ever walk the earth - shit, we might be the smartest things in the whole fucking universe. And, yet, after all these thousands and thousands of years, we can't even keep from killing each other." She put an arm around Stacie.

Stacie tried to pull away, but Sugar Tits's arm was like iron around her.

"Free will - it just keeps fucking everything up. If we were united under one common goal? We would have populated the galaxy by now." She smiled and leaned in close. "My god, Morpheus, understands that. Not everybody needs free will. Everybody doesn't need to be president. We need to be one, united, happy world. Understand?"

"Please, let me go."

Sugar Tits ignored her. "Morpheus is an artist, a doctor, a general - he is literally what the world needs. One ruler, one will. He will be that power. People will learn their place. The religious caste will help Morpheus rule. The professional caste will build and design and be productive - they will take us to the stars. And, the worker caste will toil as they always have." She took Stacie's hand. "Then there's us - the whores and the whoremasters. We live to make the professional caste happy and productive. We fuck, Stacie. We make their darkest fantasies come true. We are their cave painting porn."

Stacie shook her head. "You're insane."

Sugar Tits laughed. "Maybe. But, if I am, the world is going insane along with me. You've been chosen, Stacie. You are owned. Property. A sex object to be used. Your old life is over..."

"I have a family!"

"They will forget you. Your only true value is between your legs and bolted to your chest, Stacie. You're a MILF - a mother I'd love to fuck. Everybody with a Mommy issue is going to be lining up to fuck you in all your holes." She took Stacie's face in her hand. "We're going to train you and modify you so you give everyone what they want."

Stacie shook her head. "I won't! I'll die first."

Sugar Tits laughed and shook her head. "No, you stupid slut. You won't kill yourself. You won't even remember this conversation. There's a part of me - it's dark, it comes from Morpheus himself, or maybe Satan, I don't know. Wherever it comes from, it wants to see you despair. I let you snap out of your slut trance so I could tell you what I am going to do to you."

Stacie pulled away, but Sugar Tits leaned over her, pressing her down on the couch.

"I'm going to strip away your personality. All day, I've been building the perfect MILF slut. A bisexual Mommy who lives to fuck. She’s inside your head, can’t you feel her? All I have to do is turn her on, and the old Stacie goes to sleep. If I want, I can make you go away completely. And, I want that, Stacie. I want you to fade away into nothing.”

“Why?!”

Stacie was lying on her back and Sugar Tits was lying on top of her now. Sugar Tits took a deep breath. “Because the new Stacie is much more interesting.”

“I don’t believe you. You can’t erase me from my own mind. This is all just hypnosis or something. Or, drugs.”

“How many children do you have?” Sugar Tits asked with a smile.

“Three!” Stacie’s brow furrowed. “No… wait… No… that’s not right.” Tears flowed - she couldn’t remember her own children.

“Let me help you. You have three children. The twins, Donny and Maddy, nineteen years old. You were only seventeen when you had them.”

“No!” I didn’t. Did I? She thought. She had a vision of a dark haired, muscular boy and his willowy sister.

“Oh, that’s right, you caught Donny and Madison… exploring last year. You were so angry, weren’t you?”

“Of course, I was!”

“Tsk, tsk. Such a hypocrite. Rubbing your slutty pussy and then acting all righteous when you threw them out.”

“It was an abomination!” No. No, wait. That wasn’t real. Donny and Maddy never did that… wait, no, there was no Donny or Maddy. “Two! I have two children, and they are younger.” She was pleased with herself.

“And, what are their names? If you’re so sure you’re right, name them?”

“I…” She couldn’t even see their faces. Just Donny and Maddy.

And another girl. Courtney. Two years younger. Mommy’s good girl, she would never do anything like her disgusting siblings. It was just her and Courtney now. She had to get home to Courtney.

“Courtney. My daughter’s name is Courtney.”

Sugar Tits smiled. “Yes, Stacie. Courtney. You’ll see her soon. I promise.”

Stacie smiled. “You’re sending me home?”

“Like I said, sweetie. You are home.”

Stacie passed out with the smile on her face.

***

“Stacie? Wake up,” Sugar Tits said. She was sitting beside Stacie who was lying on the couch.

Stacie stretched and yawned. “What happened?”

“You walked in to the back room, told me Ben fucked your brains out, and then you went to sleep on the couch.”

“Mmm,” Stacie groaned. She ran her finger up the crotch of her booty shorts. “He did. Fuck, Sugar. He is so amazing.”

“So, details - tell me about it.”

“Hey! You didn’t tell me that lipstick and eyeliner were permanent,” Stacie said with a pout.

“Oops. Are you mad?”

Stacie licked her shiny, ruby lips. “No. I love them. He squirted in my throat.”

“Cum? Of course he did…”

Stacie giggled. “No! Well, that too. But, he squirted something called Gag No More in my mouth.”

“Oh, did he?” Sugar Tits smiled.

“Mmm, yeah, and after that, I could take his whole dick in my throat! You should have seen me.” She reached down and pulled the rubber crotch of the shorts to the side. “And, he gave me this.”

Sugar Tits laughed. “Whoa! A Satan Plug? I haven’t seen one of those in awhile. How many times has it grown.”

“Twice. It should almost be time for the last cycle.”

Sugar Tits gently spread the girl’s cheeks. “It’s glowing bright red. It’ll be any minute.”

Stacie reached down and felt the plug. It was enormous in her butt.

And, it went off.

Stacie screamed and gripped the leather of the couch with both hands. “Sugar! What’s it doing? It feels different!”

“Last cycle, honey. It’s operating on you.”

“Oh! Oh, God! Sugar! I’m ripping.” Stacie screamed.

Just when she didn’t think she could stand any more, it stopped. And then it shrank.

She gasped as it slid out of her ass.

Sugar Tits stared at the woman’s crotch. “Wow.”

“I wanna see,” Stacie whined.

Sugar Tits picked up a small mirror from the coffee table and held it between Stacie’s legs.

Her pussy was swollen from the hard fucking it had taken.

She raised her hips gently and spread further.

Where her little rosebud had been before, there was now a slit about two inches long. There was a little nubbin of flesh at the bottom of the slit. She reached down and gingerly opened the slit. There were lips, shaped like her labia but smaller. They parted, glistening with lubrication. She touched the hole.

She drew in a breath. “It’s beautiful.”

Sugar Lips caressed her face. “Yes, darling. You shouldn’t have any problem with anal now.”

***

Demona scribbled in her notebook as she examined the slide under the microscope. Always so much to do. One day, she was pushing the labs in Havana with what she discovered, the next they had passed her, and she needed to catch up.

The sex cells under the scope had clearly gone from XY to XX. Her formula worked.

“Hello?” a small voice asked.

Demona almost jumped out of her skin. As it was, she dropped the notebook.

Courtney looked at her with big, blue eyes. “Hi. Am I sick?”

Demona just stared at her for a moment. She expected the girl to launch into another tirade of curses.

“Am I going to be okay?” Courtney asked in a quavering voice. “Am I dying?”

Demona snapped out of it and ran across the floor in her heels. “No. Honey, no. You’re going to be okay.” She rubbed the stringy blonde hair out of the girl’s face.

She grabbed Demona’s hand. “I’m scared.”

Demona smiled. “There’s… no need. You were very, very sick, but you’re much better now.”

Courtney nodded.

The girl seemed unperturbed by being stark naked and strapped to a gurney.

Demona squeezed her hand.

Courtney smiled up at her. She reached up and ran her fingers over the rings in Demona’s lips and nose, her eyebrows. “You’re so cool.”

Demona laughed. “I have never been called that.”

“Are you Emo or old school Goth?”

“Old school. Now, what would a little Wendy Whitebread like you know about Goth?”

“I’m not so vanilla,” Courtney whispered. She ran her fingers down the front of Demona’s uniform, brushing her stiff nipples through the fabric.

The girl’s eyes drifted shut and she slipped into a sound sleep.

Demona smiled down at the sleeping girl. “Jesus, Sugar, did you have to make her that adorable?”

***

“All that and I still couldn’t cum!” Stacie complained as she leaned against Sugar Tits on the couch. “Sugar, you’re my best friend ever.”

“Aww, you’re mine too.” Sugar Tits smiled. The woman’s two personalities were completely separated. Slutty Stacie was so much more fun. She couldn’t wait to kill the other one.

Stacie laid her head on her shoulder. “Tell you a secret?”

“What?”

“I could be lez with you. I think I’d like it.”

Sugar Tits smiled at her and licked her lips. “Think I could make you cum?”

“Definitely.” She leaned forward and kissed Sugar Tits tenderly, letting her small pink tongue slip into her friend’s mouth.

Sugar Tits opened her eyes as she pulled away. “Well, don’t stop now.”

Stacie shook her head. “No. I gotta feeling I could cum like a rocket with you, but if I do, I’ll be queer forever. I want to try men one more time. I mean, you’re bi. I want to be bi too, goddamn it.”

Sugar Tits kissed Stacie’s neck. “Good point. You know, I’ve been thinking - maybe it’s not quality, maybe it’s quantity you need.”

Stacie laughed. “You mean, more than one guy?”

“Yeah, and I know just what you need.”

***

Stacie stood in front of the entrance to the video booths and leaned against the door frame. She admired her legs in the high heels.

Sugar Tits had told her to wait outside the booths until the evening crowd came in. She said that was the best way to get gang banged - she did it herself all the time.

Sugar Tits sat on a stool behind the counter and winked at her.

The door buzzed open, and three young men walked in.

***

Jimmy leaned over the counter and kissed Sugar Tits full on the lips. “Hey, baby, what’s fun tonight?”

Sugar Tits smiled. Right on time.

The other two boys were with him, the skinny one, Hank, and the one who’s name Sugar couldn’t remember. They had been her first teenage gangbang that night at Melanie’s pizza parlor. It seemed a lifetime ago.

Jimmy had filled out nice. She had slipped him some Whoremaster Buff Max a few months back, and his muscles rippled under his tight shirt.

She smiled down at his crotch. She had injected him with growth formula behind the store one night as well. “How big?”

“Eleven.”

“Mmm, I do good work, don’t I baby boy?”

“Fuck yes. The best.” He tongue kissed her.

Hank waved behind his friend. “Hi, Sugar Tits.”

“Hi, Hank.” She nodded at the other kid. “Hi, guy I can never remember your name.”

“My name is…” The nameless kid began.

“Fuck your name,” Jimmy said. “Any action going on? Downstairs maybe?”

“Not much. Got in a shipment of sluts, but they’re not even awake yet.” She bit her lip. “Of course, back at the booths.” She pointed toward the back.

Jimmy smiled. Then he squinted. “Holy fuck. Hank, take a look.”

Hank stared, then his eyes grew wide. “Motherfucker.”

“What’s wrong? I know you boys have seen sluts before,” Sugar Tits said.

“Yeah, but we don’t usually know them,” Jimmy laughed.

“You know Stacie?”

“Yeah,” Hank said. “She’s that kid Ned’s mom, Stacie Dowd I think.”

“You know her son?”

“He was JV our senior year,” Jimmy said. “Goddamn, I wanted that MILF the first time I saw her at her punk son’s practice.”

“Nice tits,” nameless boy said.

Jimmy nodded toward her. “You do freaky shit to her yet?”

“No,” Sugar Tits said. “Just a little brain fuck. You boys will have to take it slow, but she’s definitely programmed for fun. Oh, and don’t mention her son by name. I’m making her forget her life. Just go along with whatever she says.”

“God, baby, you’re so fucking evil,” Jimmy said. “Come on guys. I’m hungry for MILF. It does a body good.” He turned back and looked at Sugar Tits. “Hey, that thing we talked about. You ready to do it yet?”

Sugar Tits smiled and pursed her lips. “Oh, I visited that address you gave me a while ago. And, Demona thinks she has it. Enjoy yourself and I’ll catch you when you’re done.”

Jimmy smiled and winked.

***

The boys walking toward the video booth looked too young for her. They were her son, Donny’s age.

The boy in the lead, a tall muscular blond smiled at her. “Hey, I know you.”

Stacie looked down at the thick bulge in the boy’s tight jeans.

He stood a few inches in front of her, and she had to look up into his chiseled face. “I… don’t know…”

“Yeah, I do know you. Stacie, right? Your son went to school with me.”

“Donny! That’s right, you’re one of Donny’s friends - Jimmy, right?” She went red in the face. “Oh, God… what you must think of me.”

The teen looked confused for a second, but a moment later the smile returned. “Think of you? What do you mean?”

“I mean. The way I’m dressed… in a porn store.”

Jimmy drank her in from her heels to her overflowing bikini top. “I think you look beautiful, Mrs. Dowd.”

“Miss. I haven’t been Mrs in a while. Thank you, though.” She kept staring at the lump in his jeans.

“First time in a video booth?” Jimmy asked.

She laughed. “Yeah.”

He reached down and took her hand. “You like porn?”

Her breathing was heavy. “Sometimes.”

He smiled and pulled her closer. “You know, the booths on the end are bigger. They’re for couples. If you want, I could show you how everything works.”

She reached out and ran a finger over his hard abs through the shirt. “I’d like that, Jimmy.”

He led her to the end booth.

The other boys followed, but Jimmy took her in alone and shut the door.

The booth was small, maybe six feet wide and four feet deep. The floor was linoleum.

It smelled of cum.

The inside wall was dominated by a big video screen with a bill acceptor and credit card slot.

A logo that said SlutzNet rotated on the screen.

There were two sliding partitions at waist level on the wall under the video display and the right-hand wall.

She pointed at them. “What are those?”

“Those? Those are glory holes, Miss Dowd.” Jimmy smiled at her and brushed a lock of hair out of her eyes. “I love your eyes.”

There wasn’t much room in the booth. He was so close to her, and she loved it.

He put his hands on her hips. “Here, let me show you the video player.” He turned her around slowly, taking in the view of her body, looking down into her deep cleavage.

She arched her back as he pulled her back against his hard package.

Stacie sighed a little through her teeth.

“We have to put money in,” Jimmy said.

“Oh, let me,” Stacie whispered. She reached into the hollow between her breasts. She pulled out the sweaty twenty Ben had given her.

“Interesting wallet.” Jimmy put his face against her hair and breathed in.

She shivered with his hands encircling her waist. Stacie swallowed. “A man gave it to me.” She breathed hard. “I let him… do things to me. He paid me. Like a prostitute. Does that make me bad, Jimmy?”

He pulled her back harder. “No. That turns me on.”

She fed the bill into the changer.

The SlutzNet logo went away and a red timer on the bottom of the screen started counting down from sixty minutes. The screen lit up with choices: Straight, Bi, Lesbian, Gay, Shemale.

“What’ll it be, Miss Dowd?”

“Straight.”

He touched the screen and more choices popped up: MF, MFM, MFF, Orgy, BDSM, Kink.

“What now?” he whispered.

“Kink. I want Kink.”

He smiled and pressed it.

A movie filled the screen. A middle-aged woman was being pounded hard by a much younger man with her same colored hair.

His hand slipped down her stomach and he caressed the crotch of her booty shorts. “I think you’re wet, Miss Dowd.”

“Jimmy. You shouldn’t do that.”

“Why not?” He kissed her neck.

“I’m old enough to be your mother.”

“And, I’m young enough to be your son. Just like the movie. Look at his big cock sliding in and out of that MILF.” He took her hand and put it on his bulge. “Mine is a lot bigger.”

“It’s all made up – she probably isn’t any older than him.” She rubbed his crotch, feeling his thick cock grow even harder. “It’s just pretend.”

“I like pretend. Don’t you, Stacie?”

He spun her around.

“No, I don’t like this game.”

“Miss Dowd, I looked at a girl today. It made me feel funny,” Jimmy said with a grin.

“Stop.”

“Is it okay that it made my thing hard… and long?” He unzipped his pants.

Stacie looked down at him.

He wasn’t wearing underwear, and his long, thick cock slid out through the opening.

She licked her lips. It was even bigger than Ben’s!

She looked up into his eyes. “Yes. It’s okay that it got big and hard. I’ll show you what to do with it.” She slid down to her knees. She smiled up at him as she licked the head of his cock.

His precum was sweet.

She opened her mouth wide and let it slide in.

“Oh, Miss Dowd, that feels so good.”

So much cock, she thought as it went down her throat. Stacie was an expert now, she sucked it down, not using her hands. Her throat was a cunt, and she was going to milk him dry.

He took hold of the back of her head.

Good! She wanted him to force her. She smiled up at him and he leered at her.

“Yeah, suck my dick, Miss Dowd.”

She slid it all the way out and licked the tip, slurping up her saliva. “Mmm, my big strong boy has a big, fucking cock.”

“Like that dick?”

“Fuck yes! I’m is going to be your whore from now on, baby. I worship that big fucking man meat.”

He shoved it back in.

She played with herself as he raped her throat.

“That’s right, whore. Play with that cunt. Get it wet. I’m going to put a baby in your belly.”

She pulled out and looked up at him. “Really? Really? Do you want to fuck a baby into me?”

“Goddamn right, you fucking slut. Get your ass up here.”

“Yes! Fuck yes, I’m a fuck slut!”

He lifted her up and she threw her legs open wide. Jimmy lifted her like she was a rag doll.

He was so strong! She loved it.

“Put a baby in me, Jimmy! Fuck me hard!” She pulled the latex crotch of her shorts to the side, fully exposing her wet, swollen cunt.

He pressed her ass against the wall of the booth.

Stacie reached down and grabbed his big, spit slick rod and put it against her cunt.

Jimmy laughed and shoved into her.

It wasn’t loving, it was brutal. “Oh, God! Jimmy! Hurt me. I want it all. Stuff it in me!”

He slammed against her, pounding her into the wall.

She felt something touch her ass. “What?”

Jimmy laughed. “Yeah, get some of that MILF ass, Hank.”

Invisible fingers yanked her booty shorts down from behind.

Jimmy held her still against the wall.

The glory hole! Hank was in the booth beside them. She giggled as his thin, hard cock poked at her butt. She arched her back and shifted.

His cock head touched her asshole, and he thrust up into her.

“Fuck yes! Fuck my ass and cunt, boys.”

***

Sugar Tits stood outside the couple’s booth. The boy whose name she couldn’t remember was beating off listening to the fucking going on inside.

She shook her head and opened the booth door. “Gonna spend your whole life jerking off outside? Get in there.”

The boy pushed into the booth.

Stacie opened her eyes and smiled as she was being fucked hard in both holes. She took nameless boy’s dick in her hand and pumped him. “Come on, baby. Cum on my leg.”

The boy popped, shooting a thin stream of jizz onto Stacie’s booty shorts.

Pathetic, Sugar Tits thought. Beta males were boring.

The boy stumbled away.

Sugar Tits smiled at Stacie from the door.

Stacie’s nails raked Jimmy’s strong back as he fucked her brains out with a constant thump, thump, against the booth wall.

Sugar Tits knelt down and watched Hank’s thin cock piercing Stacie’s asshole while that beer can thick rod of Jimmy’s dominated her cunt and punished her cervix.

Stacie’s eyes were rolled into the back of her head. “Ooo, fuck! Fuck me! Fuck me hard! Fuck a baby into me, Donny.”

Donny? Sugar Tits smiled. The seed she had planted sprouted and took root.

“My name’s Jimmy, bitch,” he growled and pounded her harder.

“Sorry, baby. Give me that strong boy cum.”

“Fuck, I’m close. Get ready, slut,” Jimmy growled.

Stacie locked her legs around Jimmy’s back.

Sugar Tits looked into Stacie’s eyes. “It feels good having that young cock in you, doesn’t it, you MILF whore?” She sent two words telepathically along with it: CUM NOW.

***

Stacie screamed and her eyes rolled back in her head. She felt her pussy convulse around the thick cock in her cunt. As if on cue, Hank’s thin dick sprayed cum in her tight ass.

Jimmy kissed her lips. Then he leaned back. “Take my cum, you MILF slut!”

It felt like a fire hose was triggered in her pussy. Cum and her juices spattered on the floor as his throbbing cock pumped her full.

Cumming! I’m cumming! She thought as the twin cocks jizzed inside her.

The three of them held tight, juices flowing into each other for what seemed to be an eternity.

She felt Hank go limp and slide out of her ass first.

And, then Jimmy lowered her gently to the floor. She sat in the pool of their combined cum.

Jimmy smiled down at her. He held his cock by the base. “Clean me, bitch.”

She smiled up at him and licked the head of his long cock. She sucked it like a pacifier, never taking her eyes off Jimmy’s.

“You are one filthy whore,” Jimmy said.

She licked him to the root. “Goddamned right I am. I’m the filthiest mother alive.” She tongued his wet sack and then slid back to his taint and ass.

Sugar Tits knelt down beside her. “Feels good, doesn’t it? Fuck morals. Get what you need.”

Stacie smiled and pushed her tongue up Jimmy’s tight ass.

“Fuck!” Jimmy groaned.

Sugar Tits pulled Stacie away from her analingus and kissed her deep, sucking the woman’s tongue in.

She pulled Stacie away and stood up. “I think Stacie needs more, don’t you Jimmy?”

Stacie untied her bikini top and took it off, freeing her big tits. Then she peeled down the booty shorts.

Sugar Tits nodded in approval. “Watch this, Stacie.” She kissed Jimmy, and then she lowered his face to her nipple. “Ambrosia. Girls like me make it.”

Jimmy nursed.

Sugar Tits stroked his cock.

In seconds, his eleven-inch dick was rock hard.

Jimmy stopped sucking and licked his lips. “Ass in the air, bitch!”

Stacie laughed as she turned around and raised her ass, arching her back. She lowered her face to the cum slick floor. “Mmm,” she whispered. She stuck out her tongue and lapped at the salty cum.

“What a goddamned slut,” Jimmy said. “My cum is dripping out of your snatch, bitch. I’ll bet I got a bastard brewing in that belly already.”

“God, I hope so,” Stacie giggled as she licked the floor clean.

She felt his fingers touching her asshole. “Fucking thing is a slit like your cunt. You really are a whore.” He pushed two fingers in and encountered almost no resistance. “Lucky my boy Hank lubed you up nice for me.”

He pulled his fingers out and replaced them with the head of his cock.

“Oh, tear my ass up, Jimmy!”

Strong hands wrapped around her hips. “Here it is, cum dump.”

Eight inches slid up her cum greased butt.

“Fuck yeah, baby. Fuck my jizzy ass.”

Nine inches and he still pushed. Stacie swore she could feel him in her throat.

He stopped with a grunt, his big heavy balls slapping against her dripping cunt.

“Ooo, so big. So big in my ass.” She was delirious. All that mattered was Jimmy’s big cock.

He started to thrust.

Sugar Tits laughed. “Hey, nameless boy. Get back in here.”

The boy came in, completely naked and trying to jack his cock hard again. “What should I…”

Sugar Tits pushed him onto his back on the floor. “Slide under that slut.”

He scooted on his back to get his hips under her crotch.

“No, bitch. Turn around.”

Stacie saw the look of horror in the boy’s eyes.

“No! He’s fucking her back there.”

Stacie moaned. “Please, baby. Eat my pussy? I need it so bad. I’ll suck your cock and make my little boy feel so good.”

“Do it,” Jimmy commanded as he raped Stacie’s ass.

That was all that was required. The Alpha spoke, the Beta boy complied. He slid under Stacie.

He seemed to hesitate.

Jimmy pushed her hips down, mashing her jizz soaked pussy in the boy’s face. “Now lick her.”

The boy lapped and sucked.

His six-inch cock was right in front of her. She was so used to big cock now, his seemed like a clit - even though it was bigger than her ex-husband’s by at least an inch.

She licked the little tip and the boy sucked her cunt harder. “Mmm, I love your little cock,” she groaned as the big Alpha dick churned her insides. She sucked the smaller man’s cock down to his little balls.

Sugar Tits knelt beside her. “Think about him, under you. He’s drinking Jimmy’s cum out of your pussy.”

She smacked her lips on the little cock. “I know. So hot.”

“Smear your fingers in the cum on the floor.”

Stacie grinned at her, wondering what the evil slut had in mind. She got a thick dollop of spunk on her middle and index fingers.

Sugar Tits leaned close. “Fuck his tight asshole with your fingers.”

Stacie giggled. She smeared the boy cunt with the cum and slid her index finger in. “Like this?”

The boy bucked and strained under her, trying to push his half erect cock into her mouth.

She opened her mouth to take him in.

“No, Stacie,” Sugar Tits whispered. “I want him limp. He’ll cum if you fuck him hard enough.”

Stacie nodded. She pushed a second finger up his butt. She began to thrust.

He bucked his hips wildly as he licked and sucked her cunt.

“Feel that little lump inside? Massage it each time you thrust,” Sugar Tits whispered.

She searched and found it. A small lump just inside. She massaged, and he started to groan into her muff.

A drop of white cum appeared in his piss slit.

Sugar Tits laughed. “That’s how you milk a beta boi.”

Stacie giggled and licked the sweet boy milk off just in time for an even bigger drop to appear. “Mmm, I like this game.” She suckled his cock as she milked it.

“Holy fuck,” Hank whispered.

Stacie looked up and winked.

“Hank, get undressed and stroke that dick for us,” Sugar Tits said.

The skinny boy practically ripped his clothes off. He stood over them and masturbated.

“So fucking hot!” Jimmy growled.

***

Sugar Tits leaned back and watched as the foursome made love.

Stacie reached up with one hand and jacked off hank as she ass fucked the boy under her with the other.

Sugar Tits looked through Jimmy’s legs from behind. The beta boi was sucking Stacie’s clit, but carefully avoiding Jimmy’s goods.

“Oh, that won’t do,” Sugar Tits whispered.

She leaned in close and put her hands on the boy’s temples. “You know you want to, sissy. You’re just a beta boi. Give in. You know you want to taste his sack.”

“No!” the boy groaned. His lips were slick with pussy juice and cum.

Sugar Tits laughed. “Welcome to your new life, baby.” She bombarded his mind with images, found his bi switch and flipped it on.

“Oh, fuck!” he moaned in a higher pitched voice. He stuck out his tongue and touched the big Alpha male’s sack.

“Fuck yeah, eat my balls, you sissy bitch!”

The boy giggled like a girl. He sucked in first one thick ball and then the other.

The boy’s cock erupted in a fountain of sissy cum.

Stacie screamed as her own orgasm hit.

And, then Hank began shooting streams of cum across Stacie’s back, making her cry out in delight.

“Goddamn, I can’t hold back any longer,” Jimmy groaned.

Sugar Tits grabbed the base of his cock and pulled it out of Stacie’s ass.

“What the fuck?” Jimmy complained.

He didn’t have much time to argue. Sugar Tits pushed his cock into the boy’s mouth all the way to the throat.

“Fuck, yeah! Blow me, cunt!”

The boy struggled, but Sugar Tits calmed him, made him like it.

Jimmy groaned and his cock throbbed as he pumped cum down the sissy’s throat.

***

"Goddamn it! I'm not gay - Sugar made me do that, didn't you, Sugar Tits?" Nameless boy said. The three boys were standing naked outside the video booths.

Hank punched him in the shoulder. "You sucked cock. Looked gay to me."

"I made him do that," Sugar Tits said. She was sitting in the booth with Stacie lounging against her. "Careful, Hank, karma is a real bitch." She smiled evilly at him.

Hank paled.

Jimmy punched them both in the arm. "Damn right it is. He's not gay, Sugar Tits just got carried away, that's all." Then he smiled. "Not that there's anything wrong with being gay, I mean this ain't the middle ages or Pakistan or some shit."

"Aren't you going to tell the boys about their surprise, Jimmy?" Sugar Tits asked.

Jimmy smiled and nodded. "Almost forgot. Doctor Demona has got some mods for all three of us."

Hank and the other boy looked at each other wide eyed.

"You finally set us up with that cock grow shit?" Hank asked excitedly.

"You said it!" Jimmy laughed.

They high fived.

"Finally," the other boy said. "You know how hard it is being the smallest one?"

"Is she ready for us?" Jimmy asked.

Sugar Tits nodded.

"Let's go see her!" Jimmy led the boys out of the booths and toward the back of the store.

"Level 10 - you boys stay off the other floors," Sugar Tits advised.

Jimmy turned around and walked back alone. He kissed Sugar Tits on the lips. "Thank you."

She rubbed his hair. "Think he liked it?"

"I caught him looking at tranny porn a few months ago. He made me promise not to tell." He looked at Stacie. "He wanted what happened, believe me."

He looked at Sugar Tits. "So, we're doing this, for real?"

"Of course - but remember, you get what you want, I get what I want. Deal?"

"You got it, sexy." He stood up, his thick cock dangling in Stacie's face. "Okay boys, lets go get upgraded."

Sugar watched as the boys walked away. "People complain about the youth of today, but those fuckers are all right in my book."

"What was all that talk about modifications?" Stacie asked. She laid her head on Sugar's shoulder.

"Oh, you'll find out soon enough." Sugar Tits hugged her tight. "Want to talk, or just cuddle?"

"Talk. But, I'm so... I just feel so confused." She kissed Sugar's shoulder.

"There's nothing to feel embarrassed or ashamed about. I know what made you cum."

Stacie sighed. "A little over a year ago, I came home from the store. I heard sounds coming from my son's room."

"Donny, right?"

She nodded. "I walked in and... Donny and Maddy were..."

"I know."

Stacie jumped. "Huh? How did you..."

"I know them. They work for us."

Stacie stared at her uncomprehending.

"You threw them out." There was no accusation in her voice, just understanding.

"What choice did I have?"

Sugar Tits was close to laughter. Stacie was confessing to something that never happened - she was relating verbatim the story Sugar Tits had injected into her mind. "But now you know you were wrong?"

"Was I? Wasn’t it... wrong?"

***

The boys walked into Demona's lab. It was empty, but the doors at the back were open. They stepped through into a cavernous room.

"Whoa," Hank whispered.

The room looked like something out of a mad scientist's playroom. There were control panels and medical instruments and machines. Some things looked like articulated robots.

And, everywhere there were bondage devices: chairs, gurneys, and stocks with heavy steel restraints. All of them were empty.

What caught their eyes even more were the tall cylinders of liquid made of thick glass and chrome. The fluids inside were pink, blue, or green.

Doctor Demona stood with her back to the naked boys. Her shapely legs were put on prominent display in the stiletto heels and short, pink uniform.

She was standing in front of a control panel attached to a cylinder of pink fluid.

Inside was a nude, beautiful blonde girl. She dangled from thin wires that kept her suspended at the mid point of the cylinder. She was completely submerged and she drifted slowly back and forth, rocked by unseen currents in the pink liquid.

A thick tube was in her mouth and she seemed to be sucking it like a cock. Her nostrils were closed with a clip, and her eyes and ears were covered with goggles and some kind of earphones.

Two more hoses were attached to her breasts covering the nipples.

Other than the hair on her head and her eyebrows and lashes, she was hairless.

A thick black tube was pumping into and out of her gaping pussy, while a smaller tube thrust into her ass.

Demona turned and looked at them. “That’s what I like: I like to turn around and see naked boys.” She winked.

Jimmy walked up to her and kissed her hand. “Sugar Tits said you were ready for us.”

“Yes,” Demona said. She pointed to three bondage tables. “Have a seat.”

Jimmy sat down on the first. The tables had moving sections for the arms, legs, and head so that the occupant could be placed in any position needed.

Hank and the other boy eyed the chairs suspiciously.

Jimmy laughed. “Jesus, guys. Sit the fuck down. I’ve done this before, that’s why I have eleven inches between my legs.”

The boys looked at each other and reluctantly sat down.

Demona leaned over Jimmy.

He stared down her cleavage.

She winked. “I don’t know which one of you is more twisted, you or Sugar?” She whispered. Demona locked the restraints around Jimmy’s wrists and ankles, around his throat and waist.

She pushed a button and the leg sections raised and spread.

Jimmy’s big cock and balls were completely exposed.

Demona smiled at Hank and reached down to close his restraints.

“Is… is that really necessary?” Hank mumbled.

“Oh, yes, Hank,” Demona said. “Can’t have you flailing around and hurting yourself during the procedure.”

“How big are we going to be after this?” Jimmy asked.

Demona locked the restraints on Hank and moved to the other boy. “Sugar Tits said fifteen inches. Way outside specs, but she’s got a lot of sway with the Church now. They’ll let her get away with murder.”

The nameless boy stared nervously at the gleaming steel as Demona locked him down. “There, all done.”

“Fifteen inches, huh?” Jimmy said.

“For you, yeah.”

Hank and the other boy looked at each other. “Wait, how big are we going to be?”

Demona held up her hand as she crossed to a sheet covered tray. “Just a sec. I got measuring to do.”

She took the sheet off. The tray was filled with needles containing a rainbow of colors.

“Wait, why are they different colors?”

Demona held a finger to her lips. She picked up a syringe with a long needle and red liquid. “Okay, stud. Time to become a porn star.”

Jimmy laughed and laid his head back. “Shove it in me, Doc Demona.”

Demona laughed. She leaned over and undid his restraints.

Jimmy smiled at the other boys.

“Why did you release him?” Hank asked.

“Because, dummy, this big alpha stud isn’t going to resist.” She took Jimmy’s long cock in her fist and pumped a few times. Then she slid the needle in the base of his cock.

“Unnh, fuck yeah,” Jimmy breathed.

Demona laughed as she emptied the syringe into his dick. “Goddamn pain slut. You’re fucking weird.”

She started to remove the needle.

“Take it out slow, babe. I like it.”

She sneered and pushed it deeper.

“Mmm, marry me,” Jimmy groaned.

“Sorry, fucker, I like girls.” She pulled the needle out. “It’ll take about two hours.”

“Can I jerk off?”

“If you can take the pain, go for it.”

She crossed to nameless boy.

“What are you going to do to me?”

She took hold of his six inch cock. “Thirteen inches.”

The boy grinned. “Fuck yes.”

“Thirteen inches long, about as thick as your wrist,” Demona said as she leaned down and kissed his cheek.

He was beaming.

“And, 46L, 19, 36.”

The boy looked confused. “What does that mean?”

“Measurements. We’ve never made a Futanari before. But I think I have the whole ball sack with pussy thing worked out.”

All the color drained out of his face. “What?! No!” He jerked in the restraints.

“Hence why I locked you down,” Demona said as she rolled the cart with the syringes to the bondage table.

“Jimmy! Let me go, man! Don’t let her do this.”

“Huh? You know this is what you want. Why do you think I asked Demona if it could be done?” He laid a hand on the boy’s shoulder. “It’s not wrong to want to be a girl with a dick, man. I tried to tell you that day I saw your porn. We’re going to help you become your fantasy.”

The boy looked at them both in terror.

“You’re a sissy. Sissies need tits,” Demona said as she picked up a huge syringe filled with cotton candy pink liquid.

“This is not what I want!” He jerked and twisted on the table. “I don’t want to be a shemale.”

“Now, some people would say you are going to be a shemale - not accurate,” Demona said. “A shemale is a man on a genetic level. This shit is going to turn all your XY chromosomes into XX chromosomes - that’s genetically female. Then, I’m going to bolt on a big Futa cock package.

The boy whined.

Demona slid the needle into his abdomen and the syringe slowly emptied.

He began to sob.

“Don’t worry, that’s just the hormones. You’ll start feeling really good in a minute.”

She turned to Hank and waved. “I didn’t forget you.”

“Jimmy, you son of a bitch. How could you do this? I’m your best friend!” Hank said through clenched teeth.

“That’s exactly why,” Jimmy said as he sat down beside Hank’s table. “When I picture the perfect woman, she has your brain. Just… not your body, man. Sorry.”

“Fuck you!” Hank screamed.

“Oh, you will,” Demona said. “Frankly, Jimmy, I would have thought you would have had more exotic tastes. 36DD-19-32? I mean, shit, don’t you at least want some enormous boobs on her?”

“My cock! How big will it be?” Hank screamed.

“What cock?” Demona asked innocently and then broke into a devilish smirk.

Jimmy wrinkled his nose in disgust. “You’re going to be my girlfriend, Hanna. I’ll be the one with the cock, babe.”

***

Sugar Tits held Stacie tight in the back-room shower. The room had been greatly expanded since Sugar Tits had first used it. Fifty people could shower comfortably under the warm jets in the white tile room. There were benches all around the shower room for reclining with a lover.

She turned Stacy around and put the woman’s hands against the tile wall. She washed her body gently with the fragrant soap, paying careful attention to her breasts and swollen cunt lips.

Stacie sighed and moaned under Sugar’s expert hands.

“Feels good, doesn’t it?”

“You’re the best, Sugar Tits. Today has been incredible.” She kissed Sugar’s hand as it passed in front of her lips.

Sugar Tits smiled. The new Stacie was almost complete mentally. She was ready to be turned out as a MILF slut.

But old Stacie was still in there. It was time for her to go on to whatever spiritually came next – which was nothing. You lived, you died. No heaven and no hell. All just constructs to make you behave. There was only debauchery to make it bearable.

She pressed Stacie against the tiles, holding her fast. “Time for my lovely Stacie slut to go to sleep. Just for a minute, and then never again. I promise.”

“Huh?” Stacie whispered. Her eyes rolled back in her head.

And, then she opened her eyes. The look was panic and fear and she let out a scream that echoed above the sound of the spraying water.

“Quiet, cunt,” Sugar Tits said.

The woman twisted and tried to get out of Sugar’s grasp.

Sugar Tits slammed her hard against the tile, driving the wind from her lungs. She licked the woman’s ear lobe. “Go ahead and scream. No one will hear. The only people close enough to hear you would just be turned on. Go ahead and try to break free. I am ten times stronger than you, bitch.”

Stacie broke into sobs.

“Yes, cry. I woke you up to kiss you goodbye. It’s time for old, boring Stacie to die. I made a much better version. She’s a wet dream MILF.” She laughed. “By now, your children have figured out Mommy is missing. They’ve called Daddy. He’ll come running, but they will never find you here. Your poor kids are going to cry and cry, but Daddy’s new wife will become their favorite Mommy in time.”

Stacie cried hysterically.

“That’s right, let it all out. But, don’t worry, new Stacie will be a Mommy too! I’ve made her a brand new family. I built her a young daughter out of a diseased drug addict. She’s going to be Mommy’s irresistible slutty daughter. And, new Stacie has twins as well. One of them is a hard muscled piece of man meat with a thirteen inch dick. He’s going to turn you into his personal cum dump.”

Stacie screamed.

Sugar Tits laughed. “All because Mommy needed a vibrator. Silly slut, we live for prey like you.” She spun the terrified woman around in her arms and crushed her against her enormous breasts. “Goodbye, old Stacie. Believe me, the new you is going to enjoy the fuck out of all this.”

Sugar Tits mashed her mouth against Stacie’s. The woman fought her, but the White Witch was sending her thoughts directly into Stacie’s brain, destroying neurons, re-routing others.

Old Stacie went away. Her mind turned to static.

New Stacie opened her eyes and moaned into the kiss.

Sugar Tits grinned as she pulled back.

“What happened?” Stacie asked.

“You fell asleep, and I thought I would wake you with a kiss.” She leaned in and kissed her again. “Looks like it worked.”

Stacie smiled at her seductively. “Sugar Tits, you have corrupted my very soul.” Her hands trailed down Sugar’s back and cupped her big, firm ass.

“Mmm, that’s exactly what I wanted to hear.” Sugar Tits led her dripping from the shower.

***

Ray thrust into Sister Asmodea’s tight pussy as they watched the security monitors from Ray’s office on sublevel four.

The little nun was riding his huge cock reverse cowgirl and squeezing her tits at the same time. Ambrosia leaked through her fingers and dripped on the floor.

They had watched Sugar Tits perform the final personality modifications on Stacie through the security monitor.

“Cum in me, Ray! Jesus! I need your cum in me!”

Ray chuckled and his peach sized balls drew up. His thick cock throbbed as he filled the nun full.

She came, squeezing him with powerful cunt muscles.

Slowly, he grew softer. He slid his entire seventeen-inch length out of her long cunt canal. The Sisters of Morpheus were built to handle the cock of the living god, Morpheus. Even a generously endowed Whoremaster was not a challenge for the thin nun.

Asmodea stood up, letting the thick cum slide out of her cunt and down her latex clad thighs. “Thank you, Ray. I needed you.”

Ray leaned back in the chair. “Asmodea, baby, we don’t have to sneak down here to fuck. You and I can have sex anytime you want it. You can sleep in the harem with Sugar and Demona if you like.” He stood up and kissed her neck. “You don’t have to be alone.”

She turned her head and kissed his cheek. “No, you said it yourself. I’m the liaison. I can’t be fucking my staff all the time. I have to maintain some distance, even if I don’t want to.”

“Okay. Just remember, anytime you need us, we’re here for you. Don’t suffer.”

She laughed. “Being horny isn’t suffering, you big oaf.”

“Speak for yourself, blue balls on a Whoremaster are painful as fuck.”

She laughed again and watched the monitors. Sugar Tits was leading Stacie to the elevators. “She is so amazing. No wonder you love her so much.”

“Who, Sugar? She’s the most deliciously evil creature I ever met. The best thing that ever happened to me was her walking into this store.” He was pulling on his loose pants and buckling them at his rock-hard waist.

Asmodea turned and picked up a clipboard on Ray’s desk. “So, of the eight sluts brought in this morning, we have seven in holding. I can’t believe the change Sugar Tits and Demona have made in the drug addict. She’s stunning.”

“Yeah, I want a piece of that pie when it is done.”

Asmodea laughed. “Horny again already? I guess Whoremasters really are fuck machines.”

He spanked her ass through her mini skirt. “Yes, we are.”

Asmodea winked. “And, I’m glad of it. Now, what are we going to do with the other seven?” She handed the clipboard to him.

Ray studied the board. “I’m taking five to make into street whores – Havana raised the quota. That leaves one for the special project in the tank,” he looked at her and smiled. “And, one new sister to help you out.”

“Oh, no, I’m fine.”

“Asmodea, you need an assistant. Time to make a new nun.”

Asmodea sighed. “You’re right. I know.”

“You try to do too much. You need to delegate.”

She smiled and nodded as he handed her the clipboard. “Okay, well let’s see if there are any good candidates.”

***

“Where are you taking me?” Stacie asked as the elevator descended.

“We have a… medical facility downstairs. We’re going to make some modifications to you there.”

Stacie stared into her eyes. “Modifications? Should I be worried?”

“No. You’ll love what we do, and they won’t hurt a bit.”

Stacie smiled nervously.

The doors opened on level ten.

They were in a hospital-like area with white walls.

Sugar Tits led her along the empty corridor.

The left wall was tile like the right side just outside the elevator, but farther down it turned to glass.

She stopped and looked through the glass wall.

It was some sort of aquarium! A massive cavern filled with twelve feet of water.

“That’s amazing!”

Something moved in the murky water.

“What do you have in there?” Stacie whispered.

“Don’t be afraid,” Sugar Tits whispered. “The glass is thick, it can’t get out.”

The shape rocketed through the water and stopped against the glass with a thump.

Stacie stumbled backward, and Sugar Tits caught her with a laugh.

“He’s very aggressive,” Sugar Tits giggled.

It was a man. He had a strong, chiseled face with flowing white hair. His eyes were large and round like a fish. He smiled at Stacie. His chest was broad and hard muscled with big, body builder arms. Gills pulsated on his neck.

Mostly human looking. But, below the waist was a different story. Instead of legs, he had the body of a fish with iridescent green scales and a strong, webbed tail.

But, the most terrifying thing was the mass of pink tentacles that grew from the point where the creature’s crotch should have been. Three of the tentacles had penis shaped heads, while two more had large suction cups on the end.

The final tentacle ended in a hard needle like stinger complete with a pulsating bag of what Stacie imagined was venom at its base.

“Some kind of mermaid?”

“Well, merman, in this case. He’s an experiment. A successful one, so far. Today he starts the final phase of testing.”

“Final phase? And, if he passes?”

Sugar Tits smiled. “We’ll pick a tourist area and release him into the water. A field test.”

He swam closer to Stacie. His ‘cocks’ swelled in size while the suction cups attached to the glass and undulated as if they were sucking.

The big stinger darted out and tapped the glass in front of Stacie’s face.

“What will it do near a beach like that?” Stacie whispered.

Sugar Tits laughed. “Chaos.” She kissed the back of Stacie’s neck. “And, procreation.”

She led Stacie away and the creature turned and darted off.

Sugar Tits walked through Demona’s lab and into the big room beyond.

Stacie walked in behind her. “Holy fuck,” she whispered.

She saw a naked blonde girl floating in a tube of pink liquid, but the sight on the floor below was even more amazing.

Hank was fastened spread eagle in some kind of BDSM device. His cock and balls appeared to be shrinking, and small pubescent breasts had sprouted on his chest. He was moving his head side to side and moaning.

The other boy was arching his back against the restraints. He too was growing breasts, but his cock was getting bigger, not smaller. His eyes were wide open in panic.

A doctor in a pink fetish uniform was kneeling in front of Jimmy with a tape measure. She had her fist wrapped around the base of his dick. “Fifteen inches! Full growth!”

Jimmy stared down at her with a look of pure lust.

Sugar Tits put her arm around Jimmy’s waist. “Now, that is what I call a cock.”

Jimmy kissed her and fondled her big jugs. “Thank you, Sugar. I can’t tell you how happy this all makes me.”

She kissed his cheek. “Picking Donny that first night was the right decision, but I owed you too, Jimmy. One day, I’ll make you a full Whoremaster, I promise.” She pointed at the transforming Hank. “How is your new girlfriend coming?”

“She’s going to be beautiful,” the doctor said as she stood up.

Stacie stared. The doctor had olive skin and her body was covered in colorful tattoos. Piercings adorned her body.

“Stacie, this is Dr. Demona. She is our resident physician.”

Demona winked. “I prefer mad scientist.” She reached out and took Stacie’s hand. “Please tell me you like girls,” Demona said with a twinkle in her eyes.

Sugar Tits laughed. “Stacie is my MILF project I’ve been talking to you about.”

“A MILF who likes girls? I hope?”

Stacie blushed. “I… like kissing Sugar Tits, so… I guess.”

“Mmm, we all like kissing Sugar Tits, believe me.” She put her arm around Stacie’s waist and pointed at the science fiction themed room. “What do you think of my little slut factory?”

“It’s very impressive.” She shivered.

“Oh! Don’t be afraid, honey. I just strapped them down because they needed convincing. You want to be the best MILF slut you can be, right?”

Stacie licked her lips. “I definitely do.”

“Then no bondage for you… unless you want it?” She winked.

Stacie shrugged. “Maybe.”

The three women laughed.

***

Alicia Davis held her sister Naomi as she cried in the locked room. Five other girls were in the padded cell with them. They had been there all day.

The room was padded in soft vinyl floor to ceiling. A single fluorescent light fixture was recessed in the ceiling and protected by a steel grate. In one corner, there was a toilet and bidet. Bottled water was stacked neatly on the opposite wall, but, after watching one of the other girls go into a fit of masturbation after drinking one, they all decided to go thirsty.

Naomi shivered uncontrollably.

“It’s okay,” Alicia whispered.

They were all naked, and they had woken up that way on the padded floor.

They could find no door - only four seamless, padded walls.

Alicia and Naomi had been visiting New York from their home in Kansas. They had been to a show on Broadway and had called an Uber to take them back to their hotel.

Alicia could remember getting in the car and a strange smell. After that, everything went black.

They woke up in the padded room.

Alicia scanned the floor and walls for the millionth time. There was nothing to use. She closed her eyes. Just wait, she thought. The chance will come.

Naomi sobbed.

“Go to sleep, Sis.”

“I’m scared.”

“There’s nothing we can do.” The other women were walking around nervously. Wasted energy. “Save your strength until we need it.”

There was a click from the direction of the far wall.

The other five began to scream.

Alicia stood up and put her sister behind her.

Part of the far wall slid open.

The biggest man Alicia had ever seen stepped in the room. He was six and a half feet tall with thick muscles rippling on his bare torso. He wore a pair of sweatpants with some sort of weightlifting belt.

The bulge in the crotch of the loose sweatpants was immense.

He looked around the room with a cold eye.

Alicia and Naomi stood alone, the other five piled themselves into the far corner and cried.

Naomi cried as well, but Alicia stared defiantly at the giant who broke into a slow grin.

A thin woman wearing a rubber nun outfit walked in behind the giant.

The door closed behind them.

The woman smiled. “I am Sister Asmodea of the Church of Morpheus. You have been chosen as slaves of the Church.”

One of the women screamed and began crying loudly.

“Be quiet,” the giant roared.

Someone clapped their hand over the hysterical girl’s mouth.

Asmodea walked toward them. “Five of you will become Street Whores. You will be chemically modified to stand at a height of seven feet in heels. You will be sterilized, and your body will be genetically modified to produce massive amounts of sex hormones. You will be given enormous breasts to make you more appealing to your Johns.”

More women began to sob uncontrollably. “Yes, cry. In a few minutes, you will never cry again. Just giggly, happy thoughts for eternity, contented little fuck toys.” She looked at Alicia and Naomi. “One of you will become my partner. You will help in the abduction and re-education of whores. You will serve the Church of Morpheus in any way necessary.” Her eyes sparkled. “And, you will become my lover. Normally, our order only takes the willing into the sisterhood. However, our religion is being suppressed here in the United States. So, I will take and mold my partner, I will twist and pervert her.”

Alicia pushed her sister back, trying to shield her from the eyes of Asmodea. She knew that one look at her platinum blonde, petite sister would seal her fate.

“Don’t think I don’t see you trying to hide the girl behind you… Alicia, isn’t it?”

“Rubber bitch, you take one step toward us…” Alicia hissed. She clenched her fists.

Asmodea smiled. “Who is she? The beautiful girl you are shielding? Your lover?” She took a step toward them. “Good! That means she will take to eating pussy naturally.”

“She’s my sister, you psycho slut. We’re not playing your fucked-up games.”

The giant looked on in amusement at the exchange. “Asmodea, do you want me to hurt her for you?”

“No, Ray. I’ll do the hurting if it is required.”

He nodded in approval.

There was a weird vibe between the two of them, almost like love if psychopaths could love one another.

Alicia took a deep breath. She had thirty pounds on the nun, and she had years of kickboxing. She would be no problem.

Ray the giant, however.

“Aww, fuck it,” Alicia growled. She did a spinning roundhouse kick and hit Asmodea in the right ear.

It felt like she had kicked a tree.

Her foot bounced off.

Asmodea just smiled at her. “Foreplay. Sweet.” She reached out and grabbed Alicia by the throat.

And, then she lifted her two feet off the ground.

Alicia slapped and kicked, but the smiling fetish nun held her fast. The grip was cutting off oxygen to her brain, and the room started going black.

Asmodea flicked her wrist and tossed Alicia into her sister, knocking them both to the padded floor.

The woman stood over her as her senses returned. She could see up the rubber micro-mini skirt. Asmodea wasn’t wearing panties, and her wet pussy glistened. An inverted crucifix dangled from her clit piercing.

She smiled down at the two girls, amused.

Alicia smiled back. She reached up to grab the crucifix, intending to tear it right off the hood of her clit.

Asmodea laughed and caught her wrist before her fingers could even touch the piercing.

She twisted Alicia’s wrist.

Alicia screamed, feeling ligaments give way in her forearm.

“Serves you right,” Asmodea said as she stepped over the screaming woman.

She knelt down beside Naomi. “Hello, precious. Naomi? Yes, that’s who you are. I read your profile.” She touched Naomi’s pale face. “Do you want to be my toy, Naomi? Do you want to please me?”

“Please, don’t hurt me,” she whispered.

“Oh, little coward. Not big and brave like your sister, are you?”

Alicia rose slowly to her feet. “Goddamn it! Get away from her!”

Asmodea looked up at her. “So impressive. Idiot child, being my partner is salvation.” She stood up and Alicia tried to throw a left to her jaw.

Asmodea simply ducked out of the way. She tapped Alicia’s forehead with her index finger.

Alicia went flying backward. She landed on her back and slid along the padded floor.

The other girls were screaming.

Asmodea walked to Alicia and stood over her. “Your sister is very appealing, and I am tempted… but…” She smiled warmly and winked. “It’s you that turns me on. Yes. I want you.” She undid the pentagram brooch at her neck.

The rubber top opened, revealing her small, pert breasts.

Alicia struggled, trying to stand. The room was spinning from the hard blow to her head.

Asmodea knelt beside her. “Shh, be still now.”

Alicia screamed and fought as Asmodea drew her into her arms.

She held Alicia’s head and pushed her toward her right breast.

The nipple was black, like a chunk of coal.

“No!” Alicia screamed as the nipple brushed her lips. “I’ll bite it off, you fucking whore!”

Asmodea laughed. “You will try. I can take the pain, though.”

Asmodea squeezed the back of Alicia’s head and she screamed.

Her mouth closed on the jet black nipple.

Sweet liquid sprayed into her mouth.

Alicia’s entire body went rigid in seizure, and then she collapsed into Asmodea’s embrace.

Her mind retreated into itself.

“Suck,” Asmodea whispered.

She obeyed without hesitation. Alicia latched onto the nipple and drew on it. More sweet liquid gushed into her mouth.

“Swallow,” Asmodea commanded.

Alicia quickly complied.

Her body was on fire! Every nerve ending seemed to be firing at once. She felt like she was flying.

***

She opened her eyes.

Alicia was on a beach. Sea birds called overhead. The sun was warm and the emerald green sea lapped gently at the golden sand.

She was nude, and she lay on the sand with her legs spread wide.

“Hello, Alicia.”

She looked up. He blotted out the sun. The man was built like an Adonis, his tanned skin thin over the bundles of muscle underneath.

He smiled at her with a hint of melancholy. “You don’t want to be here, do you?”

He wore loose gauze pants that trailed in the sand.

She shook her head.

“I’m trying to save the world. I need you to help me. Can you do that for me?” He asked. He knelt beside her.

She shook her head. Alicia closed her eyes. “I need to wake up.”

He laughed. “Don’t we all.”

He touched her inner thighs and she spread open even wider for him.

Her eyes fluttered open.

His pants were gone.

An enormous erection pulsated from his crotch.

Alicia shook her head and tried to close her eyes.

“No. Look into my eyes.” He knelt between her open thighs and pressed the head of his cock against her wet pussy.

It was almost as long as her arm. It couldn’t possible fit.

He laughed and a tremor went through her.

He fed it in slowly.

Each time she thought it couldn’t go any further, something shifted inside her and she took it even deeper.

“Who… are you?”

“I am Morpheus,” he whispered. “And, you are mine. Sister Alicia, my acolyte, my beloved. Take my evil and be transformed.”

He fucked her, hard. It wasn’t possible, none of it was possible. She felt him swelling inside her, and her orgasm rose.

He screamed out and hell filled her.

***

Alicia opened her eyes. Her mouth still sucked and drank from Asmodea who cooed and soothed her as she nursed. “My love, do you see now?”

She could still feel Morpheus’s cock deep inside her.

“Alicia? Can you hear me?” Asmodea whispered.

Alicia sighed and smiled. “I love you.”

Asmodea smiled and kissed her cheek. “Yes, darling, and I love you.”

“How?”

Asmodea put a finger against her lips. “We are his. And, he wants us to love one another.”

Alicia laughed and drew Asmodea down into a kiss.

Asmodea helped her to her feet.

Alicia looked at Naomi cowering in the corner. “It’s all right, Naomi. We belong to the Church now. Trust in what they decide for us.”

Naomi screamed at what had once been her sister.

“Bring her with us,” Asmodea said as she walked toward the back of the room.

Alicia took hold of her screaming sister and winced. Her arm still hurt from the fight. She held her sister’s arm one handed and lifted her to her feet. “Come on! We have to go with Sister Asmodea.” She dragged the screaming girl toward the wall that slid open as Asmodea approached.

The nun stopped by Ray. “Those five? Street whores. Get them ready.”

Alicia led her sister out into the hall behind Asmodea.

***

“Now, ladies,” Ray said as he walked to the corner where the five girls were huddling. “Time for a re-education.”

They began to scream again.

“Quiet!” Ray bellowed. “You are property. You are owned. There’s nothing more for you than to fuck. On your knees, all of you.”

He raised his hand as if he was going to strike them. They huddled together on their knees.

He laughed to himself. A Whoremaster could only raise a hand to protect himself. They never struck the merchandise.

The girls cowered at his feet.

He picked up five bottles of the water.

“Drink it down.”

They looked at each other. Obviously, one of them had already tried the ambrosia laced water.

“Yeah, I know what it does to you. Drink it or I can pour it down your throats. Your choice.”

Each girl took a bottle.

Ray smiled as they opened them and began to drink. The ambrosia went straight to the pleasure centers of their brains. Sips turned to gulps.

Their eyes went glassy.

“Stand up,” Ray said.

They obeyed. A few were already touching their breasts and pussies.

All were tall enough except one. She was a little over five foot two with nice round tits and a heart shaped ass.

Ray shook his head. “I’d throw you back if I could, sweetie. Street Whores have to be modifiable to six feet, you’re too short.”

She wavered on her feet and cupped her big tits.

“But,” Ray said. “As a cheerleader whore at five foot five? You’ll be a knockout.”

He laid his hands on the girl’s temples. Whoremasters didn’t have anywhere near the psychic power of a white witch like Sugar Tits, but they could influence women for a short period of time.

She blinked and her left eye rolled back in her head. She turned around and faced the wall.

She bent at the waist, deeper and deeper until her long red hair touched the floor.

As commanded, she had spread her legs.

Her pussy and ass were on display.

Ray probed her lips with a meaty index finger. She juiced like a dream.

He turned to a long skinny blonde with short hair. “You. Come here.”

She stepped forward looking entranced from the ambrosia.

He held her temples. “Eat that pussy, baby.”

The blonde dropped to her knees and stared intently into the bent over girl’s sex. She leaned forward and kissed the girl’s cunt tenderly.

Ray smiled. “That’s right. Lick her the way you would want to be licked.”

The blonde smiled in her delirium and began tongue fucking the girl.

Ray held out his arms and brought the other three to him.

He pushed them down to the floor.

They stared intently at the bulge along the leg of his pants.

He unbuckled the belt and slid off the sweats revealing his seventeen-inch cock. He grabbed the root and jacked it slowly. It rose up and precum began to leak from the tip.

There would be no reason to mind fuck these three.

The precum landed on each of their faces and they obediently licked it off each other.

The effect was immediate. Two of the girls screamed in orgasm while the other went into convulsions.

“Service me,” Ray said.

The two who orgasmed immediately began stroking and kissing his cock.

The third’s convulsions stopped. She crawled to him and leaned up to suck his balls and ass.

The game was to allow them to please him almost to the point of cumming. It was dangerous - a single drop of his sperm would cause a girl to imprint on him. Ray would become her Whoremaster for all eternity.

He could only have twelve whores, and he already had four: Sugar Tits, Demona, her aunt Demonica, and Demonica’s toy Sub Slut. He had eight slots open for all eternity, and none of these women were going to take a slot. They would be shipped to Havana and taken by the Whoremasters there.

He pushed the girls servicing him out of the way and pulled the blonde away from the girl’s pussy.

The four girls fell together in a tangle of mouths and pussies, going down on each other with abandon.

Ray grasped the redhead’s hips and looked down. Her wet pussy was gushing and open from the blonde’s attentions.

He thrust into her, sinking seven inches into her before hitting her bothersome cervix.

The girl screamed and rotated her hips trying to maximize the feeling of fullness.

Ray pumped into her cunt wondering how long he could edge without turning the girl into his devoted slut?

***

Naomi pulled hard against her sister to no avail.

Alicia smiled. Her sister had never been a match for her physically, and now was no exception. The thin Naomi was a shadow of her thick sister.

“Please, Alicia, she did something to you! We have to run!” Naomi whined.

Alicia shook her head as she dragged her sister down the corridor. “Stop fighting, Naomi. You can’t run, there’s nowhere to go. We are property, their property.”

“Alicia, please! They’ve drugged you! She’s going to hurt us.”

“Not us,” Alicia said with a grin. “Just you.”

Naomi burst into fresh tears.

They got in an elevator and stood behind Asmodea.

Alicia stared intensely at the nun’s legs and buttocks in the shiny black latex.

“Alicia! Don’t you see she’s brainwashed you? You’re not a lesbian!” Naomi whined.

Asmodea, still with her back turned, shook with laughter. “No, darling. She’s completely bisexual. Morpheus prefers us that way.”

“I love her,” Alicia said as she caressed Naomi’s face. “Can’t you see that? Look at her, Naomi. She’s a goddess. I have her darkness inside me. I have seen things – Morpheus showed me things when he fucked me. His cock was so big, I think it stretched from my cunt to my brain! I’m sorry you weren’t chosen, I really am. But I am happy, can’t you be happy for me?”

Naomi screamed and kicked at this thing that was once her sister.

Alicia rolled her eyes. “Just like when we were kids: cute little Naomi pouts and whines and expects big sister to defend her. No more, Naomi. I want my own life. I can’t protect you any more. I don’t want to.”

“Yes, Naomi,” Asmodea giggled as they stepped out of the elevator on level 10. “Time for you to… sink or swim.”

Alicia dragged her along the floor.

They came to a wall of glass. It was a giant aquarium of some sort.

Asmodea paused beside the aquarium wall and smiled. “Naomi, our quota for this run was five Street Whores. Ray is preparing them for transformation. That left me one for my use – your beautiful sister here…”

Alicia blushed. She squeezed her thighs together. Just a kind word from Asmodea was enough to make her gush.

“Which leaves poor little Naomi,” Asmodea said. “For experimentation.”

Naomi screamed and kicked at her stone monument of a sister.

Asmodea touched a panel in the white wall beside the aquarium.

A door opened revealing a steel, spiral staircase.

Asmodea started up and Alicia followed, dragging the still screaming Naomi.

“We do many experiments here. Stallion’s is the second largest research facility in the Church. Only the facility under the Cathedral in Havana is larger. Most experiments are failures. They are either destroyed or we put them on the level above in the menagerie,” Asmodea said. She opened a steel door at the top of the staircase and stepped out on a platform that ended in an airlock.

“Poseidon, though – he was not a failure.” She opened the inner door of the airlock.

“Poseidon?” Alicia asked. She had given up trying to drag her sister up the cramped stairs. Instead, she just gripped her under the arms and carried her kicking and screaming.

“Over seventy percent of the earth’s surface is water. We haven’t colonized an inch of it. Poseidon is the first step in moving the species into the ocean. Put your sister in the airlock, my love.”

Naomi screamed even louder. “No! No! Alicia don’t please! I love you!”

Alicia shed a tear. “And, I love you! But I love Asmodea more. And, we do our god’s bidding.”

She pushed her sister through the door and Asmodea dogged it shut. “Would you like to do the honors?” She pointed at a red button by the door that said ‘Cycle’.

There was a small, round porthole made of thick glass in the door. Naomi’s face appeared in it. She pounded with her small fist and mouthed the word ‘No!’.

Alicia kissed her own hand and pressed it against the glass.

Asmodea kissed the back of her neck. “That’s right, darling. Kiss her goodbye.”

Alicia smiled at her screaming sister and pressed the button.

Water began to fill the airlock.

“Come, darling, we have to be quick or we might miss it!” Asmodea led the giggling Alicia quickly down the stairs and into the corridor.

They stood outside the aquarium wall.

A moment later, Naomi was washed out of the airlock by the force of the sea water.

She bobbed in the water, swimming close to the glass and pounding.

The glass was far too thick to hear her.

Alicia looked up at her. “Don’t be afraid. It’s the will of Morpheus.”

Asmodea hugged her. She looked up at Naomi and winked.

“There he is,” Asmodea whispered.

A shape moved deep in the aquarium. He swam so fast, he left swirl patterns in the deep water. He rose in the water in front of Naomi and drew her close.

She was screaming, her eyes wide with terror.

“She can only see the human half above the water. Just a beautiful man,” Asmodea whispered.

But, from where they stood, Alicia could see the half below the water.

A mass of tentacles sprouted from the point on his body where his cock should be. Below this, he had the green scaled body of a fish.

“A mermaid?” Alicia whispered.

“Merman, actually. Watch!”

One of the tentacles had a slender needle on the end. It rose in the water behind Naomi as she cried.

Poseidon smiled and drew her close, trying to console her.

The needle moved like a snake striking. It slipped into her neck and she jumped. She stopped screaming in shock.

The tentacle began to throb, and Naomi’s neck throbbed in unison.

“An anesthetic. But, mixed in is a very powerful retrovirus to begin her transformation.”

Naomi’s eyes rolled back in her head, and she went limp in his arms. He smiled and fondled her. His head went under water and he held her up by her thighs. He spread them wide and tasted her pussy.

She writhed in his embrace.

“They say his tongue is intensely satisfying. This is as close as I’ve ever dared go to him,” Asmodea whispered. “Although, he really can’t do anything to us. We have taken the ambrosia - we’re immune to his retrovirus and the venom.”

“Ambrosia?” Alicia whispered. She was watching her sister flail in the dark water. Naomi’s eyes were half-closed as Poseidon licked her.

“My breast milk, darling. My Ambrosia is making you an Acolyte of Morpheus like me.” Asmodea stepped behind her cupped Alicia’s breasts. “Feel how full they are now?” Asmodea pulled Alicia’s nipples gently.

Milk squirted out!

Alicia moaned. It felt so good!

“See, darling? The nipples are even turning black like mine. Now, watch your sister. He’s going to transform her.”

Alicia looked up. Two of Poseidon’s tentacles had suction cups on the end. A clear gel began spurting from them. He was coating Alicia in the substance.

“He’s cocooning her. It will keep her afloat while he works.”

The gel stopped spurting out. Her body was encapsulated in a thick coating of the goo. The tentacles slithered up her body and the suction cups sucked onto Naomi’s small nipples. She arched her back.

“He wants her breasts larger. He’s very particular.”

Alicia watched as the other tentacles took up position. Each of the other three appendages had a head like a penis. The smallest wriggled around behind her.

Naomi’s eyes jerked open and she struggled as the small tentacle pushed deep into her ass.

“He’ll put the largest in her cunt. Watch.” Asmodea reached down and fondled Alicia’s swollen clit.

Almost a foot of the enormous cock tentacle slid into her sister’s snatch.

Alicia moaned in sympathy.

The penises throbbed.

“A special mixture of hormones is pouring into her. It will greatly speed up the progress of the retrovirus, and it will raise her sex drive and stimulate her to ovulate.”

“Ovulate?” Alicia whispered. Asmodea was driving her insane with the delicate rubbing of her clit.

Asmodea laughed and nibbled her earlobe. “Just watch.”

Inside the tank, Naomi raised her hands to her neck and rubbed. The skin there seemed to be puckering.

“There, it’s starting,” Asmodea whispered.

The puckered skin split, forming three slits on either side of her throat.

From her expression, it wasn’t pleasant. She opened her mouth to scream, though Alicia could not hear her through the thick glass.

Poseidon rose up in front of her and clamped his mouth over hers.

Naomi’s eyes opened wide.

He pulled her down, out of the gel cocoon.

He pulled away from the kiss.

Her eyes showed her panic. She was six feet underwater and he held her fast.

The slits in her neck began to pulsate.

The look of alarm turned to surprise.

“Gills. She has gills!” Alicia whispered.

“Yes, darling. He’s making her like him, just as I made you like me.”

He smiled at Naomi. The third penis tentacle slid up her body and probed at her mouth.

Naomi parted her lips. The tentacle slithered inside and she stared into the creature’s eyes as it began to pump something down her throat.

Her arms went around his neck, drawing him closer.

“He’s cumming inside her. His Ambrosia, it’s binding her to him forever. True love, Alicia, just like you’re feeling for me.” She kissed Alicia’s neck.

True love? Alicia felt warm inside. What her sister always wanted! A man to love her unconditionally. Tears welled up in her eyes.

“See? We’re not monsters, Alicia. We bring joy,” Asmodea whispered.

Naomi’s skin seemed to soften and expand. She clamped her legs together.

Alicia gasped as her sister’s crotch tilted toward the glass. Her bone structure was changing! Her cunt and asshole, still stuffed with the penis tentacles were now on the front of her body, and her legs were melting together, her feet bending outward as webbing appeared between her toes.

All the while, her breasts grew. Her sister’s skinny body was growing more voluptuous with every passing second.

Her skin below the waist began to peel away, revealing iridescent green scales.

Naomi had completely transformed into a mermaid before Alicia’s eyes. “How? Oh, God… how?”

“Your new god’s magic. Morpheus is an artist in flesh and bone,” Asmodea said.

The penis tentacles in Naomi’s mouth and ass pulled free, leaving a trail of thick sperm.

He grasped her scaled hips and pumped hard into her pussy.

Naomi threw back her head and laughed, her fingers kneading the heavy muscles of his shoulders.

Poseidon went stiff, his tentacle throbbing as it filled her with white cum that leaked out the sides and floated in the water.

She kissed him, her large breasts crushing against his chest.

Poseidon smiled. He swam a few feet away and motioned for her to follow.

She floated down in front of Alicia.

Alicia placed her hand on the glass.

Naomi touched the glass on the other side. She smiled and nodded, and then she rubbed her scaled stomach. She kissed the glass and swam away after her mate.

Alicia gasped. She had been holding her breath. “Pregnant? She’s pregnant?”

“Yes, darling. They have an entire ocean to populate. He will find more mates, and together…” Asmodea took her hand. “But that is their lives. We have our own, you and I.”

Alicia smiled at her and walked down the hallway holding the hand of the love of her life.

She never saw her sister again.

***

“Don’t be frightened, honey! I’ll be right here!” Sugar Tits said as the winch carried Stacie above the lab floor. She was naked and hanging from cables that supported her under the arms.

The winch moved in the ceiling above, carrying her backward over one of the cylinders filled with pink liquid.

“Okay, Stacie. Put on the headset and goggles now.” Demona said from the floor below. She was working on some sort of control panel.

“O… Okay,” Stacie said nervously. She pulled the headphones over her ears and the goggles over her eyes.

The goggles filled with light. Images began to flash past too fast for her to process.

“Don’t worry about the video. It’s programming you, at least it will be when we get the drugs into your system,” Demona’s voice said over the headset. “Now, in a few seconds, you’re going to feel your feet go into the warm liquid. Don’t worry! You won’t drown. You’re going to feel things pushing at your openings. Let them in, don’t fight.”

Stacie jerked as the warm liquid touched her toes. It tingled!

She relaxed and let her lower body slide in.

“That’s my girl! Spread your legs for me, honey. Let that concentrated Ambrosia flow up into you.”

Her breath caught in her chest – her nerve endings were electrified! She wiggled her hips.

Demona laughed. “Yeah, that feels good doesn’t it, honey?”

Stacie giggled. She had never been so turned on.

Something nudged against her pussy lips.

“First tube, babe. This one is going to work on that slutty pussy.”

Stacie laughed out loud and the tube surged up inside her to her cervix.

“Gaah!”

“Sorry. Got a little carried away.”

The tube inched back slightly.

Another tube slipped into her ass.

“Gotta get that ass cunt ready for big cock…”

Stacie was hyperventilating. Every touch seemed amplified a hundred-fold. She rubbed her thighs together and came. “S… Sorry.”

Demona laughed. “No apologies necessary, baby. I love it when I make you cum.”

Stacie blushed.

“Okay, one last little invader. Most important one. Open your mouth.”

Stacie parted her lips. A long rubber cock pushed into her mouth and down her throat. With no gag reflex, it filled her completely.

Something moved in her throat.

“Here comes your air, honey.”

Her lungs inflated as an offshoot of the tube connected to her windpipe.

Stacie had never felt so full!

“Good girl! Everything is in place.”

Something pinched her nostrils and closed them.

“You’re going to get very sleepy now. Goodnight, slut. When you wake up, you’ll be a whole new you.”

Stacie was asleep before she even had time to process Demona’s words.

***

Sugar Tits smiled as Stacie slipped underneath the pink liquid in the tube.

“Okay,” Demona said. “What’s on the menu?”

She was standing in front of a touch screen computer mounted on a chrome pipe extending up from the floor. The panel was directly in front of the tube containing Stacie. The screen glowed in pink and blue neon colors. There was a wireframe drawing of Stacie in a window on the screen.

“Want me to start with the tits?” Demona asked.

Sugar Tits chewed a long red nail. “Yes. A little heavier with a bit of sag. And, those nipples? Thicker and longer.”

“What, no giant funbags?”

“No… remember, I want her to look like a middle-aged mom. Something for a dirty boy’s fantasies. Hips and thighs thicker, little pooch in the belly. Oh, and, make those pussy lips nice and long and thick, like she’s been well fucked.”

Demona giggled. “Well, fuck, now I’m getting wet.”

Sugar Tits reached down and caressed the back of Demona’s thighs. “Good. The clit, bigger than average with a thick hood – I want a nice sized piercing there. Standard tatts, nothing that will show when she’s dressed. But, most importantly, her face…”

“Really? She’s hot now…”

“I know, darling, but they’ll be searching for her – I don’t want anybody recognizing her.” Sugar Tits clicked on her heels as she walked to the next tube where slim robotic arms were working their magic on Courtney. “Morph her face with our little former junkie, here. About 20% match… She is going to be Courtney’s sweet Mommy after all.”

Sugar Tits giggled and added, “And, mix in a 10% morph with Madison and Donny…”

Demona laughed out loud. “Oh, you evil cunt! What are you up to?”

“Family is everything, darling. Fill in the rest with whatever the Church wants.”

***

Jimmy stroked his huge cock and smiled at his former best friend writhing in his, or rather her, chair.

Hank’s balls had shrunk to nothing, leaving a loose, empty sack. His thin cock was now even thinner. Five inches of limp flesh hung down on the chair between Hank’s widespread legs.

“How did it feel, betraying him like that?” Sugar Tits asked as she stepped up behind Jimmy and fingered the head of his new cock. Her fingers were shiny with precum.

“Like I wish we had done this months ago,” Jimmy said with a grin.

Hank’s breasts were swelling, about the size of plums and the nipples were growing: she was reliving puberty as a girl.

Demona knelt down beside Hank’s chair. “Almost ready for the tank.” She picked up Hank’s limp penis and the shemale groaned, but the cock stayed flacid. “How small do you want her clit?”

“Tiny.”

“Lot of skin to lose. Pussy lips?”

“Small as well. Give her thick, puffy outer lips. I love that shit.” Jimmy was licking his lips. “And, she’ll, you know, work, right?”

Demona nodded. “Harvested a womb and ovaries from one of the women who ended up on Level 9 last week.”

Sugar Tits shivered. She didn’t even like to hear about the goings on one level above them. She regretted creating the living succubus, Demonica. If she had it to do over again, she would have begged Gwen to make her friend Melanie into something other than the muscular demoness that now ruled over Level 9.

Sugar Tits rarely had nightmares, but when she did, they were about Demona’s Aunt Demonica. And, they always involved what would happen if the succubus ever decided to leave her underground lair.

Jimmy’s words brought her back to reality.

“So, I’ll be able to knock her up, right?”

Demona nodded. “Yeah. You sure you want that? As soon as the Church takes over, we’ll go to zero population growth, they’ll sterilize her anyway.”

“I know, but I want Hanna pregnant. It’ll be a major turn on, you know?”

Sugar Tits giggled. “Hanna? So that’s going to be her name? I like it.”

“Busy day, I see?” Asmodea asked.

Sugar Tits turned and smiled.

Asmodea was accompanied by a thick brunette, naked and dazed looking.

“New friend?” Sugar asked.

“May I present Sister Alicia,” Asmodea said. She cupped Alicia’s breasts from behind, and the new nun moaned.

Sugar Tits took in the naked woman with a critical eye. “Appears she’s broken the habit.”

Asmodea laughed, “Yes, we haven’t even had time to get her into her latex outfit.” She kissed the back of Alicia’s neck. “About a half hour ago, she tried to kill me to protect her sister. Tell her what you did just now, Alicia?”

The girl looked half asleep. “I gave my sister to Poseidon.”

Asmodea nodded. “And, how did that make you feel?”

Alicia seemed to space out for a moment. Then she smiled. “She always wanted to be a mermaid.”

Sugar and Asmodea laughed.

Demona stood up from examining Hanna. “Did it take? Her sister turned completely?”

Asmodea nodded. “She appeared to. He even impregnated her, I think.”

Demona clenched her fists and laughed. “Yes!  That’s better than 75% success rate! Sister, we are ready for field trials.”

“I’m requesting a cargo ship to transfer Poseidon and his harem to the waters off Bermuda,” Asmodea said. “But I do have a more pressing matter.”

Demona walked up to Alicia and fondled the girl’s big breasts. “Hmm, nice tits. You want her taller or,” she lowered her voice to a whisper. “Skinnier?”

Asmodea clapped her hands over Alicia’s ears. “Oh, don’t you dare. I love her thick. You skinny bitches are monotonous.”

Demona laughed. “Sterilized, vaginal canal lengthened, and slutified, right?”

“Yes, please. Standard nun tattoos.”

Demona took Alicia’s hand and led her away. “Come on, honey. Let’s get you in a tube.”

***

Five bodies floated weightless in their tubes of liquid. The cavernous room was dark other than the blinking lights of the instrumentation and the soft glow from the tubes. Robotic hands touched and cut, lasers and scalpels trimming as hundreds of syringes injected compounds into the victims.

They appeared asleep, which would have been a blessing considering the surgical procedures being performed at lightning speed. Yet, though they felt no pain, none of them were truly asleep. SlutzNet, the massive artificial intelligence designed by the Church was at work on their minds while the robots toiled on their bodies.

For some, the sensation of having their minds reprogrammed was pleasant. Courtney, once known as Karen, was having details filled in to her already vastly different life story. Her heroin addiction was erased, bad memories replaced with good.

For others, SlutzNet’s fingers in their brain was a living nightmare.

Hank fought against the images in his mind. He saw himself as a young woman deep throating Jimmy’s enormous cock. The feeling of his friend’s hand on the back of his head as he pumped jizz down Hank’s throat.

The sensation of Jimmy lifting Hank’s ankles, positioning the fat head of his cock against Hank’s virgin pussy.

The thrust, tearing away the hymen, making her a woman…

No! No, he was a man. He didn’t have a pussy!

Jimmy smiling down at him. “God, Hanna, you’re so fucking tight! I want to blow inside you, breed you, baby!”

Yes! She wanted to give herself to him completely…

Hank screamed. None of this was real! He was a man, goddamn it!

The images stopped. The goggles over his eyes went black and the constant mantra inside the headphones went silent.

He felt himself lifted as the goggles flipped up.

The tube in his throat pulled out and slid off his lips.

Hank was suspended in mid air from wires that ran under his arms and into the dark ceiling above.

Everything was blurry. He blinked hard, trying to clear his vision.

“Good morning, Hank.”

His eyes focused. He was up to his neck in the pink fluid.

Sugar Tits stood below him on the steel floor. She smiled up at him. “Better now?”

“Unh, what… did you do?” He asked. And, then he panicked. His voice was not his own.

It was higher pitched. “Jesus! Sugar, what did you do?” Hank began to sob.

“Look down.”

Hank shook his head. He didn’t want to look down.

“Look down, Hank.”

He tilted his head.

A pair of firm, high breasts floated motionless in the pink fluid. And, oh God, they were part of him!

Hank screamed.

“Hank, calm yourself,” Sugar Tits said.

“You goddamned bitch! Why? What did I ever do…”

“Nothing, Hank. You did nothing to deserve this.” She stared up at him with a look of mild amusement. “I did this to you because Jimmy wanted me to. I value Jimmy – the church values him. He deserves a slut like you.”

Hank shook his head. “No. I’m a man!”

Sugar Tits laughed. “Hardly. I know you can’t see past those big double D’s… use your hands. Feel your body, and then tell me you’re a man.”

Hank slid his hands down his sides, carefully avoiding the horrible breasts.

Hips! He had skinny, athletic hips and a cinched in waist. The stomach was flat and toned. He began to cry.

“Lower, Hank. Go on. Touch your cock and balls.” The left side of her mouth curled up in a smile.

Hank wept out loud. “No…”

“Touch. Your. Cock…”

He reached lower. He knew what he would find.

His pussy was spread open, a thick tube was inserted deep inside him.

He brushed his erect clit.

“Aiggh!” Hank screamed. His body was on fire and he bucked against the tube inside him, his body trying to take it deeper as he experienced his first female orgasm.

Sugar laughed. “Feels good, doesn’t it… Hanna?”

He couldn’t stop rubbing. His body was on fire and he fucked the tube in and out by twisting his body. “N… No! M… Make it stop!” His pussy was spasming on the pipe, trying to milk it.

“Don’t be silly, Hanna. You know you love to fuck.”

The orgasm stopped and Hank went limp.

Finally, he looked up. “You goddamned bitch…”

Sugar shook her head. “Now, is that any way for a proper young lady to talk? I think Jimmy will need to discipline you.”

“Change me back!”

Sugar turned her head to the side. “No.”

Hank cried louder. “What did I ever do to you?”

“As I said, nothing, Hank. Jimmy wants you, and Jimmy is much more important than you. We all have our place, Hank. Everyone in the world will learn their place eventually. Yours is on your back, servicing alpha studs like Jimmy. It’s nothing personal, it’s just the new order.”

“Please…”

“Oh, please!” Sugar Tits mocked. “How many times have you heard a woman beg and plead, Hank? When you were thrusting your prick in and out as I turned their minds into empty bimbo jelly? A hundred? Two-hundred? Did I show any of them mercy? No. You fucked their bodies and I fucked their brains until they were… perfect.”

Hank shook his head.

Sugar Tits smiled. “Look at it this way: you’ve had more pussy than most men have in two lifetimes. You’ve lived out every dirty fantasy your little mind could imagine. And, now, it’s time to pay for your play, Hank.”

Sugar placed her hands on the tube. “Part of me wants to keep a little bit of Hank’s mind inside you. Some little part that is screaming every time Jimmy uses you as his cum dump.”

Hank whimpered.

“But… your little mind would snap at some point, and Hanna might end up with a mental breakdown I would have to fix.”

Hank felt a sensation like needles in his brain. “No, Sugar! Please don’t…”

“Pray to God, Hank. Your mind probably goes somewhere when it dies.”

“P… Pray?”

Sugar smiled wide. “Don’t bother. Just die, Hank.”

There was a blinding light.

And, then nothing.

***

Hanna opened her eyes. She was lying naked on an exam table.

She stared up into Sugar’s smiling face.

The beautiful redhead leaned down and kissed her. “Morning, sunshine.”

“Mmmm, Sugar? Was I… I don’t know…”

“You just woke up from surgery, honey. Don’t you remember? The boob job?”

The boob job! Oh, yeah! Jimmy wanted her A cups made into DD cups. They could have done it with Titty Grow, but the surgery made prettier tits. She looked down.

Two proud breasts with thick nipples pointed up at the dark ceiling. “Oh… wow!”

“You like?”

She squeezed them and a shiver went through her body. It felt sooo good!

“Oh, Sugar, they’re beautiful!”

Sugar Tits reached down and squeezed her nipples. “Feel nice?”

“Aiggh!” Hanna moaned. A little orgasm went through her body. “Holy shit!” She tried to raise up, but Sugar pressed her back down.

“Easy, tiger. You need a little more rest.”

“O… Okay. Oh, Sugar, do you think Jimmy will like them?”

“Sweetheart, he’ll love them. Shit, it’s like you were made for him!”

***

“Would you die for me?” Asmodea asked.

Sister Alicia opened her eyes. She had been asleep, asleep and dreaming. So many dark things, beautiful things, wicked things. Her chest felt heavy.

She raised up on the bed and looked down.

Enormous breasts now blocked her view. They were the biggest she had ever seen. “My… breasts… so big?” She fondled them, touched her nipples and black milk dripped from the dusky nipples. “Ooo…”

She wasn’t alone in the bed.

Asmodea touched her face, lifted her chin.

Beautiful! So beautiful! Alicia teared up. A million thoughts went through her mind, but what she finally managed to say was: “I love you.”

Asmodea smiled. “Yes, my darling, I know that. But, would you die for me?” She held out a thin dagger and pressed it into Alicia’s hand.

Alicia stared at it.

“Put it against your neck. When I tell you, I want you to cut your throat. For me.” Asmodea smiled.

“But… why?” Even as she asked, Alicia moved the thin, silver blade and pressed it against against her jugular.

“Because I asked. No other reason. Just that it is what I want. I want you to die for me, Alicia. Will you?”

Die for her? Yes! Yes, she would! Anything for her! She smiled and sighed as she felt the knife cut into her skin.

Panic crossed Asmodea’s face and her hand shot out, snatching the blade away from Alicia’s throat even as a thin trickle of blood began to drip down her pale neck.

“No!” Asmodea tossed the knife away and it clattered across the bedroom floor. She pulled Alicia close and pressed her lips to the wound, exploring it with her tongue, tasting her blood. Not deep, Asmodea thought. Just a scratch.

She pressed her blood-stained lips to Alicia’s ear. “Silly slut, you were supposed to wait until I told you.”

“Did I displease you? I’m sorry, please don’t be angry, Asmodea.”

Asmodea kissed her lips, coating them with Alicia’s own blood. “I could never be angry with you, Alicia, and I will never ask you to do anything horrible like that again.” She covered her face with light kisses, leaving lip prints of crimson everywhere she touched. “I love you, Alicia, and I want you with me forever.”

Alicia smiled as she realized what was happening. “A test? It was just a test?”

“Yes, darling, an awful test and fuck did you pass it.” She touched Alicia’s neck. “The bleeding’s stopped.” She framed Alicia’s face in her hands. “We test, because sometimes people are immune to our magic, you’ll learn in time.”

“If I had resisted…”

“I would have killed you.” Tears streamed down Asmodea’s face. “But I wouldn’t have wanted to, Alicia. I would have killed you gently, painlessly, and then I would have mourned.”

Alicia smiled as Asmodea hugged her tight.

“But, no more tests. Just love, darling.”

Alicia gasped as she felt Asmodea’s pert breasts press against her own pillowy breasts, and then she giggled. “You made me too big.”

Asmodea grinned. “Don’t be silly. I love big tits.” She twisted Alicia’s nipples and Alicia groaned as jets of black milk streamed out. She almost felt like she was going to…

Alicia screamed as an earth-shattering orgasm blasted through her.

Asmodea laughed as she dropped a hand down between Alicia’s naked thighs.

Alicia cried out again as her touch brought out another tremor.

Asmodea held up her hand.

Alicia stared at Asmodea’s soaked fingers that dripped lubrication onto the bedsheet.

“No more panties for you, unless they’re made of latex. Cotton panties just fall apart from the soaking.” She grinned mischievously and pushed her fingers into Alicia’s mouth.

Alicia licked and sucked. She had never tasted herself before. She was delicious!

“Like that? You’ll like this even more…” Asmodea slipped her hand down to her own crotch and then held her dripping fingers to Alicia’s lips.

Alicia tasted her, already knowing how good she tasted. She licked and sucked, eyes smiling at Asmodea as she savored her flavor.

“Lean back.” Asmodea pressed her back on the bed.

Alicia didn’t take her eyes off Asmodea’s. She would spend the rest of her life staring into those beautiful eyes.

Asmodea knelt over her and pressed her thighs apart. “You’re immortal, Alicia. We both are. My milk, my ambrosia, it turned you into a Sister of Morpheus. You will never age, never get sick.”

Alicia cried out as Asmodea leaned forward and licked her clit. Her stomach muscles clenched and she felt her juices spray out onto Asmodea’s face.

Panic set in – how could she have done that? She looked down.

Asmodea smiled at her, her face soaked. “It’s okay, darling. It’s what we do.” She devoured Alicia’s clit.

Alicia threw her head back and came again, laughing inside as she squirted into Asmodea’s mouth.

And, then Asmodea was holding her, pressing her lips against Alicia’s. She forced Alicia’s mouth open and Alicia gulped down her own juices.

Asmodea pulled away and smiled down at her. “There is a price for our immortality. We serve Morpheus, and we will do all manner of wickedness in his name. He has a plan for this world. He will unite it. There will be no more strife, no more war, no more famine, no more disease. Some will serve and some will rule.”

She pressed four fingers at the entrance to Alicia’s cunt.

“The others here, they serve. They are creating a society where everyone will be content.”

Her fingers slid in easily – far too easily. Alicia’s eyes open wide.

“We will rule. We are his voice. His hand…”

Alicia cried out as all four fingers of Asmodea’s right hand slid inside her.

And, then the thumb.

“We will convert the wretched masses of this world, twist them, pervert them, make them conform.”

Oh, God, her fist! It was inside her. It wasn’t possible! Alicia dug her fingers into Asmodea’s back.

“We will do such dark things, Alicia. I will show you the beauty of perversion. I will show you so many beautiful things.”

Alicia reached down and grasped Asmodea’s wrist as it inched slowly inside her. “Asmodea! I can’t… it can’t possibly…”

“Shh,” she whispered.

Alicia groaned as it slid impossibly deeper. She was being fucked by Asmodea’s fist and forearm. “Oh, fuck!”

Asmodea laughed. With her free hand, she pointed to the wall.

A crystal figurine hung there. It was cut from rough glass. The penis hung down below the sculpture’s knees.

It was as thick as the legs on either side.

“We are wed to the living god Morpheus. That is his statue, and it is accurate in proportion. Your cunt was widened and lengthened to please him.”

Alicia screamed in orgasm as Asmodea thrust her fist and forearm in and out.

***

Hanna sat up in the bed and cupped her breasts. “Do you like them?”

Jimmy leaned in the doorway wearing only a tight pair of jeans. “Baby, that is one beautiful rack.”

Hanna squeezed them and traced the nipples with her index fingers. A shiver went through her body. Everything felt new and exciting, like she had just been born.

And, she was on fire. She couldn’t stop staring at the long bulge that led from the lump in his crotch down the left leg of his jeans. The denim near the tip was stained dark from his leaking precum.

She was salivating. “How… big?”

Jimmy smiled and traced the length of his swollen cock through the denim. “Fifteen inches.”

Hanna whined a little. “I… can I take all that?”

“Fuck no, you crazy slut,” Doctor Demona laughed as she pushed past Jimmy and into the room. “But you two are going to have a nice time trying. I figure that little pussy of yours will handle ten inches tops. Ass can take eleven, but I don’t want you rupturing her, got me, stud?”

“Yes, doctor,” Jimmy said with a wink.

She turned back to Hanna. “How are we feeling?”

Hanna laughed. “A little woozy and…” Hanna blushed.

“Horny? No shit, fuck toy. I amped up your sex drive.” She sat down on a small stool by Hanna’s bed. “Now, when you deep throat him, you keep at least one hand on the root of his schlong – don’t be a hero.” She turned back to Jimmy. “Listen, ape, this is for your own good. You push too far, you’ll go into her stomach – stomach acid burns on your dick hurt like a motherfucker.”

Jimmy laughed. “Okay, Doc, I’ll try to control myself.”

Demona grinned at him and winked. “Okay, Hanna, get that sexy body up.”

Demona helped her to her feet. She felt off-balance, as if her body wasn’t used to the weight distribution.

Demona wrapped a tape measure around her. “36DD-19-32 – exactly what you ordered, Jimmy.”

“She’s perfect,” Jimmy said. He leered at her and his cock grew farther down his leg.

Hanna was naked and blushing, but she was completely turned on. She wanted him to stare. She was his property, more now than before. She began to breathe hard, conscious of the rise and fall of her new tits.

Demona stood behind her and pulled her close.

Hanna moaned and laid her head back on Demona’s shoulder.

The doctor reached around her and put both hands on her inner thighs. She slid them up and spread Hanna’s pussy open. “Mmm, nice and wet. See, Jimmy, her clit is very tiny.”

Hanna was in heaven. Her breathing was erratic.

Jimmy walked to them and touched her clit with his middle and index finger. “Do you like this, Hanna?”

Hanna cried out and came, juices squirting. “Oh, fuck… yes, please, Jimmy. I need you.”

Jimmy grinned wickedly and winked at Demona. “Unbelievable.”

“We do deliver perfection. Though, you know, I could have made those fun bags a lot bigger for you.”

“For fuck’s sake, what is it with you people and circus freak tits?” Jimmy laughed.

Demona’s brow furrowed. “Not sure. I think Morpheus has a big tit fetish and passed it on to us.” She slid her hand away from Hanna’s juicy slit and grabbed his crotch. “Now, are you going to fuck this little tramp before she goes nuts, or what?”

Hanna was salivating, never taking her eyes off Jimmy’s crotch. Their words barely registered.

“You ready, baby?” Jimmy asked as he unzipped his jeans.

Hanna simply nodded.

Jimmy smiled at Demona. “Sticking around, Doc?”

“Of course, gotta make sure everything works right,” she said with a knowing grin. Demona put her hands on Hanna’s shoulders and pushed her down. “On your knees, slut. Time for you to show off those blowjob skills.”

Hanna dropped to her knees just as Jimmy slid the jeans off his hips.

The long, thick cock rose slowly, precum dripping in long strings onto the tile floor.

Hanna took his hardening shaft in both hands. She smiled up at him as she kissed and licked the head. His precum touched her tongue, and her pussy gushed her own lube on the floor.

Demona caressed her face. “That’s right, babe. Your drive is amped up to about ten times normal. Open wide.”

Hanna giggled and opened her mouth as wide as she thought she could.

“Little more, babe,” Demona encouraged.

Her jaws opened even wider, causing Hanna to squeak with confusion.

“Modified your jaw as well. Had to make it open wide enough to deep throat that monster.” Demona moaned in sympathy as Hanna’s mouth opened wide enough to take the tennis ball sized head. “Goddamn. Wow, you know I knew it should work on paper, but fuck!”

Hanna’s eyes rolled back in her head as the tip slid past her non-existent gag reflex and started down her throat.

“Jimmy, careful she doesn’t lose consciousness from lack of air,” Demona whispered. “Sugar fixed her mind so she can’t fight you – she won’t bite even to save her own life.”

Jimmy quickly pulled back, allowing Hanna to get a breath.

Demona laughed. “You got it, stud.”

Hanna was lost in bliss. Her body was built to pleasure her master, and she was ready to cry from the love she felt.

Jimmy slid out again, and then thrust forward as far as he dared.

Hanna’s sword swallowing act was driving him insane.

Ten of his fifteen inches was deep in her gullet.

He pumped harder, and Hanna angled her throat so he could fuck her as fast as he wanted.

Her left hand was clamped around the base of his cock, but her right hand was free. She cupped his big balls, and then let her middle finger slide up his taint to his asshole.

“Holy fuck, baby! Gonna cum!”

She eased her finger into his ass and felt his thick head swell even bigger in her throat.

He spammed, and she felt the first spurt of his thick cum flood her throat.

She held it there as long as she could and then slid it out until the head was on her tongue.

Hanna pumped with her left hand and was rewarded with more thick cream. It filled her mouth as Jimmy’s hole rhythmically squeezed her middle finger.

Demona laughed. “Good girl. Such a good girl.”

The pumping stopped.

Hanna slid him slowly out of her mouth.

She smiled up at him, a long strand of cum stretching from her bottom lip to the dilated tip of his dick.

Jimmy smiled down at her, his eyes half open.

She opened her mouth wide, showing him her mouth overflowing with his cum. Her master’s cum, her mate’s cum!

She swallowed it down and cried out as an orgasm ripped through her body, brought on by nothing more than the knowledge she had just made him cum.

“That’s right, sweetie. His pleasure gives you pleasure,” Demona cooed as she stroked Hanna’s hair.

Jimmy dropped to his knees and pulled Hanna into his arms.

“I love you, Jimmy,” she whispered.

“I love you too, baby.”

Hanna looked down. The monster cock was still hard.

Demona gave a knowing laugh. “On your back, baby.”

“Can you? Really?” Hanna asked. But, even as she asked, Jimmy was already pushing her onto her back as Demona sat down on the floor beside them.

“Hanna, honey, there’s something you need to know,” Demona whispered as Jimmy grabbed Hanna’s thighs, spread them wide, and pushed her knees against her firm tits. He slid forward and put the thick head of his cock against her soaking pussy.

“Ooo, what?” Hanna asked. The head wedged between her lips as Jimmy rubbed up and down.

“You’re fertile. Ovulating, right now. Jimmy wants you to have his baby. What do you think about that?”

Hanna cried out as an orgasm burst through her. She squirted, soaking Jimmy’s beautiful cock with lube. “Yes! Yes! Jimmy, stud me! Make me your breeding bitch!”

Jimmy laughed and nodded, pushing his cock deep into her cunt.

“Goddamn!” Hanna screamed. The thick head was pressed hard against her cervix. “More! Hard! Fuck me hard!” Emotions flashed through her as Jimmy began fucking her. She wanted to cry with happiness and, at the same time, she wanted to growl and bite his neck like an animal in heat.

Gibberish came from her lips as Jimmy fucked her through a half dozen orgasms.

She clamped her ankles behind his back, trying to force him past her cervix, into her womb. It hurt, but she didn’t care. All that mattered was that she belonged to Jimmy, body and soul.

“Fuck! Jesus, Hanna. I’m going to…”

They both screamed as their bodies exploded in orgasm.

***

Demona stroked their young bodies as they lay panting together on the floor, locked in an embrace.

This is what it feels like to be God, she thought. Two of her creations, two perfect physical specimens, clutching each other. She was their god, she and Sugar. They were perfect, and they belonged to her as much as they belonged to each other.

Demona glanced up.

Courtney stared down at her, submerged in her tube of pink biogel. She was breathing hard through the oxygen mask, eyes wide, graceful fingers rubbing furiously at her clit. Her eyes were locked on Demona’s.

The goggles had slid up, her programming complete, and she had woken up to the live sex show going on beneath her.

Demona stood up and smiled.

Her creation returned the smile, her eyes filled with love for her goddess.

***

Asmodea opened the door to her room gently. She didn’t want to wake Alicia. The new nun was exhausted – in a single day she had been brainwashed, surgically altered, and then experienced four hours in bed with a horny, sex fiend nun.

Asmodea smiled at Alicia’s sleeping face under the sweat soaked sheet. Darkness would sweep over her as she slumbered. Her dreams would be perverted, nightmarish to a normal, but for her they would be a playground of debauchery. She would awaken with the desire to corrupt and transform her victims.

She shut the door behind her and walked down the hall.

Asmodea stood in the elevator and pressed level 10.

The door shut and the elevator began its descent.

It stopped on level 9.

Asmodea frowned – she hadn’t pressed 9.

And, nothing on level 9 could call for a stop.

At least, nothing should be able to call.

She clenched her fists, driving the nails into her palms as the doors hissed open.

The hallway beyond was identical to the other levels in construction, but the ceiling lights in level nine had been removed – some looked to have been smashed. The hallway beyond the elevator was dark.

Midway down the right wall, the white tiles had been ripped off, and a narrow opening had been dug out.

A soft red glow illuminated from within the gap.

This was the entrance to a cavern. Ray had told her it was there, but she hadn’t seen it for herself until now.

“Is anyone there?” Asmodea asked. She held herself stick straight, kept the fear from showing on her face. She was a Sister of Morpheus, the Church’s envoy, and she was no coward.

Somewhere far away, she heard water dripping.

She reached out slowly and pressed the Door Close button on the elevator control panel.

Soft laughter echoed down the hallway.

She shrank back ready to scream. But she got hold of herself instead. “I am Sister Asmodea, in Morpheus’s name I command you to show yourself.”

“Little nun…”

“Pretty nun…”

“Come play…”

The voices seemed to come from everywhere in the darkness.

Asmodea clinched her fists harder, drawing blood. “You are bound to Morpheus, and he has commanded you not to harm his chosen.”

“Morpheus?”

“No Morpheus here…”

“Come, nun, bare your body so we may enjoy you…”

“Ravage you…”

“Make you whole…”

Why wouldn’t the door close?

The voices were closer now.

Asmodea punched the Door Close button again.

“Come to us, little nun…”

“We hunger for you…”

“So lonely, so many killed here…”

Killed? Yes! When Ray and Sugar had to go into Level 9 to take back Demona from her aunt! They hadn’t gone to Level 9 alone…

Asmodea narrowed her eyes and stared into the darkness. “Didn’t you learn your lesson? Shall I unleash the bimbot on you again?”

“Evil toy!”

“Murderess!”

Asmodea smirked. “Come near me, and I will bring Rita down here again, and this time you will all die!”

At long last, the doors began to close.

Just as the doors shut, she thought she saw two yellow eyes glowing in the darkness.

“Come back anytime, little nun.”

The hallway erupted in laughter as the doors closed and the elevator dropped.

The doors hissed open on level 10.

Sugar Tits stood in front of her. “Asmodea? Are you all right?”

Asmodea collapsed into the taller woman’s arms and sobbed.

***

Courtney stood in front of the mirror in the lab and looked at her reflection.

Demona chewed her fingernail. “You like it?”

Courtney smiled. “Yes. I just… I don’t even recognize myself.”

Demona almost laughed. A few hours ago, Courtney had been Karen, a dying junkie with a fucked-up body and mind.

More than that, she had been dead, or very nearly so.

Now she stood in a white dress that hugged her 36DD-19-34 figure, long shapely legs in low, white heels.

But it was the face that had Demona captivated. The harsh lines of the junkie’s meth scarred face were gone.

Courtney was a glowing bronzed beauty who looked like she just stepped off Venice beach. Her blue eyes sparkled, and her honey-blonde hair cascaded down her shoulders.

She looked like a picture-perfect coed with a future in modeling.

Demona reached out and stroked her long hair. “You’re a real beauty, Courtney.”

“I was sick, and you cured me?” Courtney asked.

“Yes, I…”

Courtney turned and hugged her close. “Thank you, Demona! It’s wonderful.”

Demona couldn’t find her voice for a moment. She felt the girl’s firm breasts pressed against her. She could feel the throbbing of the girl’s pulse in her neck.

Demona felt lust all the time – for both women and men. But, before they had changed her, she had been a lesbian, a happily married lesbian.

Tears came to her eyes as she remembered her wife Lena. Sugar had dulled the pain with her magic, but the memory was still there.

This girl was nothing like Lena.

But Morpheus help her, was she falling in love with her own creation?

Courtney took a step back, but she put her hands on Demona’s hips. “So, I’m going to live forever?”

Demona smiled. “Yes, dear. It’s called Ambrosia. We gave it to you while we operated. You’ll stay young forever, you’ll never get sick.”

“Wow.”

Demona stared at the girl’s full lips.

A normal person, male or female, who stood this close would be overwhelmed by Courtney’s pheromones. They would follow after her like lovesick puppies.

But anyone who had taken Ambrosia was immune.

So, why did she want to drop to her knees and worship her?

“There’s more isn’t there?” Courtney asked.

Demona brushed a blonde lock out of the girl’s eye. “We’re saving the world, Courtney. Soon everyone will be like us. You’re part of that.”

“In the tube, I watched you with that man and woman.”

Demona swallowed. “Did you like what you saw?”

Courtney nodded and blushed.

Demona smiled wryly. “His name is Jimmy. He has a very big…” She hesitated. “Cock.”

Courtney nodded. “I know.”

“Would you like to meet him?”

Courtney was trembling. “No.”

Demona caressed her cheek, felt its warmth. “What is it, Courtney? Tell me, don’t be afraid.”

“I… liked watching what you did… to her.”

Demona smiled. The girl was as infatuated as she was. She walked around behind Courtney and pulled her close. “You mean, when I did this?”

Courtney nodded and leaned her head back against Demona’s shoulder.

Demona ran her hands down Courtney’s sides. She turned the girl around to face the mirror. Courtney was breathing hard.

“It’s okay, Courtney. I like girls too.”

“Don’t… don’t tell mom, okay?”

Demona suppressed a giggle. “Don’t you want her to know? I don’t think she will be upset with you. She seems very progressive.”

“No, she isn’t,” Courtney said and then moaned as Demona gently lifted her skirt up her thighs. “When my brother and sister… when she caught them… she threw them out.” Courtney’s sheer white panties appeared as the skirt slid up to her hips.

Demona was amazed at how complete Sugar’s mind fuck of both Courtney and Stacie had been. Courtney believed every word of her programming as if she had actually experienced it.

“We shouldn’t do this, Demona, but I just can’t stop.”

“Shh, we’re both adults. There’s nothing bad about this.” Demona caressed the girl’s sex through the sheer silk panties.

“Ooo… Demona…”

She kissed the girl’s neck.

That was all it took, Courtney shuddered and came, girl cream soaked her panties and dripped down her thighs.

“Oh, my beautiful girl.”

Courtney whined and fell back against Demona.

Demona held her up with one hand around her waist.

With her other hand, she eased the crotch of the panties to the side.

Courtney gasped as Demona slipped three fingers into her wet cunt.

“Don’t hold back, darling. Let it out.”

Courtney screamed as she orgasmed again with Demona’s fingers pistoning in and out of her snatch.

Demona began to rub Courtney’s clit as she finger banged her.

Another orgasm and the blonde went limp in her arms.

She lowered her to the floor.

She thought Courtney would collapse, but instead the girl spun on her ass, lifted Demona’s skirt and kissed her way up her inner thighs.

“Mmm, that’s so good… aighh!”

Courtney threaded her fingers through the steel rings in Demona’s pussy lips and pulled her open. Her tongue snaked inside and began fucking her.

“Oh! Courtney! Yes, darling, just like…”

Courtney sucked the clit ring into her mouth.

“Fuck!”

Demona came hard in the girl’s mouth.

They both collapsed to the floor, dress and doctor’s uniform cast aside. Just two beautiful women, one dark, pierced and tattooed, the other a vision of light. They sixty-nined each other on the laboratory floor.

***

“Here. Drink.” Sugar Tits said as she handed the glass of vodka to Asmodea.

“No, I’m okay now.”

“Don’t be an idiot. You just got the piss scared out of you. Drink.”

They were sitting in the lounge outside the lab complex on level 10.

Asmodea held the glass in shaking hands. “God, I’m so fucking bad at this.”

“Hey, I almost wet myself when we went in after Demona – and I had Ray and Rita both with me. They’ve got monsters down there that…” Sugar shivered and took a shot of vodka herself.

“That’s how I got away. I threatened to bring Rita down on them. They’re terrified of her.”

“Fuck, yes, they are. You weren’t there. Rita was literally ripping their heads off. She’s like a damned Cuisinart.” Sugar smiled. “She has a lot of pent up aggression – of course, when you buy a sex toy and it steals your brain while you sleep and uploads it into a bimbot, you’re bound to have some emotional scarring.”

Asmodea sighed. The vodka helped a little but talking to Sugar was helping a lot more. “Why doesn’t the church just let us destroy them?”

Sugar shrugged. “Whatever Demonica is doing in that cavern is something Morpheus wants. All I can tell you is… she’s experimenting.”

“I was coming down to the lab to see how your other projects are progressing,” Asmodea said. Her composure had returned.

“Well, Jimmy just had a wonderful fuck session with his new girlfriend…”

“Mmm, I’ll bet that was fun to watch.”

Sugar laughed. “I wasn’t there, but Demona participated. She gave it her seal of approval. She’s tending to Courtney now, Stacie is still in the tube – what about that little thick nun of yours.”

Asmodea licked her lips. “Delicious. I introduced her to fisting – she’s still recovering.” She leaned in close. “That leaves your special project.”

Sugar smiled mischievously. “Oh, I think you’ll be impressed. I was actually coming up to get you and give you a demonstration.”

“I like the sound of that.” Asmodea stood up and Sugar Tits took her hand.

They walked down the hall together.

Sugar stopped and stared into Demona’s office. “Oh, fuck.”

Asmodea looked in over her shoulder.

Doctor Demona was lying on her back on the floor, one long, shapely leg raised in the air.

Courtney was scissoring her, pumping her crotch rhythmically against Demona’s.

Their wet cunts were connected with a thick, black double-headed dildo.

Courtney grunted in effort. “Unnh, like this?”

“Oh, fuck, yes! Just like that, honey,” Demona growled. She met each of Courtney’s strokes with her own.

“Feels sooo good, Demona,” Courtney whispered.

Demona reached down and fingered the girl’s clit. “Bet this feels better.”

“Aiggh!” Courtney screamed as her orgasm ripped through her. She pounded the dark-haired doctor harder.

Asmodea was salivating.

Sugar wrapped her arm around the thin nun’s waist. “I think Courtney is coming along nicely,” she whispered. She reached down slid her hand up Asmodea’s inner thigh.

Asmodea moaned.

“So wet,” Sugar whispered as she leaned in close. “Come to bed with us tonight? You can bring your new plaything.”

Asmodea swallowed hard.

Sugar looked back at the pair on the floor.

Courtney had her eyes closed, lost in the passion.

Demona looked into Sugar’s eyes and then simply shrugged.

Sugar blew her a kiss and then led Asmodea further down the hall.

***

Ray pulled out of the redhead. His cock head was swollen purple, but he had managed to hold back the torrent of cum that he knew was about to explode from his balls.

The redhead moaned in complaint. She was on her hands and knees, her cunt raw and stretched from the hardest fuck she had ever known.

Ray stared down into her eyes as she rolled onto the floor and tried to climb up his muscular thighs. She intended to milk his dick with those bee stung lips of hers, and Ray knew he wouldn’t last two seconds in her mouth.

One drop of his cum would bind her to him forever. And, as much as he wanted her, he wasn’t willing to spend eternity with her. The rules were strict on harem size, and he already had four of his twelve. Sugar Tits and Demona were exceptional – this girl was appealing, but not that appealing.

She tried to nurse at his dick, and he pushed her away. “Enough, cunt.”

Her mind was anesthetized from Ray’s pheromones and his limited mind control. She sat on her knees, leaning her head back, thrusting out her tits, and spreading her thighs. She opened her mouth wide, making it clear that she would take him any way he wanted.

He reached down and caressed her face. “No. Some other Whore Master will take you, beautiful.”

She sobbed and writhed on the floor but maintained her submissive pose.

The other women lay in a pile of arms and legs – daisy-chained together, lips, tongues, and fingers exploring each other’s pussies.

The smell of sex was intoxicating.

“Please,” the redhead whispered.

“Silence.” Ray leaned over and retrieved his pants. He pulled his cellphone from a pocket. He pressed a button.

“Yes?” A modulated voice asked.

“Come down to holding. I… need you.”

“Fuck somebody else,” Rita answered.

“Rita, I need you.”

Robots don’t sigh, but she did pause. “Feel free to jerk off until I get there.”

If his nuts hadn’t hurt so bad, Ray might have laughed.

***

The lights to laboratory three blinked on as Sugar and Asmodea entered. Their stiletto heels clicked on the steel floor panels.

Sugar Tits was still getting over the sight of Demona being fucked by Courtney a few yards away. This was completely unlike Demona. Like all who had taken Ambrosia, Demona had an amplified sex drive, Sugar had teeth marks on the inside of her thighs to attest to the doctor’s libido. But, other than in the bed they shared with Ray, Demona had always been more… detached. Sex outside their bedroom was mostly just part of Demona’s scientific curiosity – test runs with her ‘projects’.

But, Demona wasn’t testing Courtney. Her face betrayed that it was for pure enjoyment.

Sugar frowned. What of it? So what if Demona was enjoying herself?

Sugar bit her lip. Was she jealous? Was it even possible?

“Sugar? Are you all right?” Asmodea asked.

Sugar snapped out of her troubled thoughts. “What? Yes, I… I was just lost in thought.” She smiled and pointed at a medical table near the back of the lab.

A woman lay there under a white sheet.

Asmodea smiled. “She’s beautiful.”

And, she was. The sheet was pulled up to her long, graceful neck. Raven black hair hung in a single long braid off the end of the table. Her face was beautiful with high cheek bones. The skin was almost olive color, the lips red and full.

The woman under the sheet stared straight up into the air. Her liquid blue eyes were open wide and staring up at the dark ceiling.

“I can’t believe this was once a young man.” Asmodea whispered.

“Her name is Hecate – all traces of the boy she was have been erased.” Sugar slid the thin sheet down, exposing huge gravity defying breasts with dark, turgid nipples and a flat, hard muscled stomach.

The waist was small, cinched in like someone who had spent many hours a day in a tight corset.

“My god, how big…”

“L cups. Go on, feel them.”

Asmodea reached out and caressed the huge breasts. “They look like fake breasts, but they are so soft!”

“Demona is an artist.” Sugar bit her lip again. What was wrong with her? Why did the doctor’s actions bother her so?

Clear milk dripped from the erect nipples.

Asmodea took a drop on her finger and transferred it to her tongue. “Ambrosia… but, I don’t recognize the type.”

“Futa Formula 1.”

“Futa?”

“Short for Futanari…” She pulled the sheet away completely.

Asmodea staggered back.

The woman’s legs were long and muscular, her hips were perfection. She was like an amazon goddess.

Except for the massive thirteen-inch cock that lay limp between her shapely thighs.

“Goddamn…” Asmodea whispered.

Beyond being huge and attached to a breathtakingly beautiful woman, the cock itself was far from normal. Rather than a plum shaped head, this head was a round, thick disk like that of an animal.

“Demona… showing off.” Sugar giggled.

Asmodea grasped it by the thick root and pumped gently. The member began to thicken, growing hard in her small hand. “Mmm, very nice.” A single drop of liquid appeared at the tip. She licked it. “The same Ambrosia,” she remarked.

“Yes. Teeming with virus.”

Asmodea jumped back and released the cock. “What!?”

“Futa Formula 1 is a powerful retrovirus.”

Asmodea began to spit and wipe at her lips.

Sugar laughed out loud. “No! No, darling! It’s harmless to us. Anyone who has taken transformative Ambrosia is completely immune to the effects.”

Asmodea stared at the softening cock. “Are… are you sure?”

Sugar hugged her. “Silly little nun. Do you think I would do anything to hurt you?”

Asmodea sighed and laughed. “You scared the fuck out of me for the second time today.”

“Lift her cock,” Sugar whispered.

Asmodea pulled the long cock back against the woman’s flat stomach. Where the balls were supposed to be at the base of the shaft was a perfect, slick pussy. Asmodea slipped two thin fingers inside.

Hecate’s eyes fluttered, and she spread her legs.

“So, is she a shemale?”

“No,” Sugar whispered. “If you examined her at the DNA level, she doesn’t have a single Y chromosome. 100% female… just with a long, hard cock where her clit should be.”


Sugar spanked Asmodea’s latex clad ass. “If you want to see the virus in action, we need to go upstairs.”

***

The captured women lay on the rubber floor and watched as the giant and the robot fucked on the floor in front of them. The little redhead was rubbing herself and moaning with desire as she watched as well.

Rita the Bimbot straddled Ray’s massive cock as he lay on his back. Her glistening black rubber cunt lips sucked his thick shaft as she brought her body up almost to the end of his cock. She dilated then and rocked her pink polycarbonate ass down, engulfing him. “Oh, yeah, baby, gimme that thick meat!” She squealed in a voice nothing like her own.

He grabbed her hips, his cock spearing her to the base. “No. Don’t do that. Either talk to me in your voice or don’t talk.” He reached up and tweaked a thick nipple, knowing that Rita could feel it the same as any living woman.

“Fuck you. I’m doing this because I have to.” There was venom in her voice.

He reached up and brushed a pink lock of hair away from her doll’s face. “I’m not.”

Ray loved three women: Sugar, Demona, and this wiseass cyborg who had him close to cumming with her milking machine of a cunt.

Her movements increased in tempo.

Ray groaned and searched the plastic eyes for some spark of the love he felt for her.

There was nothing, only the cold glare of the machine.

Rita slammed down on him with a force that would have made a normal man scream in pain.

Ray’s eyes bulged as she reached around behind and grasped his balls. She encircled his nuts with thumb and index finger and pulled gently.

“Cum you motherfucker.” She whispered. Her voice.

Ray groaned and came. Jetting what felt like a gallon into her artificial body. He raised up and kissed her red rubber lips.

He turned and whispered in her ear. “I love you, Rita. I truly do.”

She said nothing, her body milking him gently as he collapsed back.

After a while, she slid off him, his cock glistening with whatever lubricant concoction the Church engineers had filled her with. “Sanitized, for their protection.” She whispered as she walked away pointing at the masturbating women surrounding them.

Ray rose up on his arm and watched as Rita left the cell without looking back.

Hands and lips caressed him. The captive women were clamoring over him, licking the lubricant from his dick. The redhead smiled and kissed him tenderly.

***

Sugar Tits and Asmodea led the Futanari amazon down the corridor. Sugar had found the creature a dress. It was made of pink latex and her big breasts stretched the rubber almost to the breaking point. The dress was a loin dress with a wide strip that hung down her front and another that hung down in back. The sides were open, held in place by clasps at her waist. Her naked hips were visible, but the dress hid her long dick that hung almost to her knees. Six-inch pink heels completed the look.

Asmodea looked up at her as she walked between them. "Does she speak?"

Sugar shook her head. "No. Her mind is blank. She's to be delivered to another white witch in Manhattan - you've met Maria Marapova?"

"Yes, of course!"

"Maria is going to program her personally. For now, her lower brain functions are normal. In addition, she can understand our words, follow commands, and act on instinct. Other than that, Hecate is a blank slate."

Hecate walked unblinking between them.

They turned the corner and came to the elevator.

"Oh..." Asmodea whispered.

Sugar took her hand. "It's okay, dear. I know you had a fright on level nine, but I'm with you now."

Asmodea nodded. "I know. I'll be fine."

The elevator dinged.

"Besides," Sugar said. "I sent for backup."

The doors hissed open and Rita the Bimbot stared at them. "You summoned me?" She had the tone of a bored teenager.

Sugar led Asmodea and Hecate into the elevator. "Yes, Rita. I hope it wasn't an inconvenience?"

Asmodea looked at Sugar and mouthed a "Thank you."

Sugar nodded and smiled.

"No inconvenience," Rita groaned. "I was fucking your mate upstairs. It was a short trip."

Sugar rolled her eyes. "You say that like it's a burden."

"Burden? Fucking you sociopathic monsters isn't a burden - it's a privilege. I live for being violated by your sweaty body parts."

"Wow. Bitchy," Asmodea said.

***

Demona and Courtney lay side by side on the floor. Both were out of breath.

Demona stared as a drop of sweat slid from the blonde's breast and down her ribs. Demona leaned forward and licked it, savoring the salty taste.

"Mmm, again?" Courtney whispered between panting breaths.

"Fuck... are you trying to kill me?" Demona laughed.

Courtney rolled onto her elbow and smiled at her. She ran a finger up Demona's side, causing the doctor to shiver. "Would it be worth it?"

Demona moaned. "Yes."

The girl reached out and touched the piercings in Demona's face, her nipples, trailed a finger down to manipulate the one through her clit.

Demona laughed. "I'm serious. I'm older than you, I need time to recover."

"I want to be like you. Pierce me?"

"No, you're perfect."

"But I want them..."

"No, you goofball. That's not who you are."

"Who am I?"

Demona smiled. "You're little Wendy Whitebread, every frat boy's dream."

"Fuck boys. I'm strictly pussy from now on."

Demona shook her head. "Not how it works, babe."

"Why not? It's my choice... isn't it?" Courtney looked confused.

Demona felt a surge of panic. Courtney was testing the limits of her conditioning. Things could go bad in a hurry if she said the wrong thing. "Oh, no, of course, darling. Always your choice. You're in complete control."

Courtney smiled softly, whatever anxiety had appeared in her mind was gone. "Well, I choose... you."

Demona laughed. "Only, you don't want your mother to know, right?"

Courtney sighed. "She just wouldn't understand. In her world, girls fuck boys... I mean they might fuck girls sometimes too, but it's only for laughs. Trust me - my brother and sister, when they... you know?"

"I know."

"She tossed them out. I haven't seen either of them since."

"I think... maybe your mother has evolved since then. You should give her a chance."

"I guess. But I want to tell her on my terms. Okay?"

Demona kissed her. "Do anything you like. It's your life," Demona lied.

"Good. Then I want piercings."

"For the last time, no!"

"Okay, how about where they won't show?"

Demona groaned and turned away.

"Just my nipples and pussy. Mom will never know."

Demona sighed. “Sugar might not like it…”

Courtney tilted her head sideways. “What difference does that make?”

Demona laughed. “Aww, what the hell. Get up, you crazy slut.”

Courtney laughed as Demona pulled her to her feet.

“Sit down in the chair,” Demona said as she turned to her work table.

Courtney sat down in a leather and steel medical chair complete with stirrups.

Demona turned around with a small syringe. “Lidocaine, for the pain.”

“No.”

Demona frowned. “Huh?”

“I want it to hurt.”

Demona shook her head. “Babe, I don’t understand…”

“I want you to hurt me.” The girl’s eyes were clear and wide, and Demona felt like they were drilling into her soul.

“I… I don’t want…”

Courtney took the syringe out of Demona’s hand and set it back on the work table. Then she leaned back in the chair, thrusting out her big tits. “I can’t tell you why I want it. But I need you to hurt me, Demona.”

“Christ.” But even as she said it, she was reaching for her kit.

Courtney smiled.

Demona clamped a hemostat on Courtney’s left nipple.

The blonde’s eyes fluttered shut and her back arched. “Tighter.”

“Fuck,” Demona whispered as she closed it tighter.

Courtney bit her lower lip. “Pierce it…”

Demona picked up the piercing needle. She placed the tip against Courtney’s nipple.

Courtney smiled and nodded. “Slow… I want you to do it slow…”

For fuck’s sake, Demona thought. What the hell had Sugar done to her? First, she made her a lesbian without telling Demona, and now a pain slut as well?

“Please,” Courtney moaned.

Demona blinked and slipped the needle into the dark red nipple.

“Aiggh!” Courtney cried through gritted teeth.

Demona jumped. “Oh, god, I’m sorry!”

Courtney grabbed her wrist, holding the needle half way through her nipple. “N… No… I love it. Gonna cum!”

Demona watched, mouth open as the woman shook and squirted girl juice on the floor.

***

Emily Sloan lay curled in a ball on the rubber floor. It was insane. Nothing made sense.

She was naked.

In the center of the room, her husband, Sam, was strapped into a steel gynecologist’s chair, naked as well. He had a red rubber ball gag in his mouth.

His feet were in stirrups, and his legs were spread, displaying his five-inch cock and his exposed asshole.

Sam was begging her for help with his eyes.

The straps would be simple to loosen – there were no padlocks, no handcuffs.

But Emily was powerless to help him. The woman in the white rubber dress had told her to sit on the floor and be a good girl until she returned.

Emily cursed herself for the millionth time, but she had to do what the beautiful woman had told her. Even if she loved Sam, the woman was her… what? Owner? Mistress?

She shivered, not from cold, the room was warm. No, she shivered in arousal.

Emily couldn’t think about anything but sex. She hadn’t had a clear thought since the woman in white had touched her face. Part of her wanted to release Sam from the restraints, but mostly she just wanted to crawl up between his legs. She wanted to suck him, his cock, his balls. She even wanted to lick his asshole – something she had heard of but never done in ten years of marriage.

She couldn’t, of course. The woman in white told her to sit on the floor and be a good girl.

So, she stroked her clit to the hundredth orgasm she had enjoyed since arriving at the adult store.

It had been Sam’s idea. Something to spice up their love life. They were going to buy her some lingerie, maybe a vibrator – she had never owned a vibrator.

The woman in white had met them right after they entered the store.

And, now she owned them both.

“Spicy enough for you, Sam?” She whispered as her pussy spasmed.

He whined behind the gag.

The door opened.

The woman in white walked in, followed by a tall, beautiful woman in a pink rubber dress, and a thin nun wearing a latex miniskirt.

Emily giggled. A few hours (Days? Weeks?) ago, this might have seemed strange. Now, it just turned her on, like everything else.

“Sugar, who are your friends?” The nun asked.

Sugar! Her mistress’s name was Sugar.

“Meet Sam and Emily Sloan. Wandered into the store yesterday, and I just had to keep them,” Sugar said. She held out her hand to Emily. “Come to me, darling. On your knees.”

Emily smiled and scampered across the rubber floor. She kissed her way up Sugar’s stiletto boot.

Her mistress took Emily’s face in her hand and tilted it up. “Lovely, isn’t she?”

The nun knelt beside her. Small, firm hands explored Emily’s body. “Very nice.”

“Emily, dear, this is Sister Asmodea. She is your mistress just as I am. Worship her.”

Emily jumped as if she had received an electric shock. She flung herself on the floor and crawled on her back between Asmodea’s thighs.

Asmodea gasped as the woman leaned up and lapped hungrily.

Emily was in heaven. She tasted so good! She had never even dreamed of kissing another woman, much less performing oral on one. But Mistress Sugar made everything seem perfect.

“Oh, my,” Asmodea whispered.

Sam screamed out behind his gag.

“Unnh,” Asmodea said. “She’s an excellent… find. But, the husband? Nothing at all special about him.”

Emily sucked and licked – Asmodea’s pleasure was more important than the words her mistresses said. This was a discussion for them, she was unimportant – her only duty was to please. The thought of her own subservience made her wet.

“Yes, I wouldn’t even have bothered with him. But I wanted a demonstration. Truth be told, he is completely immune to my control.”

Asmodea grasped Emily’s brown hair and pulled her hard against her pussy. “Lick harder, slut.”

Emily tongue fucked her as hard as she could.

Asmodea moaned. “Immune? You know the policy for resistant humans, don’t you?”

“I know… the lobotomizer…”

“They must be eliminated, Sugar. They pose a danger…” Less than one percent of the population was immune to mind control, but the Church wanted them wiped out completely.

“I think we have found a solution to our immune issue.” Sugar said. She leaned down then and roughly twisted one of Emily’s nipples. “Make her cum, you stupid slut!”

Emily squealed in pain but did as she was told. She slipped two fingers into Asmodea’s wet sex and sucked her thick clit hard.

The nun screamed and came, squeezing Emily’s head between muscular thighs.

Sugar laughed and stroked Emily’s stomach. “For fuck’s sake, Asmodea, don’t break her neck. She’s valuable property.”

Emily swallowed cunt juice as fast as she could, proud of what she had made the nun do.

Asmodea rose, panting from her crouched position.

Emily looked up at her in rapt adoration. She was proud of herself; her only reason for living was to please.

“Might want to step back and cover your ears for this next part, Asmodea,” Sugar said. She knelt down in front of Emily. “Do you love me, Emily?”

“Yes!” Emily squealed. “I love you! I’ll do anything you want!”

Sugar stroked her face and Emily beamed.

“You see,” Sugar said. “My control of Emily here is only temporary – just a little block I placed in her mind. All I need to return her to normal is… remove it.”

Pain lanced through Emily’s head. An electric fire burned from the front of her skull to the back like a wave of flame.

Sugar laughed as Emily Sloan, released from her control, screamed.

***

“Goddamn it, I’m telling you this girl is special,” Ray growled into the cellphone. He had to shove the adoring captives away with his foot to keep them from undoing his pants and sucking him.

The Church Bishop on the other end of the conversation growled back.

Ray cut him off. “Listen you fucking bastard, I’m not lobotomizing her. You need to make an exception. If I make her into a cheerleader slut, you’ll have a line of Whore Masters fighting over her at the slave auction…”

Ray grimaced at the reply.

All the while, the little redhead smiled and looked up at him with big doe eyes. He reached down and stroked her hair.

Ray rolled his eyes. “No, I don’t want to keep her for myself.” He gritted his teeth. “Lobotomization – that’s you sick fucks’s answer for everything.”

The Bishop started to say something, but Ray hung up on him. “One day, I swear to God, the Whore Masters and the White Witches are going to turn on those fucks, and it’s gonna be biblical…”

Ray smiled down at the redhead. He picked her up and she dangled in his arms, snuggling against his hard-muscled chest.

Lobotomizer? He thought about it as she stared adoringly into his eyes. Some people needed to have their brain’s wiped to accept their new reality, but this woman was different. He had seen it before: someone with a touch of perversion, a secret fetish to be objectified. For them, this wasn’t a nightmare, it was release – release from a mundane existence.

She’d be another Sugar Tits if she had two more inches in height.

She began kissing his chest.

Life just wasn’t fair.

“Okay, ladies, let’s go see the doctor.” Ray turned and left the padded cell, still carrying the redhead in his arms.

The line of naked girls hurried after him toward the elevator.

He waited until they were all inside, and then he reached out with his free hand.

His finger hesitated over the button for ten.

“Fuck it,” he whispered.

Ray pressed nine.

***

Emily was throwing punches for the first time in her life.

Sugar danced out of the way of the awkward jabs. “Oh, please, you know you liked it.”

Asmodea had an amused look on her face.

Hecate stood expressionless as the fight continued.

Sugar dodged a right hook, caught the woman’s wrist as it passed and spun her around.

Emily screamed as Sugar kicked her in the ass and she went down on the rubber floor.

“Serves you right,” Sugar giggled. She used her foot and rolled the crying woman onto her back.

Emily kicked, but again Sugar was too fast, and her foot struck nothing but air. “You psycho, bitch! What did you do to me?” She struggled to her feet and Sugar shoved her back with one hand bouncing Emily off the wall.

She fell to her knees in front of the taller and much stronger white witch.

“Emily, stop before you hurt yourself.”

Emily began to cry. “Why? Why are you doing this to us?”

“There, that’s better,” Sugar said as she stepped closer. “Believe it or not, little slut, we’re saving the world. We’re doing a god’s work.”

Emily shook and whined. “You’re insane.”

She knelt down and tilted Emily’s face up. “Emily, you belong to us now. Both of you.”

Sam grumbled behind his ball gag.

“Just let us go,” Emily whispered. “Please.”

“Okay.”

Emily looked up into Sugar’s eyes. “What?”

“We’ll let you go. Both of you. That’s what you want, isn’t it?”

“You… you’re lying.”

“Oh, no, I mean it. I’ll release him, you can put your clothes back on and head back to a life of wedded bliss – as blissful as his tiny cock can make you, that is.”

Sam cursed behind his gag.

“Quiet, you,” Sugar whispered over her shoulder.

“You’ll let us go?” Emily asked.

“Absolutely – that is if you pass my test.”

Emily groaned.

“It’s a simple test.” She pointed toward the tall, beautiful woman in pink latex. “Isn’t Hecate beautiful?”

Emily stared at the amazon.

“If you can last five minutes without letting Hecate fuck you, I’ll let you and your husband go.”

Emily wept. “No. You’ll make me. You’ll hypnotize me like…” She looked miserably up at Asmodea. “Like before.”

Asmodea winked and licked her full red lips.

“No, I promise. No mind games. I won’t do a thing.” Sugar said and stroked the woman’s brown hair. “Five minutes, and then you can leave, no strings attached.”

Emily swallowed and nodded.

Sugar leaned in close. “But I have to warn you, if you make love to Hecate? You and your husband will belong to us forever.” She licked Emily’s cheek. “Oh, and, if you do partake of Hecate’s ample charms? She has a disease – an incurable virus. A single drop of her juices and you will be infected.”

Emily looked across the room at the amazon’s blank expression. “I won’t touch that freak.”

Sugar laughed. “Hecate, my love, come here.”

Hecate walked sensuously toward them, one foot in front of the other, until she stood in front of the cowering Emily.

“Five minutes starting now,” Sugar said as she stood up and walked away.

***

The elevator doors opened on Level Nine. The hallway was dark, save for a warm red glow that came from a crack in the wall far in the distance and a single, unbroken fluorescent that flickered nearby.

Ray stood with the redhead still clinging to him. “You bitches keep your backs against the elevator wall behind me. Don’t you move, and for your own good, don’t fucking run.”

The girls stepped back against the elevator wall.

He didn’t see the dark shape come through the crack in the wall – one instant the hall was empty, and the next the shape of a woman stood in the gloom.

She walked toward them, stiletto heels clicking on the tile floor.

Ray stood the redhead on her feet. “Listen, babe. I know you can’t understand what I’m telling you, but I’m saving your life. I ain’t sticking a needle in your brain and sending you to be a maid for the rest of eternity, or harvest crops till your body rots.”

She beamed up at him, oblivious.

“Better they make you a monster than make you nothing.”

The dark shape stepped into the flickering light.

Kimiko stood in her gleaming black latex skin. “Hello, lover.” The sub slut smiled at him, red latex lips shining.

It had been ages since he last saw her. It had been when he, Sugar, and Rita had ventured deep into Level Nine to rescue Demona from that hell. He had only glimpsed Kimiko that day.

Now, she stood smiling.

Technically, Kimiko belonged to him – a gift from Alex and Gwen when he had agreed to become a Whore Master and serve Morpheus for eternity.

He wished to fuck he could give her back. “You can talk now? Last time I saw you, all you could do was moan.”

Kimiko laughed gently. “With my mistress, all things are possible.”

Ray frowned. Her mistress, Demonica – another “wife” he would like to give back.

Or, better yet, strangle her till her glowing red eyes popped.

“Why are you here, lover? And, with such pretty company?” Kimiko whispered. She reached out and stroked the redhead’s left breast.

The woman shivered and looked at Ray, unsure of what she should do.

“I’m giving your mistress this one. They want me to lobotomize her - I won’t.”

Kimiko hissed a laugh. “Poor Ray – no stomach for the hard parts of your job?”

“Better she’s with you and your mistress than lobotomized.”

More shapes appeared in the hallway – thin, tall shapes with long arms and legs. They loped down the hallway on all fours.

Ray gritted his teeth. “Just her. Try to take the others, and I’ll kill you.”

“Husband!? Such a way to talk to your eternal mate.”

“Fuck you.”

Kimiko drew in a sharp breath. “Oh, I remember. I wish we could. I loved it when you used to dominate me.”

One of the shapes stopped nearby. Slick, gray skin glimmered in the meager light. It was hairless, and its eyes were gone. Nostrils flared on its flat nose and it opened it’s mouth in a wide grin, displaying needle sharp teeth.

Its long, flaccid cock began to thicken.

The monster could smell the girls.

Behind Ray, the girls whimpered and cried. They cowered against the wall.

The monster reached out a long, thin hand and grasped the redhead’s hand.

She cried out, reached out with her free hand, and grabbed Ray’s hand. Her eyes looked into his, a gaze of terror and heartbreak.

And, love.

What the fuck was wrong with him? He was already a quarter of the way to his full quota of mates.

The monster tugged and the redhead’s grip loosened.

She was crying.

Ray pulled her back. “Fuck this. I changed my mind.”

The monster threw back his bald head and howled.

Behind him, the other monster howled back and charged.

“No toy woman to save you now, lover.” Kimiko laughed as she stepped aside.

“Don’t need saving, bitch,” Ray rumbled. Hs right fist pistoned out and the monster’s face exploded in dark blood, needle teeth flying away in all directions.

The monster let go and Ray slung the redhead behind him.

Two monsters stepped on the first as it lay on the floor shrieking.

“Wrong goddamned day, assholes. I’m in a bad fucking mood.” Ray grabbed a monster neck in each hand and dashed their heads together. Their skulls cracked like eggshells and they fell in a pile on top of the first.

Ray kicked the slimy bodies into the hall at Kimiko’s feet.

She held up her hand and the rest of the monsters stopped their advance. “Another time, husband.”

Ray smiled out at her as the doors closed. “Tell Demonica I’ll come for her one day. And, I’m gonna make a real mess.”

The doors shut, and Ray deflated. He leaned against the doors.

Small arms wrapped around his waist.

He turned and looked into the redhead’s eyes.

She was smiling.

He kissed her forehead. “Geez, Rose. What the fuck am I going to do with you?”

She slid down his body, her eyes locked on his as she undid his pants and went down on him.

The elevator descended to level ten.

***

Emily knelt in front of the tall, beautiful woman.

There had to be a catch – these monsters were not going to let her go.

Hecate stared down at her with her huge blue eyes, perfect black hair framing a face that would put a Hollywood starlet to shame.

Her curves were unbelievable, beautiful in every way despite the ridiculous pink latex loin dress and matching hooker heels.

“Four minutes, Emily. Just four minutes to go,” Sugar announced somewhere behind her. “Feeling horny yet, dear?”

Emily shook her head slowly. Was she? Her mouth was open, her tongue nervously licking her lips.

“Pheromones,” Sugar whispered. “It’s amazing what can be accomplished through chemicals.”

Pheromones? Emily thought. The words stuck in her mind… that meant something, but it escaped her. She stopped worrying and breathed in the delectable scent of the perfect creature in front of her.

Somewhere far away she heard Sam scream behind his gag.

“You be quiet,” Asmodea scolded.

Emily turned slowly, biting her lip. She squeezed her eyes shut. Something was wrong.

She opened them.

Asmodea stood to the left of Sam’s chair. Her slim fingers were wrapped around his cock, pumping slowly.

Sugar smiled at her from Sam’s right. She was tracing the pucker of Sam’s asshole with a long red fingernail. “Three minutes. Surely, you can last that long, can’t you?”

A warm hand touched her cheek.

She turned to look at Hecate again. Her heart was pounding.

Oh, God help her. She wanted this woman. How could it be? She wasn’t gay.

Hecate smiled and pulled her effortlessly to her feet.

The amazon pulled her close.

Emily laid her head on the woman’s perfect, latex encased bosom.

She tilted her head up. It was perfect, she was ready for the perfect kiss, and she knew it would be better and more sensuous than any kiss had ever been.

“Remember the virus, Emily?” Sugar said. “Even her kiss will transmit it to you. No cure, no going back. Only two minutes left, and you can have Sam back. You can have your life back.”

Sam groaned a whimpering cry.

Her life? What life? Her fevered mind raced. Two minutes. Two minutes and then she would go back to her life… her boring life. Or…

She opened her mouth, closed her eyes, and moaned into the kiss.

Hecate’s long, hot tongue snaked into her mouth.

Emily sucked at the tongue, coaxing it deeper. She greedily drank down Hecate’s infected saliva like it was champagne.

“Hmm, three minutes. I wouldn’t have thought she could last that long,” Sugar laughed.

***

Courtney stood in front of the mirror wall in Demona’s office and looked at her naked reflection. She hefted her big breasts and giggled. “I love these piercings! Don’t you?”

Demona walked up beside her. “You know I do.”

The minx laid her head over on Demona’s shoulder, and then reached between her own legs and tickled the inverted pentagram that dangled from her freshly pierced clit. “Just like yours. Shouldn’t this hurt?”

“No, we have insta-heal. Another of Morpheus’s wonder drugs. That would have taken nearly two months to heal normally.” Demona sighed. “Okay, you have to put your clothes on.”

“No!” Courtney whined. “Let’s fuck. I want to sixty-nine and play with our piercings.” She wrapped her arms around Demona and pulled her into a kiss.

Demona rolled her eyes and pushed her away. Gently. “Enough. Play time is over. I have work to do. Your mom is almost done in the tank. Want her to see you naked with all this steel on you?”

Courtney pouted. “No. I don’t guess.”

Demona turned and picked up a blue jean skirt, black lace bra, and a white t-shirt with JUICY written in bold red letters across the chest. “Put these on.”

Courtney pursed her lips – fuck’s sake why did she make her so goddamned adorable?

“I liked my white dress better.”

“Yeah, well it’s all wrinkled – you were in too big a hurry to take it off.”

Courtney giggled. She took the bra and stared at it. “Are my tits bigger?”

“What?”

“My boobs. I never wore a bra this big. I had little…” The girl trailed off in mid-sentence, eyes frowning.

She was remembering. Fuck, where was Sugar when she needed her?

Demona took the bra from her hands. She stepped close and wrapped it around her. It closed in the front. “Bend over a little, sweetie.” Courtney’s big rack cooperated, and Demona clipped it closed. “There. Yes, dear, your boobs are bigger. Before your surgery, you asked me for playmate tits to make all the boys hard. Remember?”

The confusion evaporated, and the smile returned. “Oh… yeah… I guess I must have forgot.” She pulled the skirt up her hips and buttoned it. “Hey, where are my panties?”

Demona shook her head. “Side effect of the treatment. You leak down there. A lot. Too much for panties other than the finest silk or latex. The skirt has a layer of latex inside to shed the moisture.”

“Oh… but, I’m cured now, right? I’m not sick anymore?” Courtney’s lips were trembling.

Demona hugged her tight. “Of course, dear. I’m the best fucking mad doctor on earth. You are 100% cured of everything that was wrong with you.” Which was true. Demona had cured her STDs, her heroin addiction – she had cured the girl’s death itself.

Courtney tugged the t-shirt over her head. The word JUICY was emphasized by the mammoth swell of her high, firm breasts. “I love you.”

Demona stopped. Her breath caught in her chest. “I… I love you too.”

Courtney laughed and shook her head. She stood closer, lips inches from Demona’s. “No, Demona. I’m in love with you.”

Demona blushed. “No, Courtney, it’s something called transference – you don’t really love me. It’s just emotions from my saving you…”

Courtney touched a finger to Demona’s lips. “No. I love you.”

Oh, she was going to fucking kill Sugar. That thought was cut short as she had no choice but to fall into the passionate kiss with the blonde bombshell.

And, something came to life inside Demona that she thought had died months ago on level nine.

It was Courtney who finally pulled back, leaving Demona with her lips open, her eyes closed.

She opened them to find Courtney smiling at her.

“Oh, fuck…” Demona whispered.

“Somebody’s here,” Courtney whispered.

Demona blinked and turned.

Ray stood in the doorway with a redhead cuddled in his arms and a flock of dazed women arrayed behind him. “Got a delivery.”

***

Emily Sloan was fucking angry. Not at the amazon princess she was making out with. Not with the latex nun or the white latex witch who giggled as they molested her husband.

Not even at her pathetic tiny cocked husband.

She was mad at the world. A world that told her that sex with anyone other than before mentioned tiny cocked husband was wrong.

Sex was fucking life. Sin was a goddamned lie.

She pulled Hecate tight in her embrace, leaning her back, taking control. She tongue fucked the amazon’s mouth.

Infected amazon. A thrill went through her body. She was infected! And, it was wonderful!

“Look at your wife, Sam,” Sugar said behind her. “Doesn’t that turn you on? Every man wants to see his wife with another woman.”

Sam groaned miserably.

Asmodea laughed. “Not sure about his brain, but his cock certainly enjoys it. Tell me, Sam, is this the hardest your little peepee’s ever been?”

Emily broke the kiss, the amazon limp in her arms. She looked back over her shoulder.

Sam’s little cock was thick and swollen, the balls in their little sack pulled tight up against the base of the shaft as Asmodea slowed her strokes and squeezed harder.

And, she was revolted – not by the beautiful, powerful women who had her husband at their mercy.

“You’re disgusting, Sam.”

Sam’s eyes bulged in terror.

“I love this. God, I feel so fucking powerful!”

Sugar continued to finger Sam’s hole. “Testosterone,” she whispered. “Flooding her body – the virus is repurposing glands inside her. Permanently amping up her sex drive and making her euphoric.”

Emily ignored the words. Hecate’s head was lolled back as she hung in Emily’s arms. Emily smiled as she yanked the rubber dress down, exposing Hecate’s perfect tits.

Emily’s lips closed on a thick nipple and sucked.

Her mouth filled with delicious tasting milk.

Her surprise faded and she nursed, swallowing it down.

Sugar and Asmodea burst out laughing.

Emily turned her head slightly, still nursing.

Little spurts of cum were arcing up from Sam’s dick.

Asmodea milked him expertly, letting the cum land on his stomach.

“Enjoy the orgasm, Sam.” Sugar said and shoved two long fingers up his ass. “It’ll be your last.”

Fresh gouts of cum erupted, spattering on his stomach and falling on the laboratory floor.

Asmodea grimaced. “Uggh, what a mess.” She wiped her cum soaked fingers on Sam’s chest.

Emily chuckled, almost choking on Hecate’s sweet milk.

The amazon had regained control of their coupling, and Emily let herself be lowered gently to the floor. She lay her head on Hecate’s chest, the thick nipple still supplying her with mouthfuls of the liquid.

Emily felt safe and warm.

And, oh, God, she needed to fuck!

Hecate must have sensed her need, because she nudged Emily’s legs apart, exposing her slick sex.

Emily groaned and sucked harder as Hecate went straight for her clit. She squeezed and stroked with her thumb and index finger.

Emily screamed as an intense orgasm ripped through her.

The stroking became gentle tugs.

Emily was only dimly aware of Sugar and Asmodea kneeling down on either side.

A small warm hand stroked her forehead. “Fever, she’s burning up.”

“The virus. It’s incredibly fast acting, re-writing her DNA,” Sugar whispered near her ear.

Sick? She was sick, but she didn’t care. It was wonderful! She drank faster, and the pressure on her clit felt incredible!

“But, I mean, the fever…”

“Oh, it won’t kill her – she’s strong and young,” Sugar said. “You love it don’t you, sweet Emily?”

Emily was too lost to nod.

“My god… her clit!”

Sugar laughed. “Told you it was fast.”

Emily’s eyes flickered. Hecate’s hand felt wonder grasping the shaft of her… clit?

She opened her eyes.

Asmodea and Sugar smiled at her in astonishment.

Hecate’s hand worked her gently.

A three-inch-long cock stood hard and curved between her legs, Hecate’s thumb and first two fingers stroking it up and down. Hecate’s nipple slipped from Emily’s lips spewing clear milk on her chin. “F… Fuck! Oh, fuck!”

Sugar laughed. “Isn’t it beautiful, Emily? You’re so perfect.”

Emily stared mesmerized at the small cock that had grown in minutes. “What did you do to me?”

Sugar hugged her tight. “Shh, Emily, just enjoy it.”

It was even bigger now, at least another half inch.

But it wasn’t a normal cock. The head was disk shaped and flared out farther from the shaft.

Hecate noticed her looking at the head. She rubbed her thumb over the sensitive tip.

Emily shuddered. It felt so good!

Clear liquid clung to Hecate’s thumb.

Smiling, she rubbed it across Emily’s lips.

Emily licked. The same stuff as Hecate’s milk!

She smiled.

“Mmm, see? And to think you wanted to leave,” Sugar whispered.

Emily felt a wave of lust wash over her. She mashed her lips against Sugar’s.

Sugar opened her mouth, accepting Emily’s hungry kiss.

Oh, God, her… cock was getting harder!

She looked down. It was as long as Sam’s, but much thicker.

Sugar laughed.

“What am I?” Emily asked. Her voice was smoky, sultrier than before. Her tits felt heavier – she had been so engrossed in her stiff cock she had completely missed the fact that her tits were a full cup size larger and the nipples were growing.

“Hecate? Stand up and show Emily what she is becoming.”

Emily protested when Hecate let go of her cock, but she squealed with delight when Asmodea replaced Hecate’s hand with her mouth. She winked at Emily as she took the wide, thick head into her hot mouth and sucked. “Oh, Jesus! What… goddamn…”

Sugar laughed and placed Emily’s hand on the back of Asmodea’s head.

She needed no coaxing – she pushed Asmodea down on her dick. How big was she now? Six inches? More? She laughed deep in her throat as she felt the head slide into Asmodea’s skilled throat.

“Look up, Emily. Look at Hecate,” Sugar whispered.

Hecate looked down at her. She undid the clasps on the side of the loin dress, and then she slid it down her body.

A cock! A beautiful cock just like the one Emily now had!

Only twice as long and thick.

“She’s…”

“What, dear? What is it?”

“She’s beautiful…”

“Like you, baby,” Sugar cooed.

“But, bigger…”

Sugar laughed gently. “Don’t worry, you little jealous thing. You’re still growing. Another hour or so and you’ll have a thirteen-inch girl cock too.”

Sugar lowered her head and slid under Asmodea’s puckered lips.

She tongue fucked Emily’s tight cunt while Asmodea deep throated her.

Emily passed out from the sensations.

Hecate stood and watched them in a daze.

***

Demona cuffed the last of the captive women into surgical chairs. “There. Man, lot of work to do.”

“Can I help?” Courtney said. She was staring wide eyed at the women strapped to the chairs.

Fuck, I didn’t think about… Demona stood up straight. “Courtney, honey, I know this must be confusing, what we’re doing?” What was wrong with her? To Courtney, this was supposed to be some kind of hospital, not some mad scientist’s sex slave factory.

“You’re fixing them,” Courtney said. “They’re not right. You’re making them right.”

“You understand what that means?”

“Sure. Everyone has their place. Some people have to become whores to keep people happy. That’s Morpheus’s plan – no more wars because everyone will have their wildest fantasies come true. It’s going to be utopia.”

Sugar. She must have indoctrinated her, among other things.

“I want to help,” Courtney said with a smile.

“Why?”

“Well, I want to be a doctor, like you. I don’t want to be a whore – I want to contribute. I mean, more than just being a stupid cum dump like these sluts are going to be.”

“Fuck me,” Demona whispered.

Courtney was smiling at her. A true believer and complete sociopath. “Where do I start?”

“You might want ear plugs. The aphrodisiac spiked water is wearing off. When they come out of it, they’re going to be wailing like banshees.”

Courtney laughed. “I don’t mind screaming. What can I do to help?”

Demona bit her lip. “Okay. There’s a medical cart in the other lab. Get me syringes, lots of them. And, bottles from the cabinets labeled Titty Grow, Booty Max, Slutifier, and Gam Grow.”

“Got it, anything else?”

Demona’s eyes narrowed. Was she really this brainwashed? “Yeah. There’s an instrument back there, it looks like a dildo with a pistol grip. We use it to dilate their cervixes and open their wombs to accept bigger cocks. It also sterilizes them – you okay with that?”

Courtney laughed. “Of course, why wouldn’t I be?” She turned and ran to get the cart.

Demona watched her run off. Then she blinked and shook her head. “Oh, I have got to have a long talk with Sugar.”

Ray was sitting on the other side of the room with a redhead. He had laid her on a gurney and now stood stroking her hair.

“Who’s your friend?” Demona asked.

“I call her Rose. Not sure what her name actually is… was.”

Demona examined the girl’s eyes. “She’s under your control – didn’t know you had it in you.”

“Yeah, day’s full of surprises.”

“So, what are we doing with her?” She took a step back and estimated Rose’s height. “Too short for street whore. You know what that means…”

“She’s mine. I’m taking her.”

“What?!” Demona took a step back. This was way out of character for Ray – he only had eight spots in his harem left for all eternity. “Jesus, did you tell Sugar?”

“No. It’s my decision, not Sugar’s.” He looked up at Demona. “And not yours.”

“Okay, okay, don’t get all alpha male on me.”

The redhead laid her head on Ray’s bear paw of a right hand. “Sorry, Demona. I’m just… it’s been a long day.”

Demona took his other hand and squeezed. “It’s okay, big guy. I’m yours too, remember?”

Ray smiled. “Yeah, I know.”

“She must be awfully special.”

Ray laughed. “I tried to take her to level nine…”

“Are you crazy? You went to nine alone?”

“Church said to lobotomize her. I just couldn’t, Demona.”

Demona nodded. Despite the monsters they had become, Ray still had a heart. “What do you want done?”

“No height mods. Give her DDDs and slutify her. Don’t change anything else.”

***

“Unnh, I think I’m going to…” Emily moaned.

“No, no. Asmodea stop sucking,” Sugar said.

Sam was straining his neck to see the tangle of bodies on the floor. He couldn’t get a good view.

Emily had to be drugged. She was talking about having a cock for God’s sake!

The big amazon bitch was standing with her back to Sam.

His cock had shrunk after the humiliating hand job, and the cum was dried on his stomach.

Why had Emily betrayed him? If the woman called Sugar was telling the truth, Emily could have gotten them released.

Instead, she had made love to a woman! Actually had sex with her.

“You disgust me,” she had said.

Sam was ashamed of his small cock that had retreated into his body after cumming.

“Please, Sugar, I need to…” Emily pleaded from somewhere on the floor.

“No. I know you need to, but this needs to be special,” Sugar said. She stood up.

Sam felt lust stir inside him – it was a normal reaction. The woman was impossibly tall, at least six and a half feet with tits like fucking watermelons.

She stood with her back to him, fists on her latex clad hips. “Stand up, honey.”

The nun stood up first and helped Emily to her feet.

Sam screamed. What she had said… he had thought she was high on some drug.

His wife stood in front of him, huge fake tits bobbing, nipples leaking clear fluid onto the floor below.

At her crotch, an eight-inch cock with a wide head curved up toward the ceiling.

Sam shook his head. Oh, God, what have they done to her?

The amazon turned, displaying a flacid cock at least five inches longer than Emily’s.

Sam screamed again. This was a nightmare.

Sugar and Asmodea looked at him with mischievous grins.

Sugar walked up between his legs and drew a long, sharp, red nail up his inner thigh.

Sam shook his head violently and arched his back.

“What’s wrong, Sam? Don’t you like what we’ve done to your beautiful wife? She’s a goddess now, don’t you think?”

It couldn’t be real. None of this could be happening.

“Please, Sugar,” Emily begged. “It feels like I’m going to explode.”

“Poor dear, blue balls must be even worse when the balls are where your ovaries used to be.” She walked back and grasped the base of Emily’s thick cock. “Now, Emily, you’re a growing girl… boy? Futa? Fuck if I know. But what I do know is: if you want a cock to grow nice and long and hard, you have to bury it someplace dark and warm and moist. Don’t you?”

Emily bit her lower lip and nodded slowly.

“Hmm, let’s see. Now Asmodea loves a good hard cock, don’t you, honey?”

Asmodea laughed. “Oh, yes, but I’m just not in the mood.”

“Aww, that’s too bad. I suppose I could let you fuck my tight little cunt. Would you like that, Emily.” Sugar jacked her gently. “Would you like to fuck me with your big, hard girl cock? Breed me like the fucking whore I am?”

“Please! Please, I want you!”

Sugar stopped her hand job and Emily whined.

“Oh, wait! I know who you can fuck!” Sugar laughed. “You are married after all.” She looked at Sam and winked.

“Goddamn you!” Sam screamed behind the gag. It came out as muffled splutters.

Sugar led Emily forward still holding her by the base of the futa cock. “See that little hole, Emily? Wouldn’t it feel so good to slide your meat in there?”

Emily was breathing hard, her eyes lidded in lust.

Sam struggled and screamed, trying in vain to get loose.

“Of course, you’re going to give him your nasty little STD, Emily. Are you sure you want to infect your husband?”

She let go of Emily’s cock and moved around behind her. “Did he ever fuck you in the ass, Emily?” Sugar kissed the back of her neck.

“Once.”

Sugar giggled. “Did it hurt?”

“Yes.”

“With his little dick and it still hurt?”

“I cried.”

She pushed Emily forward between his legs. “Did he stop?”

“When he finished, he stopped.” Emily said. Her mouth was turned down in a frown.

No, please, Sam begged with his eyes.

“And, so will you.” Sugar moved around and leaned down to whisper in Sam’s ear. “Your wife is going to fuck you now, Sam. It’s going to hurt, and she’s going to give you a disease. And, I’m going to enjoy every second of it. You? Not so much.” She licked his ear as she stepped away.

Emily was staring down at his exposed asshole.

She grasped the base of her hard cock and leaned forward, rubbing the wide head across his pucker.

Sam screamed as she pumped her hand, smearing precum over his hole.

Sugar stroked his forehead. “First dose, baby. Can you feel the virus working?”

Emily pushed hard against his asshole.

He was looking down between his legs. Her girl cock was almost as thick as her wrist!

Sam screamed in pain as the cock pressed into him.

“Hard, Emily! Push harder!” Sugar urged.

Emily growled and lunged.

Sam’s sphincter opened. It felt like he was being split in two!

She couldn’t get the head in; the hole was too small.

Emily laid her head on his chest, the head of her girl cock half inside him.

Then she raised her head and looked into his eyes.

She smirked.

She lunged forward again.

Sam screamed in agony as his sphincter gave up the fight.

It closed around the thick head which rocketed forward, impaling him on at least eight inches of hard cock.

“Yes, Emily! It’s so much better when it hurts them, isn’t it?” Sugar giggled.

Sam felt like he was blacking out. The room was stifling hot. He was full and stretched.

Emily was kissing his chest, just staying still, her thick cock deep inside him.

The room was spinning.

And, then she moved. She rocked her hips and leaned forward. The cock slid out, stopping with the thick head against his sphincter. His eyes bulged.

“God, so fucking tight. Fuck, so tight,” Emily groaned.

She began to fuck him, long slow strokes.

Sam writhed in agony. How could she do this to him? He felt so betrayed. Hot tears leaked down his cheeks as she rutted against him, using his body to milk her cock.

“Look, Asmodea, the virus is working on him now.”

Sam was dying. He wanted to die. Emily was using him like a john used a whore. He was just a hole to fuck. His head spun. What was wrong with him? He should be furious, but instead he just felt betrayed by her brutal assault.

“Will he be like her?” Asmodea whispered nearby.

“Shh, just watch.”

Emily was kissing his chest as she fucked him. “Sorry… so sorry, baby. I just… I had to… don’t hate me… I need you.”

Sam opened his eyes. She needed him? Emily still loved him! The pain as she fucked him lessened, became dull. Of course, she wasn’t betraying him! She just needed him.

“Oh! Sam, what are you doing?” Emily gasped.

He was dimly aware that he was moving his buttocks in a circle, squeezing the muscles in his ass as she tried to pull out, loosening when she fucked into him.

Fucked him with her big cock! Her beautiful, thick, cock! Thoughts of long, hard cocks filled his mind.

“Mmm, hmm, that’s right,” Sugar whispered. “You won’t need this anymore.” She unhooked the ball gag and pulled it free.

“Oh!” Sam coughed. “Emily!” His voice cracked as he cried.

“What’s happening to his body hair?” Asmodea asked.

“Falling out. Everything but his eye brows, lashes, and the hair on his head.” Sugar unclasped his wrists.

Sam hugged his wife close as she fucked him harder. “You… you need this?” His voice was soft almost sweet. He was soaked with sweat.

“I do. I’m sorry… need to fuck.”

“Shh,” Sam whispered. “Just fuck me. It’s okay.” A voice deep inside him was crying out for him to stop.

But she needed him.

“Fuck me, Emily! Fuck me hard! Cum in me. Breed me!”

Emily trembled and went still, buried in him to the hilt.

He screamed as he felt a torrent of cum flood his insides.

“Yes! Emily! I love you!” He screamed in a voice that was at least two octaves higher than his own.

Emily arched her back.

Asmodea gasped.

Sam was trembling, feeling each virus laden spurt deep inside him.

Sugar squeezed his pec.

Only it wasn’t a pec anymore.

He opened his eyes and looked down at two small breasts on his now hairless chest. “Wh… What?”

He looked past his new tits at his flat belly and cinched in waist above thickening hips.

His balls seemed to have pulled up inside his body, leaving an empty sack and shrinking cock.

“The virus turns girls into futas,” Sugar whispered. “And, it turns boys into…”

“Girls?” Asmodea asked.

Sugar nodded. She ran her long nails down Sam’s flat tummy. His cock was little more than a nub. When she touched it, Sam trembled inside. The little nub was sensitive.

Below the deflated sack, Emily’s cock still throbbed inside his asshole.

Sugar stroked the empty sack with her nail. “In a few hours, your body will rearrange this useless sack and put the skin to good use.”

“What are you doing?” He whispered, fascinated by Sugar’s finger as it explored his ruined scrotum.

“I love virgins.”

Sam gasped as Sugar pushed in with her long red nail.

She pulled out her finger. It was coated wet with moisture. She held it to Sam’s lips. “Taste.”

Sam was delirious. He had decided this must be some kind of nightmare. He licked the finger.

Sweet and salty. Delicious.

Sugar nodded knowingly. She reached back down and pushed inside him again. Deeper this time. She was pressing against something inside him. “Ready?”

“I’m scared.”

Sugar laughed. “Shh, time to become a woman.” She pushed and whatever was in the way broke.

Sam gasped as the finger slid into his new, liquid depths. His eyes bulged.

“Even his face is becoming more feminine,” Asmodea whispered.

“You like my finger in your pussy, don’t you?”

Pussy? How could he have a pussy? He needed to wake up from this nightmare.

Sam cried out as Sugar slipped in a second finger. Then a third.

“Now, this is one hungry little pussy. It needs a hard dick to take care of it.” She said as she pulled out her fingers.

Sam cried out. “No! Don’t… stop.”

“Shh, be still Sammi.”

Sammi? That wasn’t his name. It was girly. And, he was a man. Wasn’t he? He had a cock… no wait. He didn’t. Now he had a pussy, and it was hungry for hard…

Sammi whined as he felt Emily’s cock slip out of his ass.

Empty, so empty. He was whining.

“Shh, quiet I said.” Sugar rubbed Sammi’s clit gently with her thumb. “Emily. Look at what is left of your husband. She needs to be fucked.”

She? Sammi’s mind was a blur. It was hard to think. He just knew he was empty, and he wanted to be full.

Emily stroked her thick cock. It was growing hard again!

“F… Fuck me, Emily,” Sammi whispered everything seemed fuzzy, like he was floating on a pink cloud. “Need cock. Fuck. Sammi needs fuck. Cock, Emily.” His voice was completely feminine.

Sugar burst out laughing. “Side effect of the virus on men. Lowers the IQ exponentially. Sammi is a very stupid fuck toy now. Seriously, Emily, she can’t cross the street without help.”

Sammi heard the words, but she could only pick out a few, mainly ‘fuck toy’.

Emily leaned over her. “It’s okay, Sammi. I still love you. I know what you need.”

“Need fuck!”

“Yes, darling,” Emily whispered. Her cock slid deep in her husband’s tight cunt.

Sammi screamed and laughed, rocking her hips like a good fuck toy.

***

Sugar Tits and Asmodea stepped away, leaving the couple to explore their new bodies.

Emily could now pass for Hecate’s sister, brown hair and eyes where Hecate’s were black and blue respectively.

Hecate stood motionless watching as Emily fucked her ten-inch dick into the delighted and squealing Sammi.

There was nothing of Sam left. The newly made girl’s hair had gone platinum blonde in a span of minutes. Her tits and ass had plumped up to stripper proportions. Translucent blue eyes sparkled as Emily unbuckled the remaining straps and tossed her on the padded floor.

Sammi giggled as Emily rough housed her onto her hands and knees. She arched her back as Emily guided her thick cock into Sammi’s hot cunt.

“Hecate? Don’t you want some of my husband?” Emily asked.

Hecate moved slowly, getting down on her hands and knees in front of Sammi.

Sammi giggled. “Big cock. Like big cocks!” She wrapped her bee stung lips around the thick head of the monster dick and struggled to take it deep.

Emily grunted as she fucked her husband, preparing to breed her for the third time in an hour.

Asmodea shook her head. “What are we doing with them, exactly?”

“New York City. There’s an underground brothel in the Village. Lots of society types, movers and shakers, politicians. We’re going to send our little threesome there to work.”

Asmodea laughed. “Sugar! It will be chaos!”

“Yes. Maria Marapova says we need a distraction to occupy the government’s attention while we expand. Having most of the ruling elite in the Big Apple converted into futanari and cum sluts should be just what we need.”

Sammi lifted her toned left leg giving Asmodea a breathtaking view of the thick futa cock spearing her pussy. “So, if futa’s turn girls into futa’s and boys into girls – what happens when a man fucks one of the transformed girls?”

“Nothing,” Sugar said as she led Asmodea out of the room. “The virus dies inside a man who becomes a woman – we want them panic stricken, not completely without hope.”

***

Once upon a time, there was a woman named Stacie Dowd. She was a good mother, thirty-four years old raising two children alone. Loneliness was her burden, and, one morning she decided to go to an adult store to buy a sex toy to keep her warm at night and scratch the itches that only a lover could attend to properly.

To the woman floating in the tube of pink goo, that Stacie was a made-up story.

There was no Stacie Dowd, not anymore.

In her place was Stacie Fuchs, fourth-four, with three grown children. She had thrown two of them out when she had caught them doing something wicked.

She could see the twins, Donny and Maddy, locked in a lovers’ embrace.

She could remember the argument, and how she tried so hard not to look at Donny’s long, thick cock still dripping with Maddy’s juices.

She could remember the lust she hid with her anger, the way she had longed to be filled with his cock.

Stacie knew she was a hypocrite. How many men had she fucked? Hundreds? Thousands? She had been a whore in New York, working the street, strutting in stiletto boots, eagerly spreading for any man who wanted her and had the cash.

She would have fucked them for free, but the money made it even better.

Pimps had owned her, abused her, traded her.

Somewhere along the line, a john’s rubber broke, and the little mark on the pregnancy test turned from a minus to a plus.

And, Stacie had left. Moved to upstate New York. She still whored, but she kept it quiet. No pimp this time, she was her own boss. The twins were born.

Nymphomaniac. The older she got, the more sex she wanted. Anyone, anywhere, whether they could pay or not.

But, most paid. She was a freak – men, women, it didn’t matter. She was a professional party girl with a reputation for anything, no matter how kinky.

Another broken rubber and then there was Courtney, her angel.

The Church found her and took control of her business. They were pimps, but they never hurt her. She did as she was told, and the rewards were beyond her wildest dreams.

Now, here she was, fourth-four, her looks fading. But the Church still valued her, needed her.

Unlike the Christian church, the Church of Morpheus promised salvation and delivered it.

They put her in this tube to turn her into a MILF slut, a soccer mom with a hungry cunt and promised a steady stream of youthful, hard cocks to keep her satisfied.

Eternal life was just the icing on the cake.

She smiled in her pink jelly tube, suspended by wires above a floor where screaming women were being transformed against their will.

Stacie wasn’t just willing to be transformed, she was ecstatic.

***

“Why don’t we put them in the tubes?” Courtney asked as she struggled to slide a long, thick penis gag into a brunette’s tightly closed mouth. “For fuck’s sake, just open your mouth!”

“Language,” Demona scolded as she guided a long needle into a crying blonde’ s thick nipple. “These are street whores. We don’t waste tube time on street whores. They just need basic enhancements.” She reached maximum depth in the blonde’s C cup tit and slowly pressed the plunger on the syringe. “Shh, don’t cry, honey. You’re going to love having J cups like all your friends. Everyone is going to want you.”

“Goddamn it! She won’t open her mouth!” Courtney complained.

“Stop cursing! Doctors don’t curse in front of patients.” Demona rolled her eyes and slid the empty needle out of the blonde. “Sit tight, honey. I’ll be back and plump up the other fun bag.”

The blonde stared at the injected breast as it became fuller before her eyes.

Demona stood beside Courtney. “Okay, babe, you have to open your mouth.”

The brunette looked around like a frightened animal, her lips closed tight.

Courtney pressed the rubber cock against her lips to no avail. “See?”

“Observe.” Demona reached out and pinched the brunette’s nostrils shut with her thumb and index finger.

The woman’s face quickly turned red.

“Why didn’t I think of that?”

Demona smiled. “Experience. You’ll get the hang of it.”

The woman turned blue, and an instant later she opened her mouth.

Courtney slid the gag in her mouth, the rubber cock sliding quickly into her throat.

“That’s right. You have to do it quick before they can bite down.” Demona rubbed the brunette’s jaw. “Relax, honey. You know how to do this. I’ll bet you’ve had a lot of cocks in your mouth.”

Courtney giggled.

“Don’t forget the oxygen line. A dead whore is worthless.” Demona hooked a clear plastic tube to a receptacle in the gag’s base.

The panicked woman’s eyes opened wide as her lungs were inflated and deflated gently.

“Can I inject the blonde?” Courtney asked.

“You think you can?”

“Please let me?” Courtney was smiling impishly.

“Fine. How many CC’s of titty grow are you giving her?”

“Um. She’s a C cup, we want her at a J, so that’s seven CC’s, right?”

“Perfect. You got potential, babe.”

The blonde looked up in horror as Courtney drew the meds and walked to toward her with the syringe held up.

“Try not to enjoy that too much, Courtney. This is serious business, not S&M play.”

Courtney rolled her eyes. “Okay. Can’t I just enjoy it a little bit?”

“I guess. But, don’t hurt her, poor thing is traumatized enough. Sugar Tits is going to have a lot of brain fucking to do on her.” Demona picked up the sterilizer – a massive dildo with a pistol grip. “Hurry up, I want you to take notes while I sterilize the brunette.”

Sugar Tits walked in. “My, you two are busy.”

Demona spun on her tall heels. “You!” She pointed the sterilizer at Sugar. “We need to talk! My office now!”

Sugar looked perplexed as she walked into the office, Demona following close behind, the sterilizer held by the grip at her hip.

Sugar looked at the weapon in Demona’s hand. “I’ve already been sterilized, sweetie.”

“What the fuck did you do to that girl?” She said as she dropped the sterilizer on her desk.

“What are you talking about?”

“Courtney! She’s completely fixated on me. She told me she’s in love with me…”

“Well, that would explain the lesbian love fest I saw in your office earlier…”

“Do not interrupt me! How dare you make a devoted sex slave for me without telling me! She’s blonde for fuck’s sake – you know I like…” Demona started to tremble, tears welling up in her eyes.

Sugar ran up to her and hugged her tight. “Shh, Demona, it’s okay.”

Demona laid her head on Sugar’s huge bosom and sobbed. “I’m not… I can’t… I’m not over…”

“Shh, baby, no. I know that. I wouldn’t do that.”

The emotional scars from the death of her wife was something Demona had demanded when they had transformed her, and Sugar had reluctantly agreed.

“Then why did you make her fall in love with me?” Demona groaned.

Sugar took a step back. “You know I love you, and I wouldn’t lie to you?”

Demona sniffed and nodded.

“I didn’t do anything to her. I promise. I just made her a coed with a slutty streak. Good girl in public, tiger in bed. Nothing else other than erasing her traumatic life.”

“What?” Demona asked as she wiped tears from her eyes.

Sugar smiled and nodded. “Honey, I didn’t even make her a lesbian.”

Demona turned and looked out into the lab.

Courtney was gently administering the blonde’s new dose of Titty Grow.

“You mean… she’s really?”

Sugar stood beside her and hugged her. “In love with you?” She shrugged. “Well, if she says so, I think we have to believe her. Fucks up my plans for her – I was going to have her infiltrate a sorority and abduct fuck bunnies.” She ran her fingers through Demona’s hair. “Question is: how do you feel?”

Courtney looked up after pulling out the syringe and smiled sweetly through the glass door.

“I… she’s so… I just feel like I’m betraying…”

Sugar kissed her cheek. “She’s gone, Demona. A long time now. You can’t be in mourning forever.”

Demona leaned her head on Sugar’s shoulder.

***

The muffled screaming of the captive women turned to moans as Sugar Tits spent time with each one of them, erasing their memories and removing their morals. Two hours later, the former captives were tall, buxom toys giggling at their new bodies.

"Tina, you're such a klutz," a girl remarked.

"Phooey," Tina, a blonde with bobbed hair and gravity defying breasts stumbled across the floor, trying to balance her now six-foot four body on eight inch stilettos. "I can't do this, Miss Sugar."

Sugar Tits stood up and held onto the girl's hips. "You're trying to hold your hips too still. Work your ass, that's what the shoes are made for."

Tina took a tentative step forward, letting her thick hips swivel in her black latex mini-skirt. "Hey! I'm doing it."

"Good girl," Sugar said.

Tina looked over her shoulder and grinned.

And, then over-balanced and went face forward on top of a big brunette.

The girls all laughed.

Tina and the brunette giggled too, and then started exploring each other's bodies with moaning abandon.

"Oh, for fuck's sake," Demona whispered.

"Language," Courtney whispered beside her.

The girls continued to laugh and giggle. Some, like Tina, were learning the art of walking in the ridiculous stilettos. Others were having their makeup tattooed on by robotic devices that seemed to be all metal arms and needles.

Most, however, were playing with each other, or dildoes, or both.

"Do people really find this appealing?" Courtney asked as she and Demona observed from the other side of the lab.

"What? Stupidity? Street whores are like vacation spots: nice places to visit, but nobody wants to actually live there."

Courtney burst out laughing and then clamped her hand over her mouth.

Demona held her hand. "We're in the business of making people happy. Everyone needs a vacation once in a while. These girls provide a valuable service. Imagine you're working forty to eighty hours a week, week in, week out? The prospect of spending the night with a pure, uninhibited, sex doll is very appealing."

"Hmm, I guess, but it would get old very quickly."

"That's why we have different classes of sluts, dear."

"Demona?"

"Yes?"

"I'm horny."

Demona squeezed her hand. "Patience. We still have work to do."

Sugar walked over to Demona and Courtney. "Not our best batch."

Demona shook her head, and, as if on cue, a tall Asian girl tried to pirouette on her spike heels and ended up sitting on her ass on the floor, legs splayed and juicy pussy dripping. She giggled and laughed before rolling over and diving face first into the muff of a girl with short black hair. "Oh... good grief."

"And, to think Havana wants another 100 of them by the end of the month," Sugar sighed.

"Lot of horny, stupid guys out there," Courtney said.

"And women," Demona said. "Women make up twenty-five percent of street whore customers and climbing."

"Why?" Courtney asked.

Sugar shrugged. "Guess we finally got equality. Everybody wants easy pussy now."

Courtney giggled.

Demona stared at the tangle of girls. "Hang on a second." There was a girl with short red hair sitting on the floor sucking a big blonde's left nipple. "The ginger, what's her name?"

"Umm," Sugar looked at her tablet. "Redhead... Oh, Tammy - Tight Twat Tammy as named by the AI."

Demona hissed. "For fuck's sake. Somebody needs to reprogram the AI, these names are getting ridiculous." She took a step forward. "Tammy?"

The girl continued to contentedly nurse the blonde.

"Tight Twat Tammy! Get your fat ass over here!"

"That's offensive," Courtney whispered.

"You... hush," Demona grumbled.

Sugar winked at her.

Tammy spun on her latex clad behind and tottered to her feet on the heels. "Oopsie, sorry... forgot my new name."

She walked with an exaggerated hip sway that helped her balance, just as intended. "Yes, Doctor?"

The girl was precisely seven feet tall in the heels. The tight, black latex skirt barely contained her augmented hips and offered a tantalizing glimpse of her upper, inner thigh. The huge torpedo tits stretched the latex halter as thin as a sausage casing. The girl inexplicably saluted and stood at attention.

"Umm, at ease, dear," Sugar whispered and shrugged.

The girl stood easy and smiled a beaming super model smile.

Demona frowned. "Let me see your left hand."

The girl held up her slim left hand.

"Engagement ring. How did I miss that?" Demona asked.

Tammy shrugged. "Musta been busy?"

Demona took the ring off her finger.

"Can't I keep it, it's awfully pretty," Tammy whined.

"Of course, honey, but not on your hand. That's a symbol of Christian oppression. No individual man owns you - the Church owns you."

"Oh," Tammy said.

"Sit in the gyno chair, sweetie, and spread those pretty long legs for me," Demona said as she retrieved an instrument that looked like a pair of pliers.

Courtney watched as Demona clamped the ring in the pliers and squeezed the handles.

The ring snapped and a piece of the back fell out on the floor.

Demona removed the broken ring from the device and handed it to Courtney.

A half inch of the back was gone, the ends of the break were now wicked looking pincers.

Courtney turned the ruined ring over and over. "What are you going to do with that?"

Demona just smiled. "Okay, feet up in the stirrups."

Tammy obeyed, and her slick pussy was on prominent display for Demona to work.

"Piercing needle, Courtney."

"Mmm, yes!" Courtney giggled. She picked up a long needle from the cart.

"No, no, dear. The thickest one," Demona said with a wink.

Courtney drew in a sharp breath, smiled, and grabbed a needle nearly as thick as a nail.

"Whatcha gonna do with that, Doctor?" Tammy whispered.

Demona took the needle from Courtney's hand.

"Can't I..." Courtney asked.

"No. You'll damage her. I don't want any nerve damage to that precious little clitty."

"Clitty?!" Tammy squeaked.

"Now, now, just relax, Tammy. Just imagine how pretty it will look when I'm done." Demona leaned down and grasped the girl's clit with forceps.

"Ooo," Tammy moaned.

"Now hold still." Demona aimed the needle at the opening in the forceps. "Big stick, honey. Hold your breath like a good girl and don't move."

"Ow! Ow!" Tammy cried as the needle slid into her tender little nubbin.

It emerged on the other side of the forceps.

"It hurts!"

Courtney bit her lower lip and squeezed her own left breast.

"Stop that," Demona whispered without looking up.

"How did you know?" Courtney asked as she let go of her boob and smoothed her t-shirt.

"I guessed, you twisted little bitch." Demona smiled and held the needle in place.

Tammy's lower lip trembled.

"Oh, such a brave little bimbo," Demona comforted. She slid the needle through and then released the forceps.

She quickly turned and loaded the ring in another pair of pliers.

Then she handed them to Courtney.

"Me?"

"Yes." Demona took a smaller set of forceps and pulled the hood of Tammy's clit forward.

Courtney leaned down and pressed the pliers to Tammy's clit.

"Lined up with the hole?" Demona asked.

"Yes."

"Make sure. We're not here to hurt them."

"I'm sure."

"Then squeeze until they click."

Tammy wailed as the pliers clicked.

"And, release," Demona said.

Courtney pulled her hand away.

The modified engagement ring dangled from the girl's swollen clit.

"Ow! You hurt me!" Tammy complained.

"Shh. Relax, hard part's done." Demona grabbed a spray bottle. "A little Insta-Heal..." She dowsed the piercing with a mist of clear liquid. "There."

Tammy had her eyes squeezed shut. Cautiously, she opened one and looked down. "Hey! Hey it doesn't hurt anymore." She reached down and gingerly fingered her piercing. "Wow! So pretty!"

"You can get down now, honey," Demona said.

Tammy danced to her feet, still fingering and pulling her new piercing.

She wiggled across the floor to the other girls. "Look!"

They all oohed and ahhed at her pretty new bauble.

Courtney was breathing hard. "I want one."

"No. The pentagram is enough."

"Can I masturbate now?" Courtney asked.

"You're incorrigible."

Sugar just looked at them and shook her head.

***

Ray stood at the cluster of five transformation tubes. Rose was in the second from the left, Sugar’s soccer mom was in the middle tube.

Sugar stepped up beside him. “That her?”

“Yes. You want to tell me I shouldn’t claim her?”

“Ray, I’ve been with you since day one. If you think she’s special enough for us to spend eternity with, that’s good enough for me.”

Ray sighed. “Fuck, Sugar, I just don’t know.” His hand found hers and she held it as they looked up at their creations.

“What do you want me to do to her?” Sugar asked.

“Nothing. Just, give her moral flexibility, I don’t want her conflicted or some shit.”

Sugar reached out with her mind, touched the unconscious beauty floating in her tube of goo. In her mind, the girl was remembering the hard fuck she had received from Ray, the numerous orgasms. “Fuck,” Sugar whispered.

“What’s wrong?”

Sugar shook her head. “Not a damned thing. She is one twisted slut, Ray. She loved it.”

“Are you sure?”

Sugar nodded. “She’s twisted – no need to change a thing. She’s got moral flexibility out the ass.” She leaned up and kissed him. “Nice choice, lover.”

“I didn’t.”

“Didn’t what?”

“Choose her. I just… Sugar, goddamn it. What the fuck are we? We rip out a girl’s brains because she isn’t tall enough to fit the order?”

“I don’t like it any more than you do, Ray.”

“Yeah, but we do it every fucking day. Sugar, we’re henchmen for motherfucking monsters.”

“Yes, I know. But we shouldn’t even have brought her here. Too small, Ben should have left her where he found her.”

“Goddamn Ben, every time some shit happens around here that ape is involved.”

“Temper. He’s an ape, but he’s our ape.”

“Don’t like him, Sugar. He’s a walking waste of oxygen.”

She wrapped her arms around his neck. “Say the word, and I’ll do something witchy.”

Ray finally smiled. “One day, I’ll ask you to do just that.”

Giggling from behind them. They turned and watched as Demona slapped Courtney’s ass playfully.

Sugar frowned and turned away.

“Hey,” Ray whispered. “What’s wrong?”

“Nothing.”

“Sugar, babe, it’s me.”

Sugar shrugged and wiped away a tear. “She’s in love.”

“Demona?”

Sugar nodded. “Both of them.”

“And, that makes you sad?”

Sugar rolled her eyes. “No… Yes, goddamn it. I thought… you know… when she was ready…”

“You thought Demona would fall in love with you.”

Sugar sniffed. “I’m an idiot.”

“She does love you.”

Sugar sighed. “Yeah, but she’s in love with Courtney.”

“Why can’t we just all be in love with each other?” Ray asked and grinned.

“In the long run, I guess we are.”

Ray turned away. “Don’t listen to me – I’m in love with a plastic girl.”

Sugar laughed. “And, she hates everybody.”

A small alarm went off on the control panel in front of Stacie’s tube. “Mmm, MILF is done.”

Ray nodded. “I’ll clear out the sluts so you can be alone with her.” Ray turned and walked to the chattering street whores. “All right, you sluts. Line up. We’re going upstairs and get you ready for your bus ride to your ocean cruise.”

The street whores giggled and danced on their high heels as Ray made them line up.

A few hours before, they had been a diverse group of different heights, weights, and shapes. Now the only differences were in their hair color, eye color, and ethnicities. Other than that, they had identical weight, height, and measurements.

Ray nodded in approval and led them into the hall.

Demona turned to Sugar as they went out.

Sugar glanced up at Stacie’s tube and nodded.

Demona took Courtney’s arm. “Okay, sweetie. Let’s go upstairs and get some dinner. I’m starving.”

Sugar watched them leave and Demona shut the doors behind them.

Sugar looked up at the woman floating in her pink tube. “Okay, soccer mom, just you and me now.”

***

The pink goo slid off her body and pooled on the steel grated floor.

Stacie was naked on her hands and knees, watching the pink stuff flow into the grates. She was hyperventilating and completely disoriented.

Two long legs in white stiletto boots appeared in front of her.

She looked up. “Sugar?” She whispered.

“Right here.”

“What? Where am I?”

“Surgery is all done. How do you feel?”

“Surgery? What…”

“You remember? The boob job? You wanted DDD’s and you have them.”

Heavy. Her chest felt so heavy. She sat back on her heels, legs spread.

Two big melons blocked her view of the floor. “Fuck.”

Sugar laughed. “Remember who you are?”

“Yes.”

“No, honey, I’m testing you to make sure you’re okay after anesthesia. What’s your name?”

“Stacie. Stacie Marie… Fuchs.”

“That’s right. How old are you?”

“Forty-four.”

“Very nice. What do you do for a living?”

“Public relations. I do PR for the Church of Morpheus. Social media, community outreach, that sort of thing.” She hugged her arms around her huge tits.

“Cold?”

“A little.”

“It will pass. The PR job is your public title. What do you really do for the Church?”

Stacie bit her lip and smiled. “Sex worker owned by the Church. I seduce people into joining the congregation. I corrupt them.”

“Doing great. You have kids?”

“Yes. Three. Can I stand up?”

Sugar held out her hand and Stacie took it. She raised the dripping MILF to her feet.

Stacie tried to turn her head to look behind her. “Is my ass bigger?”

“Church orders, J-Lo would be envious.”

Stacie laughed. “Balance is totally fucked.”

“You’ll adjust. What are your kid’s names?”

“Courtney, my baby. And…”

“And?”

“Donny and Madison.” Mentioning their names brought it all back: regrets.

“I think you’re okay,” Sugar said as she took Stacie’s hand. She led her to the back of the room to a line of shower heads. “Let’s get the rest of this goo off you.”

“Freaky waking up covered in that stuff.”

Sugar laughed as she turned on the nearest shower. “Oh, please. That’s definitely not the first time you woke up in a strange place covered in goo.”

Stacie giggled. “No, but the goo is usually white.”

Sugar tested the shower spray with her hand. “Nice and warm.” She pushed Stacie gently under the jets.

“Oh, wow. That feels good.” The goo slid down her body, disappearing into the floor grates.

Sugar took a bottle of body wash and squirted it on her hands. She soaped Stacie’s back, kneading her shoulders.

“You are so good to me.”

“Nice being owned, isn’t it?”

Stacie gasped as Sugar’s magic hands worked their way down her back to her plump ass. “Yesss!”

“Horny?”

“So bad it’s hard to think.”

Sugar ran her middle finger up and down her ass crack.

Stacie spread her legs.

“Good girl. Nice reaction.”

Stacie leaned forward, and Sugar spread her ass cheeks.

“Such a pretty asshole. I like that it’s a slit now – maybe I should have that done to mine.” Sugar soaped her ass slit.

“Feels so nice.” Stacie arched her back.

Sugar slipped two fingers in her ass. “You really like that, don’t you?”

“Oh! You know fucking well I do.”

Sugar laughed and slipped two more fingers in. “Nice and roomy in there.”

“Well fucked,” Stacie giggled.

“How many men have fucked you in the last year?” Sugar asked as she began massaging the stretched hole with her thumb as well.

“Mmm. I don’t know. A hundred maybe?”

“Such a slut.” Sugar eased the thumb in with her other fingers.

“So good…”

Stacie’s ass opened wide as Sugar eased her whole fist inside. It closed on her wrist.

“Deeper.”

Sugar spanked her with her free hand. “Nasty whore.”

“Yes, I am.”

Sugar fisted her slowly.

“God…”

It only took a few thrusts before Stacie’s juicy pussy poured girl cream on the floor as her ass squeezed rhythmically on the invading fist.

The MILF screamed in ecstasy.

Sugar slid her fist out as gently as she could. Then she spun Stacie around and held her fingers to the woman’s lips.

Stacie smiled, then kissed and sucked each finger individually into her mouth.

Sugar turned off the water and led Stacie along the floor to a small changing area.

There was a full-length mirror there.

Stacie gasped at her own reflection.

Her legs were toned, but not overly thin. Her tummy had a slight pooch, but much less than most women her age after three kids. Her cunt was hairless, the clit thick and protruding.

There was a tattoo just above her mound. An inverted pentagram in thin black lines. The bottom point was almost touching her clit. “Oh…”

“Church wants you branded with the sign of Morpheus. Do you like it?”

“I love it,” she whispered. It was a mark of ownership, and the thought of being owned thrilled her.

She turned looking at her thick ass. “It’s so… big.”

Sugar laughed. “Booty is in, sweetheart.”

Stacie laughed with her. “I guess. You think I’ll be appealing to johns?”

“One look at that ass and every man with a mommy fetish is going to be stroking thinking about it.”

Stacie blushed.

Her tits looked huge – but natural. They had some sag, but not as much as she would have expected. “Now, those I like.”

Sugar cupped her tits from behind, causing Stacie to breathe in and tremble. “Sensitive?”

“Fuck, yes,” Stacie breathed as Sugar gently twisted her thick nipples.

“Imagine all those young men who are going to nurse on those big tits of yours…”

“Mmm.”

Stacie looked up at her face in the mirror. “I… Do I look the same? I don’t recognize myself at all.”

The face was beautiful even if she was middle aged, dark skin framed by long flowing dark brown hair.

“The face is different. Again, the Church ordered you specifically. They wanted you to look like a porn star from the 70s. I think her name was Kay Parker?”

“My eyes…” They were big and blue, almost translucent.

“No, the eyes are Chasey Lain blue.”

“Another porn star?”

“The Church does love their porn.”

Sugar opened a drawer and pulled out an outfit. “Sit down, I’ll help you.” She handed Stacie a pair of black thigh high stockings with lace at the top. “Slide these on.”

“They’re beautiful,” Stacie said as she slid them up her calves.

“Skirt,” Sugar said as she handed Stacie a tight, short black skirt.

“Panties?”

“Oh, never!”

Stacie laughed as she stood, pulled up the skirt, and fastened it. “Okay, now I definitely need a bra with these girls.”

“Yes.” Sugar handed her a tiny black bra.

It was a shelf bra, only designed to lift her big breasts, not cover them.

“You’re kidding.”

“Nipples out front where everyone can see them, babe.”

Stacie sighed as she hooked the bra. Her big tits stuck straight out. “Don’t suppose I’m getting a t-shirt… a thick one? Or, maybe a sweater?”

“Tsk. In this heat?” Sugar handed her a sheer white blouse.

Stacie burst out laughing. “You know, I’ve gone to great lengths to hide my… activities from my kids, Sugar.” She took the blouse and put it on, fastening the pearl buttons. “For fuck’s sake, the skirt barely covers the stocking tops. If I bend over, they’ll show.”

“Oh, I think Courtney will think you are the coolest mom ever.”

Stacie laughed as she put on black “Come Fuck Me” pumps.

Wait.

Courtney? “Oh, my God!”

Sugar grabbed her hands. “What’s wrong?”

“Courtney? Her surgery! Oh, my God, please tell me it was a success!” How could she forget? Courtney was the most important thing in her life!

“Shh, honey! She’s fine – she woke up this morning. At least twelve hours ago.”

“Take me to her!”

“Stacie, calm down. She’s fine. She’s happy and beautiful…”

“And cured? Demona cured her?”

“Of course. There was never anything to worry about.”

Stacie cried tears of joy. She wiped her eyes and looked at herself in the mirror. “Thank God. I was so worried.” Her brow furrowed. “Hey, I’m wearing makeup.”

“Tattooed permanently. You won’t need makeup again – although, I do enjoy wearing lipstick.”

She looked at herself in the mirror.

“You really are gorgeous. Demona outdid herself. Now, let’s fix that hair and I’ll take you to Courtney.”

***

“It’s okay, Amber,” Madison said from the back seat of Donny’s SUV.

Amber Connor sat in the front passenger seat, legs spread while Donny rubbed her clit with one hand as he drove with the other. She had never been so embarrassed in her life.

Donny was hot. At Ithaca College, he was a legend. Sorority girls talked about him in hushed tones, calling him the Orgasm King. When he had asked her out a few days ago, she had tried hard to turn him down. Guys with reps like his weren’t even slightly appealing to her.

Try as she might to say no, she just couldn’t turn him down. Maybe it was his smile, or his piercing eyes. It was like he saw right through her.

What followed was three nights of uninhibited sex – fucking she corrected herself. Donny called it fucking. He told her to call it fucking.

Whatever he wanted was fine with her, because he really was the Orgasm King. He could bring her off easier and more often than any lover had managed, including her hand and three vibrators.

So, when he had driven to her sorority house and invited her out tonight, she eagerly accepted.

Finding his twin sister in the car had put a damper on her expectations – a damper that turned to pure terror when Donny reached over, pushed her thighs apart, and began fingering her not a mile from campus!

With his sister sitting right behind them.

“I’ll bet she’s wet,” Maddy giggled from the back seat.

“God, you guys, I… I don’t like this.” Amber tried to wiggle away, but his hand seemed to follow no matter where she went.

If Donny heard her, he didn’t give any indication.

“It’s really okay, Amber. Donny and I are twins. We know everything about each other. You’re even cuter than Donny described.”

“But… this is just… wrong.” Amber moaned. Donny knew her body inside and out. His rhythmic stroking was taking her to the edge.

“There is no wrong,” Donny whispered. He pushed his middle finger deep inside while stroking her clit with his thumb.

“Oh! Oh, God!”

“You’re right, Sis – she’s wet as fuck.”

Amber cried out as her orgasm ripped through her.

Amber was still cumming as Donny pulled his finger out of her. She whined a little, from experience she knew he could bring her off again within seconds if he wanted.

She hadn't noticed beautiful Madison leaning over the seat behind her. Amber jumped, startled by the woman's leering grin.

And, then Donny brought his finger, still slick with Amber's juices up to his sister's lips.

She winked and licked it clean. "Mmm... Amber, you taste so nice. Like strawberries."

Amber threw herself against the car door as Madison licked her lips. "T... Take me back to house. Now!"

The twins burst out laughing.

"Lighten up, Amber. Are you homophobic?" Donny asked.

Madison poked out her lower lip. "I feel so hurt by her reaction, Donny."

"Amber! You've insulted my sister. How could you?"

"Huh? I... Oh, God, I'm so sorry, Madison. I didn't mean to insult you." Amber's mind was spinning. She felt violated and ashamed of her reaction at the same time.

Madison howled with laughter. "Oh, Donny, she's precious."

"Stop... laughing at me," Amber was on the verge of tears, but it was turning to anger quickly. "Take me home!"

"Amber," Madison soothed. She leaned over the seat and stroked Amber's hair. "I'm sorry. We're terrible, aren't we?"

"I... just take me home."

"Shh, it's okay. Don't cry."

Madison's perfume was strong. It smelled delightful, but, this close, Amber was getting lightheaded.

Madison continued to stroke her hair gently. "Donny and I, we're so close. Twins have special relationships, little inside jokes. Sometimes we can be real assholes."

"Speak for yourself," Donny said as he drove them through the dark town.

"Now, stop it, Donny. We frightened her. I'm ashamed of us," Madison said.

The feel of Madison's hand in her hair made Amber drowsy. The lightheaded feeling passed and was replaced with a warm, calm feeling. "Just breathe, Amber. In and out. That's right."

"Perfume... smells so good..."

Madison suppressed a giggle. "No perfume. That's me. You like how I smell?"

"Yes," Amber whispered. She was vaguely aware that Madison's hands had moved from her hair to her temples, rubbing in gentle circles.

"Nice and calm now. Just breathe. You like my hands on you, don't you Amber?"

"Yes," Amber's voice was small and weak as she breathed in and out.

"Eyelids are getting so heavy. It's okay, Amber. Just close your eyes."

Amber's eyes fluttered closed.

Madison smiled and kissed the back of the little blonde's head. "She's out." She leaned over and kissed Donny.

Donny smiled. "She's really a great fuck once you get her started."

She leaned over Amber. "Now, Amber, you are deep asleep. Say it."

"I am deep asleep," Amber whispered.

"Good girl. Amber, it isn't nice to judge people on their sexuality. You are very ashamed by how you acted. Girls licking girl juice is a beautiful, erotic thing."

"Beautiful... erotic..."

"As a matter of fact, you're really turned on by what I did. You want me to kiss you, don't you Amber?" Madison asked.

"N... No."

Madison rolled her eyes. "Fuck. If they would just make me a white witch, I could do this so much easier."

"Yeah, well, when they make me a Whore Master, I'll be a lot happier too." Donny said.

"She's deep as fuck, and I can't turn her. This is so fucked up."

"Don't pout. Some girls just aren't into vag," Donny said.

Madison leaned back and kicked his seat. "Asshole."

Donny laughed. "We just need to ease her into it a little at a time. Get close to her, keep the pheromones flowing."

Madison leaned over the seat and caressed the sleeping girl's face.

"Amber," Donny said. "You like my big cock, don't you?"

Amber smiled in her sleep. "Yes!" she whispered.

"I love it when you suck me. Your mouth is so hot and wet. It would really make me happy if you leaned over here and sucked my cock. You want me to be happy, don't you?"

"Yes," Amber whispered eyes still closed. Her brow furrowed. "But, your sister..."

"She's seen my cock, Amber. She doesn't mind. Do you, Maddy?"

Maddy smiled and winked. "No, I love to watch pretty girls suck his big cock, Maddy. Won't you please suck him?"

Amber's eyes flickered under her lids. She leaned over in the seat.

Donny smiled and leaned his seat back.

Amber laid her head on Donny's stomach. She licked her lips and unzipped his pants.

She moaned a little as she pulled his thickening cock out of his pants. Her hand looked tiny in comparison. Donny's cock was nine inches long flaccid on its way to thirteen inches hard.

Amber opened her mouth and moaned as she licked and kissed the swelling head.

"God," Donny whispered. "She does this thing with her tongue. Kind of forces it into my piss slit. Somebody trained the fuck out of this whore."

"Let me get a closer look." Madison leaned over close to Amber's face. "Oh, I see."

"Fuck, so good," Donny breathed.

Madison giggled. "Amber, can you deep throat him?"

"I... I don't think so... He's so big."

"I know. Put both hands on his shaft and see how much you can take in," she winked at Donny.

"Oh," Donny whispered. "I think I know where this is going. The waitress?"

"Mmm, hmm."

Donny laughed. "Amber, baby, I feel so selfish. I wish I could play with your little pussy while you suck me. But, I have to keep both hands on the wheel."

Amber whined and sucked, bobbing her head up and down taking in as much as she could before her gag reflex forced her back.

Her right hand released its grip on his cock and she yanked up her skirt, exposing her soaked panties. She slid her fingers under the white cotton and massaged her clit.

"No, oh please, Amber. Use both hands, it feels much better," Donny whined dramatically.

Amber sobbed and let go of her wet pussy, returning her hand to his shaft.

"Poor Amber," Donny whispered. "She wants to cum too, don't you, baby?"

Amber moaned with three inches of cock in her mouth.

"I know. I'll bet if you asked real nice, Madison would tickle your little clitty for you."

Amber shook her head and pulled her mouth off his dick. "N... No. Not gay." She sucked him back in.

"Neither am I, honey," Madison whispered. "I'm just a perv."

Amber stopped sucking again. "I... I don't know."

Madison leaned close. "I really want to, Amber. Don't you want me to make you feel good? Don't you want to cum?"

Amber whined. "You... you won't tell?"

Madison giggled. "No. Never. It'll be our little secret."

"Promise?"

“I promise.”

“Then… okay.”

“Okay what… you have to say it, Amber.”

“Would you… play with my pussy and make me cum?”

Madison nodded and smiled. She slid her red nailed fingers under Amber's panties from the front.

Amber looked up at Donny.

He nodded his approval.

She moaned as Madison took control of her clit and then sucked Donny's iron hard dick into her mouth again.

With her free hand, Madison rubbed the back of Donny's head. "We're so fucking good together."

"Yes, we are."

Donny held the wheel one handed and stroked Amber's blonde curls as she sucked, lost in the twin's combined pheromones.

"She's so wet. We need to convert her. I mean, she could be a great school girl slut. Imagine her in a Catholic school uniform?"

"Unnh," Donny groaned. "Fuck she knows how to blow dick."

Madison laughed as she increased her motions on the girl's clit.

Donny swallowed. "No. She's some kind of VIP. Nothing permanent, that comes straight from Sugar Tits."

"Is that why they called us out tonight? Oh, Donny, she is really working those hips. She's going to go off like a firecracker."

"Sis, I am not far behind." Donny shook his head. "No, Sugar wanted us for a different reason, she didn't say what. I'm not supposed to bring them Amber till next week, but Ray said to bring her in early. Fuck! Christ, she got past her gag reflex!"

"Oh, Amber, so good," Madison encouraged. "Swallow his big dick."

"Gonna cum, Maddy!" Donny growled.

"Don't you dare! Amber cums first."

She needn't have told him. An instant later Amber screamed with his dick lodged in her throat.

"Oh, God, Amber, you're cumming so hard!" Madison gasped. The coed's cunt was spasming hard on her fingers.

"Fuck!" Donny cried and unloaded in Amber's hot throat.

Amber was gulping as she pulled back, his delicious cum filling her mouth.

She held him there, stroking his cock as Madison gently massaged her quivering pussy.

Amber let his softening cock slip from her mouth. She smiled, opening her mouth and showing him the load of cum.

Madison practically dove over the seat and locked her lips on Amber's before she could resist.

Stunned, Amber let Madison suck some of the cum from her mouth.

"Mmm," Madison hummed. She swallowed a little and then pushed some back into Amber's hot little mouth.

Amber swallowed it down and let her feed it to her a drop at a time.

Once her mouth was empty, Madison leaned back. "See? Not so bad kissing a girl, is it?"

Amber lay on Donny's lap, his softening cock against her cheek, and slowly began to smile.

***

Courtney danced back and forth in front of the elevator doors on level one.

“Remember, she looks very different. She wanted a change,” Demona said as she watched the girl practically dance in front of her.

“I know.”

The elevator dinged and the doors opened.

Courtney blinked and stared at the buxom brunette standing by Sugar.

The brunette stared back.

Sugar smiled slightly, and then her eyes rolled back in her head.

Demona shook her head and grinned. The white witch was altering both women’s programming at the same time on the fly.

Courtney and Stacie broke into grins seconds later and screamed as they rushed into each other’s arms.

Courtney shook and sobbed on Stacie’s shoulder as Stacie cooed, “My baby, my sweet baby.”

Sugar walked out of the elevator, swiveling and strutting. She stopped beside Demona. “Am I good or what?”

“You are amazing.”

Courtney shook and cried on her mother’s shoulder as Stacie stepped toward Demona. “Thank you. Thank you for saving her.”

Demona looked uncomfortable. “Well… it was my pleasure.”

“I’ll say,” Sugar whispered.

“Shut up,” Demona whispered back.

Courtney took a step back. “God, Mom, you look gorgeous.”

“Really? You think so? I feel… exposed.”

“Mom, you look totally hot.”

“Not too much for a woman my age?”

“Who cares about age? We’re immortal,” Courtney said. She looked at Demona. “Right?”

Demona nodded. “For all practical purposes, we’re going to live forever.”

Sugar stepped behind them and wrapped her arms around their shoulders. “Yes, we are all going to live forever – which is why our work is so important. In order for this new society to work, things have to change. The Church is the most important organization in the world – we need stability, and that means zero population growth. And, we have to keep everyone happy and productive. That’s why your… PR work is so important, Stacie.”

Stacie blushed. “I’ll do my best.”

“We need converts to spread the word,” Sugar said. “We’re counting on you to motivate the younger generation. Guide them to their full potential?”

“I… look forward to that.” Stacie said. She bit her lip.

“And, I think Courtney has something to tell you, don’t you?”

Courtney looked confused. “What?”

“Why, all the things you’ve been doing today? With Demona?”

Courtney’s eyes grew as big as saucers. “Umm, uhh…”

“Oh, let me,” Sugar said. “Courtney here has expressed an interest in becoming a doctor.” She winked at Courtney.

“Oh! Yes. Mom, I want to be a doctor just like Demona…”

“You mean, here? For the Church?”

Demona jumped in. “She is amazingly gifted. You should have seen Courtney in the lab today helping with transformations.”

Sugar nodded. “Wields a hypodermic like an old pro.”

Demona glared at her.

“Oh, I don’t know,” Stacie said. “I… I mean, are you okay with what we’re doing here? The… transforming.”

“Mom! We’re saving the world. Of course, I’m okay with it!”

Stacie looked back at Sugar. “But she’s going to be a doctor? Professional caste – not… PR, right?”

Sugar smiled and shook her head. “No, I mean she has the… proper equipment for PR, but, we desperately need more doctors like Demona.”

Stacie shrugged and teared up. “Well, heck, my daughter the doctor then.”

Demona coughed. “Uh, not so fast – you’re going to college for pre-med, and then an accredited university. I’ll handle your extended education here. Things they won’t teach you in medical school.”

Courtney smiled mischievously. “I’ll bet.”

“So,” Sugar said. “It’s settled. Courtney will start Ithaca College in the Fall, and she will work here in the laboratories… under Demona, in the evenings and summers.”

Stacie grinned. “Wow. Everything is coming together.” She frowned. “Only, no boys. You need to concentrate on doing this right.”

Courtney looked at Demona and licked her lips. “No problem. I won’t even look at a boy.”

Demona blushed.

***

Donny stood outside his SUV and used the remote for the hundredth time to try to unlock it. They had gotten to the Stallion’s loading dock and Amber had been limp in his arms as they carried her toward receiving.

Unfortunately, she had been wide awake playing possum.

And, in the cool night air, the pheromones had worn off quickly.

Who knew Amber would have a killer right hook? Donny’s eye still smarted.

She had knocked him down and jumped back in the SUV before Maddy could get a hand on her.

Now she looked out at them, jamming the door lock button every time Donny tried to unlock the door.

“Aww, come on, Amber. What the hell are you going to do? I have the keys,” Donny groaned.

Amber slammed her hand down on the horn again – which did nothing. Donny had disconnected it long ago in case they ever ran into this situation.

Then she was pounding on her cellphone.

Maddy rolled her eyes. “Your cell doesn’t work, honey. It’s jammed. Now, be a good girl and get out of the fucking car!”

“Fuck you!” Amber screamed behind the glass.

“Seriously?” A voice said behind them.

Ray stepped out into the cold night air. “When are the two of you going to learn?”

Maddy put her hands on her hips. “How about giving us some goddamned powers other than the fucking pheromones?”

Ray closed his eyes, concentrating. A few seconds later he sighed. “Forget it. My power isn’t strong enough to touch her brain. The fuck did you two do to her?”

“Just a little fun,” Donny grumbled.

“Yeah, well, you two skeezballs might have wanted to wait until you got her here before you flew your freak flag.” Ray pulled out his cell – the tower was programmed to accept their devices only. “Rita, loading dock. We have a situation.”

He pushed past Donny and tapped on the glass.

Amber cowered in the seat.

“Hi, honey, listen. This is going down whether you open the door or not. You got no way out. Just come on, we won’t hurt you. You might even like it.”

She screamed behind the glass. “My father is a United States congressman! He’s going to have your dick and balls mounted in his office!”

Ray leaned against the door. “Yeah, sweetheart, we know he’s a congressman. That’s why you’re here.”

“Yay, more victims,” Rita growled as she stepped out of the building, pink plastic body inside the blue Stallion’s Video mini-dress.

Amber looked at the robot and went into a fresh round of screaming.

“Rita, get her out of the SUV.” Ray said as he stepped away.

Rita stood inches from the glass. “Hi, cutie, listen these perverts want to strip you naked and fuck every hole you possess. Want to open the door so they can get started?”

“Oh, fucking great, Rita!” Ray said.

Rita shrugged. “No? Okay.” She turned to Ray. “Well, I tried.” She started to walk away.

“Rip off the fucking door, bitchy.”

Donny jumped in front of her. “Hey! Not my car! I just had it detailed.”

“Seriously?” Ray asked. “For fuck’s sake, take off the…”

“What the actual fuck is going on out here?” Sugar Tits said as she stepped through the door. “Who the hell is this?” She asked pointing at Amber, who had gone into a fresh round of screaming at the sight of a nearly seven-foot dominatrix in white latex suddenly appearing.

“Amber Connor,” Donny said as he stepped away from the SUV.

“Amber Connor? I told you we’d get to her later.” She glared at Ray. “I told you I wanted Donny and Maddy here for that other thing.”

Ray shrugged. “I figured two birds / one stone and shit.”

Sugar sighed. “If they had told me there was going to be days like this…” She stepped up to the glass and looked in at the wide-eyed girl. “Hello, Amber, my name is Sugar Tits. You belong to me now, body, mind, and soul.”

Amber’s eyes went unfocused for a moment as Sugar’s psychic abilities washed over her like a wave.

And, then she smiled and opened the car door.

She stepped out and smiled up at Sugar. “You’re so pretty.”

Sugar caressed her face and then tilted Amber’s face down so she looked at the ground. “Eyes down, darling. Slaves don’t look their mistress in the eye.”

“Yes, Mistress,” Amber whispered.

“Now, you take off those clothes and drop them on the ground – keep the pumps, I love those.”

“Yes, Mistress,” Amber stripped at lightning speed, discarding skirt and blouse in seconds.

She turned to Ray. “Please stop making more work for me.”

Ray smiled. “Sure thing, Mistress.”

She winked at him. “Rita, get back to the entrance – we have customers who are probably robbing us blind. This is a business after all.”

“Whatever,” Rita grumbled as she walked away.

Sugar smiled as Amber stripped off her soaked panties and kicked them off her pump.

Sugar glared at Donny and Maddy. “You two, clean up these clothes and her purse… Oh, my, is that Gucci?”

Maddy smiled. “Yes, it is.”

“Oh! I love Gucci – won’t go with my outfit though. You can have it, Maddy.”

“Thanks, Sugar.” Maddy said as she scooped up the purse.

“Then I want the two of you to go to the conference room on Level 10. There’s a surprise waiting for you there.” Sugar’s eyes rolled back in her head.

Donny seemed to freeze, staring straight ahead.

An instant later, Maddy glanced at him and did the same thing.

Donny blinked and staggered a little.

Maddy did the same thing a moment later.

Sugar winked at Ray. “I’m sure you will enjoy starting Amber’s training?”

Ray took the naked girl’s arm. “Thought you’d never ask.”

“Amber, dear, this is Ray. Ray is your master, and you must obey him just like you obey me. Understood?”

“Yes, Mistress!” Amber squealed. She looked adoringly at Ray and then looked quickly down at her feet like a good girl.

“You’re going to enjoy this, Amber. Ray is very good at helping acclimate young ladies to their new roles. As a matter of fact, he trained me, didn’t you, Ray?”

“Not sure which one of us trained the other.” Ray said.

Sugar smiled at Ray. “Oh, and film everything. We’ll want a video to share with her father.”

***

Stacie stood in the conference room with Courtney and chewed a fingernail. Sugar had been very cryptic: just wait for her in the conference room.

The door opened and Demona stepped inside. “You ladies have visitors.”

Maddy and Donny came in and Stacie’s heart stopped.

Courtney shrieked and flung herself at them, hugging and kissing her sister and brother. “You’re here! I missed you so much!”

“Hey, sis,” Courtney whispered and hugged her tight.

Donny kissed the top of her head, but he never took his eyes off Stacie.

He glared at her.

Demona took Courtney’s hand. “Let’s let these three talk. You’ll have time to catch up later, okay?”

Courtney smiled and nodded, allowing Demona to pull her away from her siblings.

Courtney stopped at the door. “Listen, guys, please don’t fight. I can’t stand it when you fight.”

Demona pulled her gently through the door and closed it behind them.

Maddy looked from Donny to Stacie. “Hi, Mom.”

Stacie smiled with tears in her eyes. “Oh, my beautiful twins…”

Maddy took a step toward her but Donny pulled her back.

Stacie stopped in mid step.

“What are you doing here, Mom?” Donny asked. He gave her an icy frown to match his stare.

“I… I work for the Church, Donny. PR. I have for years now.”

Donny stared at her. “PR? You… You’ve been fucking for the Church all this time, and all the while giving us that holier than thou horseshit?”

Tears streamed down Stacie’s cheeks. “I… Please, I wanted to protect you from all this.”

“Protect us?!” Donny growled and stepped past his sister. “You kicked us out, you uptight bitch! And, all the while, you’re a fucking whore?”

Stacie staggered back as if she had been struck. “Donny, please, I’m sorry. It’s just… when I saw… the two of you…”

Maddy tried to hold Donny back, but he shrugged out of her grip.

“It was wrong – I was so confused, Donny.”

“Hypocrite! You goddamned whore!”

“Donny!” Maddy hissed.

He turned and she slapped him.

“What the fuck was she supposed to do?” Maddy asked.

“Not kick us out.”

Maddy stepped around him and took her mother in her arms. “Can’t you see she’s sorry for that?”

Stacie threw herself at Donny’s feet. “I am so sorry, Donny! Maddy! I was wrong. What I saw was… beautiful…”

***

Courtney stared up at the woman identified only as "Rose" as she floated in her pink tube.

A thick, black rubber hose slid rhythmically into and out of the woman's cunt while a smaller tube invaded her ass.

Courtney smiled and touched the control panel at the base of the tube. The panel brightened at her touch and she increased the tempo of both tentacle dildos.

Rose jerked on her almost invisible wires, her mouth opening and closing on the oxygen tube attached to her lips.

"Enjoying yourself?" Demona asked as she hugged her from behind.

"Is it wrong that I like to do this so much?" She leaned her head back on Demona's shoulder.

"No. You like giving pleasure.” She kissed Courtney’s cheek. “You like administering pain. We have complete control of them and its enthralling."

"It's like being God." Courtney sighed as Demona caressed her left breast.

"Here, we are Gods."

The doors slid open behind them and Demona stepped away quickly.

Courtney turned and smiled. "Maddy!"

"Am I interrupting?" Madison asked.

Courtney sped past Demona and locked her sister in a hug. "I can't believe you're here!"

"Of course I am. You know I never wanted to be away from you, right? Neither did Donny."

Courtney wiped away a tear. "I know... are they fighting?"

Maddy pursed her lips. "Not exactly. I think they're working everything out - I know they're hard at it."

Courtney smiled. "I'm so glad."

Demona touched Maddy's arm. "How about you? You on good terms with your Mom?"

"Oh, yes," Maddy said with a wink.

Demona turned away to keep from giggling.

"Courtney, can I talk to Demona for just a minute?"

Courtney pouted. "But, I have so much to tell you!"

"I know, so do I, and I'll be right over to talk to you."

"Okay," Courtney said as she stepped back to Rose's tube.

Demona waited until Courtney was out of earshot. "So, Mommy has had a change of heart?"

Maddy nodded. "I just have one question."

"Sure," Demona said.

"Who the fuck is that MILF whore and the honey blonde Playboy Playmate?"

Demona froze. "Uh... what? You mean your Mom and Courtney?"

Maddy rolled her eyes. "Oh, fuck you, Demona. I'm an only child, and my Mom is living in a retirement community in Hoboken."

Demona was terrified. She didn't know what to do. "I... better get Sugar."

Maddy grabbed her arm. "Don't bother. It won't matter."

Realization washed over Demona. "Holy fuck, you're immune? How long..."

"From the beginning. At first, I could hear Gwen's and Sugar's voices in my head when they tried to program me, now I can't even hear that."

"Aww, shit... then why... I mean... Donny?"

"Isn't my brother. I've always known."

"Fuck! Maddy, why didn't you say something before?" Demona said as she led her farther away from Courtney.

"What? Give up a hot stud who fucks my brains out every night? I've enjoyed every kinky, made up second of it. Seriously, Doc, I'm wrapped around his finger - or more accurately his monster cock."

"God, Sugar is going to be so disappointed..."

"No, she isn't! Demona, don't you say shit to her. I love you both, you know that. I don't want to upset her,” she said as she hugged the doctor tight. "Now, back to my question: who the fuck are these two sluts?"

Demona sighed. "Stacie's a soccer mom Sugar grabbed upstairs. Courtney? Fuck. Courtney was an OD that idiot Ben brought in. Seriously, she was a fucking mess earlier."

Maddy stared at the frat boy's wet dream monitoring the transformation tube. "Really? Fuck, Demona. That's amazing."

Demona smiled at Courtney's back. "She's unbelievable, Maddy. Wants to be a doctor like me. And, she's..." Demona turned red and looked at the floor.

Maddy took the doctor's chin in her hand. "What?"

"She's a lesbian - not bi like she should have been from the conditioning. Maddy, she's in love with me."

Maddy hugged her tight. "I'm so happy for you, Doc."

Demona sniffled and wiped at her eyes. "Strange fucking day," she whispered.

Maddy laughed and kissed her cheek. "Every day is a strange fucking day."

***

Ray led Amber into the store. Men and couples gaped and stared at the curly haired blonde being led naked wearing only red pumps.

Amber smiled, happy as a clam as the men stared at her, stiff cocks growing stiffer in their jeans and khakis.

Ray stopped by a rack of short skirts. "Let's see." He pulled out a red leather miniskirt size 2. "This ought to fit that skinny ass."

Amber nodded and slid the skirt up her toned legs and buttoned it. It was less than an inch below her snatch. "Awful short, mister." She giggled.

"'Course. How else they going to see your pussy, ya dumb blonde?" He dug through another rack and found a 32 C red leather bra that matched. He grasped her pert boob. "Fuck, fake. Why the fuck did you do that?"

"Boys like big boobs, Master."

"Yeah, dummy, but these are going to have to be removed before we can get you a better rack. Titty Grow deforms fake boobs."

She pouted. "Sorry. Daddy bought them for me."

"Yeah? Back in my day, Dad's bought their daughters cars." He helped her get into the bra.

She laughed. "He did that too, silly."

Ray swatted her ass. "Master. You call me master, got it?"

Amber dramatically rubbed her ass cheek through the red leather. "Yes, Master. Sorry, Master."

"Better. Now, bend over." He turned her around and exposed her skinny ass and cunt. He probed her, feeling deep inside her snatch with his thick fingers. "Tight. We'll see how tight it is after night shift in the gloryhole."

"Gloryhole? What's a gloryhole?"

Ray laughed and fingered her ass. "Oh, you're going to love it. Trust me."

Ray held up a chrome butt plug with a red heart shaped jewel in the base. "Open your mouth, get the metal warm."

Amber nodded and sucked the business end of the butt plug into her mouth. It warmed quickly, and soon Ray coaxed it from her lips along with a copious amount of her spit.

"Did I do that right, Master?"

"Perfect, baby. Now, I'm going to put this in... it's for your own good, slut."

"'Kay."

Amber drew in a sharp breath as the steel tear drop invaded her most secret place. "Ow! Too big, Ray! I can't take it!"

"Shh, relax. I'm an old pro at this." He held it steady just inside her pucker. "Your body will adjust. Women are made to be penetrated, we just have to overcome a lifetime of conditioning."

"Ooo!"

Her little asshole stretched, and it popped into place. "There!"

"Yay! Is it pretty?"

Ray smiled. "Ask them." He pointed into the store.

A crowd of men and couples encircled them, some had unzipped while watching and were stroking cocks and rubbing clits.

Amber giggled and blushed. She turned and bent over, turning in a slow circle. "Is it pretty?"

Everyone in attendance agreed that it was, indeed, pretty.

***

Stacie stood in front of Donny with her eyes on the floor. "Please, forgive me, Donny. When I saw the two of you..."

"You were disgusted?"

Stacie nodded. “But, not now, Donny! I can accept you both now. I want us to be a family again – but… Courtney…”

Donny laughed. "She'll understand, Mom.”

Stacie shook her head. "No, Donny. She must never know."

Donny frowned. "What?"

"Donny, they've picked her for professional caste. She's going to be a doctor, Demona's colleague. If she... if she finds out her mother, brother, and sister are part of whore caste - she might change her mind."

"So, what's wrong with that?"

"Nothing, darling, nothing... but, you should have seen her face when Sugar started talking about sending her to school! We owe it to her, Donny."

Donny sighed. "So, we have to keep it quiet? Keep it a secret from her?"

"Please, darling. Yes, she's so innocent. I know she looks like a worldly young woman now, but she really isn't. I've protected her."

Donny rolled his eyes. "Fuck. Okay."

Stacie smiled and hugged him. "Thank you, Donny! You've made me so happy!"

"Well, if we're going to keep this secret, Maddy and I can't move back to the house. We'll stay in our dorms."

"That doesn't mean you can't visit..."

***

"So, a gloryhole is a video booth thingy?" Amber asked as Ray led her toward the booths at the back of the store.

"Well, our video booths have gloryholes."

A crowd trailed along behind them, ready to take their turn with the hot coed slut.

A sign over the booths read "Slutz-Net" in red neon letters

Ray led her to a big booth in the center of the line. He opened the door and placed his thumb against a black glass screen in the back wall of the little booth. It was just big enough for Amber to stand in, or, on her hands and knees her face would be against one wall while her mini-skirted ass was against the opposite wall.

Ray's fingers danced over the glass, pressing buttons and entering codes. "What kind of porn do you like, baby?"

"Big cocks," she whispered.

Behind them, the crowd began to snicker.

The screen flashed with a rotating Slutz-Net logo and then showed a porn of a man with a cock at least a foot long being blown by two big titted bimbos.

A little door opened under the screen, and two more on the other walls. The one under the screen was just the right height for her to look in if she was on her knees. The other two doors were the same height.

A thick black dick appeared in the window under the screen.

"Ooo!" She grasped the thick cock and started pumping. "Is this for me?"

Ray laughed. "Of course! These little windows are for you to suck dick through. Also, if you get on your hands and knees, guys can fuck your little cunt and asshole."

Amber giggled. She started to get on her knees.

"Wait a second." Ray said. He held up his phone and started recording. "Look at the camera, sweetheart."

Amber smiled sweetly up at him, still pumping the thick cock with her right hand. Behind her, another long dick appeared in the side wall opening.

"What's your name?"

"Amber Connor."

"How old are you, sweetheart?"

"Twenty-one."

"Who's your daddy, baby?"

She giggled. "You are."

"No, I'm your master, you ditzy whore. I mean your real Daddy?"

"Oh, Representative Leo Connor of Connecticut."

"And, what committee does he chair?"

"Um... I know this one... Daddy chairs the house committee on Invasive Foreign Religions." She looked down at the cock in her hand. "He's starting to leak. Can I suck his cock now?"

"Sure, babe. Get to work. Lots of cock for you tonight. Better get started."

She looked at the camera and winked. Amber got on her knees and sucked the cock into her mouth, pumping it with one hand.

Ray smiled and nodded, filming the festivities for posterity.

***

Sugar watched the video from Ray’s desk in the back room. Amber had worked the booth like a pro. Editing was a real bitch – eight hours of raw footage of dozens of men using a giggling Amber in each orifice.

This would be a compilation reel, mostly.

She paused the video when Amber, on her hands and knees, face glazed with cum, gaping pussy and asshole drooling cream pie, get’s scolded by Ray.

Ray’s voice grunted off camera. “You need to clean yourself up. Nobody wants sloppy seconds.”

Amber blinked as fresh cocks appeared in the gloryholes in front and behind. “Pretty gross, huh?”

Ray tossed her a clear plastic bottle with two dildo shaped nozzles extending from the cap. A label on the bottle read: Cunt Clean. “Shove one nozzle up your ass, the other in your pussy… No, not like that! Squat on it and spread your legs so the johns can see.”

Amber did as she was told. “Ooo,” she giggled as the twin dildos disappeared up into her well used holes.

“Now, squeeze all the liquid inside,” Ray said.

Amber laughed as she squeezed the bottle, filling herself with the cleaner.

“All in? Pull them out.”

Amber slid the tubes out of her and bit her lower lip. “Golly, It’s gonna come out…”

“See the grate in the floor? That’s what it’s for.”

Amber laughed as the liquid poured out of her and slid down the drain.

She spread her pussy lips. “All clean?” She smiled at him with her cum crusted lips.

“Down there, yeah.” Ray’s hand appeared in the frame. He twisted the top off a bottle and doused her face and hair.

She spluttered a little and smiled.

“Perfect,” Ray said. He shoved a plastic wrapped case of Cunt Clean into the video booth beside her. “Twenty-four bottles. Enough to get you started.”

Sugar smiled in the office as she cut the rest of the film together.

Then she turned the camera on herself.

“Hello, Congressman. I would introduce myself, but you know whom I represent. Your daughter is quite adept at her new role, isn’t she? I’d say she’s a natural.” Sugar smirked at the camera. “I’ll get straight to the point – tomorrow morning, you’re going to go into committee and put an end to the resolution against the Church of Morpheus. If you do, I will return your daughter to her dormitory with all memory of what she’s just done erased. Fail us, and I will ship her to a third-world country where she will be used as a sex slave twenty-four hours a day, seven days a week. Your choice.”

Sugar turned off the camera. “Slutz-Net?”

“Mistress?” The computer answered.

“Deliver this through the appropriate VPN to Congressman Leo Connor.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

***

Stacie and Courtney stood outside the elevator on level 10 and watched as Donny and Madison waved goodbye. When the doors closed, Courtney laid her head on Stacie's shoulder.

"They'll come to see us now, right, Mom?"

Stacie bit her lip and smiled. "Oh, they'll come often, dear."

***

Sugar stood at the loading dock as Ben hooked up the tank trailer to the rig.

Something inside the tank slammed against the interior wall and Ben jumped back in fright.

Sugar laughed. "Don't worry, Poseidon and his wives can't break through a steel tank. I don't think they can, anyway. Just get it to the harbor and don't stop until our people load it on the freighter."

Ben stared wide-eyed at the fist sized dent in the steel tank.

***

Ray escorted the towering street whores through the front doors of Stallion's.

A party bus with dark tinted windows idled a few feet away.

"Okay, ladies, the bus will take you to the cruise ship."

The girls giggled and danced on the cartoon high heels as a crowd of men watched them climb on the bus.

Ray watched them go, all traces of the people they once were gone. He wondered for the millionth time if they really were saving the world.

***

Rita the Bimbot walked along the corridor on level 10, a sleeping Amber in her arms. The girl smelled of sex, and her naked body glistened from being doused in cleaner.

Doctor Demona opened the double doors to surgery. "Put her on the table, please."

Rita laid her gently on the operating table. "If her father doesn't do as he's told?"

Demona shrugged. "He will."

"But... if he doesn't?"

Demona cocked her head to the side and studied the glassy, emotionless eyes of the Bimbot. "If he doesn't, we'll find a place for her."

"A third world brothel?"

Demona smiled and touched Amber's sleeping, smiling face. "Don't be silly. We have no third world brothels."

"No. We have worse," Rita said. She turned and left the room.

Demona watched her leave. "Hmmm." She shrugged again and nudged Amber's thighs apart. "Okay, cutie, let's get you tightened back up. Would you like your cherry back? I mean, you weren’t a virgin when you came here, but I can fix that. I’m a miracle worker.”

***

Ray and Sugar walked down the hall toward the room where Sugar had left the futanari.

“I think our problems in congress will be over tomorrow,” Sugar said as they walked hand in hand down the corridor.

“This problem. Next week, they’ll introduce another bill,” Ray grumbled.

“And it will be handled as well. In the end, the Church will win. It’s inevitable.”

“Yeah. That’s what scares me.”

She stopped in mid stride and caressed his face, so different from the old man he had been when they first met. Handsome, chiseled. Perfect. “We are who we are, darling. It’s far too late for a crisis of conscience.”

“I know. It’s just… well, we better live forever like they promised. Otherwise, we’ll burn in hell.”

Sugar frowned and nodded. Then she opened the door to the padded cell.

“Holy fuck,” Ray breathed.

On the floor, two buxom amazons were scissoring, their crotches joined together as they screamed and moaned.

It took a moment for Ray to understand he was looking at two futanaris fucking. Emily’s now thirteen-inch cock was sliding along Hecate’s identical member.

Each cock was buried deep in the pussy of the other.

“Wow… didn’t know they could do that,” Sugar Tits whispered.

Sammi, now a massively top-heavy, M cup bimbo bounced across the rubber floor. Her tits jiggled deliciously as her long, platinum blonde hair flew around her face. Thick strings of futa cum dripped onto the floor from her stretched holes. “We’re tryin’ to make footsie babies!”

“Footsie?” Sugar asked. “No, dear. Futanari… they’re trying to get each other pregnant. I’m afraid that won’t work. They’re sterile.”

“Oh. Phooey!” Sammi cried with a delicious pout.

Ray began to laugh.

“I thought this might raise your spirits,” Sugar said.

“Jesus, Sugar…”

Sugar walked around behind Sammi and grasped her shoulders, causing her watermelon sized tits to undulate like a waterbed. “You like?”

“That used to be the husband?”

“Oh, she’s 100% girl now, aren’t you?”

Sammi nodded her head enthusiastically. “Yeah! I got a pussy and tits and everything!”

“Dumb as a stump, too,” Sugar said as she ran her fingers through the platinum locks.

“Yep,” Sammi agreed. Her eyes were now locked on Ray’s crotch. “That lump looks really big.”

Ray smiled and unzipped. His half erect monster cock slid free.

“Yummy!” Sammi screamed as she dropped to her knees and took Ray’s cock deep in her throat.

“Fuck!” Ray groaned.

“Oh, by the way, she’s had her dose of transformative Ambrosia - you can fill her full of cum, and she won’t imprint on you. She’s tied to Emily,” Sugar said as she put her hand on the back of Sammi’s head and pushed her farther down Ray’s thick shaft.

Ray smiled and caressed the blonde’s face as he fucked her mouth.

“I have a few things to check on,” Sugar said as she turned to leave.

“Like fuck,” Ray said. He grabbed her wrist and pulled her close. “You work too hard.”

Sugar smiled. “You know, I love it when you’re forceful.”

Ray smiled looking into her eyes as his hand slid up her perfect ass. He cupped her latex clad ass cheek and Sugar ground against his hip. “I love you, Sugar.”

“I love you too,” she purred as she opened the inverted pentagram clasp of her halter and let the beautiful breasts fall free.

Ray kissed her deep as the blonde on her knees struggled to take even more of him into her throat.

Sugar had her eyes closed until Ray released her from their kiss. Then she opened her eyes and smiled. She loosened the skirt and let it fall, leaving her in only the white latex thigh boots. She looked down at Sammi and smiled. “I don’t think she’s going to share. What am I supposed to do? Masturbate?”

Ray smiled and shook his head. “Hecate, Emily? Your mistress needs servicing.”

The futas dislodged from each other, their thick cocks dripping with each other’s juices.

Sugar giggled. “Oh… wow…”

Emily scrambled to her feet and pulled Sugar to her waiting lips.

Sugar let the creature control her.

Emily lay on her back, pulling Sugar on top of her.

Sugar needed no coaxing to guide the thick, thirteen-inch monster into her wet pussy.

Emily slid in to the hilt, impaling the white witch.

“Oh! Fuck, so good,” Sugar whispered as she lay her head on Emily’s pillowy tits.

Firm hands grasped the cheeks of her ass. She didn’t need to look behind her to know Hecate’s touch.

Her thick, futa cock probed Sugar’s asshole.

She groaned as Hecate slid gently inside, lubricated with what seemed like a pint of futa pre-cum.

“Full… oh, Ray… so full.”

Sammi dropped onto her hands and knees to Sugar’s right. Her lips were coated in saliva from her face fuck, but obviously Ray wanted more.

Sugar was in heaven feeling the twin cocks working in a rhythm in her pussy and ass.

Sammi’s eyes grew wide as Sugar heard a wet sound. “Golly! It’s even bigger than footsie cock!”

She giggled and wiggled as Ray slid all fifteen inches in.

His big hand appeared on the back of her head. He pressed her face down to the rubber floor, causing her back to arch. “Down you go, honey. Face down, ass up. I’m going to take you deep.”

Sammi was breathing hard as he began fucking her.

Sugar’s eyes flickered shut as the rhythmic pounding into her own body grew even faster.

***

Demona smiled as she probed Amber's perfect pussy with two fingers. It was hard to believe she was examining the same girl.

The loose hole was now finger tight with a delightful thick hymen keeping her from advancing too deep. "Somebody's going to enjoy breaking you in."

The girl's eyes flickered under her closed lids. Slutz-Net, the Church's AI, was busy at work, whispering hypnotic suggestions through the headphones clamped over her ears.

Normally, Sugar did this step, but a simple erase of the past few hours was beneath her art. Slutz-Net just had to replace last night with a happy memory of talking with her friends Maddy and Donny, and then of course having to gently rebuke Donny when he tried to push her to go "all the way" - she intended to stay a virgin till marriage, after all.

The computer sifted through each memory of being fucked and replaced them with "almost" fucking.

"She's beautiful. Should I be jealous?"

Demona turned and saw Courtney staring at her with a half-smile.

Demona grinned and held out her hand.

The bombshell blonde smiled and slinked over, taking her hand.

"Of course not. Just admiring my handiwork. You'll feel the same over your own creations."

Courtney traced the girl's erect nipple with a lacquered red nail. "She is breathtaking."

"Nowhere near you," Demona whispered and drew Courtney to her lips.

The kiss was sweet, gentle. A far cry from the wanton lust she normally shared with her kissing partners.

But she could feel the blonde's blood boiling underneath.

And, that made Demona smile.

"Are you finished, Doctor?" Sister Asmodea said behind them.

Courtney jumped.

"I didn't mean to interrupt. Please don't stop on our account," Asmodea said with a smile as she and Sister Alicia walked into the lab.

Demona smiled. "Oh, we have to be careful. I'm afraid Courtney wants to stay closeted from her mother."

Courtney turned bright red.

Asmodea smiled knowingly. "Now, darling, there is no room for such silliness in the new order, is there, Sister Alicia?"

Alicia grinned wickedly. "Of course not." She eyed Courtney up and down. "All Morpheus's children should be free to worship cock and pussy as they choose." She licked her full red lips.

Asmodea ran her finger up Alicia's outer thigh. "Alicia, you're making her blush."

Courtney looked like a deer in headlights. "I... I better go find Mom." She dashed out of the room.

Asmodea watched her go. "She's adorable, Doctor."

"Yes, she is." Demona turned back to the naked woman on the operating table. "Completely done, physically. Slutz-Net is working on her brain fuck right now. We'll reprogram her tomorrow should her father choose not to cooperate - I'm thinking we might make her a fetish model in that case. Couldn't you just see her working the red light district in Amsterdam? Wearing black latex with a fist sized butt plug?"

"Well, let’s hope the congressman does as he's told," Asmodea said as she leaned over Amber and ran a finger up her thin waist. "I'll supervise her programming from here."

Demona's eyes narrowed. "Umm, excuse me?"

"Church's orders. They want me to question her about her father's anti-religious activities. She might know something of value." Asmodea smiled.

"I... I generally don't release them until everything is done..." Demona stammered. Something about Sister Asmodea's demeanor was troubling.

Asmodea took her hand. "Nonsense. Go find that precious blonde of yours before she has to go home with Mommy." She led Demona toward the door.

"Well..."

"Church's orders, my dear."

"Yeah... okay..." Demona said. She walked out of the lab.

Asmodea shut the doors behind her.

The two nuns in their rubber habits stood over Amber.

"Slutz-Net, is the subject under complete hypnosis?" Asmodea asked.

"Yes, Sister Asmodea," the computer said in the otherwise quiet room.

"Good. Keep her under. Alicia, remove her headphones."

Alicia leaned forward and pulled the headphones gently from her ears.

"La Noche de las Brujas - Alicia, do you know what that means?"

"No, Sister."

"The night of the witches. When the Church took control of Cuba, our assassins killed everyone in the government overnight. We had programmed wives, girlfriends, and mistresses to assassinate their lovers and take control - it was joyous. Imagine the looks of surprise on those fat, communist faces when their lovers cut their throats... and sliced off their dicks."

Alicia smiled.

Asmodea leaned close to Amber. "My dear, sweet, Amber. Repeat after me: I am the instrument of the Church. I am the left hand of Morpheus."

Amber's voice was a gentle whisper. "I am the instrument of the Church. I am the left hand of Morpheus."

"Yes, perfect, my darling..."

***

Both futa dicks were pummeling Sugar past her limits.

Beside her, Sammi moaned in her tenth orgasm as Ray fucked her like a machine.

Sugar worked to maximize the pleasure for the two futanari, alternately squeezing ass and pussy muscles, milking them.

Emily was close, she was thrashing her head from side to side as Sugar rode her huge cock.

"Yes, Emily. Fill me with that beautiful seed. I need you," Sugar whispered.

Behind her, Hecate grunted in exertion.

"Ray... Ray, help Hecate. Want us to cum... together," Sugar stammered. So close, she was so close.

Ray's heavy balls slapped against Sammi as he fucked her. "Tell me when you're ready," Ray laughed.

"Close... now... Going to... Oh, God!" Sugar cried out.

Emily came first, and with the first splash of cum in Sugar's cunt, Sugar went off too.

Ray slipped a middle finger deep into Hecate's thrusting ass and the futanari screamed, dumping a torrent of cum into Sugar's spasming ass.

Sugar laughed feeling both futa's filling her full as her orgasm rolled on and on.

Sugar was pressed hard against both amazon's feeling them grow slowly soft within her.

Hecate slipped out first with a wet pop. She rolled onto her back, huge tits standing straight up.

Sugar rose slowly, relishing the feeling as each inch of Emily's cock slowly withdrew.

It slipped free, and, along with it, a torrent of futa cream poured from Sugar's cunt and ass.

Sugar sat back on her haunches.

Emily crawled over to Hecate and embraced her in a 69. The futanaris drew each other’s dicks into their mouths and settled into a gentle suck.

Sugar smiled at them.

Beside her, Ray was fucking Sammi even harder.

The girl was delirious under Ray's unrelenting assault.

Sugar stroked his hard-muscled ass as he thrust, his heavy nuts slapping against Sammi as he fucked her doggy style.

"Are you close, lover?" Sugar asked.

"No... not her fault... she's tight as fuck. Good little whore, aren't you, baby?"

"Y... Yeah... Ooo, fuck..." Sammi said and then returned to babbling.

It was only then that Sugar noticed that they had an audience.

Out of the corner of her eye, she could see Rita standing in the half-open doorway. Her eyes were glued to Ray as he pistoned into and out of the moaning slut.

Sugar smiled. “Ray, darling. I know why you can’t cum.”

“Unnh… What?”

“She is a beautiful little piece of ass, but she isn’t who you want, is she?” Sugar asked.

“You… know she isn’t…”

Sammi’s eyes were rolled back in her head.

“Who do you want to be fucking, Ray? Right now.”

“Unnh… Rita. You know I want her.”

Ray’s hands tightened on the slut’s waist and he pumped even harder, sweat dripped from his brow.

“Why? What makes her so special, Ray?”

“I… I love her. You know that. I’ve always loved her.”

Sugar turned her head and looked directly into Rita’s eyes.

The robot girl stared back.

Sugar held out her hand. “We can’t help what we are. All we can do is love each other. It doesn’t mean you accept it, it means you make the best of it and cling to the love that is given.”

“What?” Ray asked.

“Not talking to you, my love.” Sugar put her hand on Ray’s ass and stopped him from thrusting. “That will be all, Sammi.”

The platinum slut slid forward, letting the long thick cock slide out of her. “Wowie, I thought he was gonna come outta my throat.” She crawled forward and collapsed beside Emily and Hecate.

“What the fuck?” Ray grumbled. His hard cock was dripping with Sammi’s juices and oozing precum.

Sugar smiled and looked toward the door.

Ray turned.

Rita had stepped inside the room. She looked at Ray, her plastic face betraying no emotion. “You… love me?”

Ray sighed. “Yes.”

Sugar stood up. She gathered her latex outfit and paused as she walked past Rita. “Not surrender. That’s not what this is. Allow yourself to feel, Rita. The Church gives and the Church takes, but some things we still get to choose.”

Sugar stood to the side.

Rita never took her eyes off Ray. She unfastened the uniform and let it fall, uncovering her pink plastic body. She knelt beside him.

He reached out and traced the seams where her body parts were joined. “I’m sorry for what they did to you. I’m sorry for what we did to you.”

She turned her head to the side as Ray caressed her metallic pink hair.

“You’re not to blame,” Rita whispered. “I just needed someone to be angry at, but the people responsible aren’t here in this lab. They’re thousands of miles away.”

Ray smiled. “Shh, no. I’m not a good person, Rita. I never have been.”

“I was,” Rita said.

Ray laughed. “Yes. Yes, you were. You are…”

“No. Not anymore. I could resist…”

“The Church would destroy you.”

“Maybe that’s what should happen.”

Ray shook his head. “No. No, Rita Gaia Blotchley. This world is a better place for having you in it. I couldn’t bear it without you.”

The Bimbot smiled, and Ray couldn’t remember the last time he had seen that.

He leaned forward and kissed her, drawing her against him.

In that moment, they weren’t a robot and a Whore Master – they were just a woman and a man.

She wrapped her hand around his thick cock.

Rita turned and fell forward on her hands and knees, lining herself up for his cock.

“No,” Ray whispered. He turned her over onto her back.

Smiling, she wrapped her legs around his waist as he slid into her.

They stared into each other’s eyes, motionless.

“I love you, Ray.”

Ray smiled. “I love you too, Rita.”

Sugar stood for a moment as the lovers kissed but left when they began making love.

***

This is the last time I let him pick my clothes, Hanna thought. She sat in the passenger seat of the Porsche in a black Spandex sport bra that displayed her new DD tits like black rubber balloons.

She was wearing the most ridiculous pair of yoga pants ever made: matching black Spandex so tight she could see the muscles in her legs and a low riding waist that ended less than half an inch above her now permanently swollen and throbbing clit. Finish that off with seven-inch heels, and she looked like a two-dollar hooker during fleet week.

Jimmy reached over and patted the cleft in her crotch. "Mmm, love that camel toe."

It was pronounced. Had she always had lips that puffy? She couldn't remember. "I am not getting out of this car, Jimmy."

Jimmy slipped his arm around her shoulders and pulled her close. "Come on, babe. Church likes its advertising. I want to show you off."

She melted. She'd always loved Jimmy, but now all she wanted to do was snuggle against him. Just the smell of him made her wet.

Shit, breathing made her wet. Looking at a telephone pole made her wet. Everything made her fucking wet. She had a sneaking suspicion Demona and Sugar had done more to her than they were admitting - a lot more.

And, she had this overwhelming belief that she was pregnant. Which was scary. She didn't want to get fat. What if Jimmy didn't want her any more once she had a baby bump?

"Come on, now. I can tell when my girl is upset. And, it sure ain't about your outfit," he said.

She bit her lip and looked down at her flat tummy. "What if I'm pregnant, Jimmy?"

"I hope you are, baby."

She looked up. "Are you sure? I mean I'll be fat..."

"And hot as fuck. I love doing pregnant chicks."

She smiled a little. "You do?"

"Fuck yeah, baby. I can't wait till I'm pounding your cunt and rubbing that belly."

She threw her arms around his neck and sobbed.

He kissed her cheek. "Silly ditz. You are exactly what I want. I want you barefoot, pregnant, and fucking twenty-four hours a day."

"I love you, Jimmy."

"I love you too. Happy now?"

She smiled and wiped the tears out of her eyes. "Yes. I've never been happier in my life."

They were parked outside Hanna's house, and Jimmy pointed toward it. "Then let's get in there and tell Gina you're moving in with me."

"Jimmy, you better let me go in and break it to her. She's going to be really upset," Hanna said.

Jimmy sighed. "Okay. But you be strong." He held up his phone. "You call me if you need me?"

Hanna nodded and smiled as she climbed out of the Porsche.

There were people on the street, and she could feel the men staring at her.

Behind her, Jimmy rolled down the passenger window. "Yeah, work it, baby."

She turned, dancing on the heels and mouthed the word, "Stop!"

Jimmy laughed.

She hurried up the steps and unlocked the front door. "Gina? I'm home."

There were two floors to the old, two-bedroom house Hanna shared with her guardian, Gina. To Hanna, the house looked exactly the same as it had when she left earlier.

Of course, nothing was the same. A few hours ago, Hanna had been Hank - but that person was gone now.

Sugar's workmen had completely transformed the house, removing all traces of Hank and adding a lifetime of items for Hanna.

Hanna smiled at the pictures on the wall. Hanna in her cheerleading outfit - she remembered the day it was taken. She had posed for Jimmy in her outfit until they had gotten so turned on Jimmy had pulled down her panties.

Hanna had leaned against a tree, her skirt pulled up in back while Jimmy ass fucked her for the first time.

She could still remember smiling and winking at the homeless man who jerked off as he watched them. When she left, her first anal cream pie dripping down her thighs, she had tossed him her panties to remember them by.

She and Jimmy had laughed as the homeless guy thanked her, then sniffed the crotch and licked it.

Another picture: Hanna in her prom gown. That night had been her first orgy. The first time she had ever been double penetrated. The first time Jimmy had coaxed her into eating pussy.

Hanna was standing alone in the living room fingering herself through the damp Spandex.

Knock it off, she thought. She forced her hand away from her tight crotch and headed upstairs. "Gina?"

The stairs. That was where Jimmy had popped her cherry with his big cock. She remembered the pain and then the thrill as she took him deep inside for the first time.

The light to Gina's room was on, and she peeked inside.

The room was a mess. Gina's red satin sheets were in disarray. Lube had dripped on the nightstand from the big pump bottle. That was odd, because Gina's last boyfriend, the biker, had been in prison for the last six months on a twenty-year tour.

Maybe Gina found a new swinging dick to keep her satisfied? Hanna thought. There had been a steady stream of bad boys over the years, so it wouldn't have been a surprise.

But, the collection of vibrators and dildos strewn across the bed and the floor along with spent batteries told a different story.

Hanna giggled and shook her head. "For fuck's sake, Gina," Hanna whispered to the empty room.

She heard a whimpering sound from the hallway.

The door to Hanna's room was slightly open. The lights were on and Hanna peered inside.

Gina was lying on her back on Hanna's bed, legs spread wide, holding a huge gray dong in both hands as she fucked it in and out of her red, swollen cunt. "F... Fuck... Fuck me..." she whispered.

Hanna just smiled and shook her head.

Gina had found Hanna's favorite toy: Moby's Dick. A foot long and thick as a beer can. Jimmy had gotten it for her as a joke.

Not that Hanna hadn't used it.

"F... Fuck me... Jimmy," Gina whispered.

Hanna slapped her hand over her mouth to keep from laughing out loud. Oh, my God! She's imagining it's Jimmy! Hanna thought. Wonder what she would think if she knew Jimmy was bigger than the toy?

"Unnh! God... Please, I want to cum," Gina moaned.

Tears were streaming down Gina's cheeks.

The woman on the bed looked to Hanna like she always had.

Hank would not have recognized her, however.

For one thing, Gina now looked ten years younger. Her tits, that had always been impressive, were now G cup beauties. Her nipples were pierced with thick hoops. Her waist was more cinched, her hips fuller, legs longer.

Gina was an Italian bombshell.

She stopped fucking herself with the dildo and began to sob.

"Gina?" Hanna said.

"Oh, God!" Gina gasped as she pulled Hanna's sheets around her. "I thought you were spending the night with Jimmy! Oh, honey, I'm so sorry. Please, forgive me... I couldn't help..." Gina went into inconsolable sobbing.

"No! Gina! It's okay! It's okay!" Hanna said as she sat down on the bed beside her and hugged her. She rocked her gently. "You're just frustrated. Believe me, I know the feeling."

"Oh, Hanna, I don't understand any of this. It's like I can't control my own body. All I want to do is..."

"Fuck?"

“You know I don’t like that word…”

Hanna laughed. “Yeah, but you like doing it, though.”

“All day long. I haven’t been able to stop. Oh, honey, I think there’s something wrong with me.”

“Hmm,” Hanna wondered. She smelled a rat. “Did you go anywhere today, Gina?”

“No. I’ve been here all day.”

Hanna pursed her lips. “Did anybody come here?”

“Well… now that you mention it. This woman came to the door today…”

“Tall redhead with big boobs, lots of white latex?”

Gina looked confused. “How did you know that?”

“Sugar Tits, I should have known. What did you talk about?”

“Huh? Oh, we had a pleasant conversation! She’s very easy to talk to. We had tea and I ate her out… no, wait… no, I couldn’t possibly have… I mean I don’t…” Gina’s brow furrowed, and she felt her big tits through the bedsheets. “I think… she gave me shots. Why would she do that?”

Hanna laughed and shook her head. “It’s okay, Gina. Welcome to the team.”

“Did I really? I mean… with a woman?”

“Nice, isn’t it?”

Gina blushed bright red. “I guess…”

“Tell me, what religion are you? Are you Catholic?”

“Hell no! Pardon my French, but that’s disgusting. I follow the one true god, Morpheus!”

“I’m afraid you’ve been indoctrinated into the New World Order. Horny as f…. hell, aren’t you?”

Gina sighed. “I can’t stop… and, oh, honey, I can’t… you know…”

“Cum?”

“Orgasm.”

“Same thing.”

“The other word is nasty.”

“You’re a trip, Gina.” Hanna laughed as she pulled back the sheet and exposed her guardian’s luscious body.

“Hanna! Don’t! Oh, I’m mortified.” Gina tried to pull the sheet back over her, but Hanna wrenched it free and tossed it on the floor.

Hanna stood up and went to her dresser. “When you’re… indoctrinated, you have to come to terms with your new sexuality.” She crouched down and opened the bottom drawer.

“Hanna! Did you actually leave the house dressed in that? You look like a prostitute.”

“Really? You’re diddling yourself with my favorite dong and now you want to give me fashion advice?”

“Oh, my God! Turn around,” Gina said.

Hanna turned around, still crouching with her legs spread.

“Your breasts! Hanna! What happened to your breasts?”

“Augmentation. Don’t you like them? I was sick of being flat chested. I looked like a boy.” She smiled as she rummaged through the drawer. “There he is.”

“They’re… well, they’re gorgeous, but, oh Hanna – you were already perfect.”

Hanna stood up. “Well, now they’re perfecter.” She held up a long white vibrator. “This, my dear, is going to be our new best friend: The Hitachi Wand.”

Gina’s eyes bulged. “That? I can’t fit that in…”

Hanna rolled her eyes. “Cripes, Gina. It doesn’t go up your cooch.” She flicked it on low.

The head began to vibrate.

“Spread.”

Gina clamped her thighs together. “No!”

Hanna reached down and twisted a nipple ring.

“Hey!”

Then she nudged Gina’s thighs apart with her knee.

“I don’t…”

“Shh,” Hanna said.

She touched the vibe to Gina’s swollen clit.

“Fuck!” Gina screamed.

“That’s the spirit.”

“Oh… Oh, my God!”

Hanna giggled. “And, it’s on low.”

With her free hand, Hanna took hold of Moby’s Dick and eased it into Gina’s cleft.

“What? No… no, I don’t want you to do that…”

Hanna shook her head. “So many hang ups. Fine.” She handed Gina the Hitachi and stood up.

Gina bit her lower lip and touched it gingerly to her clit. Her eyes were half closed. “Thank you, but, please? Just… I’ll be down in a few minutes.”

“Fuck yourself with Moby at the same time,” Hanna said as she leaned against her dresser.

“Please, darling, I…” Gina was so red she looked like a beet.

“Gina. This is reality now. This is who we are. You’ll be fucking with an audience most of the time. I mean, the cameras have been going the whole time…”

“What?” Gina gasped.

Hanna pointed to a picture on the wall. “I’m very popular in Havana.”

“You mean, people are watching?”

“Yes, I’ll wager Sugar put cameras all over the house. People still like to jerk off, even though they have any number of willing sex partners available now.”

“But that camera has been here a long time?”

Hanna smiled. “Our fourth anniversary, Jimmy put it in for me.”

“Fourth anniversary?”

“Fucking anniversary. We did online requests.”

All during their discussion, Gina continued to move the Hitachi on her clit in slow circles while she fucked herself gently with Moby.

Hanna doubted Gina even realized she was doing it.

“Not bad. You’re probably getting hundreds of men off now… women too.” Hanna smiled knowingly and slipped her fingers inside her yoga pants.

Gina gasped and rode Moby harder.

“That’s right. See? Not so bad… being a fucking slut, is it?”

Gina swallowed hard and slid Moby as deep as she could.

Hanna pulled her fingers out of her pussy and let Gina see her glistening fingers. “You know what I did tonight?”

Gina shook her head, her eyes on Hanna’s dripping fingers.

“Jimmy fucked me… so hard… filled me with cum – no condom… I think he got me pregnant.”

Gina was breathing hard.

“His cock is soo big… It’s bigger than Moby… He’s so big and so hard…” Hanna pushed the waistband of her pants down, exposing her thick clit. “It’s like being fisted. Have you ever been fisted?”

Gina shook her head. She was pumping Moby faster, in and out, in and out.

“Women fist so much better than men. I love women with small hands.”

“You’ve… with women?”

“Fucked. Say the word.”

“You’ve… fucked women?”

Hanna smiled. “Many, many times. I love pussy – oh, I’m a total cock whore for Jimmy, but I love pussy too. Wasn’t it wonderful eating out Sugar Tits?”

Gina nodded.

“Mmm, I love her too.”

Hanna picked up her cell phone and typed.

“What are you doing?”

Hanna smiled. “Just a text.”

Gina was almost hyperventilating.

“Flip the switch, Gina. Put it on high.”

Gina flipped it and the Hitachi whined louder. “Oh… Oh, fuck…”

Gina’s eyes rolled back in her head.

Hanna laughed. “Good girl.”

“I… Oh, God, I’ve never felt anything…”

“Wow. Now this is a surprise,” Jimmy said.

Gina jumped.

Jimmy was standing in the doorway leering at her.

***

It had been a very long day.

Sugar Tits normally would have retired to the harem with Demona and Ray.

But this night was far from normal.

Ray and Rita were somewhere inside the facility falling in love.

Demona had taken Courtney downstairs – working on Ray’s new acquisition: Rose. At least, that’s what they told Stacie.

Sugar knew they were working on each other instead.

Across town, Jimmy had no doubt found his second present of the day.

Donny and Maddy had returned to the university, and Sugar hoped Amber would be returned to the university as well unless her father was an absolute fool.

Asmodea and Alicia were off doing whatever demented nuns did in their spare time.

Ben was halfway to the Port of New York by now with his very dangerous cargo.

That left Sugar alone with two exhausted futanari, quite possibly the dumbest bimbo Sugar had ever created, and one MILF slut.

Emily and Hecate lay sleeping on their backs on the padded cell floor.

Stacie knelt between the two of them, jacking their identical monster cocks. “A cock and a pussy… it’s incredible.”

Sugar was sitting in the medical chair, her feet dangling from the stirrups. “It’s only going to get worse – you know I once saw a four breasted shemale in Havana with two cocks? It was double penetrating some nun. Genetics is the final frontier.”

Sammi was lying on the floor curled into a ball. She was coated in cum from head to toe.

And, she was snoring like a steam engine.

“Oh!” Stacie squeaked as both cocks erupted in geysers of futa cum.

The futanari groaned in their slumber.

Stacie licked the cum from her fingers.

She stood up. “I want to thank you.”

“For what?” Sugar asked.

“Everything. Making me into this,” she said as she pirouetted. “And, everything you’re doing for Courtney.”

Sugar half smiled. “Trust me, you have no reason to thank me.”

“That’s not true.” She stepped between Sugar’s thighs and caressed them. “I’ll do anything for you, Sugar.”

“You will. You’re going to serve the Church.”

Stacie knelt down. “If that’s what you want.” She placed her hands on either side of Sugar’s pussy and spread her open with her thumbs. “Tell me what you want.”

Sugar laughed. “Are you trying to seduce me, Stacie?”

“Yes. Is it working?”

Sugar licked her lips as Stacie breathed across her sensitive pussy lips. “Oh, yes.”

Stacie’s tongue flicked out and tickled Sugar’s clit. “Tell me. Tell me everything you want me to do.” She laughed. “My job, I mean. I think I can handle this sweet pussy without direction.” She licked up the left side of Sugar’s labia and down the other.

“Fuck,” Sugar breathed. “We’re… giving you a new house. You and Courtney. It’s a small mansion, really. Eight bedrooms.”

“Mmm,” Stacie mumbled as she licked and sucked Sugar’s clit.

Sugar was breathing heavy. “It has a pool and a hot tub. Just right for entertaining while Courtney is off at college.”

Stacie laughed and began tongue fucking Sugar’s pussy.

“Oh! Unnh… the neighborhood? Very upscale. Lots of young people… looking for guidance from a mature… woman.”

Now Stacie was breathing hard. She sucked hard on Sugar’s pussy while playing with her own wet cunt. “Mmm… I love working with young adults… so fulfilling.”

“Harder… lick harder…”

“Mmm…”

“Their… parents will need… guidance too…”

“Oh, fuck yes!” Stacie squealed and attacked Sugar’s cunt with renewed vigor.

“Oh, my God… you’re going to corrupt suburbia, you fucking slut!” Sugar screamed and wrapped her fingers in Stacie’s hair, pulling her closer.

They came together. Stacie swallowed as much girl cream as she could, while her own dripped onto the padded floor.

Finally, she fell backward exhausted as Sugar collapsed into the chair.

Sammi yawned and stretched and blinked at them through tired eyes. “Did I miss somethin’?”

Sugar laughed. “I think Demona needs to do some more work on Sammi before morning.”

***

“Jimmy! You can’t be in here!” Gina cried. She couldn’t pull the fitted sheet up to wrap it around her, so instead she clamped her thighs together and tried to cover her tits with one arm while the other hand covered her mound. Clamping her thighs together was a mistake – Moby’s Dick was still deep inside her, and squeezing her thighs together just made it feel better.

“Gina! Don’t give orders in my room. Remember, you’re the one who invaded my space,” Hanna said. She walked over and wrapped her arms around Jimmy’s neck, rubbing her body against him. They Frenched slowly, tongues wrapping around each other like snakes.

Gina was trying not to stare at the huge bulge in his tight jeans – cocks just couldn’t be that big, could they? His zipper looked ready to tear open, and a long, thick tube ran down the outside of his left thigh.

Just above his knee, there was a huge wet spot in the denim.

Hanna caught her looking and smiled. She ran her thin hand down the jeans, tracing Jimmy’s meat. “Yeah, it really is that big. Fifteen inches. Like a fucking fire hose.”

Gina looked away in embarrassment. “I’m so ashamed, Jimmy. I’m so sorry.”

“Hey, ain’t nothin’ to be ashamed of.”

Hanna smiled and knelt by the bed. “Gina, I’m sorry I teased you. It really is okay. This is all new to you, but you’ll like it.”

“Hanna… just… the two of you leave and I’ll get dressed.”

Hanna shook her head. “Gina, the reason Jimmy and I didn’t go to his place for the night? We needed to tell you something.”

Gina sighed. She felt so exposed. “What is it?”

“Jimmy and I, we don’t want to just date anymore. We’re going to move in together.”

Gina sniffled. “I figured you would. I’m happy for you.”

Hanna nodded. “We were going to move into his place, but, after seeing this, I don’t think we should.”

“What? Oh, honey, no I want you to be happy.”

“And, we will be, but it’s obvious to me moving in with Jimmy would be a mistake.”

“But…”

“So, that’s why he’s moving in here with us.”

Gina’s eyes grew wide. “What?”

“I can’t leave you in this state. I mean, you’ll take in the first guy with a dick bigger than nine inches if I leave you alone – you’re such a fucking slut now. Some guy will just come along and take advantage of you.”

“Hanna! Don’t talk to me like that!”

Hanna caressed her face. “You know it’s true. That cunt of yours is hungry for dick.”

Gina sobbed. “Hanna!”

Hanna frowned and pulled Gina’s hands away from her breasts and cunt. “Spread your legs.”

Gina shook her head.

Jimmy’s growled from the doorway. “She said to spread your legs, Gina. Show me that fucking hole.”

“Oh, please, don’t…” But, she did as she was told, spreading her thighs wide.

Gina took hold of Moby’s Dick and slid it out with a pop. “Remember Moby?”

Jimmy laughed. “Man, she’s gaping.”

Gina was horrified.

“She’s been trying to rub one out all day – went through half a bottle of lube.”

“Jesus, she is a fucking slut.”

Gina began to cry.

Hanna sighed. “No, come on now. I’m a fucking slut too, Gina. And Jimmy is a fucking perv stud. All three of us are sick fucks, just me and Jimmy admit it. Time for you to face it.” She took Gina’s face in her hand and turned her to face Jimmy. “Show her.”

Jimmy smiled. He unzipped his fly and unbuttoned. He slid the tight jeans down.

His cock hung down dripping a thick stream of precum.

“Oh! Oh, my God…” Gina whispered.

Hanna smiled and dropped to her knees. She opened her mouth until her jaws popped, and then she sucked in the big head.

“Mmm, good girl, Hanna. Watch her, Gina, your ward is the hottest slut I’ve ever fucked,” Jimmy said. He twined his fingers in Hanna’s hair and pushed his rod deeper.

Gina stared, mesmerized. She rolled onto her side and crawled across the bed so she could get a better view.

Hanna smiled and winked at her. She drew Jimmy’s length out of her slowly.

Gina was right beside her now, leaning off the bed.

Hanna let the head slide out of her mouth. “Mmm… look at his piss slit. So fucking big. I can fit my little finger in it if I want.”

Jimmy chuckled. His dick was iron hard now. Lube dripped steadily from the tip.

Gina looked at the boy’s dick and salivated.

Hanna nodded. “It’s okay. I want to share with you. Jimmy is going to be the man of the house now. He’s yours too, Gina.”

Gina was hyperventilating. How could she do this? He was at least fifteen years younger than her, and he was Hanna’s boyfriend. This was so wrong!

But he was so fucking beautiful.

Hanna caressed the back of Gina’s neck. “Give in. You know you want it.”

“Oh, Hanna, it’s so wrong…”

“No, it isn’t,” Hanna whispered.

“You… you won’t be mad?”

“Fuck my boyfriend. Suck his dick, taste him. Let him fuck you.”

“Come on, Gina, I want you,” Jimmy said. He stared down at her. He was so sure of himself, so masterful.

Gina smiled. She leaned forward and kissed the peach sized head, tasting his sweet precum.

Hanna laughed and nodded. “That’s right, Gina. Suck his dick.”

Gina’s mind went blank. All that mattered in the world was the beautiful cock. She kissed the head, licking and tasting. She had no idea how Hanna could get the beast in her mouth, but there was no way she could. She made up for it by lathering it with her tongue, licking the shaft, sucking at his thick balls.

Hanna jacked the base of his shaft and a dollop of precum splashed on Gina’s cheek. She used her finger and pushed it into her mouth.

“So good,” Gina whispered as she sucked on the piss slit. More delicious juice filled her mouth as Hanna pumped. On impulse, she pushed the tip of her tongue into his urethra.

“Fuck!” Jimmy groaned.

Hanna laughed and stroked. “See? Isn’t that the biggest piss slit you’ve ever seen?”

Gina stopped sucking and got her breath. Precum splashed on her lips. “Fuck, honey, that’s the biggest fucking cock I’ve ever seen.”

She wrapped a hand around Jimmy’s shaft and pumped in unison with Hanna. “Come on, stud. Feed us your cum. I want to fucking drown in it.”

Hanna giggled. “Gina! When you get going, you are foul mouthed cunt!”

Gina smiled and winked. “Baby, you got no idea.” And, with that, she mashed her precum soaked lips against Hanna’s and they moaned into a deep kiss.

“Yeah, that’s what I like to see,” Jimmy breathed. He reached down and rubbed their hair as they tongue kissed.

They broke free. “Gina, are you on the pill?”

Gina was gasping for air. “No, baby, not in years.”

“Jimmy, Gina is only thirty-four, and she’s fertile…”

Jimmy smiled.

“What? What are you talking about?”

Hanna rolled her onto her back. “I think I’m pregnant. If not, I will be soon. Jimmy wants to knock me up.”

Jimmy pushed Hanna to the side and grabbed Gina’s ankles.

Gina looked from one of them to the other. “But… do you mean you want…”

Jimmy nodded. “I want both of my bitches knocked up. Now, give me your whore cunt.”

Gina’s eyes were wide with surprise. A baby? Hanna and Jimmy wanted her to be pregnant.

Hanna hopped off the bed and grabbed her purse. “Dr. Demona gave me these before I left.” She pulled out a bottle of pills.

“What? What are they?” Gina asked, and then she shrieked as the massive cock pressed at the opening to her sopping pussy.

“Fertility drugs. They’ll make you ovulate.” Hanna opened the bottle, dropped two into her hand and pressed them to Gina’s lips.

Gina shook her head. She couldn’t! She just couldn’t! It was so wrong.

“Open your mouth, you whore. Take your medicine,” Jimmy growled.

His voice, she just couldn’t resist – she didn’t want to! Gina obeyed. She swallowed the pills down. She just stared up at Jimmy as he pushed his cock head against her hole.

Whatever he wanted. This young stud wanted to fuck her, and she was his to fuck. He wanted to breed her, and she was his to breed. And, why not!? Why not give her body and soul to this hard-fucking stud?

“Fuck me, Jimmy,” she whispered.

Jimmy smiled. “That’s my girl.” He thrust forward.

Her body opened up, letting him slide in deep. It hurt, but she didn’t care. She was his now.

Jimmy grunted as he began to fuck her in long, slow strokes.

Hanna laughed. “Fuck yes, Jimmy! Make her take it all.”

Gina arched her back. Oh, God, she was so full! Why had she resisted? Nothing in her life had ever felt so good, so right. She rocked her hips, meeting his strokes, coaxing him deeper.

Jimmy laughed and grabbed one of her nipple rings.

Hanna’s lips closed on her other nipple, and she suckled.

“Oh! Oh, my beautiful darlings,” she whispered.

Hanna’s slim hand slid down Gina’s body, found her fat clit, and began to massage it with thumb and index finger.

Jimmy pumped harder, and, somehow, he pushed in even deeper!

“Fuck! Oh, fuck!” Gina felt like she was going to explode.

Hanna stopped sucking and instead caught the nipple ring in her teeth and pulled hard.

Gina screamed. “Fuck! Fuck me, you motherfucker! Give me your cum! Make me your fucking whore! Breed me! Put your bastard in me!”

Jimmy cried out and stopped in mid thrust.

Gina squealed in delight as she felt the first jet of cum go deep inside her. He pumped again and again, his cock seemed to throb for hours.

He’s breeding me! Like an animal!

And, Gina came hard. She felt like her entire body was trying to milk the beautiful shaft inside her.

Hanna cried out too.

Gina opened her eyes and looked.

Jimmy had shoved three fingers up her Hanna’s ass, and she had cum with them!

Gina sighed. Jimmy’s cock still throbbed, filling her with even more cream.

He softened and fell to her side.

Gina laughed. His dick, even though he was soft, was still lodged in her cunt!

On her right, Hanna looked up at her with sleepy eyes.

Jimmy grinned on her left.

Gina smiled at them both. “My nipples, darlings. Suck my nipples. It will make the muscles in her tummy move.” She grinned mischievously. “It will help me get pregnant.”

Jimmy and Hanna latched on and sucked.

***

Emily watched as Sammi slept comfortably in a gynecological chair exactly like the one he had been imprisoned in before Emily had filled him with futa cum.

She should feel guilt at what she had done. A normal, sane person would have.

But Emily was no longer normal, and her sanity? That was questionable as well.

Logically, she knew the pheromones had made her tryst with Hecate inevitable.

But she also knew that she could have resisted, maybe even long enough to free them both.

No. She had chosen their fate.

Some part of her had wanted it. She had wanted to obey Sugar, she had wanted to eat out the beautiful nun. Something inside her craved the delicious kink of it all.

And, feeling the power in her body once the virus took hold? Was this what men - not pathetic weaklings like Sam, but real men - was this what they felt all the time? The powerful testosterone rush making them want to fuck?

It was intoxicating! Liberating, she never wanted it to end.

If only she could have let poor Sam get away before she made him into Sammi. There wouldn't have been an ounce of regret. She loved what she had become, and she couldn't wait to pass on her gift to others.

But, poor Sam. No, he had never satisfied her. He couldn't. She never even realized until today the depths of her lust and how pitifully incapable of quenching that thirst he had been.

He had loved her, though. That counted for something, and she had loved him as well.

Now, there was Sammi, enormous tits sticking out like basketballs, heart shaped ass just begging to be stuffed full, bee stung lips that needed to be permanently wrapped around a thick cock. She was a simple, beautiful, sex toy.

And, Emily loved her just as she loved Sam.

Demona worked in silence.

Sammi was blissfully asleep as Demona made tiny incisions in her nipples, clit, inside her vagina, and even inside her little asshole.

Demona inserted small silver capsules in each incision before closing them and spraying each with the Insta-Heal.

She stood back and admired her handiwork.

Finally, she picked up a small pink collar and fastened it around Sammi's throat. It clicked into place.

"There," Demona said. She caressed Sammi's sleeping face. "She's all done."

"What did you do to her?" Emily asked. Her voice was smoky, so different from before. She sounded like a film noire femme fatale.

Demona smiled and beckoned her closer. "As you know, Sammi's IQ has been lowered dramatically. She's a happy, giggly little bimbo."

"Yes, I know. Insufferable, actually."

Demona nodded. "But you do love her?"

Emily rolled her eyes. "Of course, I do."

"Well, these implants will help." She handed Emily a smartphone. "Church issue. Pull up the Sammi App."

Emily looked at the screen. A large icon of Sammi's smiling, vapid face was there. She pressed it.

A screen with three prominent buttons numbered 1, 2, and 3 adorned the top of the screen. Below that were sliders marked: Tits, Clit, G-Spot, and Ass Cunt. Below that was a map.

"The biggest problem with Sammi is going to be getting her attention. If you go outside, she might see something shiny or penis shaped and wander off. Primarily you'll use the three buttons. Press number 1."

Emily pressed it and Sammi went rigid in the seat, all the muscles in her neck were straining and she gripped the arms of the chair in her sleep.

"Oh! Let off!" Demona hissed. "That sends an electrical jolt through the collar. It's meant for short bursts to correct bad behavior."

"You gave my husband a shock collar?!" Emily cried.

"For her own good. Training her will save her life. Just, give her short bursts. If you hold the button down, eventually she'll piss herself and pass out," Demona said. "For instance, if you see her wandering toward the street, give her a zap. A short one."

"Like this?" Emily tapped the button and Sammi seized in the chair. Emily smiled.

"Yes... just try not to enjoy it so fucking much."

"I'm harboring some resentment over his tiny cock."

"Well, she doesn't even have one now, so knock it off."

"Sorry."

"Button 2 is for positive reinforcement. Give it a short press."

Sammi moaned in her sleep and her body went rigid, but this was far different from button 1. Her whole body shook, and she squirted girl juice across the floor.

"Orgasm button?" Emily asked.

"Yes. Very useful for showing her she's a good girl - also keeps them from whining when they're frustrated. The sliders adjust the power in each implant - it's fun to make them cum from nipple stimulation alone."

Emily giggled. This was going to be wonderful!

"Now, the third button is for emergencies. When you press it, she gets a heavy dose of one and two at full power. Do not press it!"

Emily hovered her finger over the button. "Please? Just once?"

"You do and you're cleaning the pee off my floor. With your tongue, bitch."

"Okay... so this is only for emergencies?"

"Yes, let's say she has disappeared, and you can't find her. Press button three and she'll cum, piss herself, and pass out for about three hours. There's a final implant in the back of her head. It's a homing device. Her location will show up on the map below. With any luck, you'll be able to find her."

"You think of everything," Emily said with a smile.

"Of course."

Emily caressed Sammi's beautiful breasts.

Hecate stood motionless in the corner, staring into space. "Will she... always be a zombie like that?"

"Who? Hecate? No, she's waiting for her implanted personality. There's a powerful white witch in Manhattan who will see to that - the three of you belong to her."

"Belong? So, I'm a slave?"

"Jesus, bitch, do you feel like a fucking slave?" Demona asked with a smirk.

"Well, no..."

"Fuck no, you're not. You chose this, all the futa virus did was open you to new possibilities. Being owned in the New Order is like... well, being part of a family. Admittedly a fucked up, psychopathic family of deranged mind controlling monsters, but, hey, no family is perfect."

Emily bit her lip and looked at the smartphone screen. She looked up sheepishly at Demona.

"Oh, for fuck's sake," Demona whispered. "Go ahead. I'll get a mop."

Emily grinned mischievously and pressed button 3.

***

The next morning, Emily led Hecate and Sammi off the elevator on the first floor. She couldn't wait until Hecate had a brain - taking care of them both was getting hard.

Emily and Hecate wore rubber loin dresses, Hecate's in black, Emily's in red. She couldn't quite understand why Hecate's mind had been erased, who wouldn't want this done to them? They were goddesses.

Sammi bounced along wearing black latex booty shorts that barely contained her ass. The crotch was so narrow that it was practically swallowed by her labia. She danced around on her black hooker heels.

The big, oscillating, M cup tits were covered by a white half t-shirt that covered the top of her boobs, but gave a tantalizing glimpse of underboob.

Black letters spelled out BOY-o-BOY across her tits.

"Where we goin'?" Sammi giggled.

"I told you. There's a limo outside for us."

They stepped into the store.

All heads turned to see the rubber encased amazons and their protege, the living sex doll.

"Ooo! Pretty!" Sammi squealed and ran to a rack of multi-colored micro mini-skirts. "I want one!"

"No."

"Pwease?"

The baby talk was infuriating. Emily held up her cell with her thumb over button 1.

Sammi's eyes bugged out and she scampered to Emily's side. "Sorry, Emily. Really. I'm sorry." She was cowering.

Emily melted a little. "It's okay. Just stay close."

Sammi smiled and the room lit up. She danced back to the rack. She pulled a snakeskin mini-skirt off the rack. "Can I get this one?"

Emily looked toward Ray behind the counter.

He smiled and nodded.

"Yes," she said. "Are you sure that's your size?"

"Extra small, I like them tight and short!"

Emily shook her head. "Extra small? On that ass?"

Sammi frowned and tried to look over her shoulder at her behind. She shrugged. "Hey, mister! Is my ass too big to wear this?"

A man standing nearby looking at a magazine titled simply, TITTIES, ogled her behind and shook his head.

She arched her back thrust out her butt. "You sure?"

"Yeah... definitely."

"See?" Sammi said to Emily with a smile.

"Oh, for fuck's sake," Emily sighed.

They stepped through the doors into security ten minutes later.

Sammi was carrying three big shopping bags of sex toys and lingerie.

And, she was walking funny, because she wouldn't wait till they got to the car to put in a pear sized, chrome butt plug.

She had tried to push it in herself in the middle of the store, but she had given up in frustration. "Hey, would one of you guys help me put in this butt plug?" She had asked.

Fifteen men had come running and a fist fight broke out before Ray broke it up by tossing five of them out. In the end, Ray slid it into Sammi's tight butt himself while the rest of the patrons watched.

Rita the Bimbot looked up from her desk as they passed. "Thank you for shopping at Stallion's. Come again... you fucking whores."

Emily stopped in mid-stride and stared at the robot.

Rita just looked straight ahead, unblinking.

"Bye," Sammi giggled as they walked out into the sun.

The bald-headed chauffeur looked at them behind his silver sunglasses. He opened the rear door for them and stood expectantly beside it.

Sammi began to giggle. She chewed a fingernail and smiled at the chauffeur. "I wanna ride up front with him."

"No," Emily said as she helped Hecate into the backseat.

"But, I wanna..."

The chauffeur stood expressionless.

Emily didn't say a word, she just held up the cell phone.

"Phooey!" Sammi mumbled.

The chauffeur took her bags

Sammi leaned over and showed a half acre of ass cheek as she climbed into the back seat.

Emily sat down and the chauffeur smiled at her bare thigh.

She smiled back.

He spoke into a microphone in the sleeve of his coat. "Slut 12, enroute."

As the door shut, Sammi began to giggle as she rummaged through a cabinet between the seats. "Yay! Vibrators!"

***

The sun was high in the sky as Stacie and Courtney stepped off the elevator on the first floor of Stallion’s. Courtney wore tight blue jeans that showed off her heart shaped ass and the JUICY t-shirt.

Stacie wore her thigh highs with the mini-skirt and the silk blouse. Her nipples stood out on her tits held high by the shelf bra.

Their lives were completely different after one day in Stallion’s, though they had no idea just how much.

Stepping from the back room into the main store, the male patrons gasped when they saw the Playboy centerfold and her MILF mother walk past in their high heels.

A man in the classic adult film section looked at the woman on the cover of his 1970s porno and then looked at Stacie. He did a double take. It looked like the same woman, but the picture was almost fifty years old.

Stacie saw him looking at her and she winked.

Ray stood behind the counter and smiled. “Ladies.”

“Ray,” Stacie said as they passed by.

Sugar was waiting at the door. She handed Stacie a set of keys. “Car’s in the lot. The GPS has been programmed. Just press HOME on the screen, and it will lead you to the house. House key is on the ring.”

“Thank you, Sugar.”

Sugar shook her head. “You keep saying that.”

“I mean it. I’ve never been so happy.” She hugged Sugar and kissed her. And, then she whispered in her ear, “I don’t know what you did to me. I don’t know who I was before, and I don’t care. I couldn’t have been this happy. I would remember.”

Sugar stared into her eyes. “Have a nice life, Stacie Fuchs.”

Stacie smiled. “Likewise, Sugar Tits.”

Courtney smiled and waved, and then leaned up and kissed Sugar on the cheek.

They didn’t look back as they stepped into the security area.

Rita the Bimbot sat at her desk. She looked bored as always. “Thank you for shopping at Stallion’s Adult Video. Come again soon… and again, and again, and again…”

Stacie laughed. “Oh, we will.”

The sun was blinding outside.

Stacie watched as a tow truck drove by pulling a minivan with the driver’s side door ripped off. “Hmm? Wonder how that happened?”

“Mom? I’m hungry.”

Stacie kissed Courtney’s cheek. “Let’s get something disgustingly greasy and fattening.”

“Sounds delightful!”

Stacie looked around the parking lot. She bit her lower lip. Which car?

She pressed the unlock button.

A car’s lights blinked.

“No fucking way!” Courtney cried.

“Language!” Stacie scolded. “But… fuck.”

A black Mercedes convertible had answered the button push.

The license plate read MILF.

They got in and wasted no time raising the top - it hummed and rose, disappearing into the trunk.

The engine started with a purring hum.

“Oh! My God! I can drive it too, right?” Courtney asked.

“Fine. But, no boys. I mean it, Courtney.”

“No boys. Ever. I promise.”

“Okay. I’ll let you drive it to school… sometimes. And, when you come back here to study with Demona.”

“Yay!”

They drove out of the lot and left Stallion’s behind.

“Let’s have some music,” Stacie said. She turned on the radio.

“…In Washington today, a surprise turn of events, Republican Congressman Leo Connor, head of the bipartisan house committee on Invasive Foreign Religions announced that the investigation into the Church of Morpheus – the controversial Cuban church that has been linked to organized crime and human trafficking – has concluded and found no evidence of wrongdoing…”

“Well, that’s fantastic!” Stacie said. “That’s our democracy at work, darling. We have freedom of religion in this country, about time they stopped persecuting us.”

“Mom? This is boring. Can I find something else?”

“Sure. But, no rap. Those lyrics are filthy. Find something nice like Celine Dion or Backstreet Boys.”

“God, you are sooo old.”

Stacie frowned. “I’ll have you know I’m very attractive for my age.”

Courtney smiled. “Yep. You’re a MILF.”

“That’s not a nice thing to call your mother.”

“Literally on the license plate, Mom.”

Stacie shrugged. “I didn’t pick the plate.”

“Ooo! Greasy burger joint!” Courtney pointed at a drive through on the side of the road.

“Okay, but no eating in the car. Wait till we get home.”

They ordered at the speaker: a burger and soda for Stacie, a double cheeseburger with chili, fries, and a large chocolate shake for Courtney.

“Hey, how do we pay for this?” Courtney asked as they sat in line.

“Well, I… You know, I don’t know.” She opened her purse and unsnapped her Prada wallet.

Driver’s license, medical insurance card, and a black credit card with nothing but numbers on it. “Hmm… Do you think?”

Courtney shrugged.

They got to the window.

Stacie looked in the window and felt a tremor in her crotch.

Inside was a boy of eighteen. He smiled as he reached for the card.

“Oh, wait,” Stacie said.

Courtney was fiddling with the radio.

Stacie found a business card in her wallet. It had her photo and her position in PR at the Church. She flipped it over and wrote her phone number on the back. She slipped it to the boy along with her credit card.

The boy stared at the business card. He scratched his head. “Ma’am, did you mean to give…”

Stacie was smiling at him, the top two buttons of her blouse undone, showing deep voluptuous cleavage. She had raised her right leg slightly, showing her inner thigh and the lace top of the stockings.

The boy stared from her crotch to her tits, unsure of where he should land.

Stacie nodded and raised her leg higher, giving the boy a perfect view of her bare cunt. “Call any time.”

The boy nodded and swiped her card without taking his eyes off her pussy.

He handed it back to her with the bag and drinks.

Stacie winked as she pulled out.

The radio blared out some kind of heavy metal. “There!” Courtney announced. “Finally!”

“Oh, gross!” Stacie grumbled.

Courtney’s mouth dropped open. “Mom! Your skirt is up. Good grief, hide the cooch!”

“Oh, is it?” Stacie said. She wiggled her skirt down. “I should be more careful.”

“You probably gave that guy a free show,” she said horrified.

“Oh? You think? He never said a word…”

“Well, what was he supposed to say, Mom? Wow, nice beaver?”

Stacie laughed. Things were going to work out. She had a good feeling about this. It was a change for the better.

THE END
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